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When Susan walked into the kitchen that morning just before 9am, I knew something was wrong. After 20 years of marriage, we'd both been 23 when we married, there are certain signs that you can pick up on. But I had never seen her looking quite so... anxious and pensive.
"Dave," she said: "I... I... have something to say. I know you are not going to like it, but I have to say it, anyway."
I noticed that she could not look me in the eye. My stomach did a flip. "What's wrong, Sue? You aren't ill, are you?"
"NO!" She startled me by yelling. "No... I am not ill. Though when I say what I have to say to you, you might think otherwise. I... am going to go away and take a lover for three days, starting today."
"What the FUCK?" Now it was her turn to jump. "Are you going to leave me?" I was starting to panic, this couldn't be happening! Could it?
"No," she said, "I knew you'd think that, but that's not what I said. I am going to take a lover for three days, then I am going to come back to you and we can continue as we have always done, as husband and wife."
"Shit, Susan!" I said, as I staggered and sat heavily on a chair by our kitchen table. "You have really shocked me; you have sprung this on me. You are going to do this today? Now? Why? Why not give me some warning as to your plans for this... this... affair?"
"Because I knew it would upset you and that you'd try to beg and plead with me to stay, to not go. And I couldn't stand to see you humiliate yourself like that; because there's no way that I wanted that to happen. It would lessen my respect for you."
'Respect? What respect?' I thought. I turned and looked at her. 'Fuck! Fuck it to Hell! It... I mean... she... looks like my wife... but... was she my wife? I mean... just who the fuck was this strange woman standing in my kitchen?'
Apparently I had failed to sub-vocalise that thought. She replied: "Oh, Dave, I can assure you I am your wife, your loving wife Susan, the mother of our daughter, Sandi-Sue, but this is just something I have to do for me. It has nothing to do with us, what we have together. Please try to believe that! Please try to understand!"
What was there to understand? My wife planned to cheat on me. Was going to cheat on me. I was starting to feel sick.
"Susan, please do not do this to... us... to... yourself."
"I am sorry, Dave, but my mind is already made up. When I get back... we'll talk and we will work out how I can make you feel better about this situation that I have dumped on you. I know it is not fair on you. But... I will make it up to you, I promise. When I get back, we will have the hottest sex session in our lives. Honestly." She nodded, empathically. As if sex would somehow magically fix her betrayal.
"Oh, we will, will we?" I asked her, my shock now becoming tinged with anger. "You do realise that we will not be able to have sex when you return?"
"Why ever not?" she replied, looking shocked.
"Not until you can produce a certificate that you are clear of STDs and of HIV!" I responded.
"What?" Now she seemed to be scandalised. "What kind of a woman do you think I am?" She sounded as if she were getting angry.
"The kind of woman who goes off and sleeps with men other than her husband," I replied. I had meant to make my remark sound angry, but to my surprise it came out as flat and defeated.
She looked at me, a sudden expression of sympathy on her face. She stroked my right check with her right hand. "Oh, Dave, I am so very, very sorry. You must feel so awful! So confused and upset, right now. I must admit I feel the same way, too. But it is something that I must do for me, and also, I hope that you will eventually see, it will be something for us, too. It'll work out for the best. You'll see."
I ignored her last fatuous remark; I looked at her, hard. "Who is it? Do I know him?"
She shook her head slightly. "Best you don't know," she said.
Shit. That meant that not only did I know him, that I must know him, and reasonably well, too. But who was it? Who could it be? Who would be a big a shit as to help Susan risk our marriage like this?
She walked towards the kitchen door, opened it and stepped out into the yard, she looked back and said: "I'll be back home in three days. And that's a promise. I... I am really so very, very sorry about this, you know. I love you."
She walked through the door, closing it softly.
I said quietly: "I love you, too, Susan," but she could not have heard me through the closed door.
I sat at the kitchen table. She was so sure of herself. So certain! But I knew that this was going to end badly. Shit? How could it end other than badly?
I thought: 'How in the hell could this have happened? What could be worse than this?'
There had been a cartoon on TV years back, when I was a kid. Some dreadful event would befall the hero and he'd say: "What could be worse than this?" And then, something worse would happen to him, then something even worse, before everything would be resolved to his satisfaction at the end of the show.
Before the end of that day, actually before the end of that morning, really, I would learn that things would become much worse and that the impact of Susan's actions would have far-reaching repercussions that nobody, not even Susan, could have predicted, or foreseen. And there would be no cartoon fantasy happy ending to this story...
Well under an hour later, my mobile went off. I grabbed it, hoping that it was Susan. Perhaps she'd changed her mind? Perhaps she... But then I saw that it was a call from Steve. My best friend, Steve! We'd known each other since we were six years old. Our wives were best friends, too! We'd even got married at the same time and been each other's best man! I could ask Steve for advice! He was a psychologist! I knew I'd value his input on this situation.
But when I answered the call, Steve was whispering. I could hear a woman moaning in the background. "Hi, Dave, old buddy! Thought I'd best give you a call. It's about Susan. Susan doesn't know I am calling you, by the way. That noise you can hear? That's me fucking Susan, your wife! Wow! She's hot! Can't think why I never thought of doing this before! Hey! Just in case you think this is all just some sick joke, soon I'll send you some hot High Definition video of me and Susan 'playing' together. Of course, she doesn't know I am recording this little fuckfest!
"Oh, by the way, we aren't at my place, so don't bother to come calling on us! Bye!"
I shouted, but he'd terminated the call.
I trembled when I thought of the video he would send. Dare I watch it? But then again, dare I not? What should I do?
Suddenly, I remembered that, through the company I owned, I had access to all the legal advice that I would require. Bill Wilkes was my company's attorney and he was on contract to my firm to provide legal counsel as and when required. Well, this was as and when, as far as I was concerned.
He answered his phone almost straight away. Other people used hired help to answer their direct lime phone, or let it ring a few times to let their caller see how important they felt they were. But Bill didn't. He answered his direct line almost before the phone had rung once.
"Bill Wilkes Legal. How may I help?"
I managed to croak out: "Bill? This is me, Dave Summers. Bill, I need your help. Something dreadful is happening and I don't know what to do!" I was almost hysterical at this point.
He asked me to tell him what had happened. When I told him and advised him that I was waiting for a video of their tryst he said: "I find this so... dreadful... so utterly heinous! I have acted in cases of marital infidelity before but never in a case such as this. It's unique in my experience. But what I can't quite understand is that Steve is supposed to be your best friend? You have known each other since you were five or six? So how in the Hell could this have happened?"
"I don't know, Bill. This whole thing has blindsided me. What should I do?"
He paused for a moment, before responding. "Wait 'til the video arrives, then watch it, but send me a copy as soon as it arrives. I'll watch it and determine what responses you should make and when you should make them. It's early on day one of their three day... event. Today is Wednesday; we have almost three full days for a plan of action to be formulated, before the weekend."
Half an hour later, the email with the video file attached arrived. It bore the subject line: "Sorry, Dave! But the real best man has his way!"
I checked the file for viruses and downloaded it to my computer and quickly forwarded a copy to Bill.
I watched the video. It was very high definition, with stereo surround sound, too.
They were in bed together, fucking. "Hey, Susan!" Shouted Steve. "How am I doing?" "Oh, God, Steve, you are such a fantastic lover!" "Am I better than Dave?" "Oh, much, much better! You are by far the better lover!"
'Thanks, Susan, you fucking bitch', I thought as I watched my marriage being fucked away, second by second.
"Say, Susan, has Davie ever tried this?" "Oh, shit! No! That's incredible! Your cock and your hand in my cunt at the same time! Oh, Dave has never tried anything like that! He 'respects' me too much!" Susan laughed at her remark. 'Oh, I used to respect you, Susan...' I thought, tears streaming down my face.
"What a wimp he is!" laughed Steve. "I have to ask you a question, Susan. Who do you prefer? My cock or your wimp husband, Dave?" "Oh, God, Steve! Your cock, without question! Keep pumping me! Don't stop! Please!"
They fucked for a minute or so more, until Steve spoke again, in a deliberate way that made my flesh crawl. "Susan, would you ever give my cock up, again?" "Oh. No, lover of mine! Never! I'll never give it up!" "Well, what about another comparison? How do you compare what my cock is doing to you, to, say, your daughter, Sandi-Sue?" Susan was puzzled. "What do you mean, Steve?" "Let's go back to the question I asked you a while back about your wimp husband, Dave. Who do you prefer, Susan? My cock or your daughter?" "Oh, God! Your cock without a doubt! It beats Sandi-Sue, to my mind! Just keep on doing me, Steve! Please!"
"So, you like my cock, huh, Susan?" Hell, yes! I love it!" "In that case, I want you to promise me that you will never let Dave anywhere near your cunt, again. At least, not until I give you permission, OK?" "But... but... I promised Dave I'd give him some really hot sex after I got back after our little tryst, Steve, to make it up to him," Susan whined.
"Well, you'd better unpromise him! If you followed my instructions and denied him any sex over the past month, whilst following my special exercises so you could accommodate me and my hand, you know that the poor little bastard isn't going to be able to get any purchase down there for a good while! So best to hold back on any mercy fucks for hubby for a time, in any case! You want to make it up to him? Cook him a meatloaf!" They both laughed.
I felt numb. So... numb. It was a typical North California summer's day, but I felt cold.
The sex was bad enough. Seeing my best friend and my wife, together. But maybe I could have gotten over that. But the disrespect for me and especially for our little girl, Sandi-Sue? To my mind, that was unforgivable!
The video then stopped. It had been somewhat under 10 minutes. But it had seemed much longer.
A few minutes later, my phone rang. I heard Bill's voice. "Dave, Bill here. I just watched that video. That's the most fucked up thing I ever saw or heard in my life! What the fuck was going through her mind? You want to try for reconciliation or for a divorce?"
"If it had just been me she insulted, well... maybe a reconciliation. But for her to turn on Sandi-Sue like that, damn it, Bill, divorce is the only option I can think of!"
"For what it's worth, I agree. Look, my spidey sense is tingling. Where is your daughter?"
"She's helping a friend today with some college project. She's in town, at her friend's house."
"Get her to come back home, immediately!" "Why?" I asked.
"Because of the way Steve set your wife up to insult both you and Sandi-Sue, I have a horrible suspicion that he could well send a copy of that video to your daughter, too! Tell her to come back home, but if she has an email from Steve that she is NOT to open it and view the attached video by herself! And I'll make a start on the divorce paperwork and also on orders to keep her and Steve away from you, Sandi-Sue and your house."
I followed Bill's instructions, and just after 1pm, Sandi-Sue arrived at our house, flustered and anxious about my call.
"Dad!" she shouted. "Just what the Hell is going on? And where's mom?"
I caught a glimpse of my face in the wall mirror, at the same time Sandi-Sue saw me. I looked stricken.
"Daddy? Have you and mommy had a falling out?"
"No. Well... yes, actually, I think you could say that."
I explained to her what had happened.
"Daddy, I can't get my head around this idea. My mom and... and... Uncle... Steve? What the fuck does Auntie Helen think about all this?"
That's something I hadn't thought of! Surely Helen would not approve of Steve having a three day fling with her best friend?
I steeled myself to act as normally as possible as I put the phone on speaker and used the speed dial for Helen's cell number. She answered on the second ring. "Oh, Hi, Dave! How are you today? How's Susan?" From her bright and cheery response I realised she had not got a clue about what was happening. "Oh, I'm OK, I guess! Susan's busy, somewhere. I am getting a little behind with some projects for work. How are you and Steve?"
"Oh, we are both fine. I had to go to help look after my sister's craft shop as her husband Brian is in hospital having a knee operation. I wanted Steve to come with me, but you know how he is with his psychology and counselling practice. He really can't take time off from his patients, so he's stuck working at home whilst I am trying to work out the prices on various craft items!"
"Oh, that's a pity," I said. "Steve really loves the coast, doesn't he? Say, how about getting together for a Barbeque at the weekend?" I asked. She replied that was a great idea and as she wouldn't be getting back until Saturday morning, it had better be at our place, this time.
After we said our goodbyes, I ended the connection. "So, Sandi-Sue, it looks as if Helen knows nothing of what is happening. Fuck!"
Sandi-Sue looked at me and said: "Dad, you mentioned an email from Steve. You told me not to open it. I have just checked on my Blackberry and I do have an email from Steve. There's a video attachment. Is that what caused you to call me in such a blind panic? That title makes me think that Steve and my mom are starring in their own porn video. Have you seen it? Exactly how bad is it, Dad?"
I looked at her, and said: "Sandi-Sue, it's the very worst. What they are doing is bad enough. But it is what they are saying that really hurt me."
Sandi-Sue growled: "What? They'd better not be saying shit about MY Daddy or they'll have ME to answer to!"
I tried to smile at her. "Thanks, honey. But it's not just me that they were talking trash about."
Sandi-Sue looked at me and said: Dad... what the fuck are you driving at? I want to watch that video."
"You can't! It's too... horrible!"
"Dad, you can't stop me. I'm 18 and it's on my email account. Either you let me watch it here, with you, or I'll watch it by myself, later. So... what's it to be?"
I stared at her for several moments before nodding my agreement. I knew what she said was true and if she was going to watch it, I could not risk having her 18-year-old mind twisted by what her mother and Steve did and said during that ten minute video, if she watched it alone, in her room or someplace else.
We watched the video, sitting side by side in the lounge; I'd fed it through our big screen TV. On reflection, that might have been a mistake.
"Jeeesus Chrrriiiist!" Sandi-Sue shouted. "Fuck! This is so sick! OMFG! That's soooo gross!"
When she heard them comparing me unfavourably to Steve's cock she shook her head and muttered. But when she heard what they said about her, about my little princess, it broke her heart.
She suddenly cuddled up to me and began to cry like a very frightened little girl. She spoke in a voice that chilled me because it sounded exactly like she'd sounded when she was five. "Daddy! Daddy! Where's my mommy? I want my mommy! I want my mommy, NOW!" She began sobbing, horribly, gut wrenchingly. It hurt my soul to hear her crying like that as I cuddled her against me, tears streaming down my face.
It took me back to that time when Sandi-Sue had been five and her mother had fallen ill and spent a couple of weeks in hospital. She'd cried and called for her mother, then, using those exact words...
I began to wonder at the wisdom of letting her see the video when suddenly Sandi-Sue was back in the room, as it were. She gave a self-depreciating chuckle and said: "Now, where the fuck did THAT come from?"
She looked at me, frowned, scrubbed her eyes with her hands and said: "Dad, this is some weird shit, right enough! Something just changed in me. I dunno what, but... maybe I just grew up? Anyhow... you are going to divorce the bitch, hah?"
"Sandi-Sue, that's on the cards," I said. But I didn't feel happy with the idea. Just resigned to it.
I phoned Bill with the information I had gleaned from my phone conversation with Helen. Bill agreed with me that it was likely that, despite what Steve had told me, that they were at Steve's house.
Bill always works fast. Later that afternoon he had divorce papers and temporary protection orders preventing them from coming into contact with Sandi-Sue or myself and barring them from the house.
Bill had decided that it would be better to have a uniformed officer serve the papers so he had them delivered by a Sheriff.
I wondered how they felt when their plans for a three day tryst were blown out of the water.
One of the most awkward and horrible things I have ever had to do in my life was to phone Helen and tell her what Susan and Steve had been doing. At first she thought I was joking, but when Sandi-Sue took the phone from my hand and spoke softly to her, Helen finally had to understand that it was real. And that life would never be the same again, for any of us.
Helen came back from her sister's home and threw Steve out of the house. Susan had already gone, someplace, but I didn't care to know where.
Bill arranged for a meeting at his offices which are in downtown San Francisco the next Monday morning.
We trooped into his main conference room, Bill, Sandi-Sue and myself on one side of the massive oal table and Susan and a young blonde man who was representing Susan, at the other. Susan had spent the last several days in a hotel. I didn't know or care where Steve was.
When the young blonde man spoke, I was surprised that he had a very strong Australian accent. "Hello! My name is Peter Briscoe, I am the attorney for Susan Summers. And despite the Oz accent, please be assured I am a US attorney. In fact, I emigrated to America from Australia when I was 10, I am now 27 and, as you can tell, my Oz accent shows no sign of ever going away!"
Bill introduced everyone and the battle commenced.
Susan shouted at me: "You are an absolute bastard, Dave! I told you it was only going to be for three days! But you had to be controlled by your damned, pathetic male ego! Well, let me tell you buster, I am going after you for every penny I can get! And what is Sandi-Sue doing here? What have you told her?"
Bill raised his left hand, in it he was holding an old fashioned ink pen. "Now, Mrs Summers, there's no need for that, is there? We need to try to deal with this horrible situation as best we can and as maturely as we can."



Briscoe intervened: "Thank you, Bill, I appreciate that. But at this point can I say how concerned I am that Dave and Sue's daughter is here? Isn't that somewhat unusual?"
Bill smiled at him, saying: "You are perfectly correct. It is unusual, but when we share with you the evidences we could be putting before the courts, I am certain that you will agree that the decision to invite Sandi-Sue here was the correct one."
Briscoe then began: "Despite your wife's talk with you at your house last Wednesday morning, what evidence do you have that a physical affair actually took place? That your wife really did commit adultery with anyone? Don't you feel you are being a bit premature, Mr Summers?"
"Mr Briscoe, I have a piece of information that I believe my wife is, as yet, unaware of. About an hour after she left our home, I received a phone call from Steve. He advised me that the moaning sounds I could hear was my wife having sexual intercourse with him. Up until that moment I had no evidence of a tryst, nor did I know who Susan was having her affair with. But that phone call left me in no doubt."
Before Briscoe could respond Susan let out a loud gasp and clapped her hands to her mouth. "Oh, babe! Oh Dave, sweetheart! That phone call must have devastated you! Oh, I am so sorry! I had no idea he had done that! Please believe me!"
Briscoe looked at her, askance. He said, almost to himself: "Well, that's put paid to that!"
Sandi-Sue looked at her mother, smiled and said in a fair imitation of the Valspeak dialect that Susan had used as a young girl: "Well, mom, about that sex you had with 'uncle' Steve. Was it, like, totally awesome? Was it worth it?"
Susan said nothing, but her face became flushed.
Briscoe glanced at Sandi-Sue before speaking again. He looked toward Bill and said: "I note that you said 'evidences', Bill. What other evidence do you have that you might be able to present to the courts?"
Bill smiled at him, in a not unfriendly way, and said: "We feel that the clincher evidence would be the sex video that Steve made of him and Mrs Summers. Which he kindly emailed to Dave, whilst he and Mrs Summers were together."
Briscoe forgot himself and muttered under his breath: "Oh, fuck!"
Susan looked sick and she shuddered, but said nothing, clutching the edge of the table. She seemed barely able to hold herself together. Her distress did not move me. 'Was this how it was going to be from now on?' I thought to my self.
Bill continued: "What I propose now is to play the video." He pressed a button on a remote and a large screen TV dropped down from the ceiling at one end of the room.
"No!" Shouted Susan, suddenly agitated. "I'll not have my baby girl exposed to such... filth... I mean such material!"
"It's too late, Susan," said Bill mildly and in a kindly way: "I am afraid that your lover Steve Evers has already sent Sandi-Sue her very own copy of the video. She has already seen it."
Susan let out a sob at that, but said nothing. I noticed her lawyer was playing with his pen. He looked distinctly unhappy.
We watched the video. It still made me feel physically ill, Sandi-Sue was glaring at her mother, Bill was trying to look cool and unflustered but he looked anything but, Susan whimpered and Peter Briscoe started to look as if he was having trouble keeping his lunch down.
When the video was over, it was his Australian accent, now broader and thicker than ever, that sounded out. And he was angry! Furious, in fact! "Well, fuck me sideways! Christ, that's bloody-well buggered it! Ding! Ding! End of the tramline! Everyone off!"
He turned to Susan: "It might be possible to argue about the admissibility of that video in court, but that doesn't matter, does it, Susan? Because your poor bloody husband and your poor bloody daughter now know exactly what you really think of them! Well, I think my work here is done! I won't even bill you, Mrs Summers. I'll..."
He stopped when he noticed that Susan had fallen out of her chair and had started to fit.
"Shit!" He shouted. He went into action. "Call 911!" He put her into the recovery position and after a while she stopped fitting and seemed to fall unconscious.
Scant minutes later an EMT team were ushered into the room, they examined her, put her on a trolley and took her away to the ambulance.
"Dave," said Bill, "I know things are shitty for you right now, but I'll offer my advice to you as your legal counsel and as a friend, go to the hospital for Susan. If you don't and something happens, I know you, you'd never forgive yourself."
Sometimes events just take on a life of their own. Happily married man to wouldbe divorcee to man anxious about the health of his wife. In what seemed like the beat of a heart.
I parked our car in the hospital's underground parking garage and Sandi-Sue and I went up into the San Francisco Central Hospital and made our way to the Emergency Room.
We were greeted by another culture clash. We'd already met an Australian attorney, now we met an Indian Doctor with a Cockney accent! Dr Kaur was a slight but no nonsense woman who, she told us, had been born and bred in London.
She asked us how Susan had come to go into a fit. When we told her she frowned and shook her head. "Bloody 'ell! Blimey, I can see why that would upset her, but even so, there's something that is bothering me about your wife's case. Her pupils are... not quite right. I want to get some very comprehensive tests done on your wife. Blood, urine, hair and a full body scan. I presume she's still on your health insurance?"
I assured Dr Kaur that Susan was still on my insurance, so the treatment began.
And things began to get even more fucked up.
They had quickly transferred Susan to a room in the psych section of the hospital and were keeping her calmed with a sedative. The next morning I visited her, Sandi-Sue had refused to come with me, but whilst I had wanted to avoid seeing Susan, I told myself I did not have that luxury.
After I had sat with Susan for a while as she dozed, one of the nurses in charge sent for Dr Kaur who asked me to see her in her office.
"Please Mr Summers, take a seat. I have some disturbing news for you."
"Christ? What now?" I felt a sense of panic. "Is she HIV positive? What?"
"It's nothing like that... we could not tell about HIV for several weeks, only. She also does not have an STD. Can you please tell me what medication is your wife on?"
I marshalled my thoughts for a moment, before replying: "None, that I am aware of. We are both fairly lucky with our health. Why do you ask?"
"Because with blood, urine and hair analysis we were able to establish that your wife is on a significant cocktail of drugs. Fairly heavy duty psychiatric drugs, at that. Who is her psychiatrist?"
"She doesn't have a psychiatrist. If she did, the payments would have shown up on the insurance? Wait... Steve, her lover, is a psychologist. Could HE have given her medication?"
Dr Kaur looked at me and replied: "I fear that he might well have done, but as he is a psychologist and not a psychiatrist he is not allowed, by law, to prescribe. He would not have legally been in possession of the medication.
"I have read the case notes of your wife, but please, to help me, tell me all you know?"
I told her what had happened, or what I knew about it. When I finished she shook her head and looked furious. "You say she was 'trained' by your so-called friend? Could that training have involved a CD or DVD, by any chance? Go to your home and see if you can find one. If you do, please bring it to me."
I must have looked confused because she continued: "The drugs your wife was on are very powerful, taken in combination and IF there was any element of hypnosis involved, it could be that Steve was using mind control techniques with which to ensnare your wife into having an affair. In effect, first, he raped her mind, then he raped her body!"
I somehow managed to get back to my car, although I still can't recall leaving Dr Kaur's office. I rang Bill, gave him the update and then somehow drove home.
When I got home I parked the car, ran into the house and I rushed into downstairs bathroom and began vomiting. I was kneeling down, clutching the toilet bowl, sobbing and retching.
Sandi-Sue rushed in to me. She knelt beside me, stroking my forehead. "Daddy! What's happened? Is mom worse?"
"No, Sandi-Sue," I was able to choke out. "The Doctor we spoke to, that British Indian woman? She told me that Susan was pumped full of drugs by Steve and probably hypnotised by him. That bastard raped her! He raped my lovely Susan! Why? Why? Damn you, Steve! Why'd you have to that?"
I spent a long time crying on the floor with Sandi-Sue comforting me. I told Sandi-Sue that I felt I had let her mother down; that my so-called best friend had been raping her and I never knew.
"That's nonsense, Daddy! How could you have known?" said Sandi-Sue.
Intellectually, I knew that what Sandi-Sue said was true, but emotionally? I felt I was somehow to blame. The situation had just become worse, again.
Sandi-Sue and I searched for the DVD and we found it in Susan's DVD player. The DVD was obviously specially made for Susan by Steve- and it contained some horrible exercises for stretching her vagina, but the majority of the disc was taken up with what looked to be positive affirmation sessions, all recorded by Steve for Susan. I was not an expert, so did not know what to make of it.
I made ten copies. Two were for Bill, a couple more were for Dr Kaur and the rest were placed in my safe.
I made an appointment to see Dr Kaur and she told me she would arrange for an expert to review the DVD. I met both of them in her office. Dr Kaur introduced me to the expert, Dr Paul Baker. "Technically we should address him as Dr. Dr. Baker, as he has an MD, specialising in psychiatry and he has a PhD in psychology.
We shook hands. He was a bluff, on nonsense guy. He was an imposing presence, aided by his clothing. He wore Western gear, but even though he was a doctor (or a doctor, doctor!) he looked right at home with the Western gear, as if he might know how to do it for real. I subsequently discovered that he did and relaxed by working on his family ranch in Colorado.
He got me to retell the whole story.
He looked at me, with sympathy. "This is a hideous thing to happen to you. Based on the information you have just given me, I feel that it is likely that your wife was subjected to mind control or to use another name for it, brain washing. I will not know for sure until I have gone through this DVD and made a careful study of its contents."
I sat with Susan most afternoons for about an hour. She lay in her bed, or sat in a chair at the side of the bed. She was unable to look me in the eye. We tried to talk, but it was awkward. We seemed to be drifting apart.
At the end of the week Dr Kaur asked to see myself, Bill and Dr Baker in her office.
After the introductions Dr Baker spoke. I could tell that he was angry. "Dave, I can confirm that Dr Kaur's original diagnosis was right on the button. Steve Evers did use drugs and hypnosis techniques to induce your wife to have an affair. Although at first glance the content on the DVD looked like fairly standard positive affirmation sessions compiled by a master of the craft, there were also some hidden subliminal hypnosis sessions buried within them. Combine those with the powerful drugs, it's doubtful your wife stood much of a chance, in my professional opinion."
Bill said: "But I thought you could not use hypnosis to make people do what they didn't want to do?"
"Exactly so, Bill. But with the right combinations of drugs and mind control techniques, it is possible to brainwash someone and encourage them to act in a way that would be completely out of character. Remember those US servicemen who were brainwashed by the North Koreans during the Korean War? And please consider that drugs and techniques have improved dramatically over that time."
I felt sick and began to feel like I was panicking. "So that piece of shit raped Susan? And he sort of encouraged or made her say those horrible things about Sandi-Sue and me?"
"Yes, Dave," said Dr Baker. "Exactly so. Now we know pretty much what happened we will be able to devise a treatment regimen for your wife. Help flush the last vestiges of those drugs out of her system and also start on a program to put right the damage his perfidious brain washing sessions did to her. It will take time."
A couple of days later and I was with Susan. She had started to respond to the physical treatment, but it would be a long, long road for all of us. We were in a lounge, sat drinking coffee and chatting.
"Dave, can you ever forgive me?"
"Forgive you for what, Susan? For being raped? That wasn't your fault."
"But what I did! What I said about you and Sandi-Sue! Until I heard what I said, I couldn't recall having said those terrible things! It was hearing them that did something to me. According to Dr Baker, that sort of short-circuited what Steve had done to me."
She explained that it had all started out very innocently. Steve had been working with a publisher to design a new program to help people deal with issues of low self-worth.
He had asked Susan to help by serving as a control, someone without psychological problems who would be able to view the videoed sessions without them impacting on her.
He had asked her to complete a non disclosure agreement and also asked her not to tell me about the sessions because, he told her, telling someone else –even me- might invalidate her status as an impartial control.
At some point he must have replaced the genuine sessions with the program that he had devised to get her to cheat on me, plus he gave her the drugs which he probably slipped into drinks he was giving her, as she could not recall taking them.
Then he decided to introduce the stretching exercises and planted in her mind the idea that she wanted to cheat on me for three days.
Whilst Sue was in hospital receiving treatment, Steve had hurriedly left town and a warrant was obtained for his arrest on charges of rape and practicing medicine without a licence.
Helen came to visit Sandi-Sue and me one afternoon. I'd just got back from my office and was pleased to see Helen. Although she looked dreadful.
"Helen!" I said as I opened the door to her knock. "It's great to see you! You are looking well! Come in!"
She looked at me, smiled, and said: "You are full of it, but in a nice way, Dave. I look like shit and I know it."
We all went through into the lounge and I got drinks for all of us.
Helen had an expression on her face that showed the pain she was going through. "I can't begin to tell you how sorry I am that Steve did this to you all. I can't begin to imagine what he thought he was doing! And what's worse, he was raping my best friend and I didn't even have a clue!"
"Don't blame yourself, Helen. You weren't to know. None of us knew."
Helen nodded and continued to speak. "I never noticed him changing. He seemed normal, he treated me just the same, we made love as we always did. So when did he become the monster? Or was that something that was always there, always waiting to escape?
"I can't stay in that house, knowing that was where he raped Susan. I can't! I'll look for a cheap apartment, but I can't stay there!" She began to sob and both Sandi-Sue and I comforted her as best we could. Eventually one of us, (can't recall who!) invited her to stay in the duplex apartment that was attached to our house but which was then currently unused. She took a little persuading, but later that week she moved in, having locked her own house up.
Life went on. I continued running my business and after some deliberation I decided to retain Peter Briscoe as Susan's attorney. We would be suing Steve's practice for a variety of offences. I'd talked it over with Helen and when I convinced her that it wouldn't cost her any money as we'd be suing his insurance carrier, and not her, she seemed at ease with the idea.
Eventually the police ran Steve to earth. They'd feared he might have gone to Canada or even overseas. It turned out he was still in California, in a place called El Centro, way down in the south of the state.
Much to everyone's shock he decided to plead guilty to all charges and got 8 years jail time for the rape. Seems crazy, but if it had been a state like Alabama he could have got 99 years. Which I'd have preferred.
What happened was this: He'd been going to plead 'not guilty' which pissed me off, as it would mean Susan would have to appear as a witness in his trial.
At his arraignment hearing I was in the court. As he walked in, Steve's eyes had flickered around the court. When he saw me, his face lit up in a smile. I looked at him, shook my head and mouthed to him: "Why? Why? Why did you rape Susan?"
The smile vanished from his face and he shuddered. He staggered to his right, recovered himself and when he was asked what his plea was he said: "Your honor, I have decided to change my plea to guilty. It has just been brought to my attention what I did. I can no longer deny it. What I did was evil and I must be punished."
18 months down the line and a lot has happened. Helen divorced Steve and the house was sold. She moved in to a small house on our block, so she's not far away. We still see her, but not as often as we used to. Currently she isn't dating.
Sandi-Sue is studying. Originally she'd thought about going to college back East, but decided not to and to stay close to her folks. She's coping, I think, but she says very little about what happened.
Susan stayed as an in-patient for a couple of months, until they decided that she was OK to be released and to come back home. This was a little awkward for a while and we had separate bedrooms for a couple of months. Apparently my nightmares of the day that she left me were pretty graphic re-runs of what had happened from my point of view and as I'd started talking in my sleep, they distressed Susan to the extent that she needed a separate bedroom. Eventually they faded away and we were able to sleep in the same room, but in separate beds.
We are currently still in counselling sessions as individuals and as a couple. Sometimes as a trio, with Sandi-Sue. We have issues a-plenty to cope with and get over as best we can. Sandi-Sue has her own counselling sessions.
My counselling included some advanced NLP techniques to help me lessen the memories of what I had seen in the video. It was not easy and took a great deal of time and effort. Sandi-Sue went through a similar program in her counselling, too.
It wasn't so much what we had seen, but what we had both heard Susan say about us, her husband and her daughter, that caused us the most distress. These elements, our counsellors told us, were the most intractable problems that took longer to help us get through.
After a long time Susan and I started to make love again. The first several times were complete disasters as I suffered from a severe erectile dysfunction. Not even the hint of an erection. This made me feel like I was not a real man. I apologised to Susan for what I perceived as my failure as her husband, and she sobbed bitter tears, as she blamed herself for my problem. More and deeper counselling and some Viagra helped me overcome this. And we were eventually able to start making love again.
Things still aren't completely fixed and I doubt that they ever will be. For example, Susan flinches every time I put my hand on or near her vagina, as a result of Steve's rape of her. And Susan had required two sessions of surgery to put right some physical damage he had caused her.
But things are getting better. I realise our marriage can never be as good as it used to be, but we are both working to ensure it will become as good as it can be.
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It had been a great block party in the communal area that the houses shared. The food had been prepared and brought along by the wives and one or two of the husbands who had at least one signature dish. (Signature dish usually meaning it was the only thing they could cook!)
The drink had flowed, consisting of bottles of store bought beers, wines and spirits and some really good home brewed beers and some home made wines from the nice and jovial retired gay couple who lived on the corner of the street. Steve Bollinger got on well with them. That was really no surprise as Steve got on well with almost everyone that he knew.
Steve was 45, reasonably handsome and more than reasonably successful in his professional life as a business consultant and in his home life. Sandra, his wife was 42 and even more attractive to him now than when they had met in their early 20s. She worked part time illustrating books, using a studio in their home. Life, Steve knew, was good, and probably, he supposed, somewhat complacently, couldn't be any better.
Their 20-year marriage had brought them to a fairly affluent suburb and their neighbors were all pretty much alike, one way and another. With some honourable exceptions. The elderly gay couple were retired university administrators; there were some middle ranking senior cops, some lawyers and one or two management consultants like Steve and some other retirees.
Steve and Sandra's twin were 18, having been born two years into the marriage. They had decided while they were dating that two children would be the perfect number to have, so when the twins were born, tubes were tied and a snip performed. And voilà! They had their perfect family! The two girls, Amanda and Deana were both attending the local college, studying business admin and living on campus.
Steve had been concerned about Sandra that evening. Herb and Malcolm –otherwise known to their neighbors as "the gay couple", but without any derogatory overtones- had brought along a crate of homemade parsnip wine, made to a recipe from Herb's Irish grandmother, they had warned everyone that it went down like silk but had a dangerous and undetectable kick like a mule.
Everyone had heeded their warning. Everyone but a few hardy souls who were now, close to midnight, beginning to pay for their folly! Sandra was one of these.
Steve sighed and grinned as he looked at Sandra. She was in conversation with Jess, the wife of a friend and fellow block resident, an accountant, a few years senior to Steve and Sandra, Bill Janner. Bill was watching both women with a look of mild amusement.
Jess was drunk, but not as drunk as Sandra. Steve was thankful the twins were staying with friends and not at home, he really did not want them to see him having to put their mother to bed, complete with the obligatory bucket by the side of the bed! He shook his head and grinned. He really didn't mind and he could hardly recall the last time his gorgeous wife had gotten so utterly wasted.
Suddenly Sandra noticed him and, despite being drunk, managed to easily get to her feet and walk fairly steadily, over to her husband. She grabbed him and affectionately nuzzled against his neck.
The music that had been playing through a tiny but powerful boombox had long since fallen silent (in a concession to the younger parents who had children in bed) the only sound was the gentle hum of conversation between the remaining dozen or so couples.
Sandra moved back from Steve, took hold of his hand and said, in that oddly loud voice that drunks fondly imagine is an intimate whisper: "Gosh, Steve, let's go home and make love. Why don't you take me home and then you can screw me like Bill does? God! Bill! Well, there's a man who knows how to fuck me good and proper!"
The gentle hum of conversation stopped, as, aghast at this turn of events, everyone looked at Sandra. Steve was in shock. Bill had seemed to cease breathing, Jess seethed in her seat.
"Oh? And when do you and Bill ever fuck, Sandra?" asked Steve, quietly.
"Why, every Thursday, my love! Every Thursday afternoon. We hire a room in the Family Frendlee Motel and we screw like rabbits for, like, oh, like four hours. Three or even four times, if he can get it up again!
"Then we go home to our respective homes and I don't know what Bill does, but I cook dinner and then wait for you to come home from the office to give you some of my loving."
Steve continued with his questions that sounded gentle but were getting answers that were hard for him to take.
"Do you make him use condoms?"
"Oh, no, hun! Why would I bother? My tubes are tied so I like to let him fuck me bareback."
Steve rubbed his chin in a nervous gesture.
"Why? We have been married for 20 years. Why did you need to take a lover?"
"Oh, it's not your fault, Steve. You just aren't all that much good in the sack. Oh, don't forget, though, I do love you, I just wish you could fuck me as good as Bill does. Hey. Maybe Bill and me'll invite you to the motel next Thursday? Then he can show you how to do me like I really like it?" She giggled like a teenager.
The conversation was brought to a halt by something that, in the sultry night air, sounded like a pistol going off. It had been Jess' hand connecting with her husband's face. "You bastard!" She screamed at him. She stormed off, followed by Bill who looked to be hurting and not just from the slap. He glanced back at Steve, mouthed: "I am so sorry" and scuttled off after his wife's rapidly receding back.
Herb turned to Malcolm and said in a somewhat forlorn stage whisper: "I knew we should not have brought that damn parsnip wine out!"

Steve looked at Sandra for several long moments and said "Time I got you home."
The next morning Sandra woke up with a feeling that her head was filled with electrified cotton wool balls.
She staggered from the bed into the en suite and sorted herself out. She used her electric toothbrush without turning it on (too noisy!) and took a couple of painkillers. She noticed that Steve hadn't slept in his side of the bed. Shit. If only she could remember what had happened at the party! She was sure something bad had happened, but could not quite recall what it was.
She walked down the back stairs that led directly to the kitchen. As she entered the room, she saw Steve sat at the kitchen table. He hadn't seen her. She watched as he crumpled up, his head slumping onto the table, his shoulders heaving, as he started to sob.
It was then that Sandra's memory of what she had done and said at the block party came back to her in full, dreadful clarity.
Her harsh, stupid words echoed in her head. She knew she had badly damaged and crushed the love of her life. And worse, in front of most of their neighbors and in front of her lover, too! Why? Why had she drunk so much of that homemade wine? Why?
She cautiously approached Steve, stood at the front of the table and said, softly, "Steve? Steve, honey? We have to talk."
He looked up at her. Christ. He looked ghastly. She didn't think he'd slept, probably just sat at the table all night.
"I am sorry, Steve. I should not have said what I said. It was a horrible thing to say and I am very sorry."
Steve looked at her, his eyes dulled with the agonising pain of his wife's betrayal. "Are you sorry about the words you said? Or what you and Bill have done? Are you sorry about your affair?"
"Yes, Steve. I am so sorry about cheating on you. I don't know why I did it, I..."
Steve spoke to her in a tone that, because it was filled with a quiet desperation and an unfathomable depth of misery, cut Susan to her soul: "Don't start lying, Sandra. It's pointless. You already told me why you cheated on me. It's because I am no good in bed. I am useless as a lover, so you had to go out to get a bull to turn me into a cuckold wimp husband."
Sandra shook her head. "Oh, no, Steve! You are not a cuckold. Not really. I don't like to think of what I was doing was making you into a cuckold.
And you are not a wimp. I just needed something... oh... God. There's no way I can say this without causing you more hurt, is there?"
"No, Sandra. Probably not. Can you help me by answering some questions, please?"
"If I can without causing you more pain, I will, Steve."
"No, Sandra. Don't spare me. That will not help me, not now. How long have you been fucking Bill Janner? Do I need to get an STD test done? And, this question is the toughest one for me, are the twins even mine?"
Sandra gave a little shriek. "Oh! Steve! How can you even ask that of me? Of course the twins are yours! How can you even doubt..." Then she looked at the expression on Steve's face and realised the awful truth of what her actions had cost Steve and also her.
"You... you... can no longer trust me, can you? And I caused this!" She gave out a sob.
Steve blinked and said: "From where I am standing I now have to wonder if the whole of our 20 year marriage was nothing but a lie and a sham. Whether your claims of love had any basis in fact. And if they did, when did you stop loving me enough to keep out of other men's beds? How many others were there, besides Bill, Sandra?"
Sandra realised that his questions were backing up, but that they all required truthful answers. "Steve, the affair with Bill has been going on for about six months, every Thursday. We never made love here or at Bill's place, for what it's worth. I wouldn't have felt right to do that to you.
"I don't think you need an STD test, but if your want one, it wouldn't hurt, as it would put your mind at rest. And I have never stopped loving you. Please, please know that. And there have been no other lovers, until I hooked up with Bill. And the twins? Please don't worry. They are definitely yours."
Steve shook his head. "I think I need time to try to process this, to deal with it. Could you please go stay with your sister for a while?"
"If you think I should, Steve. Are you thinking of a separation?" She felt anxious.
"No, not that, not a separation, just a few days so I can think. I will call you when I am ready."
She kissed his forehead and squeezed his hand. She was worried. He felt cold and clammy. Like he was ill, or something.
Sandra told the girls that their father was upset because of something she'd said and that she was going to stay at their aunt Molly's house for a couple of days.
When she arrived at the home of her sister Molly, Molly was scathing. She was so angry that she mixed her metaphors: "Oh, well, the goose has come back to roost, huh? I told you you were a stupid bitch to cheat on Steve. And with a fucking accountant? God, you make me laugh, sometimes. But I bet Steve isn't laughing, is he?"
"No, Molly. Steve is not laughing. In fact, he spent the whole night sobbing his eyes out, sat at the kitchen table. He is so crushed. And hurt. And it is all my stupid fault."
"Well, how did he find out? Did he hire a Private Eye?"
"No. It's far worse than that. I got drunk at a block party, and right in front of everyone, including Bill and Bill's wife Jess, I spilled my guts. I even told Steve that the reason why I got a lover was because he was no good in bed. And to make it worse, I invited him to watch Bill fucking me, so Steve could learn how to give me a proper fucking!"
Molly looked at her, shock on her face. "You did... what!? Oh, you stupid little fucker! I am surprised Steve did not slap you down, right in front of everyone! Actually, no, I am not surprised. Steve's a good guy, far too good to do that. And maybe that's what you relied on, Sandra? Did you rely on the fact that your husband loved you so much that you could get away with fucking around behind his back and get away with it? But what if he decides to divorce you? What then?"
They spent the next three days, talking things through. Talking about how Sandra might try to repair things. Even if things were repairable at all.
It was day three of Sandra's stay at Molly's home. Bill did not know that was where his lover, or his, he supposed, former lover, was staying. He just knew that she had left Steve and that Steve was all alone in the house.
Bill's wife had made him move into the guest room. That actually made him feel more guilty. He had expected her to throw him out, but she hadn't. Shocked, he realised that her action had made him love her all the more, which made his betrayal cut all the deeper into him.
He sat in his back yard, sipping a cup of tea, wondering how Steve was coping with it. He had always regarded Steve as a good friend, but he knew that friendship was over and that it was all Bill's own, stupid fault.
He suddenly realised that although he had seen Sandra drive off in her car the day before yesterday, he had not seen Steve. He started to worry. Had Steve taken his own life? He knew that he had promised his wife that he would have nothing more to do with Sandra, but this was different, he reasoned. This was about poor, hapless Steve, a buddy who was hurting and who was suffering by himself, alone with some dreadful thoughts.
On an impulse, Bill decided to go over to the house to talk with Steve. He knew Steve may very well punch him in the face, but would that be so bad? Bill was well aware that he deserved that and more.
He rang the bell, then he knocked to door. Although there was no answer, Bill somehow sensed that Steve was in there.
Bill noticed that the side gate was open. He pushed his way through it and went round the side of the house and looked in through the long kitchen window. He saw Steve, slumped at the table. Bill tapped on the window, Steve didn't move.
In something of a panic, Bill ran back to his house. He found Jess in the lounge, reading. "Jess! We have to do something. I just went round to Steve and Sandra's house..."
"Can't get enough of your big-breasted strumpet, huh?" Jess spat out.
"No, it's nothing like that. I saw Sandra take off a few days ago. I went round to check on Steve. Honey, it doesn't look good. He's sat at the kitchen table. He's either very sick or he's dead! And it's all my fucking fault!"
Jess jumped up and put a hand on his arm. "Look, just calm down. I'll dial 911 and we'll get him the help he needs, OK?"
Ten minutes later, the police had forced the door of Steve's house and the EMTs had taken Steve out of the house on a gurney and into the back of an ambulance.
A crowd of neighbors gathered and Bill and Jess stood by the ambulance. They listened to the chatter between the EMTs.
"How are his vitals?"
"Shitty, but I have seen shittier. Looks to be dehydrated. He's fouled himself, don't think he's moved in days. Could have suffered a stroke, maybe?"
"We'll start treatment, now. A saline drip is all we need do for the moment."
They closed the doors of the ambulance and with lights and sirens running, they sped off to hospital.
Bill was shaking. "Someone should tell his daughters."
Jess nodded: "Sure. I'll get Sue to text the twins." Sue was the eldest of Bill and Jess' three children and of roughly the same age as the twins.
A hour later Sandra got a text from Deana. "Mother. I suggest you get your skanky ho ass down to the General Hospital. Daddy is seriously ill in EMR. You'd better pray he doesn't die, you bitch!"
Seconds later she had a text from Amanda: "I hate you so much!!"
Because Sandra was sobbing and could hardly see, Molly had volunteered to drive her to the hospital.
The twins were already there, in the lobby. They looked at her with hurt and anger. "How could you DO this to daddy? To us? Have you no shame?"
"It's not like that!" Sandra gasped out. "You are young. You don't understand."
"Oh, mother, we understand! You decided to cheat on our daddy with one of his best friends. YOU told us a lie! You said it was something you'd said that had upset him! You failed to say what you said, and what it was about!
"And then you callously left him to rot in his own piss and shit for three fucking days!"
"But he told me to leave. He told me to not contact him. I only did what he asked of me!"
"But mother, you should have cared enough about him to have someone to check up on him, make sure he was eating and stuff. But you didn't, did you? What I find sick is that your own damn fuck buddy cared more about our daddy's health than YOU did! And how fucked up is that?"
Sandra gasped. God! What kind of a monster was she? She had expressed remorse to Steve but, was it real, genuine remorse? Or didn't she really give a fuck about him, any more?
She wanted to see her husband, but was told she couldn't until he was processed and placed in a room.
Suddenly, she felt alone. Molly and the twins had gone off somewhere. She sat down on an uncomfortable bench seat.
A doctor came out of a room to speak with her. He looked young, brown skinned and very, very earnest. When he spoke he had an Indian accent. "Mrs Bollinger? I am Doctor Singh. Your husband appears to have suffered some kind of breakdown. He is very badly dehydrated; we have him on a drip. He has not moved for several days, we fear a stroke, possibly. Has he had a stroke, before?"
She stood up and faced the doctor. "No, Doctor Singh. He has not had a stoke to my knowledge. But you see, recently my husband found out I was having an affair. He took it very badly. I think he had a breakdown because of that. It's all my fault!" She began to sob, again. It seemed to Susan that almost all the time she faced another reminder how badly she had fucked everything up.
Dr Singh nodded. He said: "If you want to, you can see him, in about twenty minutes. He'll be in Room D, Corridor 4, floor 3."
By the time she got there, it was too late. Steve had gone into cardiac arrest. They'd tried to save him, but it transpired there had been an underlying and unknown heart condition that had been dramatically worsened by his lack of fluid over the three days he had sat alone. The medical intervention had been too late to save him.
The funeral had been Hell. The twins had not spoken to her and Steve's elderly mother had slapped Sandra's face at the graveside!
She returned to their home. The door that the police had forced had been repaired, but it was no longer a home. It was not even a house.
She had killed her husband as simply as if she had plunged a knife into his heart.
Her own daughters would have nothing to do with her. Bill would not speak to her, Jess, formerly a good friend, loathed her.
Sandra was alone. She could not face going into the kitchen, so she went into the den to find a bottle of rum and a glass. She knew where the sleeping tablets where. Perhaps she would go and get them and swallow them down with the rest of the rum? Then perhaps she could try to find Steve and apologise to him for hurting him so badly.

NOTE: The starting point for this story is a real life event. The idea came from a proud boast by a woman on a cheater's high five club website, where they go to high five each other for cheating on their hapless spouses.
She crowed how she had got so drunk at a BBQ party that, in front of neighbours, her affair partner and his wife that she had shouted to her husband: "It's a pity that you can't fuck me as good as xxxxx fucks me!"
She was pleased to report that the next morning she was able to convince her husband that she had been joking. (Well, at least until he slaps the divorce papers on her...)
But her story started me thinking. What if...?
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Jake and Julie Burrows had been together for 16 years, even though they were only in there late 20s. They'd met at Junior High and had quickly become an item. They were so obviously right for each other that their friends soon started to call them 'Mom and Pop', or the 'two Js'.
Rather than going to college after graduation Jake had decided to join the army, and Julie had decided that the life of an army bride would be acceptable to her, so they had married jut before he went off for his basic training. She went to the local college and studied business administration.
All was going well until at age 23 Jake pulled his first overseas duty, which was to help clear mines in Afghanistan.
He'd been part of a team sent out to deal with what they believed was the remains of an old Russian minefield. The last thing he remembered was helping to unpack some equipment, when there was a flash, followed by a gigantic roar. Then blackness took him away.
When he awoke a week later he was convalescing in a US Army hospital in Germany. He had pins in his legs, but he would be back home in the US, with Julie by the end of the next week and that was all that mattered to him.
His rehabilitation had taken a couple of months, but Julie was there for him all the way through. What had happened had, Jake believed, made their relationship all the stronger, their love even more complete and, he felt, more mature and deeper.
A couple of years later and their married life was perfect, or so it seemed to Jake. He had a job working for a local media production outfit (though he was still on the Military Reserve) Julie worked in a local bank and they were buying their first home (a smart two bedroom house) in a decent part of town. The loan had been arranged through Sally's employer. The bank's chairman, Miles Simpson, had a great deal of time for the couple as he had served in Gulf War 1 as an infantry officer before leaving army life to work at his family's bank.
Jake was receiving counselling funded by the military. He had a number of issues. His injuries, though not impacting much on his life, still hurt him, but he never let Julie know about the pain in his legs. He just got on with life as best he could.
He also suffered from survivor guilt, when the survivors of a terrible disaster or a military operation gone wrong begin to feel guilty about the fact that they had survived, when their comrades had not. He confided in his counsellor that he felt God had somehow saved him to continue his relationship with Julie.
His counsellor was worried. In his notes he recorded that, although he had not raised this with Jake, he was concerned that Jake relied too much for his happiness and for his existence, perhaps, on his wife, Julie. "If something were to happen to damage this relationship or to end it, I am worried what Jake's reaction might be," he wrote.
They'd been married for ten years and Julie's birthday was upon them and Jake was stumped as to what to buy for her for her birthday. He wanted to really show Julie how much he loved her, how much he cared for her as the one special person in his life.
He asked him what she wanted. She grinned as she said: "Oh, Jake! Don't worry! What I want is the best birthday present in the world. Ever!"
He laughed, and asked her what she meant. She shook her head. You have over a week, Jakey! You'll find my best birthday present in the world. Ever! And you'll get it for me. I know you will! I trust you!"
He mentioned his dilemma to his co-workers at lunch, the next day.
A wily, older colleague suggested that he planted a Voice activated Recorder in either her car or her purse. "That way you can hear when she talks to her sister or her friends on the phone about and you can work out from that what her ideal present would be. I've done it for years!"
So that was what Jake decided to do. He borrowed a VAR from the co-worker that was disguised as a working pen and placed it in Julie's voluminous purse.
He felt so pleased with himself! He'd be able to find the ideal gift for Julie!
The evening of the day he had planted the VAR they made love, passionately and with all of the romance that they had felt since their first time as 16-year-old lovers. When she, with a shy, coquettish smile, asked him to go down on her, he complied with gusto.
The next morning, before Julie went to work (he had the day off) he retrieved the VAR from her purse and downloaded the recording to his laptop. As he listened to the recording, after Julie had kissed him on the lips and left for work, he felt his heart turning to stone.
First, he heard a conversation between Julie and her sister, Pat:
Julie: "Hi, Pat. How're things?" Pat: "Oh, not bad. By the way, have you thought any more about what I said?" Julie: "About what?" Pat: "You know. About you cheating on Jake with that asshole security guard at the bank. Ted Bailey-Simpson, isn't it?" Julie: "Oh, Pat! Give me a break! I'm not really cheating on Jake, this thing with Ted it's... well..." Pat: "Are you fucking Ted?" Julie: Yes." Pat: Well, then, that's cheating on Jake, isn't it?" Julie: I suppose so, but the stuff with Ted, it's just a naughty adventure! A fantasy! And Jake doesn't need to know! What he doesn't know won't hurt him!" Pat: "What if he finds out, Julie?" Julie: "Oh, he won't. And what if he does? I can wrap him round my little finger! He'll forgive me, because he loves me!" Pat: "I hope you're right sis, I really do. If he found out, it'd break his heart!" They chatted a while longer about inconsequential matters and terminated the call.
There was a pause, then another call, this one between Julie and Ted: Ted: "Yo, Julie! How is my main squeeze?" "Julie: "I'm fine, Ted! How's my big boy?" Ted: "Your big boy is just fine, Julie! Ready for some hot sex today, at work?" Julie: Yes! I certainly am!" Ted: "What's wrong, honey? Isn't Crip doing you well enough?" Julie: "Oh, Crip's OK, he does me as well as he can, but you really know how to pleasure a woman!" Ted: "Cool! Glad to hear it. What about my suggestion, yesterday? Did you do it?" Julie: "What suggestion, Ted?" Ted: "When I got you to let me do you bareback, when I asked you to take my full load back to Crip and make him suck my sperm out of you?" Julie: "Yes, Ted, I did, but I felt so guilty about making Crip, I mean Jake, do that, please don't ask me to do it again, OK?" Ted: "Did he? Did he lick you clean and suck my sperm out of you? Did you make him swallow my load, just like I asked you to?" Julie: Yes, I did! But... Ted! Please! Stop that! If you want any more of my body, you'll stop going there, OK? I know you and me are planning to quit our jobs and run away together to a start a new life in California, but I feel badly enough about what we are doing to Jake, without me helping you make a fool out of him in that way, too. So if you want us to remain an item, well, just quit it, OK?" Ted: "OK, I am sorry, Julie, I just thought it would be a fun idea, that's all." Julie: "It was a fun idea. But when he finally cleaned me out and swallowed it all down, and he looked up at me and smiled and told me how much he loved me, I felt like such a heel, I almost confessed to him, what I had done." Ted: "Shit! I am glad you didn't. He might have hurt you and me, so you must never tell him. Look, I am sorry, I can see how torn up you are over cheating on him. So we'll talk more about this over my uncle's desk whilst I fuck you on it, this afternoon. He's going to be out all day, so his office is clear for us to use it." Julie: "OK, lover, that's a date! Now I have to concentrate on my driving!"
Devastation. Betrayal. Heartbreak.
Yes, Julie had asked for him to do down on her, last night. So yes, he had cleaned her out. He had sucked and swallowed her lover's sperm from her vagina.
He ran into the downstairs toilet and began throwing up until there was nothing left. He splashed water on his face, drunk a little from the palm of his hand and stumbled back through the house, into the living room.
It was a little after 7.20am and Jake suddenly knew what the best birthday present ever that he could offer Julie, was.
And the best part of it? He had everything he needed in the house or in the garage. It would, he felt, really be the best birthday present ever! Yet he felt no joy as he began his preparations for Julie's birthday surprise. Just a sense of purpose.
At 11am, the banking hall of Julie's workplace was not especially busy. The early morning customers had come and gone and the lunchtime rush was an hour away.
Ted was standing in the lobby, looking good and also more than a little smug in his tan uniform, his pistol in his holster at his side. Julie was gazing at him, longingly. There were two sets of colleagues, those who boosted her affair with Ted and those who were sickened by it. But nobody said anything. After all, he was the chairman's nephew.
As everyone got on with their tasks, the automatic door on the street slid open and a tall man walked into the bank. He was wearing a zipped orange mechanic's cover all and his face and head were totally obscured by a ski mask.
In his right hand he held a black gun which he raised and pointed at Ted.
Ted froze in fear! He had never seen a bank robbery, before! Never had a gun pointed at him for real! This wasn't what his uncle had found him this job for!
The man facing him growled and shouted: "Fuck! Damned safety's jammed!" He appeared to fiddle with the gun, which galvanised Ted into action. He swiftly took his gun from his holster, aimed it at the figure in front of him and rapidly fired off two shots, both of which found their mark in the other man's torso. He fell face forward, dead.
There was pandemonium in the bank. One of the tellers had hit the panic button, people started yelling and screaming and Julie ran to Ted who was slumped again the wall behind him, a glazed look to his eyes, his gun lose in his hand.
Julie grabbed him, gave him a long, wet kiss and shouted: "Ted's our hero! He saved us!"
Everyone started cheering and Julie realised that someone in the crowd had used their phone to take a picture of her kissing Ted. "I hope Jake never sees that picture! It might make him suspicious!" she thought.
The police arrived in the shape of a several uniformed officers and a couple of detectives from the local precinct, Deborah Fielding, and Tom Mandon. They were both long in service, Deborah was in her mid-40s, Tom was just turned 50.
Deborah was senior officer, so took the lead: "OK, folks! Nobody touched the body, I hope? No? Good. We'll get someone to take it away as soon as we can, but certain procedures must be adhered to. We'll need to question everyone who was in the bank, at the time. Our uniformed colleagues will take your details and we will arrange to talk with you soon, over the next few days. Some of you we will be questioning today, however."
She went over to Ted, who by now had been sat down on a chair. She glanced at the woman on his left, her badge said: Julie Burrows. She realised there was a sexual tension between her and the guard. She looked at his name badge, Ted Bailey-Simpson. The name rang a bell. Simpson as in Simpson's Bank?
She got the sexual tension, yes, but there was something about Ted that she didn't like. She knew that some women would find it attractive but whatever it was that Ted had, Deborah knew she'd never fall for it. Smart tan uniform or not.
Wearing latex gloves, she took the gun from Ted and placed it in an evidence bag. "Forensics will need this. You might get it back later, that all depends. We'll need to take you down to the precinct house to interview you."
"I'll come with him!" said Julie, protectively grabbing his left arm. Ted looked grateful, Deborah felt uneasy. "There's no need, ms Burrows. Ted will be OK."
"But I saw what happened! I watched it all!"
"OK," said Deborah, we'll interview you today, rather than later on."
Much to Julie's consternation she was placed in a separate room to Ted. She said very little as she did not want to bring attention to herself. After all, she reasoned, the less people who knew about her affair outside the bank, the better.
The forensic team (or CSI as they preferred to be known, now) came, made measurements, took photographs and had the body removed to the morgue which was in the same building as the precinct house, the court house and several other government departments.
The initial examination of the corpse of the bank robber had raised some interesting questions. The Pathologist had determined the cause of death as a bullet to the heart. Which was why there had been little blood from either wound.
He was not happy with certain aspects of the case. He phoned up to the precinct house that was on the floor above his and spoke to Deborah Fielding: "Debs, it's Walter Sheldon, here. Just done the autopsy on the bank robber. Doesn't chime, though. I am unsure he was a bank robber. When we removed his cover all, we found he was wearing a military dress uniform, with a name badge on it. Luckily both bullets missed it. The name on it is Corporal Jake Burrows. And we also found some black paint on his hand. The CSI guys IDed this as paint on the pistol grip of the gun he was carrying. It wasn't a real gun and it's our best guess that the black paint was used very recently to make it look more realistic. There was also a clear plastic rucksack that people use on airliners, these days. The CSI guys have that, but we could see there are three letters in there, so you should have your answers as to what happened, soon. He was also carrying a military ID card and credit cards and a drivers' license in the name of Jake Burrows."
Deborah put the phone down. She turned to her colleagues in the open plan detective's room. "Guys, there's something screwy about this armed robbery case. Firstly, we have a tentative ID on him as a Jake Burrows. He might be a serving or former corporal in the army. The gun he was armed with was a fake, but he had painted it with black paint to make it look more realistic, or so the CSI guys believe.
"It's looking like this might not have been a robbery."
A voice from the back of the room piped up: "Well, what was it?"
Deborah looked up, smiled, and said: "We're detectives. That's what we're here to do! Detect!"
Deborah sat at her desk. She was thinking, when a connection formed in her mind. The woman who had been pawing Ted was called Burrows. The man who was dead had been IDed as being called Burrows. She felt a sudden chill as she mused over a likely connection. She dismissed it, for the moment.
The door to the office opened and the lead CSI investigator came in, carrying some paperwork.
"You're in charge of the bank shooting, eh, Debs?" shouted Roger Trumble, over the noise of the office.
"That's right, Rog! You got something for me?" she asked.
"Yes. I think we already have the answer to the case. We found three letters in the guy's clear plastic rucksack. One for the police, one for Ted Bailey-Simpson and one for Julie Burrows. These are copies of the letters."
The room suddenly went quiet, as everyone crowded round Deborah's desk, as she took the three pieces of paper from Roger.
She studied them, frowned and clucked over them. "Oh, damn. I'll read the letters out to you guys, OK?"
She started with the letter addressed to the police: "Dear police officers, I am sorry to cause you any inconvenience, I know you have real criminals to chase but this was the only way I could think to put at end to my misery. Yours truly, Jake Burrows."
Without comment she read the letter to Ted:
"Ted, you win. Please look after my Julie for me. Jake."
She said: "Short and remarkably kind in tone, considering what I think happened."
She then started to read the letter that Jake had addressed to his wife. And what she read, broke her heart.
"Dear Julie, you are killing me. In fact, by the time you get this letter, if Ted is good at his job, I will be really dead.
"You might think it was a cruel thing for me to do to you and Ted, but that's not my intent.
"Julie, it might sound trite, but I love you more than life itself. And I will prove this to you.
We have been together since we were 14 or 15, I guess you must have grown tired of me. I wish you'd have said; then I could have moved on and out of your life.
"I know exactly what you did. I know Pat tried to encourage you to stop the affair, I also know how you tricked me into drinking your love's sperm from your vagina.
I also know that you planned to leave me and to go with Ted to California.
I know this because I placed a Voice Activated Recorder in your purse. The only reason I did this was because I wanted to hear your chats with Pat and perhaps your mom, in order to let me find out what you really wanted for your birthday. What would constitute the best birthday present in the world, ever! Well, today I found that out, today, when I listened to the recordings. So, Julie, today I give you the best birthday present in the world, ever. Widowhood. Now you have a clean start for you and Ted.
I wish you and your husband to be only the best for your future together as man and wife.
With all my Love,
Your Jakey."
There wasn't a dry eye in the detective room. Some were openly weeping. Deborah looked over at Tom and was shocked that tears were really streaming down his cheeks. "Tom? How come this has hit you so bad?"
He pulled out a handkerchief and wiped his eyes before replying. "It reminds me of what happened to my big brother, Dave. Dave got badly injured in 'Nam. He went away a fit, virile young husband and came back a cripple in a wheelchair, old before his time.
"His wife, Nan, well, she couldn't hack it. She was young, she had needs and she would often leave Dave at home whilst she went out with her boyfriends.
"Eventually after a couple of years of this one of her boyfriends offered to take her on a long weekend break. She left enough food and drink to last Dave, she made sure he had enough music to listen to; this was before domestic video tapes were common, and she left him at home.
"When she got back home, she found Dave's corpse. He'd blown his brains out with his .45 service pistol. And you know the real dumb thing? To this day the stupid bitch has been faithful to his memory, hasn't even had one fucking date in all those years. She's just a crazy white haired old broad who lives with a bunch of cats in the house she shared with my brother."
"Fuck, Tom!" said Deborah. "I've known you for ten years, and I never knew you had an older brother!"
He shrugged: "Not something I often talk about, but under the circumstances I wanted to get it off my chest. Now I guess someone has to tell that stupid woman Julie Burrows what she did. I'd rather it wasn't me, to be honest."
"Sure thing, Jake. I'll take that gig," said Deborah, squeezing his shoulder.
Deborah was not looking forward to this job herself, she sighed as she had Julie Burrows brought into an interview room. "Mrs Burrows," she said: "I am not going to ask you questions about what you witnesses today, at least not yet. Firstly I have some bad news for you about your husband, Jake Burrows."
Julie suddenly looked worried: "Oh, my God! What happened? Has he had an accident? Is he badly hurt?"
Deborah looked at her with an intense stare that unnerved Julie, before she continued to speak: "He did not have an accident; he is not hurt, I am sorry to have to tell you that he is dead."
Julie squealed. "But that's not possible! He was perfectly well when I left him at home this morning! What happened to him?"
Deborah licked her lips before continuing: "He was shot to death, this morning."
"Oh, my God! My Jakey? Was it a car jacking?"



Deborah looked at her, sympathy and anger crowding her mind: "No, he was shot in the chest, twice, at 11am this morning."
Under other circumstances the double take on Julie's face would have been comical. But now? It was pure pathos as she struggled to understand the implications of what she was hearing.
"But that's the same time as Ted shot... the bank robber? Oh, Jesus! It was my Jakey? Robbing the bank? But why? We don't have any financial problems! Why did he do it?"
Deborah glanced away, then returned her gaze to the young woman in front of her who was slowly crumbling before her eyes. "You poor bitch!" she thought. "You're still just a kid and you don't have the faintest idea what you did!"
"Julie, Jake did not rob the bank. He just set up a confrontation between himself and Ted, so that Ted would have to shoot him."
Julie started to bawl. "Why? Why would he do that?"
"Jake found out about your affair with Ted. Here. Read this letter that Jake wrote to you."
With a trembling hand, Julie took the letter; she read it with a look of mounting horror. "But ... it wasn't true! None of it! I never intended to run away with Ted to California! That was just like an affair talk fantasy! I'd never have done that to my Jakey! Never!"
"But you did make him suck you clean of your lover's sperm, didn't you? So why would Jake doubt that you wouldn't dump him for Ted and run away with him, huh?"
Julie's face drained of colour. "Oh my God. I just realised what I have done. I killed my Jakey! My kind, beautiful lovely husband. I killed him. If only he hadn't heard what I said! Because I never meant a word of it! Oh, God! My sister was right! My husband is dead and it is because of me! Oh, Christ! Poor Ted! When he finds out, I don't know what he'll do!"
What Ted did do was three years, plus another three on probation on a plea bargain deal. The DA knew she'd never get a homicide conviction for what Ted did, but she did manage to get a conviction for involuntary manslaughter.
His uncle fired him and he also fired Julie. He had a special place in his heart for people who had served their country and another special place for people who had betrayed them.
After Jake's military funeral (which Jake's family had her barred from) Julie sold their house, left town and eventually got a job with a different banking outfit.
Julie hasn't kept in touch with Ted, nor has she dated anyone and has no plans to do so. She hardly ever hears from her sister Pat or her mother.
Julie lives by herself. She already has some grey hairs and is contemplating buying a cat, "just for the company."
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They say you should keep in touch with the child within. But what if the child within is a monster? Surely then the best thing to do would be to keep that child hidden in a deep, dark place? Or to try to kill it, some how?
My name is Steven Evers. Once, I was Dr Steven Evers, a respected psychologist and author of numerous textbooks and self help books for people who required help. But that was before I ruined everything.
I am in jail for rape. It wasn't just any rape, I raped the wife of my lifelong best friend, I did this by abusing my knowledge of psychology and I abused her trust.
I was able to convince her to cheat on her husband by having her performing horrible, degrading acts. But worse I sent video evidence of what happened to her poor husband and also (this brings me more shame) to their 18 year-old daughter.
Today is my first session with the psychologist that they have assigned to me. Well, this should be interesting! I have asked her to just sit and listen, with a recording device going, to say nothing.
She sits down at the table in front of me and introduces herself. Her name is Amanda Smith. She is young, dark haired and very earnest. Under other circumstances, I would have described her as pretty.
"Hello. I am here to help you understand yourself a little better." She started well, I'd have to say.
"Before our formal recording session starts, as this is our first session I would like to recommend two books." I thought that sounded ominous. Surely not?
"The two books I would like to recommend are: 'Acknowledging our Inner Selves' and 'Helping Ourselves to a Better Life' they are by..."
"Dr Steven Evers," I interjected.
"Oh! You have heard of Dr Evers?" she replied. "Oh, your name is Evers, isn't it? Are you related?"
I gave her 'a certain look' and said: "Look at my name, again."
She did, then her face blanched and her right hand flew up and covered her mouth. "Oh! Oh my God! I am so sorry! We'll dispense with the book discussion. We'll start our recording, now. Perhaps you could tell me about yourself, why you are here?"
"I am atoning for a crime. The crime of rape. How did this happen? I blame my mother. That's probably unfair, to some extent, but I blame her for ruining my childhood and creating what I call the monstrous child side of my personality. The evil child within, if you will.
Where to begin? My father was a good, kind, loving man. He was a university professor and taught English literature at Dugday College in San Francisco.
He'd met my mother when they were both freshmen (freshpersons?) at university. They'd dated and married whilst they were still studying. I came along very quickly afterwards. Only several months after the wedding.
My father was a fairly wealthy young man and he came from old money. Our house had been in the family for several generations and was part English country manor and part Disney castle. Actually, I exaggerate, though it was a fantastic place to be a child in. Until, that is, my mother began her cheating.
It was strange but she started cheating on me, first. Until I was five she was, as far as I can recall and as far as I could tell, a normal mother. As normal as a mother with a maid and a nursemaid to help her look after a child could ever be!
But when I was five she started cheating on me. Well, that's how it felt to me. She began seeing less of me, yet at the same time she was increasing her activities with charities that worked with third world children.
I was her son, her own flesh and blood, yet she spent more time looking after he interests of Inuit children, children in India, Africa and everywhere it seemed, but children in her home. Or, to be more specific, me. The only child in her home.
I saw her countless times on the TV reporting back for whatever charity she was working for, some thin brats on one side, a celebrity friend on the other, all looking towards the camera. All for charity. But what about me? Didn't I deserve some charity from my mother? Apparently not.
When I was about nine, my mother started cheating on my father. Oh, she was a master manipulator. (Was this where I got it from?) She was able to convince my poor clueless father that it was his all fault.
That if he'd done x, y, z, then she wouldn't have to cheat! So he did x, y, z and, yes, you've got it! She cheated some more! Why? Because she had his measure. And she then knew what she could get away with.
The fights were terrible. I would escape the house to flee the horrors of my home life. And money does not make you happy. My home life was proof if this. After all, we had money and we did not have happiness.
I spent a lot of my time at the home of my friend Dave Summers. His family took me in and looked after me like I was a second son to them. Incidentally I am glad his parents did not live to see my betrayal of their son.
It was at their home that Dave introduced me to his new girl friend, Susan. My reaction to this dark haired beauty with the tanned skin, the long legs, the perfect bottom, the beautiful breasts and the ready smile was instant. She was gorgeous but I buried such thoughts deep. A gentleman doesn't put the make on his best friend's woman, right?
Eventually things at home got worse. When I was 14 my skanky mother finally left my father for a much younger lover (not that much older than me, in point of fact) and my father's reaction was to work really hard at drinking himself into an early grave. Sadly when I was just a couple of days beyond my 18 birthday he was able to succeed in his desire, and died due to acute alcoholic poisoning.
I was 18 and I was arranging the funeral of my still relatively young father. That was so fucked up! I had it arranged in the Cathedral, with the Bishop officiating. What can I say? When you are wealthy, money can buy anything. Actually, that's not entirely true. Whilst it is true that the remains of the family money certainly helped, what really swung the deal was that the Bishop and my father had been at university together and were still personal friends right up to the end.
The funeral went well, mainly my father's university colleagues, some of his students and some former classmates of his from his own student days, and at the end of the service I had paid the organist to play some of my father's favourite Bach pieces. It went well up until the time I saw my mother and her lover lurking behind a column at the back of the chapel.
I walked towards her. She was elegantly dressed. She should have looked beautiful, but her face looked hard. It reminded me of one of those carefully crafted lines by Raymond Chandler. Philip Marlowe had seen a woman and berated her appearance as looking like: "The ice maiden after a hard night out at sea with the fishing fleet." That's what my mother looked like.
I looked her up and down. "Come to gloat? What? No wooden mallet and stake to drive through his heart? There's no need to bother. I can assure you that he is quite dead."
A look crossed her face. I couldn't determine what it was. "There's no need to be like that," she said. "I came to pay my respects."
"Your respects?" I spat out. "God! You had no 'respects' for him whilst he was alive. It's a bit damn late, now to find some 'respects' for him! And since you left home when I was 14, I have only ever seen you a couple of times for fleeting visits!"
She looked at me, sadly. "I should never have married your father. I was not right for him. I tried, but I was no good for him. I had hoped that when I finally left him he would find someone more suited to him, but he chose to drink himself to death, instead. That's not something I am willing to take the blame for. Although I am sorry about the way he died.
"I am sorry I did not see much of you. I was always too busy working for deprived children."
I glared at her. "Fuck them! What about me? I was a deprived child! I was deprived of your love!"
She looked puzzled. "But you had the nurse, the maid and your father?"
"But not you! Not my mother! I always wondered what I had done to make you hate me so much!"
She stared at me. "I am sorry. It's not your fault. Really! It isn't. It's just that you started to look so much like your father, my first real boyfriend, the man who took my virginity at college. The man who I cheated on and then dumped to be with your father! I'm sorry!" She turned and hurried off, her young lover in tow. His smirk had changed to a frown.
Fuck! Me! So my father hadn't really been my father? Had he even known? What fucked up horror was this? Just something else to squirrel away to add to a psychic maelstrom for later detonation. Sorry about that mixed metaphor, there.
Somehow, life continued. Dave and I went to college, Dave studied Business and I studied psychology.
I started dating Helen and we and Dave and Susan got married on the same day, in the same church. I was Dave's best man, he was mine, and the girls were bridesmaids to each other. Or matrons of honor, perhaps.
Life after college was good, Dave's business did really well, my psychology practice was doing OK, well, better than OK, really.
Dave and Susan gave birth to Sandi-Sue and we regularly met for barbeques, parties and the like. Helen and I did not want children.
We often vacationed together, I watched Sandi-Sue grow up to be a fine young woman.
One day everything changed because Susan volunteered to help me with a project I was working on.
I was helping to put together a program to help people with low self-esteem issues. I needed a normal control to listen to the sessions so that we could match the control against some other test subjects who were facing self-esteem issues in their lives. And Susan, who had helped me with other similar projects in the past, would be an ideal subject.
A couple of weeks in to the project Susan asked me for some advice. She asked me to sniff some perfume she had applied to her neck. She confided that I knew Dave's taste in most things. Would this perfume be one he would like?
I took a deep breath and it was as if I had received a karate blow to the back of the neck. I realised that I had caught a good, deep breath of Susan's sex pheromones. It was at that point that I made up my mind that I was going to, somehow, fuck Susan Meadows.
The details aren't important. But the basics are that I changed the hypnotic sessions for ones that I specifically aimed to train Susan to become my lover. I enhanced the effect of these sessions with a combination of several very powerful psychiatric drugs that I obtained on the black market. They were all in liquid form so that I could introduce them into Susan's food and drink whilst she was working with me. She did not know she was taking them.
Eventually, I had Susan trained so that she was, in effect, two personalities. A good, loyal wife and the slut who would do my bidding. Or the bidding of the monster child within, who had always wanted Susan?
It was strange that I had made Susan into what I already was, a person of two distinct and separate personalities.
I could have played it sensibly, had her as my lover for God knows how long. But I totally and completely blew it!
Looking back on the tragic sequence of events I can only come to the conclusion that I wanted to get caught! I mean, phoning Dave whilst I was having sex with Susan? And then sending a video tape not only to Dave but to their daughter, Sandi-Sue, having encouraged or made Susan say horrible things about them and comparing them unfavourably to my cock? I mean, please! Give me a break! My cock is, in all honesty, averagely average! It's not some gigantic phallus! So having Susan compare my cock to them, favourably, must have been some weird joke against myself.
It was lucky that Dave did not just ignore my lie, rush round to my house and beat the living shit out of me! Fortunately he had the presence of mind to call his lawyer, instead.
And how had I expected that my wife Helen would not find out about what I had done? It was utterly stupid.
I was in a fog of denial. When I was arrested I knew that I could bluff and lie my way through it, so I'd be all right. And I was confident of this right up until the moment I was arraigned in court and I saw Dave as I was ushered in. I smiled at him (why? How could I be so callous?) and then it all went wrong for me, as I saw the look of agony on his face and I saw him mouth these words to me, words that I'll never forget: "Why? Why? Why did you rape Susan?"
Suddenly my two personalities seemed to come together and I literally staggered and almost fell over with the sudden realisation as to what I was, what I had become and what I had done. I felt such a deep sense of shame that I decided that the only thing I could do would be to change my plea to that of guilty.
I have given myself some deep and searching analysis over the months after I was jailed and I can only conclude that I suffered some form of psychotic breakdown. But that doesn't excuse what I did.
I wonder if I was aware of my mental health issues a long time ago? Was that why I went into psychology? After all, there was a feature on the TV once about people with mental health issues gravitating to work in the mental health profession. And an elderly professor on the show said that this was because 'the best place to hide a tree is in a forest.'
I have concluded that the monster child within had issues with people. He, or it, knew that our mother hated us, that our father hated us to, so it wanted to try to test the people in our lives to the limit. Kind of: "OK, folks, well, if I do this and this and this bad thing, I'll bet you won't love us, then! Then you'll hate us just like our mom and dad and that will prove that we really are unlovable and evil."
Only trouble was, it did prove we were unlovable and evil. My rape of Susan caused her not just the mental trauma but also physical trauma, too, she had to have two operations to put the damage right that I'd caused to her vagina. As for my best friend Dave, Christ, how that poor man must have suffered! How he held it together, I'll never know. And Sandi-Sue, I feel sick when I think about what I did to that blameless little girl! And Helen? I destroyed the love of my life. I hope she'll meet someone else, I truly do. But how can she trust anyone, again?
And I betrayed myself. Everything I had ever professed to believe in, I betrayed. And why? Maybe I am evil?
I am here in prison because I am atoning for a crime. Just turn that damned machine off please, I think I'd like to stop there...
*
Author's note:
This is published in Loving Wives as it is part 2 of a Loving Wives story. It is told from the point of view of Steve Evers, so may be considered to be suspect, as it his from his viewpoint.
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She would be coming over again, later that day, as they had previously arranged. Unfortunately, things in their relationship had become a little strained, of late.
He felt butterflies in his stomach. But they weren't the pleasant, anticipatory butterflies that one often felt when your lover was coming to visit.. These were iron butterflies, with hot, metallic claws, digging and gouging at his insides. Or so it seemed to him.
It was the same old thing, again. The same old, same old, as they put it. Why? Why on earth did he let her do these things to him? Why? What was he? Was he a man or was he a wimp?
Did she love him? Did she have any respect for him? Any respect for him whatsoever?
Could he eventually introduce her to his parents and his brother and his sister, like he had longed for since the early days of their relationship?
He had asked her, several times, but each time she had seemed horrified by the idea. She actually got quite angry the last time he had asked. So he had taken the decision to never ask her, again.
Was she ashamed of him in some way? If she was, why, for goodness sake? He'd never done anything to upset her, or to hurt her. Had he? He had asked her and she had said: "No, it's nothing like that, it's just that I..." she had never finished the sentence. He got the impression that she was, somehow, ashamed of him and of her relationship with him. If so, then that did not auger well for the future of them as a couple, did it?
He sighed, deeply, to nobody in particular. He really could not quite understand her. He felt quite certain that he had not, to use an old expression, quite got the measure of her. And, he thought, morosely, perhaps he never would?
Although she had promised him that she would love him forever, he knew, in his heart of hearts, that this probably would never be a realistic option for them. But it would be nice if she could really just love him. To only love him, exclusively. Even if it was only just for the moment. Or for a series of moments, perhaps?
It was as if, he worried, as if... she was just toying with him. He wanted her and only her. Yet she... she somehow needed other people. Or at the very least, one other, specific, 'special' other person.
Special? Damn that man! Damn him! Why would she not leave off contacting him or worse yet, being with him? Or even worse of all, having sex with him, that damnable other man?
He could not understand that at all! If she were truly, really in love with him, if she were in love with him as deeply and as strongly as he was in love with her, why could she not understand that? Why could she not forsake all others and, what did it say in the Bible about cleaving unto your woman or your man?
A shiver went through him. Maybe she was, after all, genetically prepositioned toward being unfaithful? Was that idea about an unfaith gene a load of hot air? Or was it possible? Were some people, biologically, unable to be faithful to that one special person?
But what if he was not her one, special person? What if ... he... that other one, the skeleton who always sat, uninvited, in the corner of every feast, both metaphorical and real, was her real, one true love?
What if she were, in reality, as he had thought, only using him and his love? Playing with his feelings? Toying with him? Stringing him along until something or someone better came her way?
Would she up trade him for another? For someone better looking? Sexier? Someone with more wealth than he possessed?
He was finding the whole thing starting to become more and more depressing. More soul destroying.
Eventually, it was her time to be here, to be with him. But as she sat in his comfortable living room, sipping her drink, he noticed that she seemed somehow distant, preoccupied.
He looked at her. He felt betrayed, again. How could she do this to him? Hadn't he expressed his undying, never ending love for her? Then why could she not accept that as being the case?
He spoke. His words were angry and perhaps harsher than he had intended: "You were with him again today, weren't you? Did you and he fuck, again?"
She bowed her head in shame, her cheeks glowing a crimson red colour, but she said nothing.
"Nothing to say?" His voice was becoming edgier and becoming more unpleasant.
As she sat on the chair, stiff and anguished, she looked up at him and quailed at the look of disgust on his face and how his eyes seemed to flash and dance with anger.
"I am sorry. Yes, I was with him today. You are right. He and I did f.... what I mean to say is that he and I were together sexually."
"But we discussed this, didn't we? Only last week. And I thought we agreed that you would stop this kind of disrespectful behaviour! Didn't we? Yet here you are, again, a week, actually, less than a week later, going back on your word! Again! Why? Why do you have to keep doing this to me? To us?"
She was feeling miserable. Empty. She knew that what he was attempting to express, what he was trying to say was correct from his point of view, but she still felt that she had to try to explain. To try to encourage him to know, to enable him to see the whole situation from her point of view.
"Look, please... I know this must be upsetting for you, difficult for you to cope with, to understand and all that... but... but... what did you really expect? I mean, what did you really expect of me? What the Hell did you expect me to do about it all?" now she was becoming angry in response to his accusations.
"What do you mean?" he asked her, somewhat shocked by her outburst.
"Well, you knew what my situation was. You knew that I could never be yours 100 percent. Not really. Yet you always put these demands on me. WE never agreed that I would be yours exclusively! Last week you made another of your unilateral statements and expected me to comply with your demands.
"Demands that are, to my mind, unfair and, in reality, demands that are completely unreasonable!"
"Unreasonable? Unreasonable in what way?" His anger was now infused with bewilderment.
"Unreasonable because you know that I find it hard to be committed to one person! Damn it to Hell! If I were that kind of a person, we would not be here, would we? Us, as us, would not even exist, at all!"
He whined: "But why can't you keep out of his bed? Why must you keep having sex with him? Why? What hold does he have over you?"
She looked at him, and, with genuine pity in heart for him, she said, as softly as she could, "Because, despite what I feel for you, I still have feelings for him. I love you, but I still love him, also.
"And, when all is said and done, he is my husband and the father of my three children."
This is another flash story. And, yes, based on discussions between posters on the cheater's high five website. Apparently some cheaters do feel that their affair partner should not have sex with their unwitting spouse.
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Kathy knocked on the door, presently her lover opened it, and she walked in through the door with the stained glass that made a multicoloured pattern on the tiled floor. An unbidden thought flashed through her mind. "I will miss this," she thought as she walked through the pools of coloured lights as they flashed and danced on her ankles and feet.
"Come on through," David said to her, as he passed through the open door to the right, which lead to the comfortable lounge. 'My lover, or my ex-lover to be' she mused to herself, as she sat down.
David smiled at her, he looked uncertain, boyish, even. Christ! This was going to be difficult! What she was going to have to tell him would crush his heart! She would have to do it as kindly, as carefully and as lovingly as she could. There was no point in hurting him any more than she was going to have to. But she would have to be strong!
"Would you like a drink?" he asked.
"Yes, please, David. A cup of tea would be very nice."
He was surprised. "No gin and tonic?"
"No, thank you, David. Not this time. I really would love a cup of tea."
A sudden frown passed over his face. How did she like her tea? He honestly didn't know.
Kathy must have read his mind. "White, with one sugar, please!" she said, as brightly as she could manage. She smiled at him.
A few minutes later he returned from the kitchen with a tray bearing two cups of tea. They sat side by side on the sofa and sipped their teas.
Eventually, Sarah gathered enough courage to begin to say what she needed to say. "David, please I want you to know this... I do love you... but I am afraid our affair must come to an end."
She watched the pained, horrified expression on his face. Shit! This was going to be tough. Part of her wanted to continue the affair because she still had loving feelings towards David, she still wanted him, another part of her wanted to continue the affair because she did not want to hurt him. But the rest of her knew that their affair must end for the betterment of the two of them.
"No! Oh, God, no, Kathy! Please don't leave me! I'll do anything to keep you! To make you happy! What have I done? What have I done that's so wrong that you need to end our relationship?" There was fear and panic in his voice. Her heart was breaking, but she knew she must continue on the course of action she had mapped out, with help, several days earlier.
"It's nothing you have done, David," she began. And then she realised that wasn't exactly the whole truth. She had worked out a script in her head of what she would tell him, how he would probably react at any given point, but suddenly she no longer felt that the carefully concocted script would work. She felt that she needed to tell him the truth.
"Actually, David, that's not strictly true. It IS something that you did, but it is not your fault. I bear full responsibility for what has happened. And I must take the appropriate actions to ensure that things are put right."
There were tears glistening in his eyes. She felt horrible, but knew she must continue.
"What was it that I did?" he asked, his voice had a catch in it.
She took his left hand in her right, squeezed it gently and said softly: "You helped me cheat on my husband."
He looked shocked at this. "But... but... you wanted to cheat on your husband! You told me that you found it hard to be committed to one person! You said that! Only last week!"
There were tears in his eyes as she spoke to him as gently as she could, like a mother telling a young child that the puppy that he had loved so much would not be coming back from the vet.
"When I said that to you, it started me thinking. Was I a natural cheat? Someone who could not help my infidelity? Was it nature, or was it nurture? Did I really need to have affairs or was I, somehow, mentally broken, cheating on my husband for no good reason?"
She squeezed his hand again and took a sip of tea before she continued. "There was also the problem that my affair with you was becoming burdensome because I started to really fall in love with you. That had never happened before. Affairs were for sex, love was for my husband. And you, you little bugger, you managed to get through my defences. I started having loving feelings for you. I should have ended our affair then, months ago, when I realised that, but I was too weak to do it. I think I wanted you too much to do that.
"But you see, David, if I wasn't a natural cheat if I could, somehow, be faithful to one man, should that one man I chose to be with faithfully be my lover or my loving and kind husband, the father of my three children?"
David responded, waspishly, "But he is clueless! He doesn't know about your affair, does he? He doesn't suspect a thing!" There was an unpleasantness in his tone, something mocking and derisive.
She quickly let go of his hand, suddenly angry with him. "Hey! You can cut that out, right now! My husband doesn't know about my affair with you, or my other affairs, before you, for that matter! And he doesn't suspect anything because he loves me and he trusts me! How dare you take that nasty, derisive tone when you are talking about my husband?"
David realised that he had gone too far. When they had started their affair about a year previously, Kathy had made it perfectly clear that she was not into a hot wife and cuckold relationship, that she did not want to hurt or humiliate her husband in any way.
David's face flushed. "I am sorry, Kathy, I just didn't think. That was out of order. Sorry."
She gave a nod of acknowledgement. "That's OK," by the tone of her voice she was still upset, he could tell.
After composing herself for a few moments, she continued: "So, David, what I had to do was to try and work out what I needed to do next in my life.
"As I said, your words had started me thinking, so I booked myself in for an initial session of counselling.
"Even though it was just one session (I have another booked for later in the week) it began to help lift a kind of foggy depression from me. I began to realise that I was not doomed to be a serial cheat for the rest of my life, but that I had made some remarkably poor and stupid decisions in my life, decisions that had risked everything I had ever wanted, a husband and a family, for the thrill of sexual affairs. And that the desire for sex was only a part of my need to cheat. My counsellor is pretty certain that part of this goes back into my childhood, but we'll be able to further explore that in future counselling sessions."
David took a big gulp of tea, marshalling his thoughts before he spoke. "I... I see. I don't know what to say. I thought we might split up, eventually, but I thought this might be because you would meet someone special, someone better looking or wealthier than me."
She looked into his eyes. "I don't want you to take this the wrong way, David, but I did meet that man, the one who was that special someone. I met him 18 years ago, he was the man who became my husband."
A look of pain passed over David's face. She thought that it was like looking down from a plane and seeing the shadows of clouds scudding across the landscape.
"What should I do, now?" he asked her.
"You should mourn for our relationship, be pleased that we had our time together but try to be pleased that we had to end it the way we ended it. Oh, I know that's easy for me to say. But I do love you and I know you love me.
"One of the reasons I am letting you go is that I know, and this is going to sound trite, I know that you deserve better than what I can give you."
He interjected: "But I don't need someone better than you!"
She shook her head. "No, that isn't what I said. "What I said was: 'you deserve better than what I can give you.'
"By that I mean someone who is yours 100 percent of the time. Someone who doesn't have half her mind on you and half her mind on her husband, or her children, someone who is not gnawed at by the guilt of her betrayal that is ever-present.
"You deserve someone who will be with you all day every day, not just as a part time lover!"
He looked at her, they locked eyes and both began to cry, tears flowing down their cheeks. They hugged, clinging to each other for the longest time.
Eventually, they said their goodbyes, and she used the basin in his downstairs toilet to wash her face and compose herself a little before she left her lover and went home to her husband and her children. Yes. Home. She was going home!
As she walked toward her car from the vantage point of his lounge window, David cried. He cried because he was losing the love of his life and, because he knew she was right. She turned, smiled a sad, wistful smile and waved at him. He responded and watched her drive away and out of his life, for ever.
Thirty minutes later, Kathy was at home. She was home before her husband and the children would not be back until later that evening.
She suddenly felt sick and made it to their downstairs toilet and vomited. "God," she muttered to herself. "I make even me sick to my stomach!"
She walked through into the kitchen and got herself a glass of water. First she gargled and spat into the sink. She then drank the rest of the water and placed the glass by the taps.
She sat in the lounge, making a game pretence at reading a magazine. She was awaiting the arrival of her husband.
She was going to confess to him. She had to. She knew she could not go on living a lie.
How would he react? What would he say? Would he throw her out? If he did, she knew she deserved it.
She hoped he would be the better person, that he would not throw her out, that he would somehow find it in his heart to forgive her, to not split up their family to keep them together.
He parked his car next to his wife's convertible and walked through the front door. He turned left and saw that she was sat on the sofa. She placed her magazine on the coffee table. She looked up at him. She smiled, but looked unsure of herself. He knew. Somehow he knew what she was going to say to him.
Paul looked at her. He sat down in an easy chair opposite to her. "Paul, I have something to say to you. I love you with all of my heart but I have to confess something to you. I haven't been a good wife to you, I have been unfaithful to you on three occasions. I am so sorry."
He gulped and looked ill. "Why are you telling me this, now? Are you leaving me?"
"Oh, God, no!" She shouted, panic in her voice. "No! Please don't think that! I am telling you because I am confessing to you, hoping that you can help me work through this."
He nodded. "So, you want to remain married to me?"
"Yes, oh yes, Paul! I most definitely do!"
He sounded tired. "Then... where do we go from here? Any... ideas, suggestions?"
She stood up, crossed over to him and sat down on the arm of his chair. "Yes. I have decided to go for counselling. Even one session has made such a difference in me. It was that session that made me realise that what I had with you and our children was so important to me that I could no longer jeopardise it with affairs.
"My counsellor suggested that we might like to try couple's counselling. Would that be OK?"
He nodded. "Yes, that's something we might like to look at. However, there's something I feel I should share with you, in this new spirit of honesty and openness. I knew you were cheating on me."
She was shocked. "You... knew? But how? I was... or rather, I thought I was so discrete!"
He shook his head with a sad smile on his lips. "It doesn't matter how I knew, but I knew."
"But why didn't you stop me?" She was puzzled.
"Because I didn't want to stop you, I wanted you to stop you. All I did was to give you some rope..."
"Enough rope to hang myself with?" she asked, somewhat bitterly.
"No, enough rope so that I could keep a hold of you to stop you from straying into danger," he explained.
She began weeping and he pulled her body closer to him, cuddling her. "We can get through this," he said. "I know we can."
She stood up, still sniffling. "Thank you, Paul. Thank you very much."
Paul stood up. "Time to change out of my work clothes," he said.
He walked over to the sideboard and casually hung his black jacket over the back of one of the chairs.
He removed his clerical dog collar from his neck, placed it on the sideboard, unbuttoned the top button of his shirt and took his wallet out of his trouser pocket. One of his business cards fell out onto the sideboard. He glanced at the card. 'Reverend Paul Harris, ThD, DD, Vicar St Peter's Church, Potters Rise.'
He would strive to forgive her. After all, wasn't that a part of his job?
This is part two of Why Can't You Keep Out of His Bed? I thought that was a complete story. However, my muse had other ideas! It's another flash story.
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Brandon Smart did not give his heart easily. He'd given it to San Francisco ('the city by the bay' that Tony Bennett sang about) he'd given it to the first love of his life, Paige, and later, also to the woman who became his wife, Alana. And that was about it.
But what else was there in life? The most beautiful and exciting city in the world and the most beautiful and exciting woman in the world. What could be better?
He had graduated with a good degree in computer sciences from MIT, having been born in a modest rural town in New York State.
Whilst he was studying in his first year he had lost his two sisters, his parents and grandparents and his fiancée, Paige, in a fiery car wreck, when their large SUV had been crushed and burnt out by a drunk who had been driving a big rig towing a tanker filled with industrial alcohol.
Hearbroken, Brandon had thrown himself into his coursework and used his evening job to paper over the cracks in his life. His folks had been fairly well off, so Brandon did not hurt financially. Although, of course, he hurt in many other ways. He even blamed himself for the accident. After all, they had been driving to visit him, if he hadn't left home to go to college...
Therapy and counselling provided by the excellent and dedicated staff at the MIT Medical's Mental Health and Counseling Service helped him to the point that the hurt had changed from a burning shriek to a dull roar by the time he graduated, a year after his classmates, as he'd taken a year out when he lost his family and the woman who he was to have married. He still felt connected to Paige. He'd talk to her, ask her opinion on things, take her advice. It was as if he had a direct link to the part of Heaven she was living in.
But despite the terrible loss of his entire family and his bride-to-be, Brandon got a very good Masters degree and with it landed a job with Google at the Googleplex in Mountain View, Santa Clara.
Brandon loved California. Well, Northern California, to be honest. Southern California was, he supposed, all right, but he seemed to fit in with the buzz around the San Francisco Bay area, way better than the Hollywood vibe. Plus he found the Southern part of the State just a little too hot for his East Coast body!
He met up with Mitchell 'Mitch' Clifton and his delightful wife Sandra (otherwise known as Sandy) when the Santa Clara Business Guild held an open house for the denizens of Silicon Valley. They'd married whilst they were both students at Caltec and straight out of college, Mitch and Sandy had launched a computing and software house which had prospered. But now it needed a good Systems Man to help them take their business to the next level.
Brandon handed his notice in to Google and a month later he was working for Advanced Synergies, who were doing contract work for many of the key players in Silicon Valley.
It was in his second month that Alana Banes started work at Advanced Synergies. She was a gorgeous blonde, well built and it was that --and her sharp mind- that captured Brendon's interest.
Since Paige's death, he had kept his heart on a strict lockdown. But Alana somehow managed to sidestep that and pretty soon they were an item.
After six months of courtship, they became married with Mitch as the best man and Sandy as the Matron of Honour.
They bought a house twenty minutes drive from the home of Mitch and Sandy. Due to the fact that Advanced Synergies was able to pay top Dollar, the houses they bought were in more prosperous parts of Santa Clara.
Everything was going well and Brandon and Alana had talked about starting a family, but they decided to leave it for a couple more years, with Alana continuing to take her birth control injections.
As well as working with Mitch and Sandy at Advanced Synergies, Brandon and Alana also saw a great deal of them socially. They vacationed together, had dinner parties, barbequed at each others houses and spent alternative Christmases in one house or the other.
After four years of wedded bliss (as they used to call it) and after a session of vigorous lovemaking, whilst they were in the afterglow, Alana glanced at Brandon and gave him a nervous smile. "Honey, I have a question for you. Someone I talked to the other day mentioned the idea of swinging to me."
She looked at him and said: "In general, what do you think of the idea of swinging? Of having an open marriage?"
His answer had been unequivocal. "Not interested in it, Alana. Not in the slightest! You are the only woman I want or need. If some people like swinging, well, whatever floats their boat! But I am definitely not interested."
If he'd have looked in her eyes at that moment, he would have seen a fleeting look of disappointment...
A month later, Mitch decided to arrange for a catered meeting in the conference room of Advanced Synergies. The variety of foods and drinks reminded Brandon of his days at the Googleplex. Funny, but Mitch rarely ever did this kind of thing. Was it a new idea? He hoped so.
Mitch gave a Powerpoint lecture about how, whilst business was good, it was foolish to put all their eggs in one basket. Almost 98 percent of their business involved working with other Silicon Valley-based concerns.
He had a solution. There would be a team of people who would be employed to seek out non-Silicon Valley concerns who would benefit from the unique skills sets that Advanced Synergies had to offer. It would be called the Promotion Team, as it would promote the business.
As well as his normal duties, Brandon would receive promotion to director level, and would be responsible for managing this fledging team. Part of his duties would involve flying out to the members of this team and offering them any support they required when pitching the services of Advanced Synergies to potential clients.
When he told Alana of his news, she seemed even more excited than he was! She squealed like a little girl at Christmas! "Oh, Brandon! This is great news! It's the kind of job that could mean great things for you. For us! Will it involve business trips?"
That sudden change of subject puzzled Brandon. But he put it down to Alana not wanting to be separated from him. "I am sorry, honey, but, yes, there will be some trips away. Look, if that's something you are not comfortable with, I can turn down the promotion."
She quickly replied: "Oh, no, Brandon! You mustn't do that! I'll miss you, of course, when you are on your business trips, but just think of the making up!"
They both laughed and chatted about how he could work in his new role.
It took him several weeks to work out how to integrate his new role into what he still regarded as his primary role and his role as a sort of company ambassador.
After the first year it seemed natural now to often spend a couple of nights a week away from Alana, his loving, caring wife. "My wife's a really good sport about this," he told a colleague when he was spending two nights in New York, trying to drum up business.
His colleague looked at him askance: "Really? My old lady would have my balls on a platter if I spent so many nights away from home! You must have a very understanding wife!"
Brandon nodded and said: "I certainly do! And the make-up sex is pretty good, too!"
They chuckled at his remark.
Eighteen months in to the role Brandon was due to fly over to Boston. He arrived at the airport for a mid-morning flight when he received a text message on his smartphone telling him that the meeting had been cancelled due to two of the three participants being stranded in Europe.
He decided that he would take Alana out for a late lunch. When he tried to phone her, he noticed the words: 'General Fail' on the screen of his phone. "Guess I'll have to really surprise her!" he thought to himself as he made his way back to the airport parking garage to reclaim his car.
But it was Brandon who was to be really surprised.
He parked his car, walked to his front door, opened it and closed it carefully and quietly. Alana had a phobia about doors being slammed and she had instilled it into Brandon's mind so subtly that it was by now second nature to him to close doors quietly.
It was such a fucking cliché! He heard sounds from upstairs. The sound of bedsprings making the sweet music of love. Only there should be no 'love orchestra' playing, not with only one person up there. Unless...?
He crept up the stairs, walked down the landing and he saw his wife Alana having sex with his best friend, Mitch. She was facing Mitch, sliding up and down on his cock. And she was clearly enjoying it, very much.
It was not so much the fact that she was physically cheating on him, he was eventually able to tell his counsellor, it was more what she was saying whilst she was doing it that really devastated him and shattered his heart.
There was a violent pounding on the door of the house Sandy shared with Mitch. She hurried to the door, concerned, yet also irritated at the insistent noise.
She opened it and saw Brandon standing there. He looked to be in shock. "What the hell are you doing here, Brandon? Aren't you supposed to be in Boston?"
He looked at her; she noticed there were tears in his eyes. He spoke haltingly: "Meeting was cancelled... I... my phone died, so I wanted to take Alana out for lunch. I got home and I... just saw Mitch and Alana... they were in our bed... fucking."
Sandy made a noise, which sounded like a cross between a bark and a laugh. She wanted to shout: "WELL, DUHHH!" at him. But then she noticed the lost, empty look in his eyes. And she suddenly knew her marriage was over.
She gently took him by the arm and led him through into the lounge. She felt very angry. She wanted to rave, to rail against whatever shit had been going on. Which, she now realised, was clearly vastly different from the shit she had been led to believe had been going on.
But she knew she did not have that luxury just at that moment. Now, she had to concentrate her efforts and her mind on helping her best and dearest friend cope with what he had just witnessed.
She sat him down on their large sofa, and took up a position next to him. "Brandon, if you want to, you can talk to me. I am your friend. I will help you get through this."
He hugged her and started sobbing, horrible, loud sobs that came from deep within a well of ultimate misery.
She held him, rocking him as she would a distressed child. She stroked his head, making shushing sounds. "It's OK, Brandon. It's OK, I am here for you just, cry it out, Honey."
Eventually he stopped crying, and wiped his eyes with a box of tissues she had given to him. "I am sorry for breaking down like that, but when I saw them, and heard them, heard what they were saying, I just lost it."
She nodded. "Do they know you saw them?"
He shook his head. "No. I was too much of a coward. I ran away."
"That's not cowardly, Brandon, that's sensible. Anyway, what did they say?"
"They were mocking me, saying how stupid I was not to realise I was their cuckold. Then Mitch asked her how come I never noticed I was drinking his cum out of her when she made me go down on him after he'd been with her."
Sandy stiffened and blanched at that horrible revelation.
Suddenly, Brandon looked stricken and he put his hand to his mouth. "Oh, God! I drank his cum out of her!"
Sandy grabbed a metal wastepaper basket and pushed it in front of Brendon. He vomited several times before getting into dry heaves.
After his dry heaves subsided, Sandy realised that Brandon needed the truth. "Brandon, I hope this will not make you think any less of me... but... Mitchell and I are swingers. Otherwise known as wife swappers. Mitchell kind of talked me into it, I tried it a few times, but I was never as into it as Mitchell was.
"Then one day Mitchell said that Alana wanted to have a talk. I guess you must have been at work, as you weren't there. They told me that Alana wanted to be involved with Mitchell, with a partner swap, but that would not be possible 100 percent because although you were happy with the idea of allowing Alana to be had by Mitchell, that you did not want to swap, but that you agreed to let Alana and Mitchell 'play' together, but that the deal was that this must never be discussed by any of us as a group. And I was never to talk to him about it.
"Because although you did not mind them having sex together, that you did not want anyone else, including me, to know what was happening. It's my guess now that you never agreed to any such thing, did you Brandon? Shit! I feel such a fool!"
Brandon nodded. "That's right, Sandy, I never knew anything about it. I recall that just before I got promoted to the board and had responsibility for overseeing the Promotion Team, that Alana asked me if I'd ever consider the swinging lifestyle. I told her that there was no way I'd want to do that, as she was the only woman I needed."
"So," said Sandy, bitterly, "they decided to act as if you'd said yes, but they would have to sneak around and have an affair. The rotten, conniving bastards!"
Brandon nodded. "That's what must have happened. But there's worse. You know we had been thinking of having a child? Well, they decided to go one better with this cuckolding deal. They were talking about how good it would be to have Mitchell make Alana pregnant, then they'd pass the child off as mine. They were really getting off on the idea of how stupid we'd be. I'd pay for the upkeep of Mitchell's child, and you'd be asked to baby sit and hold the child and not know that it was Mitchell's baby, and not mine."
Sandy looked at him. "I thought they loved us? How could they do this to us? Right! That settles it! Those bastards are coming here and they'll face the music!"
She picked up her mobile from the coffee table in front of them and dialled Mitchell's number. Brandon only heard one side of the conversation. She sounded angry and spoke in clipped tones. "Mitchell, I want you to come home, at once! And bring Alana with you. Well, that's too fucking bad, 'honey' when I say at once, I mean at once! Well, just skip having a damned shower, you idiot!"
She broke the connection and made a weak smile to Brandon, saying: "Well, that should get them here." She shrugged and added: "And if they don't, there are always the lawyers to sort them out."
Twenty minutes later, they arrived, looking angry. The angry looks changed to concern, perhaps even fear, when they saw that Brandon was sitting on the sofa. They exchanged glances and Alana spoke to Brandon, a concerned tone in her voice. "Brandon, honey? Why are you here? What's happened? Why are you so upset? Have you... being crying?"
Brandon looked at her, a bleak expression on his face. Before Brandon could say anything, Sandy jumped to her feet and got into her face. "He knows, you pair of bastards! He knows everything!" Her anger was so strong it was almost visible.
Alana staggered backward a few steps, and clutched at Mitchell for support. This infuriated Sandy, even more. "That's it! The two cuckolding, two-timing bastards clinging to each other!"
"Jesus, Sandy! What the hell did you tell him for? Didn't I tell you that he didn't want to know?" shouted Mitchell.
Sandy screamed at him, a wordless, angry yell. Then she said: "You, stupid, selfish jerk! I didn't tell him! He told me!"
"Oh, no!" wailed Alana. How... did you hire a private eye, Brandon? I tried to be as discrete as possible. You were never to know!"
Brandon gazed at her. To Sandy it was obvious that he was in a state of shock.
"No, you fucking bitch! He found out because his Boston meeting was cancelled, then his phone died, so he couldn't phone you to tell you of his change in plans, so he was going home to take you out to lunch. Then he found you two fucking in his bed. And until then, he did not have a clue you'd made him your cuckold! So how discrete was that, you stupid fucking bitch?"
Busted! The expression on the faces of the two lovers said it all.
"We need to discuss this like calm, rational adults," intoned Mitchell, trying to regain control of the situation.
"You can fuck right off!" responded Sandy. "You have cheated on both of us! So fuck you and your calm rational shit!"
"Sandy," said Mitchell. "You are forgetting, we have an open marriage!"
"There's a difference between an open marriage and an open sewer, you moron! You have been fucking Alana for nearly two years, behind her husband's back. You both lied to me! You told me Brandon did not mind you and her fucking, but that was a lie! You lied to me; you cheated on me and on him! Shame on you both!"
They stood there, the two cheaters, like deer in headlights, not know what to do or say.
Eventually Alana detached herself from Mitchell, realising that if she had any chance whatsoever of saving her marriage, clinging to her lover in front of her husband would probably not help. She sat down on an easy chair that left her looking directly at her husband from the other side of the coffee table. Mitchell continued to stand.
"Brandon, honey, what did you see? What did you hear?" She knew she and Mitchell had talked, but she could not at that precise moment remember what they'd talked about.
He looked at her; the dull look in his eyes frightened her. She suddenly felt concern over what she had done to her husband, though she acknowledged to herself that it was too late for any feelings of concern, guilt or remorse.
"I heard you say how you enjoyed cuckolding me. How you enjoyed making me clean your lover's sperm out of you, how you were going to have his baby and make me think it was mine, how you'd fool both me and Sandy. How you'd enjoy watching us with the baby, knowing Mitchell had fathered it, not me."
Alana put her head in her hands and started to weep.
"Too late for tears, you bitch!" shouted Sandy, angry once again.
Mitchell was still standing, he looked crestfallen. He spoke to Sandy. "Sandy, I am sorry. It's not as bad as it sounds, can we get over this? Please?"
"Get over it? What on earth do you..."
They were interrupted by a sudden outburst of agony from Brandon. "Oh, God! Paige! I am so sorry! Paige, I thought you were there for me! I thought you told me I could marry Alana and that she'd love me as much as you loved me! But she didn't! She doesn't love me at all! I spoke to you every day, Paige, told you of my day, you'd answer back, tell me things to boost me when I was down, or tell me off when I needed a kick. But now with Alana and Mitchell fucking like they did, being lovers, now I know the truth, Paige! You don't exist! You really are dead! And there's no afterlife! All my talks with you, it was just my imagination playing tricks on me!"
He staggered to his feet, looked at Alana and shook his fists at her. "It's you! It's your fault! Now I know my Paige is dead and gone forever, that I'll never see her again!"
He collapsed on the floor, sobbing.
They all looked at each other, horrified at what they'd seen. Alana had always, at the back of her mind, wondered how Brandon would react should he ever find out about her cheating. But in her mind's eye she had seen a few tears, some angry words and a lot of make up sex.
But what she hadn't counted on was that he would take it so badly. She had totally and completely destroyed him. She ran over to comfort him, but he visibly cringed from her. Sandy walked the few steps to him and sat down on the floor, cuddling him.
She looked up at Alana and shook her head. "You fucking bitch. I hate you for what you did to Brandon."
Alana shook her head. "But it wasn't supposed to be like this! None of it! I never wanted Brandon to be hurt. Not this much! I sort of guessed he'd be upset if he found out about me and Mitchell, but I never figured it would be this bad for him!"



Sandy looked at her. "You really don't get it, do you? You have destroyed your poor, lovely husband. Everything he thought he knew has been taken away from him by you! The one person in this world he thought he could rely on!"
She next rounded on Mitchell. "And as for you, Mitchell, I feel nothing but contempt for you! The director level job which involved so much travel and days and nights away from home from his wife, that was a fake job, wasn't it? You cooked that up just so you could have unfettered access to that slut, didn't you?"
Mitchell nodded. "Yes, but for what it's worth, it turned out well as he did a very good job for the company."
Sandy gave a snort of derision. "Well, isn't that just so wonderful? You make me sick! I don't know how Brandon thinks about this, but I am going to divorce you. Brandon, honey? What about you? Do you think you have a future married to Alana?"
He shook his head. "I doubt if I have a future of any kind. But I'll tell you what, that damn woman does not figure in my future!"
Alana began sobbing, as she realised she had just lost everything she had ever wanted.
Sandy was worried about Brandon, so she took him to the hospital. The duty doctor at the ER confirmed that he seemed to have had a nervous breakdown. He had him moved to the psych ward and the staff there looked after him. Alana had booked him in using the company insurance plan.
She visited him every day and over a period of two weeks he began to respond to the treatment.
"Why hasn't Alana been to visit me?" he asked her.
Sandy shook her head. "I don't know. I think she feels guilty over what she did. By the way, I threw Mitchell out. I think he is rooming with Alana at your house. I think they are still an item, as it were.
"Look, the doctors here think you'll be ready to leave hospital, soon. You'll need somewhere to stay. Would you think it an imposition if I asked you to come and stay with me?"
He smiled and shook his head. "Not an imposition, but rather a nice gesture to help a friend. If you thought I could not stand to live with Alana, well, Sandy, you are right. After the humiliation she put me through, I could not stand the thought of being with her. In fact, these couple of weeks in the hospital have given me time to think about a whole lot of stuff. One part of me wants to get back with her, to try to continue our marriage but realistically? The Chief Rabi has more chance of becoming the Pope!"
Sandy looked at him. "Are you thinking of divorce? That's where my head is at, too. I can't bear to think of how Mitchell tricked and cajoled me into helping him live his fantasy fuck lifestyle, by becoming a swinger. Just the fact that I would have to get STD tests, ahh, what's the use? Let's face it, Brandon! Those two lousy, low, no good bastards were never good enough for us! I just thank God we found out what they were really like before any children came on the scene!"
Brandon nodded, and paused for a while before replying. "Yes, Sandy, you are right. We are worth more than they are. So right about the idea of kids. I'd hate a pair of jackals like Mitchell and Alana having children!" He shuddered at the thought.
"And as for your other point? Yes, divorce is the only option I can realistically stomach. Spending any time with her would crack me up. Shall we use the same lawyer?"
The divorce wound its way through the court process. As California is a no fault state, the adultery was not actually grounds for divorce, but, truth to tell, the facts of the adultery would impinge on the outcome of the divorce.
At the insistence of the co-respondents the judge ordered the two couples to undergo counselling to investigate if there was a possibility of reconciliation.
Dr David Moore was not an MD, he was a PhD, in psychology and he held an MA in marital counselling.
He addressed the two couples. "My name is Dr David Moore, I am your court-appointed marriage counsellor. If I believe there is any chance of reconciliation by any party, then I will recommend further counselling sessions. But if I don't, then I will recommend to the judge that any further counselling sessions would be worthless and may even cause more angst and heartache for you."
He had them in a room that were normally used for group meetings of the staff as he had never had to counsel such a large group of spouses at the same time.
He allowed them to choose where to sit. This would help him to determine how to proceed.
Interesting! Each spouse sat with the partner of the other. That was telling him of the dynamic of the group. And even at this early stage it didn't look hopeful for reconciliation.
OK, why don't you tell me what happened?" He asked the group. They all started at once, so Dr Moore put his hand up and said, in a commanding voice, "Not all at once, please!"
He looked at them and his eyes fell on Sandy. "Sandy, perhaps you could start, please?"
As he heard her story he began to feel irritated with Mitchell and Alana, but he was too much the seasoned pro to allow this to be expressed in his demeanour.
When she had finished her story of open marriages, of betrayal and of cuckolding, he knew their marriages had a bleak future. Even if they did agree to remain married, he knew they'd be separated within a few years.
"Well, does everyone else agree with Sandy's version of events? Please don't talk, yet, just nod."
He noticed that Brandon's nod was empathic, those of Mitchell and Alana were weak and rather desultory.
"So, let me see... Let me ask you, a question, Alana. Why on earth should your husband remain married to you?"
Alana's head jerked up. The question had taken her unawares, due to its bluntness.
She looked up at Dr Moore, trying to focus on him. "I... why, because he loves me and I love him!"
"You have an almost unique way of expressing that love for him. You take a lover, you help your lover arrange to have your husband sent out of town at least once a week so that you can have as much sex as you want with your lover, the husband of your best friend) you turn your husband into a cuckold, you make your husband eat your lover's sperm out of you, you plan to have your lover get you pregnant but aim to fool your husband into believing your lover's bastard child is you poor husband's and have him raise it as if it were his child. Anything else I left out?"
Alana was sobbing, dabbing her eyes with some tissues that were in a box placed before her chair on a small table.
"You see, Alana, I believe very firmly in reconciliation in marriage. I really do. But in some cases things are just too bad to fix.
However, that's not my call to make. Who here believes their marriages can be saved? Just put your hands up. Mitchell and Alana put their hands up, but Sandy and Brandon kept their hands stiffly at their sides, almost as if they were Afraid of accidentally flexing a muscle that might be wrongly interpreted as a yes vote.
Dr Moore shook his head. "That vote tells me all I need to know. The loyal, faithful spouses do not think their marriages can be saved, the cheating spouses think they can be. This is because many cheating spouses live in denial and refuse to acknowledge the harm they have done."
"But it can't be over! We must reconcile!" howled Mitchell. "If we divorce our business will be sold, I'll only get half of it!"
"Oh, shit!" shouted Sandy. "So that's why you keep trying to block the divorce? So you can keep your precious business? Listen, shit-for-brains, I worked just as hard as you did to get Applied Synergies started. In the early days it was just a pipedream, but we built the damn thing into what it is, now!
"If you didn't want this to happen, why did you decide to take Alana as your lover?"
The argument continued for a while longer. They were starting to give Dr Moore a headache.
Whilst they were arguing in his office, he filed his report to the court, briefly and succinctly outlining why he thought the two marriages were broken beyond repair and why he did not think, in his professional opinion, that further marriage counselling would be of benefit.
He pressed "send" on his email, and then stood up, clapping his hands to gain their attention. "Right!" He shouted, "That's enough! You really have no hope of saving your marriages, because neither of your cheated spouses wants to save it. And why should they? You cheated on them and the consequences are that they no longer love you, or, as I suspect, they still love you, but their love is not enough to get over the hurt of your betrayal and your lies."
They stood up and left his office. The two betrayers and the two betrayed seemed to have paired off together. "Interesting," Dr Moore mused to himself. "Maybe some good can come out of this mess, after all?"
A month later the divorces were final. The company as sold at a good price. It wasn't often that a Silicon Valley company of the standing of Applied Synergies went on the market. It wasn't a Google, or a Yahoo! But it was fairly big and a tempting target. After all, there was still money about to be invested in the right project.
They got their lawyers to enact a house swap, so each of the betrayed spouses had a house.
Mitchell and Alana lived together, but didn't marry, Sandy and Brandon did get married.
Mitchell and Alana did not get n invitation to the wedding. But on the day of the wedding, Alana became tearful. She realised she had lost something and someone that was very important to her.
After all, Mitchell Clifton was a good man. But he was certainly no Brandon Smart.
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Bob Holiday felt conflicting emotions. His best and longest friend Paul Foster had died after a long fight with cancer and he had left a request that Bob would write and read a eulogy at his funeral.
He had met his friend when they both attended their first day in kindergarten and they had remained steadfast friends ever since that day, when they were in their early 40s.
They'd grown up together, attended the same schools and the same local college and they'd even double-dated. They had never fought over the same girl, however. That, although they had never had a formal agreement, was something they just didn't do.
Once they had established their own careers, Bob was a design consultant and Paul a sales executive, they did not see quite so much of each other, but they were still often went out for drinks after work. They were still as tight as ever.
Paul had married Carol and Bob had married Maeve, who, with her long, red hair, attested to her Irish roots.
Carol and Bob had two children, a boy and a girl, and Bob and Maeve had a girl, Tegan.
The families became close, they took trips with each other, they had barbecues and had regular dinner parties together. At least, until Paul and Carol divorced. Then not so much or so often.
It was the evening before Paul's funeral. Bob was sat in his study, thinking about what he could or should put in his eulogy to his best friend.
This was a hard job. A task that required finesse and care. What stories to include? Which to leave out? To mention the divorce or not? Bob knew few of the details of the divorce. Which was strange as he and Paul were normally very close. Still, divorce hits people in different ways.
What to do? What to say? How to encapsulate 40-odd years of a man's life? Not an easy job. Then Bob remembered that Paul had sent him a poem that he had written himself, a couple of years back. Bob had saved the poem on his hard drive, as he had been impressed by the words that had told so much of Paul's life. Odd, in itself, as Paul had shown little interest in writing anything, previously, especially a poem.
For the life of him, Bob could not remember the title. And with thousands of files on the family computer, it would take far too long to track it down.
He realised that if he searched on the name 'Paul' that should narrow it down a little.
The search revealed several documents, including the poem and one that was a huge file that appeared to be a long Internet Message file.
He did not recognise the file, he was intrigued by it. He opened it and within seconds wished he had not. In stark terms even the very first messages showed his wife to be a slut, who had been having sex with Paul for the last three months of his life.
With mounting outrage, Bob read the messages that the two had passed between each other, in which Paul had obviously groomed Maeve to become his slut.
It was horrible for Bob, because as he read through the messages he began to lose first his respect for Maeve, then his love for her. But at the same time his friendship for Paul was rapidly transforming into something that felt like hatred.
The latter shocked Bob, as he could not recall having hated anyone in his life before that time. He had thought he had hated people before, but that was before he had discovered the treachery of Paul and the infidelity of Maeve. His best friend? The love of his wife, the mother of his child? What the fuck?!
Now he truly knew and understood about hatred, what it was, how it was hurting him. How it was hurting him to hate the two people he most loved in the world. And he didn't like that one little bit.
He looked at the screen, saw the words of love, of betrayal, of treachery of scorn and derision and he shouted out: "But none of this is my fucking fault! It's not fair! I loved those two miserable bastards! And this is how they repay me? Bastards!"
He wondered how Maeve would try to deal with it. No matter how she tried, what she said or did, he knew their marriage was over. Burnt to ashes in the white heat of the furnace of her betrayal. The Phoenix was a mythical bird. There would be nothing rising out of the ashes of their marriage.
He thought of their daughter, Tegan. What the hell would she make of this? She'd loved Paul and she had called him Uncle Paul when she was a little girl. With a sudden lurch in his stomach he wondered if Tegan had known about her mother's self-declared three month leave of absence from her wedding vows?
If Tegan had known and had either approved of what her mother had done, or had just not cared enough to tell her father, then his relationship with Tegan would be in the balance, too. And that idea hurt him, badly.
He decided to send Tegan a text message and ask her to come back home as soon as she could. He felt a need to get all of this out into the open as soon as he could.
He saved the file to a flash drive and then emailed a copy of it to his Yahoo! account, in case Maeve tried to delete it when he confronted her when she returned home. He then printed the whole file, there were pages and pages of her infidelity in black and white.
She had been stupid to save it on the family computer, but who said people caught up in the excitement of an affair were capable of rational thought?
He sat in front of the computer. But it was not the cheating words on the screen that captivated his attention. In some almost primeval way, he needed to read of the infidelity with it laid out before him, ink on paper. So he printed all of the pages out.
He knew when it had started. Maeve had told Bob that she was worried about Paul. He was their best friend, Godfather to Tegan and he was dying of cancer. With no hope of treatment. So, she'd said: "Shouldn't we do something?" Bob had readily agreed. He would cut the lawns and do the gardening, offer any DIY work, whilst Maeve would use her nursing skills to tend to Paul's needs.
Tend to Paul's needs? Bob felt the bile rising. With an effort he stopped himself being sick.
They had started out by mocking Bob, by remarking on how gullible he had been. It was Paul who came up with the idea that was, to Bob's entirely reasonable view, the marriage killer.
He had proposed an idea to Maeve that she had accepted with alacrity. Paul's idea was a simple one. As many really evil ideas are. Maeve would get a virtual divorce from Bob for the duration of the remaining period of Paul's life. She would then 'marry' Paul, so that when she returned to her husband Bob it would be as Paul's widow. Her marriage to Bob would then automatically be re-instated, but Bob would not know that he had ever been divorced in the first place!
"That way," Paul had written, there will be no problems with you being unfaithful to Bob, as you would not be married to him!"
There were a few more inane bits that Bob skipped over until the next message that took his attention: "But there's one thing you must do, Maeve, whatever you do, do not let Bob have you sexually during our marriage. I don't care what you do, how you fix it, what stories you tell him, but no sex for him until after I am dead. Then you and he can fuck like rabbits again, for all I care!"
"Paul, that's a big ask, but I will do it for you. I'll make sure I don't have sex with my soon to be but temporarily ex-husband during the duration of our marriage! If he wants sexual relief, he'll have to take care of himself!"
"That's fine, Maeve. Please do that for me. I have always wanted to fuck you, but never felt able to ask you to cheat on Bob. But now I am dying, well, I decided to ask you to help me. I really do hate to ask you to do this to Bob, after all he is my best friend, but I am sure you can square it with him afterwards. After all, he doesn't have to know, does he? And he isn't dying like I am, is he?"
The ceremony of the divorce and the marriage had been performed by some ratty little shyster that Bob vaguely knew, Baxter Veegles, who as well as being a lawyer who had been banded from practising law, now ran a pawn shop, was also a pastor in one of those semi-legit Internet churches. There was even an attached image of Veegles 'marrying' Paul and Maeve. They were dressed up as a bridal couple.
The messages between them after the ceremony that carried on throughout the three months, until merely days before his death, had been a mixture of romantic banter and of poking fun at Bob, about how clueless he had been, about how stupid he had been to be divorced and cut off from sex and not even realise it, and so forth.
Bob sat, tears streaming down his cheeks. How could his wife and his best friend do this to him? And why couldn't that shit have had a type of cancer that had left him impotent?
Fuck! To find out this on the very evening he was supposed to be writing a eulogy for the man who he had, wrongly, as it turned out, thought of as his lifelong best friend? He would rather go down to the private viewing in the funeral home and piss on the corpse in the open coffin!
He wondered where his wife was? Gazing into the face of her lover's corpse, perhaps? Where had she said she was going? Oh, yes. To help Paul's sister, Nancy, with the floral arrangements for the funeral. He wondered if Nance had known of the affair? He doubted it, feeling sure she would have tipped him off about the affair. But then again, he mused, surely he would not have thought either Paul or Maeve being capable of such treachery.
He heard the front door open and close and presently Maeve came through into the den. Showtime! He thought, as he watched her.
"Hi, dear," said Maeve. "I just dropped Nancy back at her house. The flowers are just beautiful! I think the mourners will just love them..."
Her voice slowed to a stop. She looked at him. "Honey?" What's wrong? Has something happened?"
He looked at her and shook his head. "No, everything is right, well, in a way. But yes, something did happen. I just found out that my so-called wife and my so-called best friend have been cheating on me for three months. That's what fucking happened, your treacherous bitch!"
She staggered back a couple of paces, an indeterminate expression on her face.
"Oh, Bob! You were never supposed to find out about that! Never! But this has nothing to do with you and me and what we have! Please! Believe me!"
"I can't believe you, you little slut!"
"Please don't call me a slut, Bob! I am not a slut!"
"Well, what term would you use to describe a woman who cuts her own husband off from sex so that she can pretend to be the husband of another man? Who gives her body to that other man, whilst denying her husband any sexual contact or comfort at all?"
She slumped into a chair in the den, shaking her head. "But it wasn't like that Bob! Not at all! You've got it all wrong! I was just helping Paul out. Really, that was all I was doing. I wasn't cheating on you. Can't you understand that?"
"No, Maeve. Not only can I not understand it, it is not right! You have cheated on me. You and that bastard Paul planned it all down to the last detail. When was the last time we had sex?"
His sudden change of tack took Maeve aback. "Why... well... I can't quite recall..."
"Of course you can't," he said with a sneer. "But I can. It was the night before we went over to see Paul, to see if we could do anything for him. That was a shade over three months ago."
"I know, Bob," and I know that must have been tough for you. Even before you knew why I'd decided to stop having relations with you. But I can make it up to you. And I will make it up to you, I promise." She nodded emphatically.
He looked at her, with an incredulous expression on his face. He snarled at her: "How will you do that, Maeve? Stop fucking John? Oh, wait! He's dead, isn't he? And female to male necrophilia, well, that's just not going to happen for several technical reasons, right?"
She gasped at his crude remark, but said nothing, tears started to glisten in her eyes.
"Well, what about letting me fuck you? Oh, just a moment! You are my wife, husbands and wives are supposed to fuck, aren't they? So how will that be making anything up between us?
"Maeve, we know how many times we fucked in the past three months. None. So, let's just work out how many times you and Paul the Perv got in on together, shall we? Let's average it out at twice a day, seven days a week, let's average it out to 4 weeks in a month, so that makes a grand total of 168 times. 168 to zero? Wow, now that's a pretty shitty balance, isn't it Maeve? How do you propose to make that up to me, huh? Huh? Can you answer me that, you stupid slut?"
"Please Bob! I am sorry! But please don't call me bad names. Please!" By now, the tears were starting.
"'Bad names'?" he shouted. "If you think these are bad, just ask yourself what our friends and families will be saying about you and Paul!"
"You are just saying that to upset me," she whined.
"You little idiot! If you think Paul would be able to resist telling people about how he got you to cheat on me, well, good luck with that!"
"Bob," she said, trying a different tack, "I am now your wife again. True, you were not ever supposed to know that I was never your wife, but how about you regain your rights to your wife? Take me upstairs and make love to me."
Bob laughed at her. "You... have got to be kidding me, right? I... why the hell would I even think about fucking you, ever again?"
She winced: "Oh, baby, don't use that word 'fuck' you know how I don't like it. We don't fuck, we make love."
"Oh, really?" he leafed through the pages of printouts. "Is that so? Well, let's see what we have here:" He read an extract from the IM messages: "'I love it when you fuck me, Paul, my beautiful new husband. Bob my ex-husband could never fuck me as good as you have been doing this past month. I don't know how I'll ever be able to go back to Bob's bed and to be once again his faithful spouse, when you have shown me what a real fucking is. I'd like to be able to live here with you, but I have to go back to my old house and at least play the part of being Bob's faithful wife.'
"So, bitch, if I was so bad in bed, why didn't you just get the fuck out of my life, years ago? So I could have looked for someone who appreciated me for what I was, what I could do in bed? And not trash talk about me to her lover?"
Now, Maeve began sobbing in earnest. It had all been so wonderful! To help a friend feel better about this being their last months on earth. To, yes, to use trash talk about her husband to help boost her lover's ego and to add spice to the affair, too.
She had compartmentalised Paul's slut and Bob's faithful wife so well, that when she found that the two separate and different lives collided and coalesced together, she knew that she had fucked everything up.
"But what do you want me to do?" she sobbed.
"Just make the phony divorce you got, a real one. Just get the fuck out of my life!"
"But... I don't want a divorce! I want..."
He roared at her: "This isn't about what you want, you slimy little skank! You fucked my best friend for three fucking months! You got a fucking phony divorce to make you feel better about cheating on me! But now, I want a real fucking divorce! Understand?"
His outburst of a rage so real and present in their den that she could almost see it, was so toxic that it stunned Maeve into silence. No begging, no sobbing, just silence.
A silence that was broken by the voice of their daughter from the doorway: "Guys? Mom? Dad? What the fuck is going on? A divorce? Why? Daddy? What could mom have done that can't be fixed without needing a divorce?"
"Oh, Jesus! Oh, Tegan, baby, I am so sorry you had to hear that. I just... it... your mother cheated on me."
Tegan gave her mother a look of disgust. "Oh, mother! How could you? What the fuck? Jesus! What a cliché! Into your mid-40s and you start to run around on daddy? Damn it! Who was it, mom? That hunky pool boy, next door? That personal trainer I saw you eyeing up at the gym? Who was it, huh?"
Maeve looked down, and shook her head.
"Oh, Christ, mother! So bad you can't tell me? Well, I'll just have to ask dad. Well, dad, who was she having an affair with?"
Now back in some semblance of self-control Bob said: "It was... she had a three month affair with Paul Foster. The only reason it stopped was because he very inconveniently and inconsiderately of him, died."
Tegan looked at her mother, her mother looked back at Tegan and saw a look that was a combination of rage, anger, hurt betrayal and shock.
"Oh, mother! Tell me that what daddy said isn't true? Please!"
Maeve shook her head. "I am sorry, Tegan, but what your father told you is, strictly speaking, true. But I only did it to help Paul to get through the last months of his life. I didn't do it to hurt your father, honestly!"
"Well, mother, just looking at daddy and I'd say that though the first part of your mission might have worked, you fucked good ol' Uncle Paul over to the other side and through those pearly gates, but the second part, about not doing it to hurt daddy, well, he looks pretty much fucked over and hurting really bad, to me!"
Maeve cursed herself. First for allowing Paul to convince her to have IM chats that he insisted she save "to leave a record of my last months of life" and secondly for saving the file on the family computer.
However, Maeve rallied and, as cheaters will often do when cornered, attempted to deflect the blame for their actions on to their betrayed spouse: "If your father hadn't been snooping around, he would never have known!"
In a dejected tone of voice, Bob replied: "I wasn't snooping around; I was just trying to find a poem that Paul wrote a few years back. I wanted to read it as part of the eulogy that bastard wanted me to read out at his funeral. Christ! That must have been a real turn-on for him and you, Maeve. Getting me to write and deliver that eulogy, at his funeral, knowing you had been fucking him behind my back."
"Oh, no!" shouted Maeve. "You mustn't think that! Paul wanted you to do that for him, because you were his oldest and best friend, and he wanted you to read it out because..."
"Because he was fucking his wife!" shouted Tegan, interrupting, forcefully. "Oh, mother! If you believe that shit, then no wonder Paul was able to get you to cheat on daddy!"
Tegan glared at her mother. "How many other times have you cheated on daddy?" She then moved over to her father and protectively cuddled against him. "And, though this question might hurt my daddy, and me, too... is daddy... really my daddy?"
Maeve shrieked. "Oh, God! Of course he is! He is your biological father as well as being your daddy, too. Please don't ever doubt that! Ever! Either of you! Surely you know me better than..." she faltered to a stop, because she realised that, no, her husband and her daughter now no longer knew her better than that.
"I am sorry, both of you, I am so sorry for what I have done. Bob, you are hurting in the worst way possible. Those things I said to Paul in those Internet Message things, I said them only to buck Paul up, not to put you down. Not really. You were never meant to hear them, to read them.
"You mean the world to me, Bob. Please! Is there no way past this for us?"
"Daddy, can you forgive mom for what she did? Give her a chance to make it up to you?"
Bob said nothing to Tegan, but he pointed to a few choice items on the printouts and Tegan read them. She turned to her mother, with tears in her eyes. "Damn you, mother! You really have given daddy no room for manoeuvre here, have you? Either he buckles down, lets you get away with it, or he dumps you and files for divorce, if he is to retain any degree of self-respect." She turned to her father and added:" Isn't that right, Daddy?"



Bob nodded, cuddling his daughter. "Yes, baby girl, that's about it all in a nut shell, as they say."
He looked again at Maeve and said: "You'll need to find a place to live. I don't want you staying here. Maybe Nancy can put you up.
"Why in the Hell did you do it in the first place?"
Maeve shook her head, making her hair shimmer. "I don't know, Bob. Maybe it was because I could? Oh, yes, there was something there about helping a friend who was dying, but it was also so naughty and exciting, a secret romantic world, hidden from you. I can honestly say I never intended to hurt you, or to belittle you in any way. You were not intended to know about the divorce, or the 'marriage' that was supposed to be just a little fun thing between Paul and me."
Bob then said, thoughtfully, almost as if to himself: "I wonder exactly why Paul and Carol split up?
"Anyway, I guess I'd best phone the pastor and tell him I can't give that eulogy, tomorrow."
"Daddy, you will do no such thing! Shouted Tegan, crossly. "May I suggest that you do your eulogy tomorrow, as planned? But that you use it to have the opportunity to tell the story of how he was able ruin your marriage and fuck over what was a lifelong friendship?"
So, what would you do? Phone the pastor and cry off from reading the eulogy? Or write the eulogy and include massive chunks of the IM printouts, and read it out to a shell-shocked funeral congregation, so everyone would know the truth about Paul and Maeve?
What did Bob do? It took him several hours to write the eulogy. And a shade under 25 minutes to use it to destroy Paul's reputation.
It turned out that Nancy had not known of what Paul and Maeve had been doing and she got busy trying to help heal Bob's broken heart. Assisted by Tegan who liked and approved of Nancy.
Both Nancy and Tegan knew that what Paul and Maeve had done to Bob would take a long time to heal. But they were patient. He'd come round, given enough time.
As for Maeve? When Nancy found out what she had done, she could barely speak with her let alone offer her a home.
Maeve lived in a tiny apartment and mainly spent her free time wondering how she could have turned the crock of gold of her marriage into a crock of shit.
Bob insisted on giving her a fair settlement in the divorce, which probably hurt Maeve more than if he had tried to do her down, as she knew she really deserved.
Maeve eventually left town to go live somewhere else, somewhere where she did not get a constant reminder that nobody likes a cheat. Well, no wife, certainly, as they always expect the worst of you and warn their husbands not to talk with you, too much.
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Chapter 1
He'd had that dream again, last night. He somehow knew he was near water and he could hear two people laughing at him. It was such a vague, silly dream that he had not thought to mention it to anyone, not even his wife...
***
They were already a good part of the way to their destination, when Derrick's Satnav flashed up an alert.
He glanced at it, frowned and said: "Paul. You haven't got anything better to do, have you?"
Paul, his companion on the journey, said in an amused tone of voice: "No, well, not really. Why? What's up?"
He replied: "There's been a bad smash on the motorway, two junctions ahead of us. I'll just get my satnav to work out an alternative route. If we take the next junction we should be able to take a detour and bypass the crash and get back on track. We'll be late, but at least we'll get there."
Half a minute later he groaned. "Oh, famous last words! The alternative route is also blocked. Looks like we would not be able to make it to the Northern office much before 6pm at the present rate. Instead of trying an alternative route, I'll get the next junction and rejoin the southbound traffic and head back to London."
He pointed to his hands free phone in its dashboard cradle. "Paul, mate, do me a favour, please? Call the office where our appointment is and tell them what's happened. Give them my apologies, too."
Paul keyed the number in and made the call. When he terminated the call he turned to Derrick and asked: "Do you want me to phone HQ and tell them what's happened?"
"Please!" his companion responded.
But when Paul tried to dial the number, nothing happened. He frowned. "Sorry, I think I just buggered your phone up!" he said, apologetically.
"Oh, no! Not again! It's nothing you did. I keep telling our IT people there's something wrong with that bloody phone! I think there's a faulty connection, somewhere. I'll go directly to IT, after lunch. Got some errands I might as well run, before I do that. What'll you do with your unexpected time back at the office?"
"If we get back by one, I might just go straight into my wife's office and take her out to lunch! She's been working on a number of special projects, recently. I worry that she's being overdoing it, these last twelve months. She always seems so tired."
Derrick paused for a few seconds, waiting until he had passed a caravan before he replied. "Sorry about that. But caravans always make me nervous out on the road! Yeah, your wife is the PA to Gary Briggs, the company CEO. I understand that you and Beth know Gary and his wife Sally, socially? Doesn't that cause any problems?"
Paul replied easily: "Well, you'd think it would, that it might, but it's made no difference between us. Well, no difference so far, that is. We generally keep work and pleasure separate."
Derrick accelerated past a garishly coloured Hackney Carriage before speaking again. "You going to phone your wife to tell her that you are already on the way back?"
"I'd love to," said Paul, grinning. "But guess who left his mobile phone in his briefcase in the boot?!"
"Ah, never mind. I'll pop in to see David Banning my line manager after lunch. He can call the people up north to reschedule the meeting."
He gave Paul a fleeting glance, quickly returning his eyes to the motorway that was taking them back toward London. "What about you? Who is your line manager, now?"
"It's still Gary. He's still the person I report to."
"Oh! I wondered if there'd been a demotion for you? After all, following all your high profile projects of the last few years it must seem a bit of a comedown, with you having to sit in on sales presentations and regional office meetings like the one I had planned for today."
"It's not a demotion, though I can see why it would look like it was. It's a bit of a curious one, I have to admit. Although I am not entirely certain about this, it's just what I have surmised, it seems that Gary got a bee in his bonnet about certain people who he felt were underperforming.
"But he did not know what to do, as he was unsure if their failings were caused by them, or if they'd somehow been let down or failed in some way by the company training programme.
"And as he had a big part in designing and implementing the training programme himself, he wanted to make sure everyone got a fair shake before appropriating any blame."
Derrick said "Yes... I see. I suppose that makes sense. Still, doesn't seem to be a good use of your skills. Unless he has an idea to somehow identify the root cause of the problem and get you to create a director-led programme to deal with it?"
Paul nodded, saying: "You could well be right, though he has said nothing about anything like that."
They then began to talk of non-work related matters, the chances of Aston Villa or Chelsea to win the cup, or the contenders in the Grand National, and other such topics men talk about on long, boring car journeys.
They got back to the North London suburban HQ of their employer, just before 1pm. Derrick parked the car and walked out of the car park to a nearby parade of shops, whilst Paul, briefcase in hand, entered the vast complex that made up the Hyperology Corporation.
There were several clusters of office buildings and a modest factory floor area where trial versions of the company's products were built for testing and for the designs to be finalised before they were to be constructed in the main manufacturing plant just outside Cheadle Hulme, near Manchester.
Paul dropped his briefcase in his office, noting that his attractive secretary Rhonda was already at lunch. Pity, he mused. She could have booked him and his wife, Beth, a table at one of the nearby restaurants. Still, no matter. There was a Wetherspoons in the High Street. No need to book there, he told himself.
Besides, lunch with Beth would be good, even if it was a case of popping into the local Aldi store, grabbing some bread and cheeses and some of those dinky little bottles of wine with the screw caps and dining alfresco in the nearby park, that would still be magical, as far as Paul was concerned.
The offices of the senior executives of the Hyperology Corporation where all on the first floor. So it was a fairly short walk from Paul's office to the offices of his wife, Beth and of their boss, Gary. Gary and Beth had offices that were side by side, with a connecting door between them.
Paul walked into the outer office of Beth's assistant, Gill. When Gill saw Paul she froze. He failed to notice the stricken expression on her face. "Afternoon, Gill!" He said breezily, as he opened the door into Beth's office.
"Please don't go in Paul..." bleated Gill, but it was far too late. As Paul opened the door, he himself froze, as he saw Gary fucking his wife Beth on her desk. They were talking, or rather, shouting at each other as they fucked. "Does your pathetic husband fuck you like this?" "No, Gary! He doesn't! Only you fuck me this well!""Whose cunt is this?" "It's yours, my love, my handsome lover! Yours! All yours!"
Their heads both snapped round at the same instant as they realised they weren't alone. Gill said, in a quiet voice, "Beth! Your husband... is... you... I..." she stopped; suddenly realising she was talking utter bollocks.
Paul looked, but he did not look at the errant lovers, rather, he looked through them and beyond them. They returned his glassy-eyed stare, horror etched into their features, caught as they were in mid copulation.
Paul turned and lurched away. Nothing was said by anyone as he passed Gill without seeming to acknowledge her existence.
Presently, Rhonda returned to her office and she noticed that the door to Paul's office was open. She wondered who could have been in his office in her absence. Then she saw Paul, sat in his chair, it was up against the corner wall, far back from his large desk.
"He looked so poorly that at first I thought he'd had a heart attack," she confided in a friend, later that day.
"Mr Augustine? Paul? Are you alright?"
She approached him and she noticed that he was staring blankly into space, and shivering so badly that his teeth were chattering.
She touched his neck to find his pulse. It was weak and rapid, his skin felt clammy and cold, she noticed that his breathing was rapid and shallow, his lips were blue.
She had worked as a nurse for several years before deciding to go into the corporate world and she had kept up her First Aid training so she knew that Paul wasn't actually suffering from a heart attack, as she'd first surmised. "Shock?" she thought to herself.
"Paul! Paul! Are you OK?" she asked, an edge of concern in her voice.
He slowly looked toward her, he answered haltingly, "No, Rhonda. I am not. I just found out that my marriage is over. I found out in the worst way possible."
The next several hours were a blur for Paul. Somehow Rhonda had managed to get him to drink a cup of hot, sweet tea ("how terribly fucking British!" he had thought) but the tea had, like all the books on old wives tales said, somehow helped him to feel better physically. But mentally? Not so much.
He knew he should speak with Beth, and with her lover and with his wife, Sally. Christ! That was going to be awkward! How to tell Sally that he and she were being cheated on?
Rhonda and someone else, a man, maybe Phil from Accounts, he couldn't be sure, had managed to get him home. They'd asked if he wanted them to stay, but he had politely waved them off. He wasn't sure what they knew and didn't want to risk breaking down in front of them.
He sat in his lounge, wondering what to do next. He wanted to phone his wife but found that he had not got his head around what he would be able to say to her, after what he had witnessed.
Fifteen years of marriage? And all gone in an instant!
Then he became angry that Beth had not bothered to come to his office to see how he was feeling. Had not even bothered to phone him, let alone come home to check up on how he was. He believed that this told him this was because she really didn't care a fuck about him.
She and Gary were probably together, laughing at him! That dream... could they have already really been laughing at him, together? Mocking him? Had he somehow read their thoughts? Seen into their dirty minds?
Although he wasn't one for drinking, he suddenly felt the urge for a drink. He looked in the drinks cabinet and noticed, right at the back, a litre bottle of vodka that someone --he couldn't recall who- had brought back with them on a holiday from Eastern Europe. Neither he or Beth particularly liked vodka so it had languished there for a couple of years.
He reached in and got the bottle out, snagging a tumbler at the same time. As he broke the paper seal on the bottle's neck he had another idea. A darker, nastier idea. He remembered something he'd read about in a school history lesson. It was what Sir Walter Raleigh had said as he had fondled the sharp blade of the axe that would take his life when he was executed: "'Tis a sharp remedy, but a sure one for all ills."
He left the bottle and glass on the coffee table in the lounge and walked into the kitchen. He opened the drawer that they'd dubbed the medicine drawer, where all prescription and over-the-counter medicines were placed. He rummaged around in it until he found what he was looking for.
Out of force of habit he closed the drawer and walked back into the lounge. He stared at the bottle on the coffee table, then looked at the two packets one in his left hand, the other in his right.
"The cures for all ills" he said out loud. He filled the tumbler with vodka and opened both packets. Good. They were full. They'd serve his purpose. Be the sure remedy for all his ills.
He had a savage feeling of vengeance within him. He imagined what would happen. The two lovers would slink into the house. Then, they'd find his cold, dead body in the lounge. Bastards! That would teach them!
In his left hand, the super strong opiate painkillers Beth had been given when she had hurt her back and in his right hand, the sleeping tablets she'd also been prescribed. But she had used neither.
He took a painkiller, then a good swallow of vodka. Then he took one of the sleeping tablets and another even bigger swallow of vodka. He took another painkiller, popped it in his mouth and reached for the vodka.
Chapter 2
Meanwhile, three very unhappy people were sitting in the dining room of the mansion-like house of Gary and Sally Briggs at 12, Damson Glade.
Sally spoke first. "Oh, you stupid, silly little shits! Of all the fucked up fucking things to do, you had to let him catch you together, screwing each other's brains out! Jesus Christ! What the hell was going on in your minds? As for you, Gary, you are the CEO of your own highly successful company, supposedly of superior intelligence, and yet you let your dick do your thinking for you and you allowed our very dear friend Paul to see you and his wife fucking!"
Gary shugged and swallowed a finger of Scotch before speaking. "Well, Sal, I know it sounds bad, but, well, it IS bad, but we were trying to be discrete about it, you know, but we kind of..."
"Completely buggered the whole thing up! Bloody hell! If your idea of discretion is fucking your lover on her desk with the door unlocked, then you have no chance! You do realise this will be all over the company by now?"
"Oh, Christ! Really?" asked Beth.
"Yes, really!" responded Sally, her voice a little cross. "When we started this whole thing off, didn't we agree that we would not want or allow Paul to know anything about what was happening? "To protect him?
"You... we... we all knew he'd never be OK with the idea of you two being fuck buddies, that we had to keep him out of the loop in order to keep him happy. And what do you two do? Out yourselves to him in the most callous, horrible, public way possible!
"You humiliated him publicly and you broke his fucking heart, you idiots! You do realise he may never get over this? May never forgive us? Have either of you spoken with him?"
They shook their heads, saying nothing, like naughty children before the headmistress.
"Oh, really!" now the anger in her voice was palpable. "Beth, you at the very least should have made sure he was feeling OK... or at least asked him how he was feeling! Where is he now?"
Beth spoke up: "He is at home. Or at least I think he is. I got my secretary, Gill, to check. Apparently Rhonda his secretary and some man from accounts helped to get him home."
"Well, that's something, I suppose! Do you want to phone him, now?"
Beth shook her head. "No, I can't really think of anything to say to him."
Sally shot her a dirty look. "How about: "I'm sorry? How about that?"
Beth said: "But sorry for what? Sorry I am helping you and Gary out? No, I can't say I am sorry for that. Sorry I hurt him? Well, of course, yes, to that. But I feel too ashamed to phone him, yet."
Gary pulled out his mobile and made a call. He spoke into it: "Hi, Paul. This is Gary, here. Listen mate, what you saw... although what you saw must have been a terrible shock to you, please, you must believe me when I say we never intended to hurt you like that. And what you saw might... well, if you let me, us, explain to you what it was all about, I think it will answer some questions that you must have. Please don't think this has in any way harmed your marriage. Because it hasn't. Not really, not if you don't want it to.
"Please come to our house at ten am tomorrow and we will all have a decent, civilised chat about the situation. We do need to explain some stuff to you and speaking quite frankly, you do deserve an explanation."
The call had gone straight to the answerphone service of Paul's mobile.
Whilst Gary was speaking, Paul had been busily and almost mechanically keeping to the routine that he had set himself: left hand, painkiller, swallow vodka, right hand, sleeping pill, swallow vodka, then repeat...
Chapter 3
The next morning at 10am sharp, Paul rang the doorbell on the doorpost of the Briggs household.
An anxious looking Gary open the door and ushered him in. They walked from the hallway through the door on the right that went into the lounge.
The two women were waiting for him, sitting side by side. That puzzled Paul. He realised that if they could sit so closely together without tearing each other's hair out, that perhaps the message from Gary that he'd listened to at just before 8am had been correct when he had said that some stuff needed explaining. Paul stood, staring at them.
Gary stood awkwardly by his wife, it looked a little like one of those stiffly posed Victorian studio photographs. Paul said to them: "You three look like one of those bloody Victorian studio photographs. All very stiff and formal. Yet all the corruption and vileness just bubbling away beneath the surface."
They didn't know how to respond to his off the wall remark, so remained silent.
"Nothing to say, anyone?" said Paul. There was a sardonic and almost brutal quality in his voice that unnerved them, but especially Beth.
"Paul," said Beth, "this isn't like you. Where is my husband, my lovely, kind, gentle, warm, loving husband?"
"He's dead. You killed him." Said Paul, cruelly.
Beth buried her face in her hands and started to sob. Sally cuddled her, comforted her. Sally looked at Paul, hard. There was something strange, different about him. He hadn't shaved and he had a haunted look. He looked pale, deathly pale.
She swallowed before speaking: "Paul, I know what you saw must have come as a terrible shock but... how are you? What did you do last night? Did you get any sleep at all? Have you eaten?"
Paul trembled before speaking. "No, I haven't eaten. Couldn't eat. Sleep? Not really. None to speak of. And as for what I did last night, well, I sort of got to feeling very sorry for myself and in a moment of madness I am sad to say that I tried to commit suicide by drinking a litre of vodka and downing two boxes of tablets. Unfortunately, I was let down at the last minute. It appears I overdid the vodka. It made me vomit up all the fucking pills."
They looked at him, appalled at what he had said. Gary was the first to react. "Oh... Christ! Oh, Paul, mate. I am so sorry! We knew that what you saw would have upset you, hurt you, but driving you to try to take your own life? Oh, fuck!"
Beth looked at him, tears streaming down her face. "But what would have happened when we found your dead body? What would we have done?"
"You'd have all laughed at me, again?" asked Paul, shrugging. They all looked puzzled at his remark.
Suddenly he felt very, very tired and he sat down in an easy chair that was facing them across the room.
He looked at them. "Why? How long?"
They looked at him, Sally spoke up, first. "Look, Paul, I realise that us all being in a group together facing you is all wrong. It must be ramping up your sense of betrayal and loss and making you feel so much worse. Can I come over and sit by you, please?"
Paul shrugged his acquiescence. Sally stood up and walked over to him. Paul, to his credit did not make the mistake of sitting down by Beth. He remained standing where he was, a silent observer.
Sally sat on the wide and well-padded right arm of the chair. She snuggled up to Paul, but he didn't respond. She put her left hand on his right hand and said: "Paul, I am so sorry for how things have worked out. But if you will let me explain how things got started and what has been going on, I hope that we can all move on and that we can help you and Beth stay together as a couple."
She squeezed his hand and said: "Remember in the early part of last year when I was rushed into a private clinic with a gynaecological condition? Well, they had to operate on me and as a result of the operation, which I think they botched, I became physically unable to ever have sex again.



"I know that Gary is a very passionate man. He told me that he'd be perfectly OK with doing what he called the five finger samba, but I knew that with my problem with my epiglottis that I could not dare try to perform oral sex on Gary.
"I knew he wouldn't want to, but I was frightened that he would stray, that he would have sex with someone else. Start an affair and perhaps even leave me. He assured me that he wouldn't and though I believed him, I still worried.
"I mentioned the problem to Beth when we were sat drinking tea one Sunday morning, I think you and Gary were out playing a round of golf, and she suddenly blurted out: 'I can help out, if you want. I can be your surrogate with Gary!'
"At first, I thought she was joking, but then she convinced me that she wasn't. We chatted about how we could bring it about. A couple of days later we mentioned the idea to Paul. He was in favour of it, of course.
"Pretty early on we decided that you would never be OK with the idea of lending your wife out, even if it were in such a good cause, so, and it pains me to tell you this, to admit to it, we decided to keep you in the dark on this.
"I am really so very sorry about that. But we were so sure that we could arrange things so that you would never know, that it wouldn't hurt you at all. But now, well, you are very hurt. We can all see that. The revelation that you tried to take your own life, well, that makes me feel so badly about what we did."
Paul glanced up, and then looked back down again. "When did it begin?"
Sally answered him: "It was twelve months ago. We decided that the first time would be at a barbecue that we held. If you remember it was a gloriously hot summer's day, we cooked and ate the food and we lounged by the pool and we drank. We... I am now somewhat ashamed to say that we spiked your drinks with something to put you out, to make you sleep. And, once you were asleep, Gary and Beth stood up. Beth came to you, kissed your head, whispered that she loved you and then she and Gary walked into the house, hand in hand. Before they entered through the patio doors, Gary turned and asked me if I wanted to come with them and watch? I said that it would be unwise to leave you alone, as you'd been drugged. They nodded and went indoors." She paused, the memory haunting her.
Paul looked even sicker. "Then what happened?"
She shook herself before continuing: "I stayed with you, I thought I owed you that much, at least. I held your hand and I stroked your head, I apologised to you for what we were doing to you, with your wife. I think I even cried, a little bit. I suddenly felt very guilty. After all, you were there, so very vulnerable. You were our good, very good, dear friend and we were betraying your trust.
"I felt it was my duty to watch over you to make sure nothing bad happened to you. I mean, how would we had felt if we'd all been indoors, with me watching my husband fucking your wife, and you'd come round and staggered into the pool and drowned? Or had choked on your own vomit?"
Paul shook his head. "Maybe it would have been better if I had just died, then? After all, if I'd died at your poolside I'd never have known that Beth was sleeping around on me."
Beth gasped: "But I don't want you dead! And I am not sleeping around on you; I am just sleeping with Gary."
Paul again shook his head. "Sleeping around in the plural or the singular is still sleeping around."
Paul stared directly ahead. "What happened, that first time?"
Gary and Beth exchanged glances. "We left you with Sally, then we went in doors and we made love in the guest room. I didn't think it fair on Sally to use our marital bed," said Paul.
Paul looked at them, before speaking again. "What happened when you came out?"
We walked back to the back garden; Sally was sat at your side, holding your hand."
Paul whispered, "Did you laugh at me when you saw me?"
"No!" Shouted Beth. "We didn't! What makes you think we'd do that?" She sounded distressed.
"That's not true, Beth," Sally's voice sounded tired. "When you came back to the poolside, you both did laugh at Paul. I told you off, and you both became quite contrite. You explained that you laughed mainly out of embarrassment, but also because you found the sight of him, lying there, dozing in the late afternoon sun, amusing."
She looked at Paul, pensively. "Why did you ask that? Did you have a reason?"
He told them off the recurring dream of being near water, and people laughing at him.
They looked at him, they were all stunned and somewhat ashamed of themselves.
He shook Sally's hand from his. "I can't believe that you would risk my life by drugging me! For fuck's sake! None of you are medically qualified! You could quite easily have killed me! Didn't you stop to consider that?"
They shook their heads, obviously they hadn't thought about that.
Sally took his hand, again. "I am sorry, Paul. I really am. We didn't think that your life could be in danger. Gary had bought the drug from a reputable online source, so we did our best to protect you, protect your health."
Gary spoke up: "Look, we also did our best to protect your marriage, too. I, well, we all talked and we realised that if you weren't getting any exclusive time with Beth, that this might hurt your marriage, so we made sure that we never had sex at your house, only either here, or at work, or in a hotel room. And we worked out that we should let Beth be yours exclusively, every weekend."
Beth chimed in, then: "And that's why I began the idea of you and me only having sex at weekends, because I did not think it right with my husband following my lover in bed with me, doing it, I mean having sex with me on the same day. Because, as hard as this might be for you to accept, it was never a cuckolding thing, this... relationship... of ours, mine and Gary. It was something separate from our married life. There was never any intention to humiliate you, in any way. You must believe me, you must believe us!"
"Fucking, hell!" Muttered Paul, loudly. "You just don't get it! How fucking patronising and condescending of you three shits! You allowed me to have the full and exclusive use of my wife at weekends, after you had been banging her like a rusty gate all through the fucking week? Shit! Don't you realise, Gary, that having my wife 5 days a week to my 2 made this whole thing fucking utterly unbalanced and completely unfair on me? Even if I had agreed to this, had known about it?
"And you say it was not your intention to humiliate me? Well, with you two fucking on Beth's desk, with your poor secretary knowing what you were doing, with her seeing how broken my discovery of you fucking around on me made me... hearing the nasty, vile things you said about me... how humiliating was that, do you think?"
Gary shook his head. "Sorry, that shouldn't have happened. And what I said about you being Beth's pathetic husband, I didn't mean it. That was just silliness on my part."
Paul looked at him, then scanned his eyes to the other two, settling his gaze on his wife. "And the kicker is, most people at work knew even before I did." He saw their surprised expression.
"Oh, yes. Beth, there was your secretary, she knew. And I have wondered why people on the shop floor were whistling that Laurel and Hardy theme, the March of the Cuckoos when they saw me? And why some people took to nicknaming me Cookie?
Beth looked bemused. "I'm sorry, honey, I don't understand... why'd they do that?"
Gary went red in the face and Sally gasped. Sally said: "Oh, my God! That's... dreadful! How could they have known?"
Paul replied: "Because you weren't as careful and as discrete as you should have been, were you? And for your information, Beth, they were mocking and deriding me as a cuckold, humiliating me without me knowing why!
"And even people who didn't know, they thought I'd been demoted because of the fact I kept having to go out to act as a useless shadow on lots of sales and engineering calls. Well, now they'll be able to surmise that the real reason I lost all my interesting project work was because my boss wanted me out of the way so that he could fuck my bloody wife!"
He stood up. "I am sorry. I can't cope with this, any more. I am going home."
Beth stood up too, making a move toward him. She looked anxious. "You are looking after yourself, Paul, aren't you? You are feeding yourself?"
He gave her a withering look. "Yeah, right! Like you care a fuck about me!" Beth gasped and choked back a sob.
He turned to Sally, who was now standing slightly back from him. "Sally, despite your part in this, I do feel sorry for you. I really do. You thought they were only doing this so she could be your sexual surrogate, right?"
Sally nodded. Paul continued: "But that's not actually true now, is it? They are having a hot and torrid love affair. They aren't fuckbuddies, any longer, you poor idiot! They are lovers! Hot blooded, cold hearted lovers!"
He stormed out of the house and returned home.
Chapter 4
The next several days were something of a blur for Paul. He saw no one, spoke with no one. He unplugged or turned off all the phones.
He had drunk the drinks cabinet dry and was sat at the kitchen table, a mug of water in front of him, when the doorbell sounded. Automatically, but less than willingly, his feet moved to the door. He hoped it was the Mormon missionaries or the Jehovah's Witnesses' as he could tell them to go away. He hoped above hope that it wasn't Beth, or someone he knew.
When he opened the door he was shocked to see his Secretary Rhonda standing on his doorstep. Actually, he wasn't sure if she was still his secretary. He didn't know if he still had a job and cared even less, for that matter.
"Can I come in, please, Paul?" she asked, kindly.
"Yes, sorry Rhonda, where are my manners? Sorry. Please come in."
Rhonda closed the door behind her and she looked at Paul and could have wept at what she saw. He was scruffy, unkempt and smelt like he was in desperate need of a shower. And he looked thinner.
Paul ushered her into the lounge of the house, somehow it didn't seem like a home, any more, she sensed this.
"Paul, when did you last eat a meal?"
He looked puzzled. "I can't exactly recall. Last time I ate? Oh, I had breakfast with Beth this morn..." he shook his head, bewildered. "No, that was on the morning of my trip up North. When was that?"
"Oh, Paul!" she was horrified. "That trip of yours was last Thursday! You haven't eaten in seven days!"
She noticed a discarded biscuit wrapper on the table. "And you have just subsisted on biscuits and nibbles, haven't you?"
He looked at her... and suddenly he lost it. He did what he had been too ashamed to do before the eyes of those who had cuckolded him. He broke down in heart-rending sobs.
Rhonda hugged him to herself and allowed him to cry himself out. "Christ, you need this, don't you, you poor, poor soul? What the hell did those bastards do to you?"
He sat down on the sofa, she sat down, next to him. She noticed that he hadn't shaved in a week, that his hair was unwashed and that he smelt sour. The skin of his face, beneath his beard seemed to be hanging loosely. He had aged terribly.
He haltingly explained to Rhonda all that had happened, leaving out no details.
At the end of his story, Rhonda threw her hands up in horror. "The rotten, slimy, no-good bastards!" She shouted. "How they could treat you, someone they love, or claim to love, like that, God alone knows!
"You are coming home with me! Pack some clothes. And your shaving gear and a toothbrush! You'll stay at mine!"
When the arrived at Rhonda's house, Paul noticed how nice it was. It was cosy and it was a real home. Paul knew she was widowed and that her son lived in the States. He did something in Silicon Valley and had been there for several years, and, according to Rhonda, was doing all right for himself.
After he had showered and shaved, Paul dressed in some of the clothing he'd bought with him from his house.
"Sit down, Paul," she said, smiling at him. "I am going to get you to eat something. It's a dish my Granny Mary who was from Lancashire made for us, when we were ill. It's called pobs. Basically, it's bread in hot milk, with cinnamon and a bit of sugar. It's what they give you when you have been poorly and haven't been eating."
He took a spoonful, ate it and said: "Oh, wow! That's delicious!" He ate it cautiously, knowing instinctively that eating quickly might make him sick.
When he had finished she said: "I think the best thing for you would be to try and get a good night's sleep. Then I'll get you some breakfast. You can sleep in my spare room. I made the bed up while you were showering. We can talk in the morning. But now, it's time I helped you find some things out."
"Oh?" he said, intrigued.
"Yes. The problem with cheaters is that they even cheat on each other. I mean, it is quite possible that Gary is having sex with multiple partners. Had you thought about that? The fact that your 'loving wife' might have brought an STD home for you?"
"Oh, shit! No! I have to get myself tested at the STD clinic!" shouted Paul, obviously anguished by the thought. "Stop panicking!" said Rhonda, firmly. "We don't have to do that. I doubt you'll remember this, but my sister Dotty works at a medical supply wholesaler. I asked her to bring me a full STD home test kit. It will test for everything, including HIV. It's an experimental unit; you no longer have to send a sample away to the lab. It does it all for you overnight. It will give you, us, the results in the morning. I doubt you have anything, but you can never be too careful."
He kissed her cheek and whispered: "Thank you, Rhonda. Thank you so very much."
She used a stylus to obtain a sample of blood from a pinprick on his right arm, dipped a test strip in his blood and placed it inside the unit.
That night, for the first time since he had discovered Gary fucking Beth, he had a reasonable night's sleep and didn't have that horrible scene playing in his mind over and over.
The next morning after he had shaved and showered again, he sat down at Rhonda's breakfast table and ate an omelette with some toast. Another good, simple meal. He was pleased to be brought gently back into the habit of eating.
Rhonda showed Paul the results of the test on a printout from her laptop that was plugged into the home STD tester. "Thank God! I am clear! Oh, Rhonda! That's such a weight off my mind!"
She smiled at him and said: "Oh, I am just pleased I was able to help you."
He looked at Rhonda and it was as if he was seeing her for the first time. She was ten years older than he and Beth, yet he suddenly realised how beautiful she was. Then he noticed that her breasts were large, much larger than Beth's (who had a decent pair on her, it had to be acknowledged) and that Rhonda had a deep and rather inviting cleavage.
"What are you staring at, Paul?" she asked him, amused by his intent expression.
He paused, wondering how to deal with being found out. He decided that honesty would be the best policy. "Umm... I was looking at your breasts."
Rhonda giggled, and went a bit red. "Oh, really? These old things?" she made them jiggle. "I've had them for ages! And you've only just noticed them?"
"Oh, no!" said Paul, sincerely. "I have always noticed them, but I never realised how cute they are, before."
The situation was starting to run away, like a train that was suddenly gathering speed. Rhonda's mind was saying: "Don't stare at my tits! You are a married man and I am a widow!" Somehow those words didn't come out right. What she heard coming from her lips were: "Oh, Paul! Do you really like them? Would you like to see a bit more of them?"
He nodded, dumbly. Before the Little Miss Sensible side of her could hold sway, she swiftly pulled her top over her head, and Paul actually gasped as her breasts quivered and shook as they became free of the restraints of her top.
"Bloody Hell!" He shouted. "Rhonda, I was mistaken! Your tits aren't big! They're fucking HUGE!"
She burst out laughing. "You like?" she said, coyly.
"Oh, God, yes!" He enthused. "I hope you won't be offended, but... Rhonda, could you please take your bra off for me?"
She shook he head, which made her breasts shiver deliciously." No, I'd rather not. Gravity hasn't been kind to the girls. They tend to hang down a bit, now."
She saw him gulp rather like a dog in a TV cartoon. It was several seconds before he responded, with a tremor in his voice. "They... hang down, a bit?"
"Yes, they do. You sound as if you like that idea. Do you?"
"Oh, god, yes! I do! Please take your bra off for me. Please!" There was a touch of desperation in his voice that turned Rhonda on, if she were honest with herself.
"OK, but please don't be disappointed, OK?"
He shook his head muttering: "I won't be!"
The bra came off, was placed on the table and Paul stared at Rhonda's breasts as he sat before him.
"Please, lean forward for me!" he gasped out.
She did, and she noticed the look of animal lust in his eyes, and she suddenly realised that she was becoming sexually excited. Moist!
She made her breasts sway, from side to side. He gasped. And after ten years of totally celibate widowhood, Rhonda wanted a fuck. Now!
"Paul," she said, hesitantly, "you have fired something up in me. Could you please come up to my bedroom? I want you to make love with me."
Paul stood up. He looked at Rhonda, and she noticed that his erection was obscenely forcing a bulge in his trousers.
"Oh, God, yes, Rhonda! Please! Just lead the way!"
Within a minute they were in Rhonda's bedroom. Paul liked it very much and told her so.
He noticed a photograph of a smiling younger version of Rhonda with a handsome young man in an RAF pilot's uniform. "Is that you with your husband," he asked, casually.
"Yes. That's Pete and I. He was an RAF fighter pilot during the first Gulf war. Oddly enough it wasn't his service that killed him, he somehow developed COPD and he died in my arms in hospital. He was only 38."
Tears glisten in her eyes. She hadn't spoken to anyone about her Pete in a long while, so to be talking about him to a man she was about to have sex with was a bit bizarre, to be frank.
Paul sensed her inner turmoil. He looked at the photograph and said, gently: "He looked like a really good bloke. You must have been very happy together."
A look of pain passed over her face. She nodded, unable to speak.
"Pete need not worry," said Paul, sincerity colouring his tone of voice. "I'll treat you well, Rhonda. And I will never let you down or cheat on you."
Rhonda nodded. She walked round to the other side of the bed, picked up the photograph, kissed it and whispered: "'bye for a little while, Pete" and gently placed it face down on the bedside table.
She looked over at Paul, grinned and said in a husky whisper: "Make love with me. Please? And don't worry, I had my tubes tied after the birth of my son."
Paul nodded and Rhonda and he quickly stripped off and lay down side by side on the bed.
They kissed and cuddled for what seemed like an eternity and then Rhonda spread her legs and said: "Make me your woman, Paul, now!"
He climbed on top of her and slid his erect cock inside her vagina. She said: "Oh, that's good! Oh, God!"
Paul started to move back and forth, pushing into and out of her. But after only three minutes he began to come off inside her.
He shouted in frustration and panic: "Oh, no! Oh, Rhonda, I am so sorry. I came too soon!"
She shook her head and stroked his face with both hands. "Don't worry. Don't take your cock out of me. Just lay on top of me, suckle on my girls and let's see what happens, shall we?"



Sucking on the hard nipples of her gorgeously large breasts had the intended effect. He rapidly hardened again whilst he was still inside her and this time their intercourse lasted much longer and gained them an orgasm each.
Paul looked into her eyes. She smiled at him, tentatively and said: "What are you thinking about, Paul?"
He returned her smile, saying: "How much I want you. And need you. A hell of a lot has happened to me over the past week. Finding you has saved my life."
"You didn't have to look far to find me, Paul. I was there every day, wanting you, longing for you, but knowing I could never have you. But that's changed. And here we are, together."
They made love, again, and immediately fell into a deep slumber. The slumber of the just and the coitally sated.
Chapter 5
Meanwhile, all was not well at Damson Glade.
Beth had been wandering round in a funk and Gary had managed to go into the office several times since the débâcle. Sally was unsure whether this was a case of machismo or if he was too thick skinned to care overly much.
Sally had decided that things had gone too far. She was fully aware that it might be too late to save the marriage of Beth and Paul, but damn it, she was going to try!
By coincidence, at the same time that Paul and Rhonda were getting it on, Sally was addressing the two errant lovers. "I do not want you having sex at the moment. From what Paul told me, you pair of idiots are in love. Is this true?"
They said nothing, but glanced at each other, guiltily. "Oh," said Sally. Well, I suppose that answers my question. So... where do we go from here? Gary, are you going to divorce me and marry Beth?"
"No," said Gary. I want the two of you, living here, with me. I know it's not ideal for you, Sally, not being able to make love and I'll try not to rub your nose in it, when I have sex with Beth. Really, I mean that." He nodded for emphasis.
"That's so fucking decent of you! So whilst you have Beth and me here as your wives and you live like a 19th century Mormon prophet... where does that leave poor Paul?"
Beth answered her: "Sally, I honestly don't know. I still love Paul, but I am no longer in love with him, like a wife should love her husband. I am sorry about this, Sally, but I am in love with Gary."
Sally shook her head. "So the fact that we upset him so much that we caused Paul to try to take his own life doesn't really matter to you?"
"Of course it matters to me!" shouted Beth. "I'm not a monster! Please don't think I don't care about him, because I do. It's just that it's the kind of love you'd have for a good friend, not a lover."
Sally folded her arms before she spoke again. "We really have fucked him over, haven't we? So there's no hope for your marriage? If that is the case, we had better get a meeting set up with him and try to work out what we can do to at least make the end of his marriage as painfree as we can for him. We owe him that much, at least."
Gary sighed and said: "I'll have to let him go, of course. From his job, I mean."
Sally glared at him and hissed out: "No!" It made Gary jump, such was the venom in that one word.
"But don't you see, Sal, I will have to let him go. He would not want to work there, not with everyone knowing that he... well, that my wife and I are having an affair."
Sally shook her head. "That's not good enough, Gary. If you do that, what happens when he decides to sue the company?"
Gary shrugged. "Christ, Gary," thought Sally to herself. "This having a lover has turned you from a number 1 business brain into a Class 1 idiot!"
She quashed her anger and replied to Gary: "You can't sack him. 'I have been fucking your wife' are NOT grounds for dismissal. If you haven't the guts to work with him, just put him on the books as a consultant. And to soften the undoubted blow to his ego, give him a massive salary rise. And don't tell me you can't afford it, as I know we can!" He acquiesced to her suggestion and so it was that Paul was taken off the books and given a large boost in income s a 'consultant.'
Meanwhile, Sally began to resent the fact that she, the cheated upon wife, as she began to finally realise she was, was having to try to do everything herself. She often phoned, texted or emailed Paul to see how he was, but Beth seemed uninterested in even texting him, let alone speaking with him, although he had made several attempts to engage her in conversation at first.
And Sally was trying to keep her own marriage together, though she was beginning to wonder why she was bothering, to be frank.
Just over a month after the day when Paul had found out about his wife's infidelity, Sally decided she had had more than her fill of this shit and she asked for a meeting with Paul, the venue being the ever handy Wetherspoons in the High Street.
She arrived a few minutes early and got herself a pint of Old Speckled Hen and sat down at a table near the doors.
When Sally saw Paul arrive cuddling Rhonda, she nearly spat her drink out. She recovered reasonably well and greeted Rhonda with a hug and a kiss. As Paul went to the bar, Sally asked Rhonda: "Are you two an item?"
Rhonda smiled and shrugged. "I suppose you could say that. He's fucking the living daylights out of me, so yes."
"Oh... wow!" was all Sally could say. "Christ, I must say this is a bit of a surprise! So, how did it happen?"
Rhonda shook her head. "I think I'd rather let Paul tell you that. If you don't mind."
"Of course I don't mind, it's just that I have been trying to help Beth get her head out of her arse and girl up and get back with her husband, but it looks like there's already been a replacement for the role of Paul's wife!"
Rhonda shrugged. "Oh, I wouldn't know about that. I have always had a thing for Paul. I wouldn't have pursued it, but well, under the circumstances, when the door of opportunity opened up for me, I just stepped right through."
"I can't say I blame you," replied Sally. "Oh, hang on! Paul's here with the drinks."
Sally looked at Paul. She smiled at him. "Looks like congratulations are in order, Paul?" Paul grinned in reply. "You could be right, Sally. But that's something for the future. It would have been nice if I could have got together with Beth to talk things over, to see if things were fixable, but... well... after a year of her affair with Gary and her not even wanting to talk with me in any meaningful way, I'm not entirely certain there is anything left to fix, to be honest."
Sally reached over and patted Paul's hand. "I am not surprised, really. I am still just so angry how they handled this. If I'd have been Beth, I'd have been camped on your doorstep day and night until you forgave me."
Rhonda interjected "Yes, but you aren't her, are you, Sally? Looking at this from a woman's perspective and from an outside view, I think you were played and taken for a fool."
"In what way, Rhonda?" Sally was intrigued by what Rhonda was saying.
"Oh, just think about it. She tells you she is willing to act as your surrogate so Gary will not have to cheat on you. But she doesn't want her husband to know. I wouldn't be at all surprised if she didn't use her idea for her being your surrogate as a shield for her real intent, which was to have an affair with Gary."
"Shit!" said Sally. "That's not something I'd thought about, before, although I was a fool not to, wasn't I?"
Paul spoke up: "Sometimes we trust people who we shouldn't trust, but because we love them, or hold them in some regard, we don't realise we should not trust them."
As soon as he said it, he saw the flash of pain on Sally's face. "Well, Sal, sorry if that remark hurt but..."
"It only hurt because it was far too close to the truth for comfort," said Sally, her voice tinged with regret. "You are right. Your wife and your two best friends. Damn it, if you can't trust us, who can you bloody trust?"
He shrugged and Rhonda gave him a comforting squeeze.
They chatted like the old friends they were. Eventually, their drinks consumed, they made ready to leave the pub. "You'll have to tell Beth, you know," said Sally. "Or do you want me to break the news to her?"
"Oh, I am not keen on using you as a go-between, but I really aren't keen to speak with Beth, just now, either."
"Why not?" asked Sally, gently.
"Because now it makes me so nervous I think I'd throw up."
Sally nodded, thoughtfully. "I'll tell her," she said.
The news that Paul was having sex with Rhonda enraged Beth. "The nerve of that woman!" she fulminated. "She's old and... and she has droopy tits! That bitch should leave my husband alone! Or I might just decide to divorce him!"
Sally shocked herself. She actually wanted to smack Beth's face. Very hard. She was finding her attitude to be very irritating.
"Don't be such a bloody hypocrite, Beth! you have been fucking my husband this past year and when Paul gets some too, you start whining like a bitch! Grow up for God's sake! And if you and Gary ever want to start getting it on together again, you'll cut Paul some slack! And please talk with Paul! You owe him that much, surely?"
Beth shrugged by way of reply. "Well if you will not speak with him, I will!" snapped Sally.
And that was what happened over the next couple of months. Sometimes Sally and Paul would chat on the phone, sometimes they would text or email and they would often meet for a chat over a meal, usually in the Wetherspoons pub.
Their last conversation had started Sally thinking. "Sally," Paul had sounded tentative, "about your physical condition that means it's impossible for you to make love, have you had a second opinion?"
"Well, no, I hadn't. The surgeon who I went to was supposedly the top man in Europe. I saw him at his Harley Street clinic."
"For what it's worth, I'd go to see your own GP and ask for a referral to an NHS surgeon. I mean, what have you got to lose?"
When Paul filed for a divorce -based on irreconcilable differences- this was the catalyst for Sally to decide to also move out and file for divorce.
She was a wealthy woman in her own right, so did not need to wait for anything in the divorce settlement and she bought a new town-house in a gated development just off the High Street.
She had some news for Paul, who she hadn't spoken to for quite a while. She texted him and arranged a meeting in the pub.
When he arrived she realised that he looked pretty rough. "What's wrong, Paul? Where's Rhonda? I hope she didn't think I'd excluded her from our meeting today?"
Paul shrugged. "Dunno about Rhonda. She and I are history. We are no longer a couple."
"Oh, shit! No! Why? When did that happen?"
"A month ago,"replied Paul. "It's all so silly, really. She spent a couple of weeks in San Francisco -her son works as a software engineer at Sisco, I think- and when she came back, she told me that she would be going to live with him. It got a bit awkward, I asked her when we were moving and she burst into tears and told me I wasn't going with her. That knocked me sideways, I can tell you.
"When I asked her why, what was it I'd done, she told me it wasn't me, it was her. She told me that she had promised her husband Pete when he'd been breathing his last that she'd remain faithful to him and that our relationship made her feel she was cheating on him! And when I looked in her eyes I could tell she wasn't lying."
Sally trembled, inwardly and after taking a good gulp of her pint, said: "What happened?"
"We hadn't been living together, we each kept our own place, so all I had to do was collect all my stuff together and take it back to my place. We spoke on the phone a few days later she told me she'd given her sister power of attorney or whatever they call it these days, to sell her house and the contents.
"I saw Rhonda off for her flight two weeks ago. Neither of us could stop crying. She told me she'd always love me no matter what happened, but that she'd dedicate her life to looking after her grandchildren. I gave her a very chaste kiss on the lips and we parted company for good."
"Oh, Christ, Paul! What with what happened with Beth you certainly didn't need Rhonda to shit on you as well!"
Paul looked her in the eye. "Is it me? Is there something wrong with me?"
Sally shook her head and smiled. "Oh, there's nothing wrong with you. Your self-confidence has taken a bit of a bashing, but it's not irreparably damaged, I shouldn't think!"
She paused, deep in thought before continuing. "Paul, I feel I still owe you an apology." She stilled his objection: "No, it's true. It's the way I feel, any way. When you were unconscious on that first day, whilst you slept I made you a promise that, no matter what happened, I would not let Beth being my surrogate with Gary harm your marriage. Although I meant every last word of that promise if I had been thinking straight, I'd never have made it as I had no way of controlling what Beth and Gary did. I know that, now, but I was caught up in the events."
"Paul smiled at her: "I accept your apology."
She returned his smile. "But there's something else I need to tell you. I owe you my thanks, too. I took your advice and got an NHS referral to a surgeon at the local hospital.
"I had to wait a month to see him after I'd been referred by my GP, but it was worth the wait. He told me that the Harley Street surgeon had made a hash of the operation and had given me some terrible advice. It transpired that the mistake was fixable and so the upshot is that I can now start having sex again."
"Oh, that's wonderful news! What do Gary and Beth think about this?"
Sally shrugged: "I don't know and I don't care. I have left him and Beth living in the house, I filed for divorce last week."
"So... have you had sex yet?" said Paul in a low voice. Instinctively Sally knew he was thinking that his marriage had been trashed for no good reason.
"Not yet, Paul..." she spoke, hesitatingly. "That's one of the reasons why I wanted to speak with you, today. Now Rhonda is out of the way, it makes it easier. Paul, would you, please, have sex with me to help me test my vagina out?
Paul looked at her, astounded by this turn of events. "Why me?"
"I think I owe you one for the fact that I helped destroy your marriage. Plus, I have always fancied you.
"Look, let's go back to my place, it's just round the corner, and we can open a bottle of wine and talk some more about it."
And so that's what they did.
After drinking two bottles of sparkling wine from a Kentish vineyard, they found themselves in Sally's bedroom.
They stood naked and one look at Sally's gorgeous body, her eyes and her glossy black hair excited Paul. "Be careful please, Paul. It's the first time I've been with a man for nearly two years. The surgeon warned me that pussy, well, that she would, at least at first, be a bit tight."
"I'll be very careful," he promised.
They enjoyed foreplay for a while until Sally felt ready for the moment of truth. As he slid his cock inside her in the missionary position, they both gasped because of how tight it was. "Oh, lord!" shouted Sally. "This is even tighter than my first time! It feels so good!"
"Tight! Oh, your pussy, she's so bloody tight!" was all Paul could gasp out. "Very moist, but as tight as a drum!"
They made love twice more and decided to sleep until morning. Was it the sex or the night spent in each other's arms that sealed their destiny together? It didn't matter, because the result was the same.
They decided that after they received their absolute decrees that they would marry. They spent several weeks sorting out the arrangements for their wedding and honeymoon.
They designed a special multi-cultural wedding, reflecting their own backgrounds. Paul could have worn a kilt but decided against it. He wore a suit with a tie in his clan tartan, instead. And when he saw Sally in her new wedding sari he nearly cried for joy. "You are so beautiful!I feel as if I am the luckiest and happiest man alive!"
And so came the wedding of Paul Angus Augustine and Salvinder Sahota Kaur. There was a Universalist Church minister for Paul and a Sikh friend of Sally's from college dressed in colourful ceremonial robes for Sally, and the vows that they had written for themselves were exchanged.
The ceremony had been held outdoors under a large canopy and luckily the weather had held. The ladies from the local Sikh Gudwara had provided the catering. And a friend of Paul's who ran a mobile bar had provided the bar for nothing, all Paul did was fund the drinks. And a mutual friend did the photography and video work.
Rhonda had attended with her son who eyed Paul coolly. Which made Paul chuckle. And although invited, Beth and Gary had not come. They'd sent a nice present, however, so their absence did not feel all that much of a snub, though both Sally and Paul considered it to be a snub.
Sadly the damage the clumsy surgeon had caused to Sally meant it was unlikely she could have children but there was always IVF, adoption or fostering.
Life, realised Paul, was pretty good.
Whilst Paul was making these philosophical musings to himself, smiling whilst sipping on a glass of Champagne, his new wife was thinking: "I am so going to jump your fucking bones tonight, Mister! And every other night of our married life!"
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(Please note: This is a fictional story. The legal aspects DO NOT reflect real life.)
I ate the food that was before me. It was some crappy mystery meat stew. It tasted bland but it filled the hole in my stomach. There was another hole inside me that could not be filled.
I realised that my marriage had been a Mystery Meat Marriage. I realised that my marriage had not been made of what I thought it had been. That at the heart of it had been something inedible. A real chunk of mystery meat, if ever there was one.
I stood up, took my tray to the disposal point and left it. I left the dining hall and walked out into the courtyard. It might have been the dining hall and the courtyard back in medical school. Except when I glanced up I saw the guard towers and it came back to me that I was in prison.
How had I, Doctor Wallace Greenslade, ended up in prison? It was the fault of my wife. My loving, faithful (I had thought) wife, Debrah Greenslade, nee Porter.
Ours was a typical love story. We had met in medical school. I was just over 6 foot and an average kind of a guy, average good looks with sandy hair, average cock size, average student, averagely popular.
Debrah was five and a half feet tall, had strawberry blonde hair, was of a build that was on the gorgeous side of chunky. It was love or lust at first sight. For me, certainly and I think for her, also.
We decided to share an apartment and pooled our resources. We were good lovers, we fitted together well. Hey! That's not what I mean! Well, on second thoughts, yes, that too. We were very sexually compatible.
We got married in the Fall of 1990 and we qualified as Doctors being fairly close in our final scores in 1991. Which were, of course, average. Which we did without cheating. Well, would you want to be treated by a Doctor who had got their medical degree by cheating? No, me neither!
After all, we all know the old joke, what do you call the medical student who passes with the lowest marks of his or her class? Yes, that's right! Doctor! A sobering thought. But I digress.
After several years of doctoring in New York State (we both worked as locums) we were looking for something else. Something with a future career for both of us, working together. Something more permanent.
We saw an advert in a specialist medical journal for a medical practice in the Mid West. They needed two more Doctors, unusually, with hospital experience, to join a husband and wife partnership.
We arranged to spend a weekend visiting with them and had planned to hire a car from the airport, but they told us not to bother, they would pick us up and squire us for the weekend, showing us the sights and the sites of their town.
Mandy and Victor Marsh were a handsome couple, about ten years older than us, but there was something edgy about him that I couldn't quite put my finger on. Not a bad boy, but certainly not quite all that good, I felt. And did it turn out I was right! But I'm getting ahead of myself.
Over dinner that evening at their modestly sized town's best restaurant, they explained that their life story was pretty much like ours. They'd met in medical school but unlike us, they had married just after graduation.
They had both been left modest legacies and had used their joint resources to buy a run-down practice in need of desperate TLC. The doctor who had ran it had gone off the rails when his wife had left him with his best friend.
He'd taken to drinking and one day a patient had wandered in to his office from the waiting room and had found him dead at his desk. He'd put a bullet from a .45 through his temple. Death had been instantaneous, thankfully.
His estate sold the building as a medical office and the Doctors Marsh were able to not only buy it outright they were able to do some remodelling. Well who the hell would want to work in an office where someone had offed themselves? Or seek medical treatment in such a room, for that matter?
After a couple of years they realised that the office was getting more patients than they could look after and they realised they would need to double the amount of doctors to keep up with the demand for medical services in the town.
They had several advantages, they were both extremely good doctors, getting a large number of referrals from satisfied patients and they were one of only two doctor's offices in a 100 mile radius.
When we finished the meal we went back to their medical center and continued our talk, which was aided by several pots of coffee. We were to be taken on by the center and, after regular evaluations, there was the very real possibility that we would be taken on as full partners.
They presented us with a contract and insisted that we go back home and show the contracts to our lawyer, which we did.
She gave us the all clear on the contract, so we signed it and were confirmed as being employed by the medical center and set about leaving behind our East Coast lives for our new Mid West lives.
We gave notice on our apartment cancelled all services and changed banks, as our current bank did not have any branches out in the Mid West. We hired a removal van to bring the stuff we couldn't bare to part with. There wasn't much, to be honest.
Mandy and Vic had booked us rooms at one of the two hotels in the town and they helped set up a meeting with a realtor to sort out accommodation for us.
We looked at several apartments but realised that we could, at the local prices, afford to buy a house and, as luck had it, one was available for purchase in the same cul de sac as Mandy and Vic lived in.
The town had a small community hospital and in order to save money, when it was designed and built some 45 years previously it was decided that the two doctor's offices in the area would provide over at the hospital.
It was actually quite interesting, though the equipment there was a little out-dated. Not dangerously old, just as I say, a little out-dated.
Four days in the week, the two doctor's offices would provide one doctor who would work at the hospital doing wellness clinics for men, woman, kids and seniors, pregnancy reviews, blood work, general surgery and the like. It was a philanthropic matter.
Not, I hasten to add, philanthropy by the doctors.
Rather it was the philanthropy of the Carter family who had had the hospital built 45 years ago. They had deep pockets so didn't mind funding the two doctor's offices to provide medical cover at the hospital. To be honest, I rather enjoyed it at times, getting to wear a white coat and a stethoscope round my neck. Just like the old times when I'd done my residency!
The one thing that irritated me a tad was that the Carters had been founder members of the NRA and were really keen on the freedom to bear arms. As far as they were concerned if you didn't bear arms, there was something wrong with you!
As a result, all doctors at the regular hospital sessions had to bear arms on their way to and from the hospital. And the Carter Foundation took care of the necessary Carry permits.
I could see no reason for this and I tried to resist, but I was shown the relevant section in the deeds of covenant and I gritted my teeth and when asked what gun I'd like to carry (ironic that I had no choice in whether or not I wanted to bear arms, but did get to chose which type of gun I could carry!).
After some thought and chatting with the local gun shop owner, I decided that I would carry a Walther TPH .25mm pistol. After a few sessions on the range behind the gun shop I became reasonably proficient, and learned all about the gun's nasty 'bite' -just Google Walther bite- but I digress...
The deal had turned out well for the patients of the doctor's offices, too. We could arrange their elective surgery and then carry out the surgery ourselves, if we were experienced and board certified.
Getting myself board certified in general surgery was one of the first things I took care of when I moved to the Mid West. This meant that I was often called in to cover shifts for the other doctors who either were not board certified in general surgery, or whose specialities and board certification were not relevant for the job in hand. After all, as good as an eye surgeon is at whipping a cataract out and whipping a replacement corrective lens in, he -or she- would not be any good with taking out an appendix.
So this was why I often had to cover not only my shifts but also those of my wife and my good friend Doctor Vic.
Yes, my good friend Doctor Vic. After we broke bread a number of times, I figured I had misread Vic and that he was, as my wife put it, an OK kind of a guy, once you got to know him.
I liked Mandy Marsh, we got on together really well and although she was notionally cute, there was no spark between us. Which was just as well, as I had no intention of cheating on Debrah as I loved her too much for that. We'd known a couple at med school, Dean and Nancy Ross, I seemed to recall, who were married. They started going to some wild swinger type parties and although they both seemed pretty cool with it, it ended up with a big mess, with Dean getting badly beaten up by noe of Nancy's lovers, it was suspected. Though the police never did discover who had done this. Though we heard they had a good idea which of Nancy's lovers had done the deed, but lacked conclusive proof.
They split up, got divorced and neither of them completed their course at our med school. Debrah and I had talked about it with our med school buddies and we all agreed that swinging could only mean trouble.
In our Mid West lives, we would sometimes go out on the town together, casual western gear for the barn and line dancing at the Silver Saddle or smart casual for the more upmarket County Club. Believe it or not it was called the County Club in honour of it's founder and first owner (long gone to his great reward) George County.
After four years of this happy lifestyle I noticed that our sex life had started to slow down. Only to be expected, right? If only it were that simple.
I discovered the dirty truth one day in the summertime.
I had somehow gotten to do a Monday shift at the hospital. It should, be rights have been Vic's turn, but he had phoned me claiming that he had a migraine that had messed with the vision on his right eye. "And that's the last thing those patients would want! A doctor with a scintillating scotoma obscuring the vision on his right eye trying to operate on them!"
I commiserated with him. I told my wife what had happened. "Oh, poor Vic! I have a uncle who suffers from migraines. Never gets any of the visual stuff, though. Just the pain and the nausea. Still, I expect Mandy will tend to him. One of the advantages of being married to a doctor! Oh, I just remembered, Mandy is out of town, this afternoon."
I told her "Well, if it gets too bad, maybe you could treat him?" I thought I saw a flash of something in her eyes, but I wasn't sure. I wonder if I am seeing things with the benefit of hindsight?
Wonderful stuff, hindsight...
I kissed her goodbye, grabbed my doctor's bag (which had a side pocket to house my .25 pistol) and headed to the hospital.
It was a pretty routine day, with run-of-the-mill general surgical operations to be dealt with. The anaesthetist was one of the doctors from the other doctor's office, Pat Lang. She was a no nonsense woman in her late 40s who smoked and swore like a sailor. She hadn't aged particularly well, though she was still sexy with her short pixy style haircut and her, well, what could one say? Rugged good looks? She was single, though she still dated a good deal.
At 2pm there was an amusing incident that actually caused a lot of heartache, in the long run. The Doctor who was following on from me was a tall, lanky fellow by the name of Lee Parings. He and his wife are a wonderful couple and though she's a great nurse and he is a great doctor, they have a reputation for being a bit klutzy. This was why he arrived at the hospital to start his shift two hours early.
They'd spent their two week vacation in California. Due to a problem with a plane with an engine fault, their flight from San Francisco was a day late, so they arrived home on the day Lee was supposed to be at work and not, as they'd planned, the day before.
California is two hours behind us. And when they were flying back it looks like Lee had accidentally set his watch forward by four hours, not two! Which was why he had turned up at the hospital two hours early.
We laughed about it and he said: "Well, tell you what. I'll start work now, two hours early. And you can leave two hours early!"
"I owe you one, buddy!" I said to him.
"Don't be so silly!" he said, grinning. "Just pay it forward. Do someone else a favour, some day."
And that was how come I arrived home two hours early and found my marriage to be over.
I walked up to the master bedroom. We kept our doctor's bags in a locked cabinet in the bottom of our more than capacious built-in wardrobe. Why locked up? We kept some drugs in our bags. Plus I had the .25 to put away.
I opened the bedroom door just in time to see Vic, naked, clambering off my wife. His cock was erect and looked wet, and I glanced towards my wife who was on the bed, also naked. Naked. But not for me. And on our marital bed, too.
Her legs were open wide and I could see his sperm leaking from her cunt. Yes. It was her cunt. Ladies and female patients had vaginas. My wife was a cunt. Had a cunt, I mean. Oh, well, let it pass.
My wife looked startled and ashamed. Vic made a mistake that nearly cost him his life. He smirked. But neither of them said anything.
I knew what I would do. What I had to do. I placed my doctor's bag on the bedroom floor, grabbed the .25 TPH pistol out of the bag's side pocket. I aimed the gun at them.
Debrah said: "No! Please, Wally! It's not what you think!"
I released the safety and fired one shot at Vic. Fuck. I am a doctor. And I just shot a man. That guff about doctors signing the Hippocratic oath? A load of baloney. But we are supposed to be healers. And I had shot a man. A friend. Well, a former friend. Who had been fucking the woman who used to by my wife. Used to be? Yes. I knew in an instant that my marriage was over.
Vic shrieked with pain as his hand went down to his groin. "You shot me!"
Debrah shrieked out: "Please! Wally! Please don't kill us!"
I looked at her. I shook my head. "You are a doctor. Your lover is wounded. Treat him. And then call 911. I'll be waiting for the police on the lawn. I'll empty my gun before they arrive. Don't want any accidents, now do we?" I don't know what, if anything, Debrah said. I didn't give enough of a shit to listen to it.
I made sure the bullet in the chamber was ejected and took the cartridge out and left them on the dresser. I took the gun with me and placed it on the hood of my car and sat down on the lawn, awaiting the police.
Within two minutes an ambulance and a Sheriff's car arrived. Sheriff Floyd Patterson stepped out. His gun wasn't drawn but from his demeanour it was obvious he could have it in his hands in seconds. He was a stocky man with sandy hair, widowed a few years now, having lost his wife to cancer.
"What's going on, Doc? He asked me, a concerned expression on his face. "Just got word someone got shot, here. Accidentally, of course?
I looked up at him. "Sorry, Floyd, not an accident. I caught Vic screwing my wife, so I shot him."
A look of pain creased his face. "How is he? Alive?"
I turned to the ambulance crew: "Don't worry, guys! Just go straight on up. Master bedroom's just on the right of the stairs. My wife's working on the piece of shit now. She's a doctor, the same as him."
I turned back to the Floyd. "Floyd, the gun is on the hood of the car over there and the bullets are on the dresser in the bedroom. And yes, Vic is alive. I just shot him in his guts. Only a .25 bullet, so he'll probably live. Though he doesn't deserve that."
"Come on, Doc. Just stand up, I'll read your your rights and though it doesn't seem right, I'll have to cuff you."
"Floyd, you are a good man, just doing your duty. Always knew there must be a reason why it's a rare day when people stand against you for election as sheriff. Now I know."
As he cuffed me, he was blushing from my sincere praise. He was also tearing up a little.
After he read me my rights and gently pushed my head down as I got into the rear of his sheriff's car he said: "Damn it all to Hell! Doc, you are a better man than me! If I'd caught my Mabel, God rest her sainted soul!, in bed with another man, I think I'd have shot the both of them! Dead! And with a fucking .45!"
I was booked in at the sheriff's office which was an extension to the town's civic buildings, which consisted of the town hall, the library and the combined volunteer ambulance and fire station and the sheriff's office.
I was processed (valuables, belt, shoe laces etc, put into a locker and I was placed in one of the holding cells at the rear of the building.
Floyd himself had overseen my booking process. "Doc, I am so sorry to have to be doing this to you. It gives me no pleasure at all. No sir!"
"It's not your fault, Floyd. I did a bad thing, and you had your duty to do. I shouldn't have shot him."
Later that day my wife came to make bail for me. I declined bail. I declined to see her, too.
One of the deputy sheriffs, a younger woman with a uniform just a shade to tight for her, but which looked good on her, was speaking to me. "You don't want bail? You don't want to see your wife? Why?"
"I caught my wife and her lover in bed together. And I shot him. I no longer consider I have a home to be bailed out to and I no longer have a wife. As far as I see it, she's Vic's concern now, nothing to do with me, now."
She tried a different tack. "But if you don't get bail, you can't stay here. You'll be sent to the county jail probably tomorrow or the day after."
I shrugged. "I am going to end up in jail for what I did in any case. Might as well start now, and get used to the idea."
That evening, Floyd came back to see me. "You'll need some food, Doc. We don't cook here for prisoners no more. We ain't got the facilities. But we can get you something from the town hall canteen during the day, or whatever fast food we can rustle up."
I looked at him and shook my head. "That's real kind of you, Floyd. But I'm not hungry."
He looked at me, hard: "You ain't on hunger strike, are you?"
"Hell, no! But every time I think of food, I just get a mind picture of them fucking in our bed and I get so sick I don't feel like eating."
He squeezed my shoulder. "Look, Doc... you're in a bad place, emotionally and mentally. I don't have a clue what your going through, but whatever it is, I know it has to be bad."
He left me and the lights went out and I tried to sleep. Difficult when you keep dreaming of your wife fucking your best friend.
The next morning I was allowed to have a shower and a shave with a disposable razor and I was taken through a connecting door into the small court room in the civic buildings.
My wife was there, as was Vic's wife. Vic, of course, was in hospital, recovering from what was no more than a flesh wound.
The judge looked down at me and said: "you are Doctor Wallace Greenslade, you are charged with wounding. I am not going to ask for a plea today, that will happen at a future hearing. Today is, essentially a bail hearing. I will set bail at $50,000 and arrange for you to..."
I interrupted him. "You honor, if it pleases the court to hear me, I don't want bail."
His halfmoon glasses fell down his nose. He sputtered: "You don't want bail? Why? If you can't afford it, there's one bailbondsman in town, he'll arrange it for you."



"No, sir, it's not about the money, I could afford it out of my own resources, but you see, I don't want bail. If I am bailed I would be unable to return to my former home as that is where my wife had sex with her lover. I no longer consider that my home. And my wife? Well, when I caught her with the ejaculate of another man seeping from her vagina, I knew she was no longer my wife, that she was his concern now, not mine."
There was a murmur from the sparse audience, then the sound of my former wife, sobbing.
"But you'll go to county jail," the judge said.
"Sir, I am well aware of that. However, I shot a man, I'll get jailtime in any case. I just thought I might as well start that sooner, rather than later."
He nodded and said: "I can see your reasoning. However, I note you have no legal representation. That's something you will need to address." He committed me to the county jail and as I was shackled and handcuffed, I glanced toward my wife. She looked like I felt. And I was glad if it.
I shared my cell with a young guy who was in jail for fraud. I felt sorry for him, his story was one of ineptitude rather than malice. Apparently his boss had bilked him on his pay, so he had inflated his invoices for expenses. All his attempt at do it yourself restitution had netted him was two years in jail.
When I told him my story he said: "Gee. That's a horrible thing to find out! My dad cheated on my mom. You know, she never remarried."
And that's where this story started. I was in jail, awaiting trial for shooting my wife's lover. And although I'd made my point -no one fucks my wife, but me!- where the hell had that one foolish act of retribution gotten me? No job, a medical licence that would be pulled and God knew how many years in jail.
I had no work to do in prison, I was on remand and technically not guilty of anything, yet, so not given any work assignments but I quickly grew bored and volunteered to work in the prison hospital. It wasn't a real hospital, just an infirmary with a few beds in a side room. There was very little to do but help the nurse who ran it.
He was a wily old guy, he'd been an Army nurse in a MASH unit in the Vietnam War and was near retirement age. He heard my tale with sympathy as we catalogued the meagre medical supplies in the prison hospital.
"Shit, Doc!" he shouted, a laugh in his voice. "That so-called friend of yours is damn lucky he didn't cheat on my wife! No, way! If I'd have caught him with my wife I'd have shot his balls off!"
I laughed with him. First time I'd laughed since the incident with Lee Pairings. That seemed like years ago, but it was only a matter of a week or so.
My wife came to visit me. The arrangements in the county jail I was in were what they were. I don't know, or care, frankly, if they are the same everywhere. The meeting was in a small private room. It looked like an ordinary office, except there was no external window, there was an armed guard and I was in handcuffs.
We sat at either sides of a small coffee table. Which was bolted to the floor, same as the chairs.
She looked tired. "How are they treating you, Wally?"
I shrugged. "Well enough, I guess. Why are you here, Debrah?"
A look of irritation flashed across her face. "Because I am your wife!"
"Are you? Really? I thought you were Vic's woman, now?" My voice sounded somewhat bitter.
"I am not his woman, Wally. I am your woman. I just... had a fling with Vic, that's all."
"How long for?"
"Oh, I don't... I can't quite recall. About six months?"
"There's no use asking me, damn it! How the hell would I know how long your affair lasted?
"Still... six months, you say? Debrah, that is not a fling, that's a full grown love affair!"
Tears welled up in her eyes. God! I was going to get the full treatment if the waterworks were anything to go by!
"Anyhow, how is Vic?"
She snuffled before answering. "He is OK. It was only a flesh wound. He's already back at work."
I looked at her, hard. "And how is his wife, Mandy? The woman you cheated on with Vic?"
"She and I... we had a little talk. She's mad with me.."
"No shit!" I shouted loudly. "She finds out her faithful hubby is banging you and she's mad with you? Boy! The nerve of that woman!" If sarcasm was a crime, I'd have been declared guilty.
Debrah shook her head. "She's not mad with me because I cheated on her with Vic, she's mad at me because of how badly I hurt you!"
I sat back, shocked. "Really? Why's that?"
Debrah rubbed her hands together, nervously. "Because, well, they have a sort of an open marriage. But she said it was wrong to have snuck around. That if we were going to play together, Vic and I, that we should have told you and her." She shrugged. "I can see her point, now."
So our business partners were swingers and one of them had snared my wife into an adulterous lifestyle? Fuck. And you think you know people! And then my mind went back to my original opinion of Vic and I realised I hadn't misread him at all, back then. Except maybe I'd underestimated what a piece of shit he really was.
Eventually, visiting time was over and Debrah left. Thank God.
My life in prison was pretty routine. It wasn't as bad as some movies would have you believe, but then, nor was it a country club, either.
I realised that I was getting out of condition, so I worked out in the prison gym, I tried to eat more healthily, which wasn't easy in the County Jail, and life went on. Debrah visited me once a week and I realised over the weeks that although I still loved her very much indeed, that things would never be the same again. That the only way forward for me was divorce.
After the second month of my being remanded in prison I had a surprise. Mandy. She came to visit me.
As she sat down I said: "Well, Mandy, this is a surprise. Not an unpleasant one, necessarily, but it is a surprise, never-the-less. How can I help you?"
She smiled. "Oh, Wallace, despite the circumstances, it really is good to see you, again. I was worried about you, wondering how you are getting on. But you don't seem to look too bad."
She gave a frown of concentration. "Are you working out?"
I gave her a smile in return: "Yes, gosh, if it's that obvious, then it must be working."
She nodded and said: "It's obvious, but especially to us women. We tend to notice things more. Except, well, maybe I am a disgrace to the gift of female intuition. Because, Wallace, I had not got the first idea that Debrah and Vic were an item.
"When she phoned me and told me that you'd shot Vic because you'd caught them together in bed, I thought she was joking, but when I heard the fear and panic in her voice, I knew that she was telling the truth."
She looked at me and said: "I expect Debrah has told you that Vic and I were swingers?" ('Were" rather than "are"? That particular choice of words intrigued me.)
"Yes, she did mention it. So, what does all this mean?"
"Wal, whatever Debrah and Vic were getting up to, it was not swinging. Every marriage has to be based on trust. And, believe it or believe it not, the swinging marriage even more so. There are certain boundaries that are never to be crossed, always ensuring your spouse is happy with your choice of swinging partner, that they are happy too, that they get as much sexual release as you do.
"Then there are other rules. We belong to a couple of swinging clubs, one in a city 100 miles to the north, the other in a slightly smaller city 50 miles to the east. And we never swing with anyone we know, no friends, no in-laws or work colleagues.
"I'm here to reassure you that I was not a party to what was happening between Vic and Debrah. That was not swinging, it was cheating. A long term affair. And I will not be cheated on. Ever!"
I asked her if she thought the cheating was as a result of the boundaries of their marriage already having been blurred by the swinging lifestyle?
She looked thoughtful and took several seconds to formulate an answer. "You know, Wal, I'm not certain. Though I think you might have a point I'd be willing to concede. Maybe it did. Anyway, I am not keen on continuing the swinging lifestyle any longer. I have always played fair and he decided to go play with someone else. And that's not fair."
"So, what are you going to do?" I asked her.
"I want to try counselling. What about you and Debrah?"
I shrugged. "I can't see how I can get past the cheating."
She pursed her lips and nodded.
She took her leave.
Just after my third month of incarceration my trial was slated for the next week. Apparently something had happened and a case had collapsed so my trial was one that was boosted up the list. I think this was because I had plead guilty so they knew there'd be no lengthy court room time.
The day of the trial I felt, what?, calm? Yes calm. "Show time!" I smiled at myself in the steel mirror of my cell as they put the cuffs on me and I walked out of the cell.
There was a problem as the judge would not let the case proceed as I did not have a lawyer representing me. I told him I would represent myself. He shrugged and nodded. "Well, a person is allowed to defend themselves, if they wish."
I plead guilty and the DA stood up. He asked me several questions about my relationship with the injured party. After standing for several seconds in thought, I said: "A good friend, right up until I found him having sex with my wife in our own marital bed."
He said: "You were angry with him. Angry enough to kill him, perhaps?"
Before I had a chance to answer the judge rapped his gavel, one time. He look irritated. He addressed the DA: "Bruce! I simply will not let you get away with that! If he had tried to kill his rival for his wife's affections, you'd have him here on attempted murder charges! So quit that, now! There's no damn jury to grandstand to, so just stop it!"
The DA's face flushed with embarrassment and he apologised to the judge.
He turned to me. "Why did you shoot him?"
"I honestly can't answer that question. I didn't want to kill him, didn't in particular want to hurt him. I just wanted to stop him having sex with my wife."
After some more inane questions the judge intervened, saying: "Just where in the Hell are you taking us? The defendant has admitted his guilt in the offence of wounding his wife's lover. So what else is there to go over?"
The DA said: "I understand that."
The judge said: "Well, let's move on, then. Are you ready to making your application for sentencing?" "Yes, your honor," came the reply. "Than let's do it."
The DA really began to lay it on with a trowel. He told how fearful my wife and Vic had been when I had found them, how they thought that I intended to kill them both in hot blood and so on. He rounded it off by demanding 18 years in jail! My heart sank. Maybe I should have tried a not guilty plea? Got a lawyer? I could spend the next 18 years, eating prison food, for fuck's sake!
The judge asked me if I would like to reply. I thanked him and stood up. "Your honor, until the afternoon when I found my wife having sex with my former good friend and colleague, Doctor Victor Marsh, I thought that Debrah and I had a first rate, loving and caring marriage."
I shrugged at this point. "With the benefit of hindsight, I can now see that was not the case. Clearly, my wife had grown tired of my attentions and perhaps tired of me and that she had decided to take a lover.
"If I could turn back time I would not shoot Vic, he's a cheater. He's not worth it. I am not used to handling guns, but carrying a gun was part of the contract of my work at the hospital and so that's how I came to be carrying a pistol."
I looked into the public gallery. Vic wasn't there, but I saw Debrah and Mandy. They were huddled together and Debrah was dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief.
The judge thanked me for my comments. He looked at the DA, then me. "Well, Dr Victor Marsh got shot. In the bed of his married lover by someone who he had decided to hang the cuckold's horns on. But Dr Wallace Greenslade did not like the fact that his supposed friend and his wife could do such a disgusting and hurtful thing to him, so in a moment of rage, he took one, non-fatal, shot at Dr Marsh.
"I have to say that Dr Marsh was the author of his own misfortune. Only an idiot or a monumentally arrogant person would consider having an affair with the wife of a friend and colleague, if he knows that the husband of his affair partner was legally carrying a gun." At this point, he paused for effect.
"However, let it me noted that the ability for Dr Marsh to be stupid or arrogant are not mutually exclusive. So it is not beyond the bounds of possibility that Dr Marsh was both stupid and arrogant.
"However, that does not excuse the fact that Dr Grenslade did shoot Dr Marsh. However, this was no hoodlum shooting up the owner of a mom and pop store, no gang member randomly shooting some guy in a parked car in a driveby shooting.
"No. This was a good, loyal and loving husband who caught his wife having sex with another man, in his and her own marital bed. You know, that's got to be a bad place to be.
"So... I am going to do something unique. I accept that Dr Greenslade accepts that he is guilty of the crime. And that in our State that crime usually carries a jail term of between 8 to 15 years. And I am sentencing you to 8 years in prison, Dr Greenslade." I heard a woman, possibly Debrah, give out a sob. I, however, was sanguine about it. It was pretty much what I'd expected.
The judge continued: "However, I also accept that there were exonerating circumstances. I therefore propose to suspend the remainder of the sentence for a period of six months. If you keep your nose clean during that six months, then you will be a free man."
I couldn't believe it. Far from having to send the next decade or two eating prison food, I was actually already freed!
But it was a hollow freedom.
I got a small furnished studio apartment and I decided to file for divorce. My wife insisted on couple's counselling. It was a waste of time, from my point of view, as my mind was made up.
We each had an individual session followed by a joint session. It was a bit: "Get in touch with your child" for my liking, but if it was part of the process of ridding myself of a cheating wife, then I could endure it for a while.
I knew what I wanted to do with my life, so I looked up an old friend from medical college and he helped me arrange some things.
The joint session was in a conference room at the offices of the counselor we had each seen individually.
Debrah spoke first. She told me how sorry she was, how she had realised she had some serious boundary issues, but how she had grown, how she would never cheat on me again and so forth.
"But we can make this work!" she was very emphatic. So emphatic that I realised my wife really did not know me very well at all.
The marriage counselor, June Brookes, was a kindly and well meaning woman who looked like she was a throwback to the hippy era. She smiled when Debrah had finished and nodded. She looked at me and said, "Wallace now it is your turn."
I looked at Debrah and said: "How?"
Debrah looked confused. "How, what, Wally?"
"How can we make this work?"
She smiled. Once, her smile melted my heart. Now? I found it insufferably irritating. Then she spoke. "Well, Carla and I," she nodded to our marriage counselor, "have come up with a plan. I will let you have full access to all my online accounts like Facebook and Twitter, you can have the password to my cell phone, plus you can place a GPS locator on my phone so you can always know what I'm doing, where I am going and so on."
She seemed so pleased that I was uneasy about bursting her bubble.
Both of them were smiling, like they'd done something good.
"So, you want me to monitor you, day and night, Debrah? Keep tabs on you all day, every day?"
She nodded: "Yes! If that's what it takes, then I'll be happy with that!"
I shook my head and spoke in slow, deliberate tones. "No, you won't. Or at least, you will be happy with that, at first. But tell me, Debrah, how long before you started to resent me for monitoring you 24/7?"
She looked at me, a stricken expression on her face. This was not going as she'd planned.
"But... I wouldn't!" she protested.
"Oh, Debrah! I know you better than that! You would start resenting me. Eventually, you'd work out a way to beat the monitoring. And in any case, if I had to monitor your whereabouts 24 hours a day, that would not make me your husband, it would make me your jailer! You'd be my prisoner! I just could not live like that!
"Besides which, when a normal husband or wife's partner is 20 minutes late, the natural reaction is to think: "I hope nothing is wrong with them! I hope they're alright!" But the spouse of a cheater would think: "I wonder who they went off with?"
She looked at me, glanced at June who shrugged her shoulders. June said: "Nobody can make a betrayed spouse reconcile with the partner who cheated on them, Debrah."
Tears started to flow from Debrah's eyes. "But I love him, June! Can't you help me make him see that?"
Darla said nothing. She looked at me, as if she was expecting me to say something. I cleared my throat. My heart was breaking, but I knew that for my own peace of mind, there was no going back on what I had planned. "It's no good, Debrah. I know you love me and I love you. But I cannot live with a cheating spouse. I could not live the rest of my damned life always monitoring you, checking up on you, spying on you. That would break my heart. That'd be no life for you, or for me.
"I am surprised you chose to do it, when you knew what even consenting swinging did to the marriage of Dean and Nancy Ross? Did you really think that I would be able to forgive you for cheating on me?"
She shook her head. "I am sorry, so very sorry about this, Wally. I turned you into my cuckold. I knew you'd be mad with me, should you have found out. I guess I never understood exactly how mad it would make you feel. That you'd shoot Vic and that you wouldn't be able to forgive me."
"That's not right, Debrah," I walked over to her, wiped her eyes with a tissue from the box on the table. "I do forgive you. But I just can't get over what you did. I am sorry. You'll get the divorce papers in the mail. I won't have a process server serve you. That's not what I am about. I do not want to punish you or humiliate you. I just want to get on with the rest of my life, as best I can. And I want the same for you."
Mandy forced Vic to make an out of court settlement on me and six months later, the divorce was final and the jail sentence was no longer hanging over my head.
I had a hearing at the State Licensing Board. They decided to suspend my licence to practice medicine, but backdated it to the period that I was in prison. So I got a slap on the wrist, but no more. Vic, on the other hand, received a stiff fine and a mark on his record. Apparently cheating on the spouse of your fellow doctor was taken quite badly by the board.
I gave the landlord of my furnished studio notice and I made another call to Doctor Dean Ross. Apparently after he'd split from his wife and left medical school he had gone back home to California and transferred his studies to a medical school there and completed his degree.
He had a job as Medical Director of Anglo-Pacific Cruises, one of the largest cruise liner concerns in the world. After I'd told him of what had happened between Debrah and I, he'd managed to arrange a berth for me as a ship's doctor on their flagship the Maid of the Bay.
My first cruise would be around the world voyage. I was fitted with a proper officer's uniform (two, counting the tropical whites) and had a beautifully appointed cabin attached to what the ship's map referred to as a doctor's surgery. The spelling and terminology on the Maid of the Bay was all in British English, to ramp up the "Anglo" aspect of the ship.



I stood on the deck, helping to welcome the passengers aboard. There were some gorgeous women coming on board, many of them with husbands, so they were off limits to me (I knew I'd never be able to do to some other husband what Vic had done to me. But there were plenty of singletons. And if Debrah's betrayal of me was still too raw to indulge, there would be other cruises that I'd work on.
Both Debrah and Mandy had sent me cards. Debrah to wish me bon voyage, Mandy to tell me she had finally kicked Vic out and was suing him for divorce.
Life goes on.
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Some people thought I had treated Jake badly in the story: "The Best Birthday Present Ever!"
And, perhaps I did. This is a totally different end to the story that came to me this morning.
Jake and Julie Burrows had been together for 16 years, even though they were only in there late 20s. They'd met at Junior High and had quickly become an item. They were so obviously right for each other that their friends soon started to call them 'Mom and Pop', or the 'two Js'.
Rather than going to college after graduation Jake had decided to join the army, and Julie had decided that the life of an army bride would be acceptable to her, so they had married jut before he went off for his basic training. She went to the local college and studied business administration.
All was going well until at age 23 Jake pulled his first overseas duty, which was to help clear mines in Afghanistan.
He'd been part of a team sent out to deal with what they believed was the remains of an old Russian minefield. The last thing he remembered was helping to unpack some equipment, when there was a flash, followed by a gigantic roar. Then blackness took him away.
When he awoke a week later he was convalescing in a US Army hospital in Germany. He had pins in his legs, but he would be back home in the US, with Julie by the end of the next week and that was all that mattered to him.
His rehabilitation had taken a couple of months, but Julie was there for him all the way through. What had happened had, Jake believed, made their relationship all the stronger, their love even more complete and, he felt, more mature and deeper.
A couple of years later and their married life was perfect, or so it seemed to Jake. He had a job working for a local media production outfit (though he was still on the Military Reserve) Julie worked in a local bank and they were buying their first home (a smart two bedroom house) in a decent part of town. The loan had been arranged through Sally's employer. The bank's chairman, Miles Simpson, had a great deal of time for the couple as he had served in Gulf War 1 as an infantry officer before leaving army life to work at his family's bank.
Jake was receiving counselling funded by the military. He had a number of issues. His injuries, though not impacting much on his life, still hurt him, but he never let Julie know about the pain in his legs. He just got on with life as best he could.
He also suffered from survivor guilt, when the survivors of a terrible disaster or a military operation gone wrong begin to feel guilty about the fact that they had survived, when their comrades had not. He confided in his counsellor that he felt God had somehow saved him to continue his relationship with Julie.
His counsellor was worried. In his notes he recorded that, although he had not raised this with Jake, he was concerned that Jake relied too much for his happiness and for his existence, perhaps, on his wife, Julie. "If something were to happen to damage this relationship or to end it, I am worried what Jake's reaction might be," he wrote.
They'd been married for ten years and Julie's birthday was upon them and Jake was stumped as to what to buy for her for her birthday. He wanted to really show Julie how much he loved her, how much he cared for her as the one special person in his life.
He asked him what she wanted. She grinned as she said: "Oh, Jake! Don't worry! What I want is the best birthday present in the world. Ever!"
He laughed, and asked her what she meant. She shook her head. You have over a week, Jakey! You'll find my best birthday present in the world. Ever! And you'll get it for me. I know you will! I trust you!"
He mentioned his dilemma to his co-workers at lunch, the next day.
A wily, older colleague suggested that he planted a Voice activated Recorder in either her car or her purse. "That way you can hear when she talks to her sister or her friends on the phone about and you can work out from that what her ideal present would be. I've done it for years!"
So that was what Jake decided to do. He borrowed a VAR from the co-worker that was disguised as a working pen and placed it in Julie's voluminous purse.
He felt so pleased with himself! He'd be able to find the ideal gift for Julie!
The evening of the day he had planted the VAR they made love, passionately and with all of the romance that they had felt since their first time as 16-year-old lovers. When she, with a shy, coquettish smile, asked him to go down on her, he complied with gusto.
The next morning, before Julie went to work (he had the day off) he retrieved the VAR from her purse and downloaded the recording to his laptop. As he listened to the recording, after Julie had kissed him on the lips and left for work, he felt his heart turning to stone.
First, he heard a conversation between Julie and her sister, Pat:
Julie: "Hi, Pat. How're things?"
Pat: "Oh, not bad. By the way, have you thought any more about what I said?"
Julie: "About what?"
Pat: "You know. About you cheating on Jake with that asshole security guard at the bank. Ted Bailey-Simpson, isn't it?"
Julie: "Oh, Pat! Give me a break! I'm not really cheating on Jake, this thing with Ted it's... well..."
Pat: "Are you fucking Ted?"
Julie: "Yes."
Pat: Well, then, that's cheating on Jake, isn't it?"
Julie: I suppose so, but the stuff with Ted, it's just a naughty adventure! A fantasy! And Jake doesn't need to know! What he doesn't know won't hurt him!"
Pat: "What if he finds out, Julie?"
Julie: "Oh, he won't. And what if he does? I can wrap him round my little finger! He'll forgive me, because he loves me!"
Pat: "I hope you're right sis, I really do. If he found out, it'd break his heart!"
They chatted a while longer about inconsequential matters and terminated the call.
There was a pause, then another call, this one between Julie and Ted:
Ted: "Yo, Julie! How is my main squeeze?"
Julie: "I'm fine, Ted! How's my big boy?"
Ted: "Your big boy is just fine, Julie! Ready for some hot sex today, at work?"
Julie: Yes! I certainly am!"
Ted: "What's wrong, honey? Isn't Crip doing you well enough?"
Julie: "Oh, Crip's OK, he does me as well as he can, but you really know how to pleasure a woman!"
Ted: "Cool! Glad to hear it. What about my suggestion, yesterday? Did you do it?"
Julie: "What suggestion, Ted?"
Ted: "When I got you to let me do you bareback, when I asked you to take my full load back to Crip and make him suck my sperm out of you?"
Julie: "Yes, Ted, I did, that for you, but I felt so guilty about making Crip, I mean Jake, do that, please don't ever ask me to do it again, OK?"
Ted: "Did he? Did he lick you clean and suck my sperm out of you? Did you make him swallow my load, just like I asked you to?"
Julie: Yes, I did! But... Ted! Please! Stop that! If you want any more of my body, you'll stop going there, OK? I know you and me are planning to quit our jobs and run away together to a start a new life in California, but I feel badly enough about what we are doing to Jake, without me helping you make a fool out of him in that way, too. So if you want us to remain an item, well, just quit it, OK?"
Ted: "OK, I am sorry, Julie, I just thought it would be a fun idea, that's all."
Julie: "It was a fun idea. But when he finally cleaned me out and swallowed it all down, and he looked up at me and smiled and told me how much he loved me, I... I felt like such a heel, I almost confessed to him, what I had done."
Ted: "Shit! I am glad you didn't. He might have hurt you and me, so you must never tell him. Look, I am sorry, I can see how torn up you are over cheating on him. So we'll talk more about this over my uncle's desk whilst I fuck you on it, this afternoon. He's going to be out all day, so his office is clear for us to use it."
Julie: "OK, lover, that's a date! Now I have to concentrate on my driving!"
Devastation. Betrayal. Heartbreak.
Yes, Julie had asked for him to do down on her, last night. So yes, he had cleaned her out. He had sucked and swallowed her lover's sperm from her vagina.
He ran into the downstairs toilet and began throwing up until there was nothing left. He splashed water on his face, drunk a little water from the palm of his hand and stumbled back through the house, into the living room.
It was a little after 7.20am and Jake suddenly knew what the best birthday present ever that he could offer Julie, was. And then, with a twisted grin, he thought better of it. He suddenly changed his mind. And he came up, instantly, with another, even better ideal birthday present for her.
And the best part of it? He had everything he needed in the house or in the garage. It would, he felt, really be the best birthday present ever! Yet he felt no joy as he began his preparations for Julie's birthday surprise. Just a sense of purpose.
He emailed and phoned round all of Julie's immediate family and some friends and told them he was organising a special a birthday surprise party for that evening at their home. He even invited Julie's several of her co-workers to attend. Including Miles Simpson. And...Ted, too.
Of course, Ted told Julie about it. That irritated her, as Ted had no reason to spoil Jake's surprise. She would just have to pretend to be surprised. She figured she owed Jake that much. "God! I only hope that Jake doesn't spot anything between Ted and me!" she thought, suddenly concerned about her illicit affair.
When everyone converged at their modest house, there was some good boxed wine and some beers and soda pops for those who didn't want to drink alcohol. There were some pretzels and other snacks. Everyone had a good time.
At 8pm Jake set up his laptop and a 3M Pocket projector which he aimed at the large wall at the end of the lounge.
It told the story of Jake and Julie. With slideshows, some video clips and with a voiceover made by Jake. It told the heart-warming story of how they met, how they were known as Mom and Pop or the two Js, because of how close they were, even from a very early age. There was even a light and bubbly piece of music in the background.
It showed their early married life, his joining the army, his passing out parade, how proud both their sets of parents had been. The death of his parents in an auto wreck, then there were things Julie had never seen. His devastating injury, how long and hard his recovery had been, how he was in constant pain, which he had, until then, kept hidden from Julie.
Everyone had tears in their eyes. Julie was bawling her eyes out. Ted looked decidedly uncomfortable. Miles Simspon, Ted's uncle, looked both misty eyed and was he giving Julie and Ted suspicious looks? Or was that Julie's imagination?
Then the pleasant music stopped, to be replaced with a dark, brooding and threatening piece of atonal music. Jake was rather pleased with that. He had lashed it together with some shareware software that morning.
The voiceover continued, but Jake's voice had changed to match the new, darker music. "But folks, now we come to a time in the life of Jake and Julie when they are no longer describable as Mom and Pop and when the two Js are now coming to an end." The music cut out abruptly and to her horror Julie heard the recordings of her two telephone conversations of the day before.
The presentation ended and Jake looked at Julie with eyes that showed hatred, love, anguish and loss. "Julie!" he shouted. "After all we meant to each other, girl, just what in the name of FUCK did you mean by cheating on me with that fake cop, Ted Bailey-Simpson? Huh? Why? What had I ever done to you, that you should not only cheat on me, but humiliate me by making me suck that miserable piece of shit's spunk out of your cunt?"
Julie was sobbing and looked ready to faint and Ted was standing up, trembling.
The next voice was a low growl that came from Miles Simpson. "Ted, you little fuck. Not only do you cheat on a fine, honest and honourable medal-winning soldier like Jake with his IDIOT wife, you have the nerve to fuck that slut on my fucking desk, damn you! And you have the balls to mock his injuries, received on active service, by calling him Crip?"
Ted raised he hands in a placatory gesture. "U...Uncle Miles... I... I..."
Ted made a chopping gesture. "Shut up. Don't 'Uncle' me, you little turd! And don't bother coming in to work tomorrow. You are fired." He rounded on Julie: "And you, you stupid little whore, you'd better not come in either."
He turned to Jake: "Jake, my friend, I am so sorry that they did this to you. You handled this very well. I dare say we will meet, in the near future." He shook Jake's hand, then left the house.
Julie's co-workers made their excuses and left, glad to leave after such a dramatic situation.
Julie's sister Pat jumped from her chair, walked over to Julie and slapped her face. "That's for cheating on the best man I ever knew. When I was 16 years old, I longed for Jake, I ached for him to love me like he loved you. I used to frig myself silly, thinking about Jake, wanting him in my bed and in my life as more than just a brother-in-law. But you, you stupid bitch, you have thrown him away! After being together for 16 years, you throw Jake over for a rent-a-cop in a cheap store-bought uniform, when you had your own real life soldier boy back home!
"And you actually made Jake clean you out of the leavings of shit boy?"
Julie looked at her younger sister. "I don't know what to say. I can't believe I did that to Jake. I have no defence. None." She shook her head.
She turned to Jake: "You weren't meant to hear that. That talk about leaving you for Ted and running off to California, that was just a silly little fantasy game. I'd never have done it."
From the expression on Ted's face, it was clear that revelation came as a shock to him.
Julie's parents came over to Jake. "Jake, we are so sorry our stupid daughter hurt you. If you want, we'll take her home with us," said Mabel, Julie's mother.
"Thanks," said Jake. "That's a kind gesture. Please take her with you."
Julie said: "I'll go. But before I go, Jake, I have to know... how long did you suspect me of having an affair?"
Jake shook his head. "I never suspected you of having an affair, Julie. The thought had never crossed my mind. I trusted you, fully.
"The reason I put that recorder in your car was so I could hear you talk to your mom or your sister, to see if I could get an idea for your best birthday present, ever."
He gave a bitter laugh. "You know, at one point I actually thought of pretending to rob your damn bank and getting Ted to shoot me down, to give you the gift of widowhood. But then I thought better of it. Why should I give a cheating whore like you the opportunity to make me take my own life?
"So I decided to get you the best ever present in the world. Your very own divorce!"
Pat said to Jake: "Jake, what about you and me, now?"
Jake shook his head. "Sorry Pat, no can do. Try to see it from my point of view. You knew that Julie was cheating on me, fair enough, you did try to dissuade her, but you never told me, did you? So how could I trust you to have my back, to look out for my best interests?"
Pat looked sickened. She burst into tears and fled from the room. She knew she had ruined her chance to get together with Jake. If only she had confided in him!
"Damn it to Hell, Mabel!" shouted her husband, Bill: "How the hell did we raise two such fucking stupid daughters?"
Mabel shook her head. She didn't know how, either.
Eventually everyone left. Jake decided to leave the tidying up for another time. In the morning he would make three calls. He'd call in sick, then he'd call a divorce attorney and the other call would be to his military counsellor.
He knew he'd need a lot of professional help to get him through this. But he knew he would. After all, he owed it to his fellow soldiers who died in that explosion to live his life to the full and not let a slut dictate whether he should live or die.
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This is a rather dark, bleak tale. There's an element of truth in this one. (Though changed to protect the guilty.) If you do not like dark, bleak non-stroke stories, please read no further for your own sake.
He brushed the dirt from his hands and looked down at the grave of his only son, Simon. Dead at twelve from a particularly aggressive form of cancer for which there was still no cure.
He was, or rather, had been their only child. They'd briefly mentioned having another but his wife had rejected the idea out of hand.
Simon had been dead for two years and Bradley still liked to come to the grave to talk to his son.
His relationship with his wife had never picked up following Simon's death.
Bradley had wanted them to go to counselling, but she? Well, she was so against it that he had given up pursuing the matter.
And now? Bradley thought he knew the truth. He knew why his wife had never wanted another baby and why she'd rejected counselling. And he realised the problems were deeper and far older than he'd thought possible.
Bradley listened to the recording of the party and felt as if he were cold. Though it was the height of summer.
He had known that things between himself and Jill were bad. She had been weird for many years but had got even weirder over the last six months or so. She had began criticising him and picking fault with him and deliberately starting arguments over nothing.
Eventually she sat him down at the kitchen table and had paced around the room as if she were feeling wired. Her mood was strange, but she seemed a good deal calmer than she had been of late.
"What's wrong Jill? You have something on your mind."
She turned and faced him. "Bradley, you and me we haven't been getting on well in the longest time. And, I think it's time we had a trial separation."
He felt his stomach burn with acid. "When will you leave?"
She looked shocked. "Oh, honey, I thought you should leave. I mean, it's not like I'm going to ask for a divorce or anything. And I promise you on our son's grave and on your life, that there's nobody else, before you ask that question. I just need time apart to figure some stuff out."
Bradley wasn't stupid. It hurt him that she would use their son's grave to swear out something that was probably a lie. The fact she chose to make the oath on his life and not her own? He thought that significant. Not that he felt that he particularly valued his life at the precise moment.
"So," said Bradley, "will you consider having couple's counselling to help us find a way through this?"
She shook her head. "You know my opinion on counselling. But... I'm not saying no to therapy for us, but what I am saying is that would be something for the future, not just yet. I don't feel I'm ready for that, at the moment. But I'm certainly not ruling it out."
He glanced over toward her. "When do you want me to leave?"
"Well, not immediately, obviously."
A look of pain crossed his face. "I'll get out of your way as soon as I can. I'll make the arrangements as quick as possible."
She looked relieved and said: "Are you going in to work today?
He shook his head. "Not today. You?"
"Yes, I've meetings over at Advanced Synergies, which will probably take all day."
He nodded. "OK. How are you going to tell people we are splitting up?"
"We aren't going to be splitting up! This is just a temporary separation!" She was exasperated by his reply.
She continued, a little calmer: "There's no need to mention this to anyone, yet. If ever."
He shrugged.
She failed to read the expression on his face. Which was a pity, because at that point she could still have saved the situation. But she didn't. Hadn't really wanted to, in any case.
Afterwards, she left for work.
Bradley knew he had enough time to get some stuff sorted out.
Bradley was the wrong person to mess with. He had been In the Military Police and had done a number of highly sensitive undercover jobs to bust drug gangs on army bases so had vast experience in covert surveillance. In fact, he still did the same type of work in civilian life, with the City Police Department, having finished 10 years in the army when he had been 29 years old.
He had a number of VARs and motion sensitive miniature video cameras that he could place throughout the house. Each one had a terabyte card so could record months of material if that was required.
Once his job was done he packed a couple of suitcases and booked himself into a motel.
When Jill arrived home she was angry that Bradley had already gone.
"Son of a bitch!" She shouted. "He's gone!"
Her friend Mandy Starbuck was with her. "Isn't that a little harsh, Jill? After all, you did ask him to move out. Or are you one of those women who are never quite satisfied with their husband?" She laughed at her own joke. Which was just as well, as Jill didn't see the humour in it.
"Anyway," said Mandy, "now he's gone why don't we move our Girl's Night In up a few weeks?"
"Yes," said Jill. "Now I have got rid of Bradley things can be so different around here!"
That hurt Bradley. But he was wise enough to not let Jill know. After all, he had faced down Mafia killers and bluffed his way through. So dealing with a cheating spouse should be child's play, he thought. But was she really cheating? He'd know soon enough.
It all came to a head after Bradley heard the recording of the so-called Girl's Night In at the house.
Wine flowed and as the old saying goes, 'when drink's in, wits out.'
There was Jill as the party host and Mandy and several other squawking, clucking females in attendance.
Bradley learned that Jill had been cheating on him for the past five years. With multiple lovers. And that one of her lovers was a very wealthy businessman from South America. He had arranged for Jill to be flown out on his private jet non-stop to Rio.
The women mocked Bradley. But the worst of them all was Jill. "And he never had a fucking clue about any of my lovers!"
They laughed and cackled like a set of witches.
Bradley listened to the rest of the recording in abject misery. There was nothing he could do. Wait! Yes, there was. It would put him well beyond the reach of Jill and her lovers.
He visited Simon's grave. "Don't worry, son! I'll be with you, soon. We'll be together again."
He knew Jill would be at work so he was able to enter the garage of their house (he no longer considered it a home) and pick up what he needed.
Bradley drove his car to a secluded semi-rural area on the edge of town, well away from the road.
Sobbing with what he was doing, Bradley placed the long piece of rubber tubing from the exhaust into the car. He turned the engine on and let it idle as the deadly Carbon Monoxide fumes did their work.
Bradley's last words were: "I'm sorry, Simon. I am so sorry, my boy. But this way we can be together for all time. Just like I promised."
The note that Bradley emailed to everyone in his and Jill's email address books was short and to the point: "You made an oath on Simon's grave and on my life that you weren't cheating. But you were cheating, so I am making good your oath. Good bye, Jill. I loved you, Bradley."
After the funeral a lot of Jill's friends dropped her like hot cakes. After all, cheating on your husband was bad enough but hurting him so much he felt suicide was the only option?
And the mothers in her group of friends really felt disturbed by the fact that she had sworn out a solemn oath on her son's grave when that had been a bald faced lie.
Jill decided to take up here lover's offer and she went to South America with him.
Mandy hadn't heard from her after the initial call when she arrived in Rio, even though she had promised to keep in touch.
But then the life of a 'Meretriz Inglês' in Rio is about as shitty and as brutal as one would expect. But a white American woman? Some wealthy South American men would pay plenty for her services.
Payback was a bitch.
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Chapter 1
It wasn't my fault. I didn't come home early. The only thing I can think is that they must have lost track of time.
I wasn't prepared for what I found. We'd, my wife and I, made love that morning before I went to work and there was no strange car parked outside our home when I arrived back from work, so I was clueless as to what was happening. What had been happening whilst I was at work. And for a long time before.
After I parked my car on the driveway, I walked through the front door of the house, our house, pulled the door to, and realised that there was no smell of cooking. "Oh, well" I thought. Maybe she wants to eat out?" Even though I loved Myfanwy's home cooking, I didn't mind eating out and we generally ate out once or twice a month.
I placed my laptop bag on the kitchen table, poured and drank a glass of water, I placed the empty glass on the draining board and walked through the house. In the back of my mind I wondered why I couldn't hear Myfanwy. Had she gone out? Odd. Surely she'd have told me? Sent me a text message?
I walked upstairs and went into out bedroom to change out of my business suit and that was when my life, my happy married life, was brought to a very nasty and brutal end.
Myfanwy and I had been married for fifteen years. We'd met on a sort of a blind date. Some mutual friends had introduced us at a barbecue they were holding and we'd hit it off immediately. Love at first sight? Is such a thing even possible? I'd like to think that it is. That's what I felt when I saw Myfanwy outside in the back yard of our friend's house all those years ago. We never had children, it just hadn't happened.
My name, if you are interested, is Ken, a perfectly ordinary name. Myfanwy's interesting name comes from her Welsh ancestry and her Dad is still the chairman of the local Welsh Society set up when a slate mine had imported some Welshmen to come to mine slate in our state.
The slate mine idea hadn't worked out, but there was still, 150 years later, a fairly large Welsh population in our part of the state.
I looked down at our marital bed and saw Myfanwy and her lover asleep, naked, entwined together.
The room stank of sweat and sex and I knew that I had lost her forever. My sweet, loving Myfanwy, she didn't love me. Perhaps had never loved me. Perhaps could never have loved me?
I was, somehow, silent. I held it together as I walked out of the room, down the stairs and out of the perfect little house we had shared for ten years, leaving them sleeping the sleep of the just fucked.
I knew perhaps I'd never see the inside of that house ever again. Before I left the house I made a detour via the kitchen.
There was a park at the end of our street, so I shambled into it and heavily slumped onto a bench. My life was over. I was in shock. My life was over. Tears poured from my eyes. People avoided me. Good.
Chapter 2
Myfanwy awoke first, smiling. "Hello, lover" she said, kissing her lover on the lips.
"Hah!" Responded her lover, with a grin. "You wore me out. Waking up with you is the best!"
"Shit!" shouted Myfanwy, suddenly panicking. "Oh my God! Look at the time! Ken will be back from work any time, now! Thank God he didn't find us! Hurry! Let's get dressed! Damn! It's nearly 6 o'clock and I haven't started anything for his evening meal, yet!"
"Oh, gotta be the perfect little wifey, huh?" The sneer in the voice seemed out of character for her lover and it got to Myfanwy in a way that was sort of, what? Primal?
"Yes!" She snapped. "I have got to be the perfect wife for my husband! If I can't stay faithful to him, the least I can do is cook him a good meal..."
She suddenly burst out crying and her lover, embarrassed by this unexpected turn of events hugged Myfanwy's naked body and said: "Oh, Fanny, I am so sorry. I didn't mean anything by it. I guess maybe I am a little jealous that Ken gets to wake up with you every morning and this is the first time I ever woke up with you."
Her lover's hands wiped the tears from Myfanwy's eyes. Myfanwy nodded, but said nothing. They swiftly dressed and hurried down the stairs. "Look", said Myfanwy's lover. I'll help you in the kitchen, we can put up a scratch meal real quick."
As they entered the kitchen they both noticed the laptop on the table, the solitary glass on the draining board. When Myfanwy focused her eyes on the table she gave a little shriek when she saw her husband's wedding ring on his laptop bag.
"Oh, my god! He must have come up into the bedroom and caught us!" This time she didn't cry. This time she began sobbing her heart out, for real.
The two women hugged together, both shedding tears as they stared into the gaping, smoking chasm that had once been Myfanwy and Ken's marriage.
Chapter 3
I had no idea of how long I had sat in the park, but I realised it was becoming dark and I was cold enough to begin shivering, dressed as I was in my thin business suit.
Finding Myfanwy and her friend Karen, my damned boss, in bed together, in our martial bed, for what that was worth, obviously sated from an energetic session of lesbian sex, had shocked me. I was flawed. Flummoxed. I had no idea that lesbian sex was what Myfanwy really wanted. The subject had just never arisen.
I had nowhere to go, nowhere to stay. No home, no wife and no job, either. Shit. My life had turned to shit!
I had thought Myfanwy loved me and was as faithful to me as I was to her. And I thought that Karen had at least liked me. Well, how wrong could a fellow be?
I got up from the bench, stretching my stiffened limbs and walked away from the park.
I had no idea where I was going. I just knew I could not go home. Because I honestly felt that I had no home.
Chapter 4 They were sat at the kitchen table, Ken's wedding ring on the laptop case was a beacon of infidelity, it seemed to Myfanwy, a sign of her wickedness. She had never intended the making out sessions with her friend Karen to get so serious, so full on, to become a proper, real love affair. But they had. And now she had to face the consequences of her actions that had resulted in the breaking the heart of the only man she had ever loved.
Karen looked at her. "We really fucked it all up, didn't we? Christ! What a mess! You broke the heart of your poor husband and I probably lost the best engineer I ever had!"
Myfanwy picked her cell phone up and hit the speed dial for Ken's number and, seconds later, the phone began to ring in the side pocket of his laptop bag.
"Shit!" she yelled, turning her phone off. "Now I can't talk with him!" More crying ensued as they clung to each other.
"Don't worry, Fanny!" sobbed out Karen. I am sure he'll be all right."
She hoped she sounded more convincing than she felt.
Chapter 5
I walked until me feet started to ache. I was in a part of town I didn't know. I really needed to get a place for the night but I'd left my wallet at home so had no money for a hotel room.
Then I noticed a sign: "Homeless Shelter."
I shrugged. "Any port in a storm," I didn't even laugh at my own joke.
I walked in, noticing how the step had been polished away by the tramping, tramping feet of so many homeless people down through the weary, empty years of hopelessness, helplessness, of broken dreams and of dying lives.
The man at the desk had been reading the evening paper. He glanced up at me and said: "This is a homeless shelter."
"I know."
"You look well-heeled for a homeless person," he added, dubiously.
"Yes. But I don't think I have a home. Or a job for that matter. This evening when I arrived home I found my wife and my boss fucking in our marital bed, so I left. I left in such a hurry I didn't bring my wallet with me, so I have no money for a hotel."
He looked troubled. "I see. I can understand your reluctance to go home. At least in the short term. All our rooms are taken. However, we have a commons room on your left, with some easy chairs. I can let you sleep there, but that's the best I can do. Restroom facilities are through the door over there, to your right."
I thanked him profusely.
I walked into the room, took my shoes off and sat down in an elderly but not too uncomfortable easy chair.
I think even slept a little. I had a dream of Myfanwy and Karen. They were taunting me, laughing at me as I cried out in my anguish.
Chapter 6
The next morning I awoke when I heard someone singing an old style Gospel hymn.
I thanked the man who was still behind the front desk, shook hands with him and left. It was just after 6 in the morning and it took me two hours to walk back to our house, or rather what had been our house.
I knocked on the door which was quickly opened by Myfanwy. "Why did you knock, Ken? This is your home, you know!"
I looked at her. "It used to be our marital home. Not sure about that, any more."
We walked through into the kitchen. When I saw Karen was in there, my stomach lurched.
"Honey, we need to talk" said Myfanwy. I shook my head. Fuck! What a cliché!
We all say down round the table, well they sat opposite me, side by side. Myfanwy cleared her throat. "Ken, I know I hurt you very badly. But well, in away I am glad it is all now out in the open. You are still the only man I love, but as you now probably suspect, I also love Karen.
"I love you, but I'm not in love with you, any more. However, I am in love with Karen, in that way."
I felt sick. I felt numb.
As I said, Myfanwy was sat close to Karen, I was on the other side of the table. That was, I knew, of great significance.
Myfanwy looked concerned. "Ken. I am sorry to hurt you, I'm especially so very sorry you found out in the way you found out. Don't you have anything to say?"
I cleared my throat. I felt a lump in my chest. "What can I say that can make you stop loving Karen and make you start loving me, again? There's nothing, is there?"
I shook my head and continued: "There's nothing I can do, is there? If it were another man, maybe I could win you back by upping my game, or something. But Karen is a woman. And I do not know how to fight for the love of my wife, my loving, caring wife, with another woman."
My voice dropped down to that of a whisper, I could feel my head starting to hang down. "I just don't stand a chance, do I?"
Karen looked at me. I thought she'd be smug, but to my surprise, she wasn't. She looked at me in a kindly, compassionate way. "This is horrible, Ken. I know you are hurting and what's more I know I am hurting you. And even though I know this is going to continue hurting you, I just cannot give Myfanwy up. I love her too much for that."
"So," I said, my voice sounding dull, "You'll be wanting a divorce then, Myfanwy? Are you going to rape me, financially?"
"Oh, Christ, Ken, no! Yes, I want a divorce, I need a divorce, but I won't rape you, financially." She shook her head. "That would be unfair!"
I nodded. "Thank you. At least I'll be able to start over, somewhere." I looked towards Karen. "You'll be wanting my letter of resignation too, I expect?"
"Yes, please, Ken. It's for the best. Oh, God! This is so hard! Look, I'll give you three months salary instead of notice. I mean, it's not much, but it should help cushion the blow, somewhat."
"Where did you stay last night, Ken? Will you stay there, again, tonight?"
I shook my head: "I doubt I can stay there again, as they sort of made an exception for me. I stayed in the homeless shelter, downtown."
They both shrieked at that: "Oh my god! Why?" said Myfanwy.
"Because I was homeless."
"But you have a perfectly good home... oh my God! You don't. Do you?" said Myfanwy, sadly.
I shook my head. "And you both have me over a barrel, don't you? If I try to sue Karen for alienation of affection, I'll become the laughing stock of the city, the whole of our industry, even, when people find out my wife was stolen from me by another woman.
"Best if I just take my lumps and slink away like a whipped cur. I will not fight the divorce. I'll go get a couple of cases and pack my shit and get out of your life, Myfanwy."
Myfanwy looked at me, her eyes sad. "Where will you be going?"
I suddenly felt bitterness toward her as I stood up. "Oh, Myfanwy! What does it matter where I am going? Why embarrass yourself and me by pretending that you actually give a flying fuck about where I will go, or what I will do?"
She paled and the tears started again. "But I do care..." she started.
"But just not enough to give a fuck, huh?"
I left them, sniffling at the table as I went and packed up my shit. A pitifully small amount, to be honest.
I gave them both a curt goodbye and walked out through the front door for the last time.
I walked past my car, a company car and not mine any longer and walked the couple of miles to the bus station. I sent my widowed sister a text message, asking her if I could stay. Thankfully, she agreed.
I made enquires and there was a Greyhound Bus departing in an hour, so I booked my ticket and an hour later I was starting my eight hour bus journey to the rest of my life.
A week later I had got a job --at least Karen had given me a good reference- and I'd sent Myfanwy the details of my sister's address so she could serve the papers on me.
My life sucks. But I had high hopes that it would suck less and less as time wore on.
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Chapter 1 Ken gets shocked into action
When Ken arrived at his sister's house, he felt about about as bad as he could. It had been a horrible journey.
His sister took one look at him and said: "Oh, hell, Ken! You look like shit! I'll get you a Scotch. You weren't too clear in your text message. Are you and Myfanwy having problems? You haven't cheated on her, have you?"
He thanked his sister Dee for the Scotch and knocked it back in one, before he replied to her question. "No. I haven't cheated on Myfanwy. Can we talk about this later, please? Right now I just want to sleep. I'm so tired."
She showed him to the guest bedroom and, surprisingly, he slept.
At breakfast next morning Ken asked Dee if she knew anyone who required his particular skills and she was able to put him in touch with an old college friend of mine who was in business for themselves.
Fortuitously he needed an engineer and although the pay was somewhat lower than when he worked for Karen, well, a man's gotta do, and so forth.
He'd been there for a little over a week and they were sat in Dee's living room when she said: "Time you got it off your chest, Ken. I gather that if you didn't cheat on Myfanwy, then Myfanwy must have cheated on you. So give me the details, please. Enquiring minds and nosy sisters, want to know!"
"I found her in bed with my boss, Karen. They told me they were lovers. That they were in love."
"Oh!" said Dee. What'd you do, then?"
"They... Myfanwy said she didn't love me any more and that she wanted a divorce."
"Well, what did you do?" Dee sounded exasperated.
"I packed a couple of bags and left them there, Myfanwy and Karen, together."
His sister reached over to Ken and slapped his face. Hard.
He jumped to my feet "What the fuck?" He shouted at her. "What was that for?"
She grinned at him. "That was from Mom and Dad! It's a wake-up call. Just to get you back on track, brother of mine!"
He rubbed his face and suddenly he knew that he would have to do something about the two of them. Myfanwy and Karen. But at that point he wasn't exactly sure what. But he would do something.
Dee's slap, delivered on behalf of their late parents (a drunk driver had totalled their car several years back) was a genuine wake-up call for Ken.
When he told her what he'd said to the cheaters when he left, about being like a whipped cur, Dee shook her head. "Boy! That's some crazy shit you are laying on me! Seriously? That's what my rough, tough little bro said to his very own hoe?"
He laughed at that characterisation of his wife. "Dee, in fairness to Myfanwy, I don't recognise her as being my hoe."
She stopped smiling and looked at him, seriously. "But that's your problem, Ken. When you looked at her, all you saw was Myfanwy, the Celtic Goddess of beauty and fidelity. The trouble was, she wasn't any of that, she was just a cheating hoe!
"And I think I know why you reacted like you did, Ken. From what you told me, you felt shocked. You were in shock. Some people suspect their spouse is playing away, others, like you, there's the terrible shock of discovery. The anger comes much, much later, if it comes at all.
"But, now comes the most important point of all, which is what are you going to do?"
He shrugged: "I have been looking on the Internet on a couple of forums and I want to sue Karen for alienation of affection. Can you handle that, Dee?"
Dee muttered something under her breath and said: "Oh, my God, Ken! How very 19th century of them! I expect they also advised you to give them both a good beating and then to fuck the asses off them, both? There were probably some of them who were berating you for not being turned on by your wife fucking another woman?"
He nodded in bewilderment. "Yeah, well... I... it was something like that. What did you mean about the alienation of affection thing?"
"In the vast majority of States, the old Alienation of Affection laws were repealed decades ago. In the 1920s, in at least one instance. And as our state is a no fault state, adultery can't be used as a factor in the divorce, either.
"However, you are lucky that Ricky (her late husband) and I set up our own law practice and I am going to help you do what you can to get revenge on them. And the prenup she had you both sign will ensure she can't get anything from you in the way of alimony. Ricky did a good job for you, on that one, God bless the dude!
"You can't sue for alienation of affection, or adultery, but you can sue Karen for taking your job off of you. And it will be a pleasure taking this to court for me, because nobody fucks over my little brother!"
Chapter 2 Court in a dilemma
The divorce papers had not surprised Myfanwy and Karen. But what had shocked them both was the paperwork for a legal action against Karen and her company, for Constructive Discharge and Wrongful Termination, claiming a total of $20M!
Unlike most workers who are employed on an at will basis, Ken was on an actual contract that dated back to when he first started at the company and worked for Karen's late daddy, God rest his soul. And Karen had broken that contract.
Karen had spoken with her company lawyer and berated her for this turn of events. This stung the lawyer, Judy Stringer, Esq., into replying: "Look, Karen. All I did was to tell you that there was no way that in this state that Ken could have you charged with Alienation of Affection, and that was in answer to your specific question.
"However, if you had asked me a broader, catch-all question, like: 'What can he sue you for', then I might have been able to forewarn you. Look, screwing the hired help or their spouses is never a good idea. And this is one of the reasons why!"
It would not be a jury trial, just a hearing before a judge in his or her courtroom.
As it happened, the judge was an older woman, attractive in a mature way, and very business-like in her demeanour. She reminded Ken of Judge Judy.
Ken felt himself fortunate to have his sister acting as his attorney.
As Dee stood up to start the legal case, Myfanwy spoke to Judy Stringer, the lawyer for Karen's company.
Ms Stringer stood up and said: "Your honour, I object to the choice of lawyer of Mr Austin! I have just been reliably informed that Dee Hardisty is, in fact, Mr Austin's sister!"
The judge looked at her over her half moon spectacles and said, coldly: "And you believe that's the concern of this court for precisely what reason?"
Stringer spluttered and then caught herself, saying: "But, your honour, it's highly unusual for someone to be represented by their own sibling!"
"Unusual does not mean unethical or illegal. ms Stringer, I am a very busy woman. Extremely busy, in fact! I have a court to run. If I determine that you are thinking of trying to use delaying tactics in this case, my one word of advice is... don't!"
ms Stringer gulped and sat down again. Clearly this case was not going to be as easy as she'd thought!
The case meandered on, the good guys presented their evidence, the bad guys presented their rebuttals and so it progressed, slowly, throughout the first day.
On the morning of the second day, ms Stringer called Karen to give evidence. "How long have you owned Carter Speciality Services, ms Carter?"
Karen favoured the court with an ingratiating smile, before speaking. "Since my father Bryce Carter passed away six years ago."
"How long have you known Ken Austin?"
"Oh, about fifteen years. He was employed by my father as an engineer. In fact, I kept him on as a sort of favour to my late father's memory. Ken, well... he wasn't a particularly good engineer. In fact, the last six of the monthly performance reviews on Mr Austin were extremely poor, at best."
Ken snorted and his sister snickered, much to the consternation of Karen and ms Stringer, although they made no comment.
The judge interjected: "We have them in the evidence?"
"Yes," said ms Stringer.
"Your honour," interjected Dee, "we also will be producing copies of the last six monthly performance reviews. It is to be hoped that both copies match, perfectly."
"What do you mean by that?" interjected ms Stringer, angrily.
Dee shrugged and replied, calmly, "just as I say, ms Stringer. I hope that they match. Perfectly."
Just for a second ms Stringer gave herself away, she cast a glance at Karen that looked pensive and questioning.
The performance reviews were damning, to be frank. Apparently Ken Austin had a poor time keeping record, failed to keep records as meticulously as he should and failed to complete reports in a timely and adequate manner and suffered from an attitude problem and so forth.
Karen had a shit eating grin on her face after she finished taking the court through the many and varied faults she alleged against her former employee.
Eventually ms Stringer wound down and it was Dee's turn to question Karen.
"Well, ms Carter, that makes my brother look to be less than the perfect employee, doesn't it?"
At this juncture, Karen shook her head and grinned. She looked smug and very pleased with herself. "The bitch is enjoying this," thought Ken. He noticed that Myfanwy was looking tense, as if something was bothering her.
"Under those circumstances," continued Dee, "why on earth would you employ someone with Mr Austin's work record? You operate a multi-million Dollar business, not a charity, after all?"
Karen shrugged and spoke smugly. "Well, one does what one can. I inherited Ken, Mr Austin, when I took over from my father on his death. I also knew Mr Austin's wife, Fanny, I mean, Myfanwy, and did not see why she should suffer because of her husband's inadequacies."
The judge said nothing, but rustled her papers. You could see from the expression in Karen's eyes that she got the message.
"Now that's interesting you should mention Mrs Austin," said Dee. "Can you please tell us the nature of your relationship with Mrs Austin?"
Ms Stringer leapt to her feet. "Objection, your honour! I fail to see the relevance of this line of questioning!"
The judge glared at her over her half-moon glasses. "Really, ms Stringer? The nature of the relationship between Karen Carter and Mrs Austin, who is still the legal wife of one of Karen Carter's former employees, is at the very heart of this case, or so it seems to me. So I will rule your objection as denied."
Karen looked angry, but she replied: "Myfanwy and I are lovers."
Dee affected to be surprised by this news. "Really, ms Carter? You do surprise me! Lovers, eh? And how long for?"
"A little over a year and a half, now."
"Didn't you have a female live in lover?"
Karen's face flushed. "Yes, but we... parted company."
Dee continued: "And how was your last tryst when Mrs Austin was still living as the wife of Mr Austin brought to light?"
Karen's face darkened, just a little, before she spoke. "He finished some business meetings and he found us asleep in bed together. Naked."
"Oh!" gasped Dee. "That must have been a horrible discovery for him to make! To find his wife and her lesbian lover together, in their marital bed, too? My God! What did he do?"
"Nothing. He ran away!" the venom in Karen's interjection seemed to take even Karen unawares, as the harsh words left her lips.
The judge intervened. "ms Carter, that remark of yours was unkind and completely uncalled for! It seems to me that what Mr Carter did was both sensible and prudent. Or would you rather he did something utterly reprehensible, like assaulting you and his cheating wife?"
At this point ms Stringer jumped to her feet. "I object! She screamed out. "I consider your remark as homophobic and I shall report you to the State's Bar Association."
"Oh, put a damn sock in it, Stringer!" said the judge, irritably. "Homophobic, am I? You know, I very rarely tell my partner about the cases I try. But this one? This one I'll make an exception for. Me being accused of being homophobic? I'll have to mention that to my partner. I wonder what she'll make of that?"
The expression on ms Stringer's face was that of a deer after it had been struck by the car. "I... I'm sorry your honour. I withdraw my remark."
The judge nodded and gave a bleak smile. She returned her attention to Karen. "As for you, ms Carter, may I suggest you keep your rather intemperate remarks to yourself?"
She turned to Dee. "I am sorry about that, Mrs Hardidsty. Generally, I try to keep a tighter ship, than that."
"Thank you, your honour," replied Dee.
Dee returned her attention to Karen. "Well now, ms Carter. So Ken returns home from work, having attended some business meetings and finds you and his wife in bed together, in flagrante delicto, as the Latin term puts it. What business meetings had he been to?"
It was clear that Karen had expected to face questioning about the affair, so to be questioned about Ken's business meetings had thrown her, as Dee had hoped it would.
Karen cast her mind back. "They were a series of meetings with a new client who had just come on board with us. It's was Ken's job to identify their specific needs and to ensure that we would have the necessary resources at their disposal."
"So," said Dee, brightly, "quite a important job for him, then, yes?"
"I guess," replied Karen, a little warily.
"You guess. And I'll ask you for another guess. Approximately what is that contract worth to your company?"
"About $1M a year."
"Really?" said Dee, feigning surprise. "And yet according to the last six monthly performance reviews, Mr Austin was a sub-standard employee and was only kept on as a sort of charity case, in the memory of your late father. It's funny, but I don't know of anyone in the business community, anyone, who would risk a $1M contract on a loser and ne'er-do-well like your description of Ken Austin. Care to explain that?"
Karen looked sick. She shook her head.
"For the record," said Dee, "Mrs Carter shook he head in a negative manner, in response to my question."
"Is it possible, do you think, that the reason why you would allow Mr Austin to attend those meetings was because you were having sex with his wife, while you sent him to take your place at the business meetings? Never mind! You don't have to answer that question!
"And further, I have to point out to you ms Carter, that we have Mr Austin's copies of his monthly performance reviews going back throughout his employment with Carter Speciality Services, including those of the last six months of his employment.
"But I have a problem with your evidence." Dee paused for dramatic effect.
"The problem I have is that his copies do not match the copies you presented to the court. Why might that be, do you think?"
Karen's face had become pale.
"I had your copies examined by an expert in the forensic analysis of documents. He'll be willing to testify as a rebuttal witness that your so-called copies of Ken's monthly performance reviews are based on the original documents, but that these had been copied using a laser copier device and that shadows shown on the fields for written comments were caused by correction fluid having been used to cover up the original comments, which were then replaced with lies about Ken's work performance.
"I can have his evidence put to the court, but I must tell you that I have also informed the police and the FBI. They have a big drive against white collar crime at the moment. After all, it appears that you faked those monthly performance reviews in order to make it look like Ken was a poorly performing, sub-standard employee, for the purposes of this trial. But that's just conjecture on my part. You might have had other reasons for faking those records. Who knows? Let the FBI and the police figure that out."
The judge said: "Let me match up those two sets of papers, OK?"
The court bailiff collected them up and the judge examined them, carefully, for ten minutes. The atmosphere in the court room was electric.
Eventually the judge looked up, angrily, and said: "This is an utter disgrace! The documents presented by the defence are clearly forgeries, created, one must suppose, with the sole purposes of bamboozling this court into rendering a false judgement! When Mrs Hardisty filed for $20M. I had thought she was flying a kite. However, with the evidence that was building up, and with this latest development, the forged records, I can see that ms Hardisty's figure was not an exercise in futility or in kite flying but a fairly realistic ball park figure, if a little on the high side."
She picked up the monthly performance reviews that Karen had relied on to win the case and the judge said: "These are fakes! And pretty crude fakes, at that. The evidence shows that Karen Carter as the owner of Carter Speciality Services deliberately broke the contract of employment of Ken Austin. And then tried to cover this up by lying in court on oath.
"I am, therefore, dismissing these as evidence and accepting as valid evidence the monthly performance reviews that Mrs Hardisty has presented on behalf of her client, Ken Austin.
"I feel that I have enough evidence to reach my judgement, now. I find that Carter Speciality Services and its chief operating officer and owner, Karen Carter, deliberately broke the employment contract of Ken Austin. And that the contract being broken came about as a result of Ken Austin finding out about the lesbian affair between his wife and Karen Carter.
"Whilst I am not going to moralise about the affair, I feel that it is a pity when an employee cannot trust that their boss will not bed that employee's spouse or significant other and, in effect, take them away from them.
"It was also wrong from a legal point of view for Karen Carter to decide to terminate Ken Austin's contract of employment in the way she did. And, as a result, I am going to award Ken Austin damages of $7M for the breach of contract and any estimated losses that his continued employment would have accrued and I'll sign the necessary paperwork this afternoon. And do be aware that criminal proceedings might be started based on the discovery of the forged documents."
"No!" Screamed Karen loudly, surprising everyone in the courtroom. "No! I am not paying one penny to that damned man! That no-good cuckold? He can kiss my ass! And as for paying him anything? I'd rather close my company down. In fact, I will close it down, just as soon as I clear out of this court!"
"No! You! Won't!" Rapped out the judge. "If you think I am going to let you get away with that, you've got another thing coming! Bailiff! Stop her! Right, where was I? Oh, yes. You will not do that, because I am making your company over to Mr Austin, now, in its entirety, as compensation for your actions, valuing it at $7M. The paperwork will follow, today. And for your outrageous remarks, I will cite you for contempt of court. Bailiff! Deliver that woman, Karen Carter, to someone from the Sheriff's office. I am jailing her for contempt!"
Karen realised that, by her ill-placed imperious attitude she had totally screwed everything up and hat lost her father's company.
As the sheriff's deputy handcuffed her as she struggled, she shouted out: "Judy! Launch an appeal against the judgement and my jailing for contempt! At once!"
From somewhere, somehow, Judy Stringer esq developed a backbone. "I am sorry ms Carter. I am the attorney for Carter Speciality Services, and not your personal legal counsel. You are no longer the legal owner of the company. If you need legal representation you will need to contact your own personal legal counsel."



Karen was dragged from the courtroom, screaming obscenities.
Judy Stringer came to Dee and Ken, hesitantly. "I suppose you'll want me to go clear my desk?" Before Ken could speak Dee replied: "No, Judy. Just go home. We'll have your desk cleared for you and the contents sent to your home by courier."
She shrugged and replied: "I guess I deserved that for allowing Karen to use the doctored papers."
She turned and walked away, shaking her head.
Before they could make a move, Myfanwy stalked across the emptying courtroom and confronted Ken, angrily. "I suppose you're happy, now?" she sneered.
The cold look in his eyes unsettled her. He glanced her up and down. "No, Myfanwy, I'm not happy. The week before you threw me over for Karen, we were drinking wine together and discussing you going off the pill so we could start a family. You and Karen took all that away from me. So, no, I'm not happy. But legally getting the business off Karen and having her jailed for contempt and having a police investigation into the use of forged documents to try to fit me up, though I'm not actually happy, at least that has given me some measure of satisfaction."
Myfanwy visibly wilted. "You must really hate us."
"No," said Ken. I hate Karen, but I still love you. But I also hate you for taking something as beautiful as our love and stomping it into the mud."
Myfanwy raised her hand in a gesture of peace, or of reconciliation, but dropped it to her side. Without a word, as tears started to form in her eyes, she turned and scurried off.
Dee patted his arm. "Come on little bro, let's go get a coffee. Are you over Myfanwy?"
As they walked toward the exit he said: "I'm not over her and probably won't be for a long while. But there's no way I would ever consider taking her back, especially not after she allowed Karen to tell those lies about me in court."
Dee added: "I have to get you set up with a friend of mine. She's divorced, has been for a while, so she's further along the recovery process than you are. She has glossy black hair, killer lips and probably the biggest pair of natural tits you ever saw!"
Ken shook his head and laughed. "Never thought I'd ever laugh again, Dee, but that has made me laugh. Yeah! Why the Hell not! Set me up on a date with her, why not, indeed?"
His life had taken an unexpected turn and, as he had hoped, was sucking less and less as time worse on.
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Jack Boston was a competent member of the Pottersbridge village cricket team. A good middle order batsman and a good utility bowler. As a youngster he'd even had a trial for Northamptonshire Cricket Club, but it hadn't come to anything.
Pottersbridge was a large village in the Home Counties. It was 40 miles from London and fairly prosperous.
Jack was married to Wendy. Wendy was something of a blonde sex bomb, pretty face, a well-rounded bottom, large breasts and legs that just didn't seem to want to stop.
She was a bit flirtatious at the Cricket Club dos, but fair play to her! Wendy knew how to handle herself and she enjoyed Jack's full confidence.
He never thought of the possibility of her cheating on him. Why would he? He would never cheat on her, she would never cheat on him! Simple! They were both just turned 30. Jack was reasonably tall and well-built.
He was considered handsome by the ladies and a good sport by the men. He had no enemies that he was aware of. But things can change, can't they?
Jack worked in IT for his father's Times' 1000 firm, he was a skilled IT troubleshooter. One of the best in the industry. He was amused, but flattered, that one of the girls in the village had, from about the age of 12, become his shadow. For some reason Sarah Clark was fascinated by computers and IT.
Sarah did not mix all that well well with the other children in the village. She had moved to the village to live with her grandmother in a nice chocolate box cottage on the edge of the village's cricket ground, when she was eight.
There was no hostility toward her, from the other children, or from her to them. It's just that she was not interested in boys (or girls) and rather than getting fun at the village disco in the church hall, she really got off on looking at IT issues, building her own computers, installing her own wireless networks and the like.
The other children were actually sort of proud of her for being their own special geek. Now at age eighteen she was a very comely looking young maid, as the locals described attractive young girls.
When she reached sixteen and had left school she had approached Jack to see if there were any work placements within the company his family owned. For her? Of course there were! Jack liked Sarah and when he quizzed her on her knowledge of computers he realised that he would have to make a place available for her.
Wendy liked Sarah and although she teased Jack about him having a little girl friend, Jack knew Wendy was only joking.
After all, many people in the village described Wendy and Jack as the perfect couple, right? And they were talking about having children. Wendy would be coming off the pill within the next month or so and they'd let nature take its course.
The PCC (Pottersbridge Cricket Club) was, along with the pub the Cricketer's Arms, the centre point of the social life of the village. Especially for the more well-to-do members of the community Doctors, lawyers, architects, company directors and the like were all members of the PCC.
The less wealthy villagers, some of whom resented the "gentry," tended to avoid the hothouse atmosphere of the PCC -and its plush and elegant club house- and either drank in the back bar of the Cricketer's Arms (where they always used the original and ancient name of the pub, the Drover's Rest, resenting the pointless change in name brought about by a deal with the brewery that owned the pub and the PCC Committee) or the Service's Club which was a combined forces venue, frequented by a couple of retired colonels and a former RN commander, though the bulk of the membership was made up of retired NCOs, other ranks and a few serving servicemen.
As far as Jack was concerned, his life with Wendy was idyllic. They had a large, modern house. Jack lived in a lovely, comforting and comfortable pink fog.
They made love regularly, that is to say, they often made love. It was spontaneous and gorgeous. Sometimes Wendy cried off from having sex, as she was too tired to make love and on those occasions Jack was just happy to cuddle her until they both fell asleep.
Jack's father was still the managing director of the family firm, although he left the day-to-day running to the company president, George Murphy, who had been promoted from chief finance officer to president.
His father spent much of his spare time involving himself in the running of the cricket club, which he was chairman of. His wife was president of the Lady's Group at the cricket club and they both enjoyed the social life that revolved around the club, from the monthly tombola nights to the annual dinner-dance.
Jack did not resent the fact that an outsider had been granted such an important role, although he knew that he should. In truth, Jack wanted to be left to do what he liked doing and what he did best. Running the firm's IT systems.
Somehow, Sarah's summer placement had become a permanent position, although only part time. The company was funding her to study for a ICT degree by distance learning and would, if Jack had anything to do with it, rapidly proceed to her MA.
Some of the women at work teased Jack, calling Sarah his faithful puppy. They meant no offence by the remarks. But there was some truth behind them. There was something puppy-like in her devotion to Jack. But Jack could not notice it, as he was so hung up on the love of his life, the lovely, loving Wendy. Well, you have to know this must end badly, right?
Despite her youth and despite her lack of experience with boys, Sarah knew a great deal more than one might suppose possible.
Sarah had come to live with her grandmother because her parents had fucked their marriage away by cheating on each other with multiple partners and then, as idiots often do, chose to blame each other, rather than accepting their responsibility for the debacle they had each helped turn their marriage into. Even at eight, Sarah had known the truth about her parents and what infidelity was like and the trouble and pain it could cause.
She had gone to live with her mother's mother because her parents had not worked out how to live with a little girl who they had both failed so very, very badly.
So, to their shame and discredit, they had abrogated their responsibility for their only child and a temporary arrangement ("Just a few weeks mum. Until Matthew and I both get ourselves settled down.") had become something far more permanent.
In fact, Sarah thought of her gran as more of a mother than her own mother had ever been. Certainly from the time Sara turned six and when, eventually, her parents marriage crashed into the rocks of infidelity on both sides. She had rarely seen either of her parents. Didn't miss them, really, either, for that matter.
They each had new partners and seemed to regard Sarah as an embarrassing relic of their failed marriage. As a consequence Sarah's grandmother chose to have very little to do with her own daughter.
So, as a result, Sarah knew a good deal about cheating. Had a sixth sense for it. Knew it when she saw it. Had a nose for it, as you might say.
Sarah knew that Wendy was cheating on Jack. As far as Sarah was concerned, the stench of betrayal was heavy around her. After learning how to cope with her parents, Sarah knew enough not to show Wendy that she knew what she was up to.
Besides, Jack would need hard evidence before he decided what course of action to take. And Sarah, with her knowledge of computers and allied fields, would provide that evidence for him.
Sarah would be patient. She had to be. She did not want anything to go wrong with her plans. And yes, Sarah did have plans. Not the plans of a girl of her age, but the plans of a woman, still young, yet old before her time in so many ways.
Wendy would get hers. And so, thought Sarah, would she!
One morning in the early summer Jack was on his way to work in London when he took a very unusual phone call from Sarah. "Jack, hi, it's Sarah, here."
"Hi, Sarah! What can I do for you?"
"Jack... I am sorry to disturb you, I know you are on your way to work, but I need for you to please come back to the village. There's something very badly, terribly wrong. Please come back."
She sounded upset. On the verge of tears, which was unusual in itself. Jack wondered what on earth it could be. Boy trouble? What?
"Are you in trouble?" he asked, feeling concerned about his youthful protégée.
"No, Jack. Not me. But there is trouble. You must come back. You have simply got to come back! Now! I will wait for you at the overspill car park at the cricket club. Please hurry! But don't tell anyone! Anyone at all!"
"OK, I'll be back in about fifteen minutes, I hadn't gone very far towards London, so I'll turn round as soon as I can."
They broke the connection and Jack's powerful Mercedes Kompressor Coupé made the journey back to the village in just over ten minutes.
He found her at the far end of the overspill car park, lurking surreptitiously by the hedge.
He locked the car with the remote and walked over to her. He realised that she looked distressed, on the point of tears.
"Sarah! What on earth's wrong? What's happened to you?"
She shook her head. "There's nothing happened to me. I'm not the one with something happening to them. You need to come with me to the cricket clubhouse. Be as quiet as you can and no matter what we find, please, please promise me that you will not do anything stupid! Please?"
What on earth had she discovered? Some kids using it to smoke dope? He'd had suspicions that the clubhouse had been used for something illicit several times, but had never had any concrete proof. "Probably that son of my best friend, Steve. I really will have to have a word with Steve about his boy," he thought.
The front door was locked, but Jack realised someone was inside as he noticed that the light on the alarm was not flashing, so the alarm system wasn't activated.
"Shhhsh! Do it quietly!" urged Sarah, who was standing at his side.
He grinned, slightly, and unlocked the door with his set of keys (he was in charge of youth training) as silently as he could.
They crept through the large lobby, passing the notices on either side of the room detailing net practice dates and times, youth team sessions, the club dinner-dance and the like.
They were faced by three doors, Sarah tapped his arm and pointed to the door to the club lounge. With its plush leather armchairs it always reminded Jack of an exclusive gentleman's club in London. Which was pretty much the effect his father had aimed for.
They opened the door, walk through and the Jack's world collapsed. The room was filled with a large group of men all in various states of undress, but all without trousers. But only one woman. His Wendy.
Wendy was the centrepiece of the room, she was naked and sat, cowgirl fashion, on the lap of his putative best friend, Steve Markham, Cricket Club chairman.
It's odd how things strike one, in that first moment of discovery. "Shit! Steve has no cock! Wait! Oh my God!" It was them that Jack realised that Wendy's mons was bulging with Steve's large, fat cock buried up to the hilt in her cunt. Which was why he appeared to have no cock. Bastard!
The silence in the room crackled. It was broken by Sarah who gasped out: "Jesus! Oh, god! Jack! I'm sorry! I thought she was only cheating on you with Steve! But she's just been fucked by the entire Cricket team!"
Wendy gave a little shriek and shouted: "Get your cock out of me, Steve! My husband's here!"
She had forgotten that one of the reasons she had allowed her lover to arrange a session with the entire cricket team (with the honourable exception of her husband, of course) was so that she could be filled with all of their sperm. Which, without the plug of Steve's cock, gushed out like a gooey, translucent fountain.
Jack had lost his voice. The shock of seeing what gushed forth from the slut that used to be his wife caught him unawares. He projectile vomited onto the carpet, splashing the naked legs of the two fuckers. And on Steve's patent leather shoes which he had incongruously continued to wear as he had fucked his friend's wife.
At this point the door to the gents opened and a rich, plummy and affected voice intoned, heartily: "What's going on? Why has the fun stopped? Oh, fuck!"
Wildly, Jack glanced to the left and realised that the portly and naked form of his father had just entered the lounge.
"You were with everyone in the cricket club except me, you fucking whore! Even my own father! Oh, Wendy, you fucking bitch! How could you?"
Wendy stood in front of Steve, she tried to use a small face towel to stem the flow of the sperm of eleven men from her enlarged and gaping cunt. The combination of her own body's desire to rid itself of the interloping fluid and gravity ensured it was a losing battle.
She had gone white with shock. "It... it's not what you think, Jack! Don't listen to that bitch, Sarah!" She pointed at Sarah, who was standing to Jack's right side. Sarah was still deeply shocked by what she had just witnessed.
"Fuck off, you stupid cow!" Shouted Jack. "Sarah told me nothing! She just asked me to meet her here. And look what I found! The original good time that was had by all!"
"I say," intoned a pontificational voice. "There is no need to address the lady in that manner!"
"Oh my God!" Shouted Jack. "You, vicar? You bastard! You took our wedding ceremony! You made us spout those vows of fidelity! How could you help her cheat on me, you cunt!"
Nobody else said anything. Wendy looked at Jack, and, tears streaming down her face, she shook her head.
Jack turned, grabbed Sarah and ran back through the doors. Once out in the open air he was again violently sick.
"Oh, Christ, Sarah! Why didn't you warn me about that?"
She looked up at him, tears glistening in her eyes. "Jack, please believe me, I had no idea that they had arranged that giant gangbang! All I thought was that Wendy had arranged to meet Steve here for a tryst! I knew she was cheating on you, but... fuck me! Not with all of your mates from the cricket club! And wasn't that fat bastard who came out of the bog your own dad?"
Jack gave a bleak smile at her description of his father.
Sarah walked round the side of the building and she stooped, opened a small external cupboard and removed a portable drive unit and a mini receiver, which she placed in her pocket. "I recorded it all. HD video, stereo sound. I had several video cameras and microphones hidden in the room. Don't worry! It's approved for use in court cases!"
By this time they had reached Jack's car. Sarah gave his arm a comforting squeeze. "You don't have to worry, Jack. You can come and stay with me and my gran. She took me in when I was a victim of the infidelity of my stupid parents. So, you see, she's got form for looking after people who are victims of infidelity. She'll see you right!"
So that's what happened. The cottage was Tardis-like, in that it seemed larger on the inside than it looked from the outside. Jack was given a bedroom at the back. "Best not let you have the room that overlooks the cricket pitch," had opined Mrs Clark after she had sat, ashen-faced, listening to the story of Jack's betrayal.
The problem for Jack was that his whole social and professional support network had been cut from beneath him. His wife, his best friend, the vicar, his father, his own doctor and the family solicitor. Jack felt that they had all conspired to destroy him. And even if they hadn't, the result was exactly the same. He had been destroyed.
He drove to a town fifteen miles distant and attended a walk in NHS clinic. When he told the sympathetic doctor there that his own MD had been caught fucking his wife, the duty doctor had given him a fit note, pointing out that he was, in his opinion, unfit to work for a month. He also gave him a prescription for Paroxetine, having diagnosed Jack as having Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. He also arranged for an STD test at the local hospital's GMU clinc. (Somehow, Jack was clear, but no thanks to Wendy fucking eleven other men unprotected, he mused.)
The doctor had also handed Jack a leaflet of how to lodge a complaint against a doctor. "I hope you nail the bastard to a tree by his bollocks!" the doctor had said, adding: "Metaphorically speaking, of course!"
He asked Sarah how she had known about Wendy's infidelity. Sarah looked sad and said: "From watching my own mum and dad. It wasn't that they had an open marriage, they just cheated on each other, with multiple partners. I began noticing certain behaviour patterns that were common to the both of them. I realised your wife began to exhibit the same behaviour patterns as my stupid parents had shown and I just knew she was cheating."
"How did you find out?"
She grinned: "Oh, I planted Voice Activated Recorders in her handbag and in her car! That was how I found out about her and Steve. I am so sorry that I never found out about the gangbang. That shocked me, to be honest. I suppose she left her handbag in her car while they were together planning her 'event' at the cricket club."
He looked dubious. "Isn't what you did illegal?"
She shrugged. "Possibly. However, the recording I did in the cricket club is legal, if we stretch a point. You have expressed concern that you thought someone was making illegal use of the cricket club buildings, so you had me put a security system in. I mean, it's not your fault if you forgot to mention this to your wife or the other members of the club, is it?"
He laughed. "God, Sarah! That's pretty devious! I'm glad you're on my side!"
"I've always been on your side, Jack," she said, with a mysterious smile on her face.
He steeled himself to watch the video. The duplicity, the lies, their mocking words about him and his relationship with Wendy, the fact that she laughed along with them, the fact that she requested her fuck buddies to have unprotected sex with her as many times as they could, so that they could fill her cunt with as much spunk as they could produce, killed any chance of reconciliation as far as he was concerned.
The whole village was a-buzz with rumours that something had happened, but nobody knew the exact truth. Though the continued absence of Jack's Mercedes from the double drive of the house caused much speculation. Most villagers didn't know where the car was, as it was parked in the old stable block behind the cottage, safe from prying eyes.
All Jack wanted to do was to sit and mope and try to knock himself out with copious amounts of Scotch. But he knew this would be a bad way to cope. Over a cup of tea sat at the well-scrubbed white pine table in front of grandmother's Aga range he spoke with the older woman. "Mabel, I want to get drunk and stay drunk. But why should I let my cheating wife and those miserable bastards who I mistook for friends dictate to me how I should live my life?"
She nodded and after taking a drink of tea said: "There's no reason at all. You need to stay strong and well for yourself. You haven't spoken to your wife yet, have you?"
He shook his head. "No. I haven't. I suppose I'll have to."
He called Wendy's mobile. The conversation was short and to the point. "It was as if the bitch was angry with me! Christ! She'll be blaming me for the bloody gangbang, next!" he thought.
They arranged for him to visit the house later that afternoon.
The meeting was tense. They sat in the lounge, staring at each other, each waiting for the other to start.
Eventually Wendy began. "Jack. I am so very sorry you saw what you saw. Sarah had no right to..."
Jack shouted: "Fuck off, Wendy! Don't blame Sarah for what you did! She didn't force you to fuck eleven of my so-called friends! You did that!"




"But why did she have to interfere?" said Wendy, petulantly.
"Because she did something you obviously don't do! She cared about me! She cared enough to look after my interests when you were enjoying a new life as the fucking village bike!"
Wendy's face flushed. "I am not the village bike!"
"Oh, OK, Wendy," sneered Jack. "I apologise. You'ree only the cricket club's bike!"
"What do you want, Jack?" she asked.
"I rather think I want a divorce, actually, to be honest."
Wendy gasped. "A divorce? But why?"
He sat back in his chair and threw his hands up clapped them on his head. "Dear God, woman! I caught you fucking eleven of my former friends! I threw up because I saw all of their spunk gush out of your gaping cunt! The question isn't why I might want a divorce, but why wouldn't I want a fucking divorce!"
"Can't we get through this?"
"Get through the fact that you had unprotected sex with eleven men, allowing them to come off in your cunt more than once? That you allowed, even encouraged them to talk shit about me, that you laughed at my expense when they made mock of me! How, Wendy? Please tell me how we can get through this? Please tell me how I can get through this?
"We could get Doctor Collins to arrange counselling for us?" Wendy sounded hopeful.
"You fucking moron!" shouted Jack. "You seem to forget that I can no longer go to see that fuckhead Doug Collins, as he was one of the men fucking you!"
Wendy flinched at that. "Oh. I am sorry. I hadn't thought of that!"
"There's a lot you haven't thought of, you stupid, fucking bitch!"
"I wish you'd show me some respect!" snapped Wendy.
The look on Jack's face was priceless. "Show... you some respect? What in the name of fuck do you mean? Oh, hang on! I'll show you some disrespect!"
He stood up and walked over to the coffee table and took her iPad, started it up and plugged a data stick in it and showed her the video that Sarah had recorded.
Wendy watched it, with tears streaming down her face. "Dear God! Oh, dear God! No wonder you want to divorce me! But you weren't meant to see or hear any of that! We, none of us meant any disrespect to you! It was just intended to be a bit of harmless fun! Maybe it went to far?"
"Too far?" Jeez, that's an understatement, if I ever heard one!" He shook his head.
"I can't forgive you for this, Wendy. I'll never be able to get over it."
"Why not?"
"Because if you had just had an affair with Steve, that would have been bad enough. But you had sex with eleven other men. If you'd just stayed at one lover, I might have been able to get over that.
"I'd have had some problems, wondering if your lover was better at sex than I was, if he had a bigger, longer or fatter cock than I did. But with what you did, having sex with eleven other men, I can't compete with that in my own mind. Because the law of averages tells us that out of those eleven other men, of course some of them were better at fucking than I am! Of course some of them were really well endowed, with absolutely huge dicks!
"Any normal person who had a cheating spouse would only have to get over with the fact that when they were making love that their spouse might, however unwillingly, be comparing their stupid, cheated on spouse to their lover.
"But I wouldn't have that luxury, would I, Wendy? Should I ever be stupid enough to stick my cock in your cunt again, I'd know that you were comparing me to at least eleven other men, including my own fucking father!"
At this point, Wendy really began bawling her eyes out. She was trying to speak, but only a few words were intelligible. "Sorry" being predominant.
While she cried he went up to their bedroom, the used to be their bedroom, and cleared out his side of the wardrobe and his drawers in the dressing table. He packed them in a couple of suitcases and took his clothing to his new home, leaving Wendy distraught in the lounge.
Later that afternoon Jack had a horrible meeting with his parents. They sat in the large kitchen of their equally large house. Jack had always felt comfortable and at home in his parents home, the house he had grown up in. Now, he felt like a stranger. He no longer felt at home, there.
Before he could say anything his mother said: "Jack, I feel that we owe you an explanation. Over the past several years, the romantic life between your father and I has declined, greatly. This is due to the fact that I passed through the menopause. However, your father still has a high sex drive. He overheard your friend Steve talking to Doug Collins about their plans for some fun with Wendy at the cricket club and rather than putting a stop to it, he asked if he could join in."
Jack realised that this was yet another level of betrayal that he had not counted on.
"Mother, did you know beforehand that he planned to have sex with my wife?"
His mother looked at Jack, with a gaze that was impossible to fathom. "Yes, Jack, I have to be honest and say that I did know."
"If you two can't have sex any more because its uncomfortable for mother, you could have gone to the chemists and get a tube of K-Y Jelly, you fucking bastards! You do not use my wife as surrogate whore!"
Jack's father said: "Show some respect in my house! If you don't stop swearing I'll..."
Jack cut him off by shouting: "What? What will you do? Hurt me? You stupid twat! Nothing you can do can hurt me any worse than my finding out you were one of my wife's eleven lovers! I am not going to put up with any more of your shit! You are no longer my parents. Good bye!"
The next morning he made a phone call to speak with a firm of solicitors in the neighbouring town of Bankridge. "Gains, Leper Legal, how may I help you?" said the bright and cheerful voice.
"Hello, I'd like to make an appointment to see a partner at your firm to start a divorce action, please?"
"I'll just put you through to the secretary of our Mr Rollings. He's our divorce expert!"
Within ten minutes he had an appointment for early that afternoon. Apparently there had been a late cancellation. His lucky day.
He typed out the list of adulterers and shook his head. None of this seemed real.
Dr Doug Collins (our doctor) Peter Shapell (our solicitor) Nigel Boston (my father) Peter Brickmann, Reverend Barry Cotter (our vicar) Will Downton, Clayton Smith, Arthur Harris, Steve Markham (ex-best friend), Patrick Smee, Donald Ross.
When he handed the list to David Rollings the divorce expert at Gains, Leper, Rollings' eyes had bulged. He said: "This is a long list. Over what period of time has she had these men as lovers?"
Jack swallowed and said: "Just the one morning, actually. Though for some time before with Steve Markham."
"That morning? Dear God! What did she do? Have sex with a cricket...? Oh! Dear God! Oh, my God! That is a cricket team, isn't it? It's the Pottersbridge Cricket Club! Your own father? Christ. I feel for you, young man. Do you have any evidence?"
Jack plugged the data stick into his iPad and let Mr Rollings watch the video. He began taking notes. At one point he paused the video and rang through to his secretary and asked her to cancel and reschedule the rest of his afternoon's meetings. He then started the video again.
Nearly two hours later when the video stopped (when Sarah removed the receiver and drive unit) he sighed and put his pen down. "That's horrible. No wonder you want to name all of the bastards!"
Jack signed up with his company and they instigated the divorce proceedings on the grounds of adultery with 11 different men.
In the UK one does not have to use process servers. The First Class post usually suffices. But Rollings wanted to use old fashioned process servers to hand deliver the divorce petition naming them as adulterers, hopefully embarrassing them into the bargain with a public humiliation.
In theory a divorce can be obtained in about six months in the UK, but the fact that Jack wanted to go for the nuclear revenge option meant that things were delayed.
However, the revenge hit several people well before the divorce hearing started, let alone for the Decree Absolute to be handed down. The vicar was stripped of his parish living, the doctor was sacked by his colleagues at the practice (and awaiting a BMA trial for inappropriate sexual contact with a patient) and their family solicitor was suspended from practising law, pending an ethics and professional standing hearing by the Law Society.
And still it meandered on its not-so-merry way.
Several of the adulterers attempted to have their name struck out of the divorce petition, but their lawyers had to admit failure. As the judge said: "Your client was recorded having sex with the wife of a friend. That the aggrieved husband chooses to sue all of his wife's affair partners for divorce should not, in my opinion, give rise to any questions as to the propriety of his actions, which, if I am honest, are wholly and entirely justified."
Sarah tried to avoid Wendy as much as she could, but ultimately there came a denouement of sorts in the village shop.
Sarah was on the way in whilst Wendy was on the way out. Harsh words were said, mainly by Wendy. Eventually Wendy shouted: "You are trying to steal my husband from me, you bitch! Why? What have you got that I haven't?"
Sarah was the original Non-Confrontational Kid, a hang over from her life before she moved in with her grandmother. But this time she was stung into making a reply. "What have I got Wendy? Let me tell you what I have got, shall I? Legs that stay together and, unlike you, I don't use my cunt as a Tunnel of Love for fucking all-comers!"
Several things happened at the same time. Sarah realised she'd rather have no made that remark, the people in the shop roared their approval at Sarah's remark and, with a sob, Wendy fled the scene.
The confrontation angered Jack. "She had no right to say those things to you, Sarah! No right at all! Do you want me to get Mr Rollings to take an order out forbidding her from approaching you?"
"Hell, no!" said Sarah. "Certainly not! I doubt she'll bother me again." And she didn't.
After a full year, the Decree Absolute was handed down and the marriage was over. As were several other marriages in the cricket club. Collateral damage, one might say.
It was then that Sarah invited Jack out for a drink in the Drover's.
"Jack, this is by way of a celebration of your freedom." He nodded and they clinked their glasses together.
"Jack," she said, tentatively, What do you think of me, as a woman?"
The question caught him unawares, so his answer was perhaps more candid than it might have been. Which was perhaps why Sarah asked the question in the way she did. "You're a very pretty young woman, Sarah. Oh! I hope I didn't..."
She cut him off. "No, you didn't! I am glad you think I am pretty. I think you are handsome, Jack. Very handsome indeed."
"Really, Sarah? I had no idea! When did this come on?"
"I have fancied you rotten since I first saw you!"
By the end of their visit to the pub, they were officially an item.
Their relationship caused some raised eyebrows (she was almost 20, he was 32) but the majority of people in the village thought that it was a sweet story and that Jack deserved some happiness.
One day they were talking and Jack asked Sarah if they could make love? Sarah went beet red and stammered: "Oh, Jack... I have a confession to make, I am still a virgin!"
He smiled at her and said: "Well, that's interesting news, Sarah! This just means I will have to step things up a little!"
He went down on one knee and proposed to her, presenting her with a gorgeous engagement ring. She accepted, with tears running down her face.
The pre-Wedding interview with the new vicar (nobody in the village gave a shit where the previous incumbent the reverend Cotter had gone to) was interesting. After chatting for a few minutes Sarah said shyly to the vicar: "Actually, vicar, I have something to tell you. I am a virgin."
The vicar had smiled and nodded. "Well, that's good. A fairly rare thing, but very good, in my opinion."
She added: "I have known Jack for years. I realised I was in love with Jack, but he was married. But I knew his then wife would cheat on him, eventually. It was only a matter of time." She gripped Jack's hand and smiled at him.
Jack looked at her and said: "Well, what if Wendy hadn't cheated on me?"
"Then I'd have had to have died as a spinster, never having had a man in the Biblical sense of the word!"
The vicar smiled and said: "Now that is love and devotion!"
It was a summer wedding, a day that was warm, yet not too hot. Sarah was in white, not merely to follow tradition but, because it was her right as a virgin.
Her grandmother gave her away and most of the village turned out. A few of the members of what was left of the cricket club turned up. And Wendy attended the wedding. She hung around at the back of the church watching her handsome ex-husband marrying his beautiful bride. She had tears in her eyes as she thought: "I can't blame Sarah for what happened. I was a bloody fool to listen to the blandishments of Steve Markham. And fuck knows why I let him convince me to take on the entire cricket team, especially Jack's own father! It was such a stupid idea! Jack was bound to find out, sooner or later."
The honeymoon started in a hotel in Barmouth in coastal Mid Wales. That night, in the Honeymoon Suite, Jack stood, naked, as he watched his new and bashful bride take off her wedding dress to reveal her new sexy lingerie that she was wearing just for him.
"Jack," she said: "You know it's my first time. I'm not going to insult you by saying crap like: 'Please don't hurt me' because I love and trust you enough to know you'd never hurt me deliberately. But I do have one request, my love."
"OK, what's that?" he asked.
The first time we make love, no condom, OK? And I know what you are going to say! But if I fall pregnant on our honeymoon, then so be it! Come on, Jack! Love me!" And he did.
Nine months later, they were proudly pushing their baby -a boy called Harry, in honour of the grandfather who had died before Sarah was born- round the village.
Life was good.
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Wendy was slightly early for her appointment. She walked up the stairs in what had started life as a Georgian Townhouse and was now home to a collection of offices and surgeries for a dentist, a single practice private doctor (UK NHS single doctor practices had been abolished after Dr Harold Shipman had murdered in excess of 250 of his older patients before he was caught) two podiatrists and a counsellor who had his office on the third floor. It was the counsellor whom Wendy had come to see.
The old fashioned brass plaque said 'Paul Walton, Phd, MA, Counsellor.'
She opened the door and walked through. The room was a small lobby office with a tiny desk and a chair behind it. There were a couple of hard backed chairs squashed against the wall facing the desk.
The room was decorated in muted and calming pastel shades and there were a couple of large paintings on the wall. One was a jokey cartoon in the manner of a Rorschach test, the other a scene of a Norwegian Fiord.
She noticed a button on the desk with a notice stating "please press." She pressed the button and before she could sit down on one of the chairs, an inner door opened and a man came out.
He wasn't classically handsome but, had she been looking for love, she supposed he would do. Though she wasn't looking for love and probably never would, again, she realised in a flash of insight.
"Hello! My name is Paul Walton." he spoke in a powerful, yet soothing voice.
"I'm Wendy Boston."
"Ah! My two o'clock appointment! Come on through to the inner sanctum!"
She followed him through into a room that followed the decor scheme in the waiting room, though there was something that spoke to the obvious sense of humour of Paul, there was a large "Peanuts" cartoon, featuring Lucy at her booth with the sign changed to: "The Psychologist Is In." Even in her somewhat depresed frame of mind, it made Wendy grin, briefly.
"I see you like my cartoon? A friend who is a talented artist did it for me. I suppose strictly speaking it breaks the copyright laws, but as everything said or seen in these consulting rooms is in confidence, how would they ever know?"
He settled her down in a deep and very comfortable leather armchair which was in front of his large, uncluttered desk.
He sat down and looked at her. "Well, Wendy, why don't you tell me what you need help with? And please address me as Paul. I am only doctor when I am at conferences!"
She swallowed and began: "My husband divorced me. It was my entirely fault. I did something very, very bad, unforgivable, really."
He looked at her. "And you want him back? For him to somehow get over it and to get back with you?"
She shook her head, sadly. "I'm afraid that ship's already sailed. Ideally, yes, I'd like that very much. But I know that's not even a pipe dream, now."
"OK," said Paul. "Why don't you start at the beginning?"
And so she did.
"It started with a bit of flirting at the Cricket Club. I mean, it was nothing too serious. It never got out of hand. We all knew the limits to which we could go before it became too silly and a danger to our marriages. I could put the more persistent ones off with a well chosen quip or a clever put down.
"Until one day, something was said between Steve Markham, my husband's best friend and me and it suddenly all started to get very serious, between the two of us.
"We arrange to meet for coffee at our house. I work from home, Steve had flexible hours, his wife works in a town a few miles away, Jack works in London and if anyone saw Steve going to our house, well, what of it?
"We were all friends and neighbours and as I was on the Ladies Committee of the Cricket Club and Steve was on the club committee, what of the fact we were having coffee? And I honestly thought that was all that was on my mind. A cup of coffee with Steve."
"And was it?" asked Paul, gently, but firmly.
She shook her head. "No, it wasn't. I am afraid to say that one thing lead to another and we ended up in bed together. Steve took the lead. He was a kind, considerate lover but he shouldn't have been my lover, should he? I'd cheated on my husband! I'd never cheated on my husband before! Never!
"And yet there I was, lying in bed with my husband's best friend. And what made it worse was that we were in our marital bed, where Jack and I made love! And I had spoilt our marital bed by having unprotected sex with another man in it!
"I'd let him pump his seed in me! And it was his best friend! I began to sob bitterly over my betrayal of my husband and Steve took me in his arms and comforted me.
"He told me that what I was feeling was guilt and that, although perfectly natural, it was a destructive force in the mind. He told me that there would be no harm done as we had had an hour or so of pleasure, but that so long as Jack never found out that the whole thing would be perfectly alright.
"When I told him that I felt guilty for allowing him to have his orgasm in me, and on our marital bed, he explained to me that this was better than if we had snuck off and done it in the bed in the spare bedroom, or in a motel, somewhere.
"He said if we has snuck off and done it that way, that would have meant we would both have known we were doing something wrong, something underhand and dirty. He then said he knew I was on the pill, so that it hadn't been unprotected sex at all.
"That it would have been far, far worse if he had brought condoms with him, because that would have been a calculated act of pre-planning to cheat. That we'd not pre-planned to cheat, we'd only planned to have a cup of coffee and that things had progressed naturally to their beautiful and logical conclusion.
"When I said that I felt I should confess to Jack, he put me off the idea. He told me Jack would never understand that any sexual liaisons between the two of us would be of not possible threat to our marriage and that telling him would only upset him unnecessarily.
"So I agreed that we would keep it our secret. And we also agreed to meet for coffee again later that week."
Paul nodded and said: "Please continue."
Wendy swallowed and started speaking again: "So, we fell into a pattern of meeting up for coffee and then we would have sex in my marital bed. We always had coffee, beforehand. I don't know why. Perhaps it was a way of normalising what we were doing, of making it seem less like cheating, to me?
"After a couple of months of this affair, Steve asked me a question. He asked if I'd ever thought of having two lovers at one time. I told him the idea was disgusting, but he persisted and over about the period of an hour, with us both lying in our, well, my bed, he got me turned around so much that I agreed to at least give it a try. He explained that it would help me with my marriage, help me explore myself as a sensual, sexual being.
"We arranged to have a special three-way tryst, Steve, myself and someone else from the Cricket Club, Doug our family doctor. We decided that we would do it at the cricket club. In the lounge.
"And so that's what we did. To my shame I have to say it felt really very, very good. The sensation of the sperm of two men inside my vagina was, well, I had never felt so turned on, to be honest! I knew that this was something Jack must never know about, because it would break his heart!
"I told Steve and Doug how wonderful it had felt, and a certain look passed between the two of them. 'What are you two buggers plotting?' I asked, with a grin on my face.
"They smiled at me and said they would come up with a plan to help ensure I got my fantasy of a really good, big load of spunk. I felt so excited! But I hadn't realised it was my fantasy, until Steve arranged for me to be taken by him and Doug."
Paul nodded. He was, of course, as always, wearing his non-judgmental head, but he thought he had a pretty good idea of how this story was going to play out.
"What happened next, Wendy?"
They said they'd arrange a special treat for me. They had decided to ask all the blokes in the cricket club who they thought they could trust to a special session with me. I was so nervous that on the morning of my... ah... adventure, I was physically sick!
"Somehow I was able to act normally around Jack. Well, I suppose the truth was that I'd been cheating on him with Steve for so long that pretending to be his loving, faithful wife had become second nature to me. But in a warped way, that was still the truth, in part. I was still his loving wife, but I was no longer his faithful wife.
"I was a bit worried, because apparently Jack's father, Frank, was going to be a part of the session, too as one of my lovers. I thought this was wrong, me fucking my own father-in-law, but Steve patiently pointed out that he had overheard him and Doug talking about our session and, rather than risk Frank telling Jack, they decided to include him."
She asked for a drink and Paul gave her a clear plastic cup of water from a dispenser. She thanked him and continued her story. "We had decided that all eleven of the guys would get to fuck me bareback, that they would come off inside me and that, if they could, they'd then have another go at me, later. I was fucked on a large, padded coach that the physio used to treat the cricketers if they needed any treatment.
"I had a pillow under my arse to keep my cunt at an angle to stop any of the spunk from coming out of me.
"Eventually, it was Steve's turn. He was to be my last lover of that morning's session. I used a small face towel to keep the spunk in place, then I sat down on Steve's cock, facing away from him, in one of the big, plush leather armchairs. Steve was just coming off in me when, to my horror, Jack came into the room with that fucking little bitch Sarah! It was all her bloody fault!"
"I remember I screamed and shouted: 'Get your cock out of me, Steve! My husband's here!' It was horrible! I disengaged myself from Steve's cock and I stood up.
"But then I realised that all of the spunk that they'd put into me was gushing out of me! Jack looked... I... oh... God, it was awful! The look on his face! It broke my heart! I still see it in my nightmares! He stared at the mess that was erupting from me and he spewed up on the carpet! Some of it splashed on Steve and my legs.
"I felt so humiliated, but I realised it had to have been far, far worse for Jack. He looked at me and shouted: 'You were with everyone in the cricket club except me, you fucking whore! Even my own father! Oh, Wendy, you fucking bitch! Why did you do it?'
Paul looked at her. "Well, that's the question we need to address, isn't it Wendy? Exactly why did you do it? And can you learn how to never do anything like that again?"
She looked at him and shook her head. "Is that possible?"
"Yes," he replied. "With the right help and guidance, most things are possible."
He looked at his watch and said: "That's where our first session must end, Wendy. However, I'd like to see you on the same day next week, at the same time. Is that possible for you?"
She agreed. As she left, she realised that, for some reason, she was starting to feel a little better. She hadn't really looked forward to counselling. But she was starting to feel that perhaps this would be the best thing for her? Well, she could only hope!
At the beginning of the next session Paul got her relaxed with a simple exercise and then said: "Suppose you tell me all about Sarah?"
He was watching her, closely. He noticed that she immediately became agitated. "Why? What's it to do with Sarah?" She spat the name out, as if it tasted vile. And, to her, perhaps it did?
Paul hesitated and said: "During our first session you said something about her being with your husband? What was it? Oh, yes! You said: 'Jack came into the room with that fucking little bitch Sarah! It was all her bloody fault!'
"Why is she a fucking little bitch? And why was it all her bloody fault?"
Wendy tried to contain her rage, but it was evident to Paul that she had a lot of anger toward Sarah. He did not feel it was healthy and wanted to help Wendy explore it and to deal with it.
"She's hung around my husband like a bad smell for years. She came out with some bullshit about knowing I was a cheater! Knowing that, eventually, I would cheat on Jack! She planted some recording devices in my car and in my handbag.
"I could sue her, you know! Invasion of privacy! And she had the cricket club bugged with video cameras! It's all her bloody fault! She was plotting to take my man from me! And she bloody well did it, too, the fucking little cow!"
"Oh!" Said Jack. "So it was all her fault, was it? When did she do it? When did she take Steve's penis and help him insert it into your vagina? You never told me she was involved in your affair with Steve?"
Wendy looked at him and gaped for a couple of seconds before she spluttered out a reply. "That's absurd! That's not what I meant! What I meant was, if she'd not told my husband... if she'd not videoed the session at the cricket club, Jack and I would still be married! And she married Jack! And they have a baby! That should have been my baby! Mine! Not hers!" she was starting to rage, Paul noticed.
Paul sighed, inwardly. It was always a problem when people in therapy told themselves such stupid, facile lies. He addressed her sharply: "Wendy! Think! Think about what you are saying. Would you have wanted your marriage to have continued when 11 men who you were not married to had fucked you without condoms, come off in you multiple times, all in the space of less than a morning? Really? You'd want that fate for your husband? Making him the laughing stock cuckold of the village?"
Wendy gasped and stared at him, stricken with horror. "You... what do you mean?"
He said: "Well, it's like this, Wendy, if Sarah hadn't told him when she did, how long would it have been until he eventually found out?"
She looked horrified. "But who would have told him?"
Paul shook his head. "A drunken boast that he overheard, a tearful, guilty confession from one of the participants, one of the wives of your lovers finding out and telling Jack. There were dozens of different scenarios, different ways in which Jack could have found out. And I'll wager they had phones with cameras with them? Maybe the odd mini video camera, too?"
She started to sob. "My marriage never had a chance, did it? Not after I got together with Steve!"
Paul shook his head. "I am not her to judge you, I am here to help you. But I think you make a fair point, there."
He paused, gathering his thoughts before speaking again. "Why did Sarah think she has the ability to spot a cheater? Do you know?"
Wendy calmed herself down and told Paul the story of how her parents had cheated on each other and how this had affected her. "She seems to think it gave her a magic ability to spot cheaters!" she sneered.
Paul glanced at her. "Well, Wendy... the magic worked in your case. She did spot you as a cheater. And she wasn't wrong, was she?"
"But how? How could she just know?"
Paul nodded, thoughtfully. "It's perfectly possible, you know. Sometimes when people go through a certain situation it leaves them with a heightened sense of awareness. Some people call it hyper-vigilance. So it is perfectly possible that, once you and Steve got into your relationship that you were showing signs of cheating that she recognised from her own parents.
"You know, Wendy, you'll never get recovered enough to move on whilst you are holding this unjustified grudge against Sarah."
"But she... she... could have warned me!"
Would you have believed her, Wendy?"
Wendy did not speak, but she shook her head, vigorously. She realised she would not have believed Sarah for a moment.
"Wendy, I am going to give you some special treatment to help you get over your irrational antipathy toward Sarah. Yes, maybe she was an opportunist to sneak in and get to your husband, but if you leave the door open, people will sneak in, you know?"
The treatment was a combination of several techniques including Cognitive Therapy a bit of NLP re-programming and some relaxation sessions.
Eventually after a couple of months, Wendy was in the frame of mind to know what she had to do. "I really will need to put right the damage I caused in the village with the horrible things I said about Sarah. How can I handle this without sounding like a weirdo?"
Paul thought for a moment and said: "Just simply say: 'I was so wrong about Sarah. She's a good girl. She is so right for Jack. What happened was all my fault.' How about that?"
And so it was that, just before the first birthday of Harry, Jack and Sarah received a phone call from Wendy. Could she please come to see them?
They knew she had been up to something as, for the past week she had been approaching people in the village, trying to make amends for what she had said about Sarah.
They agreed to let Wendy visit them at 3pm the next afternoon.
She walked in to the living room at the cottage and looked at Jack. She lost it. She burst into tears and ran to him, burying her face in his chest. He glanced at Sarah with a worried expression, but Sarah merely shrugged her shoulders.
"I am so, so sorry, Jack! It was my fault! I ruined our marriage!"
He shushed her, and tentatively hugged her. When he had calmed her down, he got her to sit down.
Wendy turned her tear-streaked face to Sarah: "And Sarah, I am so sorry. You knew I was a cheat. And I understand why, now. Paul, my therapist explained it all. I realise I was blaming you unfairly. 'Blame transfer,' he said it was!"
Sarah nodded, unsure of what to say.
Wendy continued to talk to them, the words almost tumbling over each other. "He tricked me! He thought I might have a latent submissive personality and he found this out by suddenly in one session, shouting at me: 'Pick up that pen!' So I did, and then I wondered why I'd done it? He told me that it confirmed I was a latent submissive. That Steve had somehow picked up on it.
"When I asked him why Jack hadn't ever done anything to capitalise on my submissive streak, but Steve had, he said: 'The answer's simple. Jack loved you, Steve lusted for you. He didn't care about you, or what happened to you, just so long as you let him have you, sexually.'
Jack and Sarah asked her questions, listened intently to her answers and answered her questions.
They'd been chatting for an hour when young Harry woke for his feed. After he had been fed and calmed down, Sarah, on an impulse, invited Wendy to hold Harry. The look of pure wonder and of joy and acceptance on Wendy's face made Sarah realise that she had done the right thing in letting Wendy hold Harry.
Before Wendy eventually left, Sarah surprised Jack by saying: "Wendy, do you think you could come back please? I think we need to talk, again. Tomorrow at 3pm? Is that OK?"
With the agreement made, Wendy took her leave. She'd have a great deal to talk about at her session with Paul next morning, she realised.
When she arrived in his rooms, she realised he was agitated. "What's wrong?" She was immediately anxious. He was pacing up and down. "I realise that I can no longer be your therapist. I have spoken to my therapy mentor and the two of us agree that if you like, he can arrange for someone else to take over your therapy."
"Why?" She was distressed. "I thought we were doing so well?"
"Too well, Wendy! You see, a therapist cannot treat someone if they are having a relationship with them."
She shook her head, confused at this turn of events. "But... we aren't having a relationship? Are we?"
He grinned, brought a bottle of Champagne and two glasses from behind his desk and said: "Well... that's what I'd like to discuss with you!"
She gave a shriek of joy and jumped toward him. Careful not to break the bottle or the glasses, of course!



They talked for an hour and realised that their relationship would have to be taken slowly and allowed to progress naturally.
Of course, when she arrived at the cottage, she was on cloud nine! And when Sarah asked Wendy if she would mind helping them out by becoming one of Harry's Godparents at his Christening, Wendy thought her heart would burst with joy.
Wendy and Jack sold the house and with her share of the proceeds of the 50/50 split, she and Paul pooled their resources and bought a cottage fairly close to that of Sarah, Jack and her gran. Not too close, however!
Things were not entirely smooth. When they were all in the Drover's one evening, having a quiet drink, Steve drunkenly approached Paul and began to fill him in on all of the details of the sordid events at the cricket club. Paul just looked him up and down and said: "Ah! You must be Steve! They tell me your wife is very unusual, in that she has two cunts. Her own and you!"
Before Steve could react to this retort, Big John, the Drover's cockney landlord had grabbed Steve by the scruff of his neck. "Oi! Steve! Leave it out, mate! I've had enough of your shit to last me a fuckin' lifetime! You are gonna do a Shakespeare, me old China! You're fuckin' Barred!"
Steve was propelled from the pub by his neck and landed on the path in a heap. Much to the amusement of everyone, but himself, of course. And he never did figure out the Shakespeare gag that Big John had made at his expense. But such is life!
Jack never reached a rapprochement with his parents. The rift was far too great. He'd tried to speak to them several times, but they genuinely could not see any wrong in what they'd done.
His parents sold up their home in the village and they moved to the Kent coast and they took no part in the lives of their grandchildren. But that was their loss. Sarah's gran was happy to step up to the crease, as it were.
Jack used money that his grandfather had left him in a trust fund to buy his father out of the family business, so he was kept busy running that, assisted by Sarah who was now the company's IT guru.
In an informal nets session at the cricket club Jack asked Paul what he thought of the matter regarding his father. "In my opinion if a chap has sex with his own daughter-in-law, that's scarily like incest.
"Couple that with the fact that from the little you've told me, he kept you off the board and replaced you with a tin man, well, there you have it! He takes the job you should have and then he takes your own wife. Why? Jealousy, of course!"
Because Paul had a vasectomy during his first marriage at the request of his wife (who wrecked the marriage by her blatant infidelity) he and Wendy never did have children.
But Wendy was more than happy being 'Aunty' Wendy to Jack and Sarah's children. All three of them, eventually.
And you know something? Life was still good!
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Myra Broxon was short, pretty, vivacious and fun. She was in her early 30s and was a senior charge nurse at a large NHS hospital that was just off the M25 London Orbital Motorway. And she had got herself into a bit of a pickle, to be honest.
She had been married to her husband Stan for ten years. She loved Stan to bits, but the problem with hospitals anywhere in the world was that all of the stories that you hear or read about the staff all being a bunch of sex-starved, lust-crazed sluts? Unfortunately, not all of them are untrue.
For some reason (I am sure there's a PhD paper on this subject just itching to be written) infidelity is often rife within hospitals and other allied healthcare facilities.
Myra had always held herself somewhat aloof from her colleagues who she knew were cheating on their clueless spouses. There was Jenny, the nurse in the Fracture Clinic and her "Christmas Kisses" for the handsome surgeons. Everyone knew that Jenny's 'kisses' were far more BJ than CK, but so long as her fireman boyfriend never found out, well, no harm, no foul, right?
And there was Bill the orthopaedic surgeon who thought he was god's gift to women. And according to several of the female staff (married or single!) who had tasted of his wares, he was genuinely something of a gift to women!
Myra's aloofness to the cheaters suddenly changed when a new surgeon came to work at the Ploughlake General Hospital. Dr Raff Bonchance. A name that came from a romance novel and he had a body to match.
With considerable shock she realised that she had fallen in lust with Dr Raff and his Spanish-Irish good looks.
Myra knew the difference between love and lust. She loved her husband, Stan, but she had a strong lust for Dr Cock as he was also known, so popular was he amongst the nursing demi-monde of Ploughlake General Hospital.
Her Stan was, well, he just was! He was her Stan, loveable, loving, dependable. Handsome? Well... up to a point! But maybe just a little, tiny bit boring, too? When she thought this, she felt her face flush.
She felt guilty because she knew it was unfair to compare Stan with Dr Cock. After all, it was not as if she was ever going to do anything about her lust for Dr Cock. Was it?
As often happens, something bad can come out of something good. There had been a major incident on the M25. Three coaches carrying school children had been going clockwise on the Motorway when an HGV on the other carriageway had suffered from a catastrophic malfunction. One of the wheels has sheered off, bounced over the crash barrier and had struck the three coaches like a giant bowling ball, causing them to smash into each other and into the other motorway traffic that mild March morning.
As the nearest hospital Ploughlake General put into action its Major Incident Plan and mobilised as many members of staff as it could using an automated SMS system and an old fashioned telephone tree. The MIP worked as smooth as silk. That was the good thing from which sprang the bad.
Myra and Dr Cock worked together as part of the Post Triage Team, helping to treat the dozens of crying and badly injured children from the three coaches, the drivers and the teachers. All of the staff were running on a heady combination of coffee, Red Bull and adrenalin.
Nearly eight hours straight under those conditions can leave you feeling a little vulnerable. Well, very vulnerable to be honest. You realise that the older man who lost both his legs had, even though he had known that his legs had gone, still maintained the professional dedication to steer the remains of his shattered coach to the hard shoulder of the motorway, thus saving the lives of his passengers. That the small child you had tried so hard, so desperately to treat had gone. They'd miss out on the opportunity for a life, to have children of their own, to love as the adults who had tried, but failed, to treat them, loved.
Feeling keyed up, jazzed and blasted with grief and a dangerous combination of natural hormones and caffeine, the clumsy grope and kiss in a large supply cupboard between Myra and Dr Cock soon degenerated into some serious fucking.
As they lay together, sweating, they realised they had overstepped several very important boundaries.
Straight away the rationalisation hamster began running, running, running in the hamster wheel in Myra's mind. (They had sex because of the terrible situation they had just gone through together, it would not matter, as she would never do it again, so long as Stan never found out, what would be the problem, and so on. And, truth to tell, the equally married Dr Cock was going through similar mental gymnastics, himself in order to justify his actions in cheating on his wife and, by arguable extension, his three children.)
In fact, several months later, and well into the affair between Myra and Dr Cock, which had now progressed -or degenerated, take your pick- into regular fuck sessions wherever and whenever they could manage to find a spare room at the hospital, and a couple of afternoons spent in motel rooms, Myra suddenly found herself shocked that she, aloof Myra, had been in a hot and torrid affair with a colleague and had (so far, so good!) gotten away with it.
In an otherwise empty breakroom on the third floor, Myra spoke with Dr Cock about her dilemma. "Raff, I am in a bit of a bind. I have strong, lusting feelings for you, but I fear that I will somehow never get to know the real you. Of course, I love my husband, Stan, but I lust for you, Raff."
Raff preened himself. What he -and his bevy of lusty nurses- did not know was that whilst some of his lovers call him Dr Cock out of reverential reference to his penis, most of the other doctors preferred to preface his nickname with Utter, such was the contempt that they held him in.
"Well, Myra," he pontificated, "one of the best ways to get to know each other is to go on holiday with each other. I can book a ten day holiday to Spain for us. I'll tell my wife it is for a conference. What do you say? And isn't it time we took our affair to the next level? For you to tell your Stan exactly what is happening? After all, honesty in a relationship is important, I find."
At first she said no, because she was immediately concerned about what her Stan would have to say about that.
But Dr Cock was nothing if not persuasive, so the day before they were due to depart on their holiday, Myra, freshly showered and douched from her lover, was addressing her husband and, as they say, laying it all on him.
Stan sat, shattered, as he had what seemed like pint after pint of warm, liquid bullshit poured into his ears.
She still loved him, he was the only man for her, what she felt for Raff was just lust and nothing more. It was just sex with Raff. And, the next morning, Raff was going to take her on a ten day holiday to Spain.
Stan shook his head: "Well, what about the holiday that we were planning to take later in the year? If you have your ten day summer break now, how can we have a holiday, later?"
Myra frowned. She hadn't thought of that. "Oh! I am sorry, Stan. I guess that little fact must have slipped my mind! Look, you can go on holiday by yourself if you want?"
"Oh, wonderful!" said Stan, bitterly. "My wife gets to fuck her lover whilst she is on holiday with him... and what do I get? A holiday some time later in the year when I can have the exclusive joy of my own company and a bed with no one to share it with! Thanks, 'wife' I'm not really sure I'll bother having a holiday, at all. To be honest, I think that I'd rather forget about a holiday this year and just work through until the end of the fucking year!"
"I'm sorry Stan. I guess I hadn't considered that." She sounded genuinely contrite.
"Anyway, this affair with that bloody doctor, how long has it been going on for?"
Myra's face flushed. When she had spoken with Raff about revealing the nature of her affair with him to her husband, her poor clueless Stan, it had all seemed to reasonable. She'd tell Stan she was going away with her lover and Stan would... what, exactly, had she expected him to do? How had she thought he would react? She suddenly felt an upsurge of love and of empathy for him.
"It's been going on for about three months. I'm only telling you because I don't want to lie to you any more."
"Any how do you think I should react to this insult to me?" said Stan.
"I never intended it to be an insult! Nothing could be further from the truth!"
"That's so much bullshit! And I suppose I should have known you were having an affair, seeing as you have virtually cut me off from sex for the duration of your bloody affair!"
She looked at Stan, nonplussed by what he had said. "But... I haven't cut you off from sex! We often have sex!"
He gave her an odd look before speaking. "Really, 'wife'? Tell me... when was the last time we had sex?"
She paused for a second before responding. "We regularly have sex. Don't we?" Suddenly, she was unsure.
"No, we bloody-well don't!" He snapped. "The last several times you were so bored and distracted I was surprised I could maintain my erection! And the very last time at the weekend? I am sorry, Myra, but to my way of thinking, a half-hearted and distracted attempt to pacify me with a rather weak wank job does not count as sexual intercourse between a man and his wife!"
"Oh, my God, Stan! I am so sorry! I guess what with work and the... and other things... I suppose I must have gotten a little distracted, forgot the really important stuff in my life.
"When I get back from Spain, we will need to talk, I mean really talk. It's possible that my fling with Dr C.... ummm, Raff will be over by then. I'll make it up to you. I swear it."
Stan looked at her. He asked her the one question that she might have hoped that he would not ask. But he asked it. It was only one word, but it helped to shatter the faintly ridiculous construct that she had erected to shield Myra, faithful married woman from Nurse Myra, the sex-starved slut.
"How?"
"How? How what?" she replied, swallowing painfully.
"How will you make it up to me? Will you allow me to have a little fling, too? Will I get to have some mindless recreational fucking to try to help me get over the fact that my wife of ten years is cheating on me? Or will you decide to involve me with your lover in some sordid and dirty three-way sex sessions?"
When he face flushed, Stan realised with disgust that something of the kind must have been discussed by the two lovers.
She looked at the expression on her husband's face and realised that selling him on the idea of actively participating in sharing her with Raff would be a hard sell, if she could ever do it, which seemed increasingly unlikely.
That evening when she asked Stan what he wanted to eat for his evening meal he made her cry. "I don't want anything to eat. Certainly not a meal prepared by you. I can still taste the shit sandwich you made me eat earlier in the day. Besides which, I am not certain I can trust you to cook food for me. I couldn't be certain you wouldn't try to put something in my meal to make me more compliant to your fucking around on me."
She shouted at him: "That's unfair! You know I'd never do anything like that to you! How can you think that of me?"
"Well," said Stan, "I never thought you'd ever take a lover and cheat on me, but one lives and learns, doesn't one?"
She ran upstairs and lay sobbing on their bed. This made Stan feel ambivalent. He felt good that he'd upset her, but felt some guilt that he felt good about it. Complicated? Don't even go there!
He spent a mainly sleepless night, tossing and turning on the bed in the spare room.
The next morning she had her suitcases ready. Stan surprised her by offering to drive her to Luton Airport for her 8.40am flight.
She babbled on, oblivious to the lump of hurt that she had inflicted on him. "Stan, I am really sorry that you have been so upset by this affair of mine. I honestly didn't think you'd mind all that much. My times with Raff have made me feel so happy and fulfilled, and I know that my happiness is very important to you, so I thought that you'd not mind my encounters with Raff.
"Look, I know you must be hurting, and though the idea breaks my heart, I'd allow you to have a little fling if it would make you feel better."
This morning Stan was feeling morose. "Oh, what's the point with that particular stupid fantasy, Myra? I mean, who the Hell would want me? I have no illusions about myself, I can't be that much of a catch if my own wife can't stand me, can I? If you had to take on a lover because I can't get the job done, why would any other woman want me? How could they be satisfied with me?"
Myra suddenly got it. She realised that she had hurt her husband more than she could ever have thought possible. She patted his hand as he drove. "It's not that, Stan, please don't do yourself down. This isn't about any failing in you. It's all down to me. I am really so very sorry, you know."
He shook his head: "I can't even get an STD test done, though I feel I need one. But as the GUM clinic is based at your hospital, how could I deal with the shame and the humiliation of seeing your colleagues, of knowing that they would know what was going on?"
"Oh,you needn't worry about STDs," she replied. "Raff has himself checked out and he is safe, so you don't need to worry on that score. I wouldn't do anything to harm you, physically."
No, just emotionally, he thought, to himself.
He escorted her to check in and kissed her on her cheek and left her there. He noticed her lover skulking about, waiting from him to leave.
He felt angry and humiliated as he left the airport.
He had big plans for Myra and her boyfriend. He was going to go to B&Q and get new locks for the front and back doors and for the garage. He would change the code on the alarm system. He'd book a storage container at a self storage depot that was not far from their home so that he could put her belongings in storage.
He would drive home, try to force himself to eat something (he still didn't feel hungry) and then go to B&Q. After phoning in sick to work.
He phoned in work and left a message on the answer machine as it was still fairly early.
After forcing down a breakfast bar with a glass of water, he went out again to visit the local B&Q and got what he wanted.
He never made it back home. The driver of a car coming the opposite carriageway had a massive heart attack at the wheel. He was dead even before his car smashed into the front of Stan's Rover.
Everything happened in slow motion. Stan felt the give as the part of the car to which his seatbelt was attached disintegrated, as the airbag began to inflate he found himself being propelled through the windscreen, passing over the airbag, out and beyond the once safe cocoon of his car. Then he felt a brief burst of pain and then nothingness became his friend and his sole companion as he smashed into the tarmac.
Ten days later, Myra felt angry and concerned that Stan had not replied to her emails. She had hoped that he would be waiting for her at the airport to meet her from the flight from Malaga. Now she cursed the fact that she had decided to leave her mobile phone at home!
"Maybe he is having a little snit?" said Raff, with more than the hint of a sneer in his tone.
"Maybe I broke his heart?" asked Myra, feeling guilty.
"He'll get over it," said Raff, confidently. "Don't worry. I'll drive you home. However, I won't come in, as I think rubbing his nose in it might not be the wisest of things." Besides, he had to get back to his wife, who was convinced he had gone to Spain for a medical conference.
When she took her suitcase in to the house, it was obvious that Stan wasn't there. Then she realised that she hadn't seen the car parked on the drive.
She was suddenly filled with a sense of dread, of foreboding. What if he had decided to end his life? What if he'd had an accident?
It was then that she noticed the light blinking on the answerphone. She pressed play and listened to the message: "This is the Admissions Sister at the ITU at Ploughlake General Hospital. I am phoning with a message for Mrs Myra Broxon. It is concerning your husband, Stanley Broxon, who has just been brought in to ITU following a car crash. It is now Monday 1st of July, the time is 9am. Please reply to this call or come to the ITU." That was the morning she went away!
When she turned her mobile phone on there was a similar message. Christ! What had she done?
She rushed to the ITU at her own hospital and was ushered in to the room where Stan was being treated. It was all tubes and wires, respirator and bleeping monitors. So different when it was a loved one being treated.
He looked so vulnerable, so sick, just lying there. And she realised that she was to blame for this.
Her colleague, Wanda Voss was on duty. She looked at her, hard. She knew Stan, liked him, and she also knew that Myra had been cheating on him with Dr Cock.
"Don't worry. He didn't try to cark himself over you and Dr Cock. Some old geezer with a dodgy ticker took his car out. He's in a shitty way, Myra. An induced coma to minimise the problems caused by his brain swelling. They had to operate too, took a chunk of his skull away due to pressure on the brain. Might recover, might not. Too early to say.
"Does he know about you and Dr Cock?"
"Please!" said Myra, desperately. "I don't want to talk about... that... in front of Stan. I don't want to upset him! But yes, he does."
Wanda gave a hollow laugh. "You don't want to upset him? It's a bit late for that, Myra! Here's a heads up for you. One of the ambulance drivers said that there was a bag from B&Q on the passenger seat.
"There were some nice new locks in it. Looks like he'd got himself a little DIY project whilst you were playing away with your lover. You fucking idiot!"
She stalked out of the room, closing the door behind her. She had had enough of Dr Utter Cock, and was going to report him. This would be the last marriage that arrogant twat shattered, if she had anything to do with it!
Myra went and sat at the chair by the bed. She had not just hurt Stan's feelings. She had betrayed him. And, she now realised, she had betrayed herself, too.
She took Stan's right hand and squeezed it. "I'm here for you, Stan. I am sorry I was away from you for a while, but I am back now."
The room was filled with the sound of the respirator, the bleeps of the monitors and of the sobs of a woman, faced with the brutal consequences of her thoughtless actions.
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Nigel Scott was 40. He had been married for 15 years to the one true love of his life, Gloria. They'd met at college, had scandalised both of their families by shacking up together after their second date, but had then stunned everyone again by getting married just after graduation, both getting good, well paying jobs and eventually buying themselves a 'proper' home, after several small apartments.
A 'proper' home as in four bedrooms, gardens front and back and a two car garage. Ideal, they explained for when they decided to have children.
Gloria was also 40, had long blonde hair and was gorgeous. Well, Nigel thought so! So, sadly, did someone else. Or, to be more precise, so did more than somebody else.
One way that the sins of adulterers come to light in real life as well as works of fiction is that the poor, betrayed spouse accidentally discovers the love of his or her life fucking with someone else.
How it happened for Nigel was like this:-
Nigel had been working over regularly on a very important project for work. Gloria had not objected. In fact, she had sort of insisted that Nigel put the extra hours in.
It wasn't the extra money, though she admitted that would help, she felt, she told him, that because the project would bring about some socially beneficial results (virtually instant emergency houses for people who had been hit by fires, floods and tornado and hurricane damage) the sooner the project came to fruition, the better.
Nigel liked this as Gloria had never really expressed much of an interest in his work, a senior project manager at a multidisciplinary engineering solutions service provider.
That actually sounds much more complex than it was. Basically if you had any kind of major project that required some engineering input, MES would handle that for you, but at a handsome price.
One day Nigel's bosses called him in to a meeting. They told him that they had watched how he had grown and matured as an engineer in the ten years he had been with MES.
How it had not gone without notice that on at least several occasions he had managed to turn round the mistakes of some of his less able colleagues, saving the company many millions of Dollars.
They had decided that it was now time for Nigel to step up to the next level in the company's management structure, to become a director!
Grant Fieldstone, the company president said: "We know that it can't have been easy for you or your team, Nigel, these last several months. But especially for you!
"What with the UN Homelessness Council breathing down our necks, you put in way over and beyond the hours anyone could have reasonably expected you to put it.
"As a result, we are going to send you and your wife Gloria on a two week cruise. You'll start on a three week holiday as from now. The cruise is of the Caribbean. When you get back, you'll be in a new office in the director's floor. Your secretary Emma will be transferring with you.
"By the way, we know she has received help from counsellors after the death of her husband last year. We don't want you to break any confidences, you know that's not how we work, but how is she holding up?"
Nigel nodded. "She's not fully OK, not really, but she is doing so much better. But it'll take time. After all, it's not as if his death was expected, he was killed in a car wreck, as you'll recall."
They chatted, had a celebratory glass of wine and they insisted that Nigel left early to go home and tell his wife the good news.
He told Emma, his secretary of five years, what had transpired. She was genuinely thrilled by his news, which made him feel good. He was especially pleased by her reaction to the news that she was moving up the corporate ladder with him.
He packed his briefcase and went home.
He noticed that there was a car on the drive. The car was owned by Gloria's best friend ,Ruby Maxwell. Whilst he would have preferred to speak with Gloria in private, he didn't mind the fact that Ruby was there. Whilst Ruby was Gloria's best friend, her husband, Bob, was Nigel's best friend.
They'd met up as couples in the final year at college. Whilst Nigel and Gloria had decided not to start a family just yet, Ruby and Bob had twins, a boy and a girl, who were aged seven.
He parked his car in front of the garage, took his briefcase with him, locked his car up with the remote (nice, up-scale neighbourhood, but itinerant car thieves salivated for such easy pickings in suburbia) and walked in through the front door.
He turned right into the lounge of the house, only to find that his marriage had been over for some time, but nobody had had the decency to bother to tell him.
Ruby and Gloria were naked on the large sheepskin rug in front of the fireplace and were 69ing with a fury born of great passion and, he realised, much previous experience.
"What in the name of fuck are you two doing?" Shouted Nigel.
"Fuck!"
"Honey! It's not what you think!"
Nigel looked down at them, eyes burning coals of rage. "I mean, really? Husband catches wife with her mouth and her cunt involved in some adulterous lesbian sex and it's not what he thinks? Shit! You really are a stupid, fucked-up bitch, Gloria!"
Gloria has disentangled herself from Ruby, they both sat side-by-side on the rug. Gloria had tears in her eyes. "Please don't call me names, Nigel! Please! I'm sorry this happened, but please don't call me names!"
"Call you names?" said Nigel, an angry, sardonic edge to his voice. "You don't have the first idea of what I really want to call you and what I will be calling you!" He shook his head.
"Nigel," said Ruby. "It's not as if Gloria was cheating on you with a man. If she is with me, another woman, that doesn't count as cheating, does it? After all, if it did count as cheating, I wouldn't be here, with her, right?"
"No, you stupid slut!" shouted Nigel. "It isn't right! There was no get out clause in the marriage vows.
"No "forsake all others, expect for people of the same sex! Those vows were, to my mind, unbreakable. Cast iron guarantees of fidelity. Apparently, only as far as I was concerned."
The two women had stood up and both put on their slacks and their tops. "Didn't it turn you on, when you saw us together?" asked Ruby, hesitantly.
"No!" said Nigel, an note of obvious distress in his voice. "It didn't!"
Ruby swallowed. "But I thought it was a fantasy of all men to see their woman with another woman?"
Nigel shook his head in disgust. "Not me. Certainly not my wife with another woman. No."
The two women sat on two loungers, facing him as he paced about the room.
After several seconds of painful, charged silence, Gloria spoke. "Can't we get past this, Nigel?"
He shook his head, sadly. "I don't see how. After all, your disrespect for me is so great and terrible that I can't see any way through this."
"What do you mean, Nigel? Disrespect? What way? What disrespect?"
He shook his head again, this time there was pain in his voice. "You and Ruby were fucking just now. Where where you fucking?"
Gloria shook her head, uncertainly. "Well, we were in our lounge."
"No," said Nigel, distress now tingeing his outrage. When we were first married, we bought a large sheepskin rug that we really could not afford, but we loved it so much that we bought it, anyway. I seem to remember we went for a month of hamburger helper and noodles, but it was worth it, we thought.
"When we got the rug home, we put it in the living room of our tiny first apartment. We Christened that rug, buy making beautiful love on it. And after that, it was our special, magical place to make love on, so warm, so comfortable. And every time we moved home, we re-Christened that rug by making love on it.
"It was a special secret thing between us. Just for us. When people came and praised our rug, a special unspoken message of our secret would pass between us."
He looked at her and she saw the deep, irreparable hurt that she had done him by her thoughtless, selfish actions.
He spoke in a little over a whisper. "But the magic has gone from that sheepskin rug, Gloria. Whenever I see that rug now, it will not be our secret place for making love on. Now, instead it will be where you betrayed me with your lover."
Both women had tears in their eyes.
He spoke next to Ruby. "Ruby, I thought you were my friend as well as Gloria's friend. Looks like I was wrong, there. Any way, what do you think your husband Bob would say about this affair of yours, should I tell him?"
She looked up at Nigel. She shrugged her shoulders. "He... Bob... already... knows."
"What?" Shouted Nigel. How... I mean... and he never had the decency to tell me? How does he know, and I didn't?"
Ruby continued, haltingly. "Like you, he accidentally found out about our affair. We begged him not to tell you, we knew it would break your heart. So he told us that if we allowed him to join us for some... fun... that he wouldn't tell you. So that's what we did. We do threesomes with Bob, because he was blackmailing us."
Nigel shook his head. "Gloria, you and Ruby really are fucked up in the head, you know that? You and Ruby told me that it didn't matter you cheating on me with each other, as you were women, so that didn't count! But, Gloria, now it turns out you were cheating on me with another man, as well as with a woman! So... please tell me how that doesn't count as cheating, either?"
Gloria looked at him, sadly: "Because we were only with Bob to stop him from telling you about our... relationship. I... I... couldn't risk you being hurt, Nigel! I couldn't do that. So I let him have me to stop you finding out from him."
Nigel looked at both of them. "But I have found out, and now I am hurting, because you ripped my heart out and stomped it into the ground. I'm just grateful we never had kids."
At this point, Gloria began to sob, she was soon joined by Ruby.
They cuddled each other, but somehow, Nigel failed to notice this, or either no longer cared. "Nigel! Shouted Ruby. "Whatever you do, don't do anything to hurt Bob! I know he's a bastard, a piece of scum, but please don't attack him. Please! He's not worth going to jail for!"
Nigel nodded, absently. "Thank you, Ruby. I was thinking about getting my shit together to pay my ex-best friend Bob a visit, but you are right. Why spend jail time over a worthless shit like him?"
He went upstairs, sent a text message from his mobile phone, packed a suitcase and walked back down with it.
"I am leaving you, Gloria. We have no marriage. It's dead. You killed it.
We'll let the lawyers sort things out. And before you think of screwing me over by emptying bank accounts or whatever, I have instructed my attorney to instigate divorce proceedings, now.
"Remember! We did both sign a pre-nup. The divorce will be for irreconcilable differences. Not on adultery. After all, what man would want the world to know his wife made him a cuckold with another woman and his so-called best friend?"
Two weeks later, Nigel and his secretary, Emma, were enjoying the Caribbean cruise, together. There was nothing sexual in it. Nigel had explained what had happened to Grant and he had readily agreed to change the booking to two adjacent cabins.
Emma had agreed to help her boss out by accompanying him on the cruise. She had known Gloria very well and had been shocked at what she had done. She knew Nigel was hurting and wanted to do her level best (excluding anything sexual. Yet!) to help him get over the tremendous hurt he had undergone.
It was too early for Emma to even think about another man in her life, but when, or if, she ever did, she knew she wanted Nigel to be head of the list. Or even, perhaps, the sole name on it? Still, there was plenty of time for her to make her move.
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Sometimes, shit happens.
Did Dave Calister take his wife for granted? Hell, no! He most certainly didn't! Which, in a way, was one of the reasons why he could not come to terms with the idea that she had stepped out on him. Had taken a lover and had acted like a lovestruck teenage girl.
Dave and Alison had been married for 20 years. They'd met at their then workplace, they'd dated for a couple of years and had then married in a wonderful ceremony at the large church in the centre of town. Their parents had gotten on well together and had decided to split the cost of the wedding between both families.
There then followed 20 years of wedded bliss. There were one or two bumps on the road, but nothing major or too serious. And they were always able to talk their way through things.
Dave was a director at a large and well-to-do architectural firm and Alison worked as a senior accountant at a major multi-branched accountancy firm.
They had a daughter, Katie, who was 18 and who had just graduated from High School with exceptionally good grades.
Earlier that week Ali had spoken to Dave about how her sister Kendra was going to be decorating her home. "Since she got divorced from Philip, she's got nobody to help her with decorating, so I was wondering if..."
"If I could help out at the weekend?" interjected Dave, grinning.
"Oh, god, no, Dave!" Ali had spoken with a laugh. "Not at all! You work hard enough, honey! I was thinking of going over to stay with Kendra and helping her to the decorating myself. I have some extra time off, what with the overtime we did for the tax returns.
"Then, when I get back on Saturday morning, we could spend the entire weekend fooling around!"
"Great idea!" said Dave, enthusiastically. "But what about Katie?"
"No problem! We'll just give her some money and tell her to take off and have a good time with her friends!"
They had both laughed.
After Alison left on Tuesday morning Dave found her mobile phone in the charger in the bedroom. He shook his head and smiled to himself. "God, Ali! You are so ditzy, sometimes! If it wasn't screwed on, I swear you could lose your head!"
The lack of mobile phone was not necessarily a problem as Kendra had a phone at her house and she also had a mobile.
Alison called him using Kendra's phone to let him know she had arrived safely. "Hi, honey!" She trilled. "Just phoning to let you know I got here, safely! Kendra sends her love!" He heard Kendra in the background.
"Hi, Ali, hi, Kendra!" he replied. "By the way, Hon, you left your mobile phone, here! On the dresser!"
Alison laughed. But her laugh sounded, what? A little forced?
"Damn! Well, that's good news! It answers my question about where I left it! We are going to make a start on Kendra's kitchen now! Got the walls to prep! I'll try to phone each evening at about the same time. But if I don't manage it, please don't fret. We'll just be covered in paint or wallpaper paste!"
They finished the call with "I love yous" and so the first day wound down to a conclusion.
Dave often worked from home and now, with her classes over, he was chatting with his daughter about the options facing her after school, over their breakfast of toast and honey.
"Daddy," said Katie, tentatively. Dave looked at her, quizzically, before he spoke. "What is it, honey?"
"Oh, it's nothing bad! You know my boyfriend Newton?" Dave nodded.
"Well, his uncle is an entrepreneur. One of his business interests is the big, fancy nightclub over in Bakerville, the Blue Mood Room. Well, Stanley, Newt's uncle, promised Newt the free use of the nightclub's VIP area for a special celebratory party tonight for our study group, but only if we got really good grades. "
"Aren't you all below the legal age for drinking?" asked Dave, sceptically.
"Oh, that's not a problem, Daddy! Stanley is a real sweetie! He has made it very clear that the VIP area will, for the purposes of our party, be entirely alcohol free! He has arranged for food and snacks and soda pops and alcohol free beer and wine to be available. There's even going to be some alcohol free Champagne for us, too! And we'll have our own VIP area security and serving staff, so everything will be guaranteed 100% safe! Oh... go on Daddy? Please say yes?"
Dave nodded. "I know Stan through the Chamber of Commerce. I have to say that doing business with him is a refreshing experience, as he is a man of his word. So, yes, of course you can go!"
Katie squealed with delight. "Thank you, Daddy" she called out. "I'll probably be late back and as there'll be food at the club, so don't worry about dinner for me. We'll be taken by limo to the club."
Dave grinned, but there was a certain pang in his heart. His little girl was growing up! He thought about phoning Alison, and telling her of their daughter's plans but he thought better of it. If going to help her sister decorate her house was more important than the week Katie graduated from high School, well, that was up to Alison!
Katie left at about 4pm, the group of friends were going to meet at the home of Newton Chance and they'd go on to the club from there in a limo that Stanley Chance had laid on.
Before 10pm, Katie was back. Her make-up had been ruined by tears and the expression on Newton's face was a mixture of sadness and sympathy.
"Jesus, Newt!" gasped out Dave. "What the hell happened to her? Was she... hurt?"
Before Newt could answer Katie looked at her father and burst out crying. Through her tears she was able to sob out: "It's not me that's hurting Daddy. Though, to be truthful, I am hurting. It's you! You are the one who'll be hurting. I just found out this evening that mom is stepping out on you! She's seeing another man!"
"You must be mistaken, Katie! Alison would never cheat on me! She loves me!"
Katie shook her head. "Sorry, Daddy, but it's true. The VIP area is a sort of weird thing. It's like a control module in the centre of the club. It's fully surrounded by glass, but it's mirrored. People inside it can see out, but people outside it can't see in. And they have video screens set up which show the dancers on the four different dancefloors around the VIP area.
"And I saw that there was some people I recognised at a couple of big tables. They were people I'd gotten to know at cookouts and parties at mom's firm. Then I saw mom and that young guy who works as her assistant, Dean Salzar, they were dancing, daddy. Only it wasn't just friendly dancing. Anyone dancing like that at school would have been escorted off the premises, damn quick! They were dry humping!"
"It's true, sir!" said Newton, nodding."I am really sorry, but there's no room for doubt or error. We know what we saw. And I err... I took the liberty of asking Uncle Stan to secure copies of the security tapes so you'd have them as evidence, should you require them. I also took some photos and some videos on my Android phone."
"Oh, God!" Said Dave. "What the Hell has happened?"
"Daddy," said Katie, tears pouring down her cheeks, "It gets even worse. They left the dancefloor and we followed them outside. When we caught up with them, he was doing mom over the hood of his car! He was doing her outside, like some damn cheap street walker! Newt got some video of that on his Android phone."
Dave looked sick. "Oh, honey, I believe you. I am just so sorry that you had to witness this. I am going to call her, now!"
He used the speed dial for Kendra's phone. It went to voicemail. "Kendra. This is Dave. I know that the story about you and Alison decorating your house was a load of horse shit. I know where she was, I know who she was with and I know what she was doing with him. I have video evidence! Tell her to get her ass back here, now!"
Newton comforted Katie. He said: "Look, Katie, I think it is important that you and your dad spend some time together to figure this out. But if you need me, just call. Even if it is the middle of the night. I'll keep my phone with me on my pillow."
Before he left he did an Android to Android data share and gave the evidence to Dave.
Dave watched the video. He was surprised at the quality. He watched in full and gory detail as his wife was taken on the hood of a sports car, by her young lover. There was no doubt who owned the red car, as the registration plate read DeanS.
An hour later Kendra and a furious Alison, arrived. Kendra seemed slightly hesitant as if she'd rather not have been there.
Alison decided that the best form of defence was offence and she immediately started shouting at Dave.
"How dare you have me followed! What the Hell were you thinking? Have you got some dirty little private dick on me, trailing my every move? Did you get off on that, huh, you perverted little bastard? Did you get nice and hard when you saw me fucking Dean? I bet you did! Did you wank over the images of my lover giving me hotter sex than you have ever given me in our entire marriage? Oh, in case you are wondering, he is hung like a horse and can fuck me three times in an hour. Which is more than you ever did, including when you were Dean's age!"
Dave looked at Alison. He felt stunned by her outburst. He looked at her and shook his head. "What the fuck has got into you?" "Dean!" She interjected, cruelly. "He's got into me!"
Dave shouted: "Alison! For god's sake! Katie is here! What the fuck are you doing?"
Kendra looked stricken, she glanced round the large room and saw that Katie was sat, huddled in a deep armchair, partially hidden from view. She wanted to go to her and comfort her but her sister's outburst had paralysed her.
Alison said: "Well, Katie, now you know your dear daddy is having me followed round by a slimy piece of shit!"
Before Dave could stop her, Katie leapt out of the chair and rushed towards her mother, her face white with fury. She got into her mother's face and shouted: "You stupid, stupid, dirty woman! Daddy didn't have a detective following you! He had no idea you were an adulterous whore! As for who told daddy, who gave daddy the evidence of you cheating on him? It was me! I was, what did you call me? 'a slimy piece of shit' I think it was!"
Alison screamed back: "You are full of shit, Katie! There was no way you were at the Blue Mood Room!"
"I was there at a private party in the VIP area! I saw you on the dancefloor dry humping Dean, your assistant! Then when you two love birds left the dancefloor, me and my friends followed you. We followed you to the car parking area, and we saw you getting... getting fucked on the hood of his car! Mother, my friends were with me! Can you imagine how humiliating it is to find out in front of all your friends that your mother is a whore?"
There was a loud crack as Alison's hand connected with Katie's face. The blow was so severe that it sent her crashing to the floor, where she lay, stunned.
"That's enough!" Shouted Dave, loud enough to shake ornaments in the room. "You will never, ever hit my daughter again! Do you understand that?"
"But she had no right to call me a whore!"
Dave dashed over and helped Katie to her feet. He touched her cheek which was already starting to bruise. "Are you OK, Katie?"
Katie took his hand and said, calmly and brittlely: "I will be just as soon as that thing is out of the house!"
"But honey," whined Alison, "I never meant to hit you!"
"Bulshit!" sneered Katie. "You meant to hit me, same as how you meant to fuck Dean!"
The argument raged on for twenty minutes until, in the end, Dave clutched his head and said: Enough! Enough of your shit, Alison! You are giving me a headache! Kendra, please take Alison home with you. After all, I am sure you have a great deal of decorating to get finished!"
Kendra's face reddened, but she did not respond to the barbed remark.
She steered Alison to the door. Nothing was said as they walked out, shutting the door behind them.
The whole situation felt weird to Dave. He had never had a fight like that with Alison before, in all of their 20 years of married life.
He realised that Katie was talking to him. "Sorry, honey, what did you say?"
"I said 'how's your head'?"
"Not too good, baby girl. In fact, I think I'll take a couple of aspirins and go to bed. I can't deal with this shit, now. I am so sorry you got caught up in this."
They said their goodnights and retired to their rooms.
Katie was lying on her bed, dozing, fitfully. She could not comprehend how her mother, her apparently decent, faithful, loving mother could, and this was how it seemed to Katie's mind, suddenly turn into a violent, adulterous bitch. And with someone only several years older than Katie! She shuddered at that thought. If her father divorced her, technically speaking that would mean that Dean would be her stepfather! And that was just so wrong!
She heard a strange noise coming from her father's room. What was happening? She jumped out of bed and hurried to her. She snapped the light on in his room and saw that her father was struggling. The left side of his face seemed to be broken, somehow. He struggled to speak and a strange gurgling noise was all that came out of his twisted mouth.
She realised that her father was suffering from a stroke! She ran to the phone on the bedside table and punched in the three figure number and was almost immediately connected. "It's my daddy! Please come quickly! He is having a stroke!"
She answered some simple questions and gave the address details to the operator who said: "The paramedics are on their way. Please make sure your door is open to they can quickly access the patient."
The paramedics were at the house within eight minutes and as they quickly assessed Dave they asked Kathy for some background. Had he ever had a stroke before, did they run in the family?
She said: "I don't think there's a history in our family. But He had a bad shock this evening. We found out that mom is cheating on us and that gave him a headache."
"What did he take for the headache?"
"He took some aspirins."
"Thank god for small mercies! That'll help! We're gonna start administering stroke busting treatment, now. This will be an immense help in ensuring he has the best chance possible of pulling through."
At just before 3am a very distressed Katie was waiting at the hospital. She had phoned Newt who, (bless him!) was walking through the doors of the waiting area.
"Thank God you came, Newt!" sobbed Katie. She'd sort of been able to hold it all together but when Newt took her in his arms she lost it and began sobbing her heart out.
"How's your dad doing?" asked Newt, sympathetically.
"They don't know, yet. They have him all wired and tubed up. They aren't sure yet if he will even survive the stroke. It seems it was a pretty bad one, you see?"
Newt nodded and squeezed her hand.
She said: "I suppose I'd better phone aunty Kendra and ask to speak to my mother."
She called Kendra who's response was a bit bleary. "Katie? What the hell are you doing calling now?"
"Aunty Kendra, it's my daddy. He's sick. I need to speak with my mom right now. Can you put her on please?"
For some reason Katie decided to put the call on speaker phone and she was grateful that she did.
"Hello?" shouted Alison. "What the fuck are you doing, phoning in the middle of the night?"
"I thought you would like or need to know that daddy is in hospital, in the ICU. He's really sick. He had a massive stroke and he... he might even die."
"Good!" Shouted Alison. "Then let the bastard die and let me get on with the rest of my damned life!"
The call was suddenly terminated. Katie sat their stunned, too numb to speak.
She turned to Newt and eventually found her voice. "I can't believe she actually said that. That she wants my father, her husband, to be dead. If only I could have recorded that call!"
Newt held up his Samsung S4 phone and said: "I recorded it, honey. I have your mother on tape, as it were." He shook his head. "I can't believe she could have said that.
"Christ, Katie, I know this might not be the ideal opportunity to bring this up, but a couple of months back, your mother made a pass at me. Your dad was at work, you were upstairs getting ready and your mother made a pass at me. When I rejected it, she made out that she was joking around and I accepted that it was a joke, but now? Well, now I am not so certain it was a joke."
Katie shook her head. "Oh, God, Newt! What am I going to do? I was going to go away to university, but now my daddy is sick and mom has turned out to be a slut, what can I do? I have to stay at home and look after him, don't I?"
"Yes, Katie, you do. You are right. Yeah, I know a prestigious university would be good, but we can always go to the local college and get our degrees there, can't we? After all, it's not a bad place, academically speaking."
"What do you mean, 'we' can go to the local college?"
"Katie, I love you, and I don't want to think of you struggling alone at home, trying to look after your dad whilst trying to run the house and get an education. I want to be here for you, to help you. For the rest of our lives."
He stood up, opened a lidded ring box and went down on one knee in the bright lights of the waiting area and said: "Katie, will you please marry me?"
She burst into tears and said yes.
The nurse at the reception clapped and cheered. She left her desk and walked up to them. "Honey, you have a good man, there! And young man, you have a good woman. You're both young, maybe some would say too young, but not me. I think you have the staying power to be in a forever marriage.
"I heard what your mother said to you. Your daddy is in the best possible hands and he will get better. Tell him to dump his cheating wife. Life's too short for a man to carry a whore round on his back. Sorry for calling your mother a whore, but if it quacks and it waddles..."
She walked back to her desk and Katie and Newt returned to canoodling. Presently, they both drifted off to sleep.
They were woken at 7am by a tired looking doctor. "Hi, good morning to you both! I am Dr Spengler and I am the lead surgeon of the team who has worked on your father, Katie. Good news, we expect him to make a full recovery. Your father had a haemorrhagic stroke. There may be problems with walking for a while, but that's something he can learn to do again, with help.
"I'll be honest, it was touch and go for a while, but we managed to stop the bleeding and fix the problem. We'll keep him in the hospital for a couple of days and then have him transferred to a rehab facility."
Katie asked the doctor if the news of his wife's infidelity could have caused the stroke? The surgeon thought for a few seconds and then nodded.
"In general, it's a myth that stress can cause strokes. However, if the stress results in a dangerously high spike in blood pressure, that could cause a haemorrhagic stroke when a blood vessel bursts, which is what happened to your father."
They thanked the doctor and as he walked back into the ICU, they were surprised to see Kendra approaching them.
She rushed to Katie and to Katie's shock, she hugged her, tightly. "Oh, Katie! I am so sorry! So very sorry! When Alison said what she said about wishing that Dave would die, I could not believe that my sister, my own flesh and blood, could say something so evil!"
Katie patted Kendra on the arm as they disengaged. "Is she with you, Kendra?"
Kendra shook her head. "No. She isn't. After I grabbed my phone back off her we had a really evil row and I threw her out. Dave is a good man and an excellent husband. If my Phil had been half the man your father is, we'd still be married.
"Your mother fed me a lot of bull about your father. She had me convinced that he was having affairs and that this lover of hers was just a revenge affair. But now I realise she was just using me to cover for her cheating on you guys!"



Kendra paused for breath and then said: "How's your dad doing?"
"The doctor just spoke with us. Dad's gonna be fine, but it will take a while for him to get on his feet again."
Kendra nodded and said: "Thank God he is going to be OK!"
Dave spent a month in the rehab facility being given a combination of drug therapy and physiotherapy to help keep his muscle tone and to work on his weaken right leg.
One curious fact was that Dave's previously jet black hair was now whiter than snow.
When it was time for Dave to return home, Katie and Newt fetched him up in Newt's pick up. In the back they placed his luggage and the walker that he still needed to help him shuffle round with.
Neither of them had heard from Alison. Nor had Kendra. "As far as that bitch knows, you could be dead!" she said, shaking her head.
Over a period of a couple of weeks, Dave's leg began to get better until he was able to get rid of his walker and if his leg gave him any trouble he used a nice looking handmade cane to help him.
Over coffee one evening he and Katie chatted. "I guess my limp and my cane will always serve as a reminder of what Alison did to me. Well, to us, really, I guess. That and my white hair. Should I dye it, do you think?"
Katie shook her head. No, daddy. I don't think you should dye it. Maybe grow a goatee beard to go with it. I think you look cool with it and the beard would just about set it off."
"What should I do about your mother?"
"Divorce the worthless bitch and move on."
"Succinct and to the point! Anyhow, how are you and Newt doing at your pre-college courses?"
"Better than I might have thought. One of my professors used to be at MIT, but he came back to his home town to look after his elderly parents. He got the job teaching at our college to help pass the time and earn some money. His parents are both long dead, but he decided he liked the slower pace of life, so stayed teaching here. He really is very good. When we start our degrees next semester, it's going to be great!"
They chatted some more until Katie said: "Daddy, would you consider dating, again?"
He looked at her and shrugged. "I haven't really felt up to it, baby, but, yes, now I am feeling a good deal better, I might consider dating. It's clear that your mother and I will never be together again, so why not date? You got anyone in mind?"
She grinned at him. "It's more a case of which eligible women don't want to try you! I think I'll have to hold a lottery!"
They laughed, but whilst they laughed, Katie was thinking about one particular woman who she knew had the hots for her dad.
Molly Ransome was a pretty woman of about her father's age. She had been divorced for many years after finding out that her husband was a serial cheater. She had no children and worked as a librarian in the town's library.
She was, thought Katie, a bit of an oddity. She never dated but she got on well with her father at parties and she invited Molly round to their house to chat with her father, with the excuse that he needed company.
Katie didn't mind helping her father out like this. She realised that he felt awkward. He'd obviously had no dating experience in decades and his sense of self, his ego and id had been trampled on by the fact that his heart and body had suffered due to his wife's cheating. So if she had to help her daddy out? So what?
Katie noticed that, as usual, Molly wore a filmy, floaty dress that did nothing to hide her rather thick thighs and her well-rounded ass. Molly always dressed like that, but never put out, so it was, guessed Katie, just the way she was.
She got them both a coffee each and a plate of cookies she chatted for a while and made her excuses to leave them together when she noticed that her father could not take his eyes off Molly's bare thighs! In fact, if she was any judge, she saw that her father was trying to hide a growing erection!
Katie grinned at them and when she was out of the lounge, she started to titter to herself. "Gee Dad, get a room!" she said to herself, with a smile. Molly was nice, she hoped they'd get it together.
A couple of days later, out of the blue, Katie had two surprises one pleasant, the other not.
Her father announced that he was going out on a date with Molly on Wednesday of the next week. And Katie also received a note from her mother demanding, rather than requesting, a meeting between herself, Katie and Dean.
"Jesus, mother!" she said to herself. "You want me to meet you and your lover? After you told me you wished my father dead? Lady,you have some damn nerve!"
She was initially in two minds about going, but after talking it over with Newt, she decided that she would go. She also decided to keep the meeting secret from her father as she really did not want to spoil her dad's date day with Molly by reminding her of his cheating wife.
The meeting was in the wide an airy foodhall of the largest of the two malls in their small city.
When Katie arrived she saw her mother and her lover sat at a table. She walked over to them. She sat opposite them and said, coldly: "Well?"
Alison tried a tentative smile. "It's... good to see you, Katie. I... I've missed you."
"Really?" said Katie. "That's too bad. Still, you knew where I was. At home, tending my father, helping him to recover after the stroke that nearly killed him."
"I... how's he doing?" said Alison.
"Better than you'd hoped," snapped Katie, her rage barely under control.
"What do you mean?" Alison sounded worried.
"Oh, you remember? When I spoke to you from the hospital when you were with Kendra? When you said to me: '..let the bastard die and let me get on with the rest of my damned life'? You wanted my daddy to be dead! I'll never forget that, I'll never forgive you!"
As Alison's face flushed, Katie noticed a shocked reaction on Dean's face. She said nothing, but filed that way for later use.
"I guess I can't take that back. I felt so mad, then I guess I never thought about what I was saying."
Alison took a sip of coffee before she spoke again. "I am filing for divorce. You need to know that Dean and I are now working out of the corporate headquarters in Boston. We are in the process of buying a lovely little house, in Boston."
Dean then spoke for the first time. "And when your mother gets custody of you and I get custody of my son Kevin, we will all live together as one happy family."
Katie laughed, loudly. "What horseshit is this? Really? What the fuck? How in the name of fuck will my mother get custody of me?"
She looked at the puzzled expression of Dean's sincere face and she felt... something. Was it pity for him? It might well have been.
Suddenly, it all made perfect, shitty sense! She realised that her mouth had fallen open in shock. She closed it and then opened it again, to speak to Dean.
"Oh, my God! This is just so fucked up! My mother can't get custody of me! That boat sailed long since! She lied to you about her age, didn't she? Did she tell you that I was, like, 14 or so?" She saw the look of consternation on his face.
"The reality is, Dean, that I'm 18, I've graduated High School, I'm engaged to be married to my sweetheart, Newton and I am going to start on our degrees next semester." She flicked her gaze over to her mother. "You remember Newton, don't you mom? My boyfriend who you tried to seduce behind my back?"
"No baby!" said Alison. That was a mistake. A joke!"
"Yeah, sure mom! Of course it was! Only nobody laughed."
She turned to Dean: "I bet she pursued you, didn't she? She asked you to fuck her on the hood of your car, right? And she shaved ten years off her age and really went all out to get you. Do you really think that they'll allow a pair of cheating skanks like you to have custody of your child, you pair of morons?"
Dean shook his head. He seemed in shock.
Katie addressed Alison "I never told daddy about my meeting with you. Because I didn't want to spoil his date day with Molly Ransome."
Alison guffawed. "He has a date with that fat-assed bitch?"
Katie glared at her, but she had a smile on her face. "Yes, mom, but I think daddy might be helping her out, there. I think he was planning on fucking the ass off her! But what would I know? I'm only a child of 14, right?"
Katie laughed at them, stood up and left, shaking her head. Just so much craziness.
When she arrived home she asked her dad how his afternoon date had gone. He confided that it had gone well and that they had a dinner date for Friday evening.
When Katie told her dad about the meeting with the two lovers he laughed until his sides ached. "Really? You said that to the cheating bitch? Good! Maybe I will try to help Molly out with her ass!"
Dave and Molly became an item. And you know something? No matter how enthusiastically he fucked her, and how often, with her exquisite, large thighs draped over his shoulders, she never did lose any of the weight on her legs and her ass. Which was just as well, as they were exactly as Dave liked them!
The divorce was something of a disaster for Dean and Alison and also for their employer.
Apparently North Carolina, where this sorry tale is set, is one of the very few States in the USA where Alienation of affection law suites are not only still possible, but actively, if not vigorously, pursued.
And as the local corporate officers had not only encouraged the affair but actively facilitated it, the company ended up paying a couple of million dollars in compensation, not only to Dave but also to Dean's young and very pretty wife, Bethany.
Newt and Katie married, but decided not to invite her mother.
Dave and Molly married and Bethany is dating some, but nowhere near moved on enough to date seriously. She is in counselling, however and is coping better every day.
Alison and Dean still worked for the same company at the Boston headquarters. But their careers were effectively spiked. Which was too fucking bad. But sometimes, shit happens. And to the right people, too...



        A Country Vicar

        Life as a country vicar.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-country-vicar

Title: A Country Vicar

Author: MattblackUK

Category: Non-Erotic

Description: Life as a country vicar.

Tags: landlord, pub, country, stew, vicar, aga, vicarage, mother, church, atheist




Simon Craig was proud of himself. And justifiably, too! He had a stew cooking in the Aga in the vicarage kitchen and had performed the Morning Eucharist to a surprisingly large congregation considering it had been held at 9am on a Thursday morning.
He had visited sick and elderly parishioners, giving kind words and prayers for those who wanted one and offering practical advice and help where he was able.
He was nearly a year into his first parish after four years as curate to a dipsomaniac but dedicated elderly vicar in Warwickshire. Whilst Simon was young for a vicar, he wasn't the youngest ever, at 28 years old.
He had a job today that he'd enjoy. Every July St Paul's Church ran a Summer Fête and Country Life Pageant, to celebrate rural life, and every year a committee of villagers got together to organise it, under the direction of the vicar.
The village pub, the Village Arms, provided food and drink. Under its ebullient landlord, Dan Spencer, it was expected to do the same, this year. Simon never left things to chance. He'd arranged a meeting with Dan at the pub at noon to go over the arrangements.
He strolled over the village green, passing the duck pond, the vicarage and the church. At one time Simon would have strode rapidly, but now he was content to amble, not hurry.
He'd learnt a lot since leaving home at 19, under a cloud. Even now the way he'd been treated by his parents, his father especially, and the circumstances under which he'd left home still rankled with him.
It was the anniversary of his leaving home and it was bothering him more than usual. It was the only fly in the ointment of his otherwise perfect life as a country vicar.
The Village Arms pub was a typical village pub. Or rather, typical of what a village pub used to be. The village itself was somewhat of a happy anachronism. Pottersbridge still had several shops and had managed to retain its Post Office.
It was prosperous and Simon realised that, although it had problems (minor graffiti on the bus stop which still -miraculously- had a bus service several times a day!) the village was living a charmed life.
As he opened the door into the large, well-appointed pub lounge, Dan was behind the bar, waiting for him. The customers used the public bar whilst they had their meeting.
"Morning, Simon!" he said, in his friendly tones. Dan was in his early, 40s a big man, handsome and married to Sue, who, although 'big-boned', was an extremely pretty woman, about the same age as Dan. They had two children of which they were both extremely proud.
"Morning, Dan!" replied Simon. After general pleasantries they sat either side of the bar, Dan drinking white wine and Simon a pint of IPA. Over a platter of sandwiches, they planned the fête.
They made rapid progress and soon had it mapped out. When Simon had arrived in the village Dan had given him what he'd described as a few home truths.
Whilst the Parochial Church Council were well-meaning, giving them an idea would be it's kiss of death. Even if it managed to escape, it would, probably bear no resemblance to the original idea.
Best, by far, said Dan, to present a solid idea listing those who'd have specific functions and duties. That way, he'd said, less chance of them wanting to suggest any 'improvements'!
By 2pm on that early Summer lunchtime it was decided who'd run which stalls. The Village Band would play, and it would be opened by a retired actor who lived locally and who had played a small, but recurring, role in The Archers in the 1970s.
Dan had tapped the notes into his Ipad and they congratulated themselves on a job well done.
Dan drew another pint for Simon and a glass of wine for himself, before saying: "Now that's dealt with, what about yourself? If you don't mind me saying, you looked a bit pensive, a little down?"
Simon accepted the drink with thanks and smiled. "You're a good landlord, Dan! I thought I hid my mood quite well! Obviously, not!"
Dan got himself another drink before replying. "The thing is Dan, I have a degree in Psychology. I practised as a psychologist for several years, but I'd always wanted to own and run a country pub. And so, with the help of my parents with some financial support, Sue and I bought the Village Arms and we were lucky enough to make a go of it."
Simon took a pull on his pint and shook his head. "I doubt luck had much to do with it, Dan. You are always doing something to pull customers in. Steak nights, curry nights, International cuisine nights, fish and chip suppers, quizzes, special lunches for pensioners, it's all hard word that's earned you and Sue your success!"
Dan thanked him and then said: "What about you, Simon, what's bugging you?"
Simon sighed. "It's nice you had the backing of your parents when you wanted to leave a good, safe profession as a psychologist to run a pub. I have to say when I announced to my parents that I wanted to become a vicar they were furious!
"When I say they were furious, I mean my father was furious. They were both atheists. My mum just didn't believe in God, but my father almost made a religion of not believing in God, if you see what I mean.
"Left to her own devices my mum would probably have just got on living a life without God in it, but my father seemed to have a need to push his religion, or rather, his lack of religion down the throats of everyone. He styled himself as a humanist and even set up a local Humanist Study Group in our town.
"He wrote scores and scores of letters to the local paper (probably still does!) critical of everything from noisy Church Bells to the fact that local churches would take part in Remembrance Day. He even outraged everyone by demanding the abolition of Remembrance Day, one year!"
"Oh," said Dan, nodding. "One of those types of atheists?"
"Yes," replied Simon. "One of those types! You can imagine how angry he was when I started to attend the Church of England Youth Group when I was fifteen! When I got Confirmed he nearly threw me out! And when I decided to go to Theological college when I was nineteen, he told me that as far as he and mum were concerned, I was dead to them!"
"Good Lord!" exclaimed Dan, shocked. "Obviously not a believer in freedom of religion, then? What did your mother think of this?"
"Not a believer in religious freedom, Dan! You're right! As for my mother, I think she went along with him because she was afraid of him. But to my knowledge, he's never hit her. Or me for that matter.
"But there always seemed to be an air of repressed rage about him. When he got on a hobby-horse, he'd get vile. When he spoke with people, he always spoke at them, not to them, it was like every word of his rants started with a Capital Letter!"
Dan shook his head. "Know the type! Liable to hit someone over the head with a peace placard! One thing you need to understand, is none of this is your fault. Your father's an idiot. But he'd have been an idiot whether he'd been an atheist or a believer.
"Though this is outside what I should say after this brief chat (we can talk more, later, if you wish) your mother must bear some responsibility. She shouldn't have allowed you to grow up in a dysfunctional home. That was unfair."
What should I do? Should I seek a rapprochement with my parents?" asked Simon.
Dan frowned, in thought. "Write to your mother, invite her and your father to stay with you at the vicarage. They can come, or not. The decision will be theirs."
They parted company with a handshake. Simon strolled back to the vicarage, buoyed by the chat he'd had with Dan and the several pints of IPA. He wrote to his mother and invited her to visit.
The fact she arrived, bruised, and in tears several days later with all her belongings in a self-drive van shocked him.
As did the news that eventually his father had turned violent, ironically on the eve of a peace gathering! Simon offered her room for as long as she needed it.
She asked if he'd mind her coming to a church service to see him at work? He grinned and invited her to come and take pride of place as his mother. Simon realised he was going to have a very interesting summer.
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Part 1 Rosie and Jim
Jim Scott met Rosie Jones in High School. It wasn't a case of love at first sight. He was a year older than her, and she was, well, she was a more than a little different to all the other students.
"She was pretty, nobody truly disliked her, but she had a strange, eccentric way about her. She also very rarely understood jokes. She would look puzzled as if she could no more understand the joke than she could understand the works of Einstein. There were also other quirks in her character that were irritating or endearing, sometimes at the same time!
He found Rosie attractive, in a way, but didn't do anything about it, because his girlfriend throughout High School was Angie Cook. More about her, later.
Jim was of average height, of average good looks and his only quirk, if you could describe it as a quirk, is that his given name was not James, the name on his birth certificate was Jim Scott.
Although they lived in a moderately small town, Jim somehow lost track of Rosie and he met her again at a church cookout, several years later.
They got chatting about the old days and their conversation went so well that they decided to continue it over drinks in a nearby restaurant.
Jim had attended university and after obtaining a combined degree in English and media studies had obtained work locally as a copywriter, where his boss, Dave, was more like an older brother than an employer.
Rosie had decided against college and had worked in a coffee shop-cum-bookstore since graduating. You'll be pleased to know that the owner had resisted the temptation to call it Central Perk. It was, instead, enjoying the name "Books and Brews."
They had exchanged phone numbers and, by the end of that first week, it was obvious that there was a very big spark between them. That they were very much in love.
Six months later, Jim proposed to Rosie, she excitedly accepted and they were married in the same church were they had met. Her parents were proud as they could be, at the service. Jim's parents had died in a car wreck when he was 14, he had been raised until he left for college by his last remaining relation, an elderly aunt who died a year after he earned his degree.
Angie sent her apologies, she was unable to get out of her contractual obligation to be working in Canberra, and Rosie was given away by her father, Jim's best man was his boss from work, Dave and Angie's bridesmaid was her boss from work, Sally.
Being married to Rosie was very rewarding for Jim. But, at times, it was also somewhat challenging. It became obvious to Jim that there was something more than a little different about his beautiful, loving wife. Not wrong, exactly. But more than a little bit off.
He confided in her parents, Dave and Grace. They looked at each other, warily, and Dave seemed delegated to speak for the both of them. "Rosie was always a little different as a child. She was and is our only child, so we had nothing to base our concerns on.
"Eventually, though, we took her to the doctor and, after seeing some specialists, it was determined that Rosie had a very mild form of autism. There was, they told us, nothing to worry about, but they helped point out how things would probably be. And, on the whole, they were right.
"She is a little socially awkward at times, and she has no discernible sense of humour, as ytou'll have noticed, she has trouble relating to other people, sometimes. One thing I, well, we, are pleased about was that they were wrong when they said it would be unlikely that she'd ever marry. You've proved them wrong and you are so loving and patient with her, it is a joy to our hearts!"
Jim and Rosie rented a small two bedroom house not far from Rosie's parents' place. They could easily afford it, with their combined salaries.
They had plans, big plans. They talked long into the night as they cuddled after making love. They would have two or three children, perhaps a dog and they would save up and buy a proper, big house with a massive yard for the children and dogs to play in together, in perfect safety. But until then, Rosie was on the pill.
Nearly three years into the marriage, Jim noticed that things had started to change between him and Rosie. It seemed that she was somehow emotionally distancing herself from him. She began to criticise him for small, trivial issues. Some of which she was making up, it seemed to him.
At first, he blamed it on her condition, but after a couple of months when their sex life had come to a virtual halt, he realised that there was a fairly major problem that was changing their marriage. And not for the better.
It all came crashing down when Jim innocently used the computer late one afternoon. Rosie was doing some more late hours at the bookstore.
He wanted to do some grouting in their bathroom and he Googled 'How to...' but it auto completed 'How to... hide signs of my affair'.
Jim gasped and clicked on the links that came up. Within minutes he realised that Rosie was cheating on him and had been researching techniques on how to hide it from him.
And what was worse, had he not outed her accidentally, she'd have been able to get away with it for god knew how much longer!
Jim decided to go and confront Rosie with what he had discovered. When he arrived at Books and Brews he saw a handsome young man in an army officer's uniform sat on a comfortable sofa, with a giggling Rosie cuddling him.
When they saw Jim, they both stood up, looking startled. "Why, Rosie? Why did you have to cheat on me?" He pointed towards the army officer. "Is this your lover?"
Rosie looked sad, but determined. "No, this is not my lover, Jim. This is Charles. There's no way, no easy way to do this, no way that can lessen the hurt you will be feeling, but Charles is not my lover, he is my future husband."
Jim did a double-take. "You... your... what? Your future husband? Well, what about me? Your real, current husband?"
Rosie looked at him, her gaze almost basilisk like in its intensity. "Jim, I never meant for this to happen. I am truly sorry, because I know this will be hurting you. I looked on you as my forever husband. The man I'd spend the rest of my life with. But now, that's over. It's gone, along with my love for you. Charles, here, he is now my forever husband. The man I love with all my heart.
"I haven't been to bed with Charles, yet. That would have been cheating on you. And I knew that would be wrong."
Charles stood there, at her side, looking awkward, but saying nothing.
Jim shook his head, shock was benumbing his senses. "So, all of that talk of getting that nice, big house, of having children and dogs and stuff, that was all nothing more than bullshit, huh?"
She shook her head. "No, Jim. I meant every word of it. I'll be doing all of that, but just not with you, but with Charles."
It was that last honest, yet utterly callous remark that sealed the fate of their marriage. Jim looked toward Charles. He said: "You may be an officer, but you're no gentleman!"
He quickly walked away, leaving the two lovers in the midst of the bookstore, holding hands like teenagers. He heard someone say: "Poor bastard! I blame the owner of this bookshop! She introduced Rosie to her kid brother, Charlie! Fucking bitch should have known better!"
Jim heard no more as he stumbled out through the door and headed to his car.
Rosie collected some of her clothing later that evening and went to stay with her parents.
She did not speak to Jim. It was almost as if he no longer existed in her quirky little universe. He never spoke with her, again.
A couple of days later Rosie's father came to the house. He was awkward. He explained that, although Jim had done nothing wrong, that as her parents they would support their daughter in her choices in life.
"You were always a good husband to her, Jim. I can't deny that. I won't deny that. But you aren't what she wants, any longer. Charles will be our son in law from now on. You were a good son in law, we will miss you, but in order not to cause any stress or tension with Rosie, we don't feel we can keep in touch with you.
"However, we don't feel it would be right having you served in public, so we have arranged for the divorce papers to be held at the attorney's office. Here's their card."
With that, he shook Jim's hand as if her were a mere business acquaintance and not still his son in law.
"Fuck you, too, buddy!" muttered Jim, after he had closed the door behind his ex-father in law to be.
Jim collected the divorce papers -the filing was for irreconcilable differences- from Rosie's attorney and signed them straight away. He hadn't bothered to contact an attorney of his own, as the divorce proposed by Rosie was straight forward and, as far as he could see, bore no financial repercussions for him. They had both had their separate bank accounts and credit cards, and a small joint account which they each paid into to cover bill payments.
Rosie's lawyer said: "Look son, I know it's not my place to comment or pry, but, my family have been lawyers here in town for over 150 years. In fact my great-great-great-grandfather was the first lawyer, here in town, when he put his shingle up.
"Sometimes I love my job. But there are times, like now, when I don't like it so much. From what Rosie and her parents told me, though her parents did most of the talking and whilst I can't break a professional confidence, I think you have been treated very badly in this."
Tears began to form in his eyes and the attorney's secretary bustled over and hugged him, briefly. She gave him a box of tissues so that he could dry his eyes before he left their office.
The irony of the fact that Rosie's attorney and his secretary showed him more compassion and concern than Rosie or her parents had shown him was not lost on Jim.
Rosie's father arranged to collect the rest of Rosie's belongings whilst Jim was at work, one Monday afternoon. The fact they had left the wedding albums and some trinkets and gifts that Jim had given to Rosie rankled with Jim. He threw them into the trash.
This deceptively simple incident thrust Jim into a mild depression. He threw himself into his work and coped as best he could, without recourse to drugs, though his medication of choice was his trusty bottle of Maker's Mark.
He gave up the house when the lease came due a couple of months later and he began renting a small one bedroom furnished apartment not far from his office.
Three months later, they were no longer man and wife.
Jim poured his heart out to Angie Cook, his High School sweetheart and the woman who he exchanged virginity with after the High School senior prom. He and Angie had loved each other with a hot passionate love, but somehow before they had gone away to college, they'd sort of accidentally friend zoned each other and began dating other people.
Angie was on one of her rare visits back home. She worked for a company that provided American tutors for the children of diplomats and wealthy clients in overseas schools.
She heard his tail of woe and said: "Damn it, Jim! What the hell was Rosie thinking? I really thought better of her. But from what you said about her father's attitude, about Rosie's parents not being able to keep in touch with you after she got with Charles, I wonder if the problem was not Rosie's autism, but the way she was brought up? Sort of nurture, rather than nature?
"The fact that they cut you off after you being a part of their family for so long, married to their daughter, makes me wonder if their upbringing of Rosie might not have helped her to see cheating on you as being somehow acceptable?
"Maybe, and I hate to use this term, I really do, a 'normal' person would have realised that she was having a crush on Charles and would have been able to deal with it? Sadly, that was beyond Rosie. But it would have been nice if her parents could have guided her away from becoming an adulterer."
Jim nodded and said: "I wonder if they always planned something like this? Maybe I was just a starter husband for Rosie?"
Angie shook her head. "Don't think that, Jim! I doubt they could have been that cruel and calculating, they just failed to step up to the mark. They should have not encouraged Rosie in her childish crush. But they did. That was their bad mistake, Jim. You did nothing wrong. Just remember that!"
Before Angie disappeared again to yet another exotic foreign posting, she sorted Jim out, helped him model his new apartment and got him to cut down on the drinking.
They also talked about Angie's abortive marriage. Her husband had cheated on her on the wedding night, before it had been consummated, even, so the marriage was annulled, over almost before the ink on the certificate had dried.
And then, she was gone again, back to teaching kids in some exotic corner of the world.
And Jim got on with trying to make some sense out of his life.
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After his divorce, Jim spent a good deal of his time listening to the radio. His favourite broadcaster was a woman who had the sexiest voice that he had ever heard. She was on the popular 9 'til noon spot on WHOT and had by far the largest audience in the region.
He had fantasies about the voice on the radio, owned by KayCee Williams, but that was all. Jim didn't feel like dating, so when romance entered his life again, it came as something of a surprise.
The agency that he worked for was a small but highly successful boutique operation and they had pitched for, and won, the contract to work with for the town's radio station, WHOT.
They would write and edit the station's online magazine and blog, run their social media sites and write jingles and voice overs for a presenter to record.
And the voice they had chosen? KayCee Williams!
Jim and KayCee (for Katherine Charlotte she confided in him one day) worked together very well. They dined out a few times to get to know each other better and on one of these occasions the subject of their love lives came up.
Jim felt comfortable in the company of KayCee so it felt quite natural and safe for him to open up to her about his disastrous marriage to Rosie.
She listened patiently, only speaking to clarify any points that required it.
Eventually she said: "It sounds to me like she wasn't ready for marriage. I'm no expert, but maybe with her condition, she never will be ready for that level of commitment? Who knows? Maybe she'll cheat on her current husband, too?"
Jim shrugged and said: "It's funny, but I hadn't thought of that. Maybe she will? I hope she does! That'll teach the bastard not to go after married women!"
They dated for just over six months. Eventually, he plucked up the courage to have a serious talk with KayCee.
He explained that his bad experience with Rosie had left him somewhat gun shy. He wasn't certain that he had it in him to offer any woman the level of utter commitment that he had given to Rosie, only for her to toss it all back in his face.
KayCee looked thoughtful. She spoke with him at great length and eventually he nodded and smiled and kissed her lips, passionately. "I do love you, you know, KayCee? And soon I will prove it to you!"
Four days later, in their favourite restaurant, Jim went down on one knee and presented KayCee with a large diamond engagement ring, as he proposed to her.
In floods of joyous tears she accepted. The whole restaurant responded in applause and the management brought them out a glass of Champagne each, 'on the house.'
They apartments they were both renting were a little too cosy for two, so they decided to give up their leases and they rented a larger apartment in the same building were KayCee's apartment was.
Jim became a well known and popular face at the radio station. He would help with the cookouts, he launched KayCee's Fan Club and managed it for nothing, he would help out at the station fun days and pretty much ran the station's annual telethon events.
And they fucked like bunnies each and every occasion that they could.
Children? That subject was broached but they both decided that children was something to be considered in the future, because at the moment KayCee was more interested in concentrating on her career in radio. She had developed a strong desire to be in radio from the times when, as a little girl, she would listen to her late father's radio broadcasts.
Jim's career as a copywriter was also doing well. He was now the lead copywriter at the firm 'Write Now, the Stars,' which was owned by Dave Morris and his wife, Kathy.
The wedding was considered to be a family affair for the radio station. One of the broadcast staff was a part time minister of the Gospel, so station management asked if it would be OK for him to perform the wedding ceremony and for the station to broadcast it, live?
They both agreed and the wedding was not only broadcast live over the air, it was also live streamed on the stations' Youtube account.
Dave was the best man, Yolanda Brown, a friend of KayCee's from work was the bridesmaid and, as her father had died several years before, KayCee was given away by the station Manager, Bill Kingsley.
The wedding dress was a white/pearl creation that seemed to shimmer as she walked down the aisle.
The reception was at the restaurant where Jim had proposed and a great time was had by all, as they say.
They took to married life like the proverbial ducks to water.
A year later, someone at the corporate headquarters of the company that owned the radio station decided that a broadcaster of KayCee's undoubted calibre was being wasted in the small town station that currently employed her, so they made her an offer of the type that she'd have been mad to refuse.
They wanted her to move to a large metropolitan area 400 miles away. The package was to start at $500,000 a year, plus an apartment that the company would pay for.
She discussed the news with Jim. "Jim, what'll I do? I wasn't expecting to ever be earning that kind of money. And the fact that Dynamic Radio wants me to be the voice of one of their biggest stations outside San Francisco or New York City is a fantastic thing for me! I feel like I've arrived! Like my ship has come in and I have won the lottery all at the same time!"
Jim looked at her. "OK, so, you'd move to the city. Where does that leave us?"
She looked a him and a frown clouded her face momentarily. "Well, I'd leave the city on Friday lunchtime, get a flight to the airport and we'd spend the whole weekend together and I'd get a late flight on Sunday for my first show of the week, on Monday morning. How'd that work for you, honey?"
He shook his head. "I have a better idea. What if I move with you?"
She gasped. "What? But you love being a copywriter with Dave's outfit! You are willing give that up? For me?"
He looked at her, smiled and nodded, saying: "I'd give anything up for you. You do know that, right?"
She grabbed him and hugged him. "Oh, that's so great of you, Jim! You have made me the happiest woman in the world!"
When corporate HQ heard that Jim would be moving with his wife and their star turn, they thought that was a great PR opportunity. They used the fact that Jim would be moving with his wife to allow her to pursue her dream of being a top radio presenter to its full advantage.
Dave was sorry to see Jim go, but was very understanding. He asked Jim to do some freelance work for him and Jim, was happy to oblige. "And if you ever find your way back home," said Dave, there'll always be a job here for you."
The small office of the boutique copywriting agency gave Jim and KayCee a going away party and a present of a gift voucher for a well-known chain store.
The one thing that Jim owned that could cause a problem was his Motorhome. It was a monster. Based on a coach design, it had expandable pods at either side and had two bedrooms (one with a King sized mattress) convertible sofa beds in the lounge, a fridge freezer, cooker, microwave, dishwasher and washing machine in the kitchen and an integral automated vacuum cleaning system.
It had been ordered by a local businessman as a surprise present for his wife. What really came as a surprise was the fact that they were both subsequently jailed for 15 years each (a tax fraud scheme) so the government seized all of their assets, including the new, unused mnotorhome, and Jim, who'd always wanted one, was able to win it under a sealed bid auction.
His bid had been a derisory one, in effect, Cents on the Dollar, but due to what he could only think was a mistake by the government auctioneers, his bid was the successful one and he ended up owning one of the best and largest luxury motorhomes ever built in the world, let only the USA!
All of the belongings would go in a removal truck, KayCee would take a flight to meet up with the managers at her new station and Jim would drive his motohome the 400 miles, stopping off at a parking ground that was about half way.
It all worked splendidly, and there was even a large secure parking area at the back of the apartments where Jim could store his motorhome.
Almost immediately the decision to bring KayCee to the station paid dividends, as the listenership to the 8 'til 11 Morning slot grew by 25%, and kept on growing, week-by-week.
Jim became a sort of househusband. He looked after the apartment, but he also recorded each day's broadcast. He would listen back to it and make notes later on his Galaxy Tablet and share the analysis with KayCee. This was immensely helpful to her as Jim would spot trends well before the official monitoring reported anything, so KayCee was always at least one or two jumps ahead.
He was also earning a good salary by freelance writing for Dave and for several new local clients he had picked up.
Jim was also making himself useful in other ways, too. He shared cooking duties at radio station BBQs for staff and specially invited listeners and he ran KayCee's fan club, which was growing in numbers, which still included some members from the original club he had launched.
He also helped run the telethons at the new station, too.
Sometimes he would host dinner parties at the apartment which was mainly for colleagues from the station. One who stuck in his mind, if only due to his size, he was a shade over 6 foot and fairly well built, was Chuck, who was a broadcast engineer and also a part time radio presenter at the station.
Almost two years in to their time there, things began to get a little trying. KayCee began to suffer from migraine attacks. This was, he thought, due to the fact that she was having to put more hours in at work. She would sometimes arrive home as late as 5pm and she would be pale and looked washed out. Sometimes the migraines would make her vomit and Jim would solicitously massage her head and kiss her hair.
Of course, sex was becoming out of the question. After all, when your partner is busy throwing up, having sex is the last thing on anyone's minds!
This situation lasted for several months, but one morning, Jim was awoken by the sensation of his lovely wife sucking his cock to hardness.
He said nothing as she worked on him. She looked up at him, took her mouth from his glans, grinned, and said: "Guess what, honey? No headache!"
She kissed him passionately, their tongues entwined and Jim revelled in the thought of where her mouth had previously been...
"Jim! Please! Take me! Now!" He wasted no time and took her in the missionary position, with her legs draped over his shoulders. They came at the same time.
She immediately took his cock in her mouth again, his cock that was gooey and slick with their combined juices and she quickly brought him to hardness, again. This time she made him take her doggy style. And then, damn it, she got him hard again and straddled him, looking directly into his eyes as she fucked him for the third time.
They kissed and cuddled for a while until, with a display of reluctance, she disengaged herself and said: "Sorry, Jim! I still have to get to the studio in time for my broadcast! Gotta shower, after all, I don't want to stink up the whole station with what we did! Mind you, with it being Labor Day, there's only a skeleton crew on today! Maybe nobody would notice?"
He laughed and said: "Sure! I know what you mean! Look, I'll shower after you. I'll get some coffee brewing and get you some toast."
She kissed him on the lips before she left for work. "You'll be here at 4.30, right?" she asked him. He said he would. Then she left for work and after his shower, he got to work on the apartment. Bedding in the washing machine, floors vacuumed and he got himself another cup of coffee.
He was still smiling and his cock still felt a little raw from its early morning workout. He couldn't remember the last time they'd had sex that good. In fact, thinking about it, he couldn't actually remember the last time they'd had sex of any kind. He hoped this morning's session was a sample of what was to come.
***
The owners of the radio station had decided that, with the extra income generated by the vast increase in the mid-morning show and other scheduling changes that the station deserved to have some money spent on it.
They added a new audio processing unit to the feed to the transmitter to boost the quality of the signal and they had a new Central Control Unit, which was basically a computer operated desk that 'flew' the station.
Although it had worked well during the trials, the chief engineer of the station, Don McLure, a bluff no nonsense Scotsman who had lived much of his life in the USA, was not entirely sure about it. The mixer desk in the main studio had been replaced with something that would not have looked out of place on the set of the old Star Trek: Voyager TV show, with virtual reality sliders and faders, images on a black glass screen, rather than the ones on the older desk that it had replaced, which used physical controls.
Don preferred real, physical sliders, and real physical rotary knobs. He had smiled at that. Perhaps he was just getting a little too old for these technological advances?
It was just after 11am later that morning and KayCee and her radio programme sidekick and best buddy Claire Kitson had just finished another one of their highly successful mid-morning shows. The news bulletin from their Washington-based all news affiliate had just finished and it was now time to go over to a syndicated show called 'The Hollywood Housewife.'
It was supposed to be the musings of an 'ordinary' housewife who lived in Hollywood, who would offer her thoughts on the doings of her celebrity neighbours. It was all nonsense, as it was actually broadcast from the home studio of a woman who lived in Hoboken, New Jersey. But it was a very popular show and had the knack of, somehow, being more real than the celebrity gossip shows that really did come out of Hollywood, USA!
Don sampled the first minute of the broadcast and then headed for the restroom. He had eaten out with some of the guys from the station the evening before and his stomach was playing up.
Almost as soon as Don left the studio and the door noiselessly shut, the CCU failed. There were several seconds of dead air. Back at home Jim thought: "Shit! This can't be good! I'd best phone the private line to Don and let him know what's happening!"
But the line to the station wasn't working.
From the radio there came a series of staccato electronic bleeps like an old style dial-up modem and the CCU found what it had been seeking, an audio signal to transmit.
Claire: "Well, that broadcast went well, huh, KayCee?"
KayCee: "It certainly did! I think everyone will be pleased about that one!"
Claire: "Are you really going to go through with it?"
KayCee: "Go through with what?"
Claire: "Telling your husband Jim that you are going to divorce him?"
KayCee: "Yes. I asked him this morning to make sure he is at home at 4.30 this afternoon. Then, well, then, I have to tell my poor, unsuspecting husband that I want a divorce from him. I won't tell Jim this, but Chuck has said that as soon as my divorce is through, he'll propose to me!"
Claire: "Well, are you going to tell him you have been having an affair with Chuck for the past three months?"
KayCee: "Oh, my god, no! Of course not! Knowing I want a divorce from him will be enough of a kick in the guts for Jim. He doesn't deserve the added heartbreak of knowing I was cheating on him!"
Claire: "So, you're not going to be honest with him?"
KayCee: "Not if I know that too much 'honesty' would hurt him."
Claire: "What are you going to tell him?"
KayCee: "I'll tell him that we have grown apart, that although I still love him very much, that I am no longer in love with him. That I need time and space to find myself, that sort of stuff."
Claire: (Laughing) "So, you ARE going to lie to him?"
KayCee: "Well, yes, but you make it sound like that's a bad thing! And it isn't. Well, not in this case, as I just don't want Jim to feel bad about himself. If he knows I have taken a lover, he'll think that he isn't man enough and that'd hurt him."
Claire: "Well, if he were man enough, you wouldn't have cheated on him, would you?"
KayCee: Well, I guess not."
Claire: "So... is Jim a wimp?"
KayCee: "God, no! He's nowhere near a wimp. It's just that I found out how good Chuck is in bed and, well, what started out as just sex has grown into a full-blooded love affair."
Claire: "So, there's no place in your life for Jim any more?"
KayCee: "No. Sadly, there isn't. Jim would never accept being a cuckold and I'd never want him to be one. So with my feelings for Chuck so powerful, I'm sorry to say there's no place in my life for Jim, any longer."
Claire: "So, you have no feelings for Jim at all, now? Gee, that's too bad."
KayCee: "That's not true, Claire. I DO still have feelings for Jim. And pretty strong ones at that. It's just they're not enough any more, not enough to make me give up seeing Chuck."
Claire: "You going to throw Jim out tonight?"
KayCee? "Now, why would I do that, Claire? I can't be that cruel. I won't be that cruel! Not to... to my... to the man who is still my husband, at the moment.
"By the way, the divorce papers are waiting in the top drawer of my desk at home. I have even placed Post-it notes on the sections he needs to sign. Just to make it easier for him."
Claire: "What if he doesn't want to sign? What if he suggests counselling, instead?"
KayCee: Yes, counselling is the kind of sensible idea he'd suggest. If he suggests it, I'd fake going along with it, pretend to be counselled and then still ask him for a divorce after the 'counselling' is over."
Claire: "What do you want to happen to Jim?"
KayCee: I hope he can move on, find someone else and have a happy life with that someone else. I really do want him to be happy, you know."
Claire: "Just not with you, huh?"
KayCee: "Pretty much, yeah."
Claire: "How will he do in the divorce?"
KayCee: "Quite well, actually. I don't intend for him to become homeless and poor. I can't forget that so I could pursue my dream career, he gave up his own career for me. So under the divorce settlement I worked out with my lawyer, I will allow Jim to stay in the second bedroom of the apartment until he can find himself a job and a place to live for himself.
"And so as he will not lose out financially, I'll give him a one off lump sum payment of $100,000. That should tide him over until he can get a job and an apartment."
Claire: "Didn't you tell me that his first wife cheated on him?"
KayCee: "Ouch! Yeah, that's actually the thing about this I'm most uncomfortable with. The fact he was cheated on by his first wife."
Claire: "Won't that make him feel like a two-time loser?" Someone who can't keep his woman?"
KayCee: "Oh, shit! I hope not!"
Claire: "How will you handle the affair with Chuck whilst you are allowing Jim to live in your second bedroom?"
KayCee: "I'll be as discrete as I can. I won't bring Chuck back there. I certainly don't intend to rub Jim's nose in it. Eventually I might sort of let it slip to Jim that I have got over it enough to start dating. Maybe that would help to encourage Jim to start dating again?"
Claire: If he wants to date again. Maybe he'll decide to live by himself, instead?"
KayCee: "Christ! That'd be such a waste. He's a good catch, for the right woman. I guess I'm just not the right woman for him. At least, not any longer."
Claire: "What's it like? I mean having sex with your lover and your husband? Have you ever taken a load of Chuck's cum home for Jim?"
KayCee: "Claire! That's just NOT funny! I'd never do that to Jim! The truth is that not long after my affair with Chuck got physical, I stopped having sex with Jim. It was as if I were cheating on Chuck, whenever I had sex with Jim.



"So poor Jim got cut off. I told him I was getting migraines. And he... he was so kind and solicitous to me that it made me feel really bad about what I was doing. In fact, I got so stressed out I really did start to get some genuine migraines."
Claire: "That's just so messed up!"
KayCee: "It's even more messed up than that, Claire. This morning I woke Jim up by sucking on his cock, then I fucked him really, really hard for about an hour. Three times in all! I guess he must have thought all his birthdays had come at once! He got me off at least three times, too."
Claire: "I don't understand? Why did you do that if you are dropping the hammer on him this afternoon?"
KayCee: "I wish you wouldn't use that term! It makes it sound as if I'm deliberately setting out to hurt Jim. Nothing could be further from the truth, though I know full well he will be hurting. And at my hand, too! We haven't had sex in three months.
"I guessed that when we break up, he isn't going to get any sex for months at best or, at worst, for several years, as I know my Jim, he isn't one for one night stands. So I fucked him today so he'd have a nice, sexy memory of out last time together."
Claire: "Jeez! That's a mixture of the romantic and the sick, all at the same time."
***
Don walked back into the main studio and realised immediately that something was wrong. Normally the lights of the telephone system would be flashing. There wasn't one light. Strange. He touched the board and immediately noticed that it was dead.
He realised that the monitoring system that should be relaying the on-air content throughout the building wasn't working. He grabbed a small and battered portable radio from its place on the shelf behind the mixer desk. This was his emergency on-air monitor. It had come with him from BBC Radio Scotland where had had began his career many years before.
What he heard coming from the tiny speaker made him gasp with incredulity. "Aw, shite, girls," he muttered under his breath. He immediately had a pretty good idea what had happened. The brand new, million Dollar wonder machine had gone down.
He hit the reset button, but it didn't work! He immediately pulled his cellphone out and hit the speed dial for the transmitter site that was a couple of miles away.
"Miles! We have a major SNAFU, here! You need to kill the feed from the studio and go over the the emergency broadcast program unit. Put it on as soon as you can, if not sooner!"
He knew that Miles, the duty transmitter engineer, would take a few minutes to switch over to the old-fashioned 8 Track cartridge system that held an hour of emergency broadcast materials. Basically it was just a collection of by now badly outdated tunes interspersed with announcements every-so-often.
Meanwhile Don hurried through the near-deserted station to KayCee's studio. When he arrived he jerked to door open and pointed to the two women, then with his right hand he made the classic: "kill the broadcast" gesture of a hand slice to the throat.
Claire immediately reached over and turned off the microphone.
Claire looked at him. "How... how much of what we said was broadcast?"
Don shook his head. "I have no way of knowing until I review the log tapes that we record for the FCC. But you both could be in a lot of trouble with management. I'm going to put a call in to Keith Sullivan, our general manager to put him in the picture."
KayCee looked sickly. "Oh, God! I just thought! Jim always listens to my show and tapes it. I hope he didn't hear what we were just talking about!"
Don glanced at her. He felt angry at her. He hadn't heard all of the accidental broadcast. Just enough to get a flavour of it.
KayCee took her cellphone from her bag and dialled Jim's number.
Jim had listened to the impromptu broadcast with a mixture of incredulity and rage. He could not recall ever having felt so angry in his life!
It was curious. He could actually feel the white heat of his anger burning away, layer by layer, the love that he had felt for KayCee.
"Fucking bitch!" he had shouted. "How the fuck could you cheat on me?"
He wondered if it could have been a sick prank? What would he find in the top drawer of her desk? A note saying: 'Got you?'
He wrenched the drawer open and there they where. The divorce papers.
Then his phone rang. He looked at the phone, saw it was KayCee. He was about to ignore it when a brilliant plan came, fully formed, into his mind.
He answered it and deliberately made himself sound sleepy. "Hi, honey? You OK? Your broadcast went well?"
"Didn't you hear it?" she asked, a tinge of anxiety in her voice.
"Oh, sorry baby, I didn't. After you went to work I must have fallen asleep again. You wore me out!" He gave a convincing yawn. "Fact is, your call woke me up. I'll get a shower then get on with some work. You'll be here at 4.30, yeah?"
"Sorry to wake you, Jim, honey. Yes, I'll see you at 4.30 this afternoon."
They said their goodbyes and Jim's plan began to come into action.
She would arrive at 4.30pm. It was now just before 11.30am, so he had five hours in which to get it all together.
First, he went out into the back yard. He filled all of the water tanks of his motorhome and plugged the Swedish-made charger in to make sure all the batteries were full charged. He put it on the boost setting.
Then he began taking all the belongings he wanted to take with him down to the motorhome. He took his clothing out one drawer at a time and soon had the clothing stashed in the drawers under the King sized bed.
Next his electronic gear including his main computer, his laptop, his iPad, his Kindle, the various tools of his writer's career, some mementos of his late parents, his framed degree and several other odds and ends, including his collection of spirits from round the world. He stashed those safely as he would have a long drive ahead of him.
It was funny but he hadn't seemed to have amassed much as a married man. Maybe that told him something?
He sat in the motorhome and used his iPad to access the US Postal Service and set up a mail redirect service C/O his old employer, Dave. He'd clear it with Dave, later. He also took his name off the one joint account he and KayCee had.
One last look around the apartment, then he closed the door behind him. He had left his keys on the table in the kitchen, along with his wedding ring.
His first stop was to fuel up his motorhome with enough fuel for the journey.
Next stop? He caused something of a stir by parking his behemoth of a vehicle outside the lawyer that KayCee was using.
In reception he told the woman behind the counter who he was and that he had come to see the lawyer working for KayCee Williams and that he had the divorce paperwork ready for them.
After a few minutes a tall, thin man with a thick head of dark hair came to see him. They shook hands. "Please follow me, Mr Scott. We don't normally meet the spouse of our client like this, so this is a new experience for me!"
In a ground floor conference room Jim pointed to some points in the settlement that he did not agree to. The lawyer frowned, asked him if he was sure. Jim was implacable and after a brief discussion, the lawyer agreed to have a new version of the divorce papers printed.
Jim read through them, nodded his agreement to the terms and signed them.
He shook hands with the lawyer and was soon driving his motorhome heading out of the greater metro area, on the freeway, heading home. But in reality, he had no home...
By 4pm he had driven nearly 200 miles, so he was almost halfway to his destination. He left the freeway, following a sign to a parking and picnic area. Fortunately there was enough space for his motorhome.
He parked and he waited for 4.30 to arrive.
***
At just before 4.30pm, KayCee and Claire arrived at the apartment.
"He'll be here," said KayCee. "You can rely on that. Jim's so reliable."
Claire gave her a strange look, and shook her head.
When KayCee realised that Jim wasn't there, that he had already left her she wailed out: "So he must have heard the broadcast! He... lied to me?"
Claire shot her a withering look. "Fucks sake, KayCee! He lied to you? Get over it, huh? He lied once, you fucked around on him for three months. Grow up!"
"But what shall I do?" she replied.
"Call him. Now!" With your fucking phone!"
"But what if he doesn't answer?"
"If you don't call him, you'll never know!"
To her shock and, if she were honest with herself, fear, he answered on the first ring.
"Yes? What?"
So abrupt, so cold. But then, what the fuck could she have expected?
"It's me, honey. Your... wife... KayCee."
"Oh, yes. I used to have one of those. A wife. Haven't any longer. Talk to me."
"I didn't want it to end like this, Jim. I truly didn't."
"That's the difference between us, KayCee. You didn't want it to end like this and I didn't want it to end at all! So, neither of us really got what we wanted. Life's a fucking bitch like that. So, tell me. What do you want from me?"
"I just want you to be able to get past this, and to have a good, happy life, Jim."
"Really? You want me to meet someone else, get married, have children and live happily ever after?"
"Yes, Jim. I want for both of us to be happy, going forward. Me with Chuck and you with your new lady, whoever she might turn out to be. I really do want that for you. Maybe when it's all settled down, you and your new love and Chuck and I could get together for dinner, and stuff like that?"
"Fuck that shit, you crazy bitch!"
"Jim! Don't talk to me that way!"
"Look, you phoned me. Id just as rather not be talking with you as talking to you. So stop with the shit, OK?
"You want me to be happy? To meet someone else? I haven't dated in years, so with my heart breaking from what you did, I'll have to go out to singles bars and night clubs filled with nutty women who are desperate for a sap to be a father to their fucking brats?
"Or maybe join a dating site and end up with some psycho bitch putting an icepick through my fucking eye because I remind her of an ex?
"I'm not interested, KayCee! Is that the future you have mapped out for me? Trawling through the broken, the bewildered and the mad, just to get my rocks off in the hope of finding someone who could replace you?
"To be honest, KayCee, I'd rather live alone for the next 40 years than live like that in the short term!"
The next person who spoke was Claire. "Jim, this is Claire. Look... things don't have to be like that. Hopefully, you might meet someone nice, someone who you want to spend the rest of your life with."
"Well, Claire, what if I did that? It won't make a blind bit of difference. My thinking is all over the fucking place. What if I did meet that special someone? Someone I'd want to spend the rest of my life with? I did that before, twice, and guess what, Claire? Both times they cheated on me and broke my fucking heart!"
He paused before continuing. "Claire, what if it wasn't Rosie or KayCee's fault? What if I am useless in bed? What if I am so rotten a person that people have such little respect for me that they just can't help cheating on me? What if their cheating is my fault?"
Jim heard KayCee quietly sobbing, as he heard Claire gasp before she spoke to him, again. "Oh, you poor, poor soul! You mustn't think that way! That's not right, it's not your fault! Please believe me! I'm your friend.?"
"But are you my friend, Claire? You knew about KayCee's affair, but you never told me a thing about it. Not even a hint, not even a warning. Nothing."
There was a catch in Claire's voice when she replied: "You're right, Jim. I was a crappy friend to you. I'm sorry about that."
"Oh, yeah, KayCee, I expect the main reason for your call was to ask me about the divorce papers. You'll have noticed that they aren't in the drawer.
"That's because I signed them and took them to your lawyer's office. However, there were two points in the papers that I didn't like. For example, I don't intend to spend my nights in the second bedroom crying into my pillow whilst I listen to you fucking Chuck in what used to be the bed I shared with you.
"Also, the $100,000 alimony, I don't think..." KayCee interrupted him. "That's OK, Jim, honey. I will increase it to whatever you think is reasonable."
"That's not what I mean. What I mean is that I asked your lawyer to take the amount of alimony to zero. I don't want any of your money, KayCee. Not one red cent!"
That news shocked KayCee. "But... Jim... that means I can't do anything to put the situation right! I can't fix it!"
"It's beyond fixing, KayCee," replied Jim. "You wanted to give me alimony to assuage your guilt. That's not acceptable to me. You thought you could buy me off. What? We've been together all of these years and you misread me so fucking much? That hurts, KayCee. It really does!"
I'm so sorry, Jim. I am sorry that it got like this."
"KayCee, I only hope your relationship with Chuck lasts. Because if it doesn't, that means you'll have broken my heart for nothing!
"KayCee, you made a very important, special promise to me. And you broke it. You broke your word to me."
"Oh, Jim, honey. I know. Those wedding vows were an important promise and I..."
"Fuck!" Shouted Jim. "You don't even remember the special promise you made. Good call about you breaking your wedding vows. But that wasn't what I was thinking about. Do you remember the special promise you made to me? The one you swore on your grandmother's grave?"
KayCee let out an animalastic sound of torment. "Oh, God! Oh my God! Oh, Jim! I am so.... there's nothing I can say or do to to fix that, is there? I promised you I'd never cheat on you like Rosie did, I even swore it on my grandma's grave and in the end, I cheated on you worse than Rosie ever did! You must think I'm a real piece of shit!"
Jim, ignored her remark, as another thought came to him and added to the fiery rage that was burning through his mind. "You cut me off from sex, because you thought having sex with me was cheating on your lover? That's just fucking sick! And then you give me the going away present of a shitty pity fuck? And we fucked bareback, so when I do get back home I gotta get myself checked out for HIV and ST-fucking Ds! Thanks a bunch, you stupid fuck! That's it, bitch! This fucking conversation is over!"
Jim disconnected his phone. The talking was done.
Trembling, he downed a glass of water, stashed the glass away and after waiting until his rage had abated, re-started his journey home.
He put a call through to Dave. He'd emailed Dave the evening before, the evening before it had all gone to shit. He'd sent four finished articles over.
He knew Dave had kept him busy with a steady stream of work and that he had promised that a job as a copywriter would always be open for him, well, now was the time to see if hew could come through for him.
"Hi, Jim!" Dave sounded pleased to hear him. Always a good sign, Jim thought, when someone wants to speak with you. "How are things with you and the lovely KayCee?"
"Hi, Dave. Hope you and Kathy are doing OK. Look, the thing is, things between me and KayCee have gone to hell. She was cheating on me with someone from her work and she accidentally made a live broadcast boasting about how she was going to dump me. Bitch even had the divorce papers ready!"
"Jesus, Jim! That's just so fucked up! Look, dude, do you want a place to stay for a couple of days?"
"Dave, please, that's be great. I need to ask a favour of you. Do you still have the secure yard at the back of your building empty? Can I have my mail redirected to your address? And is that promise of a job still good?"
"For you my man, yes to all three questions. But why'd you need the yard?"
Despite himself, Jim laughed. "I have a huge motorhome and I'm currently driving home in it and I'd like a safe place to park it in so I can live in it."
"Sure, that sounds neat, Jim! When will you get here?"
"I figure to get there at about 9.30pm this evening."
"Great! Kathy and me will come visit with you and bring some beers!"
He arrived a little before 10pm after getting delayed in a traffic snarl-up. Kathy and Dave joined Jim in the eye-popping opulence of the motorhome's lounge, drank the beer and talked long into the night.
"Jim," said Kathy, "To say I am really disappointed in KayCee is a real understatement. We'll be here for you, OK?"
After they left, Jim tried to sleep. Eventually he gave up and took a good slug of Maker's Mark. Which helped, somewhat.
***
Earlier that evening KayCee had received an ominous text message telling her that she -and Claire- had both been suspended from broadcasting, but that, pending the results of an investigation, they would be receiving their normal salaries.
However, the general manager, Keith Sullivan, wanted to see everyone concerned at the station the next day at noon.
The situation had become somewhat more difficult as the impromptu broadcast had been recorded and had gone viral on the Internet on Youtube, Facebook and a variety of other social media sites. The FCC had asked for a copy of the log tapes to be sent to them for their investigation.
There was an accidental gathering of the main protagonists in the lobby, Keith Sullivan, KayCee and Claire and Don McClure and Chuck who was stood glowering on the bottom steps of the staircase from the lobby. With his beard and his biker clothing and his cultivated mean expression he thought he looked menacing and manly, but in reality he just looked as if someone had broken a particularly sulphurous fart under his nose.
Keith said: "Jesus! What a mess! Stupid enough to fuck each other, and dumb enough to broadcast the evidence! The FCC will be after us, more than likely. They'll want to establish if this is a fix to get better Nielson ratings or a real, genuine broadcasting fiasco! We need to continue this discussion in my office..."
Before he could say any more, a whirling force of nature crashed its way through the door from the street.
She was short, well-built, almost Hobbit-like in stature but she was remarkably pretty about the face.
She look round the room and spied her target who cringed from her. "Cadfael!" she shouted at Chuck. "You cheating, no good piece of trash! I heard your name on the broadcast when it was put up on Youtube and I thought: "If that bastard Cadfael is cheating on me and the girls again, I'll divorce him!"
"Now, look, Sally, I... it's not what you think... I..."
KayCee shouted: "You... You absolute fucking bastard, Chuck! You proposed to me and told me to divorce Jim, so we could get married. And you have a wife and children? How could you do this to me? Oh, Jesus! Poor Jim! I divorced the sweetest, kindness man I ever knew and it was all for nothing!"
Sally looked at her husband as he walked down the stairs into the lobby. His eyes flashed and he made as if to strike her. Suddenly she gave him two blows to the chin, first left fist, then right, forcing him to collapse to the floor of the lobby.
He groaned. "You saw that! She hit me. I'm gonna call the cops on her!"
Keith looked at him with disgust and said, sneeringly, "What I saw... 'Cadfael'... was some piece of shit trying to punch his wife who had to react in self-defence. That's what I saw. And I think we see the lie behind your bad boy persona, now, don't we? Anyway, what's with the weird name... Chuckie, baby?"
Chuck/Cadfael glowered as he stumbled to his feet. Sally said: "His mother was a fan of some English writer who wrote about a monk in the olden days. It was like an historical version of CSI, with a religious link thrown in. Cadfael was a Welsh monk living in England. Apparently he prefers the name Chuck. Though I think adulterous asshole fits him so much better, don't you?



"Years ago, he hit me. He promised me he'd never do it again, but I decided to take self-defence classes. And I'm glad I did!"
Keith said: "As for KayCee and Claire, the jury's still out. But as far as you go, 'Chuck' the way you tried to attack your wife, really turned my fucking stomach. You're history. I am sacking you, so get the hell out of this building. Any of your belongings will be forwarded to you."
In bad grace Chuck/Cadfael stomped out of the building.
The meeting between Keith, KayCee, Claire and Don was somewhat anticlimactic. It was decided that being suspended from work for a week (but with pay) would be sufficient punishment for what had, after all, been an accidental indiscretion.
Don face no censure. In fact, he was commended by Keith for reacting how he had to the incident. However, the corporate HQ had decided to sue the manufactures of the new piece of equipment as they no longer had confidence in it.
***
Two days later Jim was seeing the doctor who he had seen the last few years before he had left for the big city. Dr Jane Bonner was a fine figure of a woman and was about the same age as Jim.
She heard his tale of heartbreak with mounting concern. Jim seemed like a powder keg, about to explode. Although he was hiding it, it was clear to Jane that he was very angry. Very angry indeed.
She took samples of blood and, wearing rubber gloves, took a swab from the inside of his penis.
He gave an involuntary grunt of pain. "Sorry, Jim. Just try to relax a little.
"With modern methods I can have these test processed by the end of the day. I'll test for all STDs and HIV, too. Come back here at 3.30pm, please?"
He shook hands with her and went back to work. He was able to work fairly well. An ability to compartmentalise can be handy at times, he mused.
Just before 3.30pm he returned to the doctor's office. Once inside, she made him sit down. She looked concerned. "There's some good news and some not so good news, Jim. It seems the last time you had sex with your ex-wife-to-be, she left you with a little present. You are clear of HIV, but you do have a sexually transmitted disease, Chlamydia. It's easily treated, but we'll need to tell every one of your sex partners. Or in your case, just your wife."
"Oh, shit, Jane! That just takes the whole thing to a new level!"
Jane looked at him. "Jim, the medicine you need is easily obtainable. In fact, I have a free sample from a drugs company I can let you have. But I am worried. Your wife's betrayal has left you so angry that even without checking your blood pressure I knew it was high from the redness of your face."
She checked his blood pressure. "Damn it, Jim!" she exclaimed. "Your blood pressure is in going to have a stroke territory! I'm going to prescribe something for this. Also, and I can hardly say I am surprised at this, you are so very, very angry. I have trained in medical hypnosis and I would like to hypnotise you to see if I can help you work your way through your rage?"
Jim shrugged. "Sure. That'd be fine. When can you do it?"
"You're my last patient for today, so let's do it now, OK?"
After the session was over, Jane felt emotionally drained herself.
"Jim, I am so sorry about all the shit that's happened to you. All the anger that's raging and boiling within you. To find that the two women you married have both cheated on you, that's too much for a person to cope with, without expert help. Your anger to both women is understandable."
Jim interjected: "My anger to both women? I don't recall being especially angry with Rosie. Oh, yeah, I was upset, but..."
"That's just where you're wrong, Jim! But in the case of the anger that you felt for Rosie you suppressed it so well that as far as you could recall you'd really felt no anger toward her. But you did.
"But it's fair to say your anger against KayCee is far and above the anger you felt for Rosie. And it's hardly surprising as her betrayal of her wedding vows and her special promise was far worse than that of Rosie, at least that's what you told me when you were hypnotised."
Jane paused and looked at him. "Have you being eating, Jim?"
He shook his head. "Not really. No. Look, this is awkward, but every time I think of eating I see an image of KayCee going down on me, of her sucking my cock which was covered in my cum and her juices and I feel sick to my stomach, literally.
"I mean... she'd never done that for me, ever! Was that something she did for her lover that she decided to do for me that last time? The thought of her having sucked his cock, then, me and her... it hurts me, damn it! I can't deal with it!"
Jane shrugged. "Can't see why you should have to, to be honest.
"From what you have told me, plus what I learned from your hypnosis session, you are suffering from PTSD. I'll prescribe something for that. It's not a magic cure all, it'll take time, but it will help. Meanwhile, try meal replacement shakes to help keep your protein, vitamin and mineral levels up."
A week later and KayCee and Claire were back on the air again.
"This is KayCee and Claire on the KayCee and Claire Mid-Morning Show, broadcasting to the Greater Metro area on FM and to the world via the Internet."
She paused and it was clear from her voice that she was troubled. "Folks, for those who heard my accidental broadcast last week after my regular show was over, when I outed myself as an adulterous cheating bitch, I can only apologise.
"However, it's not you good, kind folks who sent my messages of sympathy or those who attacked me I am thinking about, it's my poor, dear ex-husband to be, Jim Scott that I am thinking about. And for those few of you who wrote me criticising Jim, you were wrong. Very wrong! Jim was, and is, a good, kind and loving man. I cheated on him. He never deserved it. And I can only apologise for giving him the STD of chlamydia. I know it could have been worse, but what I did was bad enough.
"I am not going to go over old ground, but it's sufficient to say that Jim had been cheated on before and here was I, his supposed loving, faithful wife, cheating on him. And I had no excuse. None whatsoever!
"I thought I could have my cake and eat it. Have an affair for sex and have my husband for love. Let me tell you folks, you may think that you can do this. But you can't. Not really. Eventually, you'll be like me, you'll break the heart of the one you claim to love. And all I can say is I am thankful that we don't have children as my affair would have hurt them just as much.
"I am going to have counselling. But not the wishy-washy 'now, how does that make you feel?' 'can I relieve you of some of your burden of guilt?' counselling. I am going to have some real counselling that will help me work out how I can make sure I don't screw up my life so badly in the future.
"At the moment all I can do is apologise to Jim for the great wrong I did to him. I hope he can find someone who'll treat him a whole lot better than I did.
"I also I want to apologise to Sally, the wife of my former lover Cadfael or Chuck Benton. Sally and I are becoming if not close buddies, at least friendly as she is helping me see what a lowlife Chuck is, and how I really did lose everything that I valued. Ome more thing before I let Claire have her turn at the microphone... Dad, I am so very sorry I let you down."
Claire said: "I'm sorry, Jim. You thought I was your friend and I thought I was your friend. Clearly we were both mistaken. I was no friend to you. I should have stopped the affair, but I didn't. Sorry, Jim."
Needless to say that segment of the show also went viral via the social media channels and was picked apart by talk show hosts from all around the USA. It even made the BBC over in England.
Jim heard it as an MP3 file that Claire had sent to him. Claire had also asked if she and KayCee could meet with Jim?
It left him feeling ambivalent. The continuing sessions of hypnotherapy were helping him and he asked Jane if he should meet up with them?
"It's entirely up to you. But if you do, here's a word of advice. Don't you go to them, make them come to you!"
And that's what Jim did. He arranged to meet at the offices of Write Now, the Stars. They used the conference room.
KayCee and Claire looked nervous. KayCee was the first to speak. She had thought long and hard about what she was going to say to Jim, but the sight of him changed all of what she had blocked out in her mind. "Oh, Jim! You... oh, honey! You look ill! Have you been looking after yourself? Have you been eating?"
Jim shook his head. "It's early days yet, KayCee. I am on medication and seeing the doctor for treatment. As for eating, I have to admit that I'm not doing much of that."
Why?" said KayCee, sounding distressed. It made Jim feel like a shit, but he was pleased to hear the distress in her voice.
"Because of that last time we fucked, when you gave me the STD. You got me hard by sucking on my cock, even though it was filthy with our combined juices. You'd never done that before. So... my question is why? Why did you do it?"
KayCee said: "And you are wondering if I did that for Chuck first, then brought that idea home for you? I can honestly say I never did that for Chuck. As for why I did it for you that morning? I was desperate for your cock and I realised sucking it would get you erect that much faster. And it worked. You did. I wish I'd thought to do it for you before, so you would not get the suspicion that I had done it for someone else before I did it for you."
He nodded his head. "OK, KayCee, thank you for explaining that. It's helped."
He looked toward Claire and addressed her. "Why are you here, Claire?"
"To give moral support to KayCee. And to again, apologise to you. I was a fucking lousy, no good friend to you." She started to tear up and couldn't continue. She left the room, sobbing.
KayCee continued to speak: "Jim, I'm sorry I allowed Chuck to work his way into my life. It took him several months of effort until I succumbed to his charms."
"What was it about him, KayCee? Does he have a bigger cock than me? Is he a better lover than me?"
She shook her head. "He could give me multiple orgasms every time we were together. He had such tremendous staying power. I thought it was some natural gift he had, least, that's what he told me. His wife Sally put me right on that. It turned out he had some special delaying cream that he applied, it allowed him to remain hard for ages and to delay his orgasm. So he tricked me, really. But that doesn't excuse what I did to you. Not at all! And you were the perfect lover for me. And I ruined it all. And I am so, so sorry about giving you an STD.
"Chuck encouraged me to divorce you so that he could marry me. But after the broadcast went viral on the web, his wife Sally turned up at the studio, unannounced! So, when he proposed to me on the understanding he'd marry me after I divorced you were a lot of bull! I feel so freakin' stupid!"
They talked a while longer and then the two women took their leave. They hugged him, and each planted a chaste kiss on his cheek by way of a token of parting.
Perhaps the talk with KayCee had put his mind at rest? Jim's appetite had returned so he celebrated with a Big Mac meal and a large strawberry shake, which he ate at his desk.
"Glad to see you have your appetite back, Jim. Did your meeting with KayCee go well?" said Dave.
"Thanks, Dave. Yes, it did. We cleared the air, a little."
Any chance of a reconciliation?"
"No. None whatsoever. I might forgive her, but I could never give her another chance to hurt me again."
***
Jim settled into a new normal, living in the motorhome and commuting the several paces to the office every morning to write whatever stuff he was called upon to write.
One morning he awoke from a dream, which had featured his first love, Angie Cook.
He knew he should have told Angie about what had happened between him and KayCee, but he hadn't had it in him to report back to her that he'd been cheated on, again.
But this time he took the bull by the horns and composed a short email to Angie, outlining the latest shit in his life.
To his surprise he received a phone call from her a few minutes later.
"Jim? Oh, Jim! What am I to do with you? Getting cheated on by your second wife? That's horrible! Actually, I was going to call you today as I was going to invite you and Kay-Y, sorry, KayCee, out to lunch this afternoon. But if you aren't together any more, a repas pour trois will become a repas pour deux, instead. Anyway, I never did like that bitch!"
Jim laughed at her joke. It was typical Angie and it was good she was on form.
"Glad I can still make you smile, Jim! I'm back in the States and I was going to get a flight to the Greater Metro Airport, meet up with you and KayCee for a meal and then catch another flight home. All I'll do is get my tickets switched to a through flight. My plane gets in at 2pm, so I'll see you at 4pm at George's Place, OK? If you get there first, grab a table, if I get there first, I'll grab a table."
They both arrived at a minute before time and a delighted George himself escorted them to a table.
"See?" whispered Jim. Even George thinks we should be together!"
Jim was intrigued by the expression on Angie's face. Not worry, so what, then?
They ordered steaks (with baked potato for Jim and English pub style fries for Angie, a throwback to her time teaching in England) and a bottle of sparkling rose.
They ate and drank in relative silence. They paid their bill, promised George (an old friend from High School) that they'd definitely be back and they went for a walk, arm-in-arm.
They arrived, eventually, at their town's park. For a town of its fairly modest size, the park was a large one. Their seat was still there, all those years later.
They sat and they talked. Jim told Angie all the gory details of the acrimonious split with KayCee, about the accidental on air outing by KayCee of herself.
Angie then told Jim about her annulled marriage to a high flying lawyer called Wilson Kirkham. How she had caught him screwing the chambermaid who had been sent to turn the bed down in the honeymoon suite.
"I hadn't even had time to unpack my suitcase, so I grabbed it and got the fuck out of there!"
"So, when are you disappearing off to your next overseas assignment?" asked Jim.
Angie shook her head. "I'm not. There's only so much teaching of random army brats in various locations around the world that a body can take. And I reached my limit a couple of years back, to be honest. The gilt is well and truly off the gingerbread!"
Angie got a job working for a software house specialising in educational software and they began a routine of evening and weekend meet ups either in her small apartment or Jim's motorhome and drinking wine, eating snackfood and talking.
They talked about their idiot, errant spouses about other ships that passed in the night and eventually they talked about how and why they, Angie and Jim, had split up.
And whilst it was easy to at least conjure up some reasonable explanations as to why their spouses had cheated on them, Angie and Jim were really clueless about the whys and whathaveyous behind their split up all those years before.
Eventually, after several weeks of dating, they decided that, as they had taken each other's cherries all those years ago that they really might as well make their relationship physical. "After all," said Angie, "We are both now testing clear for STDs, so as I'm on the pill, let's go for it!"
"Jeez, girl!" chortled Jim. "With an offer like that, how an I possibly turn your offer down?"
Angie, with a sly and slightly dangerous grin on her face reached down and grabbed his penis. "Oh ho!" She shouted. "Here's evidence that you are VERY turned on! Want to do something about it?"
Suddenly, the humour left her face, it was replaced by a look of sexual hunger and longing. "Please! Please! I want you now! I want you always! It's been years too long! Now! Please!"
They rushed to her bedroom, throwing items of clothing off as they went. They re-consummated their relationship with joyful and rumbustious love making.
After a couple of months of dating they contemplated what type of marriage ceremony they'd want. If they'd even want a traditional marriage, after all? They both had church weddings, Jim had had a radio wedding, too, so perhaps this time it should be something special? Something really different?
They knew someone from High School who hads gone on to be an arranger of pagan ceremonies including weddings, so they got her to organise them a handfasting ceremony.
Dave and Kathy were their as helpers as was the pagan officiant and several people they'd been to school and college with.
The motorhome was sold and they bought a house in the same neighbourhood as Dave and Kathy. Eventually they had twin daughters, Alice and Carol. They thought about another child but due to Angie's age decided against it.
As for Rosie and Charles, when a mutual friend told them that Charles had left Rosie in Germany after he had formed an affair with a local girl, Jim expressed sadness over this event.
This puzzled Angie: "I thought that just after the affair came to light that you hoped Charles would cheat on Rosie?"
"I know. But I am over her to the extent that I hold no animosity toward her. I wish her well."
Chuck eventually cheated with the wrong person. Whilst working on a radio station in Plymouth, England, he had an affair with the wife of a Royal Marine Commando. Chuck's corpse was found floating in the waters of Plymouth Sound. The cause of death was undetermined.
The police interviewed the woman's husband but he professed astonishment that his wife, who was the mother of his three children, would cheat on him. Besides which, he was on an Arctic terrain training exercise in Norway at the time of the demise of Chuck.
Claire took over the morning show and KayCee did a late night show which dealt with a number of issues like dealing with infidelity, other relationship issues, the loss of a loved one, and so forth. She won awards for several of the shows. But as she said: "I lost the really big prize."
Chuck's wife divorced him and took him to the cleaners. And she eventually married Don Mclure, who had "taken a shine to the wee lassie when she had decked that piece of keech!"
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My first story in a long time.
As a treat there is an anagram to be spotted and TWO jokes for those who are able to read Welsh!
How did this story come to me? I was listening to a CD of hits from the 1970s, Mouldy Old Dough came on and the story came, fully formed, into my mind.
*****
Chapter 1
It was Thursday night down the disco at the All Saints Church Hall.
Ricky and his wife of six months were there. They were dancing with their friends from the Church Youth Club. Ricky and Sue were amongst the first members of the Youth Club who had paired off and certainly the first to get married.
Ricky was 20 and had a good job working as a technician in the large foundry on the edge of town and his wife Suzie, who was 19, was working as a typist in the office of an old and well-established firm of Solicitors in the town centre.
Ricky had not been Suzie's first love. That distinction had been earned by Colin Powell, a tall and handsome boy of Welsh extraction who had broken Suzie's heart when he had joined the army at 16 and who had, it seemed, forgotten all about her.
As far as Ricky was aware he hadn't been back to town since. But now, five years later, aged 21, he was back and he was sniffing around Suzie.
Ricky resented the fact that, despite that there were lots of free and single girls who attended the Church Hall Disco, Colin kept making a b-line for his Suzie and kept asking her for dances.
His youth club friends were in two camps. The boys told him to beat the crap out of Colin and the girls told him not to be so controlling.
After all, they reasoned, it was obvious that Suzie loved Ricky, they'd only been married for six months and surely Suzie wouldn't risk their still fresh and young marriage by having a fling with a former lover. Even the one who had taken her cherry? Well. Perhaps that might be a cause for concern? But she'd not cheat on Ricky, they assured him.
It all came to a head one hot August night in 1974. The DJ was playing an oldie track, Mouldy Old Dough, the novelty disco hit and shock Number 1 record of a couple of years earlier, by Lieutenant Pigeon.
Ricky had just come out from the toilets and was about to ask his wife to accompany him onto the crowded dance floor when he was approached by Colin.
"Can we go outside for a chat, please?" he said. "I think we need to talk."
Ricky nodded. He had a bad feeling about this turn of events but could not think of a reason to turn down his request.
They went out through the back door and turned the corner to where the bins were stored, next to an old World War 2 air raid shelter that was used to store props for the Church Hall pantomime that took place every Christmas.
"OK, Colin? What is it you want?"
Colin glanced furtively around and said: "It's like this, Ricky. I made a mistake not asking Suzie to marry me when I left for my basic training. But I intend to put that right, now. You should never have been on the scene, you should not have married her because Suzie is mine. She's my woman. Always has been, always will be. And I intend to take her back from you, to take her away from you. Besides, I've already had her, even though she is supposedly married to you!"
Ricky gave a nervous laugh. "That's bullshit, Colin! Suzie and I are married, we're living in a flat over a shoe shop in the High Street at the moment, but we're saving up to buy a home of our own and to start a family. Just back off!"
Colin gave Ricky a sullen, meaningful look and said: "Don't say I didn't warn you."
Without saying anything further, Colin gave Ricky a punch to the face, knocking him down to the ground.
This blindsides Ricky. He tastes blood from his lips. He tried to get up but Colin, who was the beneficiary of his army training, was much the tougher opponent.
He began kicking the shit out of Ricky who, stunned from the first blow, was unable to put up any meaningful defence.
In fact, Ricky wasn't able to land one blow against his wily and trained aggressor.
Ricky knew he was in trouble as he felt each and every new blow, as he sensed, rather than felt his bones begin to snap and break.
He tried to call out for help, but a blow to his throat had shattered his larynx.
He tried to crawl away, but Colin kept raining down blow after blow on his increasingly still and bloodied body.
His last thought was: "Suzie! Oh, God! Suzie! I love you so much! Why did you have to cheat on me with this bastard?"
Then, Ricky felt his soul leaving his body and the pain began to coalesce into one pulse of agony.
Then, no more.
It all came to a head one hot August night in 1974. The DJ was playing Mouldy Old Dough, the novelty disco hit by Lieutenant Pigeon. Ricky had just come out from the toilet and was about to ask his wife to accompany him onto the crowded dance floor when he was approached by Colin.
"Can we go outside for a chat, please?" he said. "I think we need to talk."
Rick nodded. He had a bad feeling about this turn of events but could not think of a reason to turn down his request.
They went out through the back door and turned the corner to where the bins were stored, next to an old World War 2 air raid shelter that was used to store props for the Church Hall pantomime that took place every Christmas.
"OK, Colin? What is it you want?"
Colin glanced furtively around and said: "It's like this, Ricky. I made a mistake not asking Suzie to marry me when I left for my basic training. But I intend to put that right, now. You should never have been on the scene, you should not have married her because Suzie is mine. She's my woman. Always has been, always will be. And I intend to take her back from you, to take her away from you."
Ricky gave a nervous laugh. "That's bullshit, Colin! Suzie and I are married, we're living in a flat over a shoe shop in the High Street at the moment, but we're saving up to buy a home of our own and to start a family. Just back off!"
Colin gave Ricky a sullen, meaningful look and said: "Don't say I didn't warn you."
Without saying anything further and before Ricky could think of any reply, Colin gave Ricky a punch to the face, knocking him down to the ground.
This blindsides Ricky. He tastes blood from his smashed lips. He tries to get up but Colin, who, as the beneficiary of his army training, was much the tougher opponent.
He began kicking the shit out of Ricky who, stunned from the first blow, was unable to put up any meaningful defence.
In fact, Ricky wasn't able to land one blow against his wily and trained aggressor.
Ricky knew he was in trouble as he felt each and every new blow, as he sensed, rather than felt his bones begin to snap and break.
He tried to call out for help, but a blow to his throat had shattered his larynx.
He tried to crawl away, but Colin kept raining down blow after blow on his increasingly still and bloodied body.
His last thought was: "Suzie! Oh, God! Suzie! I love you so much! Why did you have to cheat on me with this bastard?"
Then, Ricky felt his soul leaving his body and the pain began to coalesce into one pulse of agony.
Then, no more.
Then, no more.
Then, no more.
Chapter 2
The small van bearing the slightly ironic logo of: "Massive TV" pulled up outside the former Church Hall that was boarded up and awaiting refurbishment as flats.
A tall woman who was dressed extremely theatrically as if she was auditioning for the role of a psychic medium, climbed out of the passenger side of the van and looked at the building.
Actually, Mal Talwyn wasn't auditioning for the role of a psychic medium, it was a role that her Celtic heritage had thrust upon her, unwillingly, from a very early age.
She was the medium cum-presenter for Massive TV's hit show: "A Medium at Large" which took a camera crew, with Mal as the medium, and Polly Dempster, a slightly hysterical and tiny female presenter (who was frightened of her own shadow, let alone any real psychic phenomena.) out on the road to explore evidence of any psychic phenomena at a variety of locations around the UK.
Much of the psychic phenomena that they portrayed was faked, or at the very best interpretation, either enhanced or recreated for television.
Actually, Mal had a bad feeling about this one. There was something dark and nasty brooding and lurking in the redundant Church Hall.
What was it that lurked within its Victorian façade? Murder? Oh, God, no! She hated locations where a murder had taken place! They were so draining of her psychic energies.
Stan the cameraman was already waiting, his camera and battery pack was ready, strapped to his waist.
"Action!" Shouted Polly the co-presenter and director.
"Hello, viewers. Medium at Large is here, outside a former Church Hall. We've been invited by the company that is developing the disused Church Hall to see if we can pinpoint the cause of some psychic disturbances reported within the building.
"I am here with our resident medium, Mal Talwyn, who will guide us through the building. Come on, Mal! Let's go. I have a bad feeling about this one! I think I could regret going in, here!"
As Mal followed her diminutive colleague she wondered what sense of foreboding she was experiencing. She'd never shown any similar concern, even though she was usually unnaturally nervous whilst out on a job.
They unlocked the door and entered the lobby of the building and crossed through it, walking through the double doors into the hall itself.
Mal was fondling her talisman, a smooth white, opaque stone. "We're definitely getting something, here. A child crying, might be Victorian, hard to say for sure. She's in the lobby, we'll come back to her, later. Let's go through these doors."
They entered the main hall and Polly was immediately unnerved when she realised that Mall's eyes had suddenly changed colour from their normal blue to a strange, unearthly and extremely piercing yellow-green colour.
"Oh, God!" Gasped out Mal. "The betrayal! The heartbreak! Oh, the hurt! The memories!"
Polly whimpered, but followed Mal and Stan as they traversed the building, as dust motes danced and spiralled in the air, lit by the sun from outside and from the lighting rig for Stan's camera.
"Quick! This way!" Mal made for the back door. Polly's hands fumbled as she nervously keyed the door open, using the tagged key on the bunch of keys in her hand.
Outside of the World War 2 shelter, Mal began to feel the dreadful maelstrom of psychic that whirled and whirled round and round in a circle of horror in that small courtyard.
"Oh, my god!" she shouted. "This is a dreadful, awful place! The pain! The betrayal! I feel it stronger, here!"
Mal, shattered by the psychic onslaught, led the little group back into the building, back into the main hall.
She began to speak. "I am, getting two, no, make that three people. Two boys and a girl. She is called Sue... no, Suzie. The men are Rich... no, make that Ricky. And Carl? Colin? Yes! Colin!
"Colin wanted Suzie, but he couldn't have her, as she was married to Ricky. But Colin tricked Ricky into going outside, there's a bird I am seeing, a dove. Or a Pigeon, perhaps?
"Colin is beating Ricky, without mercy. Oh, god! He isn't just beating him! He is trying to kill him! Ricky is going, fading away, but he knows the dreadful truth that his Suzie has betrayed him!"
Suddenly, Mal can take no more. She runs a corner of the room and crouches, holding her head and sobbing.
"Cut!" Shouted Polly. "That's enough video for the moment, Stan. Let's give Mal some time, eh?"
They are all surprised when a voice interrupts them. "Excuse me? The door was open, you see, so I came in. My name is Dave Burton, I have seen your show on the telly, I didn't know you were here, today. "
Mal stands up and wipes her eyes, composing herself.
"Hello, Dave," said Polly. "How can we help you?"
"Well, I think it's I that can help you, actually. I was shocked to hear Mal talking about what she was talking about. You see, I know what happened that night, back in 1974, because I was here, I witnessed most of it."
Polly nodded to Stan who surreptitiously started his camera again. There'd be time to get the rights clearance from Dave, later. Now they just needed his story.
"Dave, can you please tell us what happened?"
"Yeah, OK. We were all members of the Church Hall Youth Club. Out of our lot then, Ricky and Suzie were amongst the first to pair off and they were certainly the first to get married.
"But, of course, Ricky wasn't Suzie's first love that distinction went to Colin Powell. Although nobody knew 100% for sure, we all presumed that Colin took her virginity when they both hit 16.
"But then Colin set his heart on an army career and upped and left Suzie behind. The poor kid was devastated. Eventually she got over it and she met Ricky and they became an item. He proposed at the Valentine's Night Disco right here at the club and within six months, they were married and living in a little flat over a shoe shop in the High Street.
"They laughed about their little flat, saying it was more like a shoebox over a shoe shop, but I think they were truly happy there. In fact, Suzie still lives there, all these years on."
"What happened?" asked Mal.
"Well, it was all going well when all of a sudden, Colin came back to town. He began attending the youth club, starting making a play for Suzie, even though the bastard knew full well that she and Ricky were married.
"The trouble was, before Colin had gone into the army he'd been an insufferable prick, always so full of his own self-importance, but when he got back to town he was even worse! He could have had any girl he wanted, but he only wanted Suzie. I'm still not sure if it was because he genuinely loved her or if he just wanted to prove a point, that he could take her away from Ricky.
"Anyway, we all talked about it and we thought that Suzie was too smart to fall for Colin's line in bullshit.
"It was sort of tense up until the night when it all kicked off. We were dancing in the main hall, but it was getting a bit hot in there as it was in the middle of August. The tune Mouldy Old Dough was on. I can never hear that tune now, all those years later without my mind wandering back to that dreadful, dreadful night.
"Anyway, where was I? Oh, yes! We were dancing when there was a terrible scream, as Suzie ran into the hall. She was hysterical! She shouted: "Please! Come quick, round the back! Colin is killing Ricky!
"We lads ran out, a couple of the girls grabbed Suzie and tried to calm her down, but she was having none of it. We went round the back by the old air raid shelter and we heard and saw the dreadful punishment that Colin was giving to Ricky.
"But Ricky, poor sod, he was out of it, on the floor, being kicked, punched and stomped by Colin.
"It was weird, eerie. The only sound was the grunts from Colin as he beat and stamped on Ricky, he was saying nothing and we felt sure poor Ricky was already dead."
Dave paused before continuing: "I cast my eyes around for something to use as a weapon, like a stick or something, but there was nothing. So I charged straight into Colin. But it had virtually no effect on him. He just sent me smashing into the wall, while he continued to hurt Ricky.
As I lay against the wall, winded, I saw a couple of the Youth Club stewards come running up. The first one was a tall chap in his early 40s, called Norris Parker. He ran right into Colin and when Colin tried to do the same move that he'd done on me, Norris grabbed him and immediately put him in a special hold that meant he could not escape.
"Norris also put Colin in a sleeper hold and Colin slumped down, unconscious. He dragged him away from Colin and he swiftly undid Colin's trousers, roughly slammed them round his ankles and removed the belt and used the belt to tie Colin's hands together.
"Soon an ambulance arrived the blue light flashing and its bell sounding, drawing up to the rear entrance to the church hall.
"It wasn't like the modern times, no farting around in the ambulance treating the patient for ages before they take them to hospital. They just quickly got Ricky in the ambulance and rushed him off to the General Hospital. Apparently he was so bad he looked like he'd been hit by a car. They had to perform a tracheotomy on his throat to help his breathing as Colin had smashed his throat.
"We'd expected the police to come for Colin, but they didn't. About ten minutes after the ambulance had taken Ricky away another vehicle turned up at the rear entry, it was a massive Vauxhall Victor car, and two Redcoats, sorry, no, Redcaps, I mean, got out. They walked over to the club steward who was holding Colin down on the ground.
The one who seemed to be in charge spoke to him: "You made the call, Redcap?"
He replied: "I did make the call, but I'm no Redcap. Leastways, not any longer!"
The Redcap answers: "Not a chance! Once a Redcap, always a Redcap! You made the right decision to call us. We've been looking for Colin Powell for several months. We'll take the little shit into custody. Many thanks for your help!"
Dave wiped his face with his hands. "It turned out that the steward had served as a Redcap, that was where he'd been taught that hold he used on Colin. A Redcap is a Royal Military Police officer, by the way.
"Anyhow, he'd guessed that Colin had been absent without leave, that he hadn't left the army. So rather than calling the police he called the Redcaps and they took him into military custody."
Mal looked at him. "So, when did Ricky die?"
Dave gave her a puzzled look. "I don't know what you mean? He didn't die then, in fact, he's still alive today, living in a special facility that looks after people with severe head traumas. It's called Tŷ Bach and it was started by a Welsh doctor who had retired here 50 years ago. Of course, the Doctor Dr. Pidyn Mawr has been dead for many years, but his legacy lives on."
Mal looked bewildered but she then nodded and said: "Oh. I'm sorry. But what with the reports of the hauntings, I'd assumed that Ricky had died!
"What we have at this old, abandoned church hall is a case of a live haunting, or astral projection.
"It's a rare event, though not unheard of. There's a case in the Shropshire town of Ludlow when a woman projects her image into the town, walking from the railway station to what had been her grandmother's house. She's been seen multiple times, sometimes even by people who know her.
"Ricky must be projecting images and thoughts into the church hall. I'd dearly love to meet Ricky. Do you think that would be possible, please?"
Dave nodded. "Yeah, probably. Though I'd have to fix it with Suzie, first. Suzie and Ricky are still married. She still works for the firm of solicitors in town, Gains Leper, in the High Street. Still lives in the pokey little flat she used to share with Ricky, but the shoe shop closed down donkeys' years ago and it's a charity shop, now.
"She works at the solicitors 9 'til 3, goes home, has a quick shower and a bite to eat and then she goes to Tŷ Bach and sits with Ricky until it is time for his bed at 10pm. Often she helps to bathe and feed him, reads to him, that kind of stuff."
He shakes his head. "Don't know if it does any good. He can function, he eats when he is given food, but he's in a sort of type of locked in syndrome, caused by the beating that Colin gave him."
"What happened to Colin?" Asked Mal.
"Colin was absent without leave from an army psychiatric assessment centre, but because of his attack on Dave (he'd done something similar in the army) they took him to the Glasshouse and gave him a court-martial. Although he got twenty years for both his attacks he was dead within the year.
"Seems he could not keep his mouth shut or his fists to himself."



Chapter 3
Two days later they were in the lobby of Tŷ Bach, Dave, Mal, Stan and Polly. Dave introduced them all to Suzie.
Mal wasn't quite sure what to make of Suzie. She seemed, well, a little bit off. As if she was still the young married woman of all those years ago, yet also at the same time the mature woman she was today and something else, something that transcended age and normality.
Mal studied her aura and nodded to herself. Sometimes she felt guilty for possessing the ability to read auras as if it were cheating in some way.
"Hello," said Suzie. She spoke with her eyes cast down in what Mal mockingly referred to as the "Princes Di look". It's was Mal's unfortunate experience that whenever someone gave you the "Prince Di" look, when they look downward and then peer up at you at the same time, that if they shake hands with you, you'd best not bother counting your rings, you'd be better off counting your fingers!
"Can we go up and meet with Ricky, please?" asked Mal.
Suzie nodded and they took the lift to the first floor where Ricky had his room.
In an answer to an unvoiced question, Suzie said: "The army are paying for this. Oh, well, not directly. But it turned out that Colin was having sex with a nurse at the army hospital place he was at, so he got her to let him go. So as to hush up what had happened the Ministry of Defence agreed to pay a large sum of money to me to look after Ricky and his needs. It's not a large sum of money, at least, not by today's standards, but it was invested wisely and it pays for Ricky's stay here, at Tŷ Bach.
"I can't complain as the staff love him and treat him very well."
When they entered the bedroom it was all that Mal could do not to scream, she needed to hold it together.
She looked at the man who occupied the room. She'd expected to find him in a coma in bed, but he wasn't in bed, he was awake, in a way, and sitting in a comfortable armchair.
He was awake, yet he wasn't awake, it was as if a huge part of him was missing.
Mal walked up to him and took his right hand in hers. She had known it would be bad, but she wasn't quite ready for exactly how bad it would be.
Suddenly she felt that she was out of her own time, she heard music...
The DJ was playing an oldie track, Mouldy Old Dough, the novelty disco hit and shock Number 1 record of a couple of years earlier, by Lieutenant Pigeon.
Ricky had just come out from the toilets and was about to ask his wife to accompany him onto the crowded dance floor when he was approached by Colin.
"Can we go outside for a chat, please?" he said. "I think we need to talk."
Ricky nodded. He had a bad feeling about this turn of events but could not think of a reason to turn down his request.
They went out through the back door and turned the corner to where the bins were stored, next to an old World War 2 air raid shelter that was used to store props for the Church Hall pantomime that took place every Christmas.
"OK, Colin? What is it you want?"
Colin glanced furtively around and said: "It's like this, Ricky. I made a mistake not asking Suzie to marry me when I left for my basic training. But I intend to put that right, now. You should never have been on the scene, you should not have married her because Suzie is mine. She's my woman. Always has been, always will be. And I intend to take her back from you, to take her away from you. Besides, I've already had her, even though she is supposedly married to you!"
Ricky gave a nervous laugh. "That's bullshit, Colin! Suzie and I are married, we're living in a flat over a shoe shop in the High Street at the moment, but we're saving up to buy a home of our own and to start a family. Just back off!"
Colin gave Ricky a sullen, meaningful look and said: "Don't say I didn't warn you."
Without saying anything further, Colin gave Ricky a punch to the face, knocking him down to the ground.
This blindsides Ricky. He tastes blood from his lips. He tried to get up but Colin, who was the beneficiary of his army training, was much the tougher opponent.
He began kicking the shit out of Ricky who, stunned from the first blow, was unable to put up any meaningful defence.
In fact, Ricky wasn't able to land one blow against his wily and trained aggressor.
Ricky knew he was in trouble as he felt each and every new blow, as he sensed, rather than felt his bones begin to snap and break.
He tried to call out for help, but a blow to his throat had shattered his larynx.
He tried to crawl away, but Colin kept raining down blow after blow on his increasingly still and bloodied body.
His last thought was: "Suzie! Oh, God! Suzie! I love you so much! Why did you have to cheat on me with this bastard?"
Then, Ricky felt his soul leaving his body and the pain began to coalesce into one pulse of agony.
Then, no more.
Mal began to panic a little more, She know that in a part of Ricky's mind that horrible even had been playing over and over again and again and again. How many millions of times could that have been? The thought of it made her feel sick.
She knew she had to break the pattern. But how?
She said a quick prayer for help, then sent out a call for her spirit guide and her animal guide to come and help her, to give her the psychic strength and energy that she needed.
"Ricky! Ricky! Richard! It... is... time... to... wake... up! Colin... is... dead!"
The repeating scene faded and died, disappearing after many decades.
Mal shuddered, she let go of Ricky's hand and looked into his eyes, eyes that showed more life than they had when she first looked at them.
She saw his aura, undulating and shimmering. It was a little deeper, a bit improved. There were still going to be problems for him, she knew. The savage beating at the hands and feet of his wife's lover had been too much. Perhaps death would have been a better release for him? She mused. But it wasn't her call to make, thank the Lord!
Suzie spoke with Ricky, crooning to him and caressing him. "I'll be back for your teatime in a little while, Ricky. I'll just see these visitors out."
In a lounge area Suzie spoke to Mal and Polly, ignoring Stan who, as usual, was surreptitiously videoing the proceedings. Dave looked on and Mal glanced at Dave, then at Suzie, watching their auras as she did so. Yes, so, what if it were cheating? Who gave a fuck, really?
Suzie explained the events of so many years ago from her perspective. She ended by saying "...So you see, I do not have a clue as to why Colin felt he had a claim on me. We'd only ever had sex the one time, when I was sixteen, when he took my cherry. Oh, yes, I danced with him a few times down the disco, after he'd come back to town, but there was never more than that!"
They took their leave of Ricky, his wife and Dave and as they made their way back to their van Mal said: "It's a bloody good job we are with "A Medium at Large" and not the Jeremy Kyle Show!"
"What makes you say that, Mal?" asked Polly.
"Because that little minx would never have passed the bloody lie detector test! She led Colin on and did have sex with him. She must have known how unstable Colin was, yet she still put her blinded by love husband Ricky at risk from Colin. With horrible consequences for Ricky."
Polly shook her head. "Yet she can see the results of what she did, the results of her cheating on poor Ricky, even to this day!
"Still, at least she's been faithful to him since then..." Polly stopped, confused by the look that was on Mal's face. "Oh, god! Don't tell me she's still cheating on the poor fucker!"
"Yes, "answered Mal, sourly, "she is."
"Who? Who with?" shouted Polly.
"Bloody Dave!" interjected Stan.
"That's right, Stan!" said Mal. "How'd you know?"
"I didn't," he said. "But it seemed logical, now you mentioned it."
Polly shook her head. "But why would she do that?"
"It's like in the song," said Stan. "But a woman's needs are manifold, And Sue she married Ted..."
"What the fuck?" chortled Polly. What song is that?"
Stan grinned: "It's the story of Ernie, the fastest milkman in the west, by Benny Hill. It tells the tale of the rivalry for the hand of a widow called Sue, between Erie the Milkman and Ted, the baker.
"She loved Ernie, but after Ted killed him with a stale pork pie, Sue, or, by coincidence, Susie, as she is also referred to in the song, decided to marry Ted. Why? Because as the song says: "But a woman's needs are manifold, and Sue she married Ted."
Mal said: "Yet the sad thing is, I could tell from her aura that she feels guilty for causing Ricky to be so tragically injured and also she feels guilty for getting her end away with Dave, supposedly Ricky's lifelong friend.
"In all probability had Colin not came back on the scene Ricky and Suzie would have made a few years, then got divorced and moved on to other people. But because that silly little tart couldn't keep her legs together, Ricky got his life destroyed and for what? For nothing!
"There are no winners here, only various degrees of losers. Still can't figure out why I couldn't tell that Ricky was still alive and not dead? Maybe too much of him was tied to the church hall for me to get a reading on him at such a distance?
"And we have unfinished business at the old church hall. We need to do a part two, focusing on that little Victorian girl I noticed in the entrance lobby!
"God knows how Bernie and Joyce back in the office are going to edit this one and Paula who sorts out the rights issues will have kittens over some of the video footage we recorded! Oh, well, such is life! Come on, let's go out for a meal on company expenses! I feel a team building exercise coming on!"
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Chapter 1
Life for Myra had settled into a routine. She worked her shift at the hospital from 8am until 4pm, then she sat with Stan for a couple of hours before she went home, showered, ate, did her housework before she retired for the night at 11pm or so. Sometimes she read, sometimes she didn't.
Her relationship with Doctor Raff Bonchance had, unsurprisingly, ceased as suddenly as it had started. Perhaps to save face, they had agreed to at least cool their relationship at least until Stan had made a full return to health.
Raff had told her how sorry he was that her husband had been injured and he wished him a good recovery.
As Raff had given her a chaste kiss on her cheek before he walked away from her, Myra recalled what her friend Wanda had said to her on that dreadful morning when she had found out that her Stan had been injured so badly:
"He's in a shitty way, Myra. An induced coma to minimise the problems caused by his brain swelling. They had to operate too, took a chunk of his skull away due to pressure on the brain. Might recover, might not. Too early to say."
Wanda had looked at Myra. "Anyway, I thought I was supposed to be your best friend? How come you kept your affair with Doctor Cock a secret from me?"
Myra had some decency. She cast her eyes downward, unable to look Wanda in the eye. She spoke, hesitantly. "I just couldn't. I know you like Stan and I thought telling you about their affair would be a bit of a strain on your friendship with him and with me."
So there was even a chance that Stan might die or might need special nursing throughout the rest of his life.
At this stage in her musings, Raff had reached the door of the breakroom. He heard Myra start to cry and he stumbled at the sound of her sobs. But he didn't return to her. He couldn't. He just couldn't. He continued to walk away, stiffly, unshed tears clouding his own vision as he quietly shut the door behind him.
He shook his head. He wondered why he was crying. Was he cracking up? What was wrong with him? He felt angry with himself.
Chapter 2
There he was again, damn it! Wanda had seen Dr Cock skulking round the ITU. Now what in the hell did he need in the ITU? Oh, no! Surely not! Did he intend to finish off Stan, his love rival for Myra?
Wanda shivered at the thought. But it would explain why he kept sneaking into the ITU in such a furtive and secretive way.
She realised that she could put it off no longer. She would now have to report Dr Cock. She asked her friend Sally, the secretary to Doctor Carter, the head of medical services at Ploughlake General Hospital, to arrange an emergency appointment for her with Doctor Carter.
Luckily, he was free that afternoon. Just after lunch (industrial grade catering at its finest) she knocked on Doctor Carter's door and stepped in to his office. "This should be interesting," she thought, as she shut the door behind her.
"Hello, Wanda!" said Doctor Carter, cheerily. He like Wanda Voss. He liked her no-nonsense attitude and he thought her pretty and vivacious. But just not enough to risk his marriage, so he'd never even seriously thought of propositioning her. "Please, take a seat."
He looked at the expression on her face. He realised, intuitively, that he wasn't going to like whatever she had to tell him. But he knew it was something he needed to hear.
"What's wrong, Wanda?"
She shook herself, slightly, before replying. "It's about Doctor Bonchance."
"What about Doctor Bonchance?" said Doctor Carter, evenly. He thought he knew. God, that man was nothing but a liability!
"Has he been intimate with a student nurse, again?"
Wanda shook her head. "No. Worse. He's having an affair with Myra Broxon."
Doctor Carter was shocked. Really, deeply, shocked. He liked and admired Myra and liked her husband Stan, who he had met at a number of fund raising events at the hospital. So this news was a double blow to him.
"Oh, no! Not Doctor Utter-Cock and Myra? That's shocked me. I thought Myra was far too sensible and decent a person to do that across Stan."
Wanda shrugged her shoulders. "Yes, well, so did I. But you never can tell. But that's not the only problem. You might know or not, but as I have been a friend of Myra and Stan for, oh, for ever, I often visit Stan when I can in the ITU, I chat to him, hold his hand, trying to help him 'ground' as it were.
"But, of late, Doctor Utter-Cock has been hanging around the ITU. And I was wondering why he'd do that?"
"Oh, fuck!" muttered Doctor Carter. "You don't think he'd harm Stan, do you?"
"I honestly don't know," replied Wanda, shaking her head slightly. "But if he'd screw his wife and take her on a bloody holiday to Spain, God knows what else he'd do."
"Thank you for telling me, Wanda. We can't have that idiot wandering round ITU when the comatose husband of his latest lover is in there, potentially at his mercy. Don't worry, Wanda! I'll make sure this is dealt with!"
Wanda bid her farewell, happy in the knowledge that Doctor Carter would sort out the problem.
Meanwhile, Doctor Carter was not feeling exactly sanguine about the situation, but he knew he'd have to take action and that it would have to be quick and decisive.
He picked up the phone on his desk and dialled the number of his secretary. "Sally, please arrange a meeting with myself and Doctor Bonchance? Yes. As soon as possible, this afternoon. Thank you."
Even the very act of arranging the meeting made Doctor Carter feel better, as if he'd done something positive and important.
He had. But not even he could realise the significance of what he'd done.
Chapter 3
Stan Broxon had started to exist again.
Following the gradual cessation of the drugs designed to induce a medical coma, he awoke as if he was waking up just like any other morning.
Until he realised that this was not like just any other morning. For today, he thought to himself, was the first day of the rest of his non-life. His life sans Myra, he mused.
Stan was properly awake and his surgeon was explaining things to him. "Stan, we operated on you, we had to cut a small segment of your skull away to relieve the pressure on your brain. We have replaced that with a tiny segment of titanium.
"We'll give you a series of tests which will help us to determine what, if any, damage has been caused and where it has occurred. Do you have any questions for me?"
"Yes, Doctor Davis. Is that nice Harold Wilson still prime minister?"
The expression on the Doctors' face was a classic. He did a double take, before gasping out: "Harold Wilson? But..." then he saw the look on Stan's face and he creased up, laughing. "Stan! You old bugger! You really had me going for a couple of seconds!"
"Yeah, that's me," said Stan "I'm a regular comedian. Look, Doctor Davis, can you tell me how things will be for me?"
"Stan, I am not able to say with any degree of certainty, as yet. We'll need to run those tests on you. Obviously from just chatting to you, it seems your mental acuity and your speech haven't been impacted to any obvious or significant degree. And your sense of humour's still there. Which may or may not be a bonus!
"But as I said, we will need to run a series of tests to find out what you can and can't do. There's a slight chance that nothing has been changed, that you could be able to function pretty much as before, but given the severity of your injuries I have to say that such an outcome would be pretty much miraculous."
Stan suddenly remembered something. "The other man in the accident, what about him?"
"He was dead of a massive heart attack even before his car ran into yours.
"Turns out the poor chap shouldn't even have been at the wheel of his car, but from what we heard from the police, his line manager had made him drive a company car to run some damn fool errand, even though he knew his licence had been suspended due to his heart condition. He was booked in to Ploughlake General for a heart bypass operation the next week, as it happens."
"Shit!" said Stan. "I imagine his widow will have a major case against his employer?"
"You'd expect so. Cajoling him to drive a company vehicle whilst he was medically unfit to do so and when he didn't have a licence was the behaviour of a real fuckwit. I dare say your solicitor might like to take action against his employer, too?"
Stan shrugged. "Maybe so."
Doctor Davis looked at Stan for several seconds before speaking again. "Stan, I hear a little rumour that you and Myra have had a falling out?"
Stan said nothing.
"Just give her a chance to work things out, OK? Anyhow, I have ward rounds so I'll get out of your way and leave you to it. My assistant will be in later to get the assessment process started."
Chapter 4
Dr Rafael Bonchance was in his early 30s, handsome, arrogant and somewhat haughty. As he walked into Doctor Carter's office, Doctor Carter found himself feeling furious with Doctor Bonchance, though ever the professional, he hid his feelings reasonably well.
"Sit down, Raff."
He did so. He gave Doctor Carter a look that, if it was not actually a full on sneer, was certainly a close cousin on its mother's side.
"Raff, why are you hanging round ITU? Is it so you can get a chance to finish off your rival for your wife's lover, her husband, Stan Broxon?"
Doctor Carter was shocked to the core by Raff's reaction. Almost instantly the arrogant, condescending sneer vanished as Raff crumbled before his eyes. Raff's head dropped down into his hands and he began sobbing, harshly and bitterly.
"Shit!" thought Doctor Carter. "Now what the fuck is happening?"
In faltering tones in between sobs, Raff denied that he had plans to kill Stan. "I know it doesn't sound likely, but I wanted to see Stan, to make sure he is alright, that he will recover. If I could help, I would, but I'm only a general surgeon, not a brain specialist."
Rather than his normal faux upper-class accent his voice had taken on a soft Dublin lilt.
"I also want to apologise to him. I never wanted him to be hurt, I didn't want to break up his marriage."
Bonchance began sobbing again and said: "I'll leave the hospital, of course. Just give me a good reference and I'll be gone as soon as I can arrange it."
Doctor Carter suddenly saw everything with crystal clarity. "This isn't the first time you have been found out in a workplace affair, is it?"
Bonchance nodded, now sniffling. Doctor Carter went on: "And each time they've swept it under the carpet, given you a good reference just to get rid of you? I wondered why such a brilliant general surgeon as you was only in a relatively junior role. Well, this shit stops here! I am not going to get rid of you. I am going to help you get sorted out."
He picked the phone up and dialled an extension from memory. "Hi. Bruce? It's me, Paul. Look, I'm in a bit of a bind. I know it's late but I need you to see a member of staff for me this afternoon, if you can. It is quite urgent. I'll bring him to your office myself. Straight away? Oh, that's splendid."
Two hours later Doctor Bruce Porter knocked on the door of Doctor Carter's office and walked in. He looked tired.
"Bloody Hell, Bruce!" Said Doctor Carter. "You look frazzled! How did the session go?"
Doctor Porter shook his head and sat down. "You'll not believe it. Raff Bonchance is mentally ill, but the good news is, I am pretty sure that I can help him."
Doctor Carter took a bottle of single malt Scotch from a drawer in his desk, pulled out a couple of whisky tumblers and poured the amber liquid into them. He placed the glasses on the desk.
"How did it go?" he asked.
"Very well indeed. In my experience the first session is exploratory and doesn't often cover any details. But in Raff's case, he was ready to go. He really spilt his guts. Luckily I was recording our session, because I couldn't have taken notes. Too much, too fast! It burst out like a ripe staph cyst. "
He took a good slug of the Scotch, groaned and said: "Thanks. God, I needed that!"
"Basically, he has to have affairs. Preferably with married women. But not for the usual reasons of such a mental disorder.
"This all dates back to his childhood and to his late teens, in his native Ireland. His mother is a barrister and his father was in the Irish government's Corps Diplomatique.
"His father died in a car crash when Raff was ten years old and his mother never remarried, though she had some discrete liaisons, from what Raff told me.
"With her husband's life insurance payout and his pension (he died whilst he was working) and her income (she is qualified to practice law in both Ireland and in Britain) they lived a very comfortable life.
"The problems began when Raff had turned 18 years of age. His mother often had female friends round, they'd drink wine and spirits and eventually during one of these drinking parties a married friend drunkenly admitted to Raff's mother that she fancied Raff and had a crush on him.
"Rather than punching her friend's nose, she decided to encourage her to seduce her son. And that's what happened.
"Apparently, despite having been a virgin up until then, so being utterly inexperienced in the ways of sex, he must have had some pretty awesome natural talent as a lover because the friend mentioned it to the other women in the group and so from assignations with one married woman, he began to service the needs of a whole group of married women."
Doctor Carter interjected: "Did his mother know? Was she aware of what was happening?"
Doctor Porter took another drink before he continued: "Yes, oh, yes, most definitely! In fact, she became his manager, looking after his appointment book, as it were.
"She was passing him round her friends as if he was a damned party favour. And whilst no money ever changed hands, it was, so Raff noticed, obvious that so-called networking was done based on his efforts."
"Oh." Said Doctor Carter. "That's... just so bloody wrong! Even though at eighteen he was well above the legal age of consent! He was her own child, for goodness sake!"
Doctor Porter added: "And there's worse. It became clear to Raff that whilst blackmail was never mentioned openly, it was obvious that the married women concerned were beholden to his mother. After all, what would happen should their husband become aware of their acts of infidelity?"
"Like that, huh? His mother was one sick bitch! But how did we get from there to here?"
"Raff had always had an interest in medicine. His grandfather had been senior surgeon at a hospital way over in the west of Ireland, so whilst all this was going on, Raff studied pre-med at the Dublin School of Medicine. He passed the course but during the summer recess before he was able to go on to take up his medical studies, he had a nervous breakdown.
"He was sent to a private clinic in Dublin and spent almost a year there before he was declared well enough to leave.
"His breakdown and his subsequent treatment had, it seemed, given him a general amnesia about what had happened to him, but he knew he had to get away from his mother so he decided to leave Ireland for the UK, where he would live with a maiden aunt, an older sister of his father, who had been a nun for several years before she'd given it up to take up a job as a secretary to a doctor in Birmingham's Royal General Hospital which, as you'll be aware, is a teaching hospital.
"So she managed to secure him a place as a student, there. With his one year pre-med that wasn't so difficult.
"He did well in his studies and qualified as an MD and then went on to gain extra training as a surgeon.
"He got married and he and his wife had two children. But sadly although he had no conscious memory of his mother working, in effect, as his pimp and that he had been having affairs with married women, Raff still had a need to have affairs. Sometimes with single women, but more usually with married women like Myra Broxon.
"He has lost several good jobs at NHS and private hospitals in the UK because he was found out for having affairs. But rather than dealing with the issue, they gave him a sterling reference and sent him on his merry, adulterous way."
Doctor Carter snorted. "Yes! To cause more havoc at other hospitals! But please tell me, what brought about his change of heart?"
"It was the accident that Stan Broxon was involved in. It caused something of a short circuit in his mind. Apparently his father died in a similar accident whilst he was attached to the Irish Consular office in New York.
"He had two sides to his persona, the loving, caring husband and father and Raff Bonchance, the Lothario of the NHS. But they have both crashed together and he couldn't carry on as he had done, because now he knows what he was doing was, as he put it to me: 'so fecking bad.'
"I feel sorry for him, for what his mother did to him. She ruined his life. What makes it worse was the utter hypocrisy of the woman, what with her public utterances!"
Doctor Carter interjected: "Sounds like you have heard of Mrs Bonchance, but I haven't."
Doctor Porter finished his glass of Scotch and waited whilst he was given a refill.
"She works under her maiden name. She is better known as Deirdre Ghránna, BL."
"Bloody, fucking hell!" Shouted out Doctor Carter. "Deirdre Ghránna? Isn't she the Irish Barrister who is the chairwoman of the Irish League to Prevent the Exploitation of Minors?"
"Yes. The very same."
"The hypocritical bitch! But as he was well over the age of consent, she'll get away with it!"
"Probably. Though if the Irish DPP were to go with the blackmail allegations, she might be in for an unpleasant shock."
"Will you be able to help Raff?"
"Yes, undoubtedly. Though my department will have to work with his poor wife, too. She's clueless as to his double life, or so Raff assures me."
Chapter 5
Meanwhile Stan Broxon had been released from the hospital's rehab unit and he was now an outpatient receiving physiotherapy to help correct a problem with his left side which was considerably weaker than his right.
He and Myra were still living together, but as roommates, rather than husband and wife, he used the spare bedroom, she in the master bedroom. However, after several weeks of this, feeling like he was walking on eggshells and still unable to talk properly with his wife, he decided to rent a small flat in the centre of town whilst he was still receiving outpatient's treatment.
Within a relatively short time the only noticeable effect on Stan was that the toes on his left foot were slightly numb.
Meanwhile, Raff confessed to his wife and she tearfully took their two children out of London to stay with her mother in the Cotswolds.
Three weeks later, she had returned home and forgave her errant husband. She said: "Raff, it's no wonder you would never allow your mother to visit our children. I wondered why and now I know. Of course not even you knew at the time. But I'd like to thank you for saving our children from your evil mother."
Both Raff and his wife were relieved when the Irish DPP had Mrs Deirdre Ghránna charged with several counts of blackmail. Fortunately as she decided to enter a guilty plea, there was to be no trial. She was given a jail sentence of five years and a fine of €1,500.



She was disciplined by the Irish Bar Council. It was made clear she would almost certainly never be allowed to practice law in her native Ireland again. And the Bar Council in Britain ruled likewise, thus barring her from working in Britain.
Fortunately for all concerned, she didn't have to finish her full term of imprisonment in the Mná Salach Prison which is on the outskirts of Dublin.
Because she was found hanged in her cell.
"Suicide" ruled the Dublin District Coroner. "Justice!" ruled the people who knew what she had done to her son.
"It is truly amazing," mused a member of Dublin's High Society to herself as she sipped on a glass of Arman de Brignac Rosé Champagne (€800 a bottle) in the remarkably exclusive 'House Dublin' in Leeson Street Lower, in the Saint Kevin's district of Dublin: "what money can buy."
Chapter 6
One morning, it was the day after he had received a fit note from his GP, giving him a date to return to work, Stan received a visit from Raff Bonchance himself.
"Stan, I know you probably want to hit me, and I wouldn't blame you, but can I please come in?"
Stan motioned for him to enter the flat, shutting the door behind them.
"I know you. You are Doctor Bonchance. What brings you here? And how did you know my address? Did Myra tell you?
"Oh, no!" said Raff. "I haven't seen Myra in ages. I am afraid to say I got your address from hospital records. I know it was illegal but please don't tell anyone."
Stan shrugged his shoulders and indicated for Raff to follow Stan into the small lounge and invited him to take a seat.
"I have come to apologise to you for what I did. I know that I have badly damaged your marriage and for that I can only offer my sincere apologies. Can I please tell you the background to what happened to me and why I did what I did?"
Stan nodded and as he heard the dreadful story of how Raff's mother had shamelessly used her only child as a pawn in a game to obtain power and influence over a group of women who should have been able to rely on her as a friend, he felt sickened.
He accepted Raff's apology with as much grace as he could muster, letting him out of the flat.
Chapter 7
And later on that day when, by coincidence, he had a session booked with his own counsellor, Dawn Patterson, he outlined why Raff's visit had caused him so much distress.
"You see, Dawn, having spoken with Raff about what his bitch of a mother did to him, I find myself sort of able to forgive him. Well, at least understand what happened with him and Myra.
"But I find myself in a quandary about Myra. As far as I know, Myra didn't have any similar traumas, she had a pretty great childhood, so as far as I can see she cheated on me just because she wanted to, because she thought I was boring and not particularly good as a lover. How can I get through this?"
Dawn shook her head. "It's not going to be easy, I won't be telling you what to do, but you have all the information that you need to make a decision that will be right for you and also, hopefully, for Myra. Because from what you say, she does love you.
"You need couple's counselling and hopefully we can sort something out to resolve this horrible mess in a way that can satisfy both of you."
Stan shrugged. "Couple's counselling sounds nice. For a couple who are clear about wanting to stay together. But I am not clear that I do want to stay with Myra."
"Why, Stan?" asked Dawn.
"Because of what she told me the day before she went on the damn holiday with her lover! I can't stop thinking about the dreadful things she said to me!"
"This was progress," mused Dawn, to herself. "He really hasn't opened up to me as much as I'd have liked. Perhaps the visit of his wife's lover could help him come to some form of resolution?"
Dawn nodded and asked Stan to tell her what Myra had said.
She listened to what he told her with mounting anger. To be frank, it sickened her. And it made Dawn realise why her patient was so averse to making a commitment to remain married to his wife.
"Stan," she asked gently, why have you not told me this before?"
He paused for a while, rubbed his face with both hands and then replied: "I... it was that bast... it was Dr Bonchance's visit this morning.
"He told me why he was cheating on his wife, it's a really fucked-up story in his childhood, but I couldn't fathom out why Myra was cheating on me.
"The more I thought about it, the angrier I became. Then it was like a dam broke and all the horrible things she said to me that day came back into my mind after Raff left my flat."
She got him to use a relaxation technique before she allowed him to leave her consulting rooms.
He had been her last patient of the day and she mused about his situation. "Why the fuck would he want to reconcile with someone like that? How could he?" she thought as she closed her office down for the day.
That evening Stan felt morose, more so than usually. He decided to pop out from his flat to see if he could cheer himself up. Maybe a pint or two of ale would sort him out? That was what he thought, well, rather what he hoped, but even so, he had little faith in the viability of the idea.
However, fate was smiling on him because as soon as he had left his flat, locking the door behind him, he heard a familiar voice calling from the other side of the street. "Stan! Oh, Stan! It is you!"
The voice was familiar. It was Wanda! She hurried over the street and grabbed him in a fierce hug. "Oh, Stan! I am so glad to see you! I can't imagine what the fuck Myra thought she was doing!
"I am sorry about it all. It's good to see you out of the bloody hospital. They do their best with the rehab unit to make it look relaxed, but it's not exactly all that relaxing, really, is it?"
Stan returned her hug with a smile. He liked Wanda, always had, ever since Myra had introduced her to him as her best friend. He had a soft spot for Wanda, she'd even, a long while back, featured in some of his idle fantasies.
"Hi, Wanda! It's good to see you. I was just popping out for a drink. My flat is just back there," he pointed behind him to the nondescript building he had just exited.
His smile was replaced with a slightly anxious, somewhat cautious expression. "Would you like to join me for a drink?"
Before he could potentially blow the moment by offering her any number of ready made excuses as to why she might think to turn down his offer, she grabbed his hand, grinned at him and said: "Why, it's not every day a woman gets an invitation like that from a handsome man! I'd be delighted to join you in a drink! It's your idea, you choose where we go!"
"There's a wine bar just a short distance down the street," suggested Stan. Wanda smiled and nodded her agreement.
As they walked toward the wine bar he said: "Wanda, I'd like to thank you for visiting me so often. I heard you visited me when I was in the ITU when I was well out of it. And thanks for continuing to visit me in the rehab unit. That meant a lot to me."
She took his hand and gave it a comforting squeeze.
Once in the wine bar they found a quiet table at the back and over a couple of glasses of wine they began to chat.
"Stan, I want you to know that I had no idea that Myra was cheating on you with that Doctor. None at all. She'd not mentioned it to me, although apparently some other members of staff knew what was going on, and some others suspected they were having an affair."
Stan frowned and said: "But I thought she was your best friend? Why didn't she tell you?"
"Because, Stan, she knew that I was your friend just as much as I was her friend. She knew that I wouldn't approve of her cheating on you, so that's why she kept me in the dark."
"When did you find out about her affair," asked Stan.
"One of the ambulance crew said that they'd found the new locks on the front passenger seat of your car, I said: "Why the hell would he be buying new locks? Someone laughed and said: "Oh, I bet he found out about Myra's affair with Doctor C..., Bonchance.
"So whilst you were out of it in ITU and whilst Myra was in Spain with that slimeball, I got all the details of her affair from a couple of our colleagues who seemed to be in the know about it. That's how I was able to confront her when she finally got back to the UK."
Stan nodded. "I see." He said nothing else, and looked to be deep in thought.
They were considering another glass of wine each when a gaggle of drunken office workers crashed their way through the doors of the wine bar, filling it with their raucous noise as they celebrated some great momentous occasion. A promotion, a sacking or some other such earth-shattering occasion.
"Stan, I want to continue our talk, but that noisy bunch are making polite, discreet conversation an impossibility. Look, let's go to my house? It's only a short distance away from here."
Stan agreed and they walked the few minutes to the house that Wanda had lived in by herself since her divorce from her husband several years previously. As far as Stan could tell there'd been no other man in her life. If there had been, he mused, she'd been very discreet about them.
"Fancy any more wine, Stan?" she asked him.
"Well, no. Not especially. I'm an ale drinker rather than a wine drinker.
"But I could murder a cup of tea, though!"
She grinned at him. "Yeah, that'd do for me, too! I'll put the kettle on."
So it was that the two friends, tea finished, began to have a serious talk together.
"So, Stan, do you think that you can ever forgive Myra for what she did by cheating on you?"
Stan shook his head. "My first reaction when she finally flew to Spain with her lover was to change the locks and put all her belongings in the garden shed.
"But after I woke up in hospital and she was there with me all the time in the recovery unit, I began to waver, thinking perhaps we could make a go of things again. But now? Well now I am having very strong doubts about Myra."
"Like what?" asked Wanda, who sounded somewhat puzzled.
"Well, for example, my name is not Stan. My real name is Pete."
"What the fuck?" shouted Wanda. "I have only ever known you as Stan. Why the name change? Was that Myra's idea?"
"Yes, it was her idea. My given name is Stanley Peter Broxon, Stanley is sort of a traditional first name in our family. It's in honour of a rich ancestor of about 150 years back. Not one of us has ever used it, we're always known by our second name. Peter, or Pete, in my case.
"But Myra would have none of it! She wanted me to be known as Stan. Eventually in order to get along, I agreed to let her call me Stan."
"That's weird," said Wanda. "So, what do I call you? Peter or Pete?"
"Pete will be just perfect!" said Pete, smiling. "God! It feels so good to be able to take my own identity back after twelve years of having to an answer to a name that I never even liked and now positively hate!"
Wanda and Pete were sat, side by side, with a small occasional table between them, on two comfortable easy chairs.
The chairs were at a slight angle, allowing the occupants to face each other.
"Pete, are you going to reconcile with Myra?"
He shook his head. "I can't see that as being possible. My session with my therapist this afternoon made me realise that wasn't likely, well, pretty much impossible, really, to be frank."
"Why, Pete? Why's that?"
"The affair between Myra and that bloody Doctor hurt me, yes, of course it did. But do you want to know what hurt me worse than that?"
Wanda shook her head in response. She was beginning to feel concerned, as it was obvious to her that Pete was feeling greatly troubled.
"Wanda, it was what she said to me, the day and night before she abandoned me, her bloody husband, to go off to Spain with her fucking lover!"
Wanda swallowed and said: "Pete, it's clearly bothering you. Do you want to talk to me about it?"
"Thanks, Wanda. I would. She gave me a load of bullshit! She told me that although she loved me, that I was boring and that our relationship was stale. She said that although she loved me, she had a strong lust for her lover."
Tears formed in his eyes as he began to relive the evening when his marriage was destroyed by his wife.
"Then she told me that he was incomparable as a lover, the best she had ever had. She told me that he had a magic cock, that although it was only a little bigger than mine that it was fatter and that it had a curve that meant it reached places where my cock had never reached, that he always brought her to orgasm with vaginal intercourse, but that I rarely had ever done that. That's she'd often faked it with me.
"She had even mostly cut me off from sex, maybe she felt guilty for fucking me, instead of her lover?"
He took a tissue that Wanda silently proffered him, before continuing. "But she said that none of that mattered, as she still loved me.
"The fucking cowbag even told me that I could 'have a little fling', those were her exact words, if it would make me feel any better about the situation.
"But the next morning I realised that she had just been bullshiting me.
"She never expected me to find a woman to have a so-called fling with me. I mean, who the fuck would want me?
"If my own wife didn't want me, I can't be much of a man! Not much of a catch! If my own wife had rejected me, if I couldn't get the bloody job done, as I told her, if she'd had to take a lover to replace me, why would any other woman want me? How could they be satisfied with what I had to offer?"
At this point he really broke down and Wanda got him to move to the sofa so that she could cuddle him, his face against her breasts, his tears began to moisten her blouse and bra, as she shushed him and comforted him as best she could.
"How the fuck can she say she loved me if she laid that shit on me?" he managed to sob out.
Wanda shook her head. "God knows, Pete. But I can see why you have such a down on her. She really fucked you over, big time, the stupid, selfish bitch."
He shuddered and instinctively Wanda realised that there was worse to come. "Wanda, last night I thought I'd look at a little bit of porn on my laptop, so I visited a free porn site after I searched for some and when I looked at the images, I couldn't... get an erection! My cock was flaccid, I felt so... emasculated! Yeah! That's the damn word! Like Myra had cut my balls off!"
Wanda clutched him to her bosom a little firmer, whilst her brain began working. Working on a solution that would not only work, but would kill two bird with one stone, so to speak.
"Pete," she said softly. "I think I can help you. It's not likely that the accident caused your problem. That's linked to a different part of the brain than was injured in your accident.
"So," she continued, it's more likely to be a psychological issue caused by what Myra did to you, the selfish little slut! But I have an idea to help you, if you'll let me?"
"Really?" asked Pete, a tinge of hope suffusing his voice. "Please. That'll be really... just please help me, if you can."
She disengaged herself from him, kissed his lips and walked across the room to a sideboard against the far wall, muttering to herself. "Should be there. I haven't thrown it away, so..."
She opened a drawer, rummaged through it before exclaiming "Aha! I have it!"
She walked back to him, holding something in here hand that he couldn't see.
"Right-o!" she said, cheerfully. "Get your kit off, now!"
He looked startled, but soon began taking his clothing off, as Wanda was already shucking out of her top and her bra.
Soon her slacks went the same way. Finally she slipped out of her knickers.
She capered over to the thermostat, adjusted it and nodded as the heating kicked in. "No point in freezing our bits off, eh?" she said, grinning.
"What's that you have in your hand?" he asked, curiously.
"Oh, this?" she replied, disingenuously. "It's an old fabric covered elasticated hair scrunchie of mine. I used it when I had my hair long to get it to go into various styles. However, this evening I am going to use it to help you."
She smiled and motioned to the stairs. "I think we'd better take this upstairs, don't you?"
He nodded and followed her to the master bedroom of the house which was decorated in a very feminine style, he noticed.
She had been aware of his look and nodded. "Yeah, ever since I got rid of that bastard I was married to I have been able to keep my bedroom decorated like I want it to be!"
"Mind you, she added thoughtfully, if I was to find the right man, who knows? Maybe I'd let him keep his boots under the bed?"
Pete interjected: "This might be the wrong time to ask, but Myra never told me why you and Eric split up?"
Wanda shrugged. "That's OK. I asked her to keep it to herself, but the fact was that I found that Eric liked putting his private bits up men's bottoms. I caught him doing a man in our bedroom on our bloody marital bed, no less! So I threw him out and divorced the bastard. And I burnt that bed, too."
She frowned before she spoke. "But Pete, that's one of the reasons why I can't understand how come Myra was able to cheat on you. She knew how devastated I was by what Eric did to me, so she had to have known how it would hurt you.
"Anyway," she continued, "just lie on the bed face down with your legs open as wide as you can and I'll get to work."
He did so and slightly nervously he waited as she wrapped the scrunchie around his cock and his balls. She pulled on his balls, bringing them completely through the ring of material.
"OK, let's begin," she murmured.
She stretched his cock with one hand and with the other she began to vigorously massage his balls which felt huge to Pete, due to their situation. "They feel like two massive plums", he thought.
"If it hurt, please say" she told him in a matter of fact tone of voice. He nodded.
After several minutes she increased the pressure. He groaned. "Is that too much" she enquired, anxiously.
"No, oh, it's hurting a little but it feels so good. More! Use more pressure! Please!"
She did so and noticed that his cock was becoming erect.
"Success!" she thought, smiling. She ceased the pressure.
"OK, you can now turn onto your back." As he did so he saw his engorged cock and gave a low whistle. "Wow! It's working again! Thank you!" he sounded excited and relieved.
"All part of the service, Sir!" she said to him in a deliberately simpering voice.
She sat at his side and swiftly removed the restriction device from his cock and balls, as she did so he gave a small yelp.
"That didn't hurt," he explained, seeing the concern on her face. "It just caught me unawares!"
"OK, she said, "you have a raging erection and you are next to a naked woman. Shall we put it to the ultimate test? Do you want me? I won't be offended if you say no, but you haven't had sex in eight months or so and I haven't had it in eight bloody years!"
He looked at her before replying. "You are gorgeous, though I'd suppose that git having it off with blokes must have been a bash to your ego?"
She nodded, not wanting to speak at that precise moment.
Pete added: "I have been checked out for STDs, you probably did that too, and the only thing that remains is the risk of pregnancy?"
She laughed: "Oh, no! I have that covered too! Although I haven't done it for eight years I had a fantasy that one day a dashing and eligible man would sweep me of my feet, so I always have a contraceptive shot every three months, regular as clockwork, just in case! And today's the day and you are that dashing and eligible man!"
She lay down in the centre of the bed, opened her legs for her man (yes she realised, she now thought of Pete as her man) and with that certain look she gave him, he knew his part in this carnal enterprise. He knew that she wanted him and urgently at that.



He moved up to her and she guided his still erect cock between her pussy lips and they began making love.
They were together. Two lost souls washed up on the beach of a hitherto uncharted desert isle, having been pummelled by a raging tsunami of infidelity.
This was not a situation of their own making, but they were both making the best of it. And how!
After fifteen minutes of love making Pete felt an absolutely incredible sensation as it seemed that a gentle, delicate flower had opened up and after sucking the head of his cock within its folds, it began to gently nibble on his cockhead.
He could stand no more and all thoughts of trying to last any longer were washed away by the best orgasm that he had ever had.
He realised that Wanda was feeling something similar as she bucked and shuddered violently as her eyes fluttered and she fainted at the same time that Pete's orgasm took him beyond anything he had ever experienced.
Seconds later they both came back to their senses. Wanda kissed him and said: "Thank you, Pete! That was absolutely incredible! And you have drowned my kitty! She's full!"
It was then that Pete realised that his cock was still erect within Wanda. He started to thrust into her again. "I'd best do my utmost to push it all out then, if that's OK?"
She didn't speak, but only nodded her agreement, smiling up at him.
This time he only took five minutes until he orgasmed as he groaned deeply as he came inside her again.
They never actually made a decision as such, but it was obvious that Pete was going to stay the night. And that's what happened.
The next morning could have been very awkward for them, but it wasn't.
They showered, but not together, and as they ate toast and Lemon and Lime marmalade and drank coffee (instant but it still tasted good) they talked.
"I'm not going back to her," said Pete emphatically.
"No?" she asked, cautiously.
"No bloody chance! She showed her real, true feelings for me when she took up with that damn doctor. She told me how they got it together after a massive pileup, and if she had come to me then, and confessed what had happened, well, maybe, just perhaps, we could have got our shit together, got counselling or something and worked it all out.
"But she didn't. She turned it into a six month suck and fuck marathon and she virtually cut me off from sex. The divorce papers are ready at the solicitors so all I have to do is give them my approval and they'll be served on her."
Wanda nodded and took a sip of coffee before speaking. "I loved Myra to bits, Pete. We've been good friends since we met up in nursing college just after she came to London from Wales, but with how she treated you I'm not sure that I particularly want for her to remain as a friend of mine, you know?"
He put his head to one side, briefly before speaking. "Why is that, Wanda?"
"Well, it's like I said last night, Pete. Before you flooded my kitty twice! Myra knew how devastated I was when I found out that Eric was cheating on me, so I can't even begin to understand how she thought she was any different to that bastard, Eric? It makes no sense to me!"
Pete nodded and then shrugged. "There's always been that thing with Myra, though. You must have noticed it, too? Her notion that the world sort of almost owed her a living?"
Wanda nodded. "Yes... yeah, I think I see what you mean. She does have that way about her."
She watched him for a few moments before speaking again. "Look, I think we need to find out if the repair work I did to your cock is a permanent or a temporary fix. When you were in the shower I changed the sheets on the bed. Shall we try it again, but without the scrunchie cock ring?"
He grinned, nodded and said: "Let's go to it, then!"
She led the way, saying: "Come on! We might need to try some other positions. Just to make sure!"
He took her hand, allowed his other hand to stroke her arse cheeks and said: "Not sure if I could do doggy style though. Your arse is so sexy I might cum off too soon! Your arse is just adorable!"
She giggled and pretended to be cross with him but she was really stoked to find out that he thought that her arse was adorable!
As Wanda had correctly surmised, the erectile dysfunction was not a result of the brain damage that Pete had received during the accident but a psychological trauma caused by what Myra had done and had said to him.
They both phoned in sick and spent the next several hours enjoying each other's company both sexually and non-sexually.
They were falling in love. This made Wanda nervous as she wondered if it were a rebound romance for Pete? Then she thought: "What the fuck if it is? Girl, just go with it!"
Chapter 8
Several days later Myra felt somehow upset by getting the divorce papers she was sent by the local Family Court citing adultery as the grounds for divorce.
But how was she upset? Was she devastated? Destroyed? What? She realised that the reality was that the major emotion she felt was anger at her Stan for daring to divorce her!
For some reason she also felt angry that Dr Bonchance's name was not on the paperwork as a correspondent.
How dare Stan do this to her? She would show him! She'd get the ultimate revenge and she'd need her lover, Raff to help her achieve it!
She hunted down Raff Bonchance and cornered him in a lonely and quiet part of the hospital, a part of the hospital were patients and visitors rarely went, where the walls were roughly finished unplastered white painted breeze blocks.
"Raff! How are you?"
"I am well, thank you, Myra. And you... are?"
"Eager to re-kindle our affair! My stupid husband is divorcing me, so I am a free woman, so when shall we start meeting up again?"
He looked sick. "I... I... can't Myra. I really can't! My wife's forgiven me, but she has made it most clear that I have no other chances left! I'm sorry! But I can't do it to her and my babies again!"
Myra noticed that whilst he had been speaking to her, he had been snapping on an elastic band on his wrist, repeatedly and very hard.
Without another word, he gave a sob and ran off, leaving her alone in the corridor outside the Path Labs.
She realised that she was very alone.
Chapter 9
Myra had tried a number of times to speak with Wanda, her best friend since they were a couple of young kids in nursing college (a long ago closed facility that had been a part of the hospital that they both worked at) but Wanda had kept blowing her off.
Eventually Myra demanded a meeting and she got it -in more ways than one- in what had been their favourite wine bar in the High Street.
"In answer to your question, Myra, yes I have been avoiding you. Why? Couple of things, really. You know how utterly fucked up and devastated I was when I discovered that Eric was fucking and being fucked by men. That he was cheating on me?
"You remember that? How you had to talk me down from topping myself when I'd drunk too much wine when I'd found him bumming his mate and had thrown the sorry fucker out of the house?"
"So, knowing how bad it hurt me, why'd you think it right for you to fuck Dr Utter-Cock? To cheat on Pete? And to give Pete all that bollocky horse shit you used to justify your own affair?"
Myra looked shocked. She'd honestly never made the connection between what had happened between Eric and Wanda and her 'fling' with Raff. She suddenly began to have doubts. She had almost convinced herself that it had all been Stan's fault, that had he not been an old stick in the mud that it would all have worked out OK.
But now, she was no longer certain. She recalled the evening when she had responded to Wanda's incoherent phone call, how devastated she had been, how she'd had to hide the booze and the pills in Wanda's house and spent all night and part of the next morning just being there for her.
Suddenly Myra felt an emotional reaction that she had not anticipated. Shame.
When Wanda told her that her Stan, or Pete, as Wanda referred to him as, had moved in together with her in Wanda's house, Myra knew she really had lost him.
Especially as Wanda was allowing him to use his own preferred name, again. Myra's insistence on him using the name Stan had been something of a control move. It had worked but now she doubted the wisdom of having done it in the first place.
"Are you and Stan... Pete... going to marry?"
Wanda laughed and said: "I don't know about that! Too early to say, really.
"We both got very badly burned, so we'll continue living together, but as for marriage? Well, we shall see what we shall see."
They finished their glasses of wine and parted on terms that were friendlier than might have been expected.
Later that day during her break -she was on a late turn at the hospital- Myra was sat reading a copy of the Nursing News and a headline on an advert caught her attention.
Ysbyty newydd i agor y canolbarth. Ofynnol i uwch staff nyrsio. It translated from the Welsh to: "New hospital to open in mid-Wales. Senior nursing staff required."
She read through the advert which was in Welsh and English, and she was ashamed to find that she struggled to read the Welsh portion of it, even though Welsh was her first language, and she hadn't started to learn English until she was aged eight.
By chance the hospital was not far from the strongly Welsh speaking part of Wales she had been raised in, but she had no family there, now.
She used her iPad to apply for the job during her break.
Before her interview in Machynlleth three weeks later she had the local newsagent deliver copies of the weekly Welsh language newspaper Y Cymro and listened online to BBC Radio Cymru, the Welsh language station for Wales.
Through a constant diet of straeon papur newydd (newspaper stories) mostly on the 'rygbi' and programmes consisting of dreadful and unconsciously funny Welsh language Country and Western songs which were a little trying to listen to, pretty soon her understanding of written and spoken Welsh was as it should have been. She even improved her own spoken Welsh by taking part in some radio phone ins on Radio Cymru.
Much to her delight she got the job at the new build hospital which was just outside Machynlleth on the A489 road to Penegoes. She started there at about the same time as the divorce was final. The house was sold and the proceeds split 50/50, her portion buying her a small flat.
She was able, mostly, to convince herself that she was having a great time with all those virile Young Farmers, the ruggerbuggers and the unattached doctors and male nurses (she'd done adultery, wasn't keen to knowingly do it again) who were more than willing to share bedspace with her at her tiny flat in Machynlleth town centre. And sometimes at their homes.
If they shied away from letting her go to their place she knew they were probably married, so she dropped them pretty quickly.
The next several years were going remarkably well until some kind friend, or a cruel fuckwit, take your pick, sent her two back issues of the Ploughlake General Hospital Newsletter in the same envelope.
And just in case she was too thick to identify the stories they obviously intended for her to read, they'd circled them with a garish yellow highlighter. How fucking helpful of them!
"Hospital Marriage for Senior Staff Nurse Wanda Joyce Voss, who has decided to change her name to Wanda Joyce Voss-Broxon, the ceremony took place at the hospital chapel. She married Peter Broxon."
And an issue dated just under two years later: "Delightful photograph of new Crèche member Matilda "Tilly" Voss-Broxon as she joins her new playmates at the Little Darlings Nursery here at Ploughlake General Hospital. Her proud parents, Wanda and Pete, are seen helping at the party for a fellow playmate."
Myra felt ill. That had been her husband, with what could, or should, have been her baby.
But they weren't. And even now, it still hurt her.
But, she realised, such were the consequences of riding out of your marriage on another man's cock.
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He had it all. He had all the information he required for a confrontation that he knew must come, and must come quickly.
He had some additional information that he would somehow try his best to shoehorn into the confrontation, if it could be described as a confrontation. Hell, who was he trying to convince? Of course there was going to be a confrontation! Even at this late date, he was still unsure what nature the confrontation would take, exactly, how it would all pan out.
The information that had been shared with him made him believe that the whole denouement would take place this evening.
For a split second, he felt like just walking away from it, taking off and... what? That really wouldn't solve anything. Besides, that would let people down, irritate and upset people who had been irritated and upset more than enough, without him screwing everything up even further.
The only realistic option would be for him to follow through with his plan and hope that everyone else was following through with their plans, playing their parts. Actually, he didn't seriously doubt that they would not do so.
He parked his car in the allotted space in the underground car park, which was next to his wife's BMW, before he took the lift to the fourth floor.
Mike Cooper walked out of the lift, turned right, walked a few more paces, slower than of late, and he arrived at the flat. He begged its pardon, the apartment; the monthly rent was far too grand for it to be described as a mere flat, which he shared with his wife of ten years, Nicola.
As he shut the front door behind him, he sensed an atmosphere of tension. Perhaps, he mused to himself, today would be the day. All that he had seen and heard indicated that it would be. He fervently hoped that it would be, as he was not sure how long he could keep up the pretence that things were normal, that he was as clueless as Nicki seemed to believe him to be.
He hung his jacket on the clothes pegs in the hall, and as he reached for the handle on the lounge door said, sotto voce "Let's Do This!" He smiled, but there was no humour in it.
"Hopefully, it'll be time for Nicki to face up to reality, bite the bullet, stand up and be counted and whatever other clichés I can muster up for this shitty situation," he mused to himself. Despite the seriousness of the situation, he allowed himself a brief grin.
When he opened the door, she was sitting on the sofa. Her face was a mélange of mixed emotions covering a wide range from fear to dread, from sympathy to apathy. "Or perhaps it was an attack of the wind?"
He stopped himself from laughing. If tonight was, as he suspected, the night it was all going to go down, then he really didn't want to cock things up by laughing at his own jokes, no matter how hilarious he might find them. His ability to hide behind jokes during awkward or tense situations had always irritated Nicki. "Tough shit!" he thought.
"Hello, honey," she spoke to him in a tone of voice that sounded... what? Expectant? Nervous?
"Please, sit down. We need to have a little... chat."
"Bloody, buggering hell!" he thought. "Looks like we are going for cliché bingo, tonight! Well, eyes down, look in, as they say in all the best bingo halls."
He realised, inconsequentially, that there would be no "looking in" tonight, as her not inconsiderable cleavage was hidden from show and she was very soberly dressed, almost as if she were attending the funeral of someone she didn't really know well enough, or care enough about, to wear formal mourning wear for.
It occurred to him. that was exactly what was happening, because this was the funeral of their wedding, something she had proven she really didn't know all that well, and which she certainly no longer cared enough about.
He sat down, facing her, with the coffee table between them. He placed his leather messenger bag underneath the table.
She had probably expected him to sit by her side; he based this on the hurt expression on her face. "Oh, well, that's a pity!" he thought. "We don't always get what we want in life."
"Okay, Nicki," he said. "What is there to have a little chat about?"
She swallowed nervously before she continued. "It's like this, Mike. I no longer love you."
Despite having a pretty good idea of what was about to go down, hearing it put into words by his putative loving wife shocked him to the centre of his very being. He let out a startled gasp of pain.
She had a look of horror on her face. "No! No! I'm sorry! That came out all wrong! I still love you, but not like that! Not in the way that a wife should love her husband."
She paused before continuing: "I love you as a good man and as a good friend, but not as a husband. Not anymore. Not any longer."
He spoke softly, perhaps a little fearfully: "Is there... anyone else? Another man in your life?"
She nodded: "Yes, there is. Please! You must believe me, I didn't mean for it to happen, I met him at the office about six months ago. He's the new owner of the company I work for.
"I was asked to show him round the office and the building and we both instantly fell in love over a coffee in that lovely little Italian coffee shop that is underneath our offices."
"The place we sometimes used to meet in for romantic interludes in your working day, when you had a few minutes to spare?" he said, sadly.
She had been smiling as she thought back to the first meeting with her lover. Mike's words made her tense up and she must have realised her mistake, as she flushed with embarrassment.
"That was insensitive of me, Mike," she said. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you."
Mike shrugged an acknowledgement. "Please, go on. Tell me what you need to tell me."
She swallowed nervously. "It was as near enough to love at first sight as 'damn it' is to swearing. We, neither of us, really intended for it to develop into anything. At first, it was just innocent, going out to lunch, that kind of stuff."
She paused before continuing. "But then it started to grow and develop; we started holding hands and before we really could comprehend what was happening, before we could get a handle on it, so to speak, we realised that our first initial feelings were right, that we were not actually falling in love so much as we were actually really already in love. There was an electricity running between us.
"And then we made love for the first time and I realised that it was perfect."
Mike nodded. "That must have been about five months ago? Which one of you was it who decided to cut me off from sexual relations with you? Was it him or you?"
She made a placating gesture with her hands. "Well, in truth it was a joint decision, he didn't like the idea of my having sex with anyone else, even though, or perhaps especially, because that other person was my husband, and me because the idea of making love with you felt like it would be cheating on him. I'm sorry, Mike, but that was how I felt. I must admit that not allowing you to have sex with me didn't sit well with me, as it made me feel even more guilty, thinking of you not getting any loving, but with my lover getting all of my attention."
A thought struck him. "At about the same time, you shaved yourself, even though you know I prefer women to be naturally hairy. Did you do that for... your lover? You must have done, because you know I prefer a woman to be naturally hairy down there."
She had the grace to look shamefaced as she nodded.
Mike looked at her. Dare he? He thought. He shook his head. His voice was filled with pain, resignation and sorrow. "I suppose I owe you some apologies, Nicki."
A look of bewilderment flickered across her face, like summer lightning. "You? Apologise to me? For... why?"
He shrugged. "Nicki, you are one of the most open, honest, forthright people I have ever known during my entire life, probably the most, in fact, so I can't conceive of you just cheating on me for no good reason. I have to conclude that you must have had a valid reason for what you have done, what you are doing. I am apologising for whatever it was that I did, or what I didn't do, that meant I wasn't enough of a man for you, that I drove you away from me and forced you to seek the comfort of the arms of another man. That is why I am sorry. Sorry that I failed you, that I failed our marriage and that I failed myself."
He looked at her, then he allowed his shoulders to slump as he lowered his eyes, as if he could not stand to look at the woman who he had betrayed, albeit unknowingly and unwittingly.
Nicki was abashed at what he had said. She had expected Mike to be angry, to rave and to call her a slut. What she hadn't expected in her wildest dreams was that Mike, her normally sensible husband, would take all the responsibility for her cheating on himself, that he would shoulder all the blame for her affair!
She just wanted to move on with her lover, divorce Mike as fairly and as cleanly as possible and then marry her new man when the time was right.
She had thought of Mike getting over the breakup fairly quickly and finding someone else.
She looked at Mike and said, "I had thought that you would get over it, you'd find another woman and I sort of hoped that we might all become friends at some point down the road, but with this turn of events, how you are taking things now, I doubt it's possible. I think things are more than a little out of control."
She had tears in her eyes when she spoke to him. "Mike! Lift up your head! Look at me! Look at me, please! None of this is your fault! I didn't know you held me in such high regard about the type of person that I am, but I cannot help thinking that perhaps I am not as perfect as you might have imagined. I have been having a relationship with another man, but that was all down to me, it has nothing to do with you, or your abilities as a man or a lover, at all! Please believe me!"
He looked up at her and gave her the kind of smile that they used to call a "brave smile," and said, "Thanks for saying that, even if it isn't exactly true, I thank you for trying to cheer me up with that little white lie."
"I'm not lying! Look, I don't want you to suffer or to pine for me, as that would serve no useful purpose for anyone, but especially you. My life is now dedicated to another; you must move on and find yourself a new woman, a woman who can love you as a woman should love a man. I am very sorry I can't be that woman for you, not any longer, but it is what it is. You'll find someone else. I know you will."
He shrugged. "I don't see that as happening, Nicki. I don't even see it as being possible. Twelve years ago, you came into my life and you made and filled a Nicki size space in my heart. You have now stepped out of, and away from, that space in my heart, but that space is still there, Nicki. It's a Nicki sized void that no other woman could ever fill. I doubt that I'll even bother dating again. I certainly feel that marrying someone else would be an impossible dream. After all, if what you say is true and I never did do anything to drive you away, how on earth could I ever trust anyone ever again? Besides which, how could they replace you?"
Nicki dabbed at her eyes with a small white handkerchief. "Oh, I am really sorry for the hurt that I have put on you. Please, please do not let this situation make you into an embittered person, Mike. You are worth so much more than that. I feel so guilty about what I am putting you through, but it's happening and I can't change it."
"But I am not worth much more to you than that, am I, Nicki?"
She flinched. "That's not the point. I am sorry that things have worked out like they have. I want a divorce, unreasonable behaviour would be a good option, I feel, as it will be relatively quick.
"In order to make things easier for you, I have already loaded what I want to take with me in the short term into my car and I intend to leave for the flat I'll be sharing with my lover this evening. We can sort my other stuff out, later."
He wiped his hand over his face before he said, "We had so many dreams, a lovely cottage, a big garden and some children. Well, they were my dreams; perhaps they weren't really your dreams, after all."
She had smiled when started speaking of their dreams, but she gave a small sob when he went on to say, "But those dreams are dead now, Nicki. But, when the dream dies, what of the dreamer? Do they continue, Nicki? Or does a part of them die, too, following their dreams into oblivion?"
"Please!" she gasped out. "Don't talk like that. You are sounding as if you are thinking of doing something silly!"
"Silly?" His voice started to sound a little bitter. "Like the silly thing I did when I married you? That silly? Or were you worried that I might commit suicide and leave an indelible stain on your new relationship? Why would you care about what might happen to me in the future? That's not a concept I can get my head around, now."
Nicki was hurt by his remark and it showed in her voice. "Please, Mike! There's no need to be like that about this! Despite what you might think or feel, I still care about what happens to you. I just don't like to think of you being injured or dying."
He nodded. "Sorry, Nicki. It's just that this is all so raw, and so hurtful to me."
She grimaced. "Yes, I imagine it would be."
"Anyway," he continued. I really probably shouldn't ask this of you, and you don't have to answer if you don't want to, but is he better in bed than me? Is he a better lover? Are... is there anything really different between him and me?"
For a split second, she looked puzzled, but then it was as if a lightbulb had come on for her. "Well, sex with him is better than it is with you, but that's no knock on you, no knock against you, Mike. His cock is a little bigger, but not by much. He is not a much better lover than you. It's different, but that's not why making love with him is so much better than with you. It's because he is my soulmate, the man I am destined to be with forever."
He looked pained and then changed the topic of conversation, trying to getting back on track. "Is your lover married, Nicki?"
She nodded, "Yes, he is married, but they are on the point of separating, as it's been an essentially sexless marriage for..."
Mike interjected with, "Tell me about it!"
Nicki continued as if she hadn't heard his caustic barb. "It's been an essentially sexless marriage for the best part of a decade."
Mike snorted derisively, muttering: "Sexless marriage? Welcome to my world!"
Nicki ignored his further remark and again continued as if he had said nothing. "In fact, they only made love twice in the past eight years."
That was it! This was the ideal opportunity for Mike to not merely shoehorn the information that he had into the conversation, it was a wide-open goal mouth, and he was going to hammer the ball without mercy into the top left corner of the net. So pleased was he that he promised to light a candle at St. Ethelwald's church, and to make a donation in the offertory box.
He suddenly dropped his "Woe is me!" persona and spoke to Nicki in a chatty, conversational tone of voice. "You know, that's very interesting. Very interesting, indeed! Do you believe in coincidences, Nicki?"
Somewhat flummoxed by his instant and miraculous change in personality, she answered with caution: "I... I am not sure what you mean, Mike? How's that relevant?"
"How is it relevant, darling Nicki? I'll explain. If, as you say, your bit on the side and his wife only made love twice in the past eight years, I was just wondering on the fortuitous coincidence that they fell pregnant on both occasions?" Care to comment on that one, eh, Nicki?"
She was even more bewildered. "I don't understand what you mean, Mike? D... he hasn't got any children."
Mike smiled to himself at her slip, which could only help confirm what he already knew.
"Really?" He asked. "Just wait a moment." He reached under the coffee table, pulled out his leather messenger bag and removed a large plastic document holder, which was overprinted with: Gains, Leeper, Legal, Investigations Division. He placed the bag on the table.
She felt something chilly walk through her. She didn't know what was happening, but she knew it couldn't be good.
Mike pulled a sheet of A4 paper from the folder, and began to read: "Douglas Williams, married to Sally Williams, of 41 Larkspur Drive, Midsummer Parva. Father of two children with Sally, a boy aged eight, called Simon, and another boy called Vincent, aged six. So, how do you explain that, Nicki?"
"They must have made a mistake! An error! That can't be right; because he told me they had no children! Anyway, how did you find that information? Isn't it illegal?"
"Of course it's not illegal," he barked. Now he was starting to get angry and he didn't want to do that, at least not yet. "It's not illegal because Gains, Leeper are one of the top firms of solicitors in the region and they run their own investigative bureaux, so they know the law."
Nicki felt shamed. "How long have you known?" she asked, softly.
"About three months. In fact, you'll remember the time quite well. At least, you should. I'd been dropping hints that I wanted our love life to be rekindled, but you kept putting me off, saying that you just needed a little more time for your libido to recover.
"You'll remember that suddenly, I stopped asking you for sex. In fact, you thanked me, if you'll recall. You thanked me for stopping, as you put it 'pestering you for sex'. You promised to make it up to me in other ways, saying that the no sex thing was just a temporary dry spot and eventually we'd be back to normal, sexually. But you lied to me, you never kept your promise to make it up to me, and now I know that your nonsense about the dry spot was a load of old tripe. You never intended on having sex with me ever again, did you?"
Now Nicki was crying in earnest. "When did you get the detectives on to me?"
"I didn't. You see, one day at my office, a woman came to see me. She'd made an appointment. Her name was Sally Williams. She gave me that paperwork, which is a copy of some of the relevant pieces from the report she had commissioned from the private detectives.
"Needless to say, I was destroyed. She played me recordings, one of which was you and he mockingly deciding that I would be cut off from sex. That was why I stopped pestering you, as you put it.
"I then followed Sally's lead and got a full spectrum of STD tests done, including HIV. We were both clear, no thanks to you and your arse of a lover and your bareback shenanigans!
"We both began wondering how to get our own back on you two, so we agreed to have a revenge fuck. We enjoyed it so much that we did it again and again, so that one simple act of revenge became a "Friends with Benefits" relationship, which has now begun to change and develop.
"Will it grow and blossom into a true, loving relationship? Don't know, don't care in the short run, because all I know is that we, Sally and myself, are there for each other. It's not just about the sex, though that's pretty damn good, I have to admit; we also give each other support and love, things we should have being receiving from our spouses, but which they chose to steal away from us and give to another. If it develops into a long-term thing, well, fair play to us.
"You might be interested to know that this is his third foray into the world of cheating, and she decided that this would be his last, as his promises to never do it again proved worthless.



"Nicki, you and I will be getting a divorce, but it will be on my terms and I am filing on the grounds of adultery."
Nicki was becoming outraged. "That's a total crock! How can you file for adultery if you have had sex with another woman yourself?"
He laughed at her. "What's that got to do with it? You want to counter with a cross petition for adultery, you go for it. See if I care!"
She changed tack, still feeling somewhat bewildered by this turn of events. Her lover was a liar and her husband had been fucking her lover's wife. What the hell had just happened?
Suddenly, curiosity of a morbid type came over her and she just had to ask the question, the one question that perhaps she shouldn't have asked: "What is she like in bed, Mike?"
He looked her in the eye and smiled, but it held no humour or warmth. His eyes looked hard, unrelenting. "Well, she's great. In fact, she goes like an otter!" he said, nodding for emphasis.
For some reason his remark made her shudder. "Oh, God! What a horrible thing to say about her! What does 'goes like an otter' even mean?"
Mike continued to stare at her before he said in a sibilant, but loud voice, "It's because she is always hairy and wet for me!"
She gave a tiny shriek and left the flat, apartment, hovel, yurt, or whatever, in a rage. She tried to slam the door, but it was a modern safety door that, if you tried to slam it, merely made a farting noise.
He heard the sound of the lift as she made her way down to the underground car park.
He shook his head and laughed: "Oh, poor Nicki! With one fart, she was gone!"
He took his mobile phone from his pocket and used speed dial for the number of his lover: "Hi! Yes, happened just now, as the detectives told us that it probably would. Didn't go as they'd planned, though! I think I upset her, but I'll tell you more about that, later. Are you coming over here, or shall I come to your place? Oh, Okay, I'll get the kettle on. Am I right in thinking your boys are with your parents for the next few days?
"Tomorrow we need to get the locks changed on your house and on my flat. And to get our solicitor to sort our finances out. Yeah, I had the divorce papers delivered by the solicitors by First Class post to her secret love nest, which is where I think she is heading now. Should be a pleasant surprise for her! Well, a surprise at any rate!
"Loverboy will be meeting her this evening, after his fake business trip to Doncaster? Oh, maybe I should have told her that her soulmate has another bit on the side in Yorkshire? Oh, well, never mind!"
He said his goodbyes, put the phone back in his pocket and walked through into the kitchen to put on the kettle.
He walked back into the living room and suddenly realised that for the first time in months his anger had been replaced, at least in part, by an extreme feeling of sadness as the loss of the woman who had been his life for twelve years, hit him. It all suddenly seemed very real to him.
His time with Sally would help him, he knew, but even so, the situation would still hurt.
As he heard the electric kettle click off, he realised that he still had enough time to put fresh sheets on the bed for his lover, so that's what he did.
As he did so, he shook his head and grinned: "'Goes like an otter?' Where the hell did that come from?" he thought.
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And now, the sequel.
*****
The sound of bitter, heartrending sobs had woken Vera. They were the visceral sounds produced by a soul in torment, torn from a woman who knew she had lost everything that she had ever held dear to her, or close to her, that she knew she would never hold again, or be close to, again. Ever.
When Vera touched her cheeks she realised that they were slick with her tears and that the sobs that had awoken her had been her own.
Gary stood, stupefied, as he read the letter that Vera had placed for him to find in the envelope:-
Dear Gary,
I love you and only you, and I am not having an affair. I want to tell you that first because I know you are really upset right now. It's the same way I would feel if I were in your place.
But there is nothing to worry about.
This package is an explanation of what just happened, but before I explain, I want to tell you how sorry I am for doing this to you. I hope the whole thing didn't last more than fifteen minutes. Also, this is not a prank. Also, I don't think it's amusing. Now for the explanation.
What you've been listening to is my play, as performed by Reg and me. It got an A+ from the instructor. I told her it's fiction, but I could tell she thinks I'm really having an affair with Reg. That put the icing on the cake for me. Remember, the assignment was to write something from real life or good enough to make her think it's real life.
She loved my idea of two people performing the play on a dark stage, and that's the way Reg and I read it in front of the class. You'll hear the reaction if you listen to the end. We got a standing ovation. Afterward, I told her it was the first and last performance and that no one else would be permitted to hear the recording or see the script except her, and I was counting on her confidentiality because I knew she would never violate the university's code of ethics. It was a threat, and she understood.
The first time I met with Reg, he already knew what his play was going to be about, but I had no idea what to do. I started telling him about our life and asked him to stop me if he heard anything dramatic I could make a play about. He never stopped me.
Before we left the coffeehouse, he told me a little about himself, Penny and their kids. I joked that I felt safe, knowing he wasn't an actor. He asked me what I meant, and I told him about Kara's opinions of actors and her warning.
His eyes lit up, and he asked me, what if it wasn't a joke? What if he and I had an affair while we were working on our plays?
I asked him whether he had lost his mind, and he said something like that could easily happen, and it would make for great drama. I said I didn't think I could write that kind of play, but he said to try.
With a lot of pushing by Reg, I managed to do it. It was my idea to do it in the dark, because I was so ashamed of what I was imagining that I was doing to you. He thought that made it even better. I couldn't think of any motivation for me to betray you until he came up with the idea of turning guilt into exciting sex. That was totally sick, but the teacher and class went for it.
I told him about how you liked everything I wrote, whether it was crap or not, and I wished I could get your honest response to my play. I don't know which of us came up with the idea of the car in the driveway. He provided the speakers and the electronics and security detectors that turned the recording on as soon as you opened the door.
I went back and forth a lot of times in the last couple of days. I really wanted to know how you'd respond to the play. Would it sound realistic enough to fool you for a few minutes? I guess I'm just like those insecure, neurotic playwrights that we've been studying. I knew that if I got my wish and you really believed it, it would also make me selfish and cruel, because it would hurt you deeply. Maybe the most disgusting thing I did was last night when I manipulated our conversation. You didn't know it, but when you told me you'd forgive me, you were giving me permission to do this to you.
I was afraid you'd destroy Reg's car, so I rented a junk car from a salvage yard. It will be towed back tomorrow. I rented a sledgehammer for you, too. It's in the garage, so if you feel like it, you can pound the car to pieces. I also moved everything valuable out of our bedroom, so you can destroy that, too. You told me a couple of months ago that it was time to get a new bed anyway.
If you are in a rage, I hope you do anything you feel like to work it out. The only thing I want to prevent is you hurting yourself, or hurting someone else and going to prison. That's why your gun is in a safe place, not in the house.
Reg wanted to mount cameras to record your reaction, but I said no. We've only been listening to you through the tablet. Right now we're listening to silence while you're reading this. Reg thought you might be curious and listen to the whole play. I bet him that once he said he was naked, the door would be history. We've heard who won the bet. I'm hoping Reg and Penny owe us a couple of steak dinners.
If you didn't wait to hear the whole thing, you don't know the ending, so I'll tell you. I never do sleep with Reg. We end up talking each other out of it. It had to be at least a little realistic for me, even though I don't think the teacher liked the ending. If you want, you can read the script. It's in the envelope with this letter.
If you are up to it, you could join Penny, Reg and me at the Denny's near our house, but I don't blame you if you'd rather not. Now that I know you're reading this, I'll wait about fifteen minutes and then head home. If you feel like yelling at me and throwing things or giving me the silent treatment, I'll completely understand. No matter what you do, I deserve it.
Is there anything else you should know, since we always tell each other everything? Yes, I know you held back on your suspicions, but that doesn't count because of how I manipulated you to set you up for today.
Larry and Kara have no idea they helped me. Kara really did see me at the coffeehouse with Reg, and what she told you was completely true. She called me after she spoke to you and screamed at me. I explained to her that the first time she saw me, I was unhappy because I couldn't think of what to write, and the second time I was excited because the play was nearly finished. I told her not to say anything to you because I was under a lot of pressure to get the play done, and I didn't want to have any conversations with you about Reg until later.
The only person you know whom I took into my confidence was your boss. You won't believe how hard she tried hard to talk me out of doing this. Before she finally gave in and agreed to send you home early, she said that if I ever did anything this cruel to you again she'd come after me, herself. I swore on her Bible that I wouldn't. She felt so bad that when she apologizes to you tomorrow morning and asks you to forgive her, she'll probably tell you about your promotion and raise that wasn't going to be announced until next month. Please act surprised.
I thought we could take the kids out for pizza after we pick them up later, if that's okay with you.
And last, but not least, I love you love you love you and beg you to forgive me.
Love,
Vera
Gary had, theoretically, known what the word 'bereft' meant. But now? Now he really, truly knew what the word meant. He felt what it meant, felt it in his flesh, his bones and in his soul. He tasted it, almost.
'Bereft.' Verb. Meaning: to deprive and make desolate, especially by death. Desolation.
Vera had killed their marriage, had rendered it desolate. She hadn't done it thoughtlessly, she had done it extremely thoughtfully, with careful planning throughout, over a long period of time and with a good deal of malice, too. Doubtless she'd deny that, deny she had intended any malice, but Gary knew better. How could such an evil scheme be perpetrated without any malice?
Shit! If she did truly love him, was his loving caring wife and really did "love him love him love him" and she could do this to him, what the hell could she do to him if she ever stopped loving him, or even actually started to hate him at some point in the future?
He looked down at her tablet. He steadied himself mentally before somehow managing to speak in as steady a voice as he could manage. "Vera, Reg and Penny, what can I say? You set me up and you got me.
"Vera, I will come down to be with you and Reg and Penny at Dennys, but I'll be a little longer than fifteen minutes. After what I just went through I feel a little soiled, a little dirty, to be honest. I'll take a shower before I meet you. It'll be about 45 minutes or so before I get there."
He reached over and turned her tablet off. There was no reason for her not to believe him, he thought, so he'd probably have an hour at least for him to do what he needed to do.
He walked to the built in wardrobe, and from the top shelf removed a large suitcase which he put on the bed; he opened it and carefully, but with speed, ("more haste, less speed" he thought to himself) and put in enough clothing for a week or so. He was still in his business suit, so that needn't be packed.
He closed the suitcase and carried it downstairs into the hallway.
From the home office he removed his Macbook, charger and his phone charger and put them in his laptop case. Almost as if it were an afterthought, he went back to the bedroom and retrieved the letter and the package Vera had left him. He took that downstairs and placed it in his laptop bag, zipping it up and placing his bags on the back seat of his car.
It had taken just under twenty minutes to clear himself out of the smouldering ruins of his marriage.
He drove away from the house, unsure exactly of where he was going or what he would do. He just knew he had to quickly put distance between himself, Vera and their nuked marriage.
"God!" He thought. "What about the kids? The bitch hadn't considered our three children at all, save for a throwaway line about taking them out for a pizza. Stupid bitch," he cursed.
He parked in a residential street several blocks away. He picked up his cell phone and dialled the number, not of Karen, his immediate boss, but of Thomas Stewart, the founder and owner of Thomas Stewart Techmatics.
Thomas Stewart answered the phone on the second ring saying: "This is Thomas Stewart, what can I do for you?"
"Thomas, this is Gary Conlon. I work as a senior manager under Karen Harper."
"Hi Gary. Good to hear from you. What can I do for you this evening?"
"Sir, I have to offer you my resignation. Something has happened between me and Ms Harper that made me realise I no longer have a future with the company."
Thomas sounded nonplussed. "God, Gary, this has come as a shock. Especially so soon after your promotion a couple of months back.
"Can you please at least tell me what happened between you two? Last time I was at your location you both seemed to be getting on very well together. I had great plans for you, well, for the both of you. Can you please tell me what's happened to change things? And knock that 'sir' shit off, okay? It's Thomas to you!"
"Thank you, Thomas. Karen has broken my trust in such a way that I can no longer work with her, and because she's such an asset to the company, I feel that I should resign. I never received that promotion. I was never even told about it, until it was mentioned in a letter my wife just left for me to read, that is."
"Gary, please give me the Cliff Notes version of what's happened."
Gary told Thomas what had happened and how Gary's boss, Karen Harper, had become involved in helping Vera to progress her plans.
Thomas cleared his throat and said: "What are your immediate plans, Gary?"
"Tonight I'm going to look for an inexpensive motel room to spend the night and tomorrow I'll look for a lawyer. After that, I'm not sure what I'll do."
"Gary, there's no need for you to find a motel room, and I am not accepting your resignation. Here's what I want you to do. Go to the downtown Marriott Hotel and book yourself into the Thomas Stewart Techmatics suite. They'll ask you for a password, it is 'Guest of Thomas'. There's dedicated labelled secure parking, so use that before you go to reception.
"I know you'll probably want to tie one on and get a few drinks inside you, only natural, in fact, but I am going to ask you to refrain from doing that, 'cause I'll want a breakfast meeting with you at 7.15am at the hotel. I know you might not want to do this, but I'll need you to send me over a copy of the letter your wife sent you. Can you do that, please?"
"Sure, Thomas, I'll send it from the hotel."
"And Gary, don't worry about hiring a lawyer for your divorce; our corporate legal team will handle all of that for you. It's under the terms and conditions of your contract, so you'll not be responsible for a penny of the cost, because of what Karen did. She very stupidly made this a company issue."
They said their goodbyes and Gary sent a text message to Vera. 'Not going to make it to the Denny's. Tell the kids I love them. I'll see you when I am calmer. I need time away from you. Let Reg and Penny know I am thinking of them.' He didn't sign it. He hoped Vera would spot the irony in his message for her new 'friends.'
As soon as he had confirmation that it had been sent, he turned off his phone.
After he got to the hotel, parked his car and had registered, he used a scanner in the hotel's business centre to copy Vera's letter and email it to Thomas.
He went to his room, got undressed, poured himself a couple of miniature brandys from the mini-bar (OK, it wasn't exactly a small measure) and went to bed.
Under the circumstances, he slept surprisingly well.
The next morning after he showered and shaved he turned on his cell phone. He had been expecting it to be filled with voice mails and text messages from Vera. Shockingly, there had been no calls from her, not even one missed call.
He shrugged as he pocketed his phone and headed down to the breakfast room for his meeting with his boss.
Thomas was already there, sat at a table with a coffee and a light breakfast. In his hand he had a printout of Vera's letter.
He stood and gave Gary a fatherly hug. "This is bad, Gary. Really bad, and I'm shocked Karen managed to get herself caught up in this bullshit. Anyway, you go over to the buffet and grab yourself a coffee and some breakfast because we need to have a serious meeting about what our next steps are going to be."
At 9.20AM Karen Harper arrived at her office and was irritated that her usually efficient secretary, Janet, who had been with her for ten years was not at her desk in the outer office. She hadn't actually expected Gary Conlon to turn in for work that day, she allowed herself a chuckle at that idea, but Janet's absence she could not countenance without a damn good reason.
She shook her head and set her face in a grim scowl. She thought: "If she wants to get canned she's going about it the right way!"
She opened the inner door to her office and was shocked to see that there was already somebody sat behind her desk. Thomas Stewart, the owner of the company.
"Mr Stewart!" She gasped out. "I'm sorry, but I didn't know you were going to be here today! I'm sorry Janet isn't here. Maybe I'll have to let her go."
"Maybe you'll do no such thing," he replied, steel in his voice. "I asked Janet to take the morning off because I have some private matters I need to discuss with you. Sit down."
Karen sat down, heavily. Being on the wrong side of her desk and in the chair she had carefully chosen to put people at a disadvantage made her feel nervous.
Her intuition, which was normally good, had badly let her down on this occasion. She knew that Mr Stewart was mad about something, but she was clueless as to what it might be.
He withdrew a sheaf of papers from his briefcase and passed them over the desk to Karen. "This is a copy of a letter that Vera Conlon wrote to her husband, Gary. I need you to read this letter all the way through without commenting. Tell me when you are finished."
Karen read the letter with a growing sense of dread. She thought: "That silly bitch! Shit! Shit! Shit! How the hell am I going to extricate myself from this?"
She returned the letter to Thomas. "I have finished the letter, Mr Stewart. What is it that bothers you about a private matter that doesn't, if I may say, concern you or the company?"
"Don't give me that crap, Karen! Of course it concerns me and my company! You met with the wife of a colleague of yours in your capacity as his manager and supervisor! You discussed confidential company matters with her, regarding his promotion. You dragged me and my company into this shitty mess, so please do not insult my intelligence by claiming this has nothing to do with me or my company! When you acted in your capacity as Gary's manager you were not involved in a private matter!"
He paused before continuing. "As soon as Vera told you of her plans you should have spoken to Gary about it, or at the very least appraised me as to what his wife had planned.
"I gave you explicit orders to give Gary a promotion and a pay rise two months ago, but you didn't follow my orders, you delayed giving him the promotion in order to fit it in with the fucked up plans of his wife to make him think she was cheating on him! You were sort of bribing him to not divorcing the stupid woman!"
He gave Karen one of his piercing stares. "Or were you just using Mrs Conlon for your own ends? You decided to thrown the bone of Gary's promotion to her to give her something to work with, something to assuage her guilt and give her some resolve to carry out the plan?
"You must have known that when Gary found out that you were involved in the scheme to make a fool of him that he wouldn't be able to work with you and would have to resign.
"The thing is, you would have wanted him to get that information in a controlled way that was safe for you, possibly she'd make a heartfelt verbal confession to him, but you couldn't have known that Mrs Conlon would have been stupid enough to put it all down in a letter of confession that implicated you in her dirty little scheme!"
Karen realised she had nothing to lose so she replied: "I helped her because I didn't think Gary was ready for his promotion!"
Thomas shook his head. "Damn! Now I see it! You felt threatened by Gary and the promotion that I ordered you to give him! You figured that I would be able to use him to squeeze you out of your job."
She mumbled something about "misogyny" and "the patriarchy" to which Thomas snorted, derisively. "This had nothing to do with 'misogyny' or the 'patriarchy'! Yes, I was grooming Gary to take over your place here, but only because I needed to make sure your role here was left in good, capable hands, after I had promoted you to a position on the board of directors."
Karen gasped in dismay.
He shook his head. "That's not going to happen, now, ever. There's no way that I could trust you to join the board, or even to continue with my company in any capacity, for that matter. You might not have noticed, but I have had all of your personal effects in this office removed. They're being held in a box down on main reception for you. I am not using the "hire and fire at will" aspect of employment law to fire you. I am terminating you for gross misconduct and moral turpitude, and your replacement will be Gary, so, ironically, your plotting brought about the result you were so afraid of.



"Gary has already proven himself to be a better manager than you could ever hope to be. I offered him as the first task in his new role, the opportunity to fire you, but he turned it down. He asked me to fire you, instead. He didn't want to appear vengeful."
Thomas abruptly stood up and clapped his hands, twice. "Go on! Leave! You are now dismissed. Under the terms of your employment contract, I have recorded this interview, so there'll be no opportunity for you to deny any of this. That Bible you had Mrs Conlon swear on? Maybe you'd better actually start reading some of the stuff in it."
Karen stood up, took her purse and left the room. She was too numb to cry. That would come later.
After their breakfast meeting, Gary had sat, lost in thought. He still hated what Vera had done to him, and forgiving her would be a hard, tough road to take, but for the sake of the kids, should he at least take a look at trying to patch things up between them?
Thomas had told him to take a couple of days off until he took over Karen's job, and Gary decided that he should drive to his house and at least try to talk with Vera. Divorce was still his preferred outcome, but he felt it the right thing to give her chance to talk with him, though what she had put in the letter had pretty much told him all he needed to know.
He made up his mind and decided to drive home to speak with Vera. If he spoke with her, he reasoned, perhaps they might be able to salvage their marriage, their family, fill in the crater she had left in it.
As he turned into his street, he noticed that there was, again, a strange car in the driveway. This was no rusty beater of a car. This was a high end SUV. Beneath it he could see a messy puddle of blackened oil, proof of the presence of the wreck that had occupied the same space the evening before.
All the rage he had felt yesterday came back, but at least threefold. It was thrumming in his head.
He parked his car on the pavement in front of the house. All thoughts of reconciliation were now gone. He walked swiftly, but quietly, to the house, he opened the door, stepped into the hallway and stealthily closed it as silently as he could.
He heard voices, happy, laughing voices, from the lounge to the right of him. A male voice and two female voices, his wife and, presumably, the other voices were Reg and Penny. He heard Vera say: "Reg, perhaps I should have allowed you to install video cameras to capture how Gary reacted!" She joined the other two in their laughter.
Gary opened the door quickly and was confronted by the sight of Reg, who was sat between Vera and Penny on the sofa. He had an arm draped possessively round their shoulders and each of them were holding his hand.
As soon as they saw Gary, the laughter stopped. They all looked at him. Vera gasped.
Gary returned their gaze. He was furious and they could see it in his eyes and his stance.
"Vera, yesterday I was sure I wanted to divorce you for the cruel trick you played on me, and also, for abusing and using our friends, Larry and Kara. You bitch! You fucking, rotten bitch! You made fools out of all of us. And why? For a damn, fucking play! How dare you do that?"
Vera looked stricken, unable to think of a response. Reg had removed his arms from the shoulders of both women, he and Penny were looking pensive, concerned.
"When I saw that wreck of a car on the drive, I was scared at what I'd find. I thought that there was no way a successful, wealthy stockbroker would drive a heap of shit like that, so I was wondering what I'd find. Could he have raped you or worse, killed you?"
Reg interjected at this point: "Damn! That wasn't something we'd even considered when we collected the car from the wrecker's lot."
Vera looked aghast: "Oh, Gary! I never thought of that! I'm so sorry."
Gary looked at them, shook his head before continuing. "After that, I hear the evidence from the lips of my own wife that, despite her previous protestations, she was actually cheating on me and on our three children. You broke my heart; you devastated me!"
Vera replied with tears in her eyes: "But it wasn't true! None of it! I explained that in the letter I left for you. You did read all of it, didn't you?
Gary continued: "Of course I did! Please tell me why, wife, that the letter made not the slightest difference to how I felt? I still feel that you cheated on me. In fact, the letter made it worse; the letter showed that you didn't give a fuck about me, or my feelings.
"You deliberately plotted with strangers to destroy me, to wreck our family! The only time you mentioned our children was when, as a sort of throwaway remark, you wondered if we might take them out for pizza? Take them out for pizza? Were you out of your fucking mind? You honestly thought you could just take me and our children out for pizza and that would, somehow, magically erase what you did to me?"
Vera shook her head. "It wasn't like that, Gary!"
Gary shook his head. "That's bullshit, Vera. It was exactly like that. I just heard you say to Reg that you wished you had installed video cameras to spy on me when I was in utter mental agony!
"What kind of a wife does that? Certainly not a loving wife!"
Gary shook himself, slightly. "Anyway, where is my gun? Is it back in the gun safe, yet?"
For some reason Penny took it upon herself to answer. "It's not in your gun safe, Gary, it's not here, but I promise you, it is in a safe place."
Gary glanced at her, shrugged and said "Your promise means nothing to me. I am the licensed holder of that gun. If it's not in my safe place, it's not in a safe place."
He turned to look at Vera: "Where are the kids? What have you told them?"
She replied: "They're at school. I told them you were away for work. I am really sorry, Gary. Can't we talk this through?"
He shook his head. "You having your co-conspirators here has not helped, Vera. I'm leaving, now."
When he was outside, he took out his phone and dialled 911 to report his missing gun. Although he was pleased to be able to drop them in the shit, he knew that it was a legal responsibility as the licence holder to report the theft of the gun as soon as he could. In his mind he was certain that the gun had been stolen.
The operator took his call and arranged a call back, which was swift in coming. He spoke with a detective who said he was heading the team that dealt with firearm thefts. "Sir, can I have your name and address and the type of gun you say was stolen?"
"Yes, my name is Gary Conlon, I live at 42 Glade Avenue, Morristown. My gun is a S&W .38 Special."
"Sir, when did you notice it was stolen?"
"My wife advised me that my gun was gone, yesterday. In fact, my wife and two of her 'friends' took the gun from the house and I don't know where it is, but I think her friends have it."
"Why did they take the gun?"
"It's a long story, but at the moment I'm feeling responsible for anything that might happen should the gun fall into the hands of a criminal."
"I can appreciate that. Where do you think the gun is, now?"
Gary thought for a couple of seconds before replying. "I think it might be either in the car owned by her friends, or at their house. I don't have their address but the registration of the car is 'KING REG'. It's a custom plate, I think. Because his name is Reg."
"Where's the car, now?"
"It's parked on the driveway of my house."
"Okay, Mr Conlon. We'll be there as soon as we can. And I'll inform the ATF, too. They might have some officers they can send out, though this is short notice."
Less than ten minutes later an unmarked car, a marked patrol car and an ATF SUV arrived outside the house. The occupants gathered around the SUV on Gary's drive.
All of the arrivals clued those in the house that something was going on, and they came out. Gary noticed that whilst Vera looked angry, Reg and Penny were looking worried.
A large man in a cheap suit walked over to Gary. "Are you Gary Conlon?"
"Yes, that's me."
"I spoke to you on the phone, I'm Detective Cox. I'm presuming that the man there," he pointed at Reg "is Reginald Spranzer?"
Gary nodded "Yeah, didn't know his second name, though, but that is Reg."
The detective approached Reg: "Are you the owner of that SUV, sir?"
"Yes, I am" Reg sounded so nervous that he seemed on the point of squeaking.
"Sir, please open the car so that I can search it."
"No! I won't do that! You can't search my car! It's on private property and besides, you don't have a search warrant!"
Detective Cox shook his head. "Sir, your car is on private property, but as it is not your private property, that's neither here nor there. As for your point about a search warrant being required, you are wrong. Police officers are allowed to search a vehicle without a search warrant when we have probable cause to believe that evidence, stolen property or contraband is located in a vehicle. Your name has been mentioned in relation to a firearm that has gone missing from 42 Glade Avenue.
"Now, you can either give us the keys or we will force entry into your vehicle. I'm good with either option, sir."
With shaking hands Reg handed over the keys. Within a couple of minutes the officers had found the .38 stored in an unlocked glove box on the passenger side, along with several Ziploc bags of white powder and two other Ziploc bags, one containing tablets the other, capsules.
The detective gave a bleak smile to Reg, saying: "I think someone might have some 'splainin' to do. Now, we will apply for a search warrant for your home."
Reg, Penny and Vera were all arrested and taken in separate vehicles for questioning.
Gary thought he'd fallen down a rabbit hole. Just what the hell had been going on?
Gary phoned Thomas to give him an update on the situation and Gary waited at the house as he knew their children needed someone there when they came back from school.
When the children had all arrived home he said: "Kids, your mother had to go to the police station to answer some questions. I don't know when she'll be back, but before she does come back, there's something I need to talk with you about."
The children reacted in horror as their father told the story of what their mother had done in as child friendly a way as he could, bearing in mind that his audience were 14-year-old twin girls and a boy of 12.
Gary hated having to do this but he wanted to get his story out before his wife could get it out in either a spun sanitised version, or in a way that made him the villain of the piece.
Vera was held overnight and bailed the next morning for her part in the unlawful removal of Gary's .38 revolver.
As the chemical analysis of the white powder in the Ziploc bags proved it to be cocaine, the tablets ecstasy and the capsules Rohypnol, Reg and Penny were not instantly bailed out and had to wait in the County Jail for several days before they were released, after further questioning. Their children were able to stay with Penny's elderly widowed mother whilst they were in custody.
The fact that Reg and Penny had cocaine, ecstasy and a date rape drug in their car and more at their home, forced an unbridgeable gap between them and Vera, as Vera suddenly realised that perhaps allowing Reg to guide her into writing a play in which she had imagined having an affair with him was a mistake. The date rape drug was a major indication that Reg and Penny had further plans for Vera, and perhaps even for Gary.
Vera received a $600 fine for her part in allowing Reg and Penny to take the gun, Reg and Penny (as the instigators, since Reg had advised her to have the gun removed from the house) each received a $1,000 fine and six months in prison.
For the possession of the drugs, Reg and Penny each received a $2,000 fine and five year prison sentences. "What about my babies?" wailed Penny. "My mother is too sick to look after them, now!"
The judge looked at her, incredulously. "Now?" He shouted: "Now you are starting to think about your children? That's too little, too late, Ms Spranzer. Your children will have to enter the foster care system. You have no one to blame but yourself for that."
Reg lost his stockbroker's licence and their house would have to be sold, as without his income they could not afford the hefty mortgage payments.
There was an initial counselling session booked for Gary and Vera. The counsellor opined that because, despite her fine words in her confession letter, Vera seemed to lack any genuine understanding of how cruel she had been and that what she had done had so badly hurt Gary, that further counselling as a couple would be pointless, so she recommended no further counselling.
Thomas introduced Gary to the partners in the law firm which would be representing him. The name of the law firm was Hardisty and Austin.
They all shook hands in Thomas' spacious office. The female who was clearly in charge, was of medium height, and imposing, yet in a non-aggressive way, spoke first. "My name is Dee Hardisty, this is my brother, Ken Austin. We went into partnership as Hardisty and Austin after I represented Ken in his divorce. At first I got on Ken's case because I thought he was being weak. Then I realised he was in shock, and that many betrayed spouses must also be in shock because the love of their life had smashed their hearts to pieces.
"Ken went back to college, studied law, got his degree and we set up in practice, together, representing people like you in divorce actions, and also dealing with business law issues, using Ken's knowledge of the business world."
Ken Austin grinned at Gary. "Actually, Dee was right. I was being weak. I'd caught my wife and my female boss in bed together and it shook me to the core, to be honest. But in my opinion what your wife put you through was far worse. We've seen the letter your wife wrote you, Mr Conlon. But we'd appreciate if you told us your story in your own words, please?"
After hearing his story and having a private conference in an adjacent room Dee and Ken returned to the room and agreed that based on the evidence that they had seen that Gary should file for divorce on the grounds of cruelty.
Although normally U.S. courts required more than one example of cruelty to be grounds for divorce, his attorneys argued that deliberately setting her husband up to make him think that she was having an affair and then accusing him of being paranoid, followed by the 'performance' of the play, was cruelty in the meaning of the divorce laws.
"Your honour" Dee Hardisty argued: "It's our contention that, based on the contents of the letter of confession that Mrs Conlon wrote, especially with reference to the fact that Mr Conlon's gun was removed from the marital home to stop Mr Conlon using the gun on himself or on other people involved in this situation, that any reasonable person would have known that this whole charade was an act of monumental cruelty of such a vile nature that the marriage would be irreparably damaged.
"Also, your honour, my associate, my brother, Ken Austin, has filed for damages against the University, the Drama Department and the Drama Lecturer, Professor Fenella Foster, for allowing this travesty of a so-called play to be performed when it was known by Professor Foster that Gary Conlon would be an unwilling and unwitting participant."
Justice Norman Klipman nodded. "Ms. Hardisty, in Family Court we see a great many distressing cases, of which this is a particularly horrible example. I am going to allow the divorce on the grounds of cruelty.
"However, custody of the children will have to be considered. Before that happens, I want psychiatric profiles of both parents, then I will make my judgement appertaining to custody. I have appointed a Board Certified Psychiatrist, Dr Edward Walker, to carry out the profile tests on Mr. and Mrs. Conlon. The case is adjourned for two weeks."
Twelve days later, Dr Edward Walker was in the chambers of the judge. They'd worked together for several years, Eddie produced reports on parents, children and other family members for the Family Court that Norm presided over. They'd long ago dispensed with judicial or medical titles.
"Well, Eddie, it's good to see you again. You have the reports for the Conlon versus Conlon divorce case?"
Eddie nodded. "I do, Norm, but there's been some weird shit that's come up. I even had to get a colleague of mine to check some of my findings. Incidentally, what custody arrangements are you looking for?"
Norm shrugged. "It might not seem fair to Mr. Conlon, but I'm toying with the idea of primary custody for Mrs. Conlon, perhaps a 70/30 or a 60/40 split? You have any objections to that, based on the reports?"
Eddie nodded. "Unfortunately, I do." Norm interrupted: "That's going to hurt Mr. Conlon, especially seeing what his wife did to him."
"Actually, I doubt it will," replied Eddie. "All will become clear, soon.
"I'll give you the salient points from the psych tests; you can read the full test results, later."
He unconsciously pushed his glasses up his nose and started reading. "I'll read Mr. Conlon's first. He is suffering from some fairly minor PTSD as a result of his wife's actions. He also has a mild anxiety disorder, some insomnia and trust issues, but, in truth, he is nowhere near as badly affected as he could have been. He's receiving therapy through his employer's insurance program.
"However, Mrs Conlon is another matter altogether. In fact, her results were so disturbing that she was the reason why I got my colleague, Doctor Susan Reynolds, to check my findings and why I had extra tests run on Mrs Conlon.
"Mrs. Conlon is one very, very sick woman. In fact, with the results we got, I am surprised that she managed to make it to her age of 35 without really fucking things up.
"She has a severe Narcissistic Personality Disorder, with elements of psychopathy, too. She also suffers from Schizophrenia and a Dissociative Identity Disorder."
Norm let out a low whistle. "Is that why she did what she did?"
"Yes, in short. The problem is, I have only dealt with one other patient with similar, though not the same, diagnoses. You might remember the case? She was a divorcee and an apparently doting mother of four young children. She was dating a guy, and because she misinterpreted a casual remark he made that caused her to wrongly assume he didn't want children, she murdered her children. She was placed in Brookhaven Psychiatric Hospital, where she remains, six years later."
Norm sat back in his chair. He looked thoughtful. "So, you think Mrs. Conlon is capable of hurting her children?"
"I'm sorry to say this, but based on the disordered thought processes revealed in her letter to her husband, where she acknowledged that what she was doing was cruel and wrong, but that she was just going to go ahead and do it anyway, and my extensive tests on her, I think Mrs. Conlon is capable of just about anything. In fact, Mr. Conlon and their three children are truly fortunate that Mrs. Conlon didn't kill them all, in my professional opinion."
Norm looked pensive. "So, what's your suggestion for custody?"
"Full custody for Mr. Conlon and very, very limited visitation rights for Mrs. Conlon. In fact, Mrs. Conlon is so potentially dangerously ill that Susan and I are ready to sign the necessary paperwork to have Mrs. Conlon committed to Brookhaven Hospital for long-term inpatient treatment."
Two days later the custody arrangements were read out in court. Vera Conlon had a breakdown and had to be sedated by paramedics. Her breakdown expedited her removal to Brookhaven Hospital.
In a way, her diagnosis made Gary feel, if not better, certainly more at ease with what had happened.
He and the children would recover, he knew, but he was aware that it would likely be a long process, with the help of counsellors for the children and himself.



The law firm of Hardisty and Austin managed to reach a deal with the University Board of Regents that netted Gary and the children several million dollars in an out of court settlement.
The drama department, always a thorn in the side of the Dean for one reason or another, was shut down as a result of budget cuts. Budget cuts being a code for "revenge is sweet."
The sound of bitter, heartrending sobs had woken her. They were the visceral sounds produced by a soul in torment, torn from a woman who knew she had lost everything that she had ever held dear to her, or close to her, that she knew she would never hold again, or be close to, again. Ever.
When Vera touched her cheeks she realised that they were slick with her tears and that the sobs that had awoken her had been her own.
Some readers will recognise Ken Austin and his sister Dee Hardisty. They appear in my two part story "It Wasn't My Fault."
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It sometimes seemed to Greg Baker that much of his life was a mystery, or that his life had often been touched by mysterious coincidences or mysterious events.
He hadn't expected to do well at school, but, mysteriously, he had. He hadn't expected to continue with his educational success at the local college, but, again, rather mysteriously, everything had fallen into place and he had received his PhD during his 25th year.
He wasn't the youngest ever PhD graduate, he seemed to recall some poor child prodigy had beaten him by 12 years or so, but he was more than happy with his PhD at age 25.
He was also mystified, yet very happy, that he had met (or rather, re-met, it's a little complicated) and married the blonde and utterly gorgeous Tawny Mason when he went to work for the largest employer in their rather modest city, Augmented Future Sciences, which was a major player in the world of computer software.
Actually, they had sort of known each other since junior high and throughout high school. Although they'd been friendly when they saw each other, they'd never actually been close or best friends.
During that time Tawny had dated fellow student, Scott O'Shea. In fact, they were still dating when they entered the first year at the local college. It was rumoured that he had popped the question, and that she had accepted and then, suddenly and mysteriously, Scott O'Shea had joined the Marines and left town, never to return.
Tawny was heartbroken, and for a while her grades slipped, but with the help of her friends and some of her tutors, she pulled through. The topic of Scott O'Shea was still not open for discussion. It was almost as if he had never existed.
Tawny did not date anyone, at least not seriously, during the rest of her time at college, and whilst she wasn't a party animal, she knew how to have a (reasonably) good time.
When she entered the world of work and commenced her employment at Augmented Future Sciences, this was when she met (or sort of re-met, it's still somewhat complicated) and fell in love with Greg Baker. It was a mutual attraction, if the truth was told.
"Greg and Tawny, Tawny and Greg. Mrs. Tawny Baker, Mrs. Greg Baker," she mused to herself on their way to their honeymoon in the San Francisco Bay area. She loved her marriage to her handsome smart young husband, whom she also loved. As many people will acknowledge, loving marriage as a concept and loving one's spouse are two entirely different matters.
She did love her husband and their marriage, until she didn't, but that was to be 10 years down the line.
They'd decided not to have children straight away, although to be honest, that had been mostly down to Tawny who had said: "Greg, I want to have children with you, but not just yet. Let's enjoy ourselves and explore ourselves as husband and wife and also establish ourselves in our careers first, okay?"
"After all," she added, "It's not like it is as bad as it was in the olden days; birth is now no longer as risky as it was in even our parents' generation, and the average age of new moms is rising year-on-year, so we've really got no hurry, have we?"
Although he was a little disappointed, Greg acquiesced to her suggestion. After all, he ruminated, "It was her body and there would always be enough time later."
Really? Not really, but there was no way for Greg to have known at that point.
Career-wise things were progressing well for Greg. Good things were still coming his way in that mysterious way things kept happening for him. He was in the right place at the right time and was unexpectedly, as least unexpectedly to Greg, perhaps he had self-confidence issues, thrust into the role of the project director of a team that was developing some truly high end and revolutionary award-winning SAAS packages.
As for Tawny, her career within Augmented Future Sciences was also progressing well; she was the Personal Assistant to Hal Smith, who was the director of another development team. Lest any wrong ideas spring to mind, Tawny had also been a maid of honour to Hal and his boyfriend, Jeremy, when they tied the knot.
Whilst Greg had a youthful female Personal Assistant, she, Donna, was living with her older female lover, so Greg was not tempted, either. Not that he would be, as Greg was a good guy, a real straight arrow, too. Was he also a bit naïve and gullible? Perhaps so.
It was during the latter part of the tenth year of their marriage that, had Greg been able to spot them, there were signs that not all was well with his marriage to Tawny. As had been pointed out previously, Greg was somewhat naïve and perhaps a little gullible. Besides which, Tawny was being smart, and she wasn't cheating on Greg. Well, not as such. Not exactly, that is to say.
They lived in a large house on well-to-do Castle Oak Road, amidst several dozen similar homes. They had only been built for a few years and were homes for the up-and-coming executives who were ready to make their mark on corporate America.
All at once, Tawny began being very solicitous of Greg. Although their sex life had entered a seasonal doldrums, she was always getting Greg snacks and drinks and so forth. "Greg, honey, is there anything I can get you? Greg, honey, are you feeling okay? Greg, honey, I made you your favourite dinner, Greg, honey, I cleaned your dress shoes, Greg honey I..." well, the picture is clear, even though to Greg's chagrin, there was still little or no sex.
Greg was both pleased and somewhat bemused by her attentiveness as it reminded him of an old 1950s advert when a doting wife was depicted as having her smug looking husband's pipe and slippers ready for him when he returned from work each evening.
There seemed to be about Tawny, something on which he couldn't quite put his finger. It was as if she was bursting to tell him something, but couldn't quite broach the subject. The over-solicitousness lasted for approximately a month until one day they were both sat in the lounge drinking tea when their doorbell rang. Greg glanced at the clock, frowning in puzzlement. "It's almost ten o'clock," he said. "Were you expecting anyone, Tawny?"
"No," replied Tawny, depicting an attitude of nonchalant, studied calm. "I can't imagine who it might be. Are you going to answer it?"
Greg went into the hallway of their house to answer the door.
As he opened the door he had half expected some religious types pushing their religion, but was met with three large heavily armed figures in black military assault clothing, wearing face masks.
As they crashed through the door, he was punched in the guts and propelled into the lounge. Tawny gave a theatrical gasp as Greg was thrown to the floor.
The leader of the trio grabbed Tawny, and made to pull her toward the door, but Greg suddenly leapt from the ground with a roar, lunging at the armed man. For his trouble, Greg had the side of his head struck with the barrel of the automatic pistol that the man was holding. Before Greg could react to the sudden pain he crumpled to the ground as the butt of the pistol was smashed downward in a vicious strike to his head.
As he lay on the floor he felt a kick to his side and he began to slide toward unconsciousness, his last conscious thought being: "I've failed my Tawny." He was aware of a jumble of sounds and feelings, but he was unable to process them as he faded out.
He became cognizant of his surroundings as he awoke. "Shit! That was a horrible dream," he thought. As his eyes opened he realised that he was not in bed at home with his wife, Tawny, and that he was in a hospital bed. That there had been no horrible dream.
He shouted in blind panic and suddenly a nurse appeared at his bedside. "Please, Mr Baker! Be calm! You have received a severe head injury, and you must be careful! A police detective wants to speak with you, I'll go and get her, and I'll tell your doctor you are awake."
A few minutes later the nurse returned with a man wearing scrubs and a dark haired, attractive woman a few years younger than Greg. She was wearing a slightly crumpled business suit. Greg presumed, correctly, that she was the detective.
The Doctor took charge of the situation. "Hello, Mr Baker, Greg. I am Doctor Mathis, I am a neurologist. You have received a couple of hard knocks to your head and a nasty kick to your side. Luckily, scans show your spleen was not damaged, but you do have a fractured skull. Our x-rays and brain scan show it as a minor closed linear fracture, which will not require treatment, as such, save for some pain medications.
"I understand a police car and an ambulance was called to your property at about 11.30PM last night, you were brought into our ER at just before midnight. It's now 9AM, the next morning.
"You have concussion and your side will be sore for a couple of days from the kick you were given. We'll aim to keep you in hospital for a couple of days, just to monitor your situation. Do you have any questions for me?"
Greg shook his head, an instinctive response that he instantly regretted. "No, sir, but thank you for what you have done for me."
He looked toward the female, who addressed him: "Hello, Mr Baker. Do you mind if I call you Greg? My name is Detective Kathy Stewart, I'm with the Police Department Major Crime Unit. Amongst other matters, we deal with cases that involve kidnapping. I'll keep things brief as you have only just come round. It's now 9AM; you were subject to a home invasion and knocked unconscious.
"Due to an anonymous call to 911 at 11.15PM last night, a patrol car was directed to proceed to your home and you were found unconscious in your lounge in a pool of blood; the front door was wide open.
"There was no sign of your wife, although a sealed envelope was found on the sofa in the room addressed to a Mr Karl Viennese, regarding the kidnapping of his wife, Sadie Viennese. As your wife is called Tawny Baker we are presuming that your wife was kidnapped in error. We have sent out a BOLO and an APB on your wife. We'll get her back. That's a promise.
"Can you describe the men who attacked you?"
Greg frowned in concentration. "There were three of them. They were all of about six foot in height, well-built, they were all dressed in black military style gear, plus they were all masked. The one who was the leader, I guess, he punched me in the guts, hit me with his gun a couple times, then he kicked me. That's all I know. Do you have any idea who did this to Tawny and me?"
She shook her head. "No. We are going to start door-to-door interviews in your neighbourhood to see if any of your neighbours saw anything. These often lead to useful outcomes.
"Incidentally, do you and your wife know anyone by the name of Viennese?" He frowned in concentration before he replied: "No. Total mystery, to me. We know nobody of that name."
She quizzed him as to whether or not they had any enemies who would be possible suspects involved in kidnapping his wife?
He replied in the negative.
"Do you have any questions for me, Greg?" she asked, finally.
He shook his head and yawned, apologetically. She took her leave of him and headed back to the police HQ where she was to meet with her colleague who she had been assigned the case with, Dave Clarendon.
Although she was slightly younger than her fellow detective, Dave Clarendon didn't mind Kathy taking the lead on this case. Whilst he wasn't exactly lazy, he knew his limitations, his strengths and weaknesses, and he knew that leadership was not a particularly strong suit for him. He was quite content for others to take the lead, and the flak should things go down badly. There was always that, of course.
"Hi, Kathy," he said to her as she entered the detective office on the second floor of the police HQ. "Got you a mug of coffee. How'd it go at the hospital?"
"Thanks, Dave. I could do with a drink of coffee! It went about as well as you could expect. Greg Baker is still very shaken up by what happened to him. He was punched in the guts, hit twice with a gun giving him a fractured skull and then kicked in the side, after which he blacked out."
Dave nodded, taking it all in. "Do you think he was involved in his wife's disappearance?"
Kathy shook her head. "No. I doubt that very much. I know that it's received wisdom that the spouse is often involved in this type of case, but I got no such vibe off of him. Besides which, I'm guessing that with a little more force to the blows to his head he'd probably have spent time in rehab learning to walk again."
"Okay," Dave replied. "What do we have, so far?"
"Dispatch received an anonymous 911 call at 11.15PM claiming someone had had a severe accident at 84 Castle Oak Road. A patrol car and an ambulance were directed to the scene and the patrol officers entered the house through the open door, keeping the paramedics safely on the porch while the officers secured the scene.
"They found Greg Baker unconscious in the lounge in a pool of blood and the paramedics took him to the Emergency Room. Forensics was at the scene of the crime for several hours afterward; we have a presence at the house in case the attackers return. I know it's unlikely, but with the criminal mind you just can't tell."
"True, that," responded Dave. "By the way, the letter that was left at the house? No DNA on it at all. Self-seal envelope, so no saliva on the glue strip.
"It seems to be a letter of warning to a Mr. Karl Viennese that his wife Sadie was being kidnapped to be held for ransom. I say seems to be, because not only is there not a Mr. Karl Viennese and a Mrs. Sadie Viennese anywhere in our city, a search on national databases has thrown up no Mr. and Mrs. Karl and Sadie Viennese at all."
"So, the letter was probably a fake? Interesting. The mystery deepens, as they say. We'll have to wait to see what the officers doing the neighbourhood survey can find out for us. Three men in military gear would have raised at least some interest, you'd think?"
"Yeah. They should have!"
"Anyhow, we have to look at the evidence we are going to put forward in the Johnson case. I think if we can really get our ducks together, Johnson will go for a plea."
As is often the way with police officers whilst they were waiting for results from the neighbourhood survey, they got on with mundane paperwork tasks.
When the uniformed sergeant who was in charge of the team doing the survey of the neighbours reported back, she had nothing concrete for the detectives.
Sergeant Donna Clarke said: "Those guys were pros. Maybe they really are or were military? No sighting of a vehicle, but someone did report hearing a fairly heavy duty engine at about the time in question. Guess we'd better do a sweep of CCTV systems in the area and in the city itself?"
"Yeah, good idea, Donna" said Kathy.
Later that day, a young uniformed officer knocked on the already open door of the detective's office and looked into the office with a sense of wonder and awe.
Hey, Kathy!" whispered Dave, "that young patrolman has a Jones for you!"
Kathy giggled and whispered back: "Nah! I've met with Josh before. He doesn't have a Jones for me, or you, before you get all nervy on me. Josh has a Jones for being a detective."
She addressed Patrolman Josh Banner directly. "Hi, Josh. What can I do for you?"
He walked into the room and shook hands with both detectives. "Hi, Kathy, Dave. It's hopefully something I can help you with. I don't know if you were aware, but Doug Fiddler and I took the call to go to the kidnapping house. We went in, guns drawn and we saw Mr Baker lying on the floor in the lounge. But there was something that was bothering me about the situation, but it wasn't until a few minutes ago that I realised what it was.
"Before we had gotten to the house, someone had already put Mr Baker into the recovery position. Now, some dude has just tried to smash his head in and kicked him in the side, why would they bother to put him in the recovery position? That doesn't make any sense to me."
They thanked Josh for his information and he happily left the room.
"Shit!" said Dave. "That really does muddy the waters. I mean, Josh has a point. Why would a dangerous and violent kidnapper bash someone in the head twice, kick him in the side and then bother to take time to put his victim in the recovery position? Josh is right. That doesn't make any sense."
Kathy responded thoughtfully: "Maybe they let Tawny Baker do it? But a gang of desperate kidnappers taking the time to do that? I think this case just left Kansas, Dave. Be sure to say hello to Dorothy and little Toto if you get the chance!"
A week after the kidnapping, the police were still stuck for clues and Greg Baker was fretting and recovering from his physical injuries at home, having been released from the hospital.
When in doubt, police forces worldwide from the smallest Sheriff's office to the biggest Metro police departments know, by-and-large, the value of using the press. That was why, perhaps against her better judgement, Kathy found herself in the news studio of the local TV station, TBS, which was part of a small but important regional network.
"Good morning, you're with Morning News here on TBS, with me, Davall Smith and my co-host, Mitzy LeBrea.
"We lead this morning with the mysterious kidnapping last week of a local woman, Mrs. Tawny Baker, from her Castle Oak Road residence.
"Mrs. Baker and her husband, Greg, were at home last Tuesday evening when their doorbell rang. When Mr. Baker answered the door he was attacked by three armed and masked men dressed in combat gear.
"During the incident, Mr. Baker was beaten about the head with a gun as he tried to protect his wife. After Mr. Baker was rendered unconscious, it is believed that his wife was kidnapped.
"Later that evening, 911 received an anonymous call that a man had been injured at an address in Oak Castle Road. This led to the discovery of Mr. Baker, unconscious, in the lounge area of the property.
"We'll allow Detective Kathy Stewart to take up the story. Kathy, what can you tell us?"
"Thank you, Davall, you set the scene well. The police are looking for the three men who kidnapped Mrs. Tawny Baker and assaulted and injured Mr. Greg Baker. Police enquiries in the neighbourhood were unable to establish any positive results, it appears that nobody saw or heard the team."
Mitzy LeBrea added: "Do you have any CCTV results?"
"I'm glad you mention that, Mitzy," replied Kathy. "We asked for help from people with CCTV systems and we looked at the City's CCTV and we were able to identify the getaway vehicle as a new or nearly new grey GMC Savana van, which had fake licence tags.
"If anyone thinks they can help us, they can please call this number 1-800-POLICEREP, or the Crime Stoppers anonymous number 1-800-222-Tips, if you'd rather be anonymous. Calls to that number might entitle the caller to an anonymous reward."
"Kathy, how is Mr. Baker?"
"He was kept in hospital for several days and is now recovering at home."
"Thank you, Kathy, and now we go over to our business correspondent for news of an exciting new development on the east side of the city."
After being cued that the studio was, for at least the next two minutes, off air, Kathy put her lapel mic down on the chair and air kissed the two anchors as she left and headed back to the police station.
As she drove the few blocks back she ruminated on the investigation.



Where the hell had it all become so complicated? Kidnappers who beat the husband over the head, then suddenly turn unexpectedly solicitous about his health, a ransom note left to the family of a different woman, but a different woman who, it appeared, didn't even exist?
"Shit!" she said to herself. She'd talk this through with Dave. Something was very seriously wrong with this case.
Back in the police station, she headed to the detective office and caught up with Dave.
"Dave, there's something screwy about this kidnapping, but I'm not sure what it is."
Dave shrugged. "Yeah, I know what you mean. Do you think Greg Baker has sold us a story? Did he murder his wife and come up with the kidnap story to throw us off the track?"
Kathy shook her head. "No, Dave. We spoke about this before. I must admit that I wondered about that at first, but I soon concluded that wasn't the case. The two blows to the head and the kick in his side were not faked blows. In fact, he was lucky he didn't have to have his spleen removed. Plus forensics wouldn't support anything like that."
Dave nodded in agreement. "Okay, I'll agree with you on that one, but I think we need to try to establish exactly what the heck has been going on. The tech guys were able to extract the cell phone's IMEI number from the call and the phone was part of a batch of 1,000 cell phones sold to a major national discounted electronics retailer called Karltronix. In a day or so, we should have the final breakdown so we will know which actual store sold it."
"Dave, that's great! Good work on that. Knowing where the phone was bought might prove of help to us. So, what do we do next?"
Dave looked thoughtful for a while then he said: "I think we should follow the advice of one of the greatest of all modern sages, Bob the Dinosaur, and do absolutely nothing."
"Bob the... who the fuck is Bob the Dinosaur?" said Kathy, laughing.
"Bob is one of the characters in Scott Adams' cartoon series. He is married to a female dinosaur called Dawn, they have a baby dinosaur called Rex.
"Anyway, in one of the cartoon strips Bob and Dilbert's Indian colleague Asok have been commissioned by the Pointy Haired Boss to rewrite the company's COBOL system to make sure it's safe from the Millennium bug.
"Bob's suggestion is that rather than starting to work on it, that they just stand still and do nothing and 'actively wait' for the problem to go away.
"Then the Pointy Haired Boss comes back in, tells them there's been a reorganisation and that the project's been cancelled!"
Kathy laughed and said: "Why is that relevant to us?"
"Because I feel that if we just sit back and wait, good things will come our way."
"Okay, Dave, I see your point. But why was a dinosaur asked to do COBOL programming?"
"Well, because he was a dinosaur, people kept mistaking him for a COBOL programmer!"
Kathy punched his arm. "Dave, you are such a fucking nerd!"
"Guilty as charged!" he replied, laughing.
"Actually, you have a good point, there, Dave. I mean, we have done everything we can do, so far. When we get the details of the store that the phone was sold from, we can contact their local police and see if they can help trace who the phone was sold to."
Kathy had a couple of glasses of wine before she went to bed at 11pm that night. At 3AM she was woken by the ringtone of her phone. Instantly awake, she grabbed it. "Hello, Kathy Stewart. Who's this, please?"
She was met with some gasping sobs before the caller was able to get it together sufficiently enough to speak. "Sorry to bother you, Kathy. It's Greg Baker. I know it's late, but I just had a nightmare, a dream of the night of the kidnap. I can now remember everything that happened, and none of it makes sense! Nothing was like it was supposed to be, it's all wrong! All of it!"
Kathy interrupted him. "Can this wait until the morning, Greg?"
"I don't think so, I'm afraid that if I go back to sleep I'll forget the dream and I won't be able to remember what happened!"
"Okay, yeah, makes sense. You sound upset, so rather than having you drive to the police station, Dave and I will be with you at your home as just soon as we can, okay? Meanwhile, try to calm yourself down."
She ended the call and dialled the number of Dave, who, to her surprise, answered his phone immediately.
"Hi, Dave. I just had a call from Greg Baker, he has remembered everything that happened on the night of the kidnapping and I think it's best if we go over there now to talk him through it.
"He sounded very, very upset by what he recalled. I had a couple of glasses of wine before I went to bed, and rather than risk a DUI charge, can you pick me up, please? And anyway, what are you doing up so late?"
Dave laughed: "I'll be at yours in about ten minutes. And for your information I was binge watching an Australian cop drama series called 'Blue Heelers' on YouTube. I was wondering if I should watch another episode or go to bed, but you just opened a third door for me!"
At 3.40AM they arrived at Greg's house. He let them in, seemingly much calmer than he had been just 40 minutes before.
"I'm sorry that I called you, I had the dream, then when I woke up I realised I could recall all, or most all, of what happened on that evening. I thought about telling you in the morning, but I was suddenly nervous about maybe forgetting the dream, before then. Would you like coffees? It's just made."
Kathy replied: "That's not a problem, and yes, please, to the offer of coffee, thank you."
They followed him through into the kitchen of the house. Kathy wondered if he was deliberately avoiding the lounge, or if that was a subconscious thing.
Greg invited them to sit round the large farmhouse style white pine table. "So, what's the deal, Greg? What really happened that Tuesday night?"
"I now realise that Tawny was not kidnapped, that the whole thing was a setup and a fake, and that she was involved in it right up to her fucking neck."
"What makes you think that?" asked Kathy.
"When I got hit in the head twice and kicked in the side, I remember that I heard her shout: "No, Scotty, don't! Don't hurt him!"
"Scotty?" asked Dave. "Does that name mean anything to you?"
"I'll say it does!" replied Greg, bitterness in his tone. "He was Kathy's big, one true love. They dated throughout high school, then continued into college. There was talk of wedding bells and a nice honeymoon (or so I was told, I didn't really move in Tawny's social circle back in the day), but what I do know is that suddenly Scott O'Shea had left town to join the Marines, that he and Tawny were no longer an item and that it took her several years to get over it. Then, we met up at work, started dating, and eventually, we got married."
Dave said: "Why do you think it was a faked kidnapping? Why do you think Scott O'Shea had anything to do with it?"
After a swallow of coffee Greg replied: "Because he is the only Scott we know, and Scotty was Tawny's pet name for him."
"But it might have been a different Scott." persisted Dave.
Before Greg had a chance to answer Kathy interjected: "Yeah, but that doesn't negate the fact that Tawny knew the identity of at least one of the "kidnappers," that she had such influence over him that he followed her order to not inflict more pain on Greg and that she was able to have him put in the recovery position?"
"Yeah, you're right," conceded Dave. "So, Greg, you know anything about Scott O'Shea? Such as where he lives, that sort of thing? And is he the same person as Scotty O'Shea, the novelist?"
"Yeah," replied Greg. "The one and the same. There was an article on him in a local magazine a few months back. Apparently, he's doing well for himself, bought a massive compound in Maine, 20 acres or so, not far from Bangor, I think."
Dave whistled. "Wow! Really? Now, isn't that such a pretty little coincidence? Kathy, in all of the excitement I forgot to tell you, Karltronix sent through the details on the cell phones late last night. The phone we are tracking down is one of a batch of 100 units sent to their store in Bangor, Maine. I think that is too much of a coincidence, right?"
Kathy nodded in agreement. "Well, this has progressed the case, nicely. Sorry that it looks like Tawny had some role in her own faked, kidnapping, Greg. We'll keep you up-to-date with any developments. Promise."
Greg nodded, but he had more to say. "You know, when I jumped the man who I now realise was Scott, I didn't expect to live. I thought he'd probably shoot me, but I hoped that I would be able to give Tawny a chance to escape. When he kicked me when I was on the floor, the last thought I had was: 'I have failed my Tawny'. And what a crock of shit it all turned out to be!"
Kathy impulsively hugged Greg: "Greg, you did nothing wrong. You put your life on the line for your woman. The fact she turned out not to be worth it was hardly your fault."
She flushed with embarrassment as they disengaged, but she sensed that Greg was cheered up by what she had said and done.
Back in Dave's car, they talked of the developments in the case as they drove along. "So, we'll have to get the local Maine PD involved? We'll need to get a warrant out for at least the arrest of Scott O'Shea and an extradition order, too."
"Yeah, looks likely."
"Dave, have you ever heard of Scott O'Shea?"
"Matter of fact, I have. I read the first three of his books. They were good, enjoyable, but after the third book I realised that all of his novels were the same basic theme and that all of the plots had the look of Swiss cheese, there were so many holes in them.
"Actually, that's given me an idea. The kidnapping of the wife, the leaving a fake kidnap letter to someone who doesn't even exist, this all sounds too much like one of the plots from a Scotty O'Shea novel. Impractical and full of holes. I'll bet you $10 that he came up with the stupid idea."
"Okay! I'll take your bet! Could this be one of the plots for a novel he hasn't written yet?" mused Kathy as they drove toward her house.
"Yeah, maybe. We'll get the local police to get a warrant and search his computer equipment, notebooks, and so on. I have a contact with an officer in the Detective Division of the Penobscot Sheriff's office which covers Bangor. I originally met him at a convention a few years back."
A week later, Kathy and Dave were seated in the Detective's Division at Penobscot Sheriff's office in Bangor.
Present were Scott O'Shea and his lawyer, the sheriff, resplendent in his uniform, the head of the Detective Division and someone from the DA's office as an observer.
The lawyer was as smooth as silk. He addressed the officers. "All my client will admit to was a certain amount of horseplay that got a little out of hand. Whilst it is regrettable that Mr Baker was slightly injured in the fracas that ensued, I am not sure that criminal charges would be advisable, or proportionate."
As the lead detective, Kathy addressed the lawyer. "I would hardly say that a home invasion during which one of the occupants of the home was punched in the stomach, thrown to the ground, twice hit in the head with a gun causing a skull fracture and then kicked in the side could be described as 'horseplay'.
"And far from 'slight injuries' Mr Baker was hospitalised for several days because of his injuries. It's even possible that he may suffer from ongoing consequences from having his skull fractured, for some time to come.
"So, will your client accompany us back to the City so that he can put on trial?"
The lawyer replied: "What purpose would be served by that? Isn't that rather like 'breaking a butterfly on a wheel' to put Scott on trial?"
Dave interjected: "As Detective Stewart just mentioned, he punched Greg Baker in the guts, threw him to the ground, smashed him in the head twice with a gun and then kicked him in the side. So, maybe there needs to be some justice for that?"
"Look," interjected Scott O'Shea, "I'm sorry that Greg got hurt. That wasn't supposed to happen, I guess I got overexcited. Is there any way that this can be made to just go away?"
The official from the DA's office said: "Look, from our point of view, this is not something that can easily be made to 'just go away.' A man was injured to the point of needing hospital care. This is real life, not one of your novels, Mr O'Shea, and you need to be aware that whatever you do, whatever anyone does, there will always be consequences, some of them negative."
Scott's lawyer looked like he had tasted something bad, but said nothing. The meeting broke up at that point.
Later that morning, after checking through the extradition paperwork, including the letter from the Governor that Kathy and Dave had brought with them, the Penobscot County Sheriff arrested Scott and he was placed in the holding cell pending an extradition hearing, until bail was applied for and granted.
In the afternoon Kathy and Dave were approached by someone they had not expected to see, Tawny Baker. They borrowed an interview room.
"Well, Mrs Baker" said Dave, "I can't say that we expected to see you."
"I just felt I needed to make a plea on behalf of Scott. He never meant to hurt Greg; the situation just got out of hand. Scott isn't a bad man, so he doesn't deserve to be put in jail or punished."
Kathy began to seethe. "You have some nerve, Mrs Baker! Your lover gives your husband a fractured skull, you abandon your poor husband in a pool of blood and you didn't give a flying fuck if he lived or died, did you?"
Stung by Kathy's reply Tawny replied: "That's not true! We thought that once the guys had subdued him, that Greg would just allow the kidnapping to be carried out. I had no idea he'd attack Scotty. We hadn't figured on that happening. And I put him in the recovery position. I'm not a heartless monster, you know?"
"You dumb bitch!" Kathy shouted. "You know what? When he launched himself at Scott, Greg expected that Scott was going to shoot him and kill him. He was sacrificing himself to give you a chance to escape. He thought he'd failed you. But really, you had failed him, didn't you?"
Tawny began crying. "I didn't realise! I never wanted Greg hurt. I thought I could just disappear and that Greg would get over it eventually and just get on with his life, get married to someone else, if he wanted to."
Dave intervened: "That's such a fucking stupid idea! Didn't you realise that he'd be in an emotional and legal limbo for at least seven years, before he could have you declared dead? Is that the fate you wanted for your poor sap of a husband? And as he loved you enough to lay his life down for you, did you really, honestly think that he would be able to just get over your kidnapping and your disappearance? At all?"
Tawny shook her head. "Scotty came up with the idea to stage a faked kidnapping. He was going to use it as the plot for one of his future books."
Kathy pulled a bill out of her wallet, handed it to Dave and said: "Here's the ten-spot I owe you. You were right about where that fucked up idea came from."
"What was that about?" asked Tawny.
"Dave bet me $10 that this idea for the hoax kidnap was so dumb that only Scotty O'Shea could have come up with it. Looks like he was right."
Tawny flushed, then she said: "Don't I need a lawyer when I speak with you guys?"
Kathy shook her head. "No. Not really. We haven't read you your Miranda Rights, we aren't police officers in this jurisdiction and we aren't interviewing you formally. After all, being an adulterous bitch might technically still be a crime in some US states, but not in ours."
Despite Scott's lawyer being silky smooth, (Dave mused to Kathy if that was one of the reasons why some lawyers in Britain were known as "silks"), the extradition process was fairly rapid, taking about half of the 30 day period that was allowed.
However, at trial his lawyer proved how silky smooth he really was by plea bargaining so that Scott was able to offer a plea of "no contest" which netted him a year's suspended sentence for the assault on Scott, and a $10,000 fine.
His two accomplices were not prosecuted. They were a couple of actors who often helped him stage scenes from his novels to help him with the plotting, they had no reason to presume this job was any different from the others, right up until the moment it all went wrong and Greg ended up on the floor, bleeding from the head. By that time, it was too late.
However, the "no contest" plea had an unexpected result for Scott, in that he then had no defence against the Civil Action Greg Baker took out on him. The settlement was out of court and just somewhere north of $1M, with his legal fees and medical bills also covered, though the silky smooth lawyer had managed to have a 'non-disclosure' clause inserted.
As for his Greg's marriage to Tawny, she never came back to the city, preferring to stay with "my Scotty" in his Maine compound. This was probably just as well, because when what she had been involved with became public knowledge, everyone sided with Greg, even most of her blood relatives.
Greg filed for divorce on the grounds of adultery (there's was a fault/no fault state) and there was a 50/50 split. Greg was happy to put the house on the market, as even though his blood had been cleaned from the floor of the lounge by a team of professional cleaners recommended by the police, he would never again feel truly safe or comfortable in that house, which he had long ceased to consider as a home.
He moved to a more compact home a couple of miles away, and with the help of a counsellor he was able to start the long process of recovery from the PTSD that was the result of the fake kidnapping and the assault on him.
One of Greg's friends asked him if he hadn't wanted closure with Tawny.
Greg's response was a classic: "No. Or rather, Hell, no! The only closure that would have done us any good as a couple would have been if she'd have been able to keep her damn legs closed as far as Scott O'Shea was concerned!"
Whenever anyone asked how Tawny was doing he'd reply: "Why would I give a fuck about that bitch? She'd have spread her legs for someone or another, soon enough. 'Her Scotty', the mailman, a neighbour, whoever. Doesn't matter. She's out of my life and that's a damn good thing!"
After a couple of years of counselling he began to date again, and when it became known that he really was the type of guy to lay his life down for his wife if it came to it, his stock rose with women.
To be honest, much more than his stock rose with women, but let's draw a veil of mystery over that, okay?
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The gentle rocking motion awoke Karen Arwol from her slumbers in the California King Size bed.
At first, she wondered if she had been dreaming and was still dreaming, but then the reality of her situation came back to her. She had been fucked by her two very naughty boys and it had been so good! And also very, very naughty!
At first she had been angry with them for tricking her, but they had both seemed so contrite and they had promised to make it up to her and they had done exactly that!
Initially, she had felt guilty about Dave, her husband, but she was sure that she would be able to make it up to him. As he had no clue about what she would be making up for, that would not present her with any major, unsurmountable problems, she mused.
She frowned as she thought of her husband. She hadn't been able to contact him by the landline phone or his cell phone or by email since early the day before, so she had decided to send her best friend Carla a text message to go round to the house to make sure nothing was wrong with Dave.
She tried to dismiss her worries. She had no doubt in her mind that Carla would find a perfectly simple explanation as to why her husband of 15 years hadn't replied to any of her calls or messages.
As for now, she would get up, have a shower in the ship's cabin of the luxury yacht on what she was enjoying a brief break from her everyday life.
She'd find her naughty boys, Jack and Chester Dolent, see what was available to eat and enquire if they wanted to repeat yesterday's stunning experience of both of them sharing her body at the same time, and individually.
She wasn't certain about taking any more cocaine, as she really was a health nut and didn't like the idea of toxic substances entering her body. She giggled to herself when she thought of her naughty boys entering her body via its various orifices, and putting their substances into her. That, she decided, was very different!
Dave Arwrol had been thrilled for his wife. She had been blogging for several years from their home on the North Carolina coast, but eventually her blogs had been picked up by a major news syndicate ,which had led to an established publishing house based in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, expressing an interest in her writings.
The Dolent family money went a long way back in the state of North Carolina, and their grandfather, William Bryant Dolent, had launched a progressive publishing house in the 1930s. It had weathered the McCarthy years and was now, under the guidance of his son, Roger, still growing. His grandsons, Jack and Chester, were opening the company up to new horizons, such as social media and new writing talent like Karen Arwol.
Karen had been invited to participate in a two week cruise and content seminar featuring all their new writing talent and some members of the Dolent Brothers board of directors on board the Dolent boys' luxury yacht, the Rose Méchante. It was originally constructed as a modestly sized luxury cruise ship, but had been converted to a massive luxury yacht.
However, when Karen had arrived, she had been annoyed to discover that the only people present were the Dolent brothers and herself.
As the boat was already putting out to sea, there was little she felt able to do. Besides which, the boys seemed eager to please her and to make up for their subterfuge.
"If you don't want to stay with us for two weeks of luxury cruising, we'll turn the boat round and return you to your dull, normal life," they said
She decided to stay, but told them they were "her naughty boys." Had she realised exactly how naughty they planed to be with her, she might have demanded to be returned to shore immediately. Who was kidding whom? She'd have played along with them no matter what!
Carla St. Ives, Karen's best friend since they were small children, frowned a little when she had received Karen's text message. After all, as Dave had known that Karen was going on the cruise, why wouldn't he answer her messages or return he calls?
Carla phoned her personal assistant at the firm of lawyers of which she was a founding member, St. Ives, Wilkes and Travers. "Hi, Sally, this is Carla. Some personal stuff has come up, so I might be a little late in today. Tell Roger that he needs to chair the morning meeting, as I won't be in the office in time. It'll be good practice for him."
As she placed her large briefcase into her Audi and started the short drive over to the home of Karen and Dave, she mused about what might happened to Dave.
She parked her car on the street, took her case with her and approaches the door of the modest but comfortable property.
Carla range the bell and was mildly surprised when there was no answer. "Shit! Maybe Dave has met with an accident, or something?" she thought to herself.
She was on the point of ringing the doorbell for a second time when the door was opened by Dave.
Carla was taken aback by the man she had known for over 20 years. He looked like shit. "Hello, Carla," his voice sounded troubled and defeated. "You have had a wasted journey if you came to visit with Karen. She's not here. In fact, she has left me."
"Left you, Dave?" she asked, incredulous. "That's weird, because she sent me a text message saying she was worried about you as you hadn't replied to any of her messages or calls. She asked me to check up on you to make sure you were okay."
"You'd better come inside," said Dave, standing to one side to allow Carla to enter the lobby of the house.
As he quietly shut the door he shook his head. "God knows why she'd get you to check up on me. She sent me a very cruel video message breaking up with me."
Carla felt bewildered as she followed Dave to the kitchen that was at the rear of the house. He indicated his laptop that was on the table. He said: "Just hit play and watch the message. I will be out of the room while you play it. I can't watch it again, it's too much for me."
Carla watched as Dave left the room. "What the fuck is going on?" she mused as she sat down before the laptop, moved the mouse and pressed play.
As a lawyer, Carla had seen many unusual sights. However, the sight of her best friend greedily sucking on a man's cock was something entirely different.
There then followed five minutes of utter, wanton debauchery, on a video that was obviously cut down from a much longer recording.
Carla watched as her best friend was given one of the most intense fuckings she had ever witnessed. Perhaps unusually, certainly unusual for Carla's group of female friends, Carla liked hardcore porn, the raunchier the better, in fact, but this video didn't spark any reaction in her at all. "I'm as dry as fuck!" she thought.
She noticed the series of sexual positions used and realised that the two men, who she presume were the Dolent boys, has learned all their sexual skills from the slew of Internet porn.
They double teamed her, shoved their cocks down her throat, took her in a variety of positions and, with the aid of a large dildo shoved up her ass, made her airtight.
At the end of the video, they both took turns jacking off into her vagina which she was holding stretched open, an inane grin on her face.
Just when Carla was thinking it couldn't get any worse, one after the other, the two Dolent boys spat into her vagina.
Then she spoke words toward the camera, as she lay naked and with bruises and bite marks on her flesh, with the Dolent boys standing either side of her. "Hello, Dave. As you can see, the Dolent boys have shown me a really good time. So good, I'd like to stay here on their boat for ever, if I could.
"Sadly, you'll get no more sex from me, Dave. The naughty boys will fulfil my needs." "That's right, Dave," said one of the boys.
"And should you try to out us, or even mention us in any divorce proceedings' we know some very powerful people in the State and we could make your life miserable. Very miserable, indeed."
The other one added: "We own your wife's body, now, dude. She is ours to do with as we see fit. And she's okay with that, aren't you, princess?" At this verbal clue, Karen smiled at the camera and gave an enthusiastic thumbs up.
He continued: "You'd better do what we say, dude, because the choice is yours. Sucking it up like a good boy, or living your life in a wheelchair, or worse, your choice."
Karen added: "Dave, you'd better believe it! My naughty boys can be really bad, when they need to!
"Bye, Dave. Be seeing you! Eventually!" She was still giggling when the video ended.
Carla reached over to the laptop and sent multiple copies of the email to herself, her personal account and two work accounts. She'd square what she'd just done with Dave, later.
She stood up and walked through to find Dave. He was standing looking out over the back yard. Karen whispered "Dave, I am so sorry about this."
Wordlessly he turned toward her, his face a mask of pain. They hugged each other and the both began to cry.
This went on for long moments until they let each other go.
He wiped his eyes with his hands, whilst Carla blew her nose on a paper tissue that she'd pulled from her pocket.
"I can't see why she sent me that text message, asking me why you hadn't replied to any of her calls or messages. That makes no sense to me," said Carla.
"Anyway, Dave, what about you? I saw what she wants to do, be the dumb sex toy to those jackals, but what about you?"
"I'm going to have to ask you for a recommendation for a lawyer. I have to divorce her."
"I'll do it!" said Carla, forcefully. "I'll handle your fucking divorce from that bitch!"
Dace looked puzzled. "But you have been her friend forever. How could you work as my divorce attorney?"
As they walked toward the lounge, Carla picked up her briefcase. "Because. Dave, how in the fuck could she have sent that email with that dreadful video message to you, and then had the brass balls to ask me to go and check up on you to see if you we all right? I mean, fuck it to hell, Dave! How could any kind of friend do that to someone who they call a friend?"
"I don't know, said Dave. I can't square what I know of Karen with what I saw. Snorting coke off that bastard's cock? Allowing them to spit in her vagina? I'd never have done that to Karen! I respected her!"
"I know Dave, that's why I'm helping you, as a friend. I probably won't handle the case myself, I'll get one of my colleagues to do it, but you can rest easy knowing that the law firm of St. Ives, Wilkes and Travers will have your back."
Dave visibly relaxed. "Thank you, Carla. Thank you. That means a lot to me. I haven't got any cash in the house, so I can't pay you right now."
Despite herself Carla grinned. "I don't know where you got that idea from, Dave, but lawyers are not like Gypsies; our clients don't have to cross our palms with silver before we work our magic for them! Don't worry, Dave. Everything will be just fine."
From her briefcase, she removed her Chromebook and the thin printer and scanner unit, which she set up on the coffee table. She took her phone out and called her office: "Sally, it's Clare. Yeah, look, I know this is short notice but the private matter I had to deal with has turned into a major case for us and I'll probably be out of the office all day. I think I have one appointment at 3PM; can you check to see if one of the associates can deal with it, and if not, offer them my apologies and have them rescheduled. Thanks, bye. See you in the morning."
From the firm's cloud account she pulled down several boilerplate documents that she modified for Dave's particular case. She had him sign the appropriate section on the touch sensitive screen using a stylus, and the divorce papers on the grounds of multiple charges of adultery and of mental cruelty were ready to be transmitted to the court and to Karen.
Carla looked at Dave. "We also have to go after her lovers, Jack and Chester Dolent. In North Carolina we can still, thank God, use the Alienation of Affections Statute to really go after those little bastards!
"We will have to get a court order keeping them and Karen away from you. The threats they made sounded like real threats to me. They certainly didn't sound like they were joking. We need to get a motion before a judge as soon as possible, hopefully today. I'll call in a few favors and see what I can do."
She pulled out her smartphone and scrolled through her contacts before making a call. "Hi, Bill! Yeah, it's me, Carla St. Ives! How are you? Good! I'm okay, but I'm in a bit of a pickle. Are you in court today? I have a problem, I am acting for a wronged husband in a divorce action but his wife's lovers, yeah, that is lovers, plural, have sent a threatening video message to him with his wife actually acknowledging and acquiescing to the threats they made.
"So, I was wondering, if you're in court today, could you see us in your chambers at lunchtime, please? Oh, you can? That's great! By the way, the video contains some pretty raunchy and some disturbing stuff. Yeah, 1PM? That's fine. Bye."
She turned to Dave and said: "We have a meeting with Justice Paul Stone at 1PM in his office. I'm sorry, Dave, but we will have to show him the video."
Dave shrugged. Yeah, I was kind of expecting that. The situation is what it is, I guess." Meanwhile, Karen was sunning herself on the deck of the Rose Méchante, as it slowly made its way through the blue waters of the Atlantic Ocean. She had just been given a vigorous fuck session by the boys and she was relaxing on the sun lounger, with a fluffy towel under her, which was soaking up their combined love juices.
The Dolents were dressed in ships whites as they watched her from the wheelhouse of the ship. "She's a damn good fuck, but boy! Is she stupid!" said Chester. "Yeah," agreed Jack. "As if we'd record that video message for her husband and not send it to him! But sending it to him from her account was a stroke of genius!"
"It certainly was! Remember what happened when we did a similar thing to that Australian couple and he killed himself? I mean, what a loser!
"All we did was give her a couple of million dollars in hush money, a pair of first class tickets for her and her brat to return to Oz and that was that!"
"Do you think Karen's husband will cause any problems?"
I doubt it very much. From the little that Karen told us about, him he's a wimpy kind of a guy who'll most likely give her space for some fun. That warning will be sure to put him off."
There was some real bad shit coming the way of the two "naughty boys." The technical term for it was hubris.
Carla was able to convince Dave to eat something before they headed to the courthouse, which was downtown.
A little before 1PM they entered the judge's chambers of William Harris, who had known Carla and her family for many years. In fact, Cara's late father had attended law school with William "call me Bill" Harris, who had been a judge for most of his working life.
He called out for coffee and he asked Carla to explain what had been happening, which she did, very succinctly.
They sat in an anteroom with comfortable chairs and a few children's toys. As they sat down, Bill spoke. "I use this room when I need to speak to people in more informal settings. Especially if I need to speak with children as I find a more relaxed atmosphere is very help for them. After all, their life has already pretty much turned to shit, why let the court system do any more damage to them?
"You have the video, Carla, so let's get this started."
He introduced them to a short but pleasant looking woman who would be able to take notes in shorthand of what was said during the video.
Carla had ripped the video to a data stick and she used a Chromecast device to send it to the large TV the room.
During the showing of the video Bill sat with his lips pursed; his assistant made notes, Dave sat, stoically staring ahead with tears brimming in his eyes. As Carla watched him, she seethed with anger for what her former friend had done to him.
At the end of the video, Bill shook himself and looked at the application for an exclusion order forbidding Karen Arwol and Jack and Chester Dolent from going within 500 feet of Dave and their home.
"After watching their threats, which seemed like real, menacing threats to me, the only thing I will say is that I am changing the exclusion zone to two miles. I have rarely seen anything that evil in my time as a lawyer and as a judge. In fact, I'm pleased to be able to help you to fix those idiots.
"As Carla has prepared the paperwork for the alienation of affection suit I'll allow that to be filed today.
"Of course, the divorce can only be filed after you have been separated for one year in North Carolina," said Bill.
"The fact that you have an order forbidding her from coming anywhere near you should help with that."
The paperwork for the alienation of affection and criminal conversation lawsuits was delivered by special courier later that afternoon to the imposing offices of the Dolent Empire.
An underling took it to the firm's head of legal, Paul Patricks. looked at the papers with a mounting sense of dread and of outrage. Dread, because he knew he would have to take the papers to Jack and Chester's father, and outrage at what they had done. When he learned of what his two sons had been up to, Roger Dolent looked as if he were in danger of having a stroke.
"Those damnable little shits! They take a married woman, one of our own damned authors, for fuck's sake, they fuck her three ways 'til Friday, they send video evidence of their stupidity to her husband, threaten him with violence and the worst thing is they fuck that dumb whore on the boast that I had specially kitted out for their late mother, God rest her soul. They even fucked her on their mon's bed, the cunts!"
"So," said Paul. "What do we do with these lawsuits, Roger?"
"We do nothing!" shouted Roger. However, what those idiots will do is they will settle out of court for $5 million for each lawsuit, with a total of $10 million and we offer to pay the other side's legal fees. That is what we do!"
"You aren't going to have us fight it?" asked Paul, slightly anxious.
"Hell, no! We don't. I bet they think I don't know about that Australian man they made kill himself! Well I do know, and last time I gave them enough rope and they finally hanged themselves with it!
"Call them on the Rose Méchante and tell them to get their asses back her, pronto! They are not to use their mother's ship ever again. They have their own boat, have 'em use that!"
"Shit! Oh, fuck!" Said Jack Dolent. "What's up, bro?" "We are fucked good and proper. Seems we misjudged her husband. He's had lawsuits filed against us and an order banning us and his wife from going anywhere near him. We're to take the Rose Méchante back and we aren't allowed to ever use her again. Father's just on the point of transferring $10 million of our money from our trust fund to pay hr husband off with. An out of court settlement. Fuck."
"And triple fuck!" added his brother. "We are screwed."
At that point Karen added to their angst by entering the cabin and saying: "Wat's wrong, naughty boys?"
In a rage, they took their frustrations out on Karen. Later that day they took the ship into dock and smuggled Karen to a "safe house," so that she couldn't speak to the police about what had happened on the boat.
Within a couple of weeks she had recovered and realised that she had utterly ruined her life. Her husband was protected by a court order forbidding her to approach him in any way, and the days were ticking down to the day when he would divorce her.



The Dolent boys were now $10 million poorer and banished from their beloved Rose Méchante, but they reassured Karen that they had their own boat, the Dolent II, which, although much smaller, was still a luxury yacht.
She agreed to meet them at the harbour and was horrified to see that although the boys were still dressed as if they were Navy officers in their tropical whites, that the ship looked as if it had not been very well maintained.
With no small amount of trepidation she boarded the boat and they were underway. The engines spewed diesel fumes and it was even more obvious that the boat had not been properly looked after.
When they were out to sea, Jack and Chester set the autopilot and left the boat to its own devices whilst they took it in turns screwing Karen in the main cabin. The bed was large, though nowhere near as large as the California King Sized bed of the Rose Méchante, but it seemed grubby, somehow.
They crammed together, and with sporadic outbreaks of Viagra inspired fucking, they slept.
The next morning, Karen awoke feeling nauseous. She realised that the boat was rocking more violently. She shook the boys awake and they ran to the cabin of the boat. The situation looked bad, on the horizon out to sea there was a large Atlantic storm that was heading towards them.
The Dolents bickered and argued over who had checked the weather forecast as they made ready to head back to the harbour.
The storm was gaining on them and Chester, who was at the controls of the boat, increased the power of the engines. "Damn It!" he shouted. "If we were on board the Rose Méchante, this would be no problem, but so long as we can keep this speed up, we should be okay!"
A couple of minutes later, there came a loud bang from beneath their feet and the ship shuddered and slowed to a stop. "What the fuck just happened?" shouted Chester. "We didn't have the drive shaft checked out last year. I think that was the drive shaft just crapping out!"
"No problem," replied Jack. "I'll start the auxiliary engines! Shit! Nothing is happening!" "That's because the auxiliary engines also apply their power to the drive shaft."
The storm caught up with them with all its fury, causing the boat to toss and bob on their ever increasing waves.
The three of them grabbed hold of anything that was fixed in order to try and keep their footing.
"This is the Dolent II calling Mayday! We are 150 miles off of Oak Island, we have total engine failure; we are caught in a storm and we need help immediately!"
"Roger that, Dolent II. This is the US Coastguard. How many are on board your vessel? Over"
"Three, two men and a woman. Over."
"Dolent II, due to severe weather conditions all rescue helicopters are grounded and the nearest Coastguard ship is two hours away from you. Do you think you can hold out that long? Over?"
"It's doubtful, the waves are getting worse and the wind is increasing, over and out." He turned to his brother. "You heard that, bro! The way this boat is acting, it'll last less than an hour. We'll need to get into the escape pod."
"Where's the escape pod?" asked Karen, starting to panic.
"It's only big enough for two, Karen. You aren't coming," said Chester.
"But I'll drown!" she screamed.
"That's too bad," said Jack as he pushed her out of the way, causing her heads to strike the binnacle.
She came to a few minutes later. Now the full force of the storm was battering the little boat which was bobbing up and down. At one point it was on a wave 50 feet above the sea, then it dropped down until it was 50 feet below.
Everything was flying around in the cabin, including Karen. She grabbed the microphone of the ship's radio and screamed for help.
She sobbed and panted out her story, of how the Dolent brothers had abandoned her to die in the yacht, much to the disgust of the Coast Guard officers.
Meanwhile, Chester and Jack were safely strapped inside the sealed and waterproof escape pod. "Pity we took the one bunk out for extra storage space," said Jack.
"Yeah," replied Chester. "Gonna have to hunt us some more pussy when we get back!"
Although it was a very sturdy escape pod (built by the acknowledged world's experts, Deutsche Fluchtwege) there were limits to the type of battering that it could survive, and the one thing that it could not survive was the full weight of the Dolent II dropping 75 feet from the crest of a wave and smashing it and its screaming contents into oblivion.
The next morning, the wreckage of the Dolent II was found on the beach with Karen's remains not far away.
The escape pod and its human contents were further along the coast.
Because officially, Dave was still down as Karen's next of kin, the authorities wanted to know what type of funeral he would be arranging.
Apparently his ironic quip of: "Burial at sea" did not sit well with them.
Afterwards, he said to Carla: "Well why not? She loved the sea and her two little sailor boys so much, I can't think of anything more apt."
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"I'd like to thank my editor for their sterling work. (You know who you are!) Also, please keep an eye out for some hidden Easter Eggs in this story. The title came to me when I was thinking of an old Cadbury's Drinking Chocolate TV advert from 30 years ago. "Hot Chocolate, Drinking Chocolate" was repeated several times during the advert. And then the idea for the story popped into my head.
*****
The Mercedes Limousine that their employer, Mallory Habred, had sent for them had arrived at their suburban four-bedroom detached house, and the uniformed chauffeur had silently placed their bags, a suitcase for Julie Claydon and a Bergen rucksack for her husband, Mike, into the boot.
Conversation with the driver was not an option as there was a thick glass panel between passengers and driver, so they chatted with each other and caught up on their various social media accounts on their smartphones.
The driver glanced at them from time to time in the rear-view mirror. Had they noticed, they'd have judged his expression to be one of amusement or contempt, or perhaps even contemptuous amusement. But then, what could he know? A good deal more than one might have expected, probably.
Julie and Mike had been married for twelve years, but had no children. They planned to change this, so a family was on the cards. They were both 36 years old and they felt time was running out if they wanted to have that family.
They were both employed by Habred Industries, set up by the father of Mallory Habred, George Habred, who, although still living, played a smaller, though still important part in running the family business.
He was mainly content to rest on his laurels and to leave the day-to-day running of his teabags, to pharmaceuticals and electronics systems, to confectionery empire to his son. Just think Tata Corporation, but more South Wales than South India. George still kept an eye on things, though.
Julie worked in the marketing department whilst Mike worked in accounts as a senior accountant.
Looking back on the situation, Mike would have liked to claim that he had some clue as to what had been happening, but even with the benefit of 20/20 vision hindsight, he couldn't.
The home of their boss was at the end of a bulbous piece of land on the East coast of England, and it was reachable by a long stretch of road that, although it wasn't a private road, might as well have been, so sparse was the other traffic.
The house was a couple of miles back from the coast, and the road continued on to a small hamlet several miles further on a promontory that jutted out into the North Sea.
There was a fairly short driveway to the right from the road to the house.
The house, built in the 'brutalist' style so fashionable during what became known as the interwar years, was large and seemed to spread a malign influence over the neatly manicured gardens.
It seemed a ridiculously large house for a man who lived alone, thought Mike.
As the car crunched to a stop on the gravel circle before the house, their host came out of the massive oak doors to greet them, as the chauffer removed their luggage from the boot of the car and carried them into the hallway beyond the massive door.
The driver shook his head at the Bergen rucksack, though he suddenly thought back to his time in the army when it was all Bergen rucksacks. He wondered... he stopped wondering immediately. He wasn't paid to wonder, he was just paid to drive.
He took his leave of his boss and drove the car away from the house, heading back to town.
"Well," said Mallory, "That's the transportation gone away again. I'll have your full and undivided attention for the next week and we can talk about the future of Habred Industries and of your roles within it."
They followed Mallory through the door, which he shut with a resounding echo.
"Let's get down to brass tacks" he said. "Follow me into the drawing room and we'll have some drinks and some snacks and we'll make a start."
The drinks were already available in the form of ready made chilled cocktails, and there was a finger buffet, too.
They sat and chatted about why he had invited them to his country retreat which he told them was called Malvirta.
"Apparently," said Mallory, relaxing in a plush armchair, "it was built for a British film star of the day by the name of Saphira Sweet.
"She was filming in Hollywood at the outbreak of the Second World War and she remained in Hollywood for the duration, justifying her absence from Britain by running war effort fundraisers with a group of expat chums in Hollywood and appearing in a few fairly derisible propaganda films to help boost the pluck of the jolly old British back home.
"She never came back to the UK, and the house was beginning to show signs of neglect by the time she passed away in the late 1970s, my father was able to buy it for a virtual song in 1982 and had it restored to its former glory.
"He lives most of his time in Monte Carlo or on the Llyn Peninsula in Wales, and he made this house," he gestured expansively, "over to me. Probably some sort of tax dodge, but dodging taxes is what we are all supposed to aspire!"
He laughed at his joke, as did his two employees. Always the safest option, that: laughing at the jokes of one's employer.
He went on to describe what would be expected of them during the next several days. The three of them would brainstorm on a number of topics related to their departments, how there could be leveraged synergy between the departments and so on and so forth.
Julie seemed to fasten on to his every word, whilst Mike felt as if he was going to have to try to seek his happy place during some of the discussions. Being virtually locked in a room with his wife and Mallory whilst the latter would pepper the sessions with buzzwords like "leverage" and "synergy," and with Julie lapping them up like the words of the wise, was his idea of hell.
Eventually, after giving them a guided tour of the house, including seeing a fully restored 1930s massage bath which was obviously an early a precursor of the Jacuzzi, Mallory allowed his two guests to go and take their luggage to their room on the magnificent second floor.
Julie and Mike talked as they emptied their baggage. "Why the hell did you bring that thing?" Julie indicated the Bergen, laughing.
"Oh, it's just a very practical piece of kit. Besides, I thought we might go for a walk in the country if we have any spare time."
"Not sure about that," laughed Julie. "Looks like Mallory will keep us very busy."
"That's true," replied Mike. "Though I can't quite help wondering why he would only invite us to his gathering?
"I wonder if he is going to look for a new department combining marketing and accounts? Though I can't really see any natural or easy link between marketing and accounts. If that is his angle, then this whole week could turn out very important for us and our careers with Habred Industries."
Julie smiled and said: "I'm certain it will."
The whole idea of this week was starting to worry Mike, somehow. The meals were ready prepared and taken out of the massive chillers in the kitchen, having been readied in advance by Mallory's staff, who had been given the week off. The meals were part of the company's "Grässlich Gourmet" range of pre-prepared meals.
Mallory boasted to them that he was able to heat the food in the microwave and seemed inordinately proud of this achievement. "Who in the hell would be proud of the fact that they had mastered the art of "ping" cuisine?" thought Mike.
However, he considered it best to keep any criticisms of Mallory to himself, as he realised they'd probably not go down too well with his wife who seemed to be acting a little as if she were a teenager at a Justine Bieber concert, waiting for her pop idol to caper onto the stage.
After dinner that evening in the large dining room, they retired to the drawing room and drank brandy and ate chocolates (from Habred Industry's own Böse Confectionary range, naturally) until, at 11pm, when their host suggested they retire for the night.
Mike changed into his sleeping gear and was intrigued when Julie disappeared for some twenty minutes, returning with a mug of hot chocolate for him. "Oh, thanks, Jules!" He said. He sipped it, but realised it was too hot to drink just yet.
He placed it on the table by the side of the bed. "Bit too hot, yet. I'll drink it in a while. Aren't you having one?"
She shook her head. "No, I don't feel like one. Too many pralines with my brandy," she said by way of explanation.
"Anyway, there's that absolutely amazing 1930s bathing device with massage jets and the like that we saw on our tour. You drink your cocoa, slip into bed and I'll be back with you after I've had my bath!"
"Okay," said Mike, as she swept from the room.
A few minutes later as he prepared to try for a more substantial drink of the now cooler drinking chocolate, he felt a shiver go up his back as the hairs on the back of his neck bristled to erectness.
There was a strange, unpleasant smell and a nasty chemical taste to the drink that he couldn't quite place. He spat it out.
There was definitely something in his drinking chocolate that shouldn't have been there, but what could it be?
He was suddenly suspicious. He quickly dressed and then he picked up his Samsung Galaxy S9 phone and fingered his Motorola Moto watch that was on his left wrist. They were unlikely tools to help him find out what was going on, but they'd be equal to the task, he thought.
He walked along the corridor to the massage bath. The light in the bathroom was off. He used the torch function on his Moto watch to cast its eerie glow throughout the room, he touched the inside of the bath and noticed that it was bone dry, as were the towels on the rail by the head of the bath.
Obviously, Julie had not had a bath. Where was she? What was she doing?
He shook his head. Something was going on, and he was going to find out what.
He turned off the torch function and glanced at the time. It was a quarter past midnight. He left the bathroom and made his way down the corridor to Mallory's bedroom.
The room was a double room, with an outer dressing room which led on to the bedroom.
There were voices coming from the bedroom. Mallory and Julie. Mike began to feel angry but he felt that he needed evidence: proof of what he suspected.
He accessed the apps on his phone and selected the voice recorder and placed it against the bottom of the door. As it was an older building, the doors were not snug in the frames and there was a large gap for the fitting of carpets. For reasons best known to himself Mallory obviously detested carpets so there was no carpeting in the house, just veneer flooring, meaning there was a substantial space for Mike's phone to pick up their voices.
"You gave him the drinking chocolate, Jules?"
"Of course I did, Mallory. That stuff you put in the drinking chocolate, it is safe, isn't it? It won't make him ill, will it?"
"It's perfectly safe, Jules. After all, although I intend to be making love to his very beautiful wife, I don't dislike Mike. In fact, I quite like him, so I don't want him hurt. I put two capsules of sleep medicine into the drink. That's twice the usual dose, but all that will happen to Mike is that he'll sleep until about noon. He might feel a bit groggy, but we can blame that on the brandy he drunk this evening.
"And while Mike is in the land of Nod, I'll be entertaining you, his beautiful wife, to the best sex you've ever had. But before we commence, I'd like to lay some ground rules down for this week. Firstly, no condoms, because you and I are going to be bareback all the way, every time we fuck. Do I make myself clear?"
Julie gulped before she replied.
"But I am not on protection now, Mike and I are trying for a baby."
"Really? That's interesting, because I am going to tell you to cut Mike off from any sexual contact with you at all, during this week. That's because I want to be the only man using your body this week, including, no, especially your husband.
"But if you aren't on protection and I make you have unprotected sex with me, several times a day for an entire week, what would happen should I knock you up? Get you pregnant? Pregnant with my baby?"
"Wow... I don't know? And pass it off as Mike's child?"
"You sound excited by the idea, Jules. Would you do that for me? Let me breed you, and have Mike raise my child as his own?"
"Yes! Yes, I would, Mallory! Please breed me!"
"That's a nice fantasy for us, Julie. Not going to be possible, sadly, as I am sterile. Not due to a vasectomy, but due to mumps when I was a child."
"That's too bad, Mallory. The idea of you breeding me, that word makes me shudder with excitement, it really turned me on!
"Good girl! Get your knickers off, get on the bed and let's pretend I am going to breed you."
"How will I put Mike off from pestering me for sex?"
"Oh, Jules! You are a woman! You'll be able to think up something! But if you are feeling guilty, just tell yourself that you'll make it up to Mike next week. Now, get your legs open wide for me. And you'd better be ready any and every time I want you, this week. I hope Mike likes drinking chocolate, because he'll have a mug every night whilst he is under my roof!"
Julie gasped, and squeaked out "It's in! Oh, God! You are in me!"
When Mike heard Mallory grunt in response, he decided he had heard more than enough. He retrieved his phone, turned off the record app and noiselessly moved away, returning to their room. The rage within him was building.
He packed his Bergen and carried the now cooled mug of hot chocolate down into the kitchen where he soon found a large circular plastic food storage jar with a sealable lid. He put the cup into the container and screwed the lid down tight.
He pulled his Android tablet out and switched it from using the Wi-Fi of the house to using his mobile phone as a Wi-Fi hotspot. Luckily there was a reasonably good signal and he silently thanked Vodafone for the nationwide upgrade a couple of years back that promised better signals no matter where you were in the country.
He looked at the map of the local area on his Android tablet. He realised walking back to town was beyond even his fairly advanced walking skills, being about 40 miles.
Then he noticed a footpath and cycleway that was part of the National Cycle Network, which continued in an easterly direction until it hit a small village about 10 miles away, and there was a railway station there, according to the map.
The village was called Ceeland, and he looked at the National Rail Enquiry line app and found out that the first train was due out of the station at 5.25AM.
On an impulse he bought a one way ticket from Ceeland to town using the app. "Now I'll have to do it," he thought.
He crept out of the house and silently pulled the front door closed.
He quickly found the path and saw that it had a "part funded by the EU" sign at the beginning, so he reasoned that it was probably not all that old so, he hoped, would be in a reasonable condition.
It was actually in better condition than he had hoped and was properly metalled with tarmac.
He set himself a firm pace, this was in part in order to make sure he did not miss the train, but it was also to try and walk off his growing fury with his damn slut of a wife and his fucking bastard of a boss, Mallory Habred.
"Just what the fuck do those lousy bastards think they are doing?" he shouted. The noise of a pigeon fluttering up caught his attention. "Sorry Mr or Mrs Pigeon. I didn't mean to frighten you."
He realised that shouting out loud was not a good idea, so contented himself with an inner monologue.
"Just what the fuck has happened to Julie? Only this morning we were talking about trying for our baby, even talking about names for a boy or a girl, working out the decoration scheme for the room that we had decided on for the nursery. Why this sudden change of mind from a faithful wife to a fucking slapper of a slut?"
He paused for a second as more terrible thoughts flashed up in his mind. "Shit! This was no spur of the moment thing! The fact that he had sent his staff away for the week, the funny sneering look the bloody car driver gave me. The lack of other key members of staff at these so-called meetings! The bastards! The rotten, conniving bastards! They must have been planning this for fucking ages!
"Was this their first time together? Still, it doesn't matter. We are finished as a couple, now. Fucking another man is bad enough, but feeding me with drugs to keep me out of the way? How the fuck dare she? She didn't have a clue what that stuff was! It could have been anything! She put my life at risk, and she obviously didn't give a shit!"
Random thoughts of revenge against the two lovers tumbled through his mind as he power-walked along the dark lonely path.
Although the path didn't have any side roads going off it, he saw the odd lights on farm houses, cottages and farm buildings as he walked towards Ceeland. There were obviously other roads and farm tracks that were running through the surrounding countryside.
It was a pity, but if he did not feel so furious, hurt and betrayed it might have been a pleasant walk.
As he strode purposely along the path he worked out a course of action. Divorce was a certainty. They'd always made known their views on cheating. Or at least, Mike thought they had. Perhaps when a couple they knew split up due to cheating and they had both expressed their antipathy toward the cheater, Julie's words had been mere lip service?
He was also hurt that Mallory had used Mike's own term of endearment for her, Jules. Obviously their relationship had been going on for a while. So why this stupid charade of a working week at his home? Was it just to rub his face in the affair? Probably.
Mike realised that he had picked the poisoned drink up with a view to taking it to the police. He was not going to allow Habred to get away with it!
He half expected someone to follow him from the house, but that wasn't the case.
He arrived at the station at just after 5AM and collected his ticket from the large and surprisingly modern ticket machine on the platform by keying his details into the machine. He checked which platform he needed to be waiting on and sat on a bench, waiting his train.
At 5:20AM the rather modern looking three carriage train arrived at the station and a guard stepped down onto the platform. "Mornin', sir!" He called to Mike. "Not often we see passengers at this station. Well, least ways, not at this time of the day. Been hiking, have you?" he nodded toward Mike's Bergen.
"Sort of!" said Mike. "Just walked along that pathway from the coast road."
"Bloody hell!" said the guard, with a grin. "You'll be ready for a sit down, then."
Mike acknowledged that he would. He climbed on board the train, showed the guard his ticket and as the train travelled the 40 or so miles back to town, he dozed, fitfully.
Mike woke up about 15 minutes before the train pulled into its final destination and used his tablet to do some research. He found out that there was a private forensic laboratory in town called: Eastern Counties Forensics Ltd, which was just round the corner from the train station.
When he got off the train he put his bag on his back and left the station. It was still very early, 6:50AM, so he found a typical greasy spoon café where he ate a couple of bacon sandwiches and drunk a large mug of coffee, partly because he was hungry, partly to pass the time.
At 7:40AM he found himself standing outside the premises of Eastern Counties Forensics Ltd. He was at a loss what to do, to be honest.
He was about to walk away when a man crossed the road, and approached him. The man was wearing a pair of slacks and a rather elderly sports jacket. "Can I help you?" he asked.



"Oh, I was just wondering when this place opens," replied Mike. "I have a job I need to do. A bit of chemical analysis, I suppose."
"That's interesting," said the man, eying him up. "I work here, what exactly do you need us to test for?"
"My wife gave me a drink last night and I think there's something in it that was designed to knock me out. Two sleeping pills, I believe."
"Oh. I see. Look, officially we don't open until 9AM, but I always like to make an early start. My name is Dr Nigel Peters, what's your name?"
"I'm Michael, or rather Mike Claydon."
"Mike, do you need us to run a blood test on you?"
"Probably not, as I didn't drink more than a sip of the drink, but I do have the whole drink saved in a container?"
"Great!" said Dr Peters as he unlocked the door and silenced the alarm. "That'll be really helpful. Of course, you do understand that there will be a fee for the work?"
Mike shrugged his shoulders, "Yeah, I was rather thinking that there would be."
As they walked past a reception desk in the hallway, Dr Peters grabbed a statement of fees and gave it to Mike. Mike glanced at it and said: "That's actually a good deal more reasonable than I feared."
"Good! Glad to hear that, Mike," he replied. "Come with me, we have a fairly comfortable waiting area with a coffee machine and some rather elderly magazines; let me have the container and you can sit down here and wait. I was coming in early to get some paperwork done, but I'd rather sort your sample out, first. It shouldn't take too long. Of course, back in the old days of wet analysis, it could have taken a couple of days."
He looked at the puzzled expression on Mike's face and laughed. "Oh! Sorry! Wet analysis. It's an old laboratory term for chemical analysis, so called because the chemicals in the lab were liquids, and, therefore, wet. We use mass spectroscopy now. Much easier. Results in hours or minutes, even. Anyway, must get on."
Mike nodded as Dr Peters walked out of the room, carrying the container with him.
Dr Peters opened the container and was immediately aware of the strange smell coming from the mug within it. There was definitely chocolate, but there was a chemical smell that he was familiar with but couldn't quite place.
Using a pipette he extracted some of the liquid and placed it within the spectroscope.
Ten minutes later the results appeared on the screen and he cursed. "Shit! That can't be right! Or can it? Better doubled check, just to make sure. I'll recalibrate the system. And I'd best call my old mate Detective Chief Inspector Probert and see if he is available. He'll be interested in this. Or at least, someone in his team will be."
Half an hour later Mike was staggered to be met with a large, bluff man in a smart suit, which looked as if it might be ready to become quite badly creased if needs be.
The occupant of the suit looked jovial and he shook Mike's hand as Mike stood up. "Hello, Sir. My name is Detective Chief Inspector Richard Probert. What is your name, please?"
"I'm Mike Claydon. Why are you here?"
"Because my friend, Doc Nigel, asked me to see you. It seems that your suspicion was correct. Your wife did give you a doctored mug of drinking chocolate and because that's illegal, he asked me to pop in and see you. It's all quite informal at the moment, but it depends how you want to deal with it."
Mike shrugged his shoulders. "Well, I suppose I was going to come to the police station and speak with someone about this. Just a bit surprised to see you so soon, that's all."
"OK, Mike, let's get down to brass tacks, shall we? Please tell me what happened and who is involved."
DCI Probert had taken notes, and by 9AM he had rousted out a magistrate he knew who owed him a favour or two, and had obtained a fairly generous warrant to search Malvirta and the grounds thereof.
Four fast cars and a couple of vans, including the Eastern Counties Police forensics van, were sent over to the house, whilst Mike waited back at the police station.
With the judicious use of blues and twos and some creative driving, the police vehicles had arrived at Malvirta just after 11AM.
DCI Probert eyed up the scene. He noticed the two occupants of the house, a woman who had been crying, and a man who looked truculent.
"Good morning, Sir," he said. "I presume you are Mallory Habred, owner of this property?"
"I am!" snapped Mallory, eying up the warrant card that he was proffered. "What's all this about?"
"Sir, I have reasons to believe that an offence or offences have taken place in and around this property and I am therefore going to organise a thorough search of the property and grounds in accordance with this search warrant."
"You'll hear from my solicitor!" snapped Mallory.
"I should certainly hope so," said DCI Probert, crisply.
He turned to the female who was hovering rather like a cloud of misery. "You must be Julie Claydon?"
"Where's my husband?" she sobbed out. "Where is he? We couldn't find him!"
"Your husband is quite safe. Though you have reminded me that we do have certain matters that we need to question you, and you, Mr Habred, about."
He gave them the standard warning as he arrested them: "You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence."
"Say nothing!" shouted Mallory as he was escorted to one of the cars. "Jules, say nothing until I get a lawyer for you!"
Given the short notice, DCI Probert was quite pleased with the team he had put together to search Malvirta. They were damn good at their jobs, which gave him some ease.
"What are we looking for, sir?" asked the uniformed female sergeant, Donna Maltravers, who was in charge of the search.
"In all honesty, I'm not entirely certain, Donna. At a minimum you'll need to seek out some drinking chocolate and some sleeping pills, or a discarded empty container of tablets. As for anything else, use your discretion and your imagination."
"Computer stuff, sir? Tablets, laptops, desktop machines, flash drives and so on? Paper records?"
Yes, that sounds good."
Back at the police station Mallory Habred was seething in one interview room, whilst Julie Claydon was seething in another. Actually, she wasn't so much seething, as in a blind panic.
She had never been in trouble with the police, not even a parking ticket, so her only idea of police procedures was from whatever police dramas she had watched on the telly. The occupants of both interview rooms were under the watchful eyes of a PC.
In the operations room, DCI Probert addressed his team. "Morning, folks! A bit of a weird one this morning, to be honest. We have a distinguished resident in Interview 2 at the moment. Well, at least he thinks he is distinguished!
"It's Malllory Habred, the CEO of Habred Industries. We suspect him of slipping a Mickey Finn in the drink of one of his male employees so he could have sex with his wife, whilst the husband was out cold. Luckily the husband caught whiff of the plot and had the foresight to bring the drugged drink with him.
"Our good friends at Eastern Counties Forensics are, as we speak, analysing the drink that he was given. Doc Peters there has assured me that the drink was tampered with, but he needs to run a check on his gubbins and he'll get back to me as soon as he can.
"OK, folks! Let's handle it this way, I will interview Mrs Claydon with Detective Sergeant Paul Barnett first. Then we'll interview Mr Habred. We're just waiting on their solicitors to arrive."
DCI Probert decided to interview Julie first, as he felt that she might crack under questioning.
He and Detective Sergeant Barnett entered the room and acknowledged the presence of a slick looking solicitor.
"This interview is commencing at 12.15PM, present are Mrs Julie Claydon, Detective Sergeant Barnett, myself, DCI Probert and?" The solicitor took his cue: "Roger Smith of the legal department of Habred Industries, to represent Ms Claydon."
"Mrs. Claydon, you are married to Michael Claydon?" Her eyes darted toward the solicitor. "I have no comment to make to that question."
DCI Probert glanced at Smith who, he realised, was looking smug. "I see. Could you confirm your name for us?" He looked at her and noticed that she looked toward Smith before responding. He saw the almost imperceptible nod that he gave in response.
"Yes, my name is Julie Claydon."
And could you confirm that you and your husband were staying at the home of your mutual employer, Malvirta, Mr. Mallory Habred?"
"No comment" was her reply.
DCI Probert glanced at DS Barnett who took his cue. "Mrs Claydon, not long ago we read your rights to you. Would you like me to remind you of what was said to you?"
Without waiting for a reply he repeated them: "Julie Claydon, you do not have to say anything. But, it may harm your defence if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence.
"This means that if you try to stonewall us during your questioning, if you try to bring something up during any subsequent trial, the fact that you chose to exercise your right of remaining silent during police interviews means that could harm your defence.
"How can I put it to you? If you were about to cross at a pedestrian crossing on a green light and you saw a massive lorry which was obviously going to run a red light, heading toward you at speed, it would be your right to cross the road at that exact moment, but you'd still end up being struck by the lorry. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
Before she could reply Smith shouted: "That's an outrageous thing to say to Ms Claydon! Mr. Habred is going to have something to say about this!"
DCI Probert turned to Smith and gave him the Probert stare for which he was famed.
"Really, Mr. Smith? What bearing would the opinion of Mr. Habred have on us questioning your client?"
Smith looked aghast. He was a solicitor, true, but he had been involved in corporate law for most of his working life and had not sat in on police interviews since qualifying, spending his career in the legal department of Habred Industries. He realised he had made an error, but wasn't quite sure what.
DCI Probert said: "I am going to suspend this interview to seek further advice. Please wait here, everyone."
He left the room and took the lift to the third and top floor of the building and knocked on the door marked: Superintendent Styles, and walked in after he was acknowledged.
"Good afternoon" DCI Probert said to the uniformed figure sat behind a large, modern desk. "Hi, Rick! What brings you up to the top floor?"
Probert grinned as he say before the desk. "Got an interesting one, Clive! Two people are under investigation for administering a drugged drink to the husband of one of the suspects. The two suspects, Julie Claydon and Mallory Habred, are employee and employer, the victim is Michael Claydon, husband of Julie Claydon, who is also an employee of Mallory Habred.
"The sticking point is that the solicitor for Mrs. Claydon is employed by Mr. Habred and is from his company's legal department.
"Paul Barnett made a fairly innocuous remark to remind Mrs. Claydon that remaining silent might harm her defence in court and the solicitor, Smith, I think, got on his high horse and shouted: 'Mr Habred is going to have something to say about this!'
"And this leaves me in a bit of an awkward position, if, as I think, we are going to be looking at some sort of conspiracy charges for our two suspects, we really can't have the lawyer seeking instructions from the other suspect as that might really bugger up the defence case and perhaps the prosecution, too."
Superintendent Styles nodded. "I see. You believe he should not be allowed to continue as her solicitor during the interviews?"
"That's correct, Sir. If you could come and deal with it for me?"
"The chance to get away from behind this bloody desk is a Godsend, Rick! Come on, let's go!"
The arrival of Superintendent Styles in his uniform caused something of a stir.
He came into the room and said: "Please recommence the recording. Mr. Smith, is it?"
Smith nodded. "Mr. Smith, DCI Probert has raised an issue with me that I concur with him on. He believes, and I agree, that your continued presence in this interview would be improper, due to your behaviour and due to other factors that you failed to fully explain to us. As a result, Mr Smith, I am excluding you from this interview, as is my right as a Superintendent of Police."
"That's outrageous" shouted Smith, jumping to his feet. "You can't do that!"
"On the contrary," interjected DCI Probert, "I am unable to do that because I am but a mere DCI. However, Superintendent Styles can do that because he has attained the rank of Superintendent. It's all perfectly legal and above board. However, please be assured that Mrs Claydon will receive the representation of a solicitor during any subsequent interview. However, you should still be able to represent Mr Habred during his interviews."
Smith gathered his papers and left the room in a sort of medium rather than high dudgeon. Actually, now that Probert had mentioned it, he seemed to recall something from a lecture at university about how solicitors could be barred from police interviews, under certain circumstances. If only he'd taken more bloody notice during his lesson, he thought to himself.
DCI Probert and Detective Sergeant Barnett then decided to conduct an interview with Mallory Habred. It was pretty much a stonewall interview and they learned nothing from it, though Probert sensed that Habred was stonewalling because he had something to hide.
The day was getting late and DCI Probert was having fun. Usually he would leave such cases to his team of Detectives, but Detective Inspector Collins was off on holiday with his family in Devon, so he thought he might as well get his hands dirty, as it were.
They'd put a call in to the local firm of solicitors which was top of the list for providing a duty solicitor and so it happened that Cardew, Royston and Hatcher had sent the youngest and newest member of their team, Sarah Collins, who had not long qualified as a solicitor.
She asked to meet with her new client to receive instructions and it was a chastened Julie Claydon who they met in the interview room.
She answered the questions now. Yes, she was married to Mike, yes she had plotted with Mallory Habred to knock her husband out whilst they had sex together, but she had not meant any harm to befall her husband and Mallory had assured her that, although powerful, the drink she had given him would only knock him out and wasn't designed to hurt him.
However, when it began to look as if the interview would be reaching a logical conclusion, reality, as it often does, cropped up and really put the cat amongst the pigeons.
A female PC knocked on the door and said: "Excuse me, sir, but Doc, er Doctor Peters needs to have a word with you. He said it's a matter of vital importance to this case."
"Right," said DCI Probert. "I'd better go see what he's found out. I'm suspending this interview for the present time. Please ask our guests if they'd like any refreshments."
He found Doc waiting in his office, glancing at his cricketing trophies.
"Hi, Doc. What have you got for me that's so important?"
Doc let out an explosive sigh. "Either Mr Habred, is it, Is an utter idiot or he is a calculating monster. Because of what Mike Claydon told me this morning at my lab I was pretty confident about what I'd find in that drinking chocolate, so when the result was not what I expected I decided to re calibrate my spectroscope. It was due a recal sometime soon anyway, so that wasn't too much of a problem.
"The only problem was that after the re-calibration, the result was the exactly the same. It showed that Habred had not put two sleeping capsules into the drink, he'd put what was close to a full bottle.
"Had Mike drunk the stuff down, or even half of it, he would have gone to sleep right enough, but a sleep he would never have awakened from."
"Fuck!" shouted DCI Probert. "How come?"
"It would have acted as a depressant on his central nervous system and would have made his breathing slower and slower until, in the end, he'd have been dead.
"However, that's where Habred made a massive mistake. You know how when you first break the seal on a bottle of medical capsules, there's often a nasty smell? That smell isn't caused by the drug, it's actually caused by the material that the capsules are made from.
"If Habred hadn't been such an idiot he would have noticed that, but he didn't. That was the smell and taste that made Mike realise his drink had been doctored."
"Shit, this really puts a different complexion on things. Looks like he wanted Claydon dead. But why?"
"Don't know, but my lab is ready to look at anything you bring back from the house."
"Right, yes, thanks for that. I really will have to get a report from Sergeant Maltravers on what they have found."
He took his phone out and called Sergeant Maltravers. "Donna! It's Probert here. Have you found anything? Oh! You have? Great. I'll have to have a meeting with you as soon as you get back with your booty. Do leave a patrol car with two officers on guard at the house, okay? I'll approve any overtime that's worked up."
He turned to Doc Peters: "This is getting bloody interesting! Thanks for your help, Doc!"
Later on, Donna Maltravers came to his office, along with boxes of computers, tablets, data sticks, portable drives and some papers.
"Well need to call in some specialist help from the economic fraud squad," said Donna. I've only glanced at these papers but it looks as if all is not right at Habred Industries and it appears from an email I saw that Habred was very keen on keeping it from the attention of his father."
"How did you find that out so quickly?" said DCI Probert.
"I'd like to say it was down to my genius as a police officer, but the truth was that I was helped by the fact that Mr Habred is a crook of the most helpful variety. He had a notebook entitled "My passwords" next to his computer."
"Thank God for criminal masterminds like him!" guffawed DCI Probert. "Now, whilst he is cooling his heels, let's take a look through this little lot."
"The main thing are these emails, Sir. We managed to pull these off his mobile phone."
DCI Probert scanned over the printed copies of the emails, shaking his head.
The story he read was a story of greed, avarice and the willingness to do anything to succeed, even arrange the murder of a subordinate.
"Dear Roger" he read. "When that accountant Mike Claydon sent that email to my Dad the other week I was nearly shitting myself. I realised that Claydon was becoming a menace to me.
"If he could find that information out which he sent to my Dad, it would only be a matter of time before he found out about the dummy corporations that I was using to syphon money out to my secret bank accounts. The problem with Claydon is that my Dad took him on and kept in touch with him as he progressed his way up to the position of Chief Accountant.
"He feels loyalty to my Dad and I have no doubt that if push came to shove, he would grass me up to not only my Dad but the authorities, too. I thought about offering him a bribe, but I dismissed that idea right away, as he'd probably turn up to our next meeting wired up by the DTI or whomever!
"The only thing I can do is to kill him. I don't want him to suffer or for the death to look suspicious, so I have come up with the perfect plan.
"His wife Julie works in our marketing department, so I have decided to target her as a way to get to Claydon. I'll use her to kill her husband.



"I've been working on Julie, taking her out for lunches and having afternoon sex sessions in my suite of offices, and what I'm going to do is to get them to my house and I'll get Julie to give her husband a doctored drinking chocolate. I'll tell her there's only a couple of sleeping capsules in it, but I'll really tip the whole fucking bottle in!
"Of course, he'll die whilst I am fucking his wife all night, but I'll send her in to wake him up with a coffee in the morning and she'll find him dead. Now, this is the genius part of the plan. Because she gave him the drink, that means she daren't say anything, so I will be in the clear. I'm sure I can buy her silence as she really is a bit dim. I might even get her take the rap for him being dead."
DCI Probert put the pages down, shaking his head. "What an arrogant and stupid little fucker he is."
"I agree, Sir," replied Donna. "That's the thing about criminals, even so-called white collar criminals like Habred. They are all either arrogant or stupid or, like Habred, a combination of both!"
"Bloody Hell!" he exclaimed. "The only interesting case we have had in yonks and poor old Steve Collins is on holiday! Bloody typical!"
He stretched and said: "I'd better go and recommence the interview with Julie Claydon. Poor cow."
They were back in the interview room and DCI Probert started asking her questions, again. "Mrs. Claydon, we know that you gave your husband the drink of hot chocolate, but who mixed it? You or Habred?"
"Mallory, Mr. Habred. I was waiting for him, drinking a glass of wine in the drawing room, then he came back to me with the drink of hot chocolate which I took from him and gave to Mike."
"Mrs. Claydon, to your knowledge, how many capsules of sleeping medicine were in it?"
"Two. But I only found out about how any there were later, when I checked with Mr. Habred to make sure they were safe for Mike. Because despite what it looks like, I do love my husband very much. And I hope we can get over this, get through it as a couple. We're planning to have a baby, you know. I mean, I have feelings for Mallory, too, but I'm sure we can work something out."
At this point Sergeant Maltravers gave a distinct snort of derision.
"Mrs. Claydon," continued DCI Probert, "I have to tell you something that will obviously be very upsetting for you to hear. Upon analysing the drinking chocolate that was given to your husband, a sleeping drug called Galanferox, manufactured by Habred Pharmaceuticals, was discovered in it. Unfortunately the amount of Galanferonx in the drink was not two capsules worth, but 1,000mg. About 30 capsules.
"If he had drunk even half the drinking chocolate in that mug he would have gone into severe respiratory failure and by the time you went to wake him up with a cup of coffee, he would have been dead for many hours."
Julie's response was to begin screaming, loudly and repeatedly.
Sat in his holding cell, Mallory Habred heard her screams and instantly knew what they presaged. His ruination. Disgrace, jail time, loss of everything he had built up over the years.
Mallory Habred was, at heart, a coward. Rather than facing the music, he decided to end his life by fashioning an impromptu noose out of his own trousers. However, as he lay, dying, or so he thought, the Custody Sergeant entered the cell and saved his life.
Habred couldn't even get that right.
Sat in his office, at nearly 9PM that evening, DCI Probert sighed. It had been a really strange day, he thought to himself. If Steve hadn't been on holiday, he'd have taken this case!
He stretched, cracked a few of his vertebrae and decided that he needed to debrief Mike Claydon.
The police had an arrangement with a quiet hotel next door to the police station for discounted rooms for VIP guests and visiting police officers, and he had placed Mike in one of those rooms. It seemed the least he could do for him under the circumstances.
They met in the private lounge bar of the hotel and as he told Mike about all that had happened, he saw the dazed look on Mike's face.
"But what a fucking silly idea! Coercing my wife to be his moll, murdering me and allowing the blame to be put on her. He must have been reading too much crappy fiction!"
"Oh, I agree," said DCI Probert. "And to cap it all, it look as if the idiot he was opening his heart to is none other than Roger Smith, his Solicitor! Smith seems to have gone to ground, so I've put out an All Forces Alert notice. He'll not get very far.
"As for Habred, we have had him committed to HMP Bridgeacre where they'll put him in the hospital wing under a suicide watch."
He paused before continuing, somewhat cautiously. "What about your wife? Could you two reconcile, do you think?"
Mike shuddered, involuntarily. "No. Not a chance in hell of that happening. Not only was she screwing my boss, she almost killed me by giving me a poisoned drink. And she only asked him if it was safe after she had given it me! I can't believe she cared if I lived or died, so long as she got her lover to screw her whilst I lay there, helpless or fucking dead!"
DCI Probert nodded before replying. "It's not really possible to get over something like that. And I speak from bitter personal experience. Oh, don't get me wrong, there was no poisoned drinks, but my wife was a head of a department at a local school and I caught her and her headmaster at it like a pair of ferrets. And on school premises, no less! I'd only gone there to drop off her packed lunch that she'd forgotten!
"The divorce was messy and because they were having sex on school premises when the school term was on they were both fired for gross misconduct. The Teaching Regulation Agency barred them from the profession. I'm not equating what my wife did to what your wife did, but if I could not forgive my wife for cheating on me, I can perfectly understand why you'd not be able to forgive your wife. Only natural really."
"Yeah" said Mike, thoughtfully. "I'd never be able to trust her with any meal she cooked or drink she prepared. I'd be living in fear for my life, and I'll not do that. Not live like that.
"Anyway, what do you think she'll get?"
"God alone knows." Said DCI Probert. "It'll be in the hands of the Clown Prosecution Service as we cynical coppers call them. Conspiracy to administer a noxious substance, plus the administration of it.
"And as for Habred, with the idiot's emails there's almost certainly going to be a charge of attempted murder plus various conspiracy charges and our Economic Crimes Unit will have a field day going through his financial records."
"I'll be only too pleased to help" said Mike. "I think he must have been messing around with various elements of the company that were outside my brief. It was only because I needed the signature of a company owner on an urgent document and he was on holiday and couldn't be contacted that I had to get in touch with his father. If that hadn't happened, none of this would have come out."
DCI Probert finished his drink. "The one thing you'll have to watch out for is the reporters. They'll be all over this case like a rash. Unfortunately, the case has got everything they want, attempted murder, sex, even a bit of fraud thrown in. Our press office can help you field the questions, if you'd like."
DCI Probert's prediction proved correct and the story made headlines in all of the tabloids and also the broadsheet, quality press. Even The Times, Telegraph and the Guardian used bold "screaming headlines" to promote the story. It even featured on the TV news, too. Mike found the help and advice of the police press officer to be a Godsend.
George Habred had fired Mallory for gross misconduct and, as Malvirta was actually owned by the company, Mallory had to leave the property immediately.
"As a result he was unable to use the legal resources of the company, meaning he had to rely on a solicitor provided by Legal Aid. She wasn't a bad solicitor but with the mass of evidence she, and his Legal Aid barrister convinced Habred to enter a guilty plea, not that it did him much good.
Julie Claydon was jailed for five years for conspiring to administer a noxious substance to her husband and for administering same.
Roger Smith got a six year sentence and was struck off by the Law Society, meaning his career in the law was finished, and Mallory Habred was convicted of attempted murder. Under the sentencing guidelines he was sentenced to life imprisonment.
Due to the circumstances of the case, the Crown Prosecution Service and the Crown Court judge decided Habred's offence was a Level 1 offence and thus on the more serious end of the spectrum, under the Criminal Justice Act 2003.
Habred was informed by the judge that he was being sentenced to a minimum of 15 years and a maximum of 20, but that on release he would remain on licence for the rest of his life.
He nodded, dumbly. He knew he was fucked.
Although Julie was not impregnated by Habred, she discovered that was only as a matter of chance as Hebred was not, despite his claims, sterile.
Mike divorced Julie on the grounds of adultery and unreasonable behaviour, and he had the house sold. Julie's share of the proceeds was put into a holding account whilst she was in prison.
George Habred moved back to Malvirta and scoffed when Mike mentioned the story Mallory had spun about Safira Sweet, the British film star.
He roared with laughter. "What a load of old bollocks!" he said. "It was built by a wealthy Norwich coal merchant who retired here after he had it built in the 1930s! He always was one for making shit up, my son!"
Working under George's direct instructions, Mike employed one of the UK's top forensic accountancy firms, Topper, Willis and Walton, to carefully go through all of the firm's accounts both local and overseas.
George made Mike his Director of Operations at a vast increase in salary, part out of recognition of his efforts in the accounts department, and partly due to feeling guilt over what his son had done to Mike.
It transpired that Mallory had managed to steal £750 million from the company, which Mike was easily able to repatriate once he could see how it had been moved.
Mike gained real pleasure from handing the information over to DCI Pobert and his colleagues In the Economic Crimes Unit. They and the Serious Fraud Office would have fun taking Mallory to the cleaners.
One day, Mike knew he'd be ready to start dating again.
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*****
"When constabulary duty's to be done -
To be done.
Ah, take one consideration with another -
With another,
A policeman's lot is not a happy one."
From the light operatic piece: The Pirates of Penzance, by Gilbert and Sullivan
Newly promoted police sergeant Richard Probert of the Eastern Counties Police Constabulary looked at himself in his wife's full length mirror in their bedroom. The stripes and his silver buttons on his tunic shone out to him. His blue shirt, his sharply creased trousers, all looked good. Damn good! He smiled to himself.
He was aware that some constabularies were tending to depart from long established tradition and were replacing the blue shirts with white shirts. "That's all well-and-good," he said to himself. "But how can we continue to be called 'The Boys in Blue' if they do that?"
He was glad that in this respect the Eastern Counties Police Constabulary was more old-fashioned. They were even resisting, at least so far, the new craze for replacing Police Constabulary with the new mot du jour "Police Force."
He doffed his helmet. He was going to start working in a new department following his promotion to Sergeant. He would have to serve as a uniformed sergeant for at least a year before being transferred back into the CID, which was part of how they ensured every officer had a good knowledge of all aspects of police work.
He knew that when, if, he was promoted from sergeant to Inspector, he would have to spend a year as a uniformed Inspector before becoming a Detective Inspector.
He had found the exams to become a police sergeant relatively easy, but the exams to become an inspector of police were a little harder. Although it was not exactly common for someone to take the course for sergeant and inspector at the same time, it was not unknown, but there was always a gap between being promoted from sergeant to inspector.
Should that promotion happen, for he had met a couple of hardened and embittered Sergeants who, for one reason or another, had never been promoted to Inspector, though they had both passed their Inspector's exams. Promotion in the police was never an automatic sure thing. He knew that, but would guard against complacency as much as he could.
When he had first applied to join the constabulary he had bemused his interview panel. He had earned a BSc in Criminology at the Eastern Counties University, which had changed its name when the Polytechnics were abolished; previously, it had been the Brigdeacre Polytechnic.
The members of the interview panel had presumed that he was applying for a Fast Track Promotion Route, which he pointed out, was not the case.
He looked at the three officers on the interview panel; there were two grizzled looking sergeants and a female inspector.
"No, thanks. I'd not like to be on the fast track programme. I just want to join up as an ordinary Police constable and work my way up through the ranks by my own efforts."
They looked at each other. Eventually the inspector asked, "Why?"
He gave them a disarming smile before replying: "Because of officers like you three. I bet you weren't fast tracked, were you? You joined up as constables and worked your way up through the ranks. You didn't take any short cuts to skip quickly through the ranks, so you were able to learn everything you could learn, everything you needed to learn as you made your way up through the ranks, being mentored by older and more experienced colleagues.
"You are the type of police officers I want to emulate, not those who played leapfrog with the Fast Track Programme."
They all nodded.
After several seconds one of them said, "You obviously have something or someone in mind that has made you think this way. This won't go any further, I think you can have our words on this." His colleagues nodded in agreement. "But do you have any particular cases in mind?"
Probert nodded before speaking. He knew he would have to choose his words, carefully.
"Yes, a couple of cases, but the main one on my mind is that of Frank Jones down in the Met. Obviously, when that man was shot by members of his squad, it was not his direct responsibility, but some of the lecturers at my university were former Met Police officers and when we discussed the case, they raised the question as to whether or not Commander Jones was a fit and proper person for the job, and if his decision making abilities had been compromised by his fast tracking through the ranks.
"They concluded that, on balance, they probably hadn't been, but I and some of the other students weren't totally convinced. Me, because I wanted to make sure I would become the best copper that I could become, and if that involves harder work as I make my way through the ranks, then so be it."
He passed the interview with flying colours.
He had met his wife-to-be at a University dance; she was training to become a teacher, Jennifer "call me Jenny" Miller was an absolute peach of a girl. Six inches shorter than Richard, who was just over six feet in height, they made an excellent couple on the dance floor and at a variety of social events at the University, so nobody was surprised when they got married.
It was a quiet wedding, just family and close friends, all crammed in to St Asaph's, the rather small but perfectly formed Church in Bridgeacre.
At the reception he brought her to tears of love by singing the 1968 Donovan hit, Jenifer Juniper, to her:
"Jennifer Juniper
Jennifer Juniper
Jennifer Juniper
Jennifer Juniper, vit sur la colline
Jennifer Juniper, assise très tranquille
Dort-elle? Je ne crois pas
Respire-t-elle? Oui, mais tout bas
Qu'est-ce que tu fais, Jenny, mon amour?"
He thought he'd never be that happy ever again.
When he joined the Eastern Counties Constabulary, it was one of the few remaining constabularies that offered subsidised police housing, so P.C. Richard Probert and his new bride were able to move in to a two bedroom house owned by the ECC at a rent that was markedly below the market rate.
It wasn't a furnished house, so they spent several very happy weeks kitting it out, carpets, rugs, furniture, electrical goods, a TV, all of which were bought from small independent retailers, for these were the last of the good old days, before large out of town shopping malls, based on the American model, crippled or killed many of the town-centres.
They were very much in love and were saving up for a place of their own at some point in the future. Neither Richard nor Jenny wanted children, so that wasn't a distraction from their career goals.
Jennifer's career pretty much mirrored Richard's. She quickly became the Head of the English Department (youngest ever, in fact) whilst Richard's promotions were equally as swift.
He had served as a probationary officer and by dint of hard work, he was able to move from being a Bobby on the beat to become a Detective Constable.
Dressed in plain clothes as a DC, he was well within his element. It was great being able to put into practice what he had learned during his time on his criminology BSc, which had been awarded by Eastern Counties University, when most other colleges were granting BAs in criminology. Richard felt more comfortable with a BSc after his name rather than a BA as it felt, somehow, more impressive.
The only fly in the ointment had been the arrival of a new headmaster at Bridgeacre Secondary School, which was where Jenny was the head of English.
On the day of his arrival at his new school, he held a staff meeting during which he had managed to upset every member of his staff.
Later that evening over spaghetti bolognaise in their kitchen, she vented her anger to Richard. "The man is an utter prat! God knows how he became a teacher, let alone a head master! He was rude, obnoxious, condescending, a male chauvinist pig and without even an ounce of charm! I can quite see why he is single! I wish he'd not come back from Australia!"
When she ran out of breath Richard interjected, "But apart from all that, he must have had some bad points, surely?" Jenny burst out laughing and seemed to be in a slightly better mood.
Over the next several months there was also a skeleton at the feast in the form of Dr Robert Jacobs, head master. Richard received regular updates on the 'Good' Doctor." Who he had upset, who he had slighted, etc.
Eventually mentions of Jacobs ceased. Richard couldn't remember how this came about, if the mentions had petered out or had stopped abruptly. This pleased Richard for he had fairly quickly arrived at the conclusion that his wife did not want him to respond to her complaints with sound advice or words of wise counsel: She just wanted to vent her spleen, and Richard, as her husband, was the lucky fellow so chosen. This had continued for about a year. Until it had ceased.
With his letter of promotion in his hand, he walked down to the kitchen and Richard noticed that she had left her packed lunch that he had prepared for her. He shook his head, grinning. That was unlike Jenny to be so forgetful. He put the letter on the table.
On an impulse he decided to take the packed lunch to her office at the school. "Don't want her tummy rumbling during afternoon lessons!" he said to himself.
The school was only a five minute walk away from their home, it was across a park, which was crisscrossed with public footpaths.
What Richard did would be impossible, later, due to British schools all having massive steel fences with controlled access gates, but back in the day anyone could walk off the street, go straight into the school buildings and walk through the corridors until they found the classroom or office that they wanted.
The school was based on a quadrangle design with gardens in the middle and the classrooms on all sides of it, except for one side which was made up of office and admin rooms. Extra classrooms had been added to the school in the 1960s, along with a gym and a new assembly hall, but the main school had been built just before the outbreak of World War II.
The school seemed unusually quiet, but then he realised that the 300 pupils would be at lunch in the school canteen, which the assembly hall was turned into at lunchtime. The few pupils who did see him goggled at him. He grinned, realising that he still had on his new uniform.
He walked along the corridor to his wife's office, he opened the door only to be confronted by a sight that he had never expected to see. On a large, low table next to a two seater sofa was a picnic of food, which, he presumed, had arrived in the Fortnum and Mason picnic hamper that was in the room.
"No wonder she didn't bother to take the lunch I made for her!" he thought. And whilst that did hurt him, it was nothing to the severe pain at what else he saw, which was his wife, his dear, sweet Jenny, being fucked over her desk, with her stocking clad feet waving in the air as she laughed with her lover.
Of course, Richard's immediate reaction was to think that she was laughing at him, her husband. "Police Sergeant Cuckold," he thought, bitterly.
This had all happened in a matter of seconds, and when Jenny realised that her husband had walked in on her and her lover, she gave a squeal. "Richard!" she shouted, almost as if she was angry with him. In fact, thought Richard, she was angry with him. The bloody cheek of her!
"What are you doing here?"
"You forgot the packed lunch I made for you, so I walked over with it to surprise you."
"I'm sorry," she said. "Go back home. We'll talk later."
In the meantime her lover, who Richard recognised as the hated Dr Jacobs, was very still and very quiet, remaining between her legs.
How long this Mexican standoff would have gone on is debatable, but there was a sudden kerfuffle from the corridor outside the office and the voice of a boy shouted: "Shit!" He scrabbled away, horrified by the sight of his two teachers, "Miss" and "Sir" copulating on the desk, apparently watched by a policeman who was forlornly clutching a foil wrapped bundle.
This incident galvanised Richard into action and he rapidly left the office and the school, heading back across the park.
He had said nothing, although something like a thesaurus of verbs for "slut" was running through his mind.
Part way through the park, he suddenly felt overcome by the sea of emotions that were threatening to wash away his sanity.
Sobbing, he sank down on a park bench. How long he was there he had not a clue, until suddenly a small hand touch his shoulder. "Sergeant, are you okay?
He looked up and saw the face of an angel. Actually, it was a young blond girl in the senior year uniform of Bridgeacre Secondary School.
"Yes, I'm fine," he said.
"No, you're not fine, are you? And before you say anything, I know I just used a double negative, but I don't care, so there!" She saucily poked her tongue at him, grinning.
"Look, I know what happened. My little brother told me and a group of my mates when we had just finished dinner. It was him who saw them. He was beside himself!
"I don't know what your stupid wife thought she was doing, but with Doctor Nasty? Blimey!"
Richard shook his head. "Don't I know you?"
She smiled, "Oh, wow! You do recognise me! Yes, you gave a talk at the school about the Police Cadet Programme, and because my Dad was a policeman for a few years before he was invalided out due to a back injury, and because you spoke so well, I have signed up as a Policed Cadet. I start training in September."
He rallied at this. "That's wonderful news, but I still can't place your name?"
She shook her head, grinning. "Under the circumstances, that's hardly surprising. My name is Donna Maltravers, I'm 16 next birthday, and one day I'm going to be a police sergeant just like you!"
He stood up, shook hands with her and said: "Donna Maltravers, eh? I will watch you progress through the police with interest. Speaking from a police point of view, you dealt with a difficult situation with a good deal of tact and diplomacy. Well done! And thank you."
He took his leave of her, she wandered back to the school and he hurried back home. He had no intention of being there when Jenny, when Jennifer, got there.
Once back home he swiftly packed up as much of his clothing and any of his police stuff that wasn't stored in his locker at work and put it in his car.
He phoned the police station and asked to be put through to Inspector, Clive Styles. He explained to Inspector Styles, who was already becoming something of a mentor and a good friend to him.
After he had told him what had happened, Inspector Styles made the appropriate remarks. Unfortunately it wasn't the first time he had had to deal with such a case. "Did you hit the bastard, Rich?"
"No, I wanted to, but I resisted the temptation, thank God!"
"Is there anything I can do for you, mate?"
"Yes, please. I can't stay at the house with her, is there any space left in the single officer accommodation in Dale Street?"
Back in the day, as well as providing housing for married police officers, they offered accommodation to single police officers. There were single rooms, a shared bathroom and toilet and a shared kitchen and a common room with a TV set. It was very similar to the Halls of Residence back when he was at university, so, if there was a room available, that would be acceptable to Richard.
"Actually," said Clive, "I think there should be, because that single PC we had on secondment from the West Midlands Police went back to Coventry at the end of last week, and he was in the police accommodation. Leave it with me, and I'll see what I can do."
It was good to have friends, he thought, as he put the receiver down in its cradle. Especially when you find out what a damn slut you wife is.
When she arrived home later, she quickly realised that she was alone, that her husband had left her. "Only to be expected," she thought. Then she saw the official notification of his promotion to sergeant on the kitchen table. "Oh, crap!" she said to nobody in particular. "I buggered his special day up."
She hadn't got a clue where he was or when she would see him or hear from him again. This was in a time before Instant Messaging, when mobile phones were large car phones only ever seen in cars driven by wealthy Private Eyes like in the American-made Mannix TV series, and when email was unknown outside of a few university geeks.
Jenny sat down on the sofa in the living room and cursed her bad luck when her poor husband had caught her with her lover.
The next day, all hell let lose at the police station as a man was making a scene in reception. The duty desk sergeant was trying to calm him down, with limited success.
It transpired that his son was a pupil at the Bridgeacre Secondary Modern School and he wanted to make a compliant about the headmaster.
A PC took him into a room and took notes as the man vented his considerable spleen.
Apparently his son had gone to the office of his English teacher to collect some homework and he had seen his teacher and the headmaster having sex over the desk in her office.
He'd ran off and told his sister who was a couple of years older than him.
Later that afternoon, the headmaster had called him into his office and had threatened to 'beat the shit out of him' (the headmaster's own words) and would ensure that he was taken into foster care if he told anyone what he had seen.
The result was that the boy had wet himself in fear and was now traumatised at home, too frightened to go to school.
When Richard heard about this he was furious. "I wish I had punched his bloody lights out!" he said to Clive.
"You know that wouldn't have helped, because he'd have looked like the victim, not the perpetrator."
"That's true," said Richard, nodding. "Anyway, I spoke to that boy's sister yesterday, well, at least I'm presuming it's his sister. Donna Maltravers. She told me her brother had seen their shameful display and had run off and told Donna and her friends. I think in scaring the boy, the headmaster was trying to bolt the stable door after the horse had gone."
Later that morning, Richard phoned the firm of solicitors in town called Cardew, Royston and Hatcher. He was able, miraculously, to book an appointment with their Mr Cardew.
Roger Cardew was a shrewd old cove. He was in his late 70s, but was still practising law with a gusto and energy that made some of his younger colleagues wince.
When Richard told the story of how he had found out that Jenifer was being unfaithful to him, he shook his head. "And presumably you had no clue that she was stepping out on you?" asked Mr Cardew, sympathetically.
Richard confirmed that such had been the case.
"You'll be wanting a divorce?"
"Yes, I do. How do we go about that?"
"Well, it's a curious fact about divorce in Britain, but there is only one set of grounds for the granting of a divorce. The test is, has the marriage irretrievably broken down? If so, a divorce will be granted.
"How long have you been married?"
"Just had our third anniversary, as it happens."
"That's good. Because under the 1973 Matrimonial Causes Act, the length of time a couple had to be married before a divorce could be filed for was changed from five years to three years."
"How do we proceed?"
"Just leave all that to us. I've taken some pretty copious notes, I'll pass these on to my secretary and we'll have the petition for divorce ready by the end of the week, naming her lover as the correspondent. We'll handle serving the papers on them."
After work (which was basically going through what his new role as a sergeant would be) he went back to the house that he had shared with Jenny.



The awkwardness could be almost tasted in the air.
They sat in the living room, either side of the dining table.
"I'm so very sorry you had to see that, yesterday," she said. "I certainly didn't want you to find out about Bob, Dr Jacobs, and myself like that. That was horrible and it must have upset you very much."
"How long has your affair being carrying on? And I thought you hated him?"
She shrugged. "Physically, that was our first time together. But it's been an emotional relationship for a couple of months, now."
"Was he the reason why you kept putting me off, not having sex with me?"
She had the good grace to blush. "Yes, I suppose it was. Look, Bob and myself never meant to fall in love. I came to realise that underneath his gruff exterior there is a man with the soul of a poet. We were both very much, intellectually, on the same level. I felt a connection with him. Very different to what I'd had with you, to be honest. Sorry."
Richard felt outraged at what he considered to be a slight on him and his intellect. "What the bloody hell are you saying? That I was too stupid for you? Damn it! You're overlooking the fact that I have a BSc Honours in Criminology. Or doesn't that count against Bob's overpowering intellect?"
"I'm sorry, Rich, I didn't mean it like that; it came out all wrong."
Which was a load of old twaddle, because that was exactly how she meant it, but she had blurted it out when the filter between her brain and her mouth had seriously broken down.
"I'm divorcing you," he announced to her.
"What grounds will you be using?"
He gave her that look, the look that would, over the years, develop into the famed Probert Stare. "Bloody adultery of course!"
"I was hoping that we could keep that obscured? Maybe, perhaps you could file under unreasonable behaviour?"
He let out a snort of derisive laughter. "Why? Well, there is the fact that I find your behaviour of letting your lover split your whiskers over your bloody desk surrounded by the contents of a Fortnum and Mason's picnic lunch hamper very bloody unreasonable, so I'll give you that. But fuck it! No. I'll not do that. You cheated on me. I did nothing wrong. Nothing but waste the last five years of my life on you. If I'd known you were going to be a cheating slut, I'd not have asked you out on a date in the first place, let alone proposed to you!"
She let out a gasp. She knew on one level that he'd be upset, but this level of anger, she wasn't sure of how to cope with it.
"You really don't think that you wasted our time together, do you?"
"Yes, I do. An utter waste of my time. Five wasted years that I'll never be able to get back. And what did I ever do to you that made you cheat on me? I tried my best for you. I even made your sandwiches for your packed lunch every day because I loved you! I did that with love, and you throw it back in my face."
"You hate me, don't you?"
Immediately he began humming the song that the Pretenders had just put out, It's a Thin Line, Between Love and Hate.
She looked aghast, because she got it. She realised that she had taken the love of this sweet, wonderful man, and had smashed it on the floor as if it were a bag of cheap lightbulbs.
"I'm no longer in love with you, Richard. I love Bob in that way, though. I was trying to work out what my feelings were. That was why I allowed him to make love to me at the school, to see if our relationship would go anywhere. I was trying to be discreet, to protect you from the truth of what I was doing. I obviously failed."
"So, when would you have told me? You were using me as a backup plan, weren't you?"
She nodded. "I suppose I was, and I'm sorry for that, it wasn't fair on you. And I can see that, now. Can we still be friends after this?"
He shook his head. "No. I don't think that would be appropriate, Jennifer. I don't think I'd particularly like to be a friend with someone who could treat me as shabbily as you have treated me."
She nodded. "Fair enough, Richard. I can see why you'd say that."
"Besides which, Jennifer, I couldn't trust you as I find you are not the person I thought you were."
The divorce became messy, because when she was served with the divorce papers she decided to deny that she had committed adultery with Dr Jacobs.
"Won't this cause problems for us?" a somewhat anxious Richard asked Mr. Cardew.
"Oh, I shouldn't see why, Richard." As he spoke, Mr. Cardew was systematically filling his pipe which he ceremoniously lit.
"It will cause problems, but not for us. Please let me explain what I mean. She denies that she has committed adultery, fair enough. So, she denies it.
"But then, we would have to have summonses served on a number of witnesses, and I have informed her solicitor at Overstrand and Smith that the list would include all of her teaching colleagues, the school secretaries, cleaners, groundsmen, school dinner ladies, caretakers and even some pupils.
"In my lengthy experience of people who decide to commit adultery, although they take some ridiculous lengths to hide it from their spouse, there's always at least several people who either know they are cheating or had strong suspicions about it.
"The County Education Authority will not like it, either. Besides which, I hear that a parent at the school has filed a complaint with the Education Authority about the incident, and threats that Jacobs made to his son after he caught them having sex. God! What a damnable mess this is!"
Jennifer's solicitor saw the writing on the wall and decided to force her hand. There would be no trial and she agreed to the divorce on the grounds of adultery.
As no good deed goes unpunished, neither does any bad deed, and the hits kept on coming for Jennifer and her lover.
Jennifer was served an eviction notice by the Eastern Counties Constabulary and she was upset when Richard wanted none of the furniture from the house and rejected her offer of some photographs from their wedding album. "Why would I want any reminders of the biggest mistake in my life?"
Jennifer looked at him, shocked. "This experience has changed you, Rich, and not in a good way. Please don't let what I did make you into a bitter person. You'll find someone else, I know you will." She nodded for emphasis.
"What? And put myself at risk of being knifed in the back, again? It's a case of once bitten, twice shy, I'm afraid. No, what I intend to do is to devote my entire life to my career in the police service. I intend to work my way right up to the top and if that means doing away with the sheet anchor of a wife and family, so be it!"
Jennifer suddenly gushed tears, unable to speak for the moment. Once again, she realised that she had damaged, possibly even destroyed, a man who had once meant so much to her, for whom, she realised, she still had some feelings.
She knew that the County Education Authority had been investigating what had happened between her and Bob at the school, they had both made written statements after being interviewed, and under caution, at that! The cheeky bastard from the council, had actually had the nerve to say: "You do not have to say anything unless you wish to do so, but what you say may be given in evidence."
"Given in evidence where?" she had thought, angrily.
The fact that both she and Bob were fired for gross misconduct didn't come as a shock to her, but the fact that Bob's little chat with that damned boy who had happened by was being taken very seriously and was being looked at by the police, who eventually decided not to prosecute.
Soon, there was their appearances before the Teaching Regulation Agency. She was to be allowed to teach, but only under close supervision, but Bob Jacobs was barred from teaching for life, because of how he had had sex with a married subordinate and how he had terrified the schoolboy, who, months later, was still undergoing counselling.
Jennifer had it all mapped out, though: go far away, perhaps Cheshire or the West Midlands, get a job as a teacher and Bob could come with her and he could perhaps set up a little educational consultancy on the side.
She was planning, making the best of the bad situation she found herself in, and then the rug was pulled out from under her feet. Apparently, Dr Jacobs was not quite as single as he had professed to be, and his wife and their two children returned to the country from Australia where they had been living, waiting for Jacobs to invite them to join him at the new home that he had told them he was hunting for.
Jennifer realised that she had been played by an expert and so she moved to a village just outside Chester. She worked as a secretary at a local aircraft works, because suddenly teaching held no attractions for her.
Mrs. Jacobs, when she found out what her husband had done, kicked him, several times, in the bollocks. She didn't divorce him. She had other plans for him. After a while, he realised that divorce would have been the better option, at least from his perspective.
He ended up selling commercial insurance, commission only, no salary.
Richard Probert rose through the ranks, eventually becoming a DCI, holding true to his prophesy that he would do away with the sheet anchor of a wife and family.
However, the Mallory Habred case had reawakened old buried thoughts and feeling. So it was, several weeks after the courtroom dénouement of the Habred trial he was sat at his desk, reminiscing, when Sergeant Donna Maltravers knocked and walked in to the room. "Hi, Donna! What can I do for you?"
"You're looking thoughtful, Sir?"
"Yes, I was thinking back to my own brush with matrimonial disaster, to be honest."
"Oh, God, yes! I remember. That dreadful incident at the school. I was so impressed by how dignified you were that day."
He nodded and smiled. "Yeah, you were, I remember that. But I also remember how good you were, with me. I knew you'd be a good police officer and everything you've done so far has proven that to be correct."
"Are you dating, Sir, if you don't mind me asking?"
"Sort of, there's a divorcee called Karen who works as a secretary at Eastern Counties Forensics. We're on friendly terms. Nothing too serious, yet."
"Once bitten twice shy, huh?"
"Yeah, that's true. However, I'm glad you stopped by, because I've been meaning to have a chat with you about pushing you forward for your Inspector's examination. Are you up for that?"
"Not half!" she replied, excitedly.
"Anyway, how's your little brother doing, these days? I was thinking about him the other day."
"He's fine. He's still doing educational psychology but he's also doing some lecturers on the Open University, which is weird, seeing your little brother as a professor on the Internet!"
She fairly skipped out of the office.
In the back of his mind, the song Jennifer Juniper was playing. The significance being that he was not thinking of 'his' Jenny. Hadn't done so in years. He had moved on.
The table was already booked at the hotel next door to the police station for his date with Karen. He suddenly decided that he was going to pop into the local branch of Boots the Chemists beforehand. Condoms. And some chocolates. Doesn't do to be unprepared!
He stood up and left the office himself, moments after Donna. And whilst he wasn't actually skipping his way out, any observer could tell he was almost thinking of doing it.
*****
Jennifer Juniper written, performed by Donovan Leitch, Produced by Mickie Most, from the album The Hurdy Gurdy Man. © Acknowledged.
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"A little variation". At least, that's what she told me. It would be nothing more than a little variation in our love life, she said. Nothing to worry about, nobody would be hurt, nothing would have to change. Or so she said.
Besides, she would make it up to me, she assured me.
I demurred, but she was insistent. And she got her way, eventually.
Oh, sorry! I'm getting ahead of myself. Please allow me to introduce us to you. My wife is (or was, it does get a little complicated in the telling, but please bear with me) Mary and my name is Timothy Beattie.
We had been married for six years, both fairly attractive, both in our early 30s, no children, not by choice, just one of those things, and we lived a very good life.
Mary worked as the PA for a polymath genius (at least, that's how he liked to self-describe) who was a qualified Medical Doctor and something of an International medical supplies business tycoon. His name was Ellery Hoylake, and he was married but, according to Mary, He had a very sick wife named Chloe whom he apparently doted on, but who had been ill since the early days of their marriage.
I operated a range of websites and made an exceptionally good living from the adverts that were on the sites.
Mary began telling me tales of how woeful his life was. Wife is very poorly, wife can't do very much, wife rarely goes out, wife is obese, wife and he do not have sex, etc.
Wait! What? Why the hell was she telling me all this stuff?
Eventually, after several weeks of going round the mulberry bush, Mary put her cards on the table. She wanted to sleep with Ellery and would I be okay with that?
She explained that it would be a great kindness on my part to allow her to sleep with him, because the poor dear darling man had not had much sex in two decades because his wife Chloe was disabled and obese.
"How is that our problem?" I asked her.
"He seems to have opened up to me and I know that he fancies me and I feel that it would be great if I could offer to help him out a little, by sleeping with him."
She must have seen the look on my face because she quickly added: "Oh! No! Don't think that it would be a permanent thing! That's the last thing he or I would want!"
I nodded, but I couldn't believe the shit she was spouting.
I asked her what was wrong with him hiring paid escorts? It was as if I'd suggested telling him to put his dick in a mangle. "Oh, no, Tim! That would never do. If it should come out that Dr Hoylake was associating with any old Tom, just think of the bad publicity! Far better if I, his Personal Assistant, helps out there, I think."
I supposed she must have gotten the expression 'Tom' from a detective show on the TV, because nobody we knew would refer to a prostitute as a Tom.
Over the next several months she badgered me relentlessly, in turns she was the ice queen, or alternatively a raging nympho who couldn't get enough of my loving. As if!
Eventually I weakened and asked her how she would handle the arrangements. I know, I should have been stronger, tougher, but I loved her and I'd been worn down after months of her constant badgering.
"Well," she replied, thoughtfully, "we would have to make sure it was very discreet, that nobody else got to know of it, at either my workplace or any of our friends or people in our social circle. I think Ellery and I should take a week's break in a nice country hotel."
"What does his wife think of this?"
"Well, she obviously isn't happy with the idea, but as she never puts out for him, she can't really be too shocked by the arrangements."
"So, you and lover boy are going to leave her all by herself, sick, alone and brooding? Fuck, Mary! That's damn callous! That can't be right!"
Then Mary had one of those "lightbulb" moments. "Hey! I just had a great idea. Why don't you spend the week over at her house? That way she wouldn't be lonely and all by herself."
I tried to point out how wrong that idea was, but once inserted inside Mary's cavernous skull, nothing short of dynamite would shift an idea.
And so it was, seven days later, I was packed to spend a week with a fat disabled woman, and my wife was packed and made up to the nines for her week long assignation. Funny, I never recalled her making that much of an effort when we went out on dates.
I tried to kiss her on the lips as she stood in the hallway, admiring herself in the mirror, but she pulled away, giving me an empty air kiss, instead. "Sorry, darling! Don't want to spoil my lipstick or my make up!"
That actually hurt me.
I let out a breath and said: "Please, let's not do this. Stay here, phone Ellery, tell him you can't come."
"I can't do that, Tim. Just give me this one fling, share me just this once and then it'll be out of my system and we can carry on as before. As I promised, I'll make it up to you."
I nodded. "Okay, I'll hold you to that promise. But you do realise that if you go through with this, our marriage will never be the same again?"
"It'll be fine," she said. "Trust me! I'll call you in seven days' time and let you know what time I'll be back home on that day. But let's not keep in touch during the week. That'd be too weird."
She walked out to her car, put in her luggage, a huge amount for only one week, I'd thought, and she drove off to her assignation with only a brief wave to me, her husband.
I put my smaller bag into my car, checked our Nest doorbell system on my smartphone, set the alarms on the house and locked it up. I'd already keyed the address into the satnav, so I quickly found my destination, which was only a 10-minute drive away.
As I stood on the doorstep of their house I asked myself why the hell I was putting myself through this, spending a week with the obese disabled wife of the man who would soon be fucking my wife. The only answer I could come up with was: "misery loves company."
I rang the doorbell, and what happened next was incredible. The woman who opened the door was fairly obese, but she also had the prettiest face of any woman I had ever seen. Including Mary.
"You must be Tim. Come in, I've been expecting you. Cat got your tongue?" she said with a grin.
As the door closed behind me I replied "Sorry! I was miles away. I was momentarily staggered by your beauty."
She looked dubious, but I hurried on "I always wondered if any woman could be like Helen of Troy and truly possess a face that could launch a thousand ships and burn the topless towers of Ilium.
"And now, now I know your face could do just that!"
She blushed and giggled: "Oooh, Christopher Marlowe on a first date! That, I like.
"Though this isn't going to be a date, really, is it?" Her voice was low and melodious.
"What do you think of your wife being with my horrible husband for a week?"
"Not much, to be honest, but she badgered me and badgered me over a period of months until I caved in. What really hurt me this morning was she wouldn't even kiss me, in case it spoilt her damned lipstick and her make up."
Chloe playfully puckered her lips and said: "You can kiss me, instead!"
I leaned toward her, steadied myself against the wall behind her and kissed her on the lips.
It was just as if someone had hit me across the back of the neck with a wet sandbag. I saw from the widening of her eyes that a similar effect had been felt by Chloe.
Without being asked, I kissed her again.
I gently took her face in my hands and began probing her mouth with my tongue as she responded with alacrity.
After what felt like an hour, but was no more than a minute or two in reality, we broke our kiss.
Chloe took my hand and said: "I think we'd better take this upstairs."
I followed her and I realised that although she had a fairly shapeless dress on, perhaps to hide her body, that she possessed a large but absolutely stunning arse.
She stopped for a second on the stairs and my rampant cock poked her bottom. She squealed with laughter and said: "What the heck is that?"
I suddenly remembered some more of the poem about Helen of Troy and quoted it to her, with suitable amendments:
"Sweet Chloe, make me immortal with a kiss. Her lips suck forth my soul; see where it flies! — Come, Chloe, come, give me my soul again. Here will I dwell, for Heaven is in these lips."
I could see from her neck that she was blushing.
"I was going to take you into the spare room, but you can sleep with me in my and Ellery's bed!"
We walked into the room and she swiftly pulled off her dress. I was stunned, to be honest. Yes, she was somewhat obese, but suddenly I realised that I wanted her very, very badly.
My cock was so hard that it felt painful in the confines of my trousers.
"You can't get me pregnant, I have inoperable fibroids."
I murmured my regret at this and I moved toward her, smelling a delicious intoxicating perfume. I said: "What's that I can smell?"
A look of worry crossed her face. "Oh! I'm sorry! That's my body odour. It repulses Ellery."
I shook my head. "Then Ellery is a prize knob! You smell absolutely gorgeous! It's driving me wild with lust!"
She giggled as she stripped off her underwear whilst I hurriedly divested myself of my clothing.
I realised that she had an absolutely enormous pair of pendulous breasts and I knew I wanted to watch them swing as we made love. I climbed on the bed and laid down on my back.
She quickly realised what I wanted and she clambered on top of me. She took hold of my cock and aimed it at her vagina, sliding it over my cock, totally sheathing it in her hot silky moistness.
I was in utter bliss. She began to ride my cock, sliding up and down, it was tight and like a hot moist velvet sheath gripping me.
Her tits were bouncing all over the place, mesmerising me with their gyrations. She frowned. "I'm sorry about my tits getting in the way, they are far too big. Ellery wants me to have them reduced in size, to make them more 'normal' as he puts it."
I paused in my thrusts, I gently took her breasts in my hands in turn, kissing the nipples. "Please don't ever let that prize idiot damage your boobs! They are so absolutely gorgeous, you mustn't let him have them reduced in size."
She grinned down at me; "Are you a boob man, Tim?"
I nodded. "Well, I wasn't ever what you'd have called a boob man. I mean, yeah, like most chaps I do love boobies, but until I saw your breasts just now, I never knew how much I did love breasts. Unless it's the fact that they are your breasts that make them so special?"
She laughed: "Oh, boy! You are so full of compliments! Ellery never is, but bugger Ellery! No thinking of our stupid spouses; let's be here for us in our moment."
She recommenced sliding up and down on my cock and after what felt like a glorious eternity, my orgasm overwhelmed me and I lifted her from the bed with the strength of my orgasm it was so powerful.
At that moment, she shut her eyes and made a series of cute little grunts, signifying her own orgasm.
She started to get off me, but I gently held her arms and said: "My erection isn't going away. Please, let me continue to love you?"
She settled back down and we continued to make love until I spent myself again. We cuddled each other and we fell asleep snuggled together.
When I awoke, I saw that Chloe was watching me, with a faint smile on lips. "Had a good nap?" she asked me.
"I certainly did. Would you like me to make love with you, again?"
She nodded her head. "Yes, please. This is the most sex I have had in, well, since I don't know when."
This time we did it missionary position. She said something that made me very sad. "Are you sure you want to face me? When we used to do it, Ellery always took me from behind."
"I prefer being able to look at your face and gaze into your lovely brown eyes, Chloe. When I told you how beautiful you are, I meant it. Mind you, you do have a sexy bottom, too" I added.
She relaxed and smiled and we commenced making love. This time she came with such a force that she squirted as she again grunted prettily and her eyes rolled into her head.
She burst into tears. "I'm so sorry! What must you think of me? I just wet myself! Ellery got so furious with me when that happened."
I kissed her nose. "You didn't just wet yourself, you had a very powerful orgasm, a totally different matter. And if Ellery doesn't know the difference between a woman having an orgasm and a woman wetting herself, well, he can't be much of a Doctor. Or a husband."
She stopped crying and we got up and showered. By then it was 3PM and we were both hungry, so she whipped up a very tasty scratch meal for us.
We watched some TV and chatted until bedtime and after another vigorous round of fucking (we put bath towels on the damp patches) we went to sleep in each other's arms. We'd make the bed in the morning, which is what we did.
The next morning over coffee and Danish pastries, we sat in the lounge and discovered that we had a mutual guilty pleasure. We were both huge fans of the Jeremy Kyle Show.
That morning's episode was the usual fayre of cheaters and thieves busted with lie detectors and DNA results throwing up evidence of affairs, ancient and modern.
They were mainly screaming, shrieking lowlifes who came from sink council estates in South Wales, London, Merseyside, Oxford, Nottingham, Bristol, Glasgow and the West Midlands. Chloe and I loved every raucous minute as Jeremy Kyle, his two muscular security guards (headed by Security Steve) and his consultant psychotherapist, Graham Stanier, who was in charge of the aftercare team, tried to make sense of the mayhem that was a typical episode of the Jeremy Kyle Show.
This episode was a bit different, as they had a drug addict who seemed to be genuinely contrite and willing to take the assistance of a drug rehabilitation centre under the watchful eye of the programme's resident medical expert, Dr. Arun Ghosh.
We discussed the programme and laughed at how our spouses hated our love for it. We decided that yes, in general, they were both a bit anally retentive over it.
As well as being a week of sex and Jeremy Kyle, it was a week of discoveries of what arseholes our spouses really were.
For example, when I showed Chloe my websites (I took a few minutes each day to update them using their Wi-Fi), she was fascinated by them. "I didn't realise how complicated it would be, especially seeing as how Mary told Ellery that it was just a hobby of yours bringing in some beer money."
"Oh, she did, did she? She earns £40k as Ellery's Personal Assistant. My websites bring in, on average, more than twice that amount. So she was talking out of her behind!"
"And I dare say what you knew about me had gone from my fuckwit, I mean darling husband, to you via your dearest wife?"
I chuckled. "Yeah, something like that."
On the morning of the last day of our week together, she seemed down. "What am I going to do when he comes back, later today? What are you going to do when your wife comes back?"
"I don't know, exactly, but there's one thing I do know, despite whatever they might think or say, I'm not going to give you up. Damn it, they opened both our marriages up, so whatever goes down is their responsibility! Their fault!"
She nodded and said: "I'm glad you said that. It's the way I feel, too."
We were sat at the table in the kitchen and she was looking more and more pensive, until finally, she spoke. "Please, don't be angry with me, but I want you to do something for me. When I suggested it to Ellery, once, he said he was shocked and horrified and he slapped my face and called me a little whore and threatened to throw me out."
"Please remember Chloe, I'm not like him."
"OK... When I was a young girl at University someone got hold of a porn video. The one scene I remember vividly was of girl who presented a bowl of breakfast cereals to a man who ejaculated all over the cereals and then he made her eat the entire bowl of cereals, but especially his spunk.
"Please, I want you to do that for me!"
I was shocked, to be frank. But only shocked, mind you, not horrified. As evidenced by the fact that her super kinky idea had given me a massive hardon.
She said: "I have shocked you. I shouldn't have mentioned it. I'm sorry."
"Don't apologise. You surprised me, but if that's your kink, I'm all up for helping you get the cream you want on your breakfast cereals. What about doing it now?"
She grinned, got herself a small bowl of Cheerios and added some milk.
She looked at me, expectantly.
I took my cock out and got her to lick the tip a couple of times before I commenced masturbating until I was able to ejaculate all over her cereals.
I slowly fed the bowlful to her, making sure that she took every bit of my load, as she had requested. I found it an incredibly erotic experience.
Eventually, when the bowl was empty, I gave her an open-mouthed kiss and faintly tasted my own spunk, plus the Cherios. Well, there was a first time for everything. Probably the last time, too, but...
"Oooh, kinky!" she said as I disengaged.
"No, I just thought one good turn deserved another," I replied, with a grin.
"Please, cuddle me! I need to be held!" I sat her on my lap as best I could and we cuddled for several minutes as she trembled, until she calmed down. I think her being able to play out in real life a fantasy she had harboured all of her adult life was quite a cathartic experience for her.
We then took our coffees into the lounge and watched the Jeremy Kyle Show. We then watched the Good Morning show, even though we both thought Holly Willoughby a bit irritating and we were both creeped out (unfairly, I know) by Philip Schofield, the other presenter, but there was something on the show in which we were both interested. I forget what, now.
Not long after the show ended, my mobile phone rang. It was Mary. Shit. I put it on speaker phone, and used the record hot-key.
"Hello, Timothy."
Hello Timothy? Not even my late mother had ever called me Timothy. Well, hardly ever.
"Hello, Mary."
"Are you okay?"
"Yes, Mary, I'm fine. And you?"
"I'm well, thank you."
"What time will you be arriving at the house, today?"
She hesitated and, as they say, he or she who hesitates is lost. "Well, I won't actually be coming back to the house today. Ellery has just managed to get a special deal on a holiday villa in the Azores and he has it booked for six weeks."
I felt a cold, unpleasant feeling in the pit of my stomach. "The Azores? The Azores where we were going to book a holiday later in the year? Those Azores? Did you talk about our holiday plans with Ellery, by any chance?
"Yes, I think I did. And yes, those Azores. But it's okay, you and I can still holiday in The Azores later on in the year."
"Actually, no, Mary. The idea of the holidaymakers' equivalent of holiday sloppy seconds really doesn't appeal to me."
"Timothy! That's a horrible thing to say."
"It's how I feel. Presumably you're already on your way to the airport?"
"Yes, we're almost there. We stopped at a Motorway service station for a quick break."
"How long have you planned this holiday?"
"As I said, it was a spur of the moment thing. Ellery had a chance to book it and that's what he did."
"No chance of you coming back now and meeting me at the house?"
"Sorry, no. That's not possible. We'll talk when I get back."
"Yeah, sure we will."
"Oh, Tim! Don't be like that!"
"Like what? Anyway, what's Ellery got planned for Chloe? Is she supposed to wait alone for six weeks for him to come back? Especially seeing as he told you how badly disabled she was?"



Mary laughed: "He said she can hire a carer to sit with her."
"She can always come back with me to our house. After all, as we shared her and Ellery's bed, it's only fair that she gets to share your and my bed, now."
Suddenly the humour had gone from Mary's voice. "What do you mean, you and her sharing her and Ellery's bed?"
"Well, that's what happens when people indulge in wife swapping, Mary, they share."
"Oh, no! Ellery won't like that! Not one bit! That will not do at all! This whole thing wasn't about wife swapping. It was about..." she stopped, suddenly realising she had already said far too much.
"So, it was all about you and Ellery turning me into your cuckold? Well, Chloe and I have turned the tables on the pair of you. I have turned Ellery into my cuckold and Chloe has turned you into her cuckquean."
Mary gave a gasp, cursed up a storm and disconnected the call.
I switched the record function off and shook my head. "Unbelievable! And even now, she can't tell me the fucking truth!"
"What do you mean?" asked Chloe.
"I thought she had rather a lot of luggage for a one week stay in a hotel. And we have the Nest video doorbell system on our house, so I know she didn't go back to the house. She must have taken her passport with her, so they planned the holiday in The Azores all along, the duplicitous bastards!"
However, at least she had some residual decency left over from the Mary I had thought I'd married. Ellery never even sent so much as a text message to Chloe.
Chloe came with me to stay at our house and took with her all the meds that her husband had prescribed for her to treat her Fibro Myalgia, with which he had diagnosed her.
I suddenly got a bad feeling and decided to have her checked out by a Doctor friend of mine at a private clinic. The medical website I ran was a joint effort between the two of us and we shared the income 50/50.
It was then that I began to learn what an utter bastard Ellery Hoylake really was. Doctor Mike spoke to both of us in his surgery. "Well, folks, I have some good news for you, and some potentially not so good news. Chloe, you do not have Fibro Myalgia, at all. You do have fibroids and arthritis that can be helped by some cortisone injections and also, although the NHS don't recognise this, some high dose Co Q10 tablets and some Turmeric capsules. As I'm a Doctor who is independent of the NHS, I don't have to abide by their bizarre edicts!
"And despite what your husband told you, Chloe, your fibroids are treatable with a simple procedure called a myomectomy.
"However, the medications your husband has had you on are contraindicated for both arthritis and Fibro Myalgia, even if you had that condition.
"In fact, in the combination and dosage prescribed for you by your husband, the only impact on your health would have been to promote weight gain and obesity. If we get you off those tablets right away, your weight should begin to drop off fairly rapidly. I don't say that you'll ever be thin, but it'll certainly reduce the strain on your heart and reduced the risk of you developing Type 2 Diabetes in the future."
Chloe began to cry and Doctor Mike handed her a box of tissues as I comforted her.
"To my mind there's no doubt that he prescribed those medicines in a malicious way to cause damage to your health, Chloe. I'm sorry, but that's the only explanation I can come up with. No good Doctor would make that combination of drugs by mistake."
"I'll have the bastard struck off!" I shouted.
"That's another thing I was coming to," said Doctor Mike.
"It'll be bloody hard to have him struck off because the BMA struck him off almost 20 years ago. He is not allowed to practice medicine, so when he signed all the prescriptions for you, Chloe, he was breaking the law."
"Why was he struck off?" asked Chloe.
"Having sex with female patients and certain prescription irregularities. Fraud, in other words.
"One husband caught him with his wife in their bed and in his rush to flee the bedroom, Ellery jumped out of the window and broke his right leg."
"The little shit!" said Chloe. "I noticed he had a limp on his right leg when we started dating. He told me he'd fallen off a horse. But now I learn it was because he'd fallen off a whore!"
We took our leave of Doctor Mike, went back to my house and decided to christen the various rooms with some rampant lovemaking. Well, it was something to do. A bit of revenge fucking.
Our visit to Doctor Mike changed things for Chloe and myself. I think, even when we realised what bastards our spouses had been, we'd both been willing to try to reach an agreement with our respective spouses to allow Chloe and myself and Ellery and Mary to have time together.
For Chloe to find out that her husband wasn't legally allowed to practice medicine and had, in effect, being poisoning her for years, was devastating. I could not convince myself that Mary could have worked with him for so long and not known the truth about what he was doing. That, and the fact that she'd lied about their holiday to The Azores, was the icing on the cake for our marriage as far as I was concerned.
We didn't have to do anything about the fake doctor issue, as Dr Mike handled that and liaised between the police, the BMA and us. Plus the National Health Service's Counter Fraud Authority, as it appeared that Ellery, with his PA's assistance, had defrauded the NHS and some health charities to the tune of at least £200M.
It was at that point that I finally realised that I had never really known Mary, at all.
Chloe and I both filed for divorce, for unreasonable behaviour and abandonment, whilst the two lovers were in The Azores, and as they didn't bother to return to the UK (having drained the accounts of the company that Ellery owned) our divorces were both granted very quickly.
The great thing was they didn't have to attend court to be divorced, so that was how it went.
European Arrest Warrants were issued for the pair of them for a variety of crimes including fraud, theft and bookkeeping irregularities at the company he owned, and we awaited with mild interest their eventual capture and their subsequent trials. We decided we were going to take popcorn into the public gallery, if we were allowed.
Incidentally, I was able to stop both of them in their attempts to drain our joint accounts by arranging for blocks to be put on foreign withdrawals from the accounts. Cheeky bastards!
It turned out that the villa they had gone to was owned by a dummy corporation they had created, sometime before, so they'd even lied about that. Why? Well, who can understand the minds of people like them? Not me, and certainly not Chloe. Sad, really, as they'd obviously hidden the more negative traits of their personalities from us until they decided to really fuck us over.
We decided to sell both houses and put 50% of the value in holding accounts for them should they ever return to the UK. We decided to do everything legally and above board. No need for us to sink to their level of behaviour.
I was able to get the matter sorted out because one of the websites I ran was a property law website and was co-operated with me by England's top property lawyer, Davina Sawyer.
Chloe and I were soon married and, unlike Mary ever did, Chloe not only showed an interest in my websites, she actually got me to set up a couple of websites for her, which she manages and makes a good bit of income from.
We bought a new detached family-sized house together that we both liked.
So, did sharing work for me? In a roundabout way, I'd have to answer 'yes' to that question. But when I originally told Mary that our marriage would never be the same again, I really had no clue about how correct that prophesy would turn out to be.
Still, it would have been nice to have received some form of an apology from her for her being a cheating, duplicitous bitch. I eventually concluded that she'd been having an affair with Ellery for some time before she mentioned the sharing plan. Prideful, stupid Ellery wanted to ramp it up and turn it into a cuckolding relationship, but the wheels had very rapidly fallen off his plans.
Chloe and I both had some individual counselling sessions and some joint counselling sessions to help us get our shit together after being taken for mugs by the people we had loved most in the world.
With Doctor Mike's help, she did shed a fair amount of excess weight. As he'd predicted, she'd never be thin. And for that, I'm grateful, as I still think she's the most beautiful woman in the world.
We were both puzzled by how we had ended up in bed so soon after we had met. After all, neither of us had set out to "cheat" on our spouses.
We brought this up in one of the joint counselling session and the counsellor, after several moments thought, said that she felt it was a variety of factors, which combined together to create a perfect storm.
We'd both been betrayed, had been pushed together by our cheating spouses, we were both sexually compatible and there was also a few drops of revenge added in for good measure, too.
Oh, yes, one more thing, my thanks to Mary and Ellery for accidentally arranging this happy ending for both Chloe and myself!
As for the cheaters? After being on the run for almost a year they are currently in jail in The Azores in the city of Ponta Delgada under the care of the Ponta Delgada Municipal Police, fighting the European Extradition Warrants issued by the Police in the UK. But it's only a matter of time, Brexit or no Brexit.
We seriously considered sending them a postcard each, but thought better of it. After all, we have to be the better people here. We must set a good example to our children. And yes, we are expecting our first child, the fibroid surgery was a total success, and things are looking good.
I jokingly suggested to her that we should ask our exes to serve as Godparents, but Chloe told me to perform some rather painful and anatomically implausible act upon myself for that suggestion!
There's another update. I received a very excited call from Doctor Mike. Apparently someone from the Jeremy Kyle Show office had been in touch with him (in his role as co-producer of our medical website) and asked if the site would be prepared to work with them to produce a special episode of the show on medical fraud and the NHS.
He said: "So I immediately thought of the gruesome twosome. Would you and Chloe mind if we got them to cover the story on the show?"
I told him I'd let him know and after discussing it with Chloe, we decided that we would be OK with them being exposed, but only so long as they'd do their best to protect our identifies.
And so it was, a month later, Jeremy Kyle did one of his special programmes, which don't feature cheating lowlifes, but covered a specific topic.
Jeremy Kyle: "This morning, ladies and gentlemen, I am going to do a special Jeremy Kyle on medical fraud. This will be a two-pronged attack, both on people who, for whatever reason, decide to pretend to be a qualified medic such as a nurse, a doctor or, God forbid, a surgeon.
"And people who defraud the NHS and medical charities out of money that you and I as taxpayers and donors have given to the NHS and medical charities by way of taxes and voluntary contributions.
"In the second part of the show we'll be dealing with a man who pretended to be a qualified surgeon for several years before being found out.
"However, in the first part of the show I'll be introducing Doctor Mike Strong who is the publisher of the famous Doctor Mike website. Doctor Mike brings us a story of someone who was practicing medicine without a licence and who also, it is alleged, was behind a medical fraud that cost the NHS and a variety of health charities over £200M."
Mike replied: "Hello, Jeremy. I'm just the public face of our site. I have been co-publishing it for several years with a business partner who, for a number of reasons, I'd prefer not to name at this point."
Jeremy replied: "Doctor Mike, having read through my briefing notes this morning, this case seems utterly bizarre. Could you please take us through it?"
"Certainly. This is how I became involved. One day a friend asked me to undertake a medical examination for a woman he knew because he wasn't convinced that the medical treatment she was receiving from her husband, who claimed to be a Doctor, was correct.
"After I took her medical history and ran some diagnostic tests on her I was able to prove that my friend's hunch was correct. The treatment was totally inappropriate for her and was actually making her health far, far worse. In effect, her husband had been slowly poisoning her. For several years."
"What happened then?" promoted Jeremy.
"Then, when I dug a little deeper, it turned out he'd been struck off by the BMA some 20 years previously so was not legally allowed to practice medicine. The idea of a company working in the field of supplying the NHS and charities with supplies and services being owned and operated by a struck off Doctor really worried me and I contacted friends within the NHS and some medical charities to see what they could find out."
"And the result was?"
"Pretty soon the alleged fraud by "Doctor" Ellery Hoylake and aided and abetted by his Personal Assistant Mary Beattie began to unravel and they drained the accounts of the company whilst having a lover's tryst at a villa in The Azores.
"However, the Portuguese bank accounts they set up have been frozen and they are in custody in Ponta Delgada on The Azores, awaiting extradition. And their assets are being investigated by the Police here for possible confiscation orders."
Jeremy nodded and said: "Thanks for that introduction, Doctor Mike. I'd now like to invite my own show's medical expert Doctor Arun Ghosh and Gillian Kirkham of the newly formed NHS Counter Fraud Authority who can talk on the wider implications of such cases.
"Gillian, if I may, I'd like to start with you. I suspect that many people may not have heard of the NHS Counter Fraud Authority. Can you please explain what it is and what it does?"
"Thanks for the opportunity to come on the show, Jeremy. It's our job to protect the NHS, its staff, patients and honest suppliers from fraudulent activities."
As she continued to talk, Chloe and I watched the programme, anxious, yes, but we were both relieved that those two bastards were beginning to get the justice they so richly deserved.
We were relaxing in bed in our new home, watching the show. It was my turn to make breakfast. I grinned as I thought to myself if Chloe might like some of my special cream on her Crunchy Nut Cornflakes?
When she asked me what I found so funny I told her. She laughed and said: "You'd better watch out for your own Crunchy Nuts, Tim!"
We were still giggling on and off when the show ended.
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Carl Summers wasn't surprised to receive a text message from Sally, his wife's sister.
Their 25th wedding anniversary and her birthday were coming up in a month, so the invitation to meet Sally (without letting Mary know) was hardly a shock. 'I expect Sally wants to arrange a surprise for Mary, but wants my help setting it up.'
When Carl arrived at the coffee shop Sally had chosen, he noticed when they hugged, Sally was tense and wearing a grim expression.
They sat in an out of the way section with their drinks and Sally started nervously, but determinedly. "Carl, I'm sorry to tell you this, but last night when I was with Mary, she let slip something that made me realise I really don't know my sister as well as I thought I did. There's not an easy way to tell you this, but Mary is cheating on you."
"Cheating on me? With whom? For how long?"
"This is the hard part. She's been cheating on you, to my knowledge, for 20 years, and with hundreds and hundreds of different men."
"20 years?" he yelped. "But that's almost the entirety of our marriage! Are you certain? Do you have proof?"
She nodded, glumly. "I recorded part of our conversation. You know how devastated she was when she learned she was infertile?"
He nodded. "That was a tough time for her, for both of us, really. I suggested IVF, a surrogate, adoption even, but she shot all of those ideas down. She started to blame herself, but I told her not to be silly. It was nature that had caused it, nothing she did. I was desperate to be a father. She even gave me the opportunity to divorce her and find a woman who could give me children, but I told her I took my wedding vows seriously, for better or worse, so I wouldn't divorce her, I wouldn't abandon her."
Sally added: "Mary and I chatted long and often about this. But about five years into your marriage she told me you and she had decided to open up your marriage. She swore me to secrecy, told me never to mention it to you or to talk about it in your presence, because you felt awkward about letting family and friends know of the arrangement."
Carl shook his head. "We had no such arrangement, Sally. This is the first time I have heard of it. I feel sick."
She took his hand and squeezed it. "I know that, now. We had an argument last night, she and I. I can't even remember the details about which we were arguing. It was some ancient wrong about which she accused me. She suddenly began to boast how she had pulled the wool over our eyes for 20 years; that she'd been cheating on you every week when she was using the fictional idea of our girl's night out to find and fuck other men, that you were, as she put it, her clueless cuckold. I managed to keep my temper under control, and I recorded the rest of our talk on my phone."
Carl was devastated. He dabbed his eyes with a napkin from the table. "Her cheating on me every fucking week is the damned thanks I get for loving her and taking my marriage views seriously? This is how she pays me back for my not divorcing her when we found out she was infertile? What the fuck did I ever do to receive this level of disrespect from that witch?"
"You did nothing, Carl, not one thing to deserve this. I asked her why she had done it; she said it was payback against the universe for her being barren. When I asked her why she chose to cheat on you for revenge, when it wasn't your fault, she laughed and said: "He had the chance to leave me and show what a real man he was 20 years ago. By sticking with me, he showed me that he wasn't a real man who could have fathered children with another woman."
"Fuck. What a sick bitch" was Carl's reply.
"I'm going to divorce her. I have to. There's something that mendacious, duplicitous whore doesn't realise. I had a secret of my own these past 20 years. I have been a sperm donor and I have fathered at least 200 children, so, despite her cheating on me, I am a father!"
Sally smiled and laughed at this development.
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Danny Flavian was going to die, and it was all his own fault. Not that he actually accepted this fact, but just because someone doesn't accept something doesn't mean that it isn't so.
Danny Flavian was 36. He was from a very wealthy family, he had attended private schools and had attended one of the country's top Ivy League universities. His entry had been eased, in part, by financial donations from his father.
Many people had heard of his father, Antares Flavian. He had gained much notoriety and fame by becoming America's first Atheistic televangelist.
He had his studio set out in mockery of the standard televisual churches, he had a large mixed-sex choir who would sing nonsense word songs in mockery of Gospel choirs and he would preach what he described as "fatuity, gibberish and gobbledygook" under the title of his show: "Atheism Now, Today."
He had hilariously funny parodies of fund-raising drives, often featuring some hot-shot atheists whom he had managed to convince to appear on his show.
Although they were intended, on the face of it, to be raillery and to act as a mockery against the fund raising drives employed by many genuine televangelists, Flavian's fundraising drives actually did generate a large and substantial income for him. He made multiple Millions of Dollars a year, with more income coming in from the sale of DVDs, books, t-shirts, etc.
In fact, to some atheists "Flavian" became a hissword, as they felt he should not have been making money on his fellow atheists in that way. One atheist even went so far as to say in an interview: "At least with a genuine televangelist, the guy gives his marks, his dupes if you will, a sense of something better for them in the future, an afterlife. All Flavian does is sell them the sizzle, but doesn't give them even a lick of the damn sausage!"
After Danny left university with a degree in business management, he went to work as an administration assistant for his father's company. One day when he was sat wasting time he realised that the name of his father's holding company, Ice Sweatshirts was an anagram of "I screw atheists."
He grew to realise that his father was probably even worse than many of the televangelists he was guying, as some of them believed what they were preaching. His father really was only in it for the money, and was treating his fellow atheists as a flock of fools to be fleeced.
Danny's discovery made his attitude toward life and humanity take a hit at that point, but that still didn't stop Danny from enjoying the fruits of what he began to see as his father's ill-gotten gains. His mother seemed to float above it all in a fog of pink gin.
Danny was also an atheist, but there was a dangerous difference between Danny and his father. Whilst Antares Flavian had no religious belief, Danny Flavian believed in nothing.
In short, he was a moral nihilist. He believed that nothing is ever right or wrong, that nothing could be morally right or wrong. He did believe in one overriding credo, that the only "wrong" thing was if one were to get caught.
The first time it happened, it was an accident, but each time thereafter it was a deliberate and coldblooded act.
He was in a large city in Mid-West America, scoping out some potential venues for a speaking tour for his father, when he felt the need for some female companionship. He used a shady hook-up site which was only one step removed from the so-called Dark Web. Shit, maybe it was actually a part of the Dark Web?
He decided that he wanted the woman he hired to perform fellatio on him, they agreed a price and he told her to meet him in his apartment hotel that wasn't far from the river that flowed through the city.
Although it was something that he had never given a great deal of thought to, Danny's penis was longer than average, but, the key point to remember was that it was exceptionally wide, also.
Thirty minutes after she arrived, Danny was enjoying giving her mouth a good fucking as he came down her throat. Half an hour after that, he was disposing of her corpse in the fast flowing river at the rear of the apartment building.
It was crazy, one moment she was alive, the next moment she was dead, choked to death on his incredibly thick penis.
Danny had once wondered what it would be like to kill someone; now he knew.
To his surprise, he had enjoyed the experience very much indeed.
It had been an accident, that first time, but as he watched her corpse disappear from view in the turbulent waters of the river, he came to realise that the sexual release he had felt had only been a fairly minor component of the powerful visceral emotions that he had felt as he realised that he had inadvertently killed the young (well, youngish, to be honest) prostitute, choking her on his own penis.
He had taken her life and he had realised that it had been the most thrilling event in his entire life, to that point.
He also realised that he would do it again. Correction! He realised that he would have to do it again, that he must do it again.
After the tenth such murder, police forces across the USA began to realise that they had a serial sex killer on their hands, and the FBI's top forensic psychologist was called in to offer his expertise.
He addressed the representatives of over a dozen different law enforcement agencies that covered the areas where corpses had been found.
"Folks, this reminds me of a classic case from the annals of sexual crime murders. Back in Britain in the late 1950s and into the mid-1960s, a murderer stalked prostitutes in parts of London.
"The case was known to police officers in the Met as The Hammersmith Nude Murders and to the British press as Jack the Stripper, from his habit of leaving his victim's bodies naked.
"They had several suspects, but they were never able to pin it on any one particular culprit. Due to the main culprit being found dead.
"However, having given the matter some thought I have concluded that if similar murders took place in modern Britain, or in the United States, police officers would be able to identify and capture the killer due to major advances in the forensic sciences, in particular, in the field of DNA analysis.
"We know that each of the ten victims we have identified so far were killed by the same man. The reason I say "the ten victims we have identified so far' is because it's not impossible that our killer may have murdered any number of other victims. We just don't know at this time.
Fortunately, our killer is either very stupid or extremely arrogant as he made no effort to hide his DNA.
"Thankfully, as a result, we are very close to identifying our suspect.
"This is in confidence, obviously, but a year or so back there was a TV series where minor celebrities gave a sample of their DNA to see with whom it matched. There were some crazy results.
"However, the DNA database they created was published nationally so that people could pay to have their DNA tested and matched with the celebrities.
"We obtained the DNA of our suspect and we got a very close match to a parental relationship. The celebrity who it matched to was Antares Flavian, the TV atheist.
Mr Antares Flavian has only one child, a male called Daniel Flavian. At present Daniel Flavian is in San Francisco and we have made arrangements for the police there to arrest him."
The SFPD swiftly arrested Danny and he was extradited to the town where he first killed.
This might have proved a little problematic because his defence was that he had only accidentally killed her, but this defence was damaged by the fact that he had not bothered to call 911 to request medical assistance for his victim and he had disposed of her corpse by tossing it into the river.
He further damaged his defence by firing the attorney his father had paid for and mounting his own defence which was basically that nihilism was where it was at, baby, that normal morality sucked and was for other, ordinary people and not himself, as he saw himself as an Übermensch.
The jury, made up of five men and seven women, took just 30 minutes to find him guilty of first-degree murder, and he suddenly found himself facing the death-penalty, with a lethal injection his likely fate.
His mother coped by drinking more and more gin and Antares Flavian was devastated by what Danny had become, what he had done. He was so devastated and distraught that he decided to invite a leading evangelist, Doctor Roger Berwyn, onto his live programme to discuss what had happened to his son.
Doctor Berwyn was not a fire and brimstone preacher, he was firmly of the belief that souls were more likely to be brought to Jesus with honey, rather than vinegar.
So it was that he pointed out with genuine humility, love and concern, exactly where Antares Flavian had gone wrong with the upbringing he had given his son.
Much to the delighted shock and surprise of Doctor Berwyn and the horror and outage of millions of viewers of the "Atheism Now, Today" show, Antares began sobbing, fell onto his knees in front of Doctor Berwyn and denounced his former atheism and pledged his life to Jesus, receiving a laying on of hands blessing on the set from Dr Berwyn.
Antares eventually toured round the world with Dr Berwyn, explaining his life story and how he had found Jesus after his life as an atheist.
Meanwhile, Danny was in a cell on death row, awaiting the state's decision as to when he would be executed. He appealed, of course. Well, what condemned killer wouldn't?
Eventually, his appeals were exhausted and Danny Flavian was sat on his bed contemplating his fate. He felt sorry, but only for himself. He had no feelings of compassion for the ten girls and women he had murdered, or for their families.
Danny was, in that respect, a typical narcissist, with psychotic tendencies.
"Good day, Danny." The voice, well-modulated and reasonably attractive, startled Danny as he was alone in his cell.
His head snapped round to the source of the voice and he was astonished to see a rather dapper man wearing a bowtie, a white shirt, a pair of smart slacks and the type of vest worn by card dealers in old movies.
"Who the hell are you?" asked Danny. "How did you get in my cell?"
The man smiled and said, "I'm Lucifer, Danny. And I can get into pretty much anywhere I want to, really."
"But you can't be! You don't exist!"
"Oh, Danny, how can you say such a thing? Do you doubt your own eyes? Your own ears? Your own senses? I'm just as real as you are, Danny."
"What, or rather, who are you?"
"I'm glad you asked me that question, Danny. I'm the god of this world. You ever read the Bible?"
Danny shook his head. "Not really. No."
The devil smiled. "Oh, that's a pity. You'd have read about my interactions with Jesus in the Bible. Sad you never read it, but well, with your upbringing, it's not to be wondered at."
Danny picked up on something his new companion had said. "Wait a minute! You are the God of this world?"
The Devil nodded.
"Can you help me? I am scheduled for a lethal injection tomorrow morning. Can you stop that from happening, please?"
The devil shrugged. "Not quite, not entirely, but there is something that I can do for you. I understand that in this prison's death row, there is a long mirrored window, and behind that window is a room from which the witnesses observe the execution?"
Danny nodded.
"Well, in that case, there is something that I can do for you. How would you like me to transfer your soul to one of the witnesses? That way they'll take your place during the execution and you can take their place, instead. How'd you like that idea?"
Danny began sobbing and laughing at the same time. Eventually, he was able to thank his companion for his offer of help and he gave his acceptance.
The devil smiled a secretive smile, for as he had hoped, Danny did not ask a certain question, the importance of which would become most apparent to Danny as he laid bound to the execution cot on that next morrow.
He nodded to Danny and disappeared until the next morning, when he manifested himself at Danny's side in the execution room.
Neither of his parents had attended as witnesses (Danny hadn't wished that on them, the nearest thing Danny had felt to a decent, positive emotion in years), but all the witnesses had gathered and Danny was plumbed in to the various bottles of narcotics and poisons that the state had deemed necessary to end his brutal and futile life.
Danny had a broad and glorious smile on his face as he lay there.
"Danny, your soul can transfer to anyone of the witnesses that you can see. Look over to the window, Danny. Who can you see?"
Danny looked toward the long section of mirrored glass that faced him. "I can't see any of the witnesses, Lucifer! From my side, all I can see is my own reflection in the mirror!"
The devil shrugged. "Well, Danny, I guess your soul will have to change places with the only witness that you can see. Your own reflection in the mirror."
Danny startled the witnesses by suddenly screaming out: "You lied! You lied to me! I'll be trapped there forever! Why did you do this to me?"
"Because I can, Danny, simply because I can. And had you read the Bible you'd have seen that I am described in it as the father of all lies. Goodbye, Danny. Sweet dreams. If you can ever sleep, that is."
Danny felt himself being absorbed into the cool hardness of the glass as he watched his own, or rather his former, body, spasm and go very still.
"Shit!" shouted one of the technicians in the control room. "That's weird. We're only half-way through the process, and he's already flatlined."
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When Pastor Paul Reed finished his meeting with Brother David Douglas of the Gospel World Church at its headquarters, Paul felt good. After two weeks on the road visiting various churches that Paul Reed's church was associated with, he was almost physically done and would be able to fly home the next day, after one more task.
Going home next day would be wonderful as he had not seen his wife for a little over two weeks. Of course, they'd communicated by facetime, phone and text message, but that obviously wasn't the same as hugging and holding your own spouse and being physically with them and making love with them. He missed being able to physically connect with the love of his life. And he had faith that she felt the same way about him.
As he was taking his leave from Brother Douglas and his lovely wife, Dora, tall and craggy Brother Douglas had took his hand to shake it and stared into his eyes. "Paul, I want you to know that Dora and I really, really value you as a fellow follower of Christ. And furthermore, if you ever need any help or guidance, please know that we are here for you and the services of the Gospel World Church are always at your disposal."
Paul was taken aback at that remark, but he accepted what was said with warmth and humility.
"Thank you, Brother Douglas, I'll remember that."
As Paul stepped into his Uber to head to the airport, Dora Douglas turned to her husband, a questioning look in her eyes. "What's wrong? Why did you say that to Paul? Was it a prophetic thing that you did just now?"
He nodded and looked thoughtful. His face was craggy and worn by years of exposure to the sun and wind. "Yes, honey. A prophetic thing. I'm not sure why, or how, but I just know that boy will need our help. And real soon, too."
As Paul paid the driver of the Uber at the airport his cell phone chimed twice, telling him he had a call.
"Hi, Pastor Paul, here," he said. "How can I help you?"
"Hey, Paul! This is Brad Stoker here at the Central Church. I understand you are coming here today to meet with Pastor Whiteside?"
"Yeah, that's right. Is there something wrong?"
"Kind of. I'm glad I managed to catch you, Paul. Pastor Whiteside is not going to be available for your meeting, as our church leader over in London, England, has had a car crash. He's not seriously injured, but he's not going to be able to perform his duties for a week or so, so Pastor Whiteside has had to take an urgent flight over to the UK to look after things, there.
"He's asked me to pass on his apologies, but he feels sure you will understand. Of course, you're welcome to fly over to visit with us, but you might have something else you can do, instead?"
"Thanks, Brad. That's real good of you. Actually, I've been away from home for getting on for two weeks, visiting various churches we are affiliated with, and I'll take this opportunity to get back home to see my beautiful wife a day early."
They disconnected the call and Paul went to the desk of the airline on which he was flying. At first he was told there were no seats available on flights to his city, but when she saw the expression on his face (and noticed his lapel pin) the agent smiled at him and said to him, quietly, "Pastor, I have one Business Class seat available on a flight to your city, that leaves in two hours, so I'll transfer your ticket to that flight and give you a complimentary upgrade."
He thanked her, gave her a blessing (fairly low key, in case anyone might raise an objection, and get the agent in trouble) and two hours later after going through security he was on the flight home, luxuriating in the plush accommodation of Business Class travel. In fact, after catching up on some Bible reading on his somewhat elderly Kindle, he fell asleep. Not before leaving a voice mail message on his wife's phone that he was on his way home and would be arriving home at least a day early.
It was another Uber ride from the airport to their home. Their home was within a sort of compound which consisted of the home of Paul and his wife, Sally, the slightly larger adjacent house of his fellow Pastor, Bob Harris and his wife, Kathy.
The church that they both preached in was about half a mile away over lawns that were used for church picnics and big outdoor preaching sessions, though they hadn't had many of them of late. That was something more common in the era of their parents who had founded the church and built the houses and the church some fifty years previously. They had an excellent congregation and operated a variety of outreach projects within the small city where they were located.
He opened the door of the house, closed it quietly, left his luggage by the side of the door, stepped to the right and on opening the door to the living room, he found himself suddenly watching his best friend and fellow Pastor, Bob Harris, having carnal knowledge of his wife, Sally, over the back of their sofa.
He shouted: "What are you doing?" He rushed forward, he noticed that Sally gave a yelp of pain as Bob's member was suddenly removed from her anus.
He had no idea what he should do, remonstrate with his former friend or physically assault him?
He had, however, in his distress, forgotten about Bob's prowess as an exponent of the ancient Japanese martial art of judo. He'd been a member of the USA Olympic team when he had been a theology student.
Suddenly Paul found himself in a chokehold. He could not breathe and he sensed that his blood supply to his brain was also being cut off. He felt his consciousness fading away. There was a roaring noise in his ears, his vision became blurred and he stopped being. He simply stopped being.
When he regained awareness, he found himself lying on the sofa. Someone had removed his shoes. His jacket, he noticed, was hanging on the back of a chair and his tie and shirt collar had been loosened.
He felt dizzy, he had a headache and his throat felt sore.
"I am sorry you had to see that, Paul," his wife spoke. There was what sounded like genuine sympathy in her voice. But there was something else, too. Something patronising, perhaps? Whatever it was, it wasn't pleasant.
"Yes. We wouldn't have wanted to hurt you like that for the world" said his former friend, Pastor Bob, insincerely.
Sally added: "We wanted to tell you about what was happening tomorrow or the day after, but your early arrival has foreshortened our timetable."
"What timetable?" asked Paul, mystified.
He sat up, even though it made his head swim.
"Paul," said Sally in tones that dripped arrogance and condescension, "the situation is that I deserve more than to be just the wife of a mere pastor like you. I am now the wife of the Prophet Bob."
Paul said: "What on earth? Bob's a prophet? And have you forgotten that Bob is already married to Kathy? What's Kathy going to say about this 'situation', as you put it?"
Then he heard another voice, the voice of Bob's wife, Kathy, as she walked into the room from the kitchen. "Oh, Paul, you don't need to worry about what I think. I already know. I've known for a couple of months." She sounded resigned to the situation.
She approached Paul and gave him a drink from a glass of water. "To be honest, when they approached me and told me that Bob was a prophet of God, and as such, was to be blessed with having more wives than other men were allowed to have, I wasn't keen on the idea, but when they explained it to me I knew that it was going to be all right and that it was the will of God."
Paul was having problems getting his head round these new concepts. He was also having some difficulty speaking as his throat was hurting. "So, when do I get served with the divorce papers, Bob?"
"Oh! There'll be no divorce for you, Paul. At least not in the physical realm! There has already been a Spiritual Realm divorce. According to the Empyrean laws you and Sally are no longer man and wife. She is now my second wife."
Paul wiped his hands over his face. "But that means Sally and I can never make love again?"
Sally looked at him. She continued to speak to him in tones that could only be described as arrogant and condescending: "Why, of course not, Paul! That would be adultery and we cannot have that kind of thing going on!"
"But we planned to have children, you and I?"
"I know we did, honey. But when I do have children they will be fathered by a prophet and not a mere pastor."
Paul noticed that the expression on Kathy's face was not altogether approving of what Sally had just said, but she was apparently keeping her own counsel, at least for the moment.
"So, if I want children, I'll have to find another wife? Is that what you're saying to me? What you're trying to tell me?"
Bob shook his head. "No, Paul, sorry, that is not ordained of you by God at this moment in time. You cannot have a physical divorce because the Empyrean marriage that I have with my two wives is too sacred to be revealed to mere human eyes. Therefore I am sorry, but you cannot take another wife."
At that point he gave a nod to Sally and they, hand in hand, departed from the room. Over her shoulder Sally said: "We're going to continue what your early arrival brought a stop to. But in order not to rub it in, we will go over to the Prophet's house and continue it there."
This left Kathy and Paul in the room.
"Paul, I know that this is not what you agreed to when you got married. H-e-double hockey sticks, it's not what I agreed to, either. But it's the will of God and we can't go against the will of God, can we?" said Kathy. There was something in her tone of voice that Paul realised had been lacking from his own wife's voice. Empathy. This was just so wrong!
Paul slumped back against the sofa. "But what about me? What's to become of me? It's fine for you and Sally and Bob, you have each other to love, but I have nobody to love me. Nobody at all. Nobody to care about me, nobody to cuddle with, nobody to make love with. I have nothing. I went from being a happily married man to... a nothing! A cypher!"
"Oh, Paul! That's not true! I still love you as a brother. We all still love you, but as a brother. Look, I know this is hard for you to understand and it must have been very upsetting when you found them together like that, but we do love you. And God loves you, too. You know that, don't you?"
"This has changed my relationship with God," he said, his voice still rasping a little.
"Oh, no! Please don't tell me that this has cost you your faith! Don't you believe in God anymore?"
"Yes, I still believe in God. It's just that now I somehow can't quite grasp the concept that God believes in me, any longer. After all, why did he take my wife and my future family away from me, if that's the case?
"I think that he must be punishing me for something very bad that I did. But I can't think what it was."
He began weeping, with his head buried in his hands. Kathy was conflicted. She knew her husband and her best friend were now enjoying making love next door in her house, though it wasn't exclusively her house any more, and that her friend Paul was undergoing terrible agonies and a crisis of faith that were none of his fault and not of his making.
She suddenly decided to sit beside him and cuddle him to her to try to give him whatever limited comfort she could. It was little enough and barely sufficient, but it was the best she could do under the circumstances.
When he had stopped sobbing she asked him why his voice was sounding so scratchy. When he told her about it being the result of Bob's chokehold she was mortified. "Oh, Paul! I'm so sorry! You caught him having... making love, with Sally and he... attacked you? That's wrong! I am going to have words with him about that!" Paul shrugged. Her remark had meant very little to him, to be honest. She'd have words with her husband for throttling him? "Thanks, whatever", went through his mind.
She encouraged Paul to go to bed and she gave him a sleeping tablet to take. "It's okay. It's what the Doctor prescribed me when I first found out about Bob being a prophet. I had problems sleeping for a while. I brought them with me. I figured you might need their help, like I did."
Paul thanked her, let her out of the house and locked up. Sally had her own key and if she didn't? What of it? She'd be able to stay with her new husband, he thought bitterly.
He swallowed the tablet and retired to bed. He soon fell asleep as the tablet did its job.
When he awoke the next morning he felt weird, but his throat was no longer in pain. He went through his morning routine and walked down into the kitchen. He noticed on the whiteboard an instruction in large, bold lettering: "Your turn to preach today. The theme is forgiveness."
Strange. He hadn't realized that it was Sunday. He must have lost a couple of days, somehow.
He looked at the wall clock. It was late, the church service would commence at 10.30AM.
Fortunately the church was close by. He wondered where his former wife and her two 'companions' were. He was alone in the house. He didn't like to think about what that meant.
When he arrived at the church he walked in and noticed that every pew was full and that everyone was staring at him. Almost as if they knew what had happened to him. He didn't recognise any of them.
He gave two prayers, a silent one, for himself, and then a vocal one to commence the service.
"Welcome to this service of the Midvale Church of God. The theme of my sermon this morning is forgiveness. If you'll all please turn to Psalm 103:10-12 in either your Bible, your tablet, your e-reader or your Smartphone, please read silently along with me. I..."
He paused, because for the first time in his life as a Pastor, he realised that he didn't have the attention of his congregation. They were looking one to the other and whispering, but soon the whispering became louder and angrier, but he couldn't quite make out the words of what they were saying. It became like the buzzing of a hive of enraged bees.
Eventually a man who he didn't recognise who was in the front row stood up and pointed behind Paul: "Look. Just look behind you, man. See what they are doing to you, behind your back?"
Paul's head whipped round and he saw that, unnoticed by him, Bob, Kathy and Sally had sneaked in behind him and were sitting on the chairs behind him on the stage. They were not doing anything in particular that was outrageous but it was obvious they were together and in the Biblical sense of the word, too.
Paul sank to his knees behind the podium and let an anguished howl escape from his mouth.
Suddenly he sat up in bed, his heart thrashing wildly and his breath coming in ragged gulps. It had been a nightmare! But only part of it had been a nightmare, he realized. He was alone in the marital bed and his throat still pained him.
He had awakened alone in the bed, but something else had awakened within him. Yesterday he felt betrayed and less of a man. Today? Today he felt a growing sense of rage. No more wimping out, he thought. Rage fuelled him, now.
He went through his morning routine and drunk down a large glass of juice to soothe his throat.
He remembered what Brother Douglas had told him yesterday afternoon. Was it really only yesterday afternoon? Yes. It had been. Such a short time to have totally destroyed his whole life.
He found his smartphone in the living room. He scrolled through his contacts and made a call to Brother Douglas.
"Brother Douglas, this is Pastor Paul Reed, here. Yes, that's correct, Sir, I was with you and your gracious wife yesterday. I'm calling about the offer of help you made to me, yesterday. I am in real trouble, serious trouble, and I need your help."
"Okay, Brother Paul. You tell me what the problem is and I'll see what solution I can come up with," replied Brother Douglas.
"When I got home yesterday, Brother Douglas, I found my wife and my fellow pastor, Pastor Bob Harris, having sexual relations in my living room. When I asked him to stop he put me in a judo choke hold and he knocked me out.
"When I came round, Bob, my wife and Bob's wife Kathy told me that Sally, my wife, was now married to Bob because he was a prophet. His wife Kathy was not only aware of this, she is now happy about it, or at least, resigned to the situation.
"Bob told me that I was spiritually divorced from my wife and that he and Sally were married under something he called Empyrean law.
"And Sally told me in very arrogant and condescending terms that this was a good thing, because now she could be married to a prophet and not a mere pastor."
Brother Douglas said: "Paul, just gonna put you on hold for a brief moment." To his wife he said: "Dora! Please go get Clyde and tell him to get the Bombardier Challenger 850 ready. We have work to do!"
"Paul, you there? Good! Please give me the details of your local airport. We'll meet you there later today. I'll call you when I know our ETA."
When Paul received the text message a couple of hours later he took another Uber to the airport and was escorted to a part of the airport used by private planes. He was very impressed by the large executive jet that was currently being refuelled. Like most men he loved stuff like gadgets and aircraft.
On board, he was greeted by Brother David Douglas, his wife and a man in a suit who had a ready smile but who looked as if he would be a bad person to cross.
"Hi, Paul. This is Peter Rogers, my general legal counsel. He's here to basically oversee things and make sure I don't shoot from the lip!
"I've told Peter what you told me. And I think it only fair to tell you that as a result of what Pastor Harris has done, that the Midvale Church of God is, as of now, no longer officially affiliated with the Gospel World Church. This will have an impact on you in a financial sense as this means that with immediate effect, you would not be entitled to your Stipendiary payment, but we can deal with that, later."
Paul shook his head, shrugged and said: "Stipendiary payment, Brother Douglas? "I'm afraid I don't know what you mean?"
"The stipendiary payment scheme which enhances your pay as a Minister of the Gospel by $10,000 a year?"
"No. Sorry Brother Douglas. I'm not getting any additional payments like that."
Brother Douglas shook his head. "Then the situation regarding the Midvale Church of God is more complicated than we thought. And, in a way, worse, too. Not only has he stolen your wife, he's also robbed you blind, too!
"Several years back a Christian billionaire decided that he wanted to help young, struggling pastors to get a top up in their pay, so we introduced the Stipendiary Payment Scheme. In the case of your church $20,000 is paid, spread out over the year, which was intended to pay you and your co-pastor $10,000 a year to boost your income. But you haven't heard of the scheme?"
Paul nodded.
He turned to Peter. "Who dealt with this matter?"
"It was Phil and Jenny in accounts, directly with Bob Harris, I seem to recall. Looks like he kept Paul out of the loop. What a nice fellow he has turned out to be."
Brother Davis said: "It's time for us to get out to the church and find some butts to kick! I got my manager, Clyde, to book us a big limo in order to get some shock and awe into the proceedings. And Paul, I have an idea of how to deal with them."



Meanwhile, Bob, Sally and Kathy were dashing around in the church offices, making them look presentable, as they had received a call from Pastor David Douglas, telling them that he was to visit them today.
Attached to the church was a small conference center where meetings could be held. The meeting would be in one of the rooms, there.
"Good afternoon Brother Douglas; may I say what a privilege it is for us to meet with you today?" Bob's tone was unctuous to such a degree that a fog warning should have been issued.
Brother Douglas raked him with a deep, penetrating stare. "A privilege, is it? Tell me Bob, when did you decide that you were a prophet of God? And could you tell me" he motioned at Sally and Kathy, "which one of these delightful young women is your wife?"
Bob stuttered before he replied. "My wife is Kathy. The other woman is Sally, she is married to my partner in our church, Paul Reed."
Again, that raking, penetrating stare. "You sure about that, Mr. Harris?"
An uneasy look flashed between Kathy and Sally.
"What do you mean?" Bob was now seriously out of his depth. And was starting to look worried.
"You don't have an Empyrean law marriage or two up your sleeve, do you?"
Bob's face paled.
Sally intervened, her voice was a sneering, arrogant thing, born of darkness and mean-spiritedness: "It's no use, Bob! It's clear that the little weasel I was married to has reported us to Brother Douglas. And so what if he has? You are the prophet of the Lord, Bob! Do something! Smite him and Paul down! Do it now!"
Brother Douglas said: "It's all too clear, now. You, Sally, are the main force behind this chicanery. You have managed to convince this worm that he is a prophet of the Lord. You then convinced his own wife to put up with your adulterous relationship together, whilst you cheated on your own husband. And when your lawful husband discovers your dirty, sordid assignations, Bob there decides to throttle him and damaged his vocal chords in the process.
"And all because you wanted to be married to a prophet and not a 'mere' pastor, as you put it.
"And Bob cannot smite anyone. Oh, but if he is stupid enough to try any of his judo moves, please be aware that both myself and Pete are fully licensed to carry firearms and if you try any crazy stuff, Mr Prophet, we would shoot you. Just to make sure there's no doubt, here, OK?"
Kathy edged away from Sally. She looked bemused. At that point Paul stepped forward, crossed over to Kathy and hugged her. She began to sob and Paul comforted her, returning the favour she had given him the previous evening.
"I'm sorry, Paul, but they convinced me that Bob was a Prophet."
Brother Douglas spoke up: "Nope. He's not a prophet, just an idiot who allowed a woman to turn his head from the path of righteousness. Although there's also the matter that for the past couple of years he has been stealing from Pastor Paul to the tune of $10,000 a year, so he's not been on that path for a good while, I think?"
"Bob, you stole his money and you stole his wife from him. Though I suspect she sort of threw herself at you, Bob, and turned your head with that garbage about you being a prophet."
Kathy stepped away from Paul and said: "Brother Douglas I am truly mortified that I allowed myself to be sucked into their crazy scheme. It all seemed so real when they explained it to me, the Empyrean marriages and stuff. But really, they were just a pair of no good cheaters. But I fell for it and poor Paul got physically hurt as well as cheated on. Paul, can you forgive me, please?"
Paul nodded. "Yes, of course I can forgive you. To my thinking, you were just as much a victim of them as I was. So, what happens now, Brother Douglas?"
"Yeah!" said Sally with a weapons-grade sneer. "What are you going to do about us?"
Brother Douglas ignored her outburst. "A report will be made of the adultery to the Church Elders, plus the police have been informed of the theft and the fraud and also of the assault by Bob Harris on Paul Reed. It's up to Paul if he wants it taken to court, but I'll back him no matter which way he decides to go."
Bob shook his head. This couldn't be happening to him. Could it? "From the heights of being a prophet to the risk of losing it all?" He hadn't realized he had spoken out loud until Paul replied with a sneer: "A real case of 'prophet' and loss, huh?"
Bob and Kathy managed to flee the office with whatever money was in petty cash, but the wheel had literally come off their bus and they were picked up by a sheriff's deputy a couple of counties over as they struggled to put on the spare.
The church elders fired Bob, leaving Paul in charge of the church. But it was no longer the same, so he was pleased to be able to take a newly created position at the Gospel World Church as an Outreach Minister.
And after his divorce, a cute and very single secretary at the Gospel World Church offices set her cap at him, as they used to say, so all was good for Paul.
Brother Douglas took over the Midvale Church of God and placed a preacher there who he trusted not to get any weird ideas about Empyrean laws and the like.
Kathy divorced Bob and left the area to live with her sister in Northern California where she started dating an owner of a small winery and Bob spent some time in jail for his crimes.
Sally and Bob never did get it together again. After all, she'd been the wife of a prophet. Why'd she want to associate with jail trash?
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Mike Cooper was angry. No, fuck that shit! Mike Cooper was, what was that expression? Yeah, he was 'incandescent with rage'.
There was absolutely no fucking need for what had happened. Yeah, okay, so his wife was, shit, had been, a cheating, duplicitous, conniving bitch, but there had been absolutely no need for what had happened to her.
Her lover? Douglas Williams had arguably deserved all he had received, but... Nicki? She hadn't deserved that. Not that. He felt tears. He grabbed a tissue from the box.
Sally reached out to him and hugged him to her. "Yeah, it's horrible, isn't it? Although I know he cheated on me, I still expect Dougie to walk in, pick up the boys, give me a kiss and... and... I can't believe he's gone! What a stupid, stupid, wasteful way for his life to end.
"I know I was divorcing him and you were divorcing Sally, but... fuck! After what happened to them, I don't know what to feel, how to react."
Mike nodded in agreement. "Yeah, I know. It's a pity we didn't have some foreknowledge of how it would play out. All the detective knew was that he was having an affair with Nicki and that other woman up in Doncaster, in Yorkshire, but he hadn't got any details on the husband of the woman he was having a fling with up there, so there was nothing he or we could have done to stop what happened. It's not our fault..."
Sally finished his sentence: "I know that's it's not our fault. So why do we feel guilty?" She then burst into tears, taking a tissue and holding it to her eyes.
Mike shrugged and chose his words carefully. "It's possibly because as we were the innocent dupes; we were the good guys in our marriages and they were the bad guys. Even so, I don't feel they deserved what happened to them."
Mike's mind drifted back to the evening of the confrontation. After Nicki had left their, or rather what had been their apartment, he had phoned Sally and she had come over to be with him.
He had poured them a cup of tea each, and they sat on the sofa, drinking their tea.
It was funny, but after months of having a torrid and hot revenge affair in retribution for the actions of their cheating spouses, all they both felt like doing was sitting and relaxing, just enjoying each other's company, even though he had changed the sheets on the bed in preparation for her arrival.
"I can't believe that it's over" Sally had said.
"I know what you mean," Mike had replied. "It's happened, they have both left us to live in their love nest. I don't know about you, but I'll still miss my cheating slut of a wife."
"And I'll still miss my lying cheating conniving ex-husband to be," replied Sally. "God knows how the boys will take it. They are having a sleep-over for a couple of days with a very good friend of mine. Simon and Vincent love her and her two kids to pieces, so they'll be quite happy there for a while."
It had been at that point when the intercom for the flat had buzzed. Mike had glanced at Sally, saying, "Who the hell could that be?"
On the screen he saw two uniformed police officers. "Hello, Mr Cooper?"
"Yes, I'm he."
"Can we come up, please? We have some news for you regarding your wife, Nicola Cooper."
Mike felt his guts go liquid. "It's the police! About Nicki!" he said to Sally. "God! She must have had a car crash!"
He buzzed the officers in and they walked into the apartment, looking as sombre as possible when wearing a modern British police uniform with the garish and brilliant reflective jackets.
"What happened? Where did she have the accident? Is she okay?"
"Sir," said the older of the two officers "Your wife did not have a car accident. At a little after 8pm this evening your wife was in a property in Lower King Street, in the city centre. An intruder to the property shot Mrs. Cooper multiple times. I'm afraid she died before the paramedics could arrive. I'm sorry."
Sally let out a moan of pain. "Was there anyone else with her?"
"Why do you ask, madam?"
"Because I believe Mrs. Cooper was meeting up with my husband at that flat. They'd been having an affair and both of them had left us, earlier this evening."
"Oh, I'm so sorry, Mrs. Williams." He spoke into his radio. "51 to base. The team who are visiting Mrs. Williams with the news of her husband can stand down, we have Mrs. Williams with us and we will inform her accordingly. 51 Out."
He turned to Sally: "I'm sorry Mrs. Williams, but your husband was also slain by the gunman."
Apparently the husband of the woman from Doncaster who Douglas Williams had been having the affair with was not as thoughtful and as stable as Mike and Sally.
When he had found out that his wife was having an affair he had shot his wife, killing her, and had used a GPS tracker device that he had secreted on Williams' car to track him back down to the Midlands.
He had knocked on the door, barged his way into the flat and had shot both of the occupants multiple times, killing them both.
He'd then driven his car across the Midlands and into Mid Wales on the A5 and had then made his way to the coast where he had deliberately driven his car into the sea at Cardigan Bay, off a cliff.
The idiot had been pulled out by the volunteer RNLI Inshore Rescue Lifeboat team and he had ended up in a hospital prison, on remand, while his fractured spine was mending.
The funerals for Nicki and Douglas had been sombre affairs, friends and family only. Both had been awkward for those attending, as it was common knowledge that they had been cheating on their spouses, and tongues wagged at both funerals when it was obvious that the wronged spouses, widow and widower, had been giving each other more than merely moral support.
In fact, Mike had harsh words for several people, especially Nicki's parents and her siblings. "I never asked Nicki to cheat on me! I never ticked the box for: "Do you want your spouse to cheat on you" did I? So as far as I am concerned, you can all fuck off! I am paying for her funeral, which is more than many would do, under the circumstances."
They didn't apologise to him or Sally. Well, of course they didn't.
The Nicki they'd raised or grown up with would not have cheated, so they preferred to not understand that the Nicki they knew wasn't the pure delightful creature whom they had known. In all probability, she'd never been that sainted creature of memory. Like all people, Nicki and Douglas were ordinary flawed people, neither totally wicked nor totally good.
After grief counselling, and a suitable period of mourning, for the sake of appearances, Mike and Sally got married and, eventually, Mike adopted the boys.
Despite the dire predictions of the naysayers, they are still doing pretty well, several years later.
Eventually the killer, a rat-like little nobody, got two life terms, but would probably serve no longer than 20 years, if that. An example of the wonderful British justice system.
However, due to his broken back he was serving his time in one of the UK's only prisons dedicated to housing disabled criminals.
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Scott had hoped that he could take good news back to Gemma, his wife of 12 years. That wasn't to be. He also needed to tell his best friend, Tim.
The Oncologist had been as gentle and as kind as he could be, but telling a patient that his cancer, previously thought cured, had now rapidly metastasised to most of his major organs, his prognosis was bleak and no treatment save for palliative care would be possible, is never easy. Scott had six months to live, at best.
He had received his initial diagnosis of cancer two years earlier. He had gone through the agonies of chemo and radiation therapy, His wife Gemma had been his rock as had his best friend, Tim.
Tim had been really good, supporting Gemma as well as Scott, driving them to and from his hospital appointments, helping around the house and doing the yard work when Scott was too weak to cope, helping him run and eventually sell his business.
Scott felt that he owed a great deal to Tim, his best friend since early childhood.
Scott was thinking about how he and Gemma could show their appreciation to Tim as he made his way back from the hospital.
When he arrived at the apartment he shared with Gemma, he found her in the living room. They both started to talk at once. "You first," he said.
"Scott, oh, this is going to be so difficult.
"Scott, I have loved you with all my heart ever since we met, 14 years ago. Although I still love you very, very much indeed, I no longer feel that burning, all-encompassing love that a wife should feel for her husband."
He looked at her, in silence, he felt a lump growing within his chest as he waited for her to continue. He knew what she would be having to say would be bad, but he had no clue as to how bad it was going to become.
"You know that over the past two years, after you were diagnosed and treated for cancer, that Tim was my rock? Well, our rock, really, I suppose I should say? Well, over those two years he helped me with the health insurance paperwork for your private healthcare, the paperwork for selling your business and getting you the best price so you could take early retirement, getting to the pharmacy to get your prescriptions, taking me to visit you in hospital while you were receiving your treatments and a thousand and one other things?
"There were times when I didn't know if, mentally or physically, I could continue, knowing you were in hospital and they gave us a prognosis that wasn't too favourable."
Scott nodded, silently. He was beginning to have a very bad feeling as to how this would progress. His apparent acquiescence emboldened Gemma enough to continue.
"Well, a while ago, Tim and I realised that we were beginning to have loving feelings for each other that were growing and growing. We tried to ignore them, but in the end, we realised that the situation we had found ourselves in could no longer be ignored and that we were now no longer good friends, that we were now in love with each other. Majorly in love with each other."
Scott found his voice, at last. "Did you... have you slept with each other?"
"Oh, no, Scott! Never! No, we would, could never, do that to you! It was bad enough that we were betraying you emotionally, but betraying you physically wasn't something either of us could do, though we were tempted. But we didn't."
"What is it you want, Gemma?"
"I want, no, that's not right, I need a divorce, please, Scott. That's so I can marry Tim, the man I now love with all my being."
"You don't love me anymore?"
"Oh, please don't think that, Scott! There'll always be a special place in my heart for you as the boy who took my virginity and the man I loved with all my heart for 14 years, but I want to spend the next 14 years or more with Tim, the other man who I now love with that burning, passionate love that I used to feel for you. I'm sorry, Scott, I just don't feel that deep, burning passionate love for you, any longer."
Scott sat down.
"Scott, when you came in you wanted to say something. What was it? Was it about your check-up at the hospital? What did they say?"
He shrugged. "Oh, it was something and nothing. It's not relevant to you, so there's no need for you to concern yourself about it."
She nodded, having failed to comprehend the exact nature of his words. Perhaps she had heard what she wanted to hear?
"Oh, that's great, honey! Look, I'm going to go to Tim's house. We are going over to see his mother in the nursing home she lives in to let her know about Tim and me. We'll talk, you, Tim and me, about the practicalities of the divorce later this evening. I have left some papers on the table." She motioned toward a stack of papers. "And..."
Scott interrupted her. "I'll sign them, now."
"There's no need for haste, Scott! You need to read through them, have a lawyer look them over. But please, please understand I want the minimum from this divorce. I certainly will not touch any of the money from the sale of your business or your retirement funds. After all, I realise that I am breaking your heart, breaking you financially, too, would be wrong."
"Why would I need to have them looked at by a lawyer? It's not like you'd cheat me out of anything. I trust you." That was a slap to her face that was almost physical in its impact on her.
He took the papers and signed them. "But you have no witness?" she asked.
"Get Tim to countersign it. He knows my signature. And please pass on my best regards to Mrs Oliver."
He felt it no longer appropriate to say: "Give my love to Mandy!" as Mandy was no longer his life time friend's mother; she was Mrs Oliver, the mother of the lover of his wife. Sad, really, as he'd loved Mandy as a second mother after he'd lost his own mother several years before, and now that would all be gone, too. Pity, but adultery had a lot of toxic fallout.
"Okay." Gemma sounded crestfallen.
'Damn her!' thought Scott. 'She's getting what she wants but that still isn't enough!'
She kissed him on the cheek and then left the apartment.
'Great!' Scott said to himself. 'Fifteen minute drive to Tim's house, a 30 minute drive to the nursing home, an hour or two with Tim's mother, a 30 minute drive back, so that would give me three or four hours to do what I had to do. To disappear from the lives of the cheating assholes forever.'
He went into the bedroom, cleared out enough clothing to last him for a few weeks, grabbed his laptop and packed it all into a couple of suitcases.
He left his cell phone in the kitchen, along with his wedding ring and the signed divorce paperwork. Would the paperwork that he'd signed without a witness be good enough? He shrugged. That wasn't his problem. He had the rest of his life, or rather the rest of his death, to concentrate on, now.
He called for a taxi and gave him an address several miles away, leaving his old life behind.
When Tim and Gemma got back to the apartment Gemma was horrified to find the divorce paperwork and the ring on the kitchen table, along with his phone.
She ran to the bedroom. She'd sort of expected to find a mess, but instead the bedroom she'd shared with Scott for the entire length of their marriage was as neat as ever. The difference was that it was now devoid of any sign that Scott had ever lived there.
She flung herself into Tim's arms and began to sob. Tim was feeling ambivalent. Yes, he felt guilty for falling in love with his best friend's wife, and he hadn't been looking forward to the meeting between the three of them that Gemma had planned for them to have, plus he hadn't liked the idea of Scott and Gemma living together, even in separate rooms, whilst the divorce went through. Scott signing the paperwork and just taking off like he had meant things would be easier for Tim and, he thought, for Gemma, too. Now he had a sobbing woman to help calm.
Over the next two hours he stroked her hair, gently kissed her face and talked soothingly to her. "Gemma, I know you are sad for Scott. I'm sad for Scott, too. After all, he is, or rather he was, my best friend from our early childhood days. I expect I am no longer his best friend, even though I still consider him to be my best friend."
Gemma nodded. "Like I told him, I still love him, but I had to be open and honest with him and I had to tell him that I love you more than I love him. I, we, need to make this right by him. Tim, we have to keep Scott in our lives as your best friend and as my Scotty, the boy who took my virginity and who will always be my first love, my first lover."
At those words Tim felt a momentary flare of jealousy in his heart, but he quickly supressed it. After all, he had Gemma in his life, now. They'd marry and hopefully they'd be able to keep Scott in their lives, somehow.
With him just disappearing, how would they be able to get in touch with him? He had left his phone behind, his email address wasn't used any longer and his social media footprint had vanished entirely. After an initial withdrawal of some money from their joint account, there had been no transactions on the account or on the credit cards.
Tim and Gemma had asked mutual friends who were utterly shocked by the turn of events, and Gemma and Tim felt the suspicion that even if some of them had known where Scott was, they'd not have told them.
Tim had moved into the apartment (which Gemma had owned before she married Scott, being a gift from her wealthy grandparents), and where they had started living as husband and wife, though Tim had decided to change the bed Gemma had shared with Scott. His excuse was that he didn't want to disrespect his friend's memory, but there was also that little flare of hot, burning jealousy, too.
One morning, over coffee in the kitchen, Gemma said: "I hope Scott hasn't done anything silly, like killing himself."
Tim nodded. "I doubt he'd do anything like that, but I guess anything is possible. Look, I think we need to hire a Private Investigator to help track him down. Scott might not want to see us, but knowing where he is and how he is would be good for us, if not for him."
"Do you know any private detectives, Tim?"
"Yes, sort of. You know that my company does a lot of work on secure government contracts, so we do background checks on new hires and we employ a security company to do them. I'm pretty sure that I remember that on their corporate website they listed working as a private detective agency as one of their services. I'll go on line now and try to get some details of what they can do, what they charge."
Two weeks later Scott and Gemma were in the offices of Detectia, a trade name of Brown, Brown and Jenner, Security Services.
David Cline, the detective who had handled the case said, "You both explained to me what had taken place, and how badly you felt about what had happened with Scott. I have traced him, I know exactly where he is, but before I give you the information, I have to say that I think the information that I will give you will make you both feel a damn sight worse about yourselves. You sure you want to know where he is located?"
They both nodded, not feeling able to speak.
"He is in the Saint Peregrine Laziosi unit of the Hospice of Saint Jude, over on West Street."
"He's working in a hospice?" said Gemma, incredulously.
Tim's face had blanched as he had realised the implications of Scott being at that particular address.
"No," replied Cline. "He's not working there, he's a terminally ill patient. He has, at best, a month to live, maybe not even that long."
Gemma gasped and fainted, Tim broke down and began to tear up.
When she came round she said: "On that day, the day he left, I thought he told me the Oncologist had said he was cured of the cancer. But that's not what he said. What he really said was: 'It was something and nothing. It's not relevant to you, so there's no need for you to be worried over it.' He was really telling me he was dying and I ignored what he said."
Several days later Gemma made her way to the Saint Peregrine Laziosi unit of the Hospice of Saint Jude. She had discovered that Saint Peregrine Laziosi was the patron saint of cancer patients, and that Saint Jude was the patron saint of lost causes.
She approached the reception desk of the Saint Peregrine Laziosi unit and spoke with a woman who wore a nurse's uniform but had a nun's habit on her head. "Hello. I'm here to see my husband, Scott Cooper. He's a patient, here." She showed her driving license to prove her identity.
Legally she was still Scott's wife as, due to his disappearance, she hadn't been able to divorce him, yet.
She was led to him room by a different nurse who said: "It's not going to be long for him. In fact, it's a good job you came today. He might not make it until tomorrow."
As she was ushered into the private room, Gemma was shocked, horrified by Scott's appearance as he lay in the large bed.
He was a skeletal shell of the man she had once loved. She looked at him and she realised that she had gotten it all wrong, that she still loved Scott with all her heart. Tim? Damn him for tearing her apart from the man she loved, the man she should have spent the last five months with as he slowly died, alone and, as he had wrongly thought, unloved.
His eyes opened and a smile illuminated his drawn and pained face. "Oh! Gemma! You're here! I had a terrible, terrible nightmare last night! I dreamt you told me you didn't love me, that you loved Tim, instead."
She looked at him and she knew what she had to do. She would have to lie.
"Oh, Scott! I'd never do that to you! You are the man I love. And you are the only man I love!" So, that was only a partial lie.
She stayed with him, and they talked and reminisced about old times, happier times, about people they had known, funny incidents that had happened. She helped change his bed, aghast at how light his body was.
She fed him and helped give him his pain medication. And she asked if she could spend the night with him. It was agreed that she could, as she was his wife and the medical staff knew that if he made it to see another day it would be a miracle. And, yes, although they'd seen more than their fair share of miracles, they knew there'd be no miracle for Scott Cooper.
A nurse found a clean nightdress that Gemma could wear and so she lay in bed with her husband, cuddling together, both sleeping.
The next morning, she awoke and she realised that Scott had passed away during the night.
She pressed the call button and quickly a large and friendly nurse had come into the room. She opened the window a crack and explained that she always did this to make sure that the spirit of the deceased could leave the room to continue their journey.
Gemma looked at Scott and realised that the lines of pain on his face had gone, that he looked more like her Scott, her man, her husband. "'til death us do part" she thought, tears in her eyes.
Gemma went in to the attached bathroom and looked in the mirror. And she saw a monster looking back at her.
She knew with a certainty that whenever she saw a reflection of her face for the rest of her life that she'd see a monster looking back at her.
What she had done to Scott, along with his so-called best friend, meant that she and Tim were both monsters. She also knew she could never love another man as she had loved Scott.
As for Tim, He'd have to serve out his monsterhood well away from Gemma. And that, she thought, would be his punishment, little though it might be.



        Uncle Henry & My Incredible Life

        From bomb damaged Birmingham to Pacific Heights, he did good.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/uncle-henry-and-my-incredible-life

Title: Uncle Henry & My Incredible Life

Author: MattblackUK

Category: Loving Wives

Description: From bomb damaged Birmingham to Pacific Heights, he did good.

Tags: san francisco, blitz, lesbian, love, cheater, wine and old lace




My thanks to Literotica for being here for all writers and readers. Plus thanks to Randi for her editing skills.
*
How to describe my uncle Henry? He was a complicated chap. He was really as crooked as anything, yet he would never do anything to wrong another person.
Make no mistake, if someone tried to take the piss out of him, he would be an implacable foe and would deal with them accordingly.
In general, he did not, to use that age old expression, 'sail close to the wind' at times. What he would do was get a ruddy huge steamboat and sail wherever the fuck he wanted.
Our family originally came from the poorest part of Aston, near the city centre. Aston was a slum, but to be from the slum part of a slum was the very pits.
In spite of his humble beginnings, Henry always knew he was destined for great things, including great wealth. In fact, he was probably a millionaire several times over, and back in the 1950s and 1960s, that was a really big deal. Especially for someone coming from Aston.
Eventually, my dad and mom, plus Henry, moved from Aston to Ladywood, a slightly better area, which was a couple of miles away, on the other side of Birmingham's city centre. Uncle Henry lived in a large house a couple of streets from us.
His house had a fairly big yard behind it, from where he operated his various enterprises. This was before he moved a bit closer to Edgbaston. His adventures there will come later.
He had his fingers in many different pies. Immediately after the Great War (as it was then called) he had made a rapid fortune as a scrap metal dealer. Luckily for him, he'd been just too young to be called up for service.
He'd been in the USA during the mid-to-late 1920 and had made an absolute fortune during prohibition, but after making a killing by helping to run genuine Canadian booze into the San Francisco Bay area in an old tramp steamer, along with a legitimate trade in things like imported Canadian foods and the like, he realised the Mafia were moving in and he managed to skip back to Britain, after leaving a fortune in US banknotes in a safety deposit box in a San Francisco bank. He also had an account with the same bank. He'd bought some property in a prime area of the city, which was managed by a real estate company on his behalf.
During the Second World War, Uncle Henry had run black market operations in Brum, as we locals called our home city, but he had also put dances on for American service personnel. Despite some of Henry's moral failings he wasn't a racist, so when the American Armed Forces came to the Midlands after the US had joined Word War Two, he began organising dances for the Americans who were stationed in and around Birmingham. This was helped by the fact he'd picked up a love of jazz music whilst living in San Francisco and had a decent collection of jazz records, though he also had amassed a group of jazz musicians as his friends. Uncle Henry never learnt to play an instrument, though he did have perfect pitch.
Senior US officials tried to ban his no colour bar policy, meaning that the US Army did not want black Americans GIs to be allowed into the same dances as white GIs, but he told them to go away in forceful terms. Uncle Henry was definitely no racist, and despite the protests of the American commanders, Uncle Henry won. It paid to have friends in high places, it seems, like the city council.
He organised dance nights, talent shows and the likes, which were open to all races and proved very popular with many people in the city. They were especially the black service personnel and some of their white fellow GIs, mainly from the West Coast and the Northern states of America as it happened. They would help him by getting him supplies that were generally unavailable locally due to the war, rationing and needing to use official coupons to buy stuff like clothing, food and confectionery.
He made another fortune, much of it, again, in US Dollars.
The war meant many different things, most of them tinged with sadness, or worse. To me, it meant my fairly cosy life was ruthlessly shattered when a bombing raid of over 400 bombers laid waste to a vast portion of Birmingham city centre.
Our part of Ladywood was devastated. Our house, which was in a little courtyard just off Ledsam Street, was obliterated, killing my mom and trapping me in the wreckage.
I was pulled out by a fire crew from the fire station in Ladywood, plus some members of the Ladywood Home Guard Factory Unit and some special constables, plus an air-raid warden. I found all this out years later by chatting to the neighbours who had survived the darkest days of the Birmingham Blitz.
I remember as they pulled me out of the wreckage that one of them had shouted: "It's Dave Earp's little lad! I think he's gonna be okay. Can't find his mam, though! Will someone tell his dad?"
Another voice answered: "I 'ope 'is dad's all right. 'es reserved occupation, 'e works at the Birmingham Small Arms factory. They got a right pastin' tonight, they did!"
I was taken to the Birmingham Children's Hospital (or hospikal as we Brummies called hospitals, for some unknown reason) and declared remarkably well, given the circumstances. The Birmingham Children's Hospital was at Ladywood Middleway, a stone's throw from the ruins of our house.
As the disembodied voice had feared, my father had been killed in the raid on the BSA factory, where had had worked as a rifle proofer, a very important job, which was why he hadn't been called up. At nearly four years of age, I was an orphan.
They were puzzling over what to do with me, I was fit and well, if a little bruised. I heard vague mutterings about sending me to a children's home in Erdington and perhaps arranging a fostering place at some outfit in North Wales, when a large figure wearing an expensive looking Astrakhan Coat strode into the ward and sort of took charge.
He said: "That young man is my nephew, Paul Earp. My name is Henry Earp, his dad's older brother. I'll take young Paul home with me."
That was how I began my life living with my uncle Henry. It was a slightly strange lifestyle. In a part of the Birmingham city centre where the majority of houses were tightly packed back-to-back, Uncle Henry's house was by the Edgbaston Reservoir, (aka the Rezza) which was less than a mile from my former house, as it was actually in Ladywood, rather than in the slightly more distant and very posh suburb of Edgbaston. That is where Warwickshire plays county cricket, as it happens.
The only close relative we had was a maiden aunt who lived in a lovely house in a village called Hollywood, which was in Worcestershire, and although it was only about seven or eight miles to the south of Birmingham, it was, up until they basically wrecked it in the 1950s with massive housing developments, a rural community filled with farms. We used to visit her several times a year. I think it was the shock of these developments that precipitated her death, in 1955.
Uncle Henry had been widowed at an early age by a particularly virulent flu epidemic. He rarely talked about Gloria, his wife. He had been 19, she 18. They'd both had to get permission from their parents, as although the legal age for marriage was 16, the age of consent was 21. They had no children.
Pretty soon I realised that although he wasn't exactly crooked, a great deal of what my Uncle Henry did was not strictly legit. He wouldn't cheat anyone, but working a fiddle on the black market, selling stuff that people wanted to buy off ration, he was all for a bit of that.
Actually, a lot of what he sold off ration were tinned foods. Uncle Henry explained to me that he had realised that a second world war would be on the cards, so from 1936 until rationing of foodstuffs and the like was brought in during 1940, Uncle Henry stockpiled preserved foods, mainly tinned and bottled items, and he began discreetly selling them to the well-heeled of the posher and more well-to-do suburbs of Birmingham.
However, he did help to feed people who were on official duty in the city, like fire wardens, police officers, firemen, medical staff at the hospikals, Red Cross workers, Salvation Army, St Johns Ambulance Brigade and the like. The police, he didn't have to bribe, because they turned a blind eye to him and his suspect deals.
Uncle Harry was not averse to hard collar, as we Brummies' refer to hard work, but it wasn't all hard work. We'd visit the cinema (usually The Ledsam cinema in Ledsam Street, though I think it was really called The Regent Cinema), plus we'd go to the Birmingham Botanical Gardens on most Sundays.
Sometimes we'd even go to church, we'd attend the Annibynwyr Welsh language chapel, can't quite recall which part of Brum that was in, but we took a bus to get there. Uncle Henry did this in memory of my mom; when I asked him why, as the only Welsh word I knew was cwtsh, which my Welsh mom taught me. It meant cuddle. Funny, the things you remember, but they were always very welcoming and kind to us. I think Uncle Henry helped them out with donations for roof repairs, the purchase of Welsh language hymnals and the like.
I helped him with his work, as much as a little scrap of a lad could help, but he was very keen that I should gain an education, something he explained to me he'd never had the chance to get, but wanted to make sure that I got. So, I want to the Birmingham Oratory School and eventually I found myself attending the Birmingham College of Advanced Technology, gaining a degree in English and business studies when I was 22, in 1963.
After the war, Uncle Henry had taken the probably very wise decision to get rid of his more insalubrious businesses and to concentrate on legitimate business enterprises.
One of those was a publishing house called the Birmingham and District Periodical Publishing Company, or BDP as it was more commonly known. Its main title was the Midland Business Digest, a monthly magazine aimed at providing local business with news of business opportunities of interest to them. It was highly and outrageously successful, even more so than Uncle Henry had expected.
One day, when I was in my mid-twenties, Uncle Henry decided to have a serious talk. "Our Paul, what exactly do you want to do with your life?"
That set me thinking. After a pause I responded. "Well, continue to help you run the magazine, eventually settle down and get married."
He pulled a face, and shook his head. "Well, that's all well and good, but you got your degree and I want more for you. Let's face it, Britain has had its day. Two World Wars have left us all but an economic cripple. The Labour leader, Hugh Gaitskell, was murdered and we are left with that smug, self-satisfied clown Harold Wilson as Prime Minister. And what is the government's answer to our economic woes? Close down one third of the bloody railway network! And the perishin' Tories were no better!"
"What do you suggest I should do, Uncle Henry?"
"As you know, I have certain business interests in America. Well, the San Francisco area of California, to be more precise. What I want to do is to open an American office of the Birmingham and District Periodical Publishing Company, to feed business related stories back to the Midlands Business Digest.
"Why San Francisco, you might ask? Because to my way of thinking, New York is old hat, Washington is full of political leeches and windbags, and Los Angeles is tinsel town, and not to be taken serious. I have a good feeling about San Francisco. I feel it's going to be going places in the very near future."
He was right, as it turned out. Probably more right than he could have guessed.
"Right, young Paul! You are going to get yourself a passport, I'm arranging for a work visa from the US consular office in Brum, and you'll get yourself a nice pair of suits from Burton's. And don't worry about flights to the USA, you are very lucky. BOAC have just launched a flight from Heathrow to San Francisco via New York. And you'll start as I mean for you to continue. You'll get a first class train ticket from Snow Hill to Paddington, then the Underground to Heathrow Airport. And as you are an officer of BDP, you will fly first class, too."
He also advised me to take a minimal amount of clothing, as he thought it advisable to buy most of my clothing locally in San Francisco so I wouldn't stand out like a sore thumb, as he put it.
He gave me a letter of introduction to present to the bank and a key to a safety deposit box and the details of the account with the bank, the Bay Area Mercantile Banking Corporation, which I was to use to launch the American office of BDP.
Uncle Henry also gave me the address of the property that BDP owned in San Francisco. Apparently, it was not far from the Embarcadero, and as luck would have it, I found out later, a step or two away from the dreadful Embarcadero freeway. I mean, what the Hell were the San Francisco City Fathers thinking, for goodness sake?
I must admit that I was relishing the idea. I had no ties to keep me in Birmingham, or Britain, except for my Uncle Henry. My last girlfriend had dumped me in favour of the youngest son of a butcher in Birmingham Market. "He's got more prospects than you have," she explained, sympathetically. "He's won prizes for his own special recipe pork sausage, you know!"
"Dear me, Dolly," I thought, "if only you'd have waited a little while, you, Dolly Savage, could have been flying first class to the USA, with me!" I thought about sending her a letter in advance, or a postcard from San Francisco, but I decided that would be petty and beneath an officer of BDP. Though it was very tempting, let me tell you.
So it was, that in early October 1964 I wished my Uncle goodbye at Snow Hill Station, under a giant, internally illuminated sign for HP Sauce, which at that time, was made in Aston, Birmingham, which would fill that part of the city centre with the delicious aroma of boiling HP fruit sauce.
The journey by a steam-powered Snow Hill to Paddington express was a doddle, and getting across London to Heathrow Airport via the Tube was not as difficult as I'd feared, although I'd only ever been to London three times before.
I booked into to the Fortes Airport Hotel to spend a night in great comfort and some style, before I headed off to the nearby airport (a short taxi ride away in a ubiquitous black cab) to catch my VC10, which departed at 12 noon.
We stopped at New York to refuel (and, possibly, for a flight crew change, I can't quite recall) and carried on to San Francisco International Airport. In total, we flew for a little over 12 hours (not counting the pause at New York) and I can honestly say that I enjoyed every minute of it. Especially as it was first class, with some really nice cabin attendants who looked after their passengers very well indeed.
Getting through customs was relatively easy, and I booked a ride on a Westland-Bell SK-5 Hovercraft, operated by an outfit called, I seem to recall, San Francisco and Oakland Helicopter Airlines. I'd seen newsreel footage of hovercraft at the news-reel cinema, the Jacey Tatler Cinema, in Station Street, just round the corner from New Street Station, in Brum, so I was thrilled to be able to book a ride on one.
I was starting to feel a bit knackered, what with what would become known as jetlag, so I caught a cab to the BDP offices and I made my way in the lift to my top-floor flat. To the right, I could see the dreadful concrete highway, but straight ahead I could see San Francisco Bay, the Golden Gate Bridge and Alcatraz Prison Island, which, with a shudder, I realised had only closed down two years before I arrived in San Francisco.
Uncle Henry had got the agents to freshen up the flat, sorry, apartment, and to provide some snacks and some bottles of pop.
I showered, ate and drank and fell into a deep and wonderful sleep. I was now in my new home. And loving it!
The next morning I had a shower, finished up some of the snacks and pop, though I realised I'd have to remember to call it soda now I was in the States. I also reset my watch from British time to Californian time.
I got dressed in jeans and a tee shirt and decided to take a look at the building. On the top floor was my spacious three bedroom apartment, which had a kitchen and a dining room, plus a lounge. The master bedroom had a modest but nice patio area that looked out over the Bay. What a view!
There were four floors to the building, the apartment, the BDP offices on the next floor, beneath that was a company called Baytech, on the next level, the ground, was a lobby area and a coffee shop, plus a store to one side that sold newspapers and pretty much anything else you could think of.
I knocked on the door of Baytech and walked in, when invited. There was a woman inside who was quite large, in a muscular way, but also rather attractive, with blond hair in a bob.
"Hello, can I help you?"
"Hello. My name is Paul Earp."
She looked puzzled. "Earp? As in Wyatt Earp, the US Marshal of 'Gunfight at the OK Carrel' fame?"
I closed the door behind me and shook my head. "I'm sorry, I don't know. But Earp is an old family name in Birmingham, England, where I come from. I suppose we might be related somewhere in the distant past, but I don't know."
She smiled. "It doesn't matter. I was just being nosey. My name is June Tabour. I own Baytech, which is an electronics research company. How can I help you, Mr Earp?"
"You can help me, I hope. I work for my uncle, Henry Earp, who owns this building. I am going to launch a US base for our publishing company, BDP, using the offices on the floor that's beneath my apartment that I just moved in to. Obviously, I want to know how things are. How the agent works with you and for you. It's been a bit difficult for my Uncle to keep tabs on things as he was last in San Francisco well before World War Two broke out, and with communications limited to airmail letters and the odd telegram, I'm sorry to say we might have let things slip, a little bit.
"Would you care to join me in the coffee shop downstairs so you can fill me in, please? My treat, of course."
She agreed and we walked down to the coffee shop.
We sat down with two very large cups of coffee and she said: "Do you have a business card?"
I shook my head. "Not yet. I only arrived from England, yesterday, so I haven't had a chance to get anything sorted. If you have anyone you can recommend who can do print jobs like business cards, and the like, please give me their details."
She smiled. "Yeah, I have a young lady runs a print shop back of the Embarcadero. She's good and reasonably priced, too. So, tell me about yourself, Paul. I have known several Brits, but none with your cute accent. Where are you from, exactly?"
We then spent a pleasant hour chatting, sharing our life stories, plus a mutual interest in electronics, though mine was merely amateur tinkering, building simple radios from designs in Practical Wireless magazine.
I told her about my fairly traumatic start in life, about my Uncle Henry and all that he'd done for me. I told her all I knew about Birmingham and the wider Midlands region, she told me about her life. She was nearly 28, a few years older than me; born locally, she had attended Stanford University and had gained greatly from what she described as the amazing efforts of the Provost, Frederick Terman.
"He even invested some money in my company, Baytech Electronic Research. He's a truly inspirational man," she explained. "He actually encourages his students to start their own companies, like he encouraged me. And I wasn't the only student business he invested in. I only hope that I can live up to his expectations of me."
She asked me if I had anyone 'back home' a sweetheart or a love interest. I explained my slightly sad story of Dolly Savage. She nodded and smiled. "Boy! Is she ever in for a shock! She will be married to a butcher's boy and here you are, running the American side of your family business!"



I had thought about asking June for a date and I think that something in my body language might have clued her to that, because she pulled a photograph of her and an attractive woman who looked a few years younger than her.
"This is Sandie, my girlfriend. We have been together for ten years. We met up in Idaho. I was visiting the state for a university research project I was doing. I met up with a bedraggled, soaking wet girl. I literally pulled her out of a rain-filled gutter. Her parents had found out that she was a lesbian, so they kicked her out. She often tells people that when I took her in, I saved her life. And though I tell her that was melodramatic, I actually think she is right. God alone knows what would have happened to her had we not crossed paths that evening."
I thought that was a neat way for her to sidestep any possibility that I'd even consider asking her out.
I picked her brains on the best clothing shops to buy from, and I asked her to accompany me so that I wouldn't make any fashion blunders. Although love for us would never, apparently, be on the cards, we instantly clicked and a genuine and very warm friendship bloomed between us.
After asking her to jot down the details of her printer, her office supply company and her accountant, I took my leave of her (as they used to say) and I left the coffee shop and went to the bank with my Uncle's letter of authority; they treated me like royalty.
I realised why when I looked in the safety deposit box. There were bundles of notes to the total value of $2 million dollars in it, plus some jewellery pieces and the bank account had been steadily earning interest down through the years. In the bank account were a further $2 million.
I had access to $4 million dollars. I felt a little giddy for a time. "Uncle Henry," I thought, with a grin, "what have you done to me?"
June later helped point me in the direction of some good quality clothing shops, and I recall being absolutely blown away by I. Magnin & Company. I'd always thought Lewis' Department Store in Corporation Street, Birmingham, was the epitome of high-quality shopping. That was until I walked through the doors of I. Magnin & Company's Union Square, San Francisco, premises. Sorry, Lewis'. You just haven't got it, in comparison.
We also shopped in some smaller boutique shops. This was a couple of years before the Flower Power era came to San Francisco, but even then, it was obvious that the city of San Francisco was a city that was in a state of flux; things were changing and not in a bad way, mainly. Though the open racism of some people really stunned me.
There were not many black people in Birmingham when I had left. I recall that we had a very friendly and caring Sikh dentist, but Birmingham was then still a fairly white city, for the main part, then. Though I understand it changed over recent years.
Although people in San Francisco complained about the pollution and the smog I thought, 'If you think this is bad, you should be in Birmingham for a peasouper, a fog so impenetrable you literally couldn't see your hand in front of your face. And as for real pollution, try the Black Country to the North of Birmingham!" It was called the Black Country due to the steel works, foundries and workshops, pumping foul smoke into the air, day and night, for a couple of hundred years. Birthplace of the Industrial Revolution, or so they say.
Over the next several months I became quite friendly with June, and I met Sandi, her girlfriend or lover, as you might call her. She was okay, I supposed, but she sort of made me feel creepy. Not because she was a lesbian, there was just something about her that I couldn't put my finger on, but there was something that made me feel that she was a rum 'un, as Uncle Henry was wont to say.
I accepted June's recommendation about using her printer; she was really very good but also good on the prices, too, though I had to translate Dollars to Pounds Shillings and Pence, or LSD, as we Brits called our money in the pre-decimalisation days back in the 1960s.
June also put me in touch with an office furniture company who were good and fairly inexpensive, and also an office equipment outfit, and they convinced me to spend out on a couple of IBM Selectric golfball typewriters, the "Magnetic Tape Selectric Typewriter" version, which had only been introduced the year before I arrived in the States.
It was great as I was able to use it to do basic typesetting that I could then print up on a mimeograph machine I'd bought reconditioned from the guy who sold me the IBM typewriters.
Things were going really well for BDP's San Francisco office, as I was able to hire writers locally through adverts in a variety of what I suppose you'd have to call alternative magazines.
I decided early on not to pay by the word, as to our cost my Uncle Henry and I had found that some writers would take the piss and over-write a piece in order to earn more money from it.
We learned a fairly costly lesson and we decided to pay a flat rate price for each article, no matter how many words they wrote. Some writers wouldn't bite, but in general terms, they were the kind of writers we really didn't want, anyway.
I was in regular contact with Uncle Henry and his small staff back in Brum, I'd send the articles by airmail and although that was expensive, it meant the news was always up-to-date. The inclusion of a USA business news feature in the magazine, with stories on new companies such as Baytech Electronics and other companies created by students from Stanford University, plus a couple of established outfits like Hewlett-Packard really boosted our magazine's readership.
I went in to I. Magnin & Company and bought Uncle Henry some nice gifts, which I sent by express parcel airmail. My first Christmas was fairly low-key, I visited with June and Sandie for Christmas dinner, which was nice. We exchanged gifts. It felt weird, but apparently, Boxing Day isn't a thing in the States.
At first, the companies we featured really couldn't understand that we weren't charging them for the stories we wrote about them, but eventually they realised there was no catch and it was free to them.
The advertising revenue that the new features brought in (Uncle Henry had to take on extra advertising sales staff) more than covered the costs, and eventually, some of the companies actually began to book advertising space in our magazine as they'd heard good things about the Swinging Sixties in England and wanted a piece of the action.
I found that I very quickly fell in love with San Francisco. The cable cars, the Bay, Fisherman's Wharf, even the dreadful Embarcadero freeway, and China Town. I especially loved China Town, because we had lived very close to Birmingham's own China Town, but the China Town of San Francisco was much bigger and perhaps even more Chinese than its smaller brother in Birmingham.
I liked to eat in the restaurants there. The Chinese food was somehow different to the Chinese foods I was used to, but it was all delicious.
I had to take on a secretary and a part time office manager, again, people recommended to me by June, and after only nine months, things were looking really good for BDP's San Francisco operation and it began showing a modest profit.
One day, June approached me and said: "You're not dating anyone, are you?" I shook my head and replied: "I never get to meet anyone, really. I'm a member of the San Francisco Chamber of Commerce, the Northern California British American Trade Council and the British Expat Club, run by the wife of one of the diplomats at the British Consulate in San Francisco, but I doubt I'd ever find love there!" We both laughed at the absurdity of the idea.
But then she said: "Why don't we double date? It'd be Sandie and me, plus you on a blind date. Have you ever been on a blind date, before?" she asked me.
"I haven't," I replied, "but I know what's entailed. I go out on a date with someone I haven't met and we take it from there, right?"
She nodded. "Yeah. That's about it. You have any preference where we should eat?" When I suggested a particular Chinese restaurant she nodded slowly and said: "That will work. Leave it to me and I'll organise it."
And so it was, almost a week later I was introduced to my blind date and I fell instantly in love. It was a genuine case of love at first sight, and I think that was the case for both of us.
Mary Spencer was her name. She worked with June's lover, Sandie and she was a friend of theirs. When they had mentioned that they knew a cute young British guy, she was intrigued enough that June decided to ask her if she wanted to go on a blind date with me and the rest was history.
Mary was also interested in me, though perhaps not quite as keen on me as I was on her, but we continued dating, sometimes with June and Sandie, but more often by ourselves.
After just under a year of dating I popped the question; she accepted, I bought the engagement ring and the wedding rings from a jeweller in China Town, and we were married in a Welsh Presbyterian Church in the city. This was a nod to my mum's Welsh heritage. My dad had been on holiday in the Welsh seaside town of Prestatyn, Mom had been working in the bed and breakfast place where Dad had been staying and after a reasonably long courtship, mainly by post, they had married and she had moved to Birmingham to set up home with him.
Mary and I moved in to my apartment and we had a happy, loving marriage until we didn't.
With some irony, it all started to fall to pieces against the backdrop of the Summer of Love. Sometimes the hippies were sweet, funny or zany, sometimes they were a pain in the arse, but they were rarely boring, it has to be said.
I noticed that our lovemaking was becoming more erratic, rather than erotic. We started off making love once or twice a day, then all of a sudden it drifted down to once a week, sometimes never. And Mary seemed to be distancing herself from me, somehow. We used to go out to nightclubs in the evenings, and on weekends we often used to go out to wineries to sample wine and buy some bottles for our own wine cellar. I began to learn to love wine. Sort of. Or we'd go out and explore the parks of the Bay area.
Eventually, these trips and excursions stopped, too. When I asked her about it, she would snap at me and accuse of being too controlling.
I began to suspect that she was cheating on me. But why? After all, we'd only been married for just under two years, so why would she be cheating on me so early on? Goodness, wasn't I naïve, back then?
Eventually, I decided to take June for a coffee in our favourite coffee shop. I started off by making a flippant remark that if the Trojan company was relying on couples like Mary and I for their income, they'd have a slim time of things.
After I explained my concerns to June, she said: "It certainly doesn't look good, does it, Paul? I doubt she's cheating on you. Sandie hasn't mentioned Mary saying anything, though I'm not sure that she'd tell her stuff like that. However, I have an idea. I can help you, whilst you can help me."
I was intrigued. "I'd love to do that," I replied. How would we do it?"
"Baytech is working for a private detective business. It's a national concern, but it's not the biggest in the USA, that's still the famed Pinkerton agency, but the outfit I'm working for by doing research is called Coast-to-Coast Perception, and is second to Pinkerton in size.
"I am developing a miniature transistorised phone tapping device which can listen in to and record telephone conversations. I have built several models of the prototypes, but I want to test them out before I send them to Cost-to-Coast for their evaluation. I can quickly teach you how to put a discrete tap on your phone and if Mary is getting into things she shouldn't, hopefully you'll be able to record it evidence of it.
"Because people who are doing something like that, well, they often just can't keep it a secret. I'm not for one moment saying she is cheating on you, but it's possible she's having other issues and problems in her life that she might not feel able to share with you. If she speaks about them on the phone to someone, then you'll know what the problem is and how to address those problems and how to help her.
Though best not to tell her you spied on her."
It sounded so reasonable and plausible in the coffee shop. Just shows how little I, or rather we, knew. Hell. Maybe we were both naïve?
Later that day I had, using June's concise yet detailed instructions, put an unintrusive phone tap on the phone in our apartment. It consisted of a small aluminium box which was attached to the phone's junction box and a built-in small cassette tape recorder, which was able to record up to 120 minutes of telephone conversations as the recorder had been adapted by June to record on both sides without changing the position of the tape.
I tested it, found that it was working and then re-set it to find what the hell had been going on in my marriage. I sometimes wish I hadn't bothered, but really? I was glad that I did what I did.
I needed to create an excuse for me to be out of the apartment, and as luck would have it, I had the opportunity to arrange to visit a fellow Brummie, an actor called Alan Napier, who had been born in Kings Norton, which was six or seven miles from where I was born, in the city centre. And in the context of Birmingham, six miles made a hell of a difference, Kings Norton was a leafy suburb; Ladywood was not.
I had kissed Mary goodbye and took the scheduled helicopter to the airport and caught a Boeing 727 operated by Pacific Southwest Airlines to Los Angeles Airport.
Any road up (as we Brummies say, instead of anyway) you'll perhaps remember Alan Napier, he played the part of Batman's butler, Alfred, in the original Batman TV series.
He was a lovely man, very affable and full of stories about his life on the stage, in the movie industry and on the Batman series. He had no trace of a Brummie accent, although he was able to drop into it for a bit of comedic affect. The interview I did with him was one of the best pieces I ever wrote and it appeared in our magazine as a special feature of a Brummie who had made good in California.
The next two days I spent reading and smoking (I smoked in those days, as did most everybody) and drinking tea sat by the hotel swimming pool. I'd decided to keep a clear head, so no booze.
In the early afternoon of the third day, I arrived home. A day early to what I'd told Mary.
Mary was out, probably at work, I guessed, and I removed the phone tape device, noting that three quarters of the first side of the tape had been used.
With trepidation and an unpleasant feeling like a fluttering sensation in my guts I took the device into my office, my staff were not at work that day, I locked the door and listened to the recording.
Have you ever had that feeling when you are so drunk or high on something that suddenly your whole reality is instantly shoved to one side? That's what I felt. It was as if my reality had suddenly become badly misaligned. But I realised that it wasn't just my reality that had become misaligned.
I rewound the tape and then I took the device down to June in her Baytech offices. Luckily she was alone, the younger technicians she employed on a part time basis weren't in.
June saw my face and said: "Oh, God, no! Please don't tell me Mary is cheating on you, Paul?"
I nodded and said: "Yes, she is cheating on me. But it's actually far worse than that. June, please listen to the tape and..." She interrupted me: "If it's too personal, you don't have to do that, Paul."
"Please, June. It's really important that you listen to it."
We sat down at her desk, which, for an engineer was remarkably free of clutter, and she listened to the damned and damning tape that would, no word of exaggeration, change the courses of our lives for good, pretty much.
I'd recognised the voices on the important call. Or the devastating call, as you might say. It was Mary and also Sandie. Yeah. That Mary. And that Sandie.
The device was designed so that as soon as a call commenced it would immediately start to record and switch off when the call ended. It worked. Sad to say that it worked all too well.
June decided to listen to the tape on a set of headphones that looked as if they were army surplus. I watched her face. I knew what she was listening to, what she was hearing. I knew her pain, because I had felt some of that pain when I had listened to that taped conversation only minutes before, yet it felt like an eternity.
MARY: "Hello, who's calling, please?"
SANDIE: "Good morning, lover. Has your jerk of a husband gone away, yet?"
MARY: "Yes. He went off to interview some actor in Hollywood a couple of hours ago. But I wish you didn't disrespect him to me. He's not a jerk. He is called Paul and he is my husband."
SANDIE: "Yeah, maybe so. But you don't love him, do you?"
MARY: "That's got nothing to do with it. You wouldn't like it if I started saying insulting things about June, would you?"
SANDIE: "Don't really know if it would bother me all that much, really.
MARY: "Don't you love June, anymore?"
SANDIE: Well, sort of. Yeah, a little bit. But what I feel for June is nowhere near as powerful and as earth moving as what I feel for you, sugar."
MARY: "Thank you, that's so sweet of you. I do know what you mean, though, Sandie. My feelings for Paul have changed a lot since you and I first got together. I love him, still, but I'm no longer in love with him."
SANDIE: "Has it only been six months since we got together that first afternoon? It sort of feels like we've been lovers for years. For ever, maybe."
MARY: "Yeah, for ever!"
SANDIE: "You know, at some point we are going to have to dump Pinky and Perky, right?"
MARY: "What the hell? How did you come up with that name for them?"
Sandie: "It was a couple of puppet pigs I saw on The Ed Sullivan Show a year or so back. They appeared with the damn Beatles on the same show, if you can believe that, and two British song and dance men. Can't recall their names, though."
MARY: "You really love me so much that you'd dump June after like a whole decade?"
SANDIE: "Yeah. I would. Because I like it when you and I make love because it makes me feel complete."
MARY: "I know what you mean. I feel the same way, too. I stopped having relations with Paul."
SANDIE: "I never asked you to do that. Why'd you do it?"
MARY: "Because every time I had sex with him, it was like I was cheating on you, so I stopped being with him in that way."
SANDI: Awwwww, that's so sweet of you, honey! You do know we are going to have to break it to them at some point. We'll have to be as gentle and as kind as we can. Of course, it's going to be a little awkward with you and Paul. He'll be expecting for you to file for divorce, but seeing as you are still legally married to Al Small, that's just not gonna happen, right?"
MARY: "That's probably true. We'll cross that bridge when we come to it. Anyway, lover, I'll have to go, now. Gotta get ready for work. Love you!"
SANDIE: "I'm not too bad, time-wise, I'm making a late start today. See you at work, later, my little lover!"
The call had ended. June carefully removed the headphones almost as if they were made of glass and the slightest knock or jar would shatter them.
Tears were streaming down her face. She was crying, but she was also furious. "That damn little slut! I actually literally picked her up out of a rain-soaked gutter when her damned father had thrown her out of their family home in Bumfuck, Idaho! Damned, ungrateful little bitch!"
I had never heard June swear before and it made her anger even more "real," for want of a better word.



"Yeah, I can see how that's hit you so hard, June."
"I took her in, I fed her, I clothed her, I arranged for her job and I loved her with all my heart for ten fucking years and this is how she repays me?"
"June, I get you. I really do. I've only been with Mary for about three years, but what the fuck am I going to do? She was my entire life."
And then a horrible realisation struck me. "And who the fuck is Al Small? How come I don't know anything about Al? And she is still married to Al? My marriage was a fucking sham? Just what the fuck is going on?"
June looked at me, with a blazing look of determination. "I didn't even know she'd been married before. Looks like I wasn't in the loop on that. We can fix this whole sorry mess, but we need to go up to your apartment."
I hadn't a clue what she meant but if she could fix the mess our spouses had made of our lives, I was all for trying it out.
When we got out of the elevator, and entered my apartment, she walked purposefully into the bedroom that I shared with Mary, which looked out over the Bay.
She started taking her clothes off. I felt bewildered. "What's happening?" I asked.
She pointed at me, then to herself. "You and me, Paul, we're going to have a screwing party. Get your clothes off, now!"
"I thought you were a Lesbian?" I asked her, genuinely puzzled as I stripped off.
She gave me a weak grin. "Yeah, and it's been years since I was with a man, but we need revenge on those two lousy bums and this is my idea of sweet revenge."
She was now naked and she pulled back the comforter on the bed, climbed in and beckoned me to join her, with a welcoming smile.
She glanced at my erect cock and said: "Boy! Someone's pleased to see me!"
I nodded. I'll just go get a condom and..." "No!" She shouted. "No condom. I want us to be skin to skin, to be able to feel each other while we are... making love."
I shrugged, climbed I the bed, we hugged, we kissed and we started making love.
As I reached my climax I said: "I'm going to cum. Should I pull out?"
She grabbed me closer to her. "No! Don't! Come inside me. Please!" That was what I did. Three times, in total. I'm not going to describe our love making. Not here. I don't think it would be right.
We had finished our third and, at least for that day, our last session of love making. We both smoked the last of the Kensitas cigarettes that I'd brought with me from England. She'd seen me getting the pack and said: "Mind if I bum a smoke from you?"
"Not at all. I didn't know you smoked?"
She shook her head. "Not often, but sometimes. Like now, sometimes." We both smiled. It was funny but I knew at that moment I would smoke no more cigarettes after this one. And, in the main, I didn't.
We both stubbed out our cigarettes when the door to the apartment opened and moments later Mary and Sandie hurried into the room. Shit, they were angry. They began shouting at us.
June got out of bed and put on a robe of mine that was hanging by the bed. "You two little bitches have got some nerve! You have both been cheating on Paul and me and you are coming over like a pair of wronged virgin brides! Well, fuck that shit, bitches! You'll not get away with it.
"As for you, Sandie, is this all the thanks I get from pulling you, literally, from that putrid shit-filled gutter in Idaho, ten years back? Damn it! If you'd wanted to move on, why not just dump me before trying out with Mary? And Mary! I thought you were supposed to be my friend?"
I was quietly getting my clothing together and dressing. Mary looked at me and sneered. "Got nothing to say? You wimping out?"
I looked at her, harshly. "I didn't feel it was my place to interrupt what June was saying to the piece of shit who basically sponged off her for a decade, before deciding to stick the knife in her back with her best fucking friend?"
Now, after she had decided to insult me, the gloves were off. "And we've only been married five bloody minutes! Bloody, buggering hell, Mary. And it turns out we aren't even legally married, because you are still married to some bastard called Al Small. Why the fuck couldn't you have been honest with me? Why?"
Suddenly the bravado slipped away from Mary and she sat heavily on the chair in front of her dressing table, as Sandie stood, pensively and silent by the picture window as the sun began to set.
Mary shook her head. "I'm sorry, Paul. I know I should have told you about Al. We got married when we were 17 and still in high school. We thought we were the love's you dream of, but you know how it is, sometimes?
"Within a year we were both different people. He joined the Coastguard and I moved to California to go to college, and then I met June and Sandie, then you, and I could never tell you about Al and my still being married to him. The opportunity never seemed to come up. I'm sorry."
They both left, together.
At first I was worried because there'd been a major ruling by the California Supreme Court in 1966 that any property purchased or acquired while the couple were married belongs to both partners and would have to be divided after the divorce.
I had visions of Sandie trying to twist this to take away half of the money and property owned by BDP, but then I realised that she didn't have a leg to stand on, because she had fraudulently entered into a bigamous marriage with me, so I owed her not a damn penny.
I mentioned this to June and she laughed. "Yeah, looks like she screwed herself real good, there."
Mary and Sandie were genuinely in love, or so they thought, and they decided they would move in together, they soon got a dumpy little two bedroom house way out in the sticks in what was then a largely rural community called Santa Clara, commuting back into the Bay for work.
June remained in the apartment that she'd shared with Sandie, though she did say she wanted to get out of the lease as quickly as she could.
Three weeks after the whole mess blew up in our faces, a worried looking June came to see me in my office. She swallowed before speaking and said, "Paul? I'm pregnant. I just came back from the Doctor and he confirmed it with a pregnancy test. What'll I do?"
For the first time since the whole shitty situation had kicked off, I felt at peace with myself and very calm. I walked towards her, hugged her and said: "Don't worry. Everything will be just fine."
I disengaged from her, knelt in front of her, took her hands in mine, gazed up into her shocked eyes and said: "June Tabour, will you please marry me?"
She burst into tears and gave her tearful agreement to my proposal.
Afterwards she said: "But I'm a Lesbian. Doesn't that make a difference to you?" I received a guffaw of laughter and a probably well-deserved punch to my shoulder when I did a fairly good impersonation of Joe E. Browne's immortal line from the movie Some Like it Hot "Well, nobody's perfect!"
As I rubbed my shoulder I kissed her and said: "I'm sure things will be good. We can work things out, can't we?"
She nodded, but looked pensive. Then she grinned and nodded and I knew we'd work things out.
For some reason a couple of days later, Mary and Sandie asked for a meeting of all four of us and we asked them to visit us at my apartment that June and I now shared. The day I selected was a Sunday afternoon. They both looked anxious when they arrived.
They came out with apologies, but which actually, when you analysed them, were really nothing but half-baked justifications for their appalling behaviour.
As June and Sandie had been together the longest as a couple, I let June take the lead in our responses.
"But, Sandie, if you were unhappy with me, you should have told me. Maybe we could have worked it out, or maybe not. But that sneaking around and cheating on me? That just wasn't acceptable."
I then chimed in with: "I agree with June. Mary, you should have spoken to me, too. Hell, you should have told me about Al. I like to think of myself as a modern, 1960s man, perhaps we could have lived together as common law husband and wife? But we'll never know, because you never gave me the opportunity."
I paused, then I said: "But I have an announcement to make to you. June and I are engaged to be married."
That shocked them, but Sandie sneered: "But she's a lesbian! How the hell can she marry you?"
Before I could reply, June flared at her: "What gives you the right to define me, huh? You cheated on me. I literally pulled you from the gutter and this is how you fucking repay me?"
Sandie replied: "Our relationship was never equal. The way you rescued me was always hanging over my head."
June shook her head. "That's bullshit and you know it. You were the one who kept bringing that story up, not me. You know, I remember what your father shouted to you. He called you an ungrateful little whore. Maybe he had a point?"
At this point Sandie turned her ire on me. "You do know that she'll cheat on you, right? First chance, June'll leave you for some pussy!"
At this point Mary said quietly, yet firmly: "Sandie, that's enough. June and Paul aren't the cheats. That was on us."
She looked at both of us and said; "Congratulations, Paul, June. I hope you are both very happy together."
She took Sandi by the hand and propelled her through the door of the apartment, closing it softly behind her. We both laughed nervously about how it had turned out.
Then, soberly, June said: "I will not cheat on you, Paul, with either men or women."
"And I won't cheat on you, June," I replied.
For some reason I'd not told them of June's pregnancy.
Sandie tried to report us for bugging the phone, but the police told her that they had better things to deal with than a man tapping his own 'phone line. A contact of June's at the SFPD Southern Station, told her that. If you remember, cops were being attacked and shot, killed in some cases, so Sandie was told to back off.
My marriage to June marriage took place a couple of weeks later.
It was a simple affair conducted by a judge (it was what we both wanted), and as neither of us were legally married, there were no complications. Though I did take a signed letter from my lawyer just in case, when we got our marriage licence.
My Uncle Henry was able to come over for the wedding. He'd had to miss my first wedding for health issues, but I was pleased he was able to come for what I now considered to be my real wedding. He arrived with his own new bride, who was Doreen, the mother of Dolly Savage, my erstwhile love interest back in Brum. Funny how things happened, sometimes.
Dolly was only briefly mentioned, and Uncle Henry made a discrete point that she was now on her second marriage, herself. The butcher boy had, it transpired, an unfortunate desire to place his 'own special recipe pork sausage' into some other butcher boys hocks (as you might say!) something Dolly wouldn't tolerate. And, after my experiences with what Mary and Sandie had done to myself and June, I felt some sympathy for Dolly.
As it transpired over the years, June and I were able to work things out, and things were good. Outrageously so.
Baytech became a multi-million Dollar research outfit and the San Francisco branch of BDP went from strength-to-strength until it became a billion-dollar publishing enterprise in its own right, eventually absorbing the head office back in Birmingham in a management buyout. Uncle Henry and Doreen Earp, nee Savage, decided to take a well-deserved retirement in Prestatyn, North Wales.
Eventually, June and I had three children, Melony, our first, followed by Vincent and Sally. We moved from our apartment to Nob Hill, and when the time came for our retirement we moved to Pacific Heights into a house which cost nearly $40 million.
I decided to cast a nod at my Brummagem (an ancient spelling of Birmingham, fact fans!) heritage by having the lounge bar of a pub that had been demolished in Birmingham carefully removed and shipped over to the States and built into a recreation of a British pub.
It even had working hand pumps for beer and some proper pub optics for spirit drinks. We also had a temperature controlled wine-cellar, though June and Vincent were mainly in charge of that. I never quite got the hang of wine drinking. Sorry, honey!
What happened to Mary and Sandie? They were killed when a 747 crash-landed on their little house, a runaway express train jumped the tracks and crushed them, a pack of wild dogs tore them to pieces, masked bandits burst into their house and shot them to death, or whatever.
Actually, the truth is, after their "apology" that Sunday, neither I nor June wanted to know what they did, or how they got on. We'd moved on from them, and we didn't give a damn about the pair of them.
So, as our children, grandchildren and now great-grandchildren and other various and assorted relatives and friends gather round us at our four-storey Pacific Heights home, to help us celebrate our Golden Wedding Anniversary, I'm distributing copies of this, the mini-autobiography that you all demanded that you just must have me write.
If there are any parts in it you don't like, just pretend you didn't read them and move on. Because as your mother and I found out, sometimes moving on is the only way forward. And that's not a joke.
And you'll be interested to know that Uncle Henry is still alive, at 116 and is now the oldest man in Wales.
(This autobiography was written in 2016 by Paul Earp and was published privately for his family on his retirement on his 80th birthday.)
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He sat and waited. He always sat and he always waited. That was all he could do, now. Ever since. That... Ever since... He began to cry at the thought of that day, just over 25 months ago, when his wife, his loving wife, found out about what he had been doing.
But he hadn't being doing anything bad. Not really. He had just being having fun. Yeah, just having some fun.
He had found the first group on line by accident. He had been searching for a group where his Python writing skills would be sought after. He'd done it before back in the old country, before they'd moved to the good old USA. Back home the Internet forum rules had been strict. No advertising or canvasing for any type or form of business opportunities.
But he'd learned how to circumvent those petty rules. Ways to communicate with PMs, or emails.
Until his wife had been offered that job at that prestigious university in America. He'd begged her to stay, asked her to consider the opportunities if she'd remain in their home country.
What happened? She laughed in his face!
"Look, darling," she'd said, trying to sound sympathetic. "I'm 30, yet the University is offering me a full professorship, head of the School of Advanced Neosciences at a salary ten times what I'm on, a mini mansion, plus I'd report directly to Lennox Robles, the Dean. I'd be a fool not to take it."
"But what about my work?"
"There are plenty of opportunities in the USA for someone with your skills. After all, wasn't Python, your language of choice, invented in America?"
Her sudden, though misinformed, interest in his work took him unawares. "Actually, no, it was invented by a Dutchman called Guido van Rossum. Mind you, he did work for two of the major American-based concerns, Google and Dropbox, so I can see why you'd presume it was created in America. After all, Dropbox is written in Python." He shut up when he realised her eyes had started to glaze over.
And so it was she resigned from her position as senior lecturer in Neosciences at the West Midlands University and he sold his few clients on to a couple of friends and they moved to their new life in America.
At first it had been great. Or "awesome!" as his wife's new colleagues would say when they got together for departmental BBQs. They weren't bad people. Not at all. But where they his type? No. And then he got bored. And he began trolling message boards, using his knowledge to fuck with people's minds
Oh! The fun he had! Then he got even more bored, he developed a feeling of ennui. So he decided that, as his wife was so busy with her new chums, that he might start looking for some human companionship. Some female companionship.
He never did find out what had possessed his wife Nancy to return home early that afternoon. But return home early she did, catching him and some bimbo who he had met on a safe forum for cheating spouses to meet up on and to hook up in real life. "Yeah!" he had thought bitterly, "It was safe right enough, until your damn spouse comes home early and catches you flagrante delicto with a lover."
After his lover had fled, Nancy had began beating him without mercy, using an antique brass table lamp. In the Moorish style, garishly ornate and very, very heavy.
He had tried to defend himself, but he had failed to do so and as he lay on the large woolen rug between the window and the bed, he realised that Nancy, his loving wife, had killed him.
Nancy was strong. She'd taken his corpse, unseen, with the bloody rug, in a wheelbarrow to her laboratory furnace. She'd exsanguinated him, then cut him up into bite sized morsels and had burnt him, and the rug, into ashes, which she had placed in the hollow base of the Moorish lamp.
He cried. Actually, his ghost cried. If Nancy had been even the slightest bit psychic she might have heard him. But she wasn't, so she didn't. And she began dating a fellow professor. Would she be found out for her husband's slaying? Maybe. But that was a problem for another day. As it was she's have to track the bimbo down. And there was room enough for at least another set of remains in that Moorish lamp.
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Thank you, Randi, for hosting this event And thanks to Literotica for being here for the writers and readers. Folks, this is a fantasy, not reality, so please enjoy this tale.
*
When he looked back over the carcass of what he had, wrongly, as it had transpired, presumed was a happy marriage, he realised that the connubial deathwatch beetle that had done for the marriage had its genesis some six months previously when his wife, his ex-wife, as he supposed was the correct way to think of her, had pointed out an article in the English language version of an Italian publication she liked to read called, "Donna Cattiva."
The article was titled "Swinging the 21st Century Way." It had been an interesting article, for what it was. It gave a potted history of swinging down through the ages, and pointed out that, following a downswing (and yes, the author actually did use that somewhat clunky pun in the article) during the AIDS crisis, it had recently received a boost, especially after a couple of Hollywood stars had come out as swingers. Or rather, had been outed as swingers, which wasn't quite the same deal, now was it?
"Have you ever thought of swinging, Mike?" she had asked, casually. Oh, how casually she had asked.
He looked at her and responded carefully, fearing a trap of some kind. "No, Carol, love. I haven't. Why would I want to eat hamburger when I have the primest of prime steaks at home? I really think that you are the only woman that I could ever possibly want, or need.
"Maybe I'm an unusual man, though I doubt that, somehow, but all I want is my wife. I feel certain that I might well have problems differentiating between sex, lust and love, should I try swinging.
"I'm afraid that if we started swinging that one of us would fall for someone else and really mess up our marriage."
They had discussed the concept of swinging long into the evening, she had posited the upsides, he had posited the down sides.
Eventually she had smiled at him, she had nodded and said: "I hear what you say, honey."
It was only afterwards, a long time afterwards, when he realised that she had used the oldest trick in the book. "I hear what you say" is not the same as saying: "I agree with you" or even "I am listening to what you say."
They had made love that evening. Mike had had a good, loving time and so had Carol. At least as much as he could tell.
The next six months were crazy busy for the two of them. Carol worked as an editorial director at a publishing company in Chester City Centre, not far from their home.
The company was called Anglo Welsh Publications, whilst Mike worked in Liverpool City Centre as a director of a multinational software house, SFT, or San Fran Techmatics, to give it its full name.
The HQ was in Silicon Valley, but the Liverpool office was based on The Strand, near the Liverpool Docks.
The first few times after he'd started working there, he'd driven on the M53 and A59, which was supposed to take roughly 40 minutes but he hated driving through the Mersey Tunnel, and with congestion it sometimes took an hour or more.
Then there was the hassle of finding a parking place, so he took the advice of a Scouse colleague called Rob, who was something of an expert on all matters transport, and Mike started using the electric Merseyrail train from Chester station to Liverpool James Street that formed part of Liverpool's small underground rail system.
They were both working silly hours; sometimes Mike wouldn't get back until 9PM, but Carol had told him she didn't mind as she was also busy with a new project at work, a new Welsh-English language teaching pack that would be a real winner for her company. Sometimes she was out working until after 9PM herself.
Nearly six months later, both of their projects had wound down so that their roles had diminished and Carol sprung a surprise on Mike. "Mike, you know that my company had really put all that it had into the teaching pack?" He had nodded.
"Well, it's worked out even better than we had thought possible. The Senedd Cymru have agreed to use our Welsh-English language teaching pack in all of the schools in Wales, even those that aren't specifically Welsh language schools, so we'll make at least quadruple what we thought we would."
"Wow! That's really good news, Carol."
"It's even better for us: you and me, I mean, because it was my suggestion to our board that brought that idea to fruition, so I have earned an absolutely massive bonus. And because of this, I have been able to book us a cabin on a Round Britain and Scandinavia Adventure Cruise. I'll show you the brochure. Here it is."
He looked through the brochure and was immediately captivated by the types of adventures that the Wingless Roving Adventure Holiday Company offered in its brochure.
The cruise started from Liverpool Docks, crossed the Irish Sea and travelled round the coast of Ireland, via the Celtic Sea and the Atlantic.
It then crossed over the tip of Ireland, visited the Western Isles and Scotland, then visited the Orkneys and travelled via the Atlantic and the Norwgian Sea, then over the North Sea to Norway and Denmark, then back across the North Sea to the Scottish port of Greenock, where the cruise ended, and flights home would be arranged from Glasgow International Airport, or back home by First Class Sleeper Trains, if required.
As he looked through the brochure, it was all things that he loved. There was the opportunity to visit an archaeological dig in the Dublin Bay area (he had a degree in archaeology but hadn't been able to find work due to lack of funding for archaeology), and then all the way round the Irish coast to County Mayo in Western Ireland.
They would then make brief visits to ancient sites on the Scottish Islands, including the Hebrides and Orkneys, plus visits to a Viking site in Norway where the more adventurous cruise passengers could watch, or even participate, in Viking reenactments, covering village life including cooking, craftworks, living overnight in a reconstruction of a Viking home and watching or participating in a Viking military reenactment.
On the ship there was plenty to do. There were photography classes led by a former Fleet Street photographer, ideal if you wanted to develop or refresh your photography skills before visiting the archaeological dig, the islands of Scotland or the Viking settlement reenactment and snapping away to your heart's content.
There was also a member of the Royal Academy of Arts who would be taking art classes as the cruise-liner made its way round the British Isles and over to Scandinavia.
People who were interested in cooking would be able to learn how to cook under the tutelage of an Irish Television Chef who was taking a break from his hit RTE 1 Food Show, "West Coast Chef."
Before the ship returned home to Britain there would be the opportunity to see the Northern Lights, weather permitting.
There were tears in his eyes as he hugged Carol to him. "Oh, Carol. This is amazing. How much is this costing you?"
She smiled back at him and shushed him. "That's not something you need worry about, Mike. The crazy bonus we all got was tax paid, so I have money left over, so really, please don't worry, Okay?"
The photographs in the brochure made everything look splendid, and the ship, the Maighdeann na mara (Scots Gaelic for Maiden of the Sea) was one of the world's smaller cruise ships, being able to provide accommodation for approximately 130 passengers.
He looked at Carol and said, with concern in his voice, "But this is all stuff that I am interested in. You are not interested in archaeology, photography, history and that type of thing, so what will you do, Carol?"
She nodded and smiled, "Whilst that's true, this cruise is about you and what you want, for a change. I'll be sure to find something to do. After all, there are art classes and who knows? Perhaps I'll take up an interest in art whilst we sail round the coasts of Britain and Ireland and Scandinavia?"
"Thanks, Carol. This means a great deal to me. We'll have a great adventure."
She grinned, "We will, that!"
They had both booked two weeks off from their jobs, and on the day of the start of the cruise they took a £40 taxi ride from their home in Chester to the Liverpool Cruise Terminal, Gate 2, Princes Parade, Liverpool.
Their luggage was dealt with by crewmembers, but as they walked up to the ship on the modern equivalent of the gangplank, Mike was puzzled to see that the ship they were boarding was not the Maighdeann na Mara but a different ship called The Spòrs inbheach.
"Why the different ship?" he asked Carol. She answered coolly, "Oh, I don't know why. It's very similar to the other ship, same size, same colours, same cruise company, so perhaps the other ship is out of commission?"
They were met on the deck by crew members who, rather incongruously, were dressed in tropical ship's whites. It reminded him of something, but he couldn't think what.
A smiling young female purser presented each of them with the electronic passkeys to their cabin. She said to Mike and Carol: "There is an orientation party in the Ballroom on the B Deck at 5PM. Everyone is expected to attend the orientation party and there will be drinks and nibbles provided."
They noticed that all passengers boarding the ship did so under the watchful eye of the Captain, a tall and imposing man in his white uniform. He was reminiscent in looks of a younger Captain Smith of the Titanic.
Their cabin was actually on the same deck as the entry gangway, so they soon walked to their cabin. The other passengers seemed to know each other and there was much hugging and kissing. Mike thought it a little bit strange, but as he'd never been on a cruise-liner before he wasn't sure if that was normal behaviour.
Their luggage was already in their room and they quickly transferred their clothing into the chests of drawers and the wardrobe.
As they did Mike said: "Carol, everyone seems very friendly with each other. It's almost as if they already know each other?"
She paused for a second before replying. "Perhaps some of them do, Mike? After all, cruising is a lifestyle for some people, so maybe you get to know people on the ships if you make regular cruises?"
"Yes, I expect that's it," replied Mike. "Maybe we can get used to cruising, too?"
"Oh, '' said Carol, breathily, "I'd like that very much."
"How long do we have before the orientation session?" asked Mike.
"We have an hour," said Carol, it's just before 4PM, now. I tell you what, as this is our first cruise, let's start it off properly, yes?"
She pulled four small bottles out of her handbag and opened two of them. "What's that?" Mike was intrigued.
"Just some pre-mixed shots I picked up in the off-licence round the corner from our house. I think we need to celebrate our first ever cruise."
They said "cheers" touched the lips of the bottles and downed their shots in one. Then they had the second shot each, "just for good measure," Carol had laughingly said.
Soon, Mike had started to feel unusual. He staggered and Carol, who had suddenly appeared at his side, said: "Are you okay, Mike?"
"I don't know. I feel really tired, really, really sleepy."
"Lie down on the bed," Carol had said, steering him toward the king-sized bed in their cabin.
"Maybe it's the sea air that's affecting you? Just have a doze and I will wake you up before we need to leave for the orientation session."
He had allowed her to help him lay on the bed. Before he could speak to her again, he was unconscious.
She looked down at him. "I'm so sorry it came to this, Mike, but you only have yourself to blame for all of this.
"If only you'd have agreed to my suggestion of having a swinging lifestyle, you'd have been having an adventure on this cruise, too. But I am going to have an adventure, no matter what. And it will be the fucking adventure of my fucking lifetime." She sounded kind of manic as she spoke at him.
She kissed him on his forehead. "Sleep well, Mike. I deserve this."
She walked out of the cabin, closing the door behind her.
*****
When Mike awoke, he felt bewildered as he was unsure of where he was, at first.
Realisation came quickly as he looked at the clock in the cabin and noticed that it was eight o'clock. He panicked. "Shit! I was supposed to go with Carol to the orientation session at 5PM," he thought.
He sat up and felt dizzy and disorientated. From outside the cabin he heard two women talking. "What did you think of our breakfast?" "Oh, I loved it. I think the chef is even better on this cruise than the last cruise we were on." "Yes, I agree with you. He's really good, isn't he?"
Their voices faded away as they walked on. But why were they talking about breakfast? Which must mean that Mike had slept for 16 hours. How was that possible? He looked at the bottles containing the drinks he and Carol had consumed. Something was bothering him, but he couldn't work out what.
Then he began to worry. He hadn't seen his wife since the previous afternoon, and they were on a cruise ship. Where the hell was she? Had she fallen overboard?
He stood up and stumbled, reaching for the support of a chair by the bed. He looked at the dresser and saw his key card. He picked it up and went out onto the walkway beyond the cabin. He noticed a fairly short, young and attractive woman in ship's uniform who seemed to be an officer. He decided to ask her what he should do about his apparently missing wife.
"Hello... Miss. I'm worried about my wife. I seem to have lost her. She never came back to our cabin last night."
"Good morning, Sir. My name is Aileen McDonald. Amongst my other duties, I am the Passenger Liaison Officer of the ship. What is your name? What cabin are you in?" She had an attractive Scots Highland lilt to her voice.
"My name is Mike Jones, my wife is Carol. We are on this deck in cabin C 15."
"Well, let's go to your cabin. I'm quite sure there's a simple explanation as to what has happened to your wife. And I'm certain that she is perfectly safe and that no harm has befallen her."
"Thank you, Aileen; it's just that I was worried that she might have fallen overboard, or something."
As they entered the cabin Aileen's eyes opened wide when she saw the brochure on the table in the room. "Where did you get that brochure, Mr. Jones?"
"Oh, please call me Mike. It's the brochure for this cruise, isn't it? My wife gave it to me a couple of weeks ago to show me what's going to happen during the next two weeks."
Aileen looked distressed. She chose her words carefully. "Mike, I'm afraid to tell you that I think your wife might have misled you. That cruise brochure is for our sister ship the Maighdeann na mara."
Mike shrugged. "Well, what cruise are we on?"
"As you may be aware, the ship we are on is the Spòrs inbheach. It's actually a cruise for sexually adventurous adults. It's basically a cruise for swingers. The name of the ship is Scots Gaelic for adult fun."
Mike gasped. "What the fuck? Swingers? But we aren't swingers."
Then his mind went back to the conversation about that bloody magazine article just six months previously. "My wife asked me what I thought about the swinging lifestyle about six months ago."
Aileen spoke gently to him. "And I would guess that you said no to her, but you think she might have gone ahead with it anyway?"
"Yeah, something like that, yes. But if only one partner swings, then that's cheating, not swinging?"
"I suppose so, Mike. I think you have a very good point, there. Look, you obviously have a lot to think over now that you have found out what your wife has done. As far as your wife is concerned, I will make discrete enquiries about what she has been doing. And Mike, I didn't see you at the orientation session yesterday, so how come you didn't attend the orientation session?"
"I was going to, but Carol decided we should have a couple of shots that she provided and soon after I began to feel really sleepy. Carol made me lie down on the bed for a nap. She told me she'd wake me up in time for the orientation session, but she never did."
Aileen glanced at the cabin's table and looked at the four bottles that were still on it. "So, what time did you take those shots and when did you wake up this morning?"
"I think it was 4PM, yes, about that, because Carol said we had an hour until the 5PM session, and I awoke at 8AM this morning."
Aileen gathered up the bottles. "Mike, I'm very worried. That means you must have slept right through for a total of 16 to 17 hours; that's almost an entire day. I believe it's probable that your wife gave you a drug to knock you out. Do you mind if I take these with me?" He gave his permission.
"Why would she do that?" Mike was beginning to sound distressed. He'd already suspected that Carol had drugged him, but the confirmation of that by someone independent had really struck home.
"Because, Mike, the orientation session is a very important part of the cruise. People attending it are reminded what type of cruise they'll be on, in part to stop situations like yours. Though we have only ever had one other case similar to yours over the ten years we have been running these adult adventure cruises.
"Everyone attending the orientation session gets a safe sex kit and there's an opportunity for anyone who has changed their minds about being on a sexually liberated two-week cruise to take a boat back to the docks. It's my guess that this is why your wife knocked you out. Your wife was taking a risk that someone would have accidentally outed her to you, but I suppose she felt the risk was worthwhile."
She went on to say: "What she did is not only illegal, it's also against the rules of the cruise company, and we will certainly be looking at taking action against her. We simply cannot have innocent spouses being drugged by their partners. It's just not right. And it's very dangerous."
She asked him if she could take the bottles with her as she left, Mike thanked her. He slumped into one of the easy chairs in the cabin.
About ten minutes later, a somewhat chastened Carol walked into the cabin. "Hello, Mike. I'm sorry I wasn't here when you woke up."
"Where the hell were you, Carol? What were you doing?"
She ignored his question, looked at him and said: "I think we need to have a chat."
He looked back at her. "Bit too late for that, I'd have said?"
She flushed. Perhaps she was even a little bit embarrassed? Probably not, he thought.
"The thing is, Mike, this isn't the cruise I told you it was. It is an adventure cruise, but it's an adult adventure cruise, specially designed for sexually liberated adults. I know this will sound cruel and dismissive of you, not that I intend it that way, but this is actually my adventure cruise and not your adventure cruise. I spent last night having sex with two couples, two men and two women, in their suite.
"I had intended to be here for you when you awoke, but things kind of got away from me this morning.
"I wanted to explain to you what was happening early this morning. I'm truly sorry that I didn't manage that.
"And before you ask, I intend to carry on having sex with them and with other partners throughout the next two weeks of the cruise."
"And just what am I supposed to do on this fuckfest of a boat while you repeatedly smash your wedding vows?" he asked.
She sounded irritated. "Oh, get over it, Mike! Nobody gives a stuff about wedding vows, these days! Look, I know you're upset, but it's your fault for not wanting to join me in swinging when I asked you six months ago."
"But I am quite happy and satisfied with having only one sexual partner: you, the woman I chose to get married to. I don't need multiple partners. I don't want multiple sexual partners," he stated.



She took a deep breath before she continued. "But that's the difference between you and me, Mike. You are satisfied with our sex life; you are satisfied with only one sexual partner. But I am not. I really do need sexual variety, it's no slight on you as a man, as my man, but I do need more than one sex partner. But sex isn't all that important to you. Is it?"
She looked at the expression on his face and she realised that she had seriously wounded her husband, the man she loved. Loved? Yes. Loved. She still loved him. At least she thought she did.
"Shit! I'm sorry Mike, I realise that what I said is upsetting and that it has severely hurt you, wounded you, even, but I thought that the time for total honesty was here."
He sounded bewildered: "If you don't love me anymore, why didn't you just ask me for a divorce?"
She shook her head vigorously. "Because that's not true, Mike. I know you probably don't have any reason to believe this at the moment, but I do love you and only you. There's a massive, major difference between lots of sport bonking and the loving love-making that we do as a loving, committed couple."
Mike thought that her over use of the word "loving" was over-egging the pudding, and probably her way of trying to convince herself that she still thought of him in that way. And her idea of "committal" didn't ring true with him, now.
"Really? If that's the case, please tell me why we haven't had sex in about a month? Was it to get me ready for being your unwitting cuckold on this cruise?"
"It wasn't that. It's just that I knew you'd expect to have sex with me on this cruise and I didn't want to turn you down, to humiliate you, so I decided to cool our sex life down until after the cruise. And please don't get the wrong idea. I am just a sexually charged woman who needs multiple sex partners. You are certainly not my cuckold and I want you to know that.
"I'm going to have a shower now and later I have a lunch date with the two couples I was with last night. And then, later this afternoon, we can talk again, if you'd like."
"What about dinner in one of the restaurants this evening?" he asked.
At least she had the decency to look mildly guilty, Mike thought. She replied: "Oh, Mike! I'm really sorry, but I have a dinner date this evening that I previously arranged."
He shrugged. "It doesn't matter, Carol."
"Oh, Mike! Don't be like that about this! I'll make it up to you. I swear!"
"Yeah, right" he muttered as he walked out of the cabin. His misery was building up to a level he had never experienced in his life, before.
"Life? What life?" he thought bitterly to himself as he walked away along the deck.
He found himself at the end of the ship, whatever the hell it was called, looking over the wake as the ship powered its way to wherever it was going.
He guessed they were either in the southern part of the Irish Sea or perhaps even the Atlantic around the southern part of Ireland.
As he looked down, he wondered what it would be like to clamber up and over the railings and to plummet into the green sea below. To sink down, down, down and to reach the seabed and to hide there until the sea boiled away as the sun went nova millions of years hence. He shook his head and trembled as if he were suddenly chilled.
He felt a hand on his arm. "She's not worth it, you know. Killing yourself will not solve the situation you have found yourself in." It was Aileen, speaking to him calmly. Even under the current circumstances he found her voice alluring.
"Thank you, Aileen. It's not that I wanted to die, or at least I don't think I did. I just had this crazy notion of jumping into the sea and hiding forever on the seabed, away from her."
She took his hand in hers. "Actually, that's not a crazy notion, at all. Lots of men would have tried to physically assault their wife and her lovers. But your idea of hiding away for a while, at least, makes a lot of sense to me. It'd keep you out of jail, after all."
"What on earth am I going to do, Aileen? I am trapped on this cruise liner for two whole weeks, whilst my wife gets to have her sexual adventures with all comers and I don't get any sex. Mind you, the bitch had cut me off from sex for the past month in order to get me ready for not having sex with her on the cruise. She gave me some bull about this being because she didn't want to humiliate me on the cruise, but I think she cut me off in order to humiliate me."
"Yes, that's possible. What I want you to do now is to follow me to my cabin and I can tell you what I know, what I found out."
Back in her cabin, which was a suite, larger and better appointed than the cabin Mike and Carol were in, she made them a cup of coffee each before she started speaking to Mike. "Mike, I have asked around, and because I had a pretty good idea of who she had probably been with last night, I was quickly able to establish what had been going on.
"Your suspicions are correct. About six months ago your wife joined a group called The East Cheshire Swinger's Club. The story she told them was that you were okay with her being a swinger, but that you had no real interest in sex and didn't want to participate, but were happy for her to have multiple partners.
"The other members of the group didn't question her on that because the thing about swingers that I have noticed is that they can be a little bit too trusting of other people. A bit too naive, even?
"The two couples she was with last night are both members of the East Cheshire Swinger's Club and I have just appraised them of the truth of what your wife did, lying to them for the entire six months, tricking you into coming on the cruise and then drugging you yesterday. Needless to say, they are all shocked and appalled at her actions and she'll get no more sex from them during the cruise, nor later on when we return to dry land."
"Well, that's a good start. But what am I going to do on this cruise? Why the hell should I go without sex, if Carol is getting hers from multiple partners like she told me she would?"
Aileen nodded, she looked thoughtful for several seconds. "I've been thinking about that, Mike." She stood up. "Just give me a few minutes and I'll be back with you."
She went into a room within her suite and shut the door behind her. Mike was intrigued, to say the least. What was she doing? He had several ideas, but dismissed them all as being far-fetched fantasies.
Several minutes later she came back into the room. She was no longer in her uniform. Instead she was wearing a white blouse revealing a stunning cleavage and the shortest tartan miniskirt that he had ever seen. The skirt showed off her pleasingly plump thighs and her well-rounded bottom. She had also sprayed herself with an intoxicating scent.
He was, to use an old expression, absolutely gobsmacked. Before he could react, Aileen took charge because she realised that he was still in shock from what his wife had done to him, so she felt she needed to take the lead. At least for now.
She climbed onto his lap, pulled his head toward her and gave him a deep soul kiss, to which he responded with surprise and enthusiasm. She placed her arms around his neck, lovingly.
When they broke off, he said: "Thank you, Aileen. But I can't do this. I'm a..." then he stopped, briefly shaking his head as if to clear it.
"You know, I was about to say that I was a happily married man. And until this morning I was deluded into believing that I was a happily married man. But then I discovered that wasn't really the case. In fact, because Carol has been having sex with multiple partners, both men and women, for at least the past half year, I am not even certain that I feel particularly married at all, to be honest."
"Yes," replied Aileen. "I can see why you would think that. So, please, kiss me again. Why? Because you liked it and I liked it."
With no further words being required they began kissing again.
Soon Mike began to get an erection. Aileen giggled and said, pertly, "I think we'd best do something about that, don't you?"
Mike nodded.
Aileen whispered "touch my vagina." He did so and was shocked and intrigued to find it was shaved and already very moist, and that she was wearing no panties.
She stood up, took off her skirt. She took his trousers and underpants down, freeing his hard penis.
Without another word she climbed back onto his lap facing away from him and with skill placed her wet vagina over his erect penis.
He felt like he was having an out of body experience. He had just found out his wife was a cheating slut and he was suddenly having the first sexual experience with a woman other than his wife since before he had started dating Carol.
"Hold me," she told him. He needed no further prompting and swiftly took hold of her, grabbing her to him, holding her rather large breasts.
She began sliding up and down on his erection and he realised that, no matter what he had thought throughout their marriage, Carol had been shortchanging him, sexually speaking. In his entire life he had never had a sexual coupling that was as intense and as enjoyable as he was experiencing with Aileen.
Eventually Mike gasped out: "I'm close to coming, Aileen."
She responded "Me, too! Come with me, come in me! I'm on birth control."
They both came at about the same time and cuddled each other for several minutes, breathing heavily.
They complimented each other in genuinely loving terms. As they stood up and Aileen took Mike by the hand, she said: "That was really, truly intense, Mike. Hell, if I was married to you, I doubt I'd need to seek out other men. Or have enough energy left, to be honest.""
That one statement did a great deal to help to start undoing the damage to his ego that Carol's thoughtlessness had done to him.
Once in the bedroom, they stripped off the rest of their clothing and Aileen sucked his penis clean, quickly getting him erect again. "Mike," she said, "You can trust me on this, I am going to take you on your own sexual adventures. And I will make you forget about Carol."
Mike made Aileen giggle when he quipped, "Who?"
She lay on her king-sized bed, opened her legs wide, he climbed on top of her and they fucked, missionary style, and both managed another orgasm each.
Afterward, in post coital bliss, they cuddled together on the bed and they chatted, talking about their hopes, their dreams and their aspirations, touching on a wide range of subjects, including failed relationships that they had had. It was very sobering for Mike when he realised that his only one truly failed relationship was the one with Carol.
They had both dozed briefly, and when they awoke Aileen got two bottles of water for them and she told him of the next part of her plan for him.
They had anal sex. It wasn't something he had ever thought very much about, and as she yelped when his penis breached her sphincter he realised that it wasn't something Aileen was particularly into, either.
But whilst he was pumping into her bottom, she was tickling her clitoris and they both enjoyed an orgasm, though neither were that intense.
They showered together, and Aileen was able to get Mike erect again and did manage, to his surprise, to make him come in her mouth. It wasn't a particularly strong orgasm, but when he tried to apologise, she gently admonished him. "Shush, Mike. In the space of just over an hour or so you have come four times. You have nothing to apologise for."
Later, over snacks that she had obtained from the fridge in her suite, they chatted. "Don't get me wrong, Aileen, I loved what we did, but why did it happen?" he asked.
"Because I fancied you and I was thoroughly and absolutely disgusted by what your so-called wife had done to you and was planning to do to you. You tell me she said she loved you? Well, that's a bloody odd way of expressing love for someone, is all I can say."
She smiled at him: "Had I not found you so very handsome and attractive, I would only have been sympathetic to your plight, and chatted with you politely, but as I did fancy the hell out of you, I decided to seduce you.
"At some point soon, your wife is going to have to be confronted. From my personal point of view, I would like to confront her, you'll have to confront her, but I also need to confront her on behalf of the cruise company. We cannot have people like your wife drugging their spouses and lying to all and sundry. It's just not right and it's just not on!"
Aileen added: "Mike, I'd like you to stay here. I have some work to do. But I'll be back in a little while." She was again dressed in her ship's whites.
He asked her about why they were wearing tropical whites and she grinned. "Do you remember the old 1970s TV series, "The Love Boat," about people being on romantic cruises? Because they were filmed in tropical waters, the crew always wore white tropical uniforms.
"When my family decided to start our own love cruises, we wanted to use the Love Boat theme for our crew uniforms."
"I thought the uniforms reminded me of something!" said Mike. "Hang on a sec! Your family owns this ship?"
"We own three ships, in fact. The Maighdeann na mara, the Spòrs inbheacha, and one that is being made ready for cruising but doesn't, as yet, have a name. The Captain of this ship is my Uncle, and my Dad captains the Maighdeann na mara. She doesn't host adult adventures, though. Just adventure cruises, like in the vrochure your wife used to trick you with."
"A family business?" asked Mike.
"Yes, very much so. And now I'll have to be about the family business," said Aileen. "I'll be back in about an hour. You just have a rest, watch some TV, or listen to some music." She kissed him before she departed.
Just over an hour later she returned. "Mike, I think you should pop back to your cabin, have a shave and put on a change of clothing. I will meet you in the Captain's office, which is on Deck B, in an hour's time. We'll confront your wife with what he has done.
"It's sign posted, so don't worry about finding it. And any crew member can steer you if you do get lost. It's not that big of a cruise ship, after all, is it?"
He headed back to his cabin. He shaved and got a fresh change of clothing. There was no sign of Carol, but this time rather than being concerned, he just shrugged his shoulders.
When he arrived at the Captain's office, he found that the Captain and four other officers, including Aileen, were sat round a large wooden boardroom style table. None of them looked pleased. They invited Mike to sit with them.
They all shook hands with Mike as the Captain introduced each one in turn. Apart from the Captain and Aileen, there was the Second Officer, the Purser and the ship's Doctor. Who, an amused Aileen later told Mike also doubled as the ship's entertainment officer and who was adept at magic tricks during the ship's formal dinners.
Presently Carol arrived, entering the room, escorted by two junior officers. She looked irritated. "Why am I here?" She sounded arrogant. Unlike Mike, Carol was not asked to sit down. She stood before them.
"Good day, Mrs. Jones, I am Captain McDonald, this is my First Officer, Aileen McDonald, my Purser, David Ross and my Ship's Doctor, Dr. Patterson. You obviously already know Mr. Michael Jones, who is your husband.
"Mrs. Jones, you are here because you are suspected of having drugged your husband in order for you to trick him into accompanying you on this cruise as your unwilling and unwitting cuckold."
"That's not true!" shouted Carol. "I don't have to put up with this nonsense!"
"On the contrary, Mrs. Jones, you do have to put up with this. And it is most definitely not nonsense. You have been accused of a crime. Perhaps you wrongly presumed that, because you are on a ship, that you are not covered by the law of the land. Because we are proud to register our ships in Britain, whilst on board our ships you are held accountable under British law. But in any case, when you allegedly drugged your husband, we were still docked in Liverpool, before we departed."
Carol visibly sagged. "But it was never my intention to hurt my husband. The substance I gave him was guaranteed as being perfectly safe."
"Who by?" interjected the ship's doctor.
"By the website I bought it from," she explained. As she spoke, her voice faltered, because even to her own ears her reply seemed preposterous. The doctor made a harrumphing sound.
Aileen spoke up. "Mrs. Jones, I have conducted an investigation onboard the ship and I have been able to ascertain that you have been cheating on your husband for at least the last six months with members of a wife swapping and swinging club which calls itself the East Cheshire Swingers Club.
"You joined that club some six months ago. In fact, you joined under false pretenses, didn't you? In that you lied to them, you told them you had your husband's permission to have sex with their members, but that he didn't wish to participate. Is that correct?"
"I don't have to answer your questions!" Carol sneered, becoming angry.
Aileen replied: That's true. You don't. However, please wait a moment." She spoke into a small radio microphone on her uniform's lapel. "Please send them in. Thank you."
The door opened and Carol was mortified to be faced by two of the people with whom she had spent the previous night "sport bonking."
Aileen glared at her and said: "This is Mr. and Mrs. Langton. They tell me you know them. Is this true?"
Carol looked dumbstruck. Tears began to form in her eyes. She shook her head, unable to answer.
"Mrs. Langton, do you know Mrs. Jones?" asked Aileen.
"Yes. To my absolute regret and disgust I have to confirm that we do know her. Or at least, we thought that we did. About six months ago she asked if she could join our swinging club. She gave us a tale that I now know to be utter poppycock about her husband having no interest in sex, but that he didn't mind her joining a swinging club.
"She even presented us with a letter, purportedly from her husband, even signed by him, confirming that. But after what we have discovered since yesterday, we now realise that we, and her husband, have been deceived by this vile creature. We now presume the letter and the signature were faked."
She turned and faced Carol: "How could you, Carol? We trusted you! Your husband trusted you. You even sat at my dining table, and you ate the food that I had prepared, while you ate it, you lied to us. You lied to me! At my own dinner table! I'll never forgive you!"
Her husband added: "Needless to say, Carol, you are no longer welcome as a member of our club."
Mr. and Mrs. Langton nodded to the stunned audience and left the room.
Carol had begun to sob, with her face in her hands.
"Bloody hell, Carol," said Mike. "Not even your swinger friends want to have anything to do with you, now."
Captain McDonald said: "This meeting is now over. However, please be aware, Mrs. Jones, the evidence we have gathered and the remains of the drinks you gave your husband will be passed on to the police."
Everyone had left the room, save for Mike, Carol and Aileen.
Aileen looked at Carol and shook her head. "Women like you really piss me off, Carol. You and your kind. You lied to Mike, you cheated on him and you, you Sleekit wee bitch, you tricked him into going on an adult adventure cruise that would be a two week sexual adventure for you, but a fortnight of sheer, unending hell for him, as you turned him into your cuckold by drugging him.
"But let me tell you, your Mike, or your ex, Mike, is worth twenty of the men ye'll try to couple with on this cruise. And I should know. He tupped me just fine. And twice in one session! Four if you count the anal sex and the blowjob in the shower!"
Carol looked aghast and bemused at the same time. "But Mike's married to me. You can't..." she stopped, realising that she was being utterly hypocritical.



Mike and Aileen looked at her, cuddled together and Mike grinned at Carol and said, "I think you'll find that not only can she, that she did."
Carol left the room in tears, shattered by the unexpected turn of events.
Although members of the East Cheshire Swinging Club offered Mike their 'help' to get over what Carol had done to him, Mike graciously declined. After all, he was finding more than ample comfort from Aileen.
At the conclusion of the two weeks, the cruise ended, right on schedule, docking at Greenock as all cruises organised by the Wingless Roving Cruise Company did.
Mike was met by a luxury car with a driver, thoughtfully arranged (and paid for) by the cruise company to take him and his luggage back home to Cheshire.
Carol also had transport provided for her. A police car from the tiny Port of Liverpool Police Force, crewed by a driver and a member of its small CID department, took her back to Liverpool where she was charged with drugging her husband.
Under the advice of her Solicitor she entered a plea of "guilty," and received a three-year jail sentence for spiking Mike's drink. She actually got off lightly, as the maximum sentence for that offence in England and Wales is ten years.
Lightly is, perhaps, a relative term. Mike divorced her (it took four months as she didn't contest it), and as a result of her drugging him, Mike received the lion's share of the marital assets and she lost her job, too.
A couple of weeks after his divorce Mike visited Aileen in her lovely cottage in a small village not far from Greenock.
When she opened the door, they embraced and cuddled before they closed the door behind them. At the conclusion of the two weeks, the cruise ended, right on schedule, docking at Greenock as all cruises organised by the Wingless Roving Cruise Company did.
Mike realised that the closing of the door was, at least to him, symbolic in several ways as it was the closing of one chapter in his life and the opening of another.
Would his relationship with Aileen be just friends with benefits, or would it lead to something else, perhaps marriage?
Oddly enough, that was unimportant to Mike at that moment. What was important was that, whilst his ex-wife was starting her prison sentence for what she had done to him, he was now embarking on a sexual adventure of his own with Aileen.
And after that? Who knew what the future would hold? He didn't know, but he was eager to learn. This was his adventure.
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Damn it! It was 2AM, and Rob Mason, the Mayor of the small Mid-Western town of Blandings Crossings, was angry with his wife, Clarissa, again.
He had dropped any number of hints that it was unseemly for her, in her position of First Lady of the town, to keep going out and partying almost every night of the damn week.
She had sneered in his face and said, "First Lady, Rob? Don't make me laugh! You are a two-bit mayor of a two-bit town, so get real! Nobody cares what I do."
The next part of what she said she uttered it under her breath, probably hoping Rob wouldn't hear it, but he did. When she said, "Nobody cares what I do or who I do it with," it stung Rob and he knew that one way or another he would have his revenge on her.
He had turned to her and said: "Actions have consequences, Clarissa."
He would also have his revenge on the asshole, Harvey Clinker, the owner of Harvey's Tavern in the center of Blandings Crossings and the bastard who, Rob was reasonably sure, was, to use old British Navy expressions that Rob had picked up when he'd served in the US Navy in the UKs Devonport, splitting her whiskers or giving her a good portion.
They'd seemed quaint and highly amusing expressions at the time. Now? Now, maybe not so amusing and no longer all that quaint.
Rob had first been an agnostic, sort of, when it came to the Coronavirus. He had doubted if it was as serious as some people were saying, but he had watched with increasing horror some news coverage from Italy (of all places, poor Italy, where they'd enjoyed their honeymoon two decades previously) when he realised that he would be able to rig the situation in his favour and to really stick it to Clarissa and Harvey, and with no repercussions blowing back on him. In fact, if he played it right, he would look like the hero and not the villain.
He had received an official notification from the Governor of the state that included the following order:
"Prohibited activities. All public and private gatherings of any number of people occurring outside a single household or living unit are prohibited, except for the limited purposes permitted by this Executive Order. Pursuant to current guidance from the CDC, any gathering of more than ten people is prohibited unless exempted by this Executive Order. Nothing in this Executive Order prohibits the gathering of members of a household or residence.
"All places of public amusement, whether indoors or outdoors, including but not limited to, locations with amusement rides, carnivals, amusement parks, water parks, aquariums, zoos, museums, arcades, fairs, children's play centers, playgrounds, theme parks, bowling alleys, movie and other theaters, concert and music halls, and country Clubs, bars or social clubs shall be closed to the public".
It was the second paragraph that interested him, in particular. He had heard that Harvey liked to squire Clarissa at his tavern and then take her to his tawdry living quarters and have sex with her to the amusement of his regular customers who remained in the bar area, chugging down their beers, cheering on the adulterous pair.
Rob had called the Police Chief of the town's small police force into his Mayor's office. "Sit down, please, Tony". Chief Tony Draper had sat and waited for the Mayor to speak. He obviously had something on his mind.
"You have seen the latest orders from the Governor's office about the Coronavirus, COVID-19. At first, I was skeptical about it, the virus, but the latest reports from Italy and the rest of Europe gave me pause for thought. I think that we need to make sure that Blandings Crossings keeps on top of this thing.
"We need to ensure we have zero tolerance for any assholes who try to breach the lockdown. A friend of mine from the UK sent me a Facebook message the other day, apparently a police patrol found some idiots having a barbecue party outside an apartment block, and when they refused to disperse, the police officers tipped the barbecue over.
"We need to be as hard and as firm as that. If not more so. I want you to step up your patrols as much as you can and to make sure that anyone caught operating anything like that barbecue gets treated as firmly as you can. Any pubs, bars, taverns or amusement places in the town that are breaking the law, they must have the full weight of the law brought down on them, no matter who they are."
Tony nodded. "Anyone or any place you have in mind, especially?"
Rob gave the impression of someone who was doing some deep thinking. "Well, there's that amusement arcade on the Avenue, but under the new owners they seem to have got their act together. Thinking about it I'd guess the only place you might get problems with his Harvey's Tavern, on Cooke Street. That guy always seems to be pushing the boundaries just that little bit more, always trying to give the bird to the police and the authorities."
Tony gave him a regarding, searching look. "Sure, thing, Mayor. You are right about Harvey Clinker. His dad who opened the place back in the 1950s as an Italian restaurant was a different kettle of fish: he always kept it nice and respectable. If his oldest boy Alfonso hadn't died over there in 'Nam, Alfonso would have run the place and not that little waster, Harvey. Oh, well. All water under the bridge, now, but I'll make sure we keep tabs on Harvey and his tavern."
Originally, the tavern had been a high-quality Italian restaurant and modest hotel operated by Mario Bastini, who had come from the old country in the early 1950s.
After his father had died, Guido Bastini had decided to change his name to something more American, Harvey Clinker was what he chose, for some reason nobody had ever figured out, and he reopened Mario's as Harvey's Tavern, closing the hotel rooms because he was too lazy to keep operating them. The Italian cuisine was replaced with standard bar room crud.
"And I want to make sure that anyone found there is given the full power of the law, Tony. Anyone," added the mayor, forcefully.
Tony nodded and stood. "Okay, Mayor, I'll do that." He had guessed at the game the Mayor was playing, for he had also heard the rumors about what the Mayor's pretty, but pretty empty-headed, wife had been getting up to with Harvey Clinker.
He guessed that Clinker was still smarting that Rob had won Clarissa's heart fair and square back in High School, and that what he was doing was trying, all these years later, to earn some payback on Rob.
Even though they lived in a small town, and despite his wife's avowed disregard, there was still prestige in being the Mayor and Harvey was running a beat up and run-down tavern that had seen its glory days back in the 1960s and '70s under his father, and Harvey was the kind of guy who'd cut his nose off to spite his face.
Several times, for old time's sake, Tony had let some infractions by the tavern slide. He was beginning to wish that he hadn't.
The extra patrols worked because the Mayor's Office and the Police Department had issued a joint statement issuing a warning, everyone in town took it seriously. Everyone save Harvey Clinker, of course, and a few hardened drinkers who regarded his tavern as a second home.
Why did Harvey Clinker act like that? Because Harvey Clinker was a weird dude. It was like he was under the impression that his excretions bore no olfactory load.
Obviously, he decided that he would keep his bar open using the "lock in" technique where certain people were invited to visit the tavern and locked inside the premises, safe, at least in theory, from prying eyes.
Clarissa had a number of excuses ready for Rob to explain her absences from the house, but to her relief, he never questioned her. Her relief was misplaced, because had she been capable of rational thought (her rational thinking processes, never first rate at the best of times were dampened by being in that psychological state of "the affair fog") she would have realised that the reason that Rob didn't ask her for any excuses or reasons as to her absences (during a time of lockdown, for goodness sake!) was because he actually no longer cared to know where she went or who she was with.
After several days of patrolling and issuing minor citations to people caught wandering the streets for no valid reason or excuse, the police scored big time when they found a fairly large crowd of people hiding within Harvey's Tavern. At first, Harvey Clinker tried to face down the two patrol officers who had made the bust, but they reminded him that as they had "probable cause," they needed no warrant, so he was forced to allow them in.
The fact that Mrs. Mayor was quickly trying to do her blouse up did not go unnoticed by the officers. And they both wore bodycams, which were recording at the time...
They put a call in for backup and for vehicles to take their several prisoners into the County Jail, which, as was often the case in most small American towns and cities, was part of the City Hall Complex which formed the local government hub for the town and the surrounding county. And just along from the Mayor's office, too.
It was just after 2AM when Rob received the call that he had been both dreading and expecting. "Mr. Mayor, this is Chief Draper. We have launched a successful raid on Harvey's Tavern.
"As you and I suspected he would, he was trying to circumvent the lockdown regulations of the Governor. However, there's a potential complication, your wife was there and she was obviously not being a good wife, I will put it no stronger than that, but the two officers who made the bust were pretty disgusted by her actions, I'll say that much. You want me to let her go?"
Rob sighed. "No, Tony. I do not. I want you to process her the same as all the others you took in. She doesn't deserve any special treatment, even, or maybe that should be, especially, because she is my wife."
The next morning, Mayor Rob Mason was flanked by Police Chief Tony Draper and the City Manager, Andrea Hall, who were all socially distancing, as he held a press conference, via social media.
"Members of the press, you may already be aware that a group of people were arrested in the early hours of this morning by members of the Blandings Crossings Police Department at the premises of Harvey Clinker, Harvey's Tavern on Cooke Street.
"You might not be aware, however, that my 'wife' was one of those people who were arrested there. All I will say is that my wife is a mature, grown woman and that she knew the legal ramifications of what she was doing. Along with the other people in those premises, she and they knowingly and deliberately flouted the law.
"This law was not enacted to stop people having fun, it was enacted to keep people safe from the Coronavirus. There are people in our community and all over this nation, the world, in fact, who are especially vulnerable to the effects of this virus. People who are elderly, have lung conditions like asthma, or diabetes, high blood pressure and heart disease, who thoughtless, uncaring people like the folks at Harvey's Tavern are putting at risk.
"They and my wife now face a potentially stiff fines and lengthy jail sentences. That's just too bad, but they were all adults and they all know that actions have consequences."
"Mayor Mason, are you going to divorce your wife?" asked Dave Peters, the editor, chief reporter, typesetter and advertising sales manager of the town's sole surviving newspaper, The Weekly Reporter.
Rob gave an enigmatic shrug. "Like I said, Dave. Actions have consequences."
Out of the 20 people who had been in the tavern, 16 of them, including the mayor's wife, tested positive for COVID-19, and it was decided that they would be bailed out and allowed to live in the old hotel rooms at Harvey's Tavern, as their families rejected the idea of allowing them home.
They cleaned the rooms up as best they could, and the Red Cross donated blankets and bedding to put on the musty and lumpy mattresses that had been left in the rooms for the past 25 years.
Clarissa begged her husband to allow her to come home. Rob declined saying: "I don't have the virus, you do. I don't want it, so you have to stay and live with your lover and his cronies."
"But I want to come home" she sobbed.
"That's too bad, Clarissa. Because like I told you, actions have consequences."
The divorce papers would be served as soon as his lawyer could arrange it. Well, there was no hurry. And after all, it wasn't as if he didn't know where she was, now.
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Penny Dreadful was not her real name, obviously. Her real name was Penelope Jones. She had been married to her husband, Roger Jones, for seven years. Her behaviour had, for several of those years, been pretty dreadful, even though Roger hadn't known that at the time.
They had had a good, loving marriage, but the problem was that although Penny (to use an old expression) scrubbed up well, she was, to use another equally old expression, no better than she should be.
She had cheerfully acknowledged to having been a bit of a slut whilst she had been a student at the John Moores University in Liverpool (a university named after a home shopping catalogue magnate, a bit like the Montgomery Ward building at Northwestern University in Evanston, Illinois), but as Roger had studied for his degree at The University of East Anglia in Norfolk, he had never heard of what debauched behaviour she had gotten up to from any mutual friends.
After they had both graduated and returned to their hometown of Birmingham, they had met, started dating, got married and moved to Shrewsbury, a market town and the county town of Shropshire, a county to the north of Birmingham. Shrewsbury was only 47 or so miles from Birmingham, and was a good town for a young married couple to settle in.
They both had good jobs, although under the lockdown Penny had found herself furloughed, whilst Roger was able to work from home.
Shrewsbury had a good nightlife, a theatre, art galleries, a couple of cinemas and not one but two Wetherspoon pubs (one was a fairly large hotel), a large number of other bars and pubs and a great deal of original medieval architecture. Besides which, Chester and Liverpool weren't all that far away, nor was Manchester and Birmingham was close enough. And there were two cinemas in Telford, which was between Shrewsbury and Birmingham.
However, the Coronavirus lockdown meant they were trapped in their three bedroom detached house that was just over the other side of the river, in Longden Coleham.
She had come to him, two weeks into the lockdown. It was just a little after breakfast. "Roger," she'd said to him. "I need to go shopping. They are only allowing one member of each family to go into a shop, and as you have a call this afternoon with your colleagues in California, I think it's best if I do the shopping.
"I need to visit Wilko, Morrison's and perhaps Sainbury's and Boots, too. Maybe even The Range. I expect to have to queue for at least 30 minutes to an hour at each shop, so I don't expect to be home early. In fact, I expect to be away for a total of up to four or five hours or so, but it depends how it goes, really, I suppose."
He kissed her goodbye and she looked at him, with a long, lingering look. He couldn't understand why. Not until later. She climbed into her Audi and drove off, heading into the town of Shrewsbury.
He wondered why she was looking so pensive? Was it the Coronavirus lockdown? Some experts had speculated that some people might suffer mental ill-health as a result of the isolation brought about by the virus shutdown, but surely not Penny? She'd be good, he reasoned. A nice gin and tonic with a couple of cubes of ice was their medicine of choice. He chuckled to himself as he closed the front door behind her.
He decided against checking on the news, as there was nothing but bullshit about the lockdown, plus the activities of some fools who were breaking the lockdown rules and who the press had dubbed as COVIDiots. He grinned, he quite liked that term for them.
Every day, he and Penny took a long walk; they'd go through Longden Coleham, passing the Cross Foxes, then over the English Bridge, then through town, go past the Boathouse, walk round with the River Severn to their left, pass the Crown pub and then back home. Along with every other restaurant or pub, all of those watering holes were closed due to the lockdown. He especially missed the beers at the Cross Foxes and the home cooked food at the Crown.
Sometimes they went the other way round, just to vary their walking route. They noticed that the usual British reticence had been, in the main, replaced with cheery greetings and admonitions to "stay safe" and calls of "God Bless!" Obviously, at a safe social distance. So, he had mused to Penny one evening, perhaps the pandemic was having a positive impact, at least on British society?
Penny had nodded absently as they had returned to their house in Belle Vue Road.
An hour after she left on her shopping trip, he walked up the stairs to clean his teeth in the ensuite bathroom that was off the main bedroom and he saw, propped up on the pillows, a large A4 sized white envelope that bore the large laser printed notice: "Please read me."
He walked over to the bed, opened the envelope, which wasn't sealed, took out the contents and began to read. What he began to read made him sit heavily on the side of the bed.
"My darling, dearest Roger. This is the hardest thing that I have ever had to do, writing this letter to you.
I am typing it on my computer and printing it out, because if I wrote it out in pen and ink I doubt that I could do it without sobbing my heart out and dripping tears on the pages and smearing the ink.
Although I still love you a very, very great deal, I am leaving you for another man, a man who, and this is no slight on you, I love more than I love you. And yes, clichéd though this might be, it is Phillip, your best friend from childhood, the man who was your best man at our wedding.
And despite what you might, wrongly, suppose, I still consider that you were my best man at our wedding.
Please do understand, Phil and I never intended for this to happen, it's just that we fell in love. He is the love of my life, my soul mate, my man of my destiny. The man of my fate.
I am so, so sorry to leave you in this abrupt and, I admit, utterly cowardly way. But I could not do it in person, to see your kind, lovely, loving face as I told you that I was leaving you for your best friend, I could not have done that to you.
And yes, Phil does still consider you to be his best friend, even though he and I both know that, at least in the short term, you will no longer consider him to be your best friend. Who am I trying to kid? You will possibly hate him forever. And probably me, too, for that matter.
I know that you had suspicions about the relationship between us, Philip and I, but we were able to convince you that you were mistaken and paranoid and wrong about us.
When we realised that what we had been doing was, in effect, gaslighting you and that our efforts to twist your reality around so that truth became lies and facts blurred into fiction had caused you to have your nervous breakdown, we were horrified. Please let me tell you that Philip and I were absolutely mortified and beside ourselves with grief and regret over what we had caused to happen to you.
This is why we both got together and paid for your therapy with the counsellor, Diana Baker. Because we both felt so terribly guilty about what we had done to you. It caused some rows between Phil and I, but fortunately or unfortunately depending on one's viewpoint, we got through it and remained together as a couple, Phil and I.
We actually had counselling ourselves because of what we had done to you, both as a couple and by ourselves. Before you start to wonder, we didn't have the counselling with Diana Baker, as we felt that would have been wrong and would have been taking the piss out of you, and we both felt badly enough about how we had treated you, without doing something like that.
Besides, I doubt that Diana would have allowed that to happen. In case you are wondering, we had our counselling with some older, hippy chap over the border in Wales, in Machynlleth.
We cooled our relationship for a while, when you were ill. We just didn't feel right in continuing having a full sexual relationship whilst you were ill, and that your illness had been, in effect, at our causing. Obviously, we still continued having sex, but not as often. Sorry to have to reveal this, but I feel I need to be honest and not prevaricate, here.
After you got better and were able to stop taking the medication from the Doctor, Phil and I re-started our relationship. Well, it hadn't ever stopped, really, to be perfectly honest.
I suppose that without the COVID-19 lockdown starting we would have continued on as before, me sneaking off to have time with Phil and then coming back to you. But those first two weeks of the lockdown, being forced not to be with my Phil at all, trapped with you, my loving but clueless spouse, made me realise that I needed to leave you and to go and live with Phil at his cottage near Machynlleth.
I feel that I need to offer you some level of reassurance, here. You have done nothing wrong. Absolutely nothing. Phil is not more handsome than you, and I'm not sure if you men are really concerned or worried about this kind of thing, but his penis is not much larger than yours, nor does he make love better than you do. It's just that he and I have fallen in love and that's all there is to it, really.
Phil and I know that my leaving you alone at the time of lockdown is a very, very cruel thing to do. So to try and make your solitude and loneliness a little bit easier to cope with we have paid for yearlong subscriptions in your name for Amazon Prime, Netflix, Britbox, BFI Player and Now TV. Just to keep your mind off things, a bit.
Also, and we aren't taking the piss, really, we have opened and paid for a couple of accounts with dating apps for you. Obviously, you might not be wanting to look for dates under the circumstances of how we are splitting up and the bloody lockdown, but we felt that option should be there for you, if you want to take advantage of it.
And it's obvious that you'll be feeling hurt, bewildered and confused about what is happening to you. There are a number of websites set up to help people who, and it's sticking in my throat, this, it really is, have been cheated on by their wife or husband. Why does this stick in my throat? Because I don't really like to think of myself as being a cheater. But that's what I am. A cheater.
Anyway, there's a smaller envelope inside the larger envelope and in it there are all the account details for the TV and film services, plus the website details for the website that is aimed at spouses who have been cheated on.
We thought about opening an account for you there, but we decided that would be too rude and presumptuous of us, so we are just supplying you with the website address. If you want to visit them and maybe sign up for an account, that's entirely your decision.
Clearly you will need some counselling to help you get through this, so we have paid for up to 20 sessions for you with Diana. I know you liked her and built up a good rapport with her. I liked her when I had that joint session with you and her. I expect she will be very cross with me for what I have done. Oh, well. I'm sure she'll cope.
I know that you were very interested when we visited the Victorian Steam Pumping Station round the corner from our house, last year. After the Coronavirus lockdown is over, why don't you find out about volunteering, there? The chaps we spoke to seemed to get on very well with you, so I think you'd fit in well with them, even though you'd be the youngest one there!
Please, Roger, don't hide yourself away. You must seek out a new woman, one who can be more faithful to you than I was capable of being. Perhaps at some point down the line you, Phil, myself and your new woman can all meet up together and have dinner. Perhaps it might even become a regular thing?
I do know that, despite what you might think or believe, Phil still values your friendship very much, so he and I would like that to happen and for us to, somehow, if this isn't too much of an imposition on you, keep in touch in some way.
All my love,
Penny
PS I am not looking at a divorce at the moment, but if you want a divorce, I'll perfectly understand why and I hope it could be as amicable as possible.
PPS because I knew you might be relying on the shopping I said I'd bring, I have arranged for a delivery from Morrisons, but they can't get here until 11PM tonight.
Roger carefully put the letter down on what had been Penny's pillow, which still carried her scent. 'Funny,' he thought, 'I never realised that betrayal smelt of Lancôme.'
He walked down into the lounge, picked up his phone and scrolled through his contacts until he found the number for Diana, his counsellor.
She answered after a couple of rings: "Hi... Roger? Long time no speak. Is everything okay?" She sounded doubtful. Former clients rarely, if ever, phoned her to say how well they were doing.
"Hi, Diana. No. Not really. Penny has left me. It turns out that my suspicions were correct. She and Phil were, are, having an affair. She has left me for Phil.
"But they have very kindly pre-paid for some counselling sessions for me with you."
"The fucking bastards!" Diana shouted. "Guilt money? So that was why my bank account was suddenly healthier than I was expecting it to be, this morning?
"After I messed up so badly with you the last time, after all, I didn't spot that they really were cheating on you, do you want me to help you? If not, I know several other therapists who could help you, a couple over in Telford and another in Bridgnorth, who could work with you?"
"No, thank you Diana. You couldn't know that they were cheating on me. You are a counsellor not a bloody private eye. Besides, you know my whole backstory, and I feel comfortable with you. When can we start, please?"
"I can book you in at 11AM tomorrow, I can either do Zoom, Google Groups, Microsoft Teams, Skype or WhatsApp. Which do you prefer, Roger?"
"Let's go for it with Zoom. It's what I'm used to for work."
"Great," replied Diana. "To be perfectly honest, I think I'd prefer to send that blood money back to them and not charge you for your sessions. That way they'll not be able to pay away the guilt. Plus, due to the fact that I feel awkward about having not sussed things out last year when I was counselling you, I think I should cover the cost of your counselling. Maybe see you as an NHS patient, perhaps?"
"Okay, Diana, I'll leave that up to you. But I think you should keep the money. After all, what happened wasn't your fault."
"Oh, Roger! Bless you for saying that! On your advice, I'll keep the money. And I'll see you tomorrow at 11AM. I have your email address, so I'll send you the Zoom invitation over."
They ended the call.
Shrewsbury is not far from Machynlleth, just under an hour and a half on the A458, so by the time Roger had read the letter, Penny was well on her way to the home of her lover. Phil lived in a pleasant cottage up a mountainside not far from the town.
She knew she had crossed the border several miles previously when she saw the multilingual sign: "Croeso i Gymru: Welcome to Wales." It never ceased to intrigue Penny that the Welsh language was so complicated that Wales could be either Cymru or Gymru, depending on the circumstances. Plus the word "araf" which meant "slow" was painted on the roads at intervals.
As she approached the start of the lane leading to the cottage she saw that it was blocked by two cars bearing the words "Heddlu" and "Police."
As she stopped, two uniformed police officers approached her. "Excuse me, madam, but could you please state your business, today?"
She replied, easily, because she had no sense of foreboding, "Yes, officer. I live with my... boyfriend up at Ty Bach Cottage, in Mynydd Lane, just behind you."
"Ty Bach, you say?" The officer's voice sounded strained. "I'm sorry, madam, but there's been a bit of an incident, I'm afraid. The owner of the cottage, Phylip Pryce, is in hospital, over at the Royal Shrewsbury Hospital, taken by air ambulance, he was. He got into a fight this morning with a local farmer. Seems the farmer caught Mr. Pryce at it with his wife and the farmer took an exception to it!"
His colleague shouted at him in Welsh: "Rydych chi'n damnio idiot! Rydych chi'n siarad gyda'i gariad! Dangos rhywfaint o barch!"
The original officer went bright red and stumbled out an apology. "Sorry, miss, but the cottage is a crime scene at present. You can't go there."
"But where can I go? What can I do?"
The officer, trying to be helpful, said: "Take the A458 to Shrewsbury and follow the signs to the hospital, in Shrewsbury?"
She nodded, thanked them and turned around. She was in tears as she drove away. One of the things that her time with Philip, or Phylip, as the Welsh spelt the name, had taught her was enough conversational Welsh to realise that the other policeman had shouted at his colleague: "You damn idiot! You're talking to his girlfriend! Show some respect!"
But was she Philip's girlfriend? Really? No! Not really! She had burnt her bridges with Roger and had found out that her supposed lover, Phil Pryce had been, apparently, screwing his way through the neighbouring farmers' wives.
She stopped at the end of the lane. Now sobbing, shamed and facing the possibility of being homeless in her bloody Audi during the lockdown, as hotels weren't taking bookings, she did the only thing she could. She inputted the Royal Shrewsbury Hospital into her car's navigation system and headed back toward Shrewsbury.
"Let's see that bastard worm his way out of this," she said to a startled crow on a hedgerow as she started her journey back to Shrewsbury.
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George awoke. He felt a little strange. He looked at the bedside clock and it said 9AM, which was unusual as he never overslept, especially not on this day, as it was a very special day for him and his wife, Donna, and her two daughters. Mary and Clara always, but always, put on a very special day for his birthday, as they had ever since they had come into his life six years previously.
Donna had been married to Charlie for 16 years, they had brought two delightful children into the world, had operated a highly successful business together until Charlie had, apparently, decided that he was tired of being a husband and a father, had left a major cash payment to Donna, had signed the business over to her and had, in effect, simply abandoned Donna and the girls and run away to "find himself."
Several years later and after extensive counselling for Donna, mutual friends had brought George and Donna together on a blind date, and after dating for nearly a year (and getting the approval of Mary and Clara, something that George had acknowledged as being very important), they were officially a couple.
George had asked Donna to marry him, but she had tactfully declined his invitation. The reasons that she gave him sounded quite sensible and reasonable to George: trust issues, once bitten twice shy, etc, so he took her refusal with very good grace. However, as Donna had pointed out, that didn't mean she didn't love him, and she invited him to come and live with her and the girls at their large apartment. That is what happened.
From his first birthday with him they treated it almost as if it was the birthday of a minor member of a royal family. They'd treat him to a cooked breakfast that they'd prepared themselves, then there would be gifts or tickets to a concert or a game. Nothing was too good for George.
Obviously, George was not a replacement for Charlie, nor did he try to become such, but Donna and the girls made sure that they knew he was loved and appreciated by them all.
This was why he was puzzled as to the lack of activity in the apartment. He got up, abluted, dressed and walked into the kitchen. Donna was sitting at the table and she had a look on her face that was both determined and pensive.
"Morning, Donna," he said. "Sorry, I overslept. Where are the girls?"
Donna replied "Morning, George. The girls went out early today. I asked them to go out, as I wanted to have a private talk with you.
"Please, sit down. The reason you overslept is because I gave you one of my sleeping pills last night. This was so you'd get a good night's sleep, also so you'd be asleep when the girls went out.
"I wanted the girls out of the apartment because I have something very important to say to you. It's like this... Charlie, my husband, is coming back home to be with myself and his daughters."
George felt stunned by this totally unexpected development. "Don't you mean your ex-husband, Charlie?"
"No, George. I never, actually, got around to divorcing Charlie, so we are still married. Still husband and wife."
George looked at her, at this stage he was bewildered but was becoming angrier by the second. "So, where the hell does that leave us, Donna? I thought you and I were happy together? Or wasn't that the case for you?"
"Oh, George!" she sounded sympathetic, "Of course I was happy with you. As were the girls, as are the girls, I should say. It's not that I wasn't happy with you, it's just that you aren't Charlie."
"I never tried to be Charlie, I never tried to replace him, I only ever tried to be me for you and the girls."
"Yes, that's true and I know that, I appreciate what you did for me and the girls, but Charlie is coming back home."
"So that means that there's no place for me in your lives? That I just have to get the hell out?"
She nodded, a sympathetic smile on her face. "That's a harsh way to put it, George, but, yes, ultimately that's the situation."
"Any reason why you chose today to do this?"
"Not really. Why do you ask?"
"Because today is my birthday and..." before he could finish, she let out a small shriek. "Oh, shit! In all the excitement I guess the girls and I overlooked that. I know we have made a long tradition out of making your birthday a very special day for you. Damn. I'm so sorry. Look, we'll arrange something for later this evening, if that's okay?"
He shook his head. "To be honest, under the circumstances I can't quite see the point. Why bother yourselves?"
His anger that had been brewing had abruptly become replaced with feelings of loss and despair. "What was it I got so wrong, Donna that you feel the need to throw me out of your lives like this?"
Donna looked distressed. "No! No, George! Please don't think like that! It's not your fault, there's nothing you did, or didn't do. It's just that you aren't Charlie, our Charlie, and our Charlie is coming back and..."
"I see. So, yeah, I guess I should be pleased that I was an adequate substitute, a placeholder until your real man came back into your lives."
Donna began dabbing at her eyes. "George, please understand that you were never a substitute, or a placeholder, you were our George. I hope you accept that?"
He shrugged. "But now I'll always think that this is why you never accepted my proposal of marriage because you always hoped that King Charles would come back and the Pretender, George would then be made to skulk away." He noticed that Donna flinched a little so he realised his remark had struck home, somewhat. She never corrected his impression.
"How long do I have, Donna?"
"Well, Charlie won't be back for two weeks, so you have two weeks to look for a new place to live. If you like, the girls and I will help you choose an apartment and help you fit it out."
Whatever," he muttered. Was he being disrespectful? He damn well hoped so.
He would get justice against Donna, as he always repaid slights with considerable interest.
Eventually, Donna stood up. She approached George and tried to kiss him, but he pulled away. "I'm sorry you are taking this so badly, George. I realise now that you will not have to go to work, because you always book your birthday off. I have to go to work, I have some very important meetings, however, I'll be back here at five, along with the girls and we can all discuss the situation together to work out the best way forward. For what it's worth I am very, very sorry."
After she had left, George pulled out his smartphone and used it to book a service called Instant Movers. Normally, he'd have to wait several days for an opening, but as luck would have it they had a cancellation at one PM that afternoon.
He quickly bagged up all his clothing and found a couple of boxes into which he put his iPod, which held all his music, his computer, his tablet and some important paperwork.
In the meantime, he had put in a call to a friend of his who rented out apartments. Could he help him with an apartment rental? Yes, he could. The only thing was, he hadn't had time to have it cleaned to his high standards, would George mind doing his own cleaning, cleaning up the mess left behind by someone else?
George laughed, a little. After all, wasn't that what he was already doing, cleaning up the mess left behind by someone else?
The thing about George, as his many friends and acquaintances would attest, once he made a decision he worked hard to ensure it was actioned immediately, if not sooner.
So it was when later that day Donna and her two daughters were sat in a coffee shop wondering how to sandbag George to make him somehow accept the unacceptable, George was giggling to himself about using a wooden floor cleaning spray with the intriguing name of Bona, some Goo Gone (what HAD that family who had the apartment before him spilled?) and some Lysol wipes.
There were tears at both venues. Finding out that you are being, willingly, replaced by your wife (for such did George think of Donna) and your step-children by the fucking loser who had just dumped them over a decade ago and done a runner to South America, or so George had heard, is enough to make any grown man cry at least a little.
Over the next two weeks everyone reached a "new normal" with varying degrees of satisfaction.
Donna and the girls had howled and cried a bit, too. After all, George was a kind, loving man, who certainly didn't deserve any of the shit they were busily shovelling on him, right?
They accepted they needn't have done this. It was all their fault, what was happening to George. But It would be worth it, after all, because Charlie was coming back, right? The girls could barely remember what Charlie had been like, though Donna had kept his memory alive in them, even though he'd shown almost no interest in Donna or the girls since he had abandoned them.
Still, the fact that they had had to sacrifice George's happiness for their own expected future happiness with Charlie, of sainted memory, was something that the three females had tried to bury deep. George would make out; George would do okay, but if only he would let them know he was doing okay. He had cut off all communication with them, and for good reason they realised.
George was doing fine without them. In fact, whenever his treacherous heart turned to thinking of Donna, Mary and Clara he would put his music on and rock out The Pasadenas - "I'm Doing Fine Now." "Without you baby!" he'd sing along. Okay, so his singing wasn't the best, but it was heartfelt and in the groove.
He realised the fact that Donna had never married him was a blessing, because (after having STD tests, well you never can be too careful, can you?) he was able to start dating again. It was only simple, baby steps at first, but when the story of what Donna had done to him spread round the office, he found that there were plenty of single women who would want to at least go out for drinks and a meal with George
Finally, the day came when Charlie asked his family to come and meet him at the airport.
As she waited in the airport post-security arrivals area with her daughters, Donna's mind was a whirling kaleidoscope of mixed emotions and thoughts: "Now! Now I have the chance to have my family back together, me, Mary, Carla and Charlie. My Charlie." Suddenly, unbidden, she saw an image of George and her heart, just for an instant, broke for him. "I'll have to make it up to George." She thought, though she knew this idea was just a delusional sop to her conscience.
She heard some footsteps in high heels clack-clack-clacking unsteadily on the tiled floor. She saw her... it... Him... her? Tottering toward them. It was obviously a transsexual; it wore a lumpen figure-hugging dress and above its disaster area make-up job was a dreadful hideous blond wig.
As it approached them, damn, Donna realised she must use better pronouns, she reached toward them and said in affected and exaggerated tones: "Don't you want to come and hug your husband and your daddy, Charles? Though I must admit that I prefer to go by the name Charlotte, after I had the last of my sex reassignment surgeries down there in Brazil."
The lyrics to the 1980s hit "Karma Chameleon" began to play in Donna's mind, as she slumped to the ground in front of her horrified daughters.
When the story of the over 6 foot tall transsexual having "Man! She ugly!" having to explain to airport security why she he or they (preferred pronouns mean nothing to an embittered female security agent who didn't give a damn about preferred pronouns) had a woman spark out on the floor before him got back to George he couldn't stop laughing until he was in tears. That, he decided, would be karma enough. Unless he could get bodycam footage? He grinned at the though.
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According to the Paul Simon song there are 50 Ways to Leave Your Lover. But, in general, all 50 of those ways will hurt your lover like hell. That's me. Mike Collins. Truisms-R-Us.
There's a very important corollary there. Because if there are 50 ways to leave your lover, there are also 50 ways to love your leaver. The one who is leaving you. Betraying you. Hurting you.
Did I mean corollary? Probably not. But, and I quote from the great Lewis Carroll, "When I use a word," Humpty Dumpty said, in rather a scornful tone, "it means just what I choose it to mean, neither more nor less." "The question is," said Alice, "whether you can make words mean so many different things." "The question is," said Humpty Dumpty, "which is to be master, that's all."
How did I find out that my wife, my wife and lover, was considering leaving me? She began the process of inadvertently clueing me in by quietly humming, singing or whistling snatches of 50 Ways to Leave Your Lover at random and often not particularly appropriate moments. All the bleedin' time. Sometimes even whilst looking at me, but in that special way people have when they are trying not to be obvious. And thus making it all the more obvious.
The kicker, as far as I was concerned, was when we went out to an expensive restaurant to celebrate our fifth wedding anniversary and she was humming it sotto voce as we walked through the doors of the restaurant. The restaurant in question? It was the very posh and pricey Italian restaurant on Penfold Street, called Mostri Vili. No expense spared for the love of my life, of course.
The look on her face as we were shown to our table was a mixed bag of emotions. Sympathy, a touch of loss, and was there just a soupçon of sneeriness, too? Yes. Sadly, there was. But there was no love there. Not really.
I'd hoped to be able to use this, the occasion of our fifth wedding anniversary, to rekindle our relationship and our marriage, but that hope was choked off by her attitude.
Fifth wedding anniversary gifts are, by tradition, made from wood, but I realised then that she couldn't give a wooden nickel for our marriage. An odd expression that I'd picked up from an American film, I beg its pardon, I mean movie, some years ago.
Sadly that expression seemed very apposite. I'd already bought her a necklace with an absolutely exquisite gemstone that was a cleverly polished piece of petrified wood, suspended from a solid gold chain. Together they had cost me about £350. However, the shocked look of guilt on her face when I presented it to her at the restaurant with the special fifth anniversary card that I'd spent about an hour choosing and the bottle of Taittinger Comtes de Champagne Blanc de Blanc 2002 (it had cost me over £200) was priceless.
Oops! Guess what? She hadn't bought me anything for our anniversary, not even a fucking greeting card, from ASDA, which pretty much backed up my assumption that she'd be using at least one of Paul Simon's 50 Ways to Leave Your Lover on me. And fairly soon. Me. Her former lover. Because I knew now, or rather had come to terms with the fact that, although I was her lover, she was no longer my lover.
And that was me. I loved my leaver, but she didn't know that I knew that was her end game. Well, probably her end game.
Had she got someone else already lined up? Or someone she was already seeing in a romantic fashion? Or even someone she was already playing hide the sausage with? I found the lack of any intimacy in our relationship of late rather telling.
Probably "yes" to any of those options because Louise was risk averse. Which was why I was finding the idea of her cheating on me to be such a shock. Because it just wasn't like her, the Louise that I had come to know and to love.
Or perhaps over the eight years we'd been together she'd only allowed me to see what she wanted me to see? And if that was the case, well, it was bloody depressing, to be honest. As I said, I found the lack of any intimacy in our relationship hurtful...? Yes. That. Hurtful. Adjective.
Causing hurt or injury; injurious; harmful. And some of the synonyms for hurtful are damaging,
Destructive, distressing, harmful, malicious, nasty, unkind, upsetting, cutting, evil, poisonous, spiteful and wounding.
Bed time that night was a rather chilly affair. Even though it was in the middle of early summer.
Next morning I did what I always do at times of crisis. I called my good friend Carol and invited her out for coffee.
No! Get your mind out of the gutter! How dare you! Carol and I had been best friends since our very early teens and, although we went to our school's Prom Ball together, we never actually dated, as such.
The school's then headmistress had seen Grease at the local cinema and she'd thought that what worked on the big screen depiction of 1950s America would work for a British secondary modern school in the late 1970s. So she had launched the school's prom ball.
By the time Carol and I attended the school several years later the original headmistress had long since retired to a villa in Portugal or Spain and had left her mark because the school was renamed after her as the Daphne Barker School, this was before she had died, an almost unheard of event in the UK. Normally they only like to name stuff after dead people. And the school prom is still a major part of the school's timetable, even today.
Where the hell was I? Oh, yes. Even though we'd been mates forever, Carol and I, we had never thought about going to bed together, well, I had, but she hadn't, because she was 100% gay.
She'd let me down very gently by saying if she ever did go straight, she would go 'straight' to me. So there you are. Not only did she let me down very gently, she made me smile at the same time. So our relationship continued to be purely platonic. As it happened she was between romantic relationships at that point.
We met up in our favourite coffee shop (the branch of Costa that's on the High Street, not the one on the retail park) I had my usual, the Salted Caramel Crunch Coffee Frostino with Cream and a shot of coffee, Carol had her usual, a Caramel Cortado.
She looked at me and said: "OK, Mike, what's wrong?"
"I think Louise is cheating on me."
She took a sip of her drink and was obviously in thought for several seconds before she responded. "What makes you think that?"
I explained about the indifference, the lack of sexual intimacy, well, any intimacy, to be honest, the sneers, the lack of even a card on our anniversary and the constant singing, whistling or humming of 50 Ways to Leave Your Lover.
I had hoped, vaguely, that Carol would tell me off for overthinking things and being an idiot. Instead she patted my hand and said, with sympathy, "Well, that's not looking too good, is it?
"When I was studying for my psychology degree one of my lecturers asked us to read the non-science fiction mystery short stories by the American Science Fiction author Professor Isaac Asimov.
"At first I didn't like the idea but he persisted, telling me that Asimov's mystery short stories would be helpful in my psychology studies and, to my surprise, I found out that he was right. The one story that is relevant here, well, tangentially relevant, I suppose, was the mystery story "Yankee Doodle Went to Town" in which a suspect had, when under pressure whilst being interrogated, kept humming the old American tune Yankee Doodle Went to Town, because it contained a clue to the case that was being investigated.
"I think that what Louise is inadvertently doing is humming 50 Ways to Leave Your lover, because she is thinking very seriously about leaving you. Or in a sense, has already left you.
"However, I can't be sure that she is thinking of leaving you, or even, worst case scenario, is actually cheating on you until I can see her for myself. As you know after earning my degree in psychology and then my MA, my PhD was in the applied use of body language and, if that cow is cheating on you, I'll be able to identify it by watching her interactions with you. Obviously we'll all have to all be together, but we can do that this evening if I pop round on one of my impromptu visits. As it happens I owe Louise a couple of recipes and when we sit and have drinks I can monitor her behaviour and I'll be able to report back to you tomorrow."
I thanked her for her help. She nodded, finished her coffee and stood up, giving me a brief hug. "Look, hopefully it'll be nothing and she isn't cheating on you, OK?"
We hugged, parted with a brief kiss and I headed back to my office. Being a sole trader and answerable to no one else has its advantages.
That evening Carol brought the recipes round and she, Louise and myself shared a nice bottle of wine from the Halfpenny Green Winery over in the West Midlands. We'd bought a couple of mixed cases by mail and this particular bottle was a nice white wine called Black Country Gold.
I'd tried to 'normalise' the evening by picking up a few snacks and nibbles on the way home as I often did when Carol was coming round, and we had Classic FM on in the background. Inconsequentially I noticed that the presenter that evening was John Suchet, the brother of David Suchet, the actor famed for presenting a particularly good characterisation of Agatha Christie's Hercule Poirot.
Whenever I am stressed or upset I find my mind doesn't wander, instead it has a laser-like focus on the inconsequential minutiae of life. I mean, the wine? The radio presenter? His brother? Who cares, right? But that's how I deal with shitty situations.
Despite everything that I suspected was going on we had a pretty good evening and out of the corner of my eye I noticed that Carol was observing Louise very closely indeed. Louise, however, was utterly oblivious. So utterly oblivious that a snatch of 50 Ways to Leave Your Lover left her lips as she hummed quietly away, much to Carol's bemusement.
We said goodbye to Carol at 10pm and by 11pm Louise and I were in bed. She was probably asleep almost immediately, but for me? Sleep didn't come that easily.
Unusually the next morning Louise had left the house before I woke up. I vaguely remembered that she'd mentioned something about an early staff meeting at the school she taught at. I took a shower, ate a quick breakfast and left for my office which was in the High Street a few doors away from my favourite Costa.
As soon as I got into the office my phone chimed to advise me that I had a text message. It was from Carol. Could I meet her as soon as possible, please, at the Costa?
I texted back in the affirmative setting our meeting for 9.00, which gave me enough time to go through my emails and reply to a couple of important ones.
When I arrived at the Costa, Carol had already got our drinks and had snagged us a table as far away from the windows as possible.
"Hi, Mike. Look, let's not beat around the bush on this. Having closely observed Louise yesterday evening, I'd have to say that I am 99% certain that she is cheating on you. The body language signs were all there. Negative cluster clues, how dismissive she was of you, but in a very subtle way, or so she thought, plus she didn't seem to be into PDAs, public displays of affection. I mean, she's usually very lovey-dovey with you if we're all together, but what she was doing last night seemed false, almost as if she was having to force herself to be normal with you. And humming that fucking tune like she did? What the hell was that all about?
"And she wasn't able to look you in the eye, almost as if she were ashamed of something."
My shoulders slumped. I'd been fearing, expecting bad news from Carol about Louise, but I'd hoped that my suspicions were wrong. But they weren't.
Carol reached over to me and squeezed my hand, briefly. "I know, Mike, I know. You wanted me to be able to tell you that your suspicions were unfounded, I'm sorry I couldn't do that for you."
I gave her a smile, it was probably weak, but it was the best I could manage. "Carol, I'm just grateful that you were able to help me. Without your help, I'd be clueless. I'm just so pleased that you had the skills and abilities to help me."
"What are you going to do next, Mike?"
"I'm going to hire a private investigator to find out who she is having an affair with. You don't know any private eyes, do you?" I grinned, so she'd know I was only joking about that.
She got my joke and she said: "Sorry! I don't know any. You'll have to Boogle or Ging them!"
I laughed at her Spoonerism joke. Spoonerisms were an in joke between the two of us that dated back to our childhood friendship. We'd seen an episode of the Two Ronnies show when Ronnie Barker took off the 19th century academic Dr William Spooner and we had played with the idea of Spoonerisms on and off for years. It had always irritated Louise. Well, BFD, bitch!
"I'll do that," I said.
We parted company and, back in my office, I Boogled and Ginged Private Detectives in our town. It wasn't as easy as it seemed. Several of the local Private Detectives listed weren't, despite their claims, really local, they were national outfits masquerading as local firms. One ship of fools actually had what they described as "blogs for their local offices" which were exactly the same blog posts word-for-word for all 50 of their so-called local offices. Even more pitiful when they all appeared on the same site.
A couple of others seemed to be fantasies run by people who had seen too many episodes of Magnum PI as kids. I was on the point of giving up when I noticed a listing for Decectif Investigations. Which actually had a genuine local address which was only two streets away from my office.
I phoned them and was fortunate enough to get an appointment for later that afternoon. Apparently they'd had a cancellation. Someone's loss, my gain, I thought to myself.
At 3pm I was in the offices of Decectif, meeting with the principal, ex-Detective Sergeant Geoff Lithgoe.
He explained that he had spent 24 years in the local police force having started as a police cadet at the local Police Force College, becoming a Police Constable at 18, and being promoted to Sergeant at 26. After a year he had become a Detective Sergeant. Although he had passed his Inspector's exams, he found that his progression to Inspector had been stymied because priority for promotions was being given to new recruits who, as university graduates, had been taken on under the Accelerated Promotion Programme, and were being promoted over his head.
He'd been able to wangle an offer of redundancy which virtually protected his pension and he had quit to launch his agency just after his 40th birthday. Now, five years on he employed (on a freelance basis) several of his former colleagues and one ex-Royal Military Police officer who had finished his time as a Captain in its Special Investigations Branch. Plus a technician who was an expert in covert surveillance who still worked part time for the local police.
Geoff had me sign a contract between Detectif and myself and he asked for a £500 down payment which we completed using his Sumup card reader which was on his desk.
He also asked me to fill out a questionnaire about Louise. He scanned the photograph of Louise he'd asked me to bring and printed off a copy which he attached to the questionnaire.
He then told me what he had in mind. "What I suggest we do Mr Collins is to allow us to place monitoring devices in your home to learn what your wife is doing. Placing monitoring software on your wife's mobile phone is technically feasible but it's not something I would countenance doing because it's illegal under Section 1 of the Regulation of Investigatory Powers Act 2000.
"However, placing monitoring devices, video cameras and the like in your house is perfectly legal, so long as we have your written permission to do so." He passed me another set of forms which I signed and returned to him.
"Your wife works as a teacher at the Joan Ross Academy, you say? Presumably she's there, what? 8.30am until 3pm?"
"Roughly, though she tends to work odd hours. Sometimes an 8am start, or even earlier on the odd occasion, sometimes she doesn't finish until 5 or even 7pm. With Parent Teacher evenings she has to go back to school, sometimes she doesn't get back home until 10pm or so."
He nodded. "Say told me you run your own marketing agency so I presume that you basically set your own hours? As that's the case, I suggest that Dave, my technician, meets you at your house at 10am tomorrow and plants the bugs in your home."
I agreed. We shook hands and I sort of wandered away from his office, confused and saddened by what I felt forced to do. Even so, I still had, in the back of my mind, a niggling doubt. What if she wasn't cheating on me? What if she was terminally ill or something and hadn't wanted to tell me? That she was leaving for the 51st reason that Paul Simon hadn't mentioned but had been covered in that somewhat mawkish, but still heart rending song, Honey?
I had wondered how I was going to be able to face Louise that evening, but as she was pretty much ignoring me, as usual of late, I found ignoring her in return to be quite easy.
The next morning, just over an hour after Louise had left for work, a medium sized van pulled up outside. It was emblazoned with a bolt of lightning and the words: "Broadband Solutions" on the sides.
Dave introduced himself, nodded toward the van saying: "An unmarked van, in my experience, always raises suspicions amongst nosy neighbours. So, we always go for a marked van. Back in the old days the police used to use Transit vans painted in the old yellow Post Office Telephones colours, with the appropriate markings.
"Some of their staff didn't like it, lefty trade union agitators in the main, so we had them and their managers visited by our colleagues in Special Branch, which put a stop to that nonsense!
"Anyway, Sir, I'd really like it if you could find an important task in the garden to keep yourself occupied. I'll tell you when I'm done. This is so you will not know where the cameras are hidden, so you won't be tempted to stare into them as some people do, thus risking blowing the operation."
I nodded absently and went and sat in the garden. I had some gardening jobs that I needed to be getting on with, but with a possible divorce impending I wasn't keen on bothering, to be perfectly honest.
40 minutes later he opened the back door, stepped out and quietly said: "I'm done now. Monitoring devices are in the kitchen, the lounge, the hallway and the landing and all three bedrooms. I've tested them, they're all working and transmitting back to our offices. Good luck in getting the peace of mind you need, Sir."
We shook hands and he departed. And he was right. A curtain twitcher on the other side of the road watched his departure. Maybe they wanted to change from the dire Virgin broadband service? Can't say I'd blame them.
I went to my office. Suddenly remaining at home didn't seem quite as alluring as it once had.
Three days! Three days was all it took to shatter any last vestigial hope that Louise wasn't cheating on me. Not my Louise, she could never be that cruel. Oh, yes she could. In fact, she could be a lot more cruel than I could have ever imagined. And not only to me, as it transpired.
On the afternoon of that third day, Wednesday, I think, well, I know, how could I ever forget that Wednesday? I received a text message from Detectif. It just said: "Sadly, confirmation obtained. Please visit us ASAP. Regards, and sympathy, Geoff."
Shit. Confirmed. I sent Carol a brief text message and then I walked the couple of minutes to the offices of the agency. I couldn't have driven, in any case, I somehow doubted I had didn't the ability to drive, I'd have crashed or something.



Geoff's secretary ushered me into the office and Geoff was behind his desk, looking sombre. I sat down and waited for him to speak.
"It's not good news, I'm afraid, but it is news you need to have. It's true, your wife is cheating on you. But the chap she is having the affair with is old enough to be her father. Her grandfather, even."
I was bewildered. "What? But who? Not her stepdad, Tony?"
Geof shook his head. "No, we were able to get the name of her lover, he's an American man, as I say, and much older than her, his name is William Gentry."
I let out an involuntary gasp of horror. "Shit! William fucking Gentry?"
"You know him?" Geoff sounded tense.
"Yes. Or rather, I know of him. He is her birth father. The bastard sexually assaulted Louise when she was 19, when she was having her 19th birthday party, in fact. Louise's mother found them together.
From what I've been told he admitted he had forced himself on her and in order to save Louise the ordeal of going to court, it was arranged that Gentry would slither off back to the States, where he was from, never to return to Britain, again. Obviously the bastard changed his mind and came back."
Geoff shook his head. "If they are having a consensual relationship, which they are, then I doubt very much that the sexual assault story could be true. Which, in fact, is borne out by the recorded conversations we obtained.
"What they are doing is very illegal and incest cases are dealt with very seriously in our courts. Both participants, willing ones, that is, are usually given jail sentences. I still have some pull with the local police, do you want me to report them to the police?"
I nodded in agreement. Fuck. This was terrible. Louise's poor mother, Jane. And her stepdad, Tony. What impact would this have on them? And to learn that all those years ago he didn't sexually assault Louise, they were having a consensual affair even back then? Oh God! I'd have to tell Jane!
I cleared my throat, before I could speak, again. "I'm going to have to tell Jane, Louise's mother and her stepdad. Then I'm going to divorce the duplicitous bitch!"
He stood up, shook me by the hand and said: "No silly stuff, OK? Keep it legal, I know you might be tempted to get physical revenge on them, but don't do anything you'll regret, OK?"
I promised him that I wouldn't and I left his office.
I called Carol and asked if I could meet her at her nice little Mews cottage in the centre of town. Luckily she works from an office within her home. And so it was, a quarter hour afterwards I was sat in Carol's living room, telling her the whole sordid shitstorm of a story. Crying as I did so.
Carol was fulminating. "The rotten, conniving little bitch! When I think of the times when after you'd introduced me to her, she spoke to me about her father who had assaulted her. Damn! Now it all makes sense. I thought at the time that the stories she told about him were too off pat. I concluded it was because, as an assault victim, she was using the technique of dissociation to remove herself psychologically from the trauma. But instead, it turns out she was lying like a hairy egg! The bitch!
"Shit. Is it possible that I believed her because I wanted to believe her? Because I couldn't see any reason why a woman would lie about something like that? 'Believe every woman' my fucking arse!"
She looked at me: "Anyway, that's not important at the moment. What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to divorce the bitch and the matter of their continuing incest has now been taken out of my hands, it's being referred to the police."
"Fucking good job," said Carol. "Fucking perverted bastards!"
Even though she was a psychologist, Carol had some fairly firm and not very liberal perspectives on life.
I looked at her, before speaking. "I'm going to have to go and see Jane and Tony, let them know what's happening, what's been happening. God! What a mess!"
Carol looked at me and said: "I'll come with you. I don't want you to face that ordeal alone. You need support and I'm the one who'll be able and happy to give it to you. After all, the amount of support you've given me over the years, it's only right to return the favour."
We went to the nice little semi that Jane lived in with her husband Tony. I'll never forget the scream of pure horror that came from Jane's mouth, she began sobbing, clutching at Tony who looked almost as shell shocked and as devastated as Jane. We comforted the two of them as best we could.
As we got in Carol's car she said: "As you know my little brother is a solicitor, he'll be able to handle the divorce for you. In fact, I'll get him to draw up the paperwork really quickly. I'll get him to file them with the court. What a fucking mess she has made of it all, damn her! And if you want, you can come stay in my spare room."
I accepted Carol's offers of help with considerable thanks.
I would not have thought it possible but Geoff Lithgoe's pull with the local police must have been considerable as both Louise and William Gentry were arrested later that same day. They were charged with incest. He managed to get a semi-illicit copy of the bodycam footage of Louise's arrest.
"Louise Collins? "Yes? What is it, officer?"
"I am Detective Constable Paul Richards of the Sex and Serious Crimes Unit of the Midshires Police Constabulary. This is my colleague PC Sandra Jones. I am arresting you on suspicion of having committed incest with William Gentry, your father. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence."
Louise had collapsed against the door, shaking, a look of utter bewilderment on her face.
Geoff had phoned me and told me what had happened, emailing me the video file only 45 minutes after the arrest. Apparently the arrest of William Gentry did not pass off without incident as he had decided to play the sillybollocks with the police and he was arrested for incest, assault on a police officer and resisting arrest.
Louise was fairly quickly bailed out, but William Gentry spent some time in police custody, the idiot.
I took the opportunity of Louise's absence from the house to collect some clothing and stuff and to take it to Carol's place.
The next several weeks were a bit of a blur, to be honest. I suppose I was in shock. Well, what young, fit and virile man in his early 30s wants to find out that his wife was having an affair with her own father who was close to 70 years of age?
I got Paul, Carol's younger brother, to handle the divorce and the Crown Prosecution Service took on the incest case and the judge really went to town on them in his sentencing statement after the jury found them guilty.
"Your barrister argued that your crime was a victimless crime. I have to say that this simply will not wash with me. You both cheated on your spouses, you Mr Gentry some years ago, you Mrs Collins recently. You both caused them irreparable hurt with your so-called victimless crimes.
"Incest is a crime with broader implications, too. It strikes at the very moral fabric and fibre of our society. Incest is a crime that must be rooted out and punished when it is discovered. And it must be punished with the appropriate levels of severity.
"It gives me no pleasure, but you must be punished for what you have done. I therefore sentence you both to serve two years in prison. And I strongly recommend that Mr Gentry be deported once his sentence is completed."
The trial had been brought forward as cases in Crown courts can take several years to come to trial, but their case took only six months.
I'd filed for divorce on the grounds of adultery with her own father which did cause a bit of a stir in the tabloid press who took the story up.
I'd thought that maybe Louise would have objected, or put up a bit of a fuss, but she didn't bother. Also, she never tried to apologise to me, or even speak to me after her arrest.
So it was a case of "just slip out the back, Jack, Make a new plan, Stan" with me just forgotten about and pushed to one side.
She'd made some half arsed apology to her mother. Apparently She and William had been in secret communication over the years and his latest relationship back in the USA had broken down (his common law wife had found the letters between him and Louise) so he'd decided to come back to the UK and restart their illegal relationship.
They had some vague idea that she'd file for divorce with me on the grounds of unreasonable behaviour, but she hadn't worked out how to engineer the situation so she could make out I was behaving unreasonably, and then I discovered her cheating and filed for a divorce on the grounds of adultery with her own father, which blew their plans to bits.
The divorce was a foregone conclusion, really, given the fact that when the divorce hearing came up she was already in jail for incest and, therefore, the adultery with her own father.
I'd had to give evidence during the incest trial and much to my surprise their defence barrister who bore the unlikely name of Mr Jolly (they shared the one barrister) had asked me what it had been like for me to be a cuckold to my wife and her father?
Before I'd been able to formulate an answer (that wouldn't have had me thrown out of the court) the judge pounded his gavel three times. The look on his face was one of utter fury. "Members of the jury, please disregard that disgraceful question from Mr Jolly, Barrister for the defence. And Mr Jolly I find you to be in contempt of court and I fine you £500."
Mr Jolly had blushed, stammered out an apology and the instructing solicitor had firmly poked him in the back and remonstrated with him, quietly, but furiously.
After the divorce the house was sold, and we split the assets 50/50. There was no alimony, but it seemed that the Teaching Regulation Agency were not keen on allowing someone with a conviction for incest, and the subsequent jail term, to be allowed to work as a teacher once she left prison. Oh, that was a pity, wasn't it? Apparently it's wrong to gloat. Tough.
I bought a nice two bedroom house round the corner from Carol's place and Carol arranged for me to get counselling from someone she knew. Carol's friend was also working with Jane and Tony, counselling them, too.
As for me? The counselling was helping me to get through the pain and heartbreak. The bastard's remark about me being their cuckold had hurt me more deeply than I'd realised, but I was helped to understand that it was, in reality, an adulterous relationship that had killed our marriage.
And I was young enough to start dating again, given enough time. And the world was my oyster. Apparently.
As for Louise, she actually only served just over a year of her sentence, probably due to the fact that they were closing HMP Holloway in 2016 and wanted to thin the population down before sending the prisoners to the remaining female prisons.
William Gentry was in Pentonville Prison in London and he was deported back to the USA after he had served 18 months. Much to his chagrin Louise didn't follow him back to the States.
Actually, I think the incest conviction put paid to that part of their plan, as foreigners with criminal convictions aren't, generally, welcomed into the USA.
Geoff insisted on me looking at the transcripts of the bugging and that actually made me feel better to an extent. She and William spent a good deal of time talking and Louise told him that she felt bad about what she was doing to me, that I "didn't deserve" it, as I was a good man, but that she couldn't allow that to stand in the way of her one true love with William. Strangely enough, neither of them seemed to give any thought to Jane, Louise's' mum, which actually upset me. After all, Jane had given birth to her and raised her and it was as if she no longer existed in Louise's weird little world.
Could I have got more of a revenge on them? Well, yes, I suppose that I could have. But that would have brought me down to their level, plus it would have risked me getting jail time myself. Because I know that if I'd have allowed my imagination to run riot things would not have ended well for them or for me.
So, I'd have to be content with jail sentences for incest, a divorce for adultery, a deportation and the fact that it would be impossible for Louse to get a teaching job ever again. Oh, what a shame! Too bad!
Must finish, now. I'm going to have a shower and a shave (dreaded 5 o'clock shadow) before I go out on a date with a young lady whom I met whilst we were both trying to decide what fresh vegetables to buy in our local Lidl store. Funny how things happen. It looks like there are also 50 ways to meet a lover.
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Several months after the events at the airport, George was working in his office when his secretary buzzed him and said, "George, your 10AM appointment is here. I have sent her into conference room three. I have made sure she has a drink. Are you needing a drink?"
"No thanks, Nancy, I'm good," said George.
He looked at the name on his appointment diary, Charlotte Reed. He shook his head, slightly, as the name rang a bell with him.
When he arrived in the conference room, he saw a reasonably personable woman of middling age. She was conservatively dressed in modern but feminine business attire; she was made-up discreetly and if George was any judge of such things, her hair was a blonde wig cut in the modern style much loved by older women recently.
They shook hands. "Hello, I'm George Johnson, you are Charlotte Reed, my 11AM appointment. Nancy, my secretary, has told me you have a drink, so if there's anything else you need, please let me know. Please take a seat."
They sat facing each other over the small conference table.
"This is awkward," said Charlotte "I am surprised you didn't recognise my name. I am, or rather I was, Donna's husband, Charles, or Charlie, before I became Charlotte."
George's professional training as a lawyer kicked in. He said "Oh."
Charlotte looked nervous. "I am told, well, Donna told me that you are a very good litigation lawyer and I know you have good reasons to hate me, but I need a really good litigation lawyer because..." at this point she began to cry and George passed her a box of tissues that were always to hand, tears not being uncommon in a lawyer's conference rooms.
"Thank you. Please, can I at least tell you my story and see if you can help me?"
George nodded. Despite what he had expected, he found himself warming to Charlotte. "Please, go ahead, would you prefer me to address you as Ms. Reed, or as Charlotte?"
Charlotte looked up at him, sharply. Damn, she was beginning to see why his wife, former wife or whatever she was, had fallen for George. He seemed nice, solid and dependable, but without being a stuffed shirt. She grinned at him. "Charlotte will be fine, thank you, George?"
George nodded, giving her a brief grin. Damn. Now he was starting to like Charlotte, which wasn't what he had expected at all.
George went through the preliminaries, including informing her that they were being recorded by both video and sound.
George said: "Charlotte, I don't hate you. In fact, although I did hate, or perhaps hate is too strong a word I now realise, dislike or despise Donna for a short time, I realised, or rather, my therapist helped me work through those troubling emotions and guided me away from them.
"Of course, I deeply resent how Donna and her daughters used me, but well, what's done is done and there's no use going over old ground again and again. But what do you think I or our company can do for you? I'll be honest, it's probable that under the circumstances I will have to recuse myself from working as your lawyer, but there are plenty of litigation lawyers here at Bogle, Mattherson and Drew who will be able to help you. In fact, we have two lawyers who are members of the LAGLA, and represent LGBTQ rights, frequently. If your potential case involves any aspects of LGBTG laws, they'll both be able to offer you their considerable expertise and knowledge. Would you like me to see if one of them is available to sit in on our preliminary meeting, now?"
Charlotte shook her head. "No, that won't be necessary at the moment. I can understand why you might not be able to be my lawyer, but Donna has told me what a good compassionate person you are, and I am beginning to like you as a person."
"I like you, too, Charlotte," replied George. "Though I wasn't sure I would. Please, tell me why you need a litigation expert."
Charlotte explained how, ever since childhood, she, or rather he at the time, had always felt awkward and different. Charlotte's parents had been somewhat unconventional, but in the strange, cookie-cutter way that all people who pride themselves on being unconventional behave.
George nodded in understanding. "So, in their own way they were just as conventional as everyone else of their generation?"
Charlotte grinned, briefly. "That's all too true. They weren't bad parents, but they were somehow a bit indifferent to my needs. I was an only child and perhaps that didn't help? I don't know.
"Anyway, I began dressing up in my mother's clothes in secret. I didn't find that especially sexually exciting, but rather it was more liberating, perhaps more a case of who I was.
"Even at age 12, I knew I wasn't a typical boy. Oh, don't get me wrong, I loved my sports, baseball, football, soccer and with the encouragement of a rather butch British female sports teacher, I even played a bit of Rugby and cricket. I never passed as a jock, but I got on well with the jocks, fact was I got on well with nearly everybody at my school. So, I wasn't bullied, though if I'd let slip my liking for dressing up in female attire, I guess I would have been bullied. But I learned to keep my mouth shut at an early age. My parents were swingers to an extent and they quickly taught me the advantages of being very, very discrete. Our city was a relatively small one and that kind of thing had to be kept very quiet for fear of being ostracised by society."
Charlotte took a sip from her glass of water before continuing. "Anyway, I went away to college, met Donna and after we dated for a year, we got married and gave birth to our beautiful daughters. And we launched our very successful business
"But still I didn't feel right, and after some counselling I realised that there was something missing from my life, that I needed to be a woman. Rather than discuss this with Donna, like a coward I made the business over to her, kissed her and the girls goodbye and went off to "find myself".
"Actually, the truth was I had already found myself, or rather found out what or who I was: a woman in the body of a man, and I felt shamed, so ashamed that I couldn't share this with Donna.
"The girls were too young to understand, or so I felt, so I took the coward's way out and slunk off to San Francisco where I lived with a friend whom I'd met on a Trans chat forum a couple of years before. I helped him run his studio. Yeah, it was a male; actually, he'd transitioned from a woman to a man. He'd never been married, so he had few entanglements, if I can put it like that, in his life. His parents disowned him, apparently she was their only daughter, so they lost the chance to be grandparents."
"Nothing like looking at things through the lens of your own needs" commented George, shaking his head.
"Anyway," continued Charlotte, "I lived there for several years and I decided to make the proper transition. I saw a counselling service that promised to help people transition, and after several months of counselling they booked me into a transformational clinic in Sao Paulo, Brazil.
"I was so excited to be able to finally set out on my ultimate journey of becoming who I was..."
"What happened?" said George, kindly, for he realised there was going to be a fucking huge "but" associated with her story.
"They did all the operations over a period of several months, They told me that I was now a beautiful woman and they gave me affirmation sessions so that I was raring to go! I felt I could take on the world! During the psychological sessions I realised that I still had unresolved issues regarding Donna and the girls. Although I now identified as Charlotte, rather than Charles or Charlie, I came to realise that I was still a husband (in a way) to Donna and a father, or perhaps now a second mother to the girls.
"I got in contact with Donna, told her I was coming back, but like the cowardly fool I was, I didn't have the courage to tell Donna or the girls that I was now identifying as a woman. Was, actually, a woman, in fact.
"It was only when I was at the airport when I met them as I came through security that I realised how badly I'd fucked up when Donna fainted and the girls looked horrified at their mother lying on the ground. Then I saw a reflection of myself, saw that I didn't look like a woman but more like a really bad drag act and I lost it myself. I wasn't a woman; I was a fucking freak!"
She began crying again and George awkwardly reached over and patted her shoulder. "Yes, I saw the photographs of you at the airport taken by some nosy bastard that went out on social media. But I have to say, if you don't mind me saying this, you look really classy, now. What happened?"
"I got all of us to Donna's apartment, and though it was awkward we chatted and reached some kind of resolution. I was very, very cross with Donna and the girls to a lesser extent, over what they'd done to you. Donna never even mentioned you to me. I swear if I'd have known, I'd not have come back into their lives. Donna had a crazy notion about getting our family back together at any cost, even the cost of your happiness. And that was wrong. I have insisted that she and the girls started in therapy. I think my leaving like I did fucked her up in the head more than I could have expected."
George shrugged "Well, that's water under the bridge, now. So as I said, you look much better. What happened?"
I went back on the trans forum, told everyone what had happened. Despite some nasty trolling, I received some helpful comments, too.
"Apparently the so-called trans counsellor in San Francisco was a cousin of the surgeon in Brazil and there had been many complaints over the years about them due to the standard of their work. The good reviews I'd seen at the counsellor's office were, I suspect, faked.
I got a recommendation for a good transformative surgeon, locally, and she and her team were able to sort out the problems with the botched breast augmentation, and it turned out I had an infection in my new vagina that they were able to cure. They also have an ex Hollywood make-up artist on their books and he was able to fix my disastrous make-up and give me lessons on, as he put it, looking like "a classy broad, not a cheap hooker."
George glanced down at his notes. "Well, this looks like a standard litigation case to me, though the international aspect of it may well prove interesting and a bit of a challenge. However, we do have international contacts and I feel sure we have an associate law firm in Brazil who will be of assistance. It's possible, if there have been a number of cases involving the transformation counsellor and his cousin, that there could be a class lawsuit in the making, which could involve a good deal of work."
Charlotte paled "expensive?" he whispered.
George shook his head and smiled. "Yes, but expensive for someone else, not you. I feel this is the type of case my company will take on a contingency basis: no win, no fee.
"I was wondering which of our two LGBTQ rights lawyers I should ask to become involved, but I have the gut feeling that this case could become a cause-celebre with dozens of clients or more, even, so they could be very busy for some time to come. I feel I am too close to this to be involved, well, damn it I am an honorary uncle to the girls, so I best keep a professional distance!"
Charlotte looked at him and then they stood, and awkwardly embraced. "George, I know things will probably always be a little difficult between us all, but the girls are missing you and there is a matter of a delayed birthday celebration, I believe, so can I invite you to dinner, please?"
To his own surprise George said: "Sure. Why not? You check with Donna and set a time and date and I'll bring a bottle of wine. Can I bring a date, please?"
Charlotte nodded and said: "Sounds a good idea. And could you please call me Charlie? I think I'd like that."
George said: "Okay, Charlie, that's cool."
They shook hands and he escorted her out of the office saying: "I have your contact details, Charlie, I'll write my notes up and send them to the secretaries of our LGBTQ rights lawyers, Amy Brown and Keith Bogle, so they can get the ball rolling. Can you send me the details of the trans forum, please? We'll need to reach out to the other victims to help them get closure, too."
As George re-entered his outer office his secretary said: "You look pleased with yourself. Good meeting?"
"Oh, yeah," he replied. "A very good meeting. Say, you fancy going on a dinner date in the next few weeks to meet some interesting folk?"
She nodded saying "Sounds good to me!"
There were times when the fact that a law firm had been set up by a trio of freethinkers back in the day who had decided that adults in the workplace should be treated like adults, which included no non-fraternization policy was a very good thing indeed, George thought.
"Shit's getting weird, George!" he said to himself. He'd missed the girls and now, after several months had passed and he'd had a number of counselling sessions he might be allowing himself the luxury of starting to miss Donna. But only as a friend. Because all other boats had foundered and sunk. The trust had gone, and without trust and with the looming presence of Charlotte or Charlie (she was a tall woman), he realised that any romantic relationship with Donna was a thing of the past.
Still, he had a feeling that the small yet busy LGBTQ rights division at the law firm was going to get even busier. They might even need more lawyers with LGBTQ specialisms? He'd have to send a memo to the three founders of the firm. Bogle would be especially interested as his son was one of the two current LGBTQ rights law experts.
This, George realised, would increase his kudos within the company. Funny how things worked out, sometimes, he mused.
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The new lunar Site was ready for occupation. Sally and Greg were the prep team who had been putting the final touches to the Site before the crews arrived at the Site. In previous decades it would have been called a moon base, but such language had long ago been deemed too militaristic. There were even some hardliners (the word extremist had been banned) who objected to the word Site.
Greg was from Boston and Sally originated in Kentucky, and whenever she could see Kentucky over the Earth Monitor (basically a giant widescreen projector telescope) she would sing a song by a group from the Golden Age of Rock, Sparks, called "Moon Over Kentucky."
Such matters as the arrival of the rest of the team (the older word crew had been outlawed as a term many years before) had been put to one side because there was a major development occurring on planet Earth, and Sally and Greg were watching it on the widescreen virtual television in the management center of the Site. The breathless presenter was at the launch of the Project DeCarb, which was the culmination of 20 years of work by the scientists employed by the Greta Thunberg Foundation.
The plan was that 100,000 strategically placed Gas-ion conversion plasma units all over the world would be switched on at the same time and that these would remove "the dangerous free carbon in a gaseous form from our atmosphere and thus reverse the threat of Climate Change."
There had been a number of voices raised in opposition, but these had been shut down using the various pieces of Climate Change Deniers legislation, worldwide.
Sally and Greg watched the proceedings with interest. The studio anchor, an AI simulation said: "We go over live, Peoples (People or Peoples being the preferred identifier pronoun of 90% of the populace), to the launch of this auspicious event which will put to rest the lies and nonsense spouted by the Climate Change Deniers. Please stand by for our co-presenter MSNBC-Fox-ABC-CNN's Amanda Clark, who is live at the scene of this historic event."
Clark began to speak: "And now Peoples of the world, it's my honour and privilege to show you the scene as the 50th President of the United States of America, President Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, who is joined by famed green activist and reputed recluse Greta Thunberg, herself, as they both simultaneously press the very symbolic large green button that will send out a radio pulse to all 100,000 gas-ion conversion plasma units all over the world. But first, please listen to our president."
President Ocasio-Cortez chattered on about what a great day it was for the whole of humankind for several minutes. At age 51, she had developed into a consummate political operative.
Greta Thunberg hadn't changed much, in fact some people jokingly claimed that she had developed a secret anti-aging cream in her research institute. She gave a speech which seemed somehow tired and perhaps a little trite. Gone were the days of the firebrand activist, it seemed.
The crowd joined in with the countdown and Amanda Clark's excited breathless delivery was transmitted round the world and to the Lunar Site. "And now, the countdown is over, the big green button, a powerful symbol of our great renewed green new deal, has been pressed and the Project DeCarb gas-ion conversion plasma units, all 100,000 of them, will start removing the deadly poison of CO2 from the atmosphere. It's a great day and..." suddenly there appeared a luminous white cloud that seemed to start from the device, spreading outward at a modest speed.
There was a sudden change in the delivery from Amanda Clark: "Oh... God! My lungs... My lungs! the incredible pain! I can't... breathing... No!" There followed a scream, then the sound of other screams and yells from the thousands of people in the crowd. The signal sputtered and died.
"What the fuck is going on?" said Sally. "I don't know," replied Greg. "Let's look at the Earth monitor."
What they saw shocked them as they saw the strange luminous cloud spreading out all over the world, obliterating everything.
Sally walked over to the communications console and tried to raise Houston, still the home of mission control, although it was no longer called mission or control.
She looked at Greg "They don't answer, Greg. What the fuck do we do?"
Greg shook his head "Fucked if I know. Maybe they'll get in touch with us soon?"
But they didn't.
They checked their stocks, because foodstuffs and potable water had been pre-delivered for the expected 500 inhabitants, there would be enough food and water for the two of them to last for 50 years.
Unfortunately, this was contingent on the water and oxygen generating plants keeping on working, and for the nuclear power plant (installed because solar cells would not always be available to supply power), continuing to run.
Slowly, over the weeks, things began changing between Greg and Sally. They each had their own rooms that had been kitted out to make them feel at home. But their real homes had been damaged or destroyed. They didn't know which. They tried using the Lunar Earth Satellite System, launched to ensure continuous communications between Earth and the expected crew, calling everyone they knew. But they had been unable to get any calls through. The Earth was now covered with a mysterious swirling luminescent cloud. Through the telescope they could see eddies and odd gaps in the cloud. They realised that life on Earth, had there been any survivors, would be hellishly cold, maybe even -50c or worse.
Sally cried for her lost family and friends, but Greg became sullen and uncommunicative. It came to a head after four weeks. One evening he barged his way into her room. It was obvious he'd become drunk (how? No alcohol was allowed on the Moon).She realised that he was going to assault her. He pushed her back onto the bed and despite her protestations, he was not listening to her and intended to rape her. She felt his hands gripping her throat, fearing for her life she reached to the bedside table, grabbed the table lamp that was there and smashed it down on his head.
He cursed, leapt from the bed and began screaming and yelling unintelligibly. She knew he would kill her; she knew it was him or her and she used her martial arts skills that she had been taught at the Air Force Academy.
She made a fake attack toward his eyes and as he defended against that she used a Karate chop to his neck, snapping it.
As he lay twitching on the floor, she vomited into the wash basin in the room. She wondered how the recycling system would cope with that?
She dragged his corpse from her room and left it in his own room. She moved her gear to one of the other rooms, which she claimed as her own.
The next day she suited up, took his corpse with her through the airlock and dragged it out onto the surface of the moon. She placed it in one of the four Lunar Jeeps and set the controls to start after she had closed the doors. She didn't care where Greg went or how far.
Later that day she remembered that the Site had an amateur radio setup which would be capable of communicating with Radio Amateurs on the Earth using the 144 Mhz Band 2 Radio Amatuer Radio Frequencies. Radio hams (as they were affectionately known) had been using the moon to reflect radio signals to and from the Moon to Earth as far back as the 1960s, so a linkup between the Moon and the Earth was a possibility.
Sally entered the radio room and had started transmitting using the agreed procedures: "CQ Earth. CQ Earth. This is Lunar Site Amateur Radio Station Moon1 calling CQ, CQ, CQ. Come in please, over?"
She repeated this hour after day after day to take her mind off the fact that her only companion had tried to rape and murder her and that his corpse was, even now, trundling about on the lunar surface in a Moon Jeep.
Eventually, much to her shock, she had a reply to one of her CQs: A thin voice came out of the loudspeakers on the communications console. "Oh, God! At last! I've been trying for ages to get someone! Where are you? Are you really on the Moon? Over."
"Hello, yes, I'm really on the Moon. I am part of the prep team for the Lunar Site. Where are you? Over."
"I'm on the Isle of Skye, off the coast of Scotland. Over."
"How are things on Earth? Over.
"They are dreadful. My Mom and Dad went to the mainland on the day of the event. I think they're dead. Over"
"I'm sorry to hear that, what's your name? Over"
"Simon. What's your name? Over"
"I'm Sally. Are you by yourself, Simon? Over"
"Yes, Sally, I'm an only child. The weather is really weird. I was watching the switch on, then it all went wrong. The machines started pumping out a weird gassy stuff and everything went off, the power and the phones and the Internet. The weather has gone very, very cold and it's dark all the time, except sometimes there's a break in the funny clouds. During the breaks in the clouds I have been transmitting with my Dad's Amateur radio rig. I got someone on the other side of Skye, but I haven't heard from him in over a week. I think he's dead. Over"
"What are you doing for fuel? Over"
"We have a generator for emergency use, the solar array on our cottage is useless, it's not giving any power. I'm running low on food. I'm scared! It's so cold outside and I'm running out of fuel for the generator and wood for our wood burner! Over."
Sally tried to comfort him, but eventually the signal faded out to nothing as the cloud swirled and obliterated the signal, or the poor boy had run out of power.
She began sobbing. She realised that their communication, brief though it was, might well have been the last communication between the last two members of the human race.
Meanwhile, Greg was participating in the longest ever ride of his life (or his death) as the AI driver of the Lunar Jeep made the best sense of its last instruction to "just drive, damn it!"
Later that day Sally found where Greg had set up his secret brewery and the small pot still he'd made, so the day wasn't a total bust, she reasoned.
Later that evening, looking at the Earth and feeling ever so slightly buzzed from the hootch, she began singing her own, somewhat twisted version of the Sparks song: "No Moon. over Kentucky."
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I'd like to thank Randi for her editing skills.
This story is not intended to be legally accurate. And it is a work of fiction, obviously.
No real person, alive or deceased is depicted within it.
Bradley Mertzmunn was irritated. He worked for the family business, and, once again, his boss, his own father, had sent him on a call that was not only unimportant, it took three days out of his life. That meant another three days away from the loving arms of his wife of three years, Sally.
On this occasion, however, Bradley had gotten lucky; due to a clash of dates at the client (an old friend of his father's), he was able to get back home a day early, 11AM that day, rather than 3PM the next.
Bradley had sent Sally a text message about his good luck, and he had fortuitously been able to re-book his flight at no extra cost to the company. It wasn't that his father Tony was a Scrooge McDuck character; it was just that he liked keeping a sensible grip on expenses.
Bradley had some paperwork signed, so he decided to drop that off at his parents; home, which was shared by his mom, dad and little sister, 19-year-old Kimberley. His parents were both church going fitness buffs, and Kimberley was engaged to be married to Roger Argent.
Kim and Roger were both dedicated members of the Virginity Pledge Group at church, part of a national alliance of pro-celibacy before marriage groups. Bradley had told Kim that he was very proud of her principled stand in favour of the pledge. She had cried when he had done this. He hadn't understood why, but soon, he would.
He arrived at their city's airport, obtained his company car from the long-term parking lot and drove the 15 minute journey to his parents' house.
As he approached the massive gates onto his parent's property he used his remote control to open them. He grinned as he saw the notice over the gateway: "Attention everyone. These grounds and premises are under audio-visual surveillance 24/7."
He drove along the driveway and parked his car in his designated parking space to the left of the mansion.
He took his briefcase from the car, locking the car. As he entered the house, he realized he needed to pee, but when he entered the bathroom, he noticed that there was a bottle of Kaboom toilet bowl cleaner on the closed lid.
He grinned to himself, acknowledging that his mother still did that, placing the cleaner on the toilet lid, so people would know she was cleaning the toilet and to not use it. He would have to use the toilet in the master bedroom, upstairs. He called out, but there was no reply. "Maybe they're in the back yard," he thought to himself.
As he walked through the door of the master bedroom, the stench of sweat and sex smashed his olfactory senses. His optical senses were equally smashed by the sight of his father and mother, plus his wife, Kim, sandwiched between them, all laying naked in bed together, asleep. It was obvious that they had indulged in multiple sex sessions that morning. But that was not the most disturbing thing he observed.
Facing them across the large master bedroom was a hardback chair. Tied to the chair was a naked young female. Her nipples were obscenely stretched by weighted nipple clamps that pulled her bruised breasts downward. In her vagina there was a large sex toy, taped in place. But the thing that horrified Bradley was that she was wearing a gimp mask. Through the back of the hood he saw a ponytail of blond hair. He realized that the young girl wearing the gimp mask was his own sister, Kim.
Her eyes locked on his and he noticed a look of horror in her eyes. She attempted to speak to him, but because the mouth zipper on the mask was closed, she was unable to speak.
Traumatised by what he had witnessed, Bradley somehow managed to leave the room as his parents and wife slumbered on, blissfully unaware of the tempesta di merda di tempeste di merda that was occurring around them, as his sister impotently rattled against her bindings and mumbled against the zipper and the leather gimp mask.
An hour or so later Kim found him in the same hiding place that they'd both used as children in the sub-basement of their large home.
She switched on the old filament bulb that cast an eerie dim yellow glow in the room. Her heart broke when she saw her brother slumped in the corner of the room, surrounded by a couple of hundred years of junk left by the generations of families who had occupied the house down through the two centuries since the house had been constructed.
His normally ready smile had gone and his usually sparkling eyes were dull. Lifeless, almost.
"Brad? I'm so sorry you saw that. That must have been horrible for you to witness."
He shrugged. "My own family and my wife cheating on me? Making a mockery of our church wedding vows? I don't know what I did to deserve this, but it must have been something really, really bad."
Kim gave a gasp. "Oh! No, Brad! You haven't done anything wrong! Nothing at all. It's just that dad and mom have certain needs and Sally and me, well, we can help them fulfil those needs, you see?"
"What about my needs? Didn't anyone think of my fucking needs?" The fact that Brad had sworn shocked Kim. He almost never swore, so this was a sign that he was in utter torment from the shocking sights he had witnessed.
"Brad, I know you must have been shocked by what you saw, I was at first, but I guess that over time I just got used to it. Sort of got into it, really. Sorry, but I did."
Brad stood up. "I'm going to be leaving. Please don't let anyone follow me. I'll return at 11AM tomorrow and we will discuss this clusterfuck of a situation together."
She reached for him to give him a sisterly hug, but she was mortified and horrified that he cringed away from her as if she were toxic in some way.
He left without saying anything else.
The next morning the family were waiting for Brad in the living room of the house.
Brad noticed that his mother looked harassed, his wife looked in torment.
"Welcome to my world, you bitches," he thought. His sister looked haunted but his father? Had his father always been so arrogant and smug? He supposed he must have been.
"Well, Brad, you called this meeting, the floor's yours," said his father.
Before Brad could speak his mother intervened. "Brad, honey, I am so sorry that you saw us all like that in the bedroom. It must have come as a terrible shock to you."
Brad had spent a good deal of time thinking about how he was going to address the matter, he had made several phone calls and was ready for the denouement.
He spoke in formal tones, as if he were addressing a meeting and not his own parents, his wife and his sister. "Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Mertzmunn, Miss Mertzmunn and Miss Johnson."
His father scoffed at his approach. "Oh, so it's not Mom and Dad, it's Mr. and Mrs. Mertzmunn, is it? And addressing your wife by her maiden name?"
"Well, you are Mr. and Mrs. Mertzmunn, aren't you? And that is Miss Mertzmunn? And there is Miss Johnson, who I mistakenly believed was my faithful wife? Under the circumstances of you all being involved in cheating on me together, how on earth would you expect me to be able to consider you to be my parents, my wife or my sister? That makes no sense to me. None at all."
The females all began sniffling or openly crying, but his father snorted.
"So, how long have you two been fucking my wife?"
"Don't speak so crudely!" snapped his father. "Show some respect, please! There are women present, you know?"
Brad guffawed. "Oh, Mr. Mertzmunn, that is a particularly unexpected and, I must say, utterly misplaced example of old-time chivalry from you. Yesterday I caught you and my mother fucking my wife in your bed and, tied to a chair, my sister, your own daughter, forced to wear a fucking gimp mask, with a sex toy rammed in her vagina and secured in her with ropes, with weights hanging from her bruised breasts, so please try not to sound like a pompous, arrogant twat, OK?"
Brad turned to his mother. "Mrs. Mertzmunn, can you please tell me how long this debauchery has been going on?"
"About three months, Brad. No longer than that."
"Why did you decide to turn me into your cuckold?"
His mother gasped. "Oh, Brad, honey, no! We never thought of you as our cuckold. We just decided that we liked Sally enough to see if she would like to come play with us."
"If I am not your cuckold, could you care to explain why my sex life with her," he jerked a thumb toward Sally, "ceased almost completely? Who came up with the idea of getting her to cut me off from having sex with my own wife?"
"Oh, Brad, that actually sounds worse than it was. We took the decision, all three of us, to stop Sally from having sexual relations with you because, well, your father is a well-endowed man and very, very vigorous in his love making techniques, and we thought that if Sally came to your marital bed showing obvious signs of having been with another man, then you'd be suspicious and upset, and we didn't want you to be suspicious or upset. So that's why we did it. It was for your benefit, really, to keep you happy."
Brad shook his head. "That's such a pile of horseshit. You decided to stop me from having sex with my wife so I wouldn't realize she had had her vagina loosened up by the cock of another man, namely my own poor excuse for a father, to keep me dumb and happy in my fucking ignorance?
"Hadn't it occurred to you that the way to keep me happy would be to not have my wife fucked by another man and another woman?
"Don't talk to your mother like that, Brad!" intervened his father.
"I thought we had already established that you and her no longer have the right to be considered as my mother and father? Yeah, you fertilized the egg, she gave birth to me, so as the saying goes, I thank you for your service, but really? You steal my wife from me and you still think I should consider you as my parents? That's remarkable!"
He looked at Sally. "And you? Why did you decide to cheat on me?"
She shook her head. "I don't know, Brad; it first started when you were away one time in Denver, I think it was. We were all here, we shared some drugs we got mellow, then we started fooling around, kissing and we all ended up in bed. Later, Kim found out, and we introduced her to the fun sessions, but she only ever watched."
"So you are saying these two seduced you?"
"In a way, I guess they did, but please don't get the idea they forced me or anything. I was, and I'm sorry to have to say this, a willing participant."
"Did you know that they were sending me on business trips that didn't really exist in order to allow them to have unfettered access to your twat?"
Sally had the decency (if one could call it that) to blush. "Yes, I did. I'm sorry about that, but it just seemed like the sensible, logical thing to do under the circumstances. Somehow, when you were away on the other side of the country it seemed a little less disrespectful of you."
This time it was Brad's turn to give a derisive snort of contempt. "Yeah. Sure."
He turned to Kim. "And you, Kim? What does your fiancé, Roger Argent, think of you being involved in this debauchery?"
She shook her head. "Roger doesn't know. He can't know! It would destroy him if he knew what was happening."
Brad's face expressed the shock her remark had engendered in him. "What? So you have the poor schmuck on a string? He probably has never even seen your naked body, has he? Never seen your breasts, so he will not know that my perverted sorry excuses for my parents and so-called wife have bruised and damaged them by hanging fucking weights off of them?
"But you are going to marry him, soon, right? If you are both members of the Virginity Pledge Group at church, how the fuck are you going to explain away the fact that your virginity is gone and that your cunt is as wide as the fucking Holland Tunnel?"
At this point Kim began to sob. "But I'm still a virgin!"
Mrs. Mertzmunn interjected "Brad, she's never had sex with a man, so she is still a virgin."
"Interesting interpretation you have of virginity, there. You are forgetting I saw her, my own little sister, with a giant sex toy jammed in her snatch. And I note the way you said that, just then. Never had sex with a man. So, I'll parse what you said and ask if you, my sister and my wife have ever fucked?"
The stricken look on the faces of the women in the room and the glowering expression from Mr. Mertzmunn told Brad all he needed to know.
"That just about says it all, you are a sick bunch of fucking degenerates. How come I never knew that all the stuff you taught me throughout my life about religion, being faithful, not doing drugs and all the other shit was a load of crap: just so much nonsense? Why didn't you include me in your fun and games, if there was nothing wrong with what you were doing?"
Mrs. Mertzmunn dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief. "It's not that, Brad. We believed what we taught you, it's just that we have certain needs, sexual needs, and we decided to indulge in them with Sally and then when Kim became aware, with her, too. We thought you'd be too straight to want to play."
"I am going to divorce Sally on the grounds of adultery and also divorce my parents and my sister."
At this point Mr. Mertzmunn road with laughter. "On what grounds, you idiot? You have no proof. So what if I fucked your wife and your wife had lesbian sex with your mother and your sister? You need to man up, accept what happened and just move on. And before you ask, yeah, I'll continue fucking her. Maybe I'll send you to open a branch in Australia? But don't worry, Sally will be in very good hands." He leered at Sally, but he failed to notice or appreciate the looks of horror and disgust on the faces of everyone in the room. Save for Brad, whose face was suffused by a somewhat feral smile.
"Sure, 'Dad,' whatever you say, 'Dad,' but you have just cooked your own goose. You see everything you idiots have said was just livestreamed to Facebook, Twitter, YouTube, Twitch, Youknow, Bambuser, Ustream, Dacast, Livestream and Brightcove. It's also been saved to several cloud accounts. So you are fucked, basically."
"You damn fool! You just outed yourself to the world as a stupid cuckold! And cuckolded by your own parents and sister!"
Mrs. Mertzmunn rounded on her husband and slapped him. "You utter bastard! You selfish, utter bastard! You only did this to make your own son into a cuckold?"
There was general screaming and yelling. "Oh, No! Now Roger will know what I have done!"
"Brad! I'm sorry! Please forgive me!"
Brad walked out of the room and went out to his car that he had filled with whatever of his possessions he wanted.
Sally and Kim followed him out at a distance. "Kim, I wish I could turn the clock back," said Sally.
"He seems to be taking this very stoically, very well," replied Kim.
As he sat in the driver's seat, they saw that he suddenly broke down and began sobbing. Sally shook her head. "That was all just an act, really. Just an act for us. He... we have broken him, we destroyed him. I wrecked my husband, you wrecked your brother. We are nothing but pieces of shit, honey."
"I know. I know. I'm glad he outed us to the world. We deserve it, but Brad didn't, neither did my fiancé, Roger."
"What you going to do about him?"
"I don't know."
They watched Brad as he used the heels of his hand to wipe his eyes, and then he squared his shoulders and drove away.
Brad parked the car at the company car park and transferred his belongings to a new SUV that he had bought with one of his phone calls the previous day.
He drove off to stay with a friend who lived in a massive apartment in Russian Hill, San Francisco. His friend was Mike. They'd been at high school together before Mike had obtained a degree and gone to San Francisco to work for Google, before starting his own business.
Mike had listened to Brad's story the day before with sympathy and horror. It was he who suggested livestreaming the confrontation, and he had offered Brad both accommodation (his previous roommate had just moved back to the UK) and a job within his company.
Despite Mertzmunn issuing a variety of threats, the confrontation video went viral circling the world many times over. Brad's lawyers were able to point out that Tony Mertzmunn had installed his own video surveillance systems so was, in point of fact, aware that he was liable to be recorded. His father's lawyers argued the point and lost.
Tony Mertzmunn's own board of directors turned against him. The CFO had said to a heated emergency board meeting, "If he'll do that to his own son and daughter, fuck knows what he might do to us." So the board voted him out of his own company.
Roger broke off his engagement to Kim and people, emboldened by the knowledge that Mertzmunns were something of a busted flush, began coming forward with stories of sexual impropriety between the Mertzmunns and various woman in the town, dating back to their High School days.
A small law firm in their city, out to make a name for itself, began a class action against the couple, who settled out of court and ended up bankrupt. As one anchor said in a pithy comment on the TV news, "Mr. and Mrs. Mertzmunn are now financially bankrupt, as well as morally bankrupt."
And Roger? After a couple years he married the girl who should have been the bridesmaid to Kim.
Sally didn't defend herself against the divorce action, and Bradley was really able to help Mike's business grow until it was almost, but not quite, a rival to Google. Brad was able to instigate programs and ideas that his father had always thwarted within the family business. Why? Why had he hampered his work within the family business? Had he done it deliberately?
It was this realization, during a session with his counselor, which made Brad understand that it wasn't merely sex as far as his father was concerned, it had been a psychopathic jealousy that had caused the destruction of everything that his father had held dear.
His family, his business and even his own marriage had been lost, because after 30 years Mrs Mertzmunn realized that she had, actually, been an abused wife, all along. Or so her therapist told her.



        February Sucks the Continuation

        February sucked even worse than Jim suspected.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/february-sucks-the-continuation

Title: February Sucks the Continuation

Author: MattblackUK

Category: Loving Wives

Description: February sucked even worse than Jim suspected.

Tags: february, hotel, loving wife, sucks, cheating, asshole, marc lavalliere




This is my continuation of the story by GeorgeAnderson, February Sucks. Please read his story first. I am grateful to GeorgeAnderson for granting me permission to write this continuation.
I am also grateful to Randi for her editing skills and my team of beta readers for their very helpful input.
I had read Linda's letter. The letter that I had insisted she write for me. She had been honest with me, I had to give her that. She had been brutally honest, in fact. Almost as if, despite what she had said, she had enjoyed writing it? Had been somewhat gleeful about rubbing my face in her cheating?
At first, I wished she hadn't been quite so open and honest, but then I realized that was a load of crap. One way or another, I had needed her to be honest, even if her honesty hurt me.
I thought further, upon consideration. Why hadn't she been honest with me before? Another thought occurred to me. If another man had approached her who had been as handsome and as poised as that asshole Marc LaValliere, but who hadn't been a famous football star, or a famous athlete in a different major sport, would she have still left me for him, still humiliated me in front of all our friends and a room full of strangers?
Well, that was the question wasn't it? Sure, she promised me that this would be a one-time thing only, that she'd never cheat on me again, but the rub was this: how could I ever trust her again on anything?
After all, how many drug users have ever said: "No thank you! One hit of heroin or crack cocaine is more than enough for me."
I remembered her writing that 'Marc was a very, very skilled lover,' which meant that he was better in bed than I ever had been, and this is how I saw it: better than I could ever hope to be. Could I put up with being second best with the woman that I loved for the rest of our lives together? I remembered the humiliation of being the recipient of her false second-best smile that Friday evening.
I needed to speak to someone about this shitty situation, but all my friends (what friends?) knew of my utter humiliation at the hands of Linda my wife and Marc LaValliere, the Asshole.
They'd tried, when I'd returned to the table, walking toward them like a zombie, to tell me that everything would be all right, and that Linda would come back to me. They assured me that 'after I got over my hurt,' everything would be back to normal between Linda and I. I didn't believe them, because I didn't think that even they believed the bullshit they were trying to feed me. Certainly not Jane and Dee, and as for the others? Who gave a shit what they thought?
It was a couple of nights later, Linda was gently snoring, her sleep obviously wasn't impacted by what she'd done, something I found interesting, concerning even, but I wasn't getting much sleep. I made a decision. If my former friends were of no help to me, maybe Mr. Google could be my new friend, provide me with the help and guidance I needed but hadn't been getting?
I walked downstairs, making sure not to wake anyone, and I quietly shut the door to the den, turned on a desk lamp and fired up the computer. I searched on 'infidelity' and was surprised and a little dispirited at the amount of resources there were. Some of the personal stories of husbands, wives, boyfriends and girlfriends being cheated on were as bad as mine, some even worse, if you could believe that. It was true.
I read of a husband who had accidentally discovered that he was not the father of his twins; I read about a wife who found that her husband had a secret second family with three more children, a young man who found his fiancée in bed with his own mother only weeks before their planned wedding, a man whose wife blurted out, drunkenly, that she was having sex with his best friend, plus a couple of cheaters who felt so guilty about cheating on their respective spouses (who they both claimed to love) that they were undergoing therapy as a pair of cheaters to help them get beyond their guilt. That one really did make me shake my head. I thought, 'Well, stop cheating on them you dumb fucks!'
I also found several websites where you could get advice on what to do if your marriage or relationship was in trouble.
I decided to go with the one that looked the best. You could sign up with an anonymous account and start posting on it pretty much straight away. Using an old Hotmail account I kept for signing up for social media sites, I opened my own account there.
I used the name HurtDude, and 20 minutes later I had posted my story (with no real names but I did name the venue) on the "Dealing With Cheating" sub-forum on the site.
I then opened a new browser tab and for want of something to do, checked my emails and read a couple of news sites.
Much to my surprise, half-an-hour after I had posted my story, including the gist of Linda's letter to me, I got a ping telling me that I had a reply on the site.
Intrigued I returned to the forum, hit reload and read the reply to my post from a moderator on the site, no less.
"Hi, HurtDude. Sorry to hear about what happened to you. Although what you report is a fairly rare event in the annals of cheating, this type of thing is not entirely unheard of, either.
"However, please answer this question: Exactly what happened when the arsehole came into the restaurant? How did he approach your wife? Who else did he approach or speak to beforehand? Please answer these questions, as this is important for me to give you the advice you need. Thank you. BritishMan."
Someone from Britain had responded? Cheating was obviously an international problem, I thought to myself.
I posted that he had been sitting at a table for a few moments and had then, so far as I could see, walked directly to our table and had asked Linda if she wanted to dance; that she'd dropped my hand like it was something toxic and had then ignored me as she agreed to dance with Marc.
A couple of minutes later he wrote: "I dare say your wife is very pretty. And I have just quickly Googled the restaurant and I see it has a substantial dancefloor and features a live band (quite a rare thing these days) with dozens of tables and room for a couple of hundred of diners, from the photos I saw on their website photo gallery.
"With half of them (on average) being women, you are telling me that the Asshole footballer (I love your description of him) left the table he was sitting at after arriving not long before and he made a direct beeline for your wife (without asking any other women to dance) and that she agreed to dance with him without either of them even looking at you?
"I'm sorry to have to say this but if you believe this and believe the letter she gave to you, (I don't think I could have read such a letter, kudos to you, mate) then I have some perfect investment opportunities for you. I can sell you The Tower of London and The Brooklyn Bridge. I think you (and possibly your wife's friend) were set up, though her friend might be involved. There's very little chance that the story you told me is true. I'm not saying that you are lying, I'm just suggesting that the story that you were fed by your wife isn't 100% kosher and can't be entirely true.
"What you need to do is to recall the words of President Ronald Reagan "Trust, but verify." What I'd suggest you do is that you buy several top-quality voice activated recorders of the covert use variety and deploy them around your home. They can be disguised as pens, USB sticks, etc, so you can hide them in plain sight.
"I suggest you place them in your bedrooms, your kitchen and in your cars, but especially your wife's car. And also try to get one in her handbag. Or purse, I think is the name you use for them in the States.
"I suggest your car, also, if your wife ever borrows it. If not, don't bother to do that. And buy high quality units. Don't skimp on them. You'll fuck up if you do, because cheaper ones just will not work well enough, if at all.
"I know that it's quite an expensive proposition, but what price can you put on your peace of mind? Good luck, HD, and I hope that I am wrong and paranoid and that my cynical take on your situation isn't correct. But since I discovered 10 years ago that my now ex-wife was cheating on me with our son's geography teacher, I have pretty much seen it all, sadly."
His reply set me to thinking. I'd assumed that it had happened as I'd been led to believe, that Asshole Marc LaValliere had waltzed in, waltzed up to my wife, who he hadn't known until then, then waltzed off with her to fuck her when we were supposed to be having our own special night together.
What if it had been a set up? Thinking about it, it did seem, looking back on it, that Asshole had made a direct line to my wife, ignoring all the other women in the restaurant, some of whom were about as hot as Linda, and in some cases, let's be honest, here, even hotter than her. So why and how had he chosen my wife out of a couple of hundred or more other eligible women? And why a married one?
Although BritishMan's reply had upset me, it had also empowered me. No longer was I a powerless cuckold, I actually had a plan. I went online and ordered ten voice activated recorders disguised as pens. I paid for express shipping and directed they be delivered to my office address the next afternoon. I returned to bed and actually fell asleep.
We breakfasted with the children, and Linda and I tried to be as normal as we could. I think the kids bought it, as they prattled on about what they expected to do during their school day.
I left for the office, had a reasonably productive day and had mixed emotions when the package of voice activated recorders arrived, mid-afternoon. Anticipation and trepidation.
They looked very good. You could actually write with the pens, the rechargeable battery life was up to 16 hours, they had a 12Gb drive and a high-quality microphone. I charged them up two at a time and by the end of the afternoon they were all charged. I tested each one and they were all of superb quality, with crystal clear recordings.
Later that evening after our meal I faked several errands around the house. I emptied the bins upstairs and downstairs and managed to secrete a pen in each of the bedrooms whilst I did so. I put one in the den, another in the kitchen and when I took the trash out I was able to place one in Linda's car. I put it in the central console shelf, hidden behind some random junk. I tested it in position and it worked well. When I returned to the house, I put one into an unused side-pocket of her voluminous purse.
I was grateful that my wife drove a hybrid car and that there wasn't much engine noise to contend with. Now? It was just a waiting game to see if the self-described cynical Brit was right and there was more to it that I had been led to believe, or if it had really been a one-off event and something Linda wanted me to get over. But what else could it be? Hopefully I would soon find out.
Linda and I were still talking but we seemed to be going over the same old ground. I was insisting that she had a full panel of STD tests, including HIV, but she caviled at that. She believed that wasn't necessary, but I believed it was.
There was no way that I was going to risk my health by having unprotected sex with her until she provided proof that she was clean. And protected sex? Why the hell should I have to use a damned rubber to protect myself from catching the clap from my own wife who had been stupid enough to allow another man to fuck her unprotected?
In the meantime the pen recorders were doing their little jobs, quietly and efficiently. After a week of low-level hostilities between my wife and myself, I gathered them together and decided to listen to them.
I'd hoped I'd hear Linda talking with her two best friends, Dee and Jane; maybe I'd get a clue about what the fuck had happened and some clues about what I could do to move forward. Also, I wanted to prove that cynical bastard BritishMan wrong.
That wasn't how things worked out. At all.
I listened to the kitchen recorder first and the conversation I got was between Linda and her friend Dee.
LINDA: "Morning, Dee. Coffee?"
DEE: "Yes, please, Linda. Say, has Jim got over himself, yet?"
LINDA: No, Dee. He hasn't."
DEE: "Why not?"
LINDA: "I think he still believes that Marc LaValliere really got to me and in ways that he, Jim, just can't."
DEE: "Well, didn't he?"
LINDA: Yes, I guess he did. I think I hurt Jim even more. I wrote Jim a letter detailing my night with Marc and..."
DEE: "Oh, shit! Linda! You didn't, did you?"
LINDA: "Yes, I did."
DEE: "Why did you do that? You had to know that would be difficult for him to handle?"
LINDA: "Believe it or not that was Jim's idea."
DEE: "Why?"
LINDA: "He figured that if we could get by what happened, he needed to know exactly what happened between Marc and me, but he didn't think he could cope with hearing it from me, so he thought that me writing him an honest full account of what happened would be safer for him, that he wouldn't get into a rage, or something."
DEE: "Oh, I see. And, of course, you sugarcoated it for Jim?"
LINDA: "No. I guess maybe I should have, but I didn't, I gave him what he wanted, the full and unabridged truth. Well, as far as he knows."
DEE: "Oh, shit. And Jim's ego can't handle that? After all, you told me that Marc was the best lover you have ever had and that's gotta have gut-punched Jim."
LINDA: "Yeah, poor Jim. I still love Jim and I know this has got to be hurting him."
DEE: "Jim's a good guy. A bit of a stick in the mud, but still a good guy for all that."
LINDA: "Yeah, he is that. And he's good with the kids, too."
DEE: "Linda, you'll have to work out how you can get back into Jim's good books. Do you have any ideas about that?"
LINDA: Not really. You got any ideas?
DEE: Apart from fucking him to death, not really."
LINDA: "That's not going to happen, Dee. At least not for a while. Thing is, Jim realized, somehow that we didn't use condoms and he is refusing to have sex with me because he wants me to get tested for STDs."
DEE: "Well, I can see how Jim would be thinking. After all, there are a lot of STDs out there, and even though you are probably sure that Marc is clean, if giving way to Jim on the STD tests is the way forward, then that might be worth thinking about."
LINDA: "I guess you're right, Dee."
DEE: "Linda, you'll have to be super nice to him. At the club I tried to cheer him up by praising him. I acknowledged that he was hurting, but I said that he was the only man for you and that he would always be, and that he was a good guy. But then he made me realize that he would be hurting for a long time, because he looked at me with pain in his eyes and he said: "We all know where the good guy finishes, don't we?"
"I tried to calm him down by saying he was making too big a deal of it, but like I say, I could see the hurt on his face. I thought he was going to cry or be sick. I really felt for him. You have your work cut out to help him get beyond this. To get through this. You two have a great many years ahead of you, if you play this right."
LINDA: "Yes, that's true, I know. There's something I didn't tell you the other day when we spoke. Apparently, when Jim got back to the hotel room on Friday, he found a really sexy bra and pantie set that I'd bought to wear and he had lain down on our bed, cuddling them to his face. He'd cried himself to sleep but when he woke up a couple hours later, he found that his tears had soaked the underwear and he'd put the set in the trash bin in the room."
DEE: "Fuck! Talk about symbolism! Look, you know Dave and I will be there for you. And for Jim, too. You need anything and I mean anything, including babysitting your two, please let us know. Let's face it, the purpose of this is to get Jim and you back together, right?"
LINDA: "Right!"
Dee then said her goodbyes and she left to prepare Dave's evening meal.
There was nothing of any real interest on the other pen recorders in the house or Linda's car, but that wasn't the case with the pen in Linda's purse. Until I heard the recording on that pen, I had been pretty sure that somehow I'd work to get through my pain and work with Linda to get our marriage back on track, perhaps by going to counseling as a couple. I also thought I'd have to tell BritishMan that he had been wrong about my wife.
What I heard that purse recorder burnt my love for Linda off like a high-pressure blowtorch. Using a colorful expression often used by my Scottish grandfather about someone who had upset him greatly I decided that my hatred for Linda was so deep that if her teeth were on fire I wouldn't even piss in her mouth.
LINDA: "Hi, Marc! How are you?"
MARC: "I'm good, thank you, Lindybopper. How are you? And how is the cuckold?"
LINDA: "I'm fine, Marc. But please, don't call Jim by that horrible name."
MARC: Why not, Lindybopper? That's what he is, isn't it?"
LINDA: "I know that technically Jim is our cuckold, but I don't like to think of him like that. It starts making me feel guilty. After all, we do have two beautiful children together and I still have some feelings for Jim."
MARC: "I'm sorry Linda, I can tell you are getting upset. After all, leaving your husband of ten years for another man, even if he is a top athlete like me, can't be easy for you. I'll stop using that word. Maybe we should describe him as your ex-husband to be? Would that help?"
LINDA: "Yeah, maybe. It's a difficult situation for me to be in. After all, if I'd met you first, I'd not have married Jim. I mean he's a great guy, but who'd have thought that by working as my employer's charity liaison officer at a meeting six months ago that I'd have met you, my soulmate?"
MARC: "That's true, I feel the same way about you, too. You are also my soulmate."
LINDA: "There's one thing I'm not sure of, Marc. Why the subterfuge with approaching me at the table, asking me to dance and then leaving Jim there. Was it to humiliate him?"
MARC: "Not quite, Lindybopper. But it was to show my status as the alpha male. I needed to show who was the top dog, as it were. Actually, I sort of have regrets about doing that, now. I'm taking his wife, so taking his dignity wasn't really cool. Anyway, how did you get your friend Dee to set him up so easily?"
LINDA: "Oh, Dee is a dear friend but she's a bit stupid and rather naive and gullible. She also a hopeless romantic who spends all her free time reading trashy erotic romance novels."
MARC: "So she was an ideal sap for that Friday night, huh?"
LINDA: "Yeah. I guess she was. I mean, I love her as a friend, but she is very gullible, as I said. And a bit ditzy."
MARC: "How is Jim coping now? Is he over it?"
LINDA: "No. And he's still really hurt by it. I left the hotel room exactly as I would have if I'd really intended to have a night of passion with him, including a new sexy underwear set on the bed for him to find. Actually, he told me he soaked them with his tears and threw them in the trash. And that made me feel really funny in my tummy. It excited me that he was so hurt, but it also upset me that he was so hurt. What's wrong with me, Marc?"
MARC: There's nothing wrong with you, baby. You are just transitioning from one relationship to another. Anyway, how's Jim taking the new situation?"
LINDA: "Like I say, he's upset. Obviously, if he knew that I'm going to divorce him and that we plan to move to San Francisco when you start your new job as head of the new team there, he'd have been even more upset."
MARC: "Yes, he would. Linda, don't tell anyone about my new deal with the team in California. My current team isn't aware that I'm leaving them to take up the new position, and as there's a penalty clause in my contract with them, things could get messy if they should find out before I'm ready to tell them. My new team will pay out on any penalty fee that this raises."



LINDA: "I'll keep quiet. Of course I will. I'm not sure how the custody will work out, with me living in California and Jim remaining here in our home city."
MARC: "I'm sure you two will be able to come to some arrangement over that after you file for divorce. Maybe you could let him have custody? At first, we'll be living in a luxury condo in Russian Hill in San Francisco that the new team has bought for $1M. It's only got one bedroom, which is why I'm suggesting that the children stay with Jim, at least until I can buy a larger condo for us, or maybe even buy a house in the city, so they could visit us whenever you wanted.
LINDA: "I'm not sure about wanting to leave the children with Jim."
MARC: "Why? Do you think he would do anything to hurt them?"
LINDA: "Oh, no! He'd never do anything like that. My Jim loves our children. Well. only he isn't really 'my' Jim anymore, is he? No. I'd just miss them, not having them with me all the time."
MARC: "Well, as I say, we could fly them over for visits."
LINDA: "I'm not sure Jim would like that."
MARC: "Well, I'll be able to afford the best lawyers in the country and they'd make sure you get full custody. But there's no call for us to be hard-assed about custody. After all, the way Jim would see it, I'm taking his wife, and if it looks like I'm trying to take his children, too, I'm not sure he would take well to that idea. And, from what you've told me about Jim, I'm sure he'd allow you what the courts call 'liberal visitation' with the kids. Mind you, when they see the kind of lifestyle we'll be able to offer them, they might not be too interested in what he has to offer them. But we'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
LINDA: "Yeah, I guess. But I don't want to come between Jim and the children, I'd not be comfortable doing that."
MARC: "Hey! I'm not suggesting doing anything deliberate to hurt their relationships, but if it happens organically, it wouldn't be our fault, would it?"
LINDA: "I guess it wouldn't. I'm wondering when I should file for divorce?"
MARC: "I want you to see my lawyer, hopefully we can do it within the next couple weeks. It'll be after I sign my deal with the two brothers who are buying that NFL franchise. Apparently the franchise has been owned by the same family since the 1930s. The great-granddaughter of the original owner is selling it and it's cost them $2B to buy the franchise."
LINDA: "$2B? How the hell did they get that much money together?"
MARC: "Software and shit like that. They are multibillionaires. Not as wealthy as the guys behind Google or Bill Gates, but rich enough to indulge in their passion for football."
LINDA: "It's very exciting for you, isn't it?"
MARC: "You bet! I decided not to wait until I blew a knee in an accident before stopping my playing days. I wanted to go out on a high note and not end up doing cheesy adverts for insurance outfits or worse, selling used cars on a car lot. This is the perfect opportunity for me. I'll be their director of football and I'll be able to pick the team and run the club like I want to. Maybe I can even set up a dance studio in years to come, too? This move to California is a once in a lifetime opportunity for me, and I want you to be a part of my life, going forward."
LINDA: "I'll be happy to be with you."
MARC: "Thanks, Lindybopper. That means a great deal to me. As I said, eventually maybe I'll be able to launch my dance studio and teach dancing? Did I tell you that my parents taught dancing and that I was one of their star pupils? I even won several ballroom dancing competitions when I was a kid. But then I got a football scholarship and dancing took a back seat."
LINDA: "That's wonderful. I'm not surprised by what you told me. You are a superb dancing partner."
MARC: "Thanks! Incidentally, how's Jim doing?"
LINDA: "Well, obviously he's still upset. He's clueless, thank goodness, about what's really happening. He is still refusing to have sex with me. He has demanded I get tested for STDs, which I'm resisting, of course..."
MARC: "Under the circumstances I can't blame him."
LINDA: Really? I thought you'd be upset by his demand?"
MARC: "Not at all. Look, under the same situation, I'd be doing that, too. Mind you if you don't get the tests done and show him the results, he'll be cutting his nose off to spite his face by refusing to have sex with you."
When they started to make out, I stopped listening to the recording, as I did not want to hear my wife breaking her wedding vows. Just knowing was hard enough to take.
So, the cynical guy over in Britain had been right, after all. My wife was a cheating slut, and the so-called one night out of her life was a set up so that the piece of shit ASSHOLE, Marc LaValliere, could humiliate me in front of Linda and all my former friends?
How would our friends react when they realized they'd also been made fools of? Especially Dee; Dee wouldn't like it at all. Dave always looked out for Dee, so he might have something to say, too.
I realized that the next communication with BritishMan would be me telling him that he'd been absolutely right. Maybe if he gave me his address, I could send him a crate of Scotch.
Next, however, I'd have to see my lawyer. What a fucking mess! And Lindybopper? What was he? Fucking twelve years old?
Because I knew what a duplicitous bitch Linda was, I realized that I couldn't stay in the house with her, so I decided to move out into an efficiency apartment that was a part of a hotel not far from my workplace. I think Linda was glad that I was absent, as it meant she didn't have to keep up the pretense that she cared for me. The children were upset that I wasn't there when they woke up in the mornings, but I spent a couple of hours with them every evening after work, and thankfully, Linda kept her distance from me during the golden hours I spent with them.
At the end of the second week I was served with divorce papers from one of our city's most prestigious law firms, so it was obvious to me that the Asshole was paying for the divorce.
Even though I'd heard their talk I was surprised by the terms that they proposed. I would get full custody of the children, though Linda would get "liberal visitations" and I would be paid alimony and child support until the children reached 18. They would leave me with the house, with Linda (in reality Mr Moneybags, AKA Asshole) paying her half of the equity.
I made an appointment to see my law man, he looked through the document and told me I'd be an idiot not to accept it, so it was signed and witnessed and sent back to Linda's attorney.
Linda wanted a meeting at her lawyer's office, and I agreed to this provision in order to get the bitch out of my life. From Love of my Life to Bitch, from February to early April? Shit, how things can change, and not for the better.
By this time, Linda had moved in with the Asshole and I'd moved back to the house with Emma and Tommy. They were missing their mother and I had to arrange therapy for them. Another lasting legacy from the slut, I thought. She would visit them in the evenings for an hour or so before they went to bed, and they often cried themselves to sleep.
The lawyer's offices were about as plush as I'd expected, and we sat in a room designed to facilitate calm reasoned debate, rather than animosity and anger. It was nearly working.
Linda was looking good, but apparently, I wasn't looking so good, from the remark that came out of Linda's mouth. "Jim, are you looking after yourself properly? Are you eating right?"
I shrugged. "I make sure the kids are bathed and fed and say their prayers every evening before they go to bed. But as for me? I'm really not sure why you are putting up the pretense of giving a fuck about my health and wellbeing."
She flushed and paused before responding. "Jim! Don't be like that! I know this might be hard for you to accept, but I still do have feelings for you and I do still care about you."
I gave a bark of laughter. "Yeah, sure you do. You cheat on me, deliberately helped the Asshole to humiliate me in front of all our friends and you callously broke my heart. And now you have the gall to pretend you care about me? The truth is, if I were laying at the side of the road with my teeth on fire, you and the Asshole wouldn't even bother to piss in my mouth, would you?" From the shocked, horrified expression on her face I realized I'd scored a direct hit in her ego. "Thanks, grandad!" I thought.
"That's a terrible thing to say, Jim! Absolutely vile! Look, Marc isn't an Asshole. And now, after he's had time to reflect on it, he is sorry that he pulled the stunt at the hotel. It's not really who he is, after all. He's such a good, kind and generous man."
"No, Linda. That's actually untrue. As the great philosopher, author, poet and activist Maya Angelou said: 'When someone shows you who they really are, believe them.' He is a wife stealing Asshole and that's all he will ever be to me."
"But Jim, Marc wants you to have custody of Tommy and Emma, it's his way of making amends!"
"Or his way of making sure he doesn't have another man's brats getting under his feet as he gets on with fucking their mother?"
Kapow! That one really struck below the waterline! I think then perhaps Linda realized the truth: that Marc LaValliere was an utter Asshole and that she was nothing better than a cheating slut who had destroyed her husband for said Asshole, but it was too late. The divorce was underway and she had nailed her colors to his mast.
"Please don't be bitter, Jim. I'm sure you'll find someone else to share your life with."
"No. I'll not be dating. Because I've already got someone else to share my life with. Tommy and Emma. I'll devote my time to raising them to the best of my ability, making sure that even though they do come from a broken home that they'll have a daddy who loves them... who..." I couldn't help it. Suddenly I was struck by the enormity of what was happening to me, to my two precious little children. I began to sob. I couldn't help myself.
Linda hugged me, trying to make it right. But it didn't work. It couldn't work.
I wiped my eyes, blew my nose and we parted company. I noticed Linda was starting to tear up, a little.
I walked out of the building feeling somewhat better, the tears had been cathartic for me, at least to an extent.
A week later, Linda had moved all her belongings out of the house, taking her clothing including that damn blue dress and leaving the wedding album behind. Obviously, the kids and I had been a starter family and now she was off for something better. Well, fuck her! Was I bitter? You bet your ass!
There was an article in the local press that was not the usual hagiographic bilge about the Asshole. It actually criticized him about moving to California to work with a different NFL franchise and abandoning his home city. There was a reference to him moving to the West Coast with a new love interest, though they avoided mentioning her name or the fact that she was (at least technically) a married woman with two children and a husband she was abandoning.
A couple of weeks after she moved, Dee dropped in to see me one evening. She was apologetic. "Jim, I am so sorry that LInda left you for Marc. I had no idea that what she promised me was one night of passion would so quickly turn into her leaving you for Marc. And as for her leaving the kids? What was she thinking? It's so unlike her. She's invited me to go stay with her in a while. Dave's not keen, but I'll talk him round. As they only have a one-bedroom apartment, I'll stay in a nearby hotel."
The children were already in bed, having cried themselves to sleep, and as I poured our drinks, I decided that I needed to share the truth with Dee. After all, the only people I'd told anything to was BritishMan (who provided cynical and humorous advice with a British twist) and my lawyer.
We sat in the living room of the house. "Dee, there's a lot that you don't know about what happened. Following the advice from someone who was cheated on, I decided to record Linda. Yeah, before you say anything, that might be illegal, I know, but all's fair in love and war, right? Please just listen to the recordings before you make a comment, Okay?"
Dee heard the first recording of Linda and herself. She muttered, more to herself, "But how... when did it change?"
I said nothing but played the second recording. The expression on Dee's face was incredulity, sadness and anger. "The rotten fucking bitch! How could she do that to you, Jim? And I had no idea that Linda had such a low opinion of me. We were friends for 20 years, well, I thought we were friends, and I never knew the truth about her.
"It gets my goat, Jim. I had that one great idea about making sure that the suckiness of February would be put behind us with a great weekend of drinking, eating, dancing and fun and togetherness and she fucked it up and turned it into a shitty mess."
She began to cry and I comforted her. At first, I'd been angry with her, but after listening to the recordings several more times I realized that Dee was an incurable romantic, that she was gullible and that Linda had made use of her to help humiliate me. She'd also, eventually, humiliated Dee when the full story got out amongst our group of friends.
I said as much to Dee. She dabbled her eyes on a tissue I'd given her. "I know I'm gullible. But I like to think I have a good heart and I always mean well.
"But I am going to have to tell Dave and everyone else in the group what that fucking bitch did to you. And she has abandoned the children to live with that fucking asshole, Marc LaValliere? Has she gone crazy? I would never have thought she was capable of doing something so fucking shitty. Jim, Dave and myself, we'll be there for you. And if you need babysitters for a night out, just let us know. And I'm sure Jane will look after Tommy and Emma if you'd like. They love her kids, after all."
I gave Dee a hug and she left, promising that we'd all get together again, soon.
The divorce went through smoothly, the alimony and child support were paid into my bank account every month, I arranged to do some of my work from home, so I was able to be at home for the children when they got home, meeting them from the school buses.
They couldn't understand why their mother had left and they still cried at night, even though I cuddled them and read them stories. I continued their therapy sessions and I began my own therapy sessions, too. I found them incredibly helpful.
Even more helpful were the other people on that infidelity forum, especially BritishMan, who became a really good and genuine friend. We'd probably never meet, but it was nice to know that he had my back. Without his suggestion to record Linda, when she had eventually told me she was leaving me for the Asshole, I'd have been totally blindsided, as without those recordings I'd have wrongly thought that we were both working to heal our marriage.
To my surprise and disappointment, the "liberal visitation" that Linda had insisted on was never actually used. Her contact with the children was sporadic at best, with a few Facetime sessions that pretty soon petered out. It seems that Tommy, Emma and I were her old family, and now that she and Asshole were together in their shiny new life together, she had no use for her ex-husband or her ex-children. And that stuck in my craw.
The children eventually stopped speaking about her very much, but I knew the pain was there within their broken hearts, and therapy could only go part of the way to mending the damage Linda had done to them. And to me, for that matter.
I expected that one day Linda might realize what she had done and attempt to make amends, but fuck her. The damage she'd wrought upon us wasn't something she could easily fix.
I rarely went out with our old group of friends, only several times a year. In fact, I didn't often go out at all, though I took the kids out as often as possible. Though we did see more of Dee and Dave and Jane and her children.
I got involved in online Scrabble games with BritishMan and several other people off that forum, which was great fun.
When the children were older, I would start to date, but the injury that Linda had caused me would take a long time to heal. As for Linda and Asshole, I deliberately did not follow them on social media, and when the silly bitch tried to follow me on Facebook and Twitter, I blocked her. She wanted to discuss the children? That was what email was for, though she never really bothered. As for Asshole's career and his desire to teach ballroom dancing? Who gave a fuck? Certainly not me.
I was certain I'd eventually get over Linda and what she'd done, and I'd start dating again, but in my own time.
As for how Linda and her soulmate Marc the Asshole were doing? Did they get run down by a street car? Eaten by sharks? Who cares?
I deliberately kept well away from finding out. I didn't follow them on any social media channels. Life's too short to follow pieces of shit like them and give them free space in your head.
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"You have all the information you were after?" she asked him, expectantly.
"Pretty much. There are several points that I need clarification on from some of my contacts, but I expect to have all of those points dealt with and squared away either late this evening or by very early tomorrow morning, which is Monday, of course."
"I'm sorry that you had to work through your entire weekend," she said to him.
He shrugged. "That's really not a problem. This business tends to be 24/7, so I'm used to it. It goes with the territory, as they say. It's probably why I'm no longer married."
"Yes, but even so..."
"How do you think he'll react?"
It was her turn to shrug. "I honestly don't know. I don't know him well enough to say. I know perhaps I should, but things got screwed up way before we were even born, so I don't know."
"Okay, well, I'll be ready to put the call in to him tomorrow morning. We'll just have to see how it all works out."
It was Monday morning and Amy Fisher was getting ready for her trip back to Arizona. Even before he'd married his wife, for as long as he'd known her, even before she'd changed her name from Clarke to Fisher when they'd married, Dan Fisher's wife made the trip back to Arizona to spend the last week of every month with her one remaining relative, her older aunt who lived in an assisted living facility in Phoenix.
As usual, Dan had taken Amy to the airport and left her off at the drop off zone. Long gone were the days when you could take your honey to the gate to wish them goodbye, as quite necessary but irksome security concerns had put paid to that idea long before they'd got married.
He had driven from the airport to his workplace and parked his car in his reserved space in the underground parking garage beneath the building where his company had its HQ.
He hadn't mentioned it to Amy, he hadn't wanted to worry her, but he would have to ask his secretary Wanda to put in a call to his accountant.
Things hadn't been going all that well for Fisher Engineering Products over the last several years. He and his chief salesman Eddy Green had been discussing the downswing in sales for the company. Sales were down, but they could see no discernible reason why this was so.
All Dan knew was that if the situation didn't improve, he would have enough cash reserves to keep the company afloat until the end of the year and then he would have to consider a Chapter 11 bankruptcy. He'd hate to do it, but what alternative did he have?
Meanwhile, Amy was aboard her plane, settling back in her seat On her iPhone she was playing a recording of an app her therapist had made for her. She was going from Philadelphia to Arizona, making the mental shift that was required.
Dan had met Amy when she had accidentally stumbled into him at a Chamber of Commerce meeting, causing him to spill his drink. She had bought him a replacement drink and they got to chatting.
She had told him she had moved from Arizona to Philadelphia to help her get over a failed relationship. He had found it easy to talk to Amy and soon she had been attentively listening to his life story, including the unexpected death of his wife Catherine at a very early age due to cancer, following soon after the loss of his parents.
Three years on, he had still been grieving for Catherine and his parents.
He found Amy a companionable young woman, easy to talk to and by the end of the evening they had exchanged phone numbers. A little over a year later, they had married.
Things hadn't been easy for Dan; the early death of his wife had been preceded not long before by the unexpected death of his parents in a car crash.
This had resulted in, at a young age, Dan being virtually forced into taking over the running of the family engineering concern.
That concern was still dealing with the residual fallout of a major family split of a generation before, which had brought about the creation of two engineering outfits in the Philadelphia area that both contained the name "Fisher" in the title. Fisher Productions and Dan's branch, Fisher Engineering Products. Both made pretty much the same type of engineering products, and at least until recently, both of which had enjoyed similar successful stories.
That was then, this was now; and the future of Fisher Engineering Products was hanging by a thread.
When he got back to the office, he asked Wanda to put in the call. She nodded, but the look of concern in her eyes made him understand why he needed the appointment with his accountant. "Hey, Wanda, don't worry" he said. "I'll make sure you are going to be okay, no matter what. After all, you worked here with both my father and grandfather."
She nodded. "Thanks, Dan. I really do appreciate that, but there's everyone in the factory, plus the other staff to think about, too?"
Dan shrugged, sympathetically. "Yeah, Wanda. I know that. I'll do whatever I can, but if Eddy and I can't get a sustainable boost in sales, or manage to figure out what's happening to our sales and correct any issues we find, it'll be out of my hands."
She smiled at him, reassuringly. She knew he'd do what he could for everyone. He was the son of his father, after all. "When do you want the appointment?"
"Try for next Tuesday at 1PM."
"Have you told Amy about the problems we are having?"
"No. At least, not yet. She's doing well with her graphic design business and she's got a major contract coming up, so I didn't want to bother her. She's doing her usual week in Arizona with her aunt who lives in the nursing home. She's her only living relative. She's relatively young, but she has early onset dementia. I've only seen her once, that was years ago. She mistook me for someone else from her past and started screaming and attacking me, so I haven't been allowed to see her, since then."
"By the way, Dan, someone called for you when you were at the airport. Said his name was Peter Hooper of a company called Hooper-Sneed Investigations."
"Sales call?" asked Dan, skeptically.
"He asked me to emphasize that it's not a sales call, that there will be no financial cost implications to you or the company, but he emphasized that he does have some information that he feels will be of great interest and concern to you and the company. If you're interested, I can call him back and put the call through to your office?"
"Might as well find out what he has, so sure, okay, please do that." Dan walked into his office and a couple of minutes later he found himself talking to Peter Hooper of Hooper-Sneed Investigations. "Mr. Fisher? Good morning, my name is Peter Hooper. I am a founding partner of Hooper-Sneed Investigations."
"Good morning, Mr. Hooper. My secretary said you have something of interest for me. Will you please confirm that there are no cost implications to me or Fisher Engineering Products? And if so, how can that be the case?"
"Yes, I'll confirm there are no cost implications for you or your company. How this works is that sometimes during an investigation for a client we discover information that will be of benefit to a third party. Which, in this instance, is you and your company. As this information is, in effect, the property of our client, we are limited by what we can do with this information.
"But in this instance, our client has explicitly instructed us that we must place this information with you as soon as is humanly possible. Our offices are on Walnut Street, near to the junction with South Juniper. When would you be able to come to our offices?"
"How about next week? Monday, perhaps? I'll have my secretary pencil you in?"
There was a pause before Hooper replied. "The thing is, the information my client has for you is very time sensitive. I think it best if we met with you this week. This morning, in fact, before noon, if that's at all possible?"
"Is it really that urgent?"
"Yes. It's very urgent."
"Okay. I'll be at your office just prior to noon. My office is only on Walnut and South Broad Street, so that's not a problem. Incidentally, who is your client?"
"I'll be able to release the name of my client to you when you are at our offices. Sorry to be so mysterious, but there are good reasons to play it this way, as I'm sure you will appreciate when you find out more."
After dealing with the few letters that had arrived in the morning post and sorting through his emails, Dan found himself at the offices of Hooper-Sneed Investigations. It was somewhat more opulent than he had expected. He was ushered into the office marked "Peter Hooper" and Mr. Hooper rose from his desk, strode toward him and shook his hand in a firm but friendly grip.
"Please sit down, Mr. Fisher. I'm Peter Hooper." As Dan sat down in front of Hooper's desk he glanced round the room and noticed that there were a number of FBI commemorations and certificates on the wall, and photographs with a younger Peter Hooper with four different Presidents, taken in what Dan presumed was the Oval Office.
"I spent over 20 years working as an agent for the FBI after law school and four years in the US Marines. Then I got together with a former Philly police detective friend of mine, Wally Sneed, and we opened up our own detective agency."
Dan declined the offer of a drink. He really picked up a bad vibe about what was going to transpire.
They had decided on first name terms and so Peter tapped a finger on a buff colored file on his otherwise clutter-free desk. "Dan, contained within this file is some information that our client wants you to have. I agree with my client; this information is, or rather will be, of vital importance to you.
"My client became apprehensive about her husband and some of his activities. She was becoming increasingly suspicious of her husband and she became concerned that he was behaving inappropriately, to say the very least.
She is a business owner, and a new hire in the accounts department had noticed something that had caused him some concerns, so he reported these to her. As they involved areas of the company she had left in the apparently capable hands of her husband, her husband works for the family company, she became suspicious and she asked us to launch an investigation into the company's accounts and the activities of her husband."
He paused before continuing. "We employed a forensic accountant and he discovered several areas of great concern from a financial aspect.
"Our own investigations discovered that her husband was having a sexual affair with another woman. It's my painful job to inform you that the woman who he is having the affair with is your wife, Amy."
Dan blanched. "You are sure of your facts, aren't you, Peter? No room for doubt?"
Peter shook his head, "Sorry, Dan. None at all. We have audio and visual evidence and electronic and paper documentation, too."
Dan looked at him. "But there's more, isn't there?"
"You are a very perceptive man. Please bear with me." He pressed a button on the phone on his desk. "Sarah, can you please ask our client to join us in my office? Thank you."
As Peter's client was ushered into the office, Dan felt his blood freeze. Surely it couldn't be?
Peter stood up, as did Dan. Both men were old fashioned in their ways and only sat once the female who had walked into the room had sat down.
"Dan, I am sorry to tell you that your wife Amy has been having an affair with David Brody, the husband of Alison Fisher-Brody, the President of Fisher Productions. Brody is currently the Director of Sales and Marketing for Fisher Productions."
Dan was flabbergasted at this totally unexpected turn of events. Not only was his wife cheating on him, she was having an affair with the husband of his rival?
"I'm so sorry, Dan," said Alison. "I had a strong suspicion that he was cheating on me, but I had no idea that it was with your wife."
Dan shook his head. "Hi, Alison. It's not your fault. But this is just such a lot for me to process. I had no idea that Amy was cheating on me. She hid it well."
Peter interjected "That's the thing, Dan. Hiding things well is what your 'wife' is good at." Dan noticed the emphasis that Peter had placed on the word wife and he had a sinking feeling in his gut. He looked at Peter and said, "Peter, I have a horrible feeling that shit's about to get crazy."
"Dan, you have no idea. When I conduct an investigation I go all out, because during my time in the Marines and the FBI I learned very early on that if you are not entirely thorough at all times it will ultimately bite you in the butt.
"I decided to run a full investigation into your wife. What I found out was that Amy Fisher, nee Clarke was born on May first, 1990 in Santa Clara, California. She was issued with the Social Security Number 545 021 6234.
"However, Sadly, Amy Clarke died in the year 2000 when she and her family were killed in a car wreck. Your wife applied for a birth certificate for Amy Clarke a few months before she met you, and she was then able to obtain a passport and a driver's license, thus she was able to take on a new identity as Amy Clarke."
"But why would she do that? And who is she really if she isn't or wasn't Amy Clarke?"
"I'll get to that, Dan. Hooper-Sneed is a member of the Transcontinental Association of Private Detective Agencies. It maintains a system that is similar to that operated by the FBI. It has DNA and fingerprint databases and the like. But obviously on a smaller scale.
"Using it I was able to establish that her real identity is Amy Bishop. She was born in Arizona a couple months before Amy Clarke, as it happens. Her birth name was Amy Benson."
Dan said nothing, trying to take it all in.
Peter continued: "After she got her law degree, she joined the FBI and began a relationship with John Bishop, a fellow FBI agent in the same office in Arizona. They were strongly suspected of misusing FBI data and as a result they were both dismissed, but never charged with a crime. I'm sorry to have to tell us this, Dan, but they are married and they have a child, a boy of fourteen."
Dan looked even more stricken. "She's married? With a child? What the fuck?"
Peter added: "After they were run out of the FBI, they launched a company called Arizona Industrial Intelligence. They are basically an industrial espionage outfit. Definitely the black hats of the industry."
"Six years ago, David Brody, without the knowledge of Alison or any other members of the board, hired Arizona Industrial Intelligence to infiltrate Fisher Engineering Products and to obtain sensitive and secret information which Brody would be able to use to play interference and to divert customers from Fisher Engineering Products to Fisher Productions.
"They decided to get Amy Benson-Bishop to target you, get into a relationship with you and steal company information from you. The fact that you proposed to her really worked in their favor."
"I was a prize chump. She really had me fooled," Dan said.
Peter shook his head. "She is a professional and very good at her job, so don't blame yourself. There is something else, though. The aunt she allegedly visits doesn't exist. Amy spends that week every month with her husband and her son."
A thought occurred to Dan. "Then the woman I met when I first started dating Amy wasn't really her aunt?"
Peter shook his head. "Probably an actress they hired."
Dan added: "I'm on the verge of having to go for a Chapter 11. Do you have any idea how much money they took from my company?"
Peter said "The rough estimate by the forensic accountant is that they diverted about three million dollars in lost sales."
"Fuck!" Dan's response was explosive. "No wonder we're going down!"
Alison shook her head. "Dan, I'll not let Fisher Engineering Products go down. I'd love to be able to give you the three million dollars out of company resources, but I doubt the board would allow that. But I'll certainly do whatever I can. And please accept my apologies for what my asshole husband has done. Siccing that female spy on you was totally wrong. I had no clue as to what he'd done. I just thought he was doing a good job as director of sales. I should have known better."
Dan said: "I accept your apologies, Alison. But how the hell did he get away with it for so long?"
"He was diverting funds from several departments to provide funding for his industrial espionage. I think he had help from someone who no longer works in my accounts department. It was the diversion of funds that gave the replacement accounts team member an idea that something was amiss. If I hadn't employed that new accounts guy, I still wouldn't have found out. And you and I would still be in the dark. We are both chumps, really."
Dan turned to face Peter. "What crimes have they committed?"
"We are certain that they have breached the Economic Espionage Act of 1996. However, on the face of it, it's possible they might be guilty of wire fraud, false accounting, embezzlement, maybe even a violation of the Mann Act, though the latter almost certainly would not be a viable charge. Maybe even a charge of bigamy, but that'd be a call for the DA to make."
"I suppose the police will have to be involved?" asked Dan.
"Yes, Dan, but mainly my old colleagues in the FBI, as most of their crimes are Federal in nature, and the FBI will take the lead. I know you might feel awkward, what with Amy bamboozling you for all these years, but you cannot allow them to get away with this. I have been liaising with the FBI and the police here in the city, plus we have kept the Sheriff's office updated, too, as a courtesy."
"What do you want me to do?" asked Dan.
"Keep up your normal communications with Amy during this week. It's important that Amy, her husband and Brody not get a whiff of our plans. There will be coordinated arrests of all the players on Friday of this week, arranged at the same time Amy flies in from Phoenix to Philadelphia, arriving at 3PM, local time.
"When she clears security and is about to leave the airport, she will be arrested. But at the same time arrests will be made in Philadelphia of Brody and in Phoenix of Bishop."
The rest of the week was a horrible experience for Dan. He realized that his entire life over the past six years had been based on the lie that Amy actually gave a fuck about him. Damn. How she must have laughed at him! And along with that bastard David Brody, who she was fucking!
Amy had boarded the flight from Phoenix that Friday morning without any issues. At the back of her mind she wondered how it could be that her 'real' husband let her get an Uber to and from the airport, but Dan, the mark in this intelligence gathering operation, always loved her enough to take her to and from the airport? Sometimes thinking too much wasn't a good idea, she realised.
Once on the plane she began to put in reverse the psychological tools she employed to live her double life.
On the way from Philadelphia to Phoenix she began decompressing, using another version of her custom-made recording. On the way to Phoenix she went from being Amy Fisher, loving wife to Dan Fisher, to being Amy Benson-Bishop, loving wife to John Bishop and mother to John Junior, who was now 14.
On the way back, she reversed the process and went from being Amy Benson-Bishop, industrial espionage agent to being Amy Fisher, loving wife to Dan and a graphic designer.
On this trip she began to feel melancholy. She realized that she should never have allowed herself to be manipulated by her husband John into becoming a modern-day Marta Hari; that she should have run away when Dan proposed marriage to her. She hadn't, and here she was, six years later, married to a man who she was trying to ruin, financially.



She only had a carry-on case with her (she had a wardrobe of clothing in Phoenix), so she had no luggage to collect after she had gone through security. She had promised to text Dan when she had arrived so that he could pick her up from the airport; this had been their arrangement for several years.
As she was walking to get herself a Subway sandwich, she sensed a presence behind her. A deep voice addressed her. "Amy Bishop, may I speak with you?"
Fear zigzagged through Amy, but she turned and smiled, saying as calmly as she could: "I'm sorry, you have mistaken me for someone else. My name isn't Amy Bishop. Though my given name is Amy."
The man who addressed her was tall, wearing a suit. He had sandy hair. He was accompanied by another slightly shorter man with dark hair. Her heart sank. She'd spent enough time at the Phoenix office of the FBI and at its Quantico training facility to recognize them as almost certainly FBI agents. They were accompanied by a uniformed police officer and a sheriff's deputy.
Sandy hair spoke again: "Amy Bishop, also known as Amy Clarke and Amy Fisher, I am arresting you. You have the right to remain silent, anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have a right to have legal counsel to be present during questioning. If you can't afford a lawyer, one will be provided for you. Do you understand?"
Amy replied "Yes, thank you. I understand." She staggered and the FBI agent steadied her before he clicked the handcuffs in place.
Amy said: "Please! Wait! My husband Dan will be arriving at the airport soon to take me home!"
Sandy hair shook his head. "It's okay, Amy. He will not be coming for you. He knows. Everything."
Amy began weeping.
The FBI agents took her to the FBI's William J. Green, Jr. Building, on Arch Street.
Amy had asked for her lawyer. He was an affable and normally jovial man middle-aged man who handled her graphic design business' legal requirements. Representing a client who had been arrested by FBI agents was outside of his experience, but at his usual fee of $300 an hour he was always willing to accept a new experience.
As she sat in the FBI interview room, she wondered how she had fallen so hard in just over a decade. From one side of the interview table to the other.
Sandy hair was interviewing her. "For the record, my name is FBI Special Agent Warren Blake. With me is Special Agent Patrick O'Gorman; we are interviewing Amy Bishop, who is represented by her lawyer, Paul Klein."
Before he said anything else, there was a knock on the door which opened and someone beckoned Special Agent Blake to accompany them. He shook his head and said "Sorry, I'll suspend this for a couple of moments while I figure out what's happening." He closed the door behind him.
A couple of minutes later, he returned with a troubled look on his face. "Ms. Bishop, Amy, I have just received some worrying news. At the same time we were arresting you and also David Brody, our colleagues from the FBI office in Phoenix were arresting your husband. During the arrest of your husband, your son was arrested, also."
Amy shrieked out: "Why? He's only a child!"
"Because he yelled out "I won't let you Russian bastards kidnap my dad," and he managed to grab hold of a gun and he shot an FBI Special Agent. Your son was hit by a Taser and was apprehended."
Amy looked so pale that Special Agent Blake thought she looked as if she were made from soapstone. "How is the agent? How's Johnny, my son?"
Blake said: "They're both okay. Fortunately, he only sustained a minor wound and your son quickly recovered from the effects of the Taser."
Amy began to cry softly. As if by magic, a box of tissues was given to her. She looked at her lawyer and said, "Paul? I can't allow this farce to continue. I want to become a witness for the Federal government. I'll testify against my useless bastard of a husband and the vile POS, David Brody."
Paul nodded and said, "If you are sure that's what you want to do, I think we can fix that with the FBI. Mr. Blake, can you arrange that?"
"In principle, yeah, sure I can. I'll have to clear it with my superiors. I can't make any firm promises to Amy, but I'll certainly do my best to facilitate an agreement that will be mutually beneficial."
Paul said: "Will you need to check this with the DA's office?"
"No," replied Blake. The charges in this case are all Federal charges, so don't involve the DA as he only deals with State legislation."
Within a couple of weeks, Amy had given the FBI whatever information she could. That information that would ensure her husband and David Brody would each get at least 25 years in prison, maybe more. Because due to the Sentencing Reform Act of 1984, federal prisoners didn't receive parole, though they could get early release for "exemplary" behavior. They might spend their full terms in federal prisons. One can hope.
The DA didn't follow up on the bigamy charges, as she reportedly felt that there would be little return for the effort as Amy would already be in Federal prison.
When Bishop and Brody discovered that Amy had become the star witness against them in the Federal case, they both caved in and instructed their lawyers to broker the best deal possible. They turned on each other like ferrets fighting in a sack, each trying to lay the blame on the other.
Amy received a five-year jail sentence which was a major improvement on the 25 years that she could have expected. Due to the fact Brody had been stupid enough to talk with another prisoner before he got bail about how he might have her eliminated, he received an enhanced sentence and it was decided to place Amy in the Federal Witness Protection Program after her sentence ended.
Meanwhile, Alison and Dan had gotten together with their lawyers and their accounts teams. Looking back on documents from the time of the split between the two companies, it became clear that the original dispute had been over something and nothing, as they used to say.
They decided to update the original 1925 agreement that had launched the Fisher company and re-established the company as Fisher Engineering LLC.
"Alison, I don't want anyone to lose their jobs over this merger," said Dan.
"That's what I'd like to avoid, too, Dan. After all, our staff have been loyal to you and to me and it's not their faults that both sets of our grandparents got hold of the wrong end of the stick all those years ago. And I don't see why anyone should suffer because my ex-husband was a bastard."
"Yeah, I agree. I think we need to keep job losses to a minimum with good early retirement packages for people if they volunteer to quit. And I think it'll be best to keep both our sites working. At least for the foreseeable future."
"Yes, Dan, I agree. Anyway, how are you doing?"
"Better than you might think, really. I am on antidepressants and I am seeing a counselor who is sure I'm making progress."
"It must have been a shock to discover that Amy was a spy and that she never loved you."
"Yeah, I really struggled to cope with that for a while. You know, she actually wants me to go visit her in prison."
"You going to?"
"I might."
"Where is she in jail?"
In the Philadelphia FDC, over on Arch Street at the moment."
Despite misgivings, and after encouragement from Wanda and his therapist, Dan eventually decided to visit Amy in the jail.
The room they met in was modern and fairly comfortable and Dan was surprised that Amy was not wearing a jumpsuit. He smiled and said: "No orange jumpsuit?"
Amy returned his smile with a brief grin, saying: "Not here. One of the girls told me orange jumpsuits are for prisoners in transit. I'm fortunate as I'm allowed to wear my own clothing."
After an awkward silence Dan said, "Well, you asked to see me, Amy. What's it about? Why'd you want to see me?"
"Dan, I need to offer you my most sincere apologies for what I did. It was wrong and I shouldn't have done it. At first, it was just a job, a way to obtain sensitive information for a client of our company.
"But I realize now that it was morally wrong to target you in the way we did, especially as you were still grieving for Catherine and your parents.
"When you proposed to me, I should have used that as the opportunity to run away from the situation and leave you alone. But my damned husband and David Brody convinced me that it would be okay and that nobody would be really hurt."
"But I was hurt, wasn't I?" Dan said. "And what about the fact that you had a son who grew up hardly ever seeing his mother? And you lied to me, you said you didn't want children. Or was it that you didn't want a child fathered by me, your mark in the con game?" He sounded bitter. Because he was bitter.
Amy shook her head. "No! Oh, no, Dan. That wasn't the case at all. I... the only reason I couldn't have a child with you was because then the whole thing would have fallen down. You'd have found out about what I was doing and everything would have crashed down."
"Would that have been a bad thing?"
Yes, it would Dan. Because by that time I had actually fallen in love with you. In fact, to be honest, I think I was always in love with you, to an extent, from the moment I first met you. The reason why I was having therapy was because of the fact that I felt my personality was starting to fragment. In Phoenix, I was Amy Bishop, wife, mother and industrial spy, but when I was in Philadelphia, I was Amy Fisher, your wife and a successful graphic designer. I was cracking up. Then I allowed that bastard David Brody to start fucking me when I was at a particularly low ebb and that started the end of the downward spiral."
Dan sighed, he hadn't realized he'd been holding his breath. "If that hadn't happened, Alison wouldn't have suspected him of cheating on her and none of this would have happened. How long would you have continued spying on me, Amy?"
"I honestly don't know, Dan. I was becoming more reluctant to continue spying on you, and if I'd have known it would have taken that much from your company and put it at risk of closing, I doubt I could have done it. David told me it was a few grand. Certainly not the three million it turned out to be.
"The horrible thing to me, Dan, is that I have become something that I never was. That I never wanted to be
"I joined the FBI in order to fight crime. I met John when we were both sent to Quantico for a training session from the Phoenix FBI office. We fell in love, and when he began doing something illegal with some sensitive data he involved me, and rather than prosecuting us, in order to stop a scandal developing, they quietly let us go. We set up Arizona Industrial Intelligence and virtually our first job was to target Fisher Engineering Products."
Dan said "Did your company have any other targets?"
She shook her head, a sour expression on her face. "No. My husband John was supposed to be arranging other jobs, but he didn't. It turns out that much of the $150,000 a year he was charging for my services as a modern-day Marta Hari he wasted on prostitutes and in snorting coke. Another thing to hate my husband for. He put us at risk of STDs. Luckily for you and me, nothing came of that.
"This has also hurt my son, John Junior. We had him convinced that I was a Secret Agent spying on a Russian spy ring in Philadelphia, and when the FBI agents came to arrest his father, he thought they were really Russian agents, so he grabbed my husband's gun and shot one of the agents. Thank God nobody was badly hurt. But Johnny was found guilty of wounding and put on probation. He'll have to go into foster care in Arizona, because neither David or I have any close living relatives he can move in with and we are both in jail. What a mess I made of my life and my son's life!"
"What do you plan to do now?" asked Dan.
"They have promised me that if I behave myself in prison I might get released early for good behavior, and as that moron Brody threatened to have me killed, they are going to allow me to enter the Federal Witness Protection Program when I'm released. Hopefully, I can have Johnny move in with me."
"What does Witness Protection mean for you?"
"It means a new identity, plus they assist me to get a job and a home for Johnny and me, if he wants to live with me. I really love graphic design, so I'll look for something in that field, I guess."
She paused before speaking again. "What about you, Dan? What'll you do?"
"Alison and I have merged our two companies; we'll keep job losses to a minimum. I'm also undergoing therapy, and I'm on antidepressants."
Amy looked pained. "Yeah, that's my fault and I'm truly sorry for that. Look, ideally, I'd like for you to continue visiting me and for us to properly marry under my new name when I get out of prison. But I can't see that as being a realistic option."
Dan shook his head. "No, you're right, Amy. A marriage has to be based on trust, and because you lied to me constantly all throughout our relationship and marriage, I'd never be able to trust you. I'm sorry but that's how it is, how I feel. I still have some feelings for you, but they aren't enough for me to get beyond how cruelly you used me."
Amy smiled a sad smile. "I knew that, really. It was only a pipe dream of mine. But I realized it wasn't a real possibility. Are you seeing anyone, yet?"
"Nope. My therapist has suggested that I should have received counseling to help me get over Catherine's death, so he feels I have unresolved issues there that I need to deal with before I even consider serious dating as an option. But I'm getting there."
They parted on good terms. Well, as good as possible under the circumstances. But he wouldn't see her again. What would be the point?
As he walked out onto Arch Street, he saw a tall shapely woman walking along, talking into her cell phone. As he glanced at her, he felt his cock twitch. He smiled to himself. Maybe starting dating again wouldn't be that far into the future?
Despite all the bad shit that had gone down, several good things had happened, too. The stupidity and idiotic behavior of a previous generation of members of the Fisher clan had been put to rights by the current generation.
Bishop and Brody were spending up to the next three decades in federal prison, Amy was serving her own time for her involvement in the murky world of industrial espionage and as for Dan? The combination of his antidepressants and therapy were working for him. He wouldn't just survive; he was going to thrive.
He caught a cab back to his office. As he walked into the office Wanda said: "Good meeting with Amy?"
"Yeah, I think I laid some ghosts. I won't see her again. Now, let's shut the office early. I feel like taking you out for a drink or three!"
Wanda laughed and grabbed her coat. It was good to see Dan back to normal. Or as normal as possible under the circumstances.
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My phone rang. It was an internal call from my secretary, Emily. "Hello, Em?"
"Hi, Steve, there's someone on an outside line for you. She said you'd want to speak with her?"
"Who is it, please, Emily?"
"She introduced herself as Mary Jones. Shall I tell her you're too busy?"
Mary Jones? My daughter Donna's one-time best friend? Interesting. "No, Emily. Please put her through right away."
Seconds later I was speaking with Mary, and the last several years had slipped away.
"Hello, Steve? Is that you?"
"Yes, Mary. It's me! I'm so pleased you called. How have you been? Are you okay? Have you spoken to Donna yet?"
"Not yet, I wanted to talk to you first. I'll talk with Donna later today. Your offices are still in the Clark Building on Barker Street?"
I acknowledged this and she added, "Can I meet you at your office, Steve? At 4PM?"
We agreed on the time and we ended the call. I sat back in my chair, pondering. Mary and Donna had been thicker than thieves together, having met when they were aged four, at nursery.
They'd done virtually everything together, including double dating when they were old enough; until suddenly Mary had virtually vanished overnight, abandoning her plans to study at the local college with Donna and taking a place at a college 500 miles away, in a different state.
There'd been very little contact between the two girls after Mary had moved, and I'd had many discussions with my wife Sally over what might have precipitated the situation, but she had always shaken her head, answering, "I'm afraid I don't know."
Today, I felt that I would soon learn what had happened.
At a little before 4PM, a smiling Emily ushered Mary into my office.
Mary looked different. She looked pretty much the same as she had the last time I had seen her four years ago, but she had lost something. She'd aged, obviously, as had we all, but there was something else, too.
She rushed across the room as Emily shut the door behind her. "Oh, Steve! Steve!" she began sobbing as I held her. I was bewildered to be honest. Something bad had happened to her which had snatched her away from us, her second family, me, my wife and our daughter. Her own mother had vanished from her life when she'd been a child, and cancer had taken her father when she'd been in her mid-teens.
She disengaged from me and said, with tears in her eyes, "Steve, I have something to tell you, something that will have you hating on me. Really, badly hating on me."
I shook my head, saying: "I'll never be able to hate you, Mary. Never."
She in turn shook her head. "What I tell you may just make you change your mind, Steve. You see, I had an affair with your wife."
Whoa! An affair? Between Mary and Sally? Talk about blindsided? So, that was the reason why Mary had vanished those four years ago?
I ushered Mary to the two comfortable easy chairs that were in a corner of my office. "Mary, your news has shocked me. But I don't hate you, at least not yet. Please could you tell me what happened? How the affair began?"
She trembled and then began to speak. "Stave, remember when you, Donna and Sally were supposed to have a long weekend at the lakes, but Sally couldn't make it in the end, because someone organized a long last-minute workplace meeting?"
I nodded, not saying anything. I'd forgotten about that. Sally had told Donna and myself that one of her colleagues in the school counseling department that she worked in had become worried about a new piece of state legislation, so he had called a meeting at the very last minute. In order to prepare for the meeting, Sally had decided to let Donna and myself go to the lakes by ourselves. Donna had asked Mary if she wanted to go, but she had a project to finish off for school, so it had changed to time for some Dad and Daughter bonding. It had been great, but it would have been better if Sally had been with us.
"Sally asked me to visit your house on that Friday. The meeting had taken place earlier that day. It hadn't taken long, just about half an hour. But it had been Sally who had called the meeting, not some colleague of hers as she'd told you.
"She had a couple of bottles of wine already open and breathing and she sat me down on the sofa. We began drinking the wine. She offered me a shoulder massage. It felt good and eventually she asked if I wanted her to use some massage oil? Of course, I agreed, but she said that I should take off my top because she didn't want to stain it with the oil.
"The next thing she suggested I dropped my bra straps to stop them interfering with the massage. Then... then she touched my breasts. I panicked. I didn't know what to do!
"But then she complimented me on my breasts and she gave me another glass of wine and I somehow felt more at ease, happier. Then she kissed me. I tasted the wine in her mouth and I suddenly felt energized and warm.
"She kissed my breasts, then she inserted her hand into my knickers, I tried to stop her, but I felt really weird. She began kissing me again and my resistance fell away. She found my clit and she started rubbing it. It felt different as to when a boy did it; she knew just what to do. What I wanted. I got really wet. She knew just what I wanted, what I needed. I suddenly came, it was very intense.
"Then I began to cry, I felt really guilty. I said: 'What about Steve? What have I done?' What have you done?
"She kissed my tears away, gave me a tissue and said, 'Don't worry about Steve. This has nothing to do with Steve and me, or Steve and you. I love my husband to pieces and I always will. This is between you and I. Don't worry about it, it will not impact on my marriage with Steve. He doesn't have to know about this. He doesn't need to know about this.'
"Then she started kissing me more aggressively and with more passion and eventually almost without any conscious effort on my part, your wife had my skirt up, my panties off and she had her tongue in my vagina. She tongued me to so many orgasms that eventually I was fully satiated and I had to beg her to stop.
"She got up, moved away from my crotch and she sat next to me and cuddled up to me. She began whispering to me, loving, encouraging words. I now realize that they were well-rehearsed words, designed to ward off any guilt that I might be feeling. And believe me, Steve, despite what she'd said, I was feeling guilty.
"After a while, she convinced me I should return the favor, and we moved into a 69 position and we got each other off and we showered, had a snack and went to bed together. We made love again several times before you and Donna came home.
I looked at her before speaking. "How long did the affair go on, Mary? Why did it stop? Did you stop it, or did Sally?"
"It was me. I stopped it. It lasted about three months. It wasn't easy hiding the affair from you and Donna, but Sally had convinced herself and me that it was all worthwhile and that we weren't taking anything away from you. In fact, she went so far as to imply that you and she had a sort of open relationship and that if you wanted to take a lover, she wouldn't mind."
She paused, shook her head and continued "But one day she let something slip that made me realize she was full of shit. A story came up on a celebrity news channel about an actor whose wife had found he was cheating on her. She turned to me, laughed and said: 'If I ever found out Steve was cheating on me, I'd cut his balls off!'
"She saw the expression on my face and she realized that she'd fucked up. She tried to put it right, but I ignored what I now realized was just more of her bullshit.
"She'd convinced me we weren't cheating on you, but she'd lied to me in order to do this. So, she'd just shown me that our great adult love affair was really nothing but a tawdry, filthy thing. I left your house. I felt dirty and humiliated. And stupid. I knew I had to get away from her. From everyone.
"I couldn't tell Donna why; I couldn't even think about looking you in the eye and telling you and I obviously didn't want to talk to Sally again.
"I told my cousin who I was living with that a relationship I was in had gone sour, which was sort of true, so I told her I needed to leave town. I cancelled my place at college, went online, found another college which was 500 miles away and luckily when I called them, they'd just had a student decline their offer of a place on the course I wanted to do, so I took their place and went into dorm accommodation there."
"You never really kept in touch with any of us, did you, Mary?"
She looked shamefaced. "I wanted to, but I couldn't."
"Okay, I can understand that. So, what happened then?"
"I began to struggle at college, so I booked sessions with a counselor who was a really helpful woman. She let me ramble on about what had happened over a number of appointments. After three years I got my degree and I went to work in the graphic design department at the college.
"I began to get depressed. When I tried to kill myself twice, the hospital recommended me to a really good expert in PTSD, and with her help I was able to make some real progress.
"A couple months back my counselor said she was convinced that I needed to gain closure on what had happened back then, that I needed to come home and let you guys know why I had just disappeared."
I shook my head. "I'm so sorry for what happened to you, Mary."
"Why are you sorry, Steve? I don't really understand?"
"You think, or rather you thought, you were having a love affair with your female lover, my wife, but the reality, at least at first, was that from what you just told me was that the fucking bitch actually raped you!"
Mary shook her head. "No, Steve I have to take full responsibility for my life choices. I was a full-grown woman and I messed up."
I squeezed her hand. "No. You are forgetting Mary, I know the shit your mother put you through, how she booked it and left you with your dad when he was first sick with cancer, how hard it hit you when your dad eventually passed away and your mother never even sent a sympathy card.
"Both Sally and I knew that you were young and very vulnerable. From what you just told me, she set Donna and me up to be out of town so she could remain at home so she could have free reign to seduce you and to fuck you. She got you drunk, and from what you just told me, she probably slipped you some E to help make you more compliant. And she is a psychologist, damn it, a school counselor! She, above everyone else, should have known not to do that. But instead, she used her expert skills to seduce you.
"What she did was wrong and I think, though I'm no expert, it actually would have constituted rape."
Mary began to cry really hard. I hugged her to me, my own eyes were tear-filled, too.
"Steve! Oh, thank you! I was so sure you would hate me, but you don't, do you?"
"Mary, I don't hate you. But I do hate Sally for what she did to you. Look, I feel we need to have Donna clued in on this. I'm going to book a table in a private room at the Village Tavern at 6.30PM, I'll get Donna to meet up with us. Sally is involved with a committee meeting this evening, or so she told me, so she'll be out 'til at least 10.30PM or so, so we won't have to be bothered about her for the moment."
She wiped her eyes and said: "You don't really think Sally raped me? Do you?"
I nodded, saying: "Yes, Mary. I am sorry, but yes, I believe that she raped you. But now, I'll call Donna and get that table booked."
I asked Emily to book the Village Tavern (which was actually a large multi-roomed sports bar within the Kentish Hotel, a part of the Brocade Hotels chain). So it was I was meeting up with my daughter and her best friend. I was very pleased that Sally wasn't with us as I'd not have been able to resist getting into it with her.
I also used my cellphone to call my cousin Rosie, who was a deputy sheriff in town. I explained what had happened and she agreed to meet with us at the Village Tavern.
Mary had taken the opportunity to leave early (by total coincidence she had booked a room at the Kentish) to get changed and I'd called Donna to clue her in, after I made a brief call to my lawyer to advise him of the shitty situation in which I found myself.
"What the fuck?" Donna shouted, her voice crackling with anger. "She had an affair with my best friend and ruined our friendship? That fucking bitch!"
"Donna, there's actually more. I'll let Mary tell you at the Village Tavern, but from what Mary told me, at least during the first time, Sally's seduction of Mary was almost certainly a rape."
"I'll kill the fucking bitch!" She shrieked. Obviously, there'd be no forgiveness for her mother, I thought.
We all sat together in a private room in the Village Tavern including Rosie, and over drinks and light snacks (none of us felt like eating much, for obvious reasons) we all caught up on the past four years. There were tears, mainly, one or two smiles, but mainly tears.
I let Mary tell Donna her story. I gently asked her if she had proof of what she was telling us, in case Sally denied it. She'd thought of that and had brought screenshots of text messages, some photographs and a few letters.
She left out no details. When Mary had finished her story, Donna held her hand and said, "Mary, I'm so sorry that my mother did that to you. I really don't understand her thinking."
She turned to me "Dad, did you suspect that Mom's a lesbian, or at the least, bi?"
I shook my head. "No, Donna, I had not one clue about that. She never let anything slip about anything like that. Looks like she pulled the wool over my eyes."
"Dad, what are you going to do now you are aware of the fact the bitch cheated on you, and also that she raped Mary?"
"To be honest, Donna, I don't know. I thought I knew everything about your mother, I mean, we have been together since we were 14 years old, been married for 30 years and this is the first time I knew she cheated on me."
Mary intervened "I'm sorry I told you, Steve."
"Mary, don't ever apologize for telling me. I needed to know that not only Sally was a cheater, but that she was, or rather is, a rapist."
We discussed matters further and finished up the snacks.
I asked Rosie what she thought. She was quiet for a time, before she spoke. "You know something, Steve, this case is one fucking, shitty mess. I could see many prosecutors pulling back from it, but equally there are some who would relish it.
"From my experience of dealing with sex crimes over the last ten years, I think the DA would go forward with this case. At one time, same sex sexual assaults were not easy to prove, but over recent years things have changed and there's more acceptance that gay on gay sexual assaults should be treated seriously. Actually, there have been two gay on gay sex crimes, one involving males, the other females, which were prosecuted by our current DA, so I doubt if it wouldn't proceed, so long as Mary wanted to be a witness."
Mary nodded her head. "After what you three guys have said to me today, I think I'd like to have Sally face justice. Until what Steve told me today, I thought I was just as guilty as Sally, but now I realize that, at least when it all started, she raped me."
I asked Rosie what she thought we should do. "Well, I feel that it's important we get things started as soon as we can. I'll reach out to the Sheriff and see how she wants to proceed. But my gut instinct is that we should arrest Sally as soon as we can. Maybe even this evening."
"How do you feel about that, Mary?"
Mary replied "I'll go with what you say, Rosie. The thing is, I realize that I owe a lot to Steve. I was left with the impression by my counselors that I was an adult in an adult relationship with Sally. But Steve made me understand that Sally had abused me and had coerced me into being nothing but a sexual plaything for her. I don't think she should be allowed to get away with what she did."
Donna and I got home at 9PM and we were talking in the den about what we would do. Mary was staying in her hotel room and Rosie had called into the home of the sheriff to talk over what she'd learned about what Sally had done to Mary.
When Sally arrived, it was a little after 10PM, so she'd finished whatever she'd been doing a little early.
"What's wrong, guys?" She knew from our expressions that we were both mad. Before I could say anything, Donna started up. "You must think Dad and me are so fucking dumb, huh? You really think you could get away with us not finding out about what you did to Mary?"
Sally looked shocked. She sat down heavily on the couch. "I don't know what you mean, Donna?"
"The fact that you were fucking Mary, which made her run away, you bitch!"
"What do you mean? Who told you about that? It's not true!"
I decided to interject. "Sally, there's no point in you lying to us. Mary told Donna and myself everything. She showed us physical evidence that you and she had a love affair, so don't lie."
She shrugged and said: "Okay, so I had an affair with Sally. It's none of your business Steve, nor of your business, Donna. We were both grown-ups, and we had a grown up adult relationship. It didn't affect our life, Steve, so why are you so upset? After all, the affair ended four years ago."
"That's not the point, Sally. It's been over for you for four years, but I only found out about it today, so your cheating on me isn't over for me! Besides, what kind of a fucking halfwit has an affair with their daughter's best friend and sort of glosses over the shitstorm that caused?"
"But like I said, it's not any concern of Donna's. Or yours, to be honest."
Donna replied "That's nothing but bullshit, Mother! You drove my best friend out of my life and I didn't even know why. I thought it was something I had done to make her leave town! But it was something that you did! Besides, you knew how sensitive Mary was, how troubled she was, but that didn't matter to you. You wanted to fuck her and that's exactly what you did. What the fuck to do you think the school board would think, knowing that you were fucking a young student?"
Sally shook her head. "That's not the case! Mary wasn't one of my clients, she wasn't even a student at the school I work at. Besides, we were both over the age of 18, so that wasn't a problem!"
"Really?" I spoke up, angrily. "She was 18, the same age as our daughter, and like Donna just said, you knew how troubled she was, how her mother had walked out on her and her dad when it was discovered he had cancer, how he died and she still heard nothing from her mother.
"You fucking used your training as a psychologist and a school counselor to get her panties off.
What is it they call it? A Special, Elevated Duty of Care? You owed Mary a special, elevated duty of care, but you didn't care. You just went and took what the fuck you wanted.
"And you know something? I wanted Mary! I thought she was attractive and sweet and vulnerable. But I didn't take her, I didn't seduce her because I knew it would be wrong! Damn it, if I, a software engineer, knew it was wrong to seduce her and have my way with her, why didn't you, a school counselor and a fucking psychologist not know that? In effect, you damn shit, you raped her!"
Sally denied it, she still went with the "we were both adults" routine, but then she compounded her sins (for want of a better word) by raising the statute of limitations. "What about the statute of limitations?" she whined.
"I don't know. But I hear the fucking DA will be expressing an interest in what you did!"
"But we don't need to get the law involved, do we?"



Sally was fucking with my head. It seemed to me that Sally had known all along that what she'd done to Mary had been wrong, but that somehow, she'd buried it deep within her mind. Now, things were coming apart for her and she didn't know what to do to handle it, to deal with it.
There was a knock on the door. By then it was just after 10.35PM. Sally looked shocked. "Who the hell is that? Mary?"
I didn't answer her; when I opened the door I was faced with Rosie and Sheriff Daniels, who had been a shoo-in as the county sheriff after her husband, the previous Sheriff, had been killed in a bank robbery several years back.
"Can we come in please, Mr. Walker?" said Sheriff Daniels.
"Of course, you can, Sheriff."
Sally jumped to her feet and shouted: "I don't want them here! They have no right to come in without my permission!"
Sheriff Daniels shook her head. "We have the permission of your husband to enter this house. Besides which, an hour ago I was at the home of Mike Jones, a magistrate who gave me a warrant for your arrest."
Sally looked stunned and she staggered a few paces back. Rosie took a hold of her and put her in handcuffs, whilst saying: "Sally Walker I am arresting you on suspicion of sexual assault. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you. Do you understand these rights?"
Sally nodded, tears in her eyes. "Yes. But it's not fair! I didn't rape anyone. Please, Donna, Steve. It's not right. Don't let them take me away!"
I felt my throat constrict, but Donna sneered, as her mother, and the woman who had previously been the love of my life was taken away in the Sheriff's car.
Before they left the Sheriff said, "Mr. Walker, I'm sorry that this was necessary. Please enquire about bail at the county jail tomorrow morning." I nodded, but I heard Donna mutter, "Bail? No way!"
I found after they had removed a sobbing Sally from the house that I agreed with Donna's instant decision on the matter of arranging bail.
Why the fuck would I want to arrange bail for a rapist? I think that at the back of my mind there was a scrap of jealousy. Yes, I'd found Mary very sexy, but I'd resisted even attempting to seduce her. But my wife, damn her, had just gone right ahead and actually raped Mary. Took what she wanted without any thought to the consequences.
I suppose I was fortunate that Donna was very understanding about my revelation that I had found her friend attractive.
The next morning, I spoke with my lawyer, arranged an appointment for later that morning and got him to set a divorce in motion for adultery. Our state was fault/no fault and I decided that I wanted to go for fault. Petty revenge? No, I wanted to destroy her. There was nothing petty about that.
After I got back from the lawyer, I had a long talk with Donna. We both came to the conclusion that as Sally had raped Mary at the house and had continued the affair at the house, that neither Donna or myself really felt comfortable continuing to live there.
We decided to book an aparthotel suite at the Kentish Hotel for the next six months, leaving Sally to have the house: at least until I divorced her and she either bought me out or we sold it and split it 50/50.
We did have a prenuptial agreement her late father had insisted on. After all, his daughter was qualifying as a psychologist, and there I was a penniless fool who was begging for coins, who wanted to leech off of his daughter. I wasn't exactly penniless, and what he called "begging for coins" was actually a remarkably successful early example of Crowdfunding that raised over $2 million to start off my software company.
Legally speaking, if I wanted to, I could leave Sally homeless and without a red cent. An interesting idea that I toyed with. Oh, how I toyed with it!
Sally arranged her own bail and Donna and I lived at the hotel.
The day after Sally had been arrested, she was taken to the courthouse and was given an arraignment hearing on charges of sexual assault.
The trial was set for two months hence, and by the end of that week I had the divorce papers filed at the courthouse by my lawyer, Peter Maxwell.
"Dad, I can't understand how or why Mom could have treated Mary like she did. It was as if she just used her as a sex toy. But Mom had known her since Mary was a little girl, about 15 years, so how could she do that?"
"I don't know, Donna. I really can't figure it out, either. It's like there's a side of her I never knew and I don't like."
"You are going to divorce her, aren't you?"
"Yeah. I really can't see any other option for me. If she'd have just cheated on me with a man or a woman for either a one-night stand or even a few months, I'd certainly think about reconciling with her. But I cannot see myself staying with a rapist. It's not in me to do that, Donna!"
Donna patted me on the arm. "Yeah, Dad. I not only hear what you say but I agree with it 100%. Whenever I read about some lunkheaded woman who has decided to stand by her man, even though he is a convicted rapist, I think 'Girl! Get some damn self-respect!' And Daddy... Dad... I'm glad you aren't standing by Mom, after what she did to Mary. I don't think I could have coped if you had done that."
I was beginning to understand that by her self-centered desires to use Mary, her daughter's best friend as a human sex toy, Sally had almost destroyed Mary, Donna and myself.
Sally had obtained a lawyer to fight the divorce.
She asked for a meeting to be held at the offices of her lawyer, and on the advice of my lawyer, I agreed.
Her lawyer, her name was Sandra Jackson, and Peter, my lawyer, shook hands and briefly chatted as we all sat round a conference table.
Pete said: "Mrs. Walker, this is your meeting; how do you wish to proceed?"
"Thank you. I don't want a divorce. I don't see any reason for a divorce. I can't see why Steve needs a divorce. After all, what's done is done and it happened nearly five years ago. Steve, can't you just get beyond the hurt to your ego?"
I shook my head. "Sally, this is not about my ego. As I explained to you, this might be old news to you, but to me it's fresh and hurtful. I have two problems that, to use your expression, I have to just get beyond. Firstly, you cheated on me. Secondly, and this is, despite what you might think about my ego, the biggest issue for me, you raped Mary, our daughter's best friend.
"Besides, I didn't know that you were a lesbian. Why didn't you tell me?"
"I wasn't, or rather, I'm not a lesbian. I guess you could say that, at least for a period of time, I was bi-curious.
"I admit to having the affair, a fling of only three months, but I deny I raped her. Our relationship was fully consensual."
"After speaking to Mary, I realized that you coerced her into having sex with you. So, what you did was rape. And Donna agrees, as do the police and the DA."
Her lawyer then said: "Let's get back to talking about the divorce. We believe that a fair and equitable arrangement would be 70/30 in the favor of Mrs. Walker. With Mrs. Walker keeping the house."
Pete said: "Please, tell me that's a joke? Why on earth would you feel that 70/30 would be in any way equitable to Steve?"
Her lawyer continued "Because Mrs. Walker has been suspended from her job and there's a real chance that she might lose her job and her license, therefore she'll need the lion's share of the marital resources."
Pete laughed and shook his head. "I'm sorry Sandra, but that's a total crock. It will not do. Back in the 1970s, there was a show called Baretta, the theme song was "Keep Your Eye on the Sparrow" Part of the lyrics go: 'Don't do the crime, if you can't do the time, Yeah, don't do it.' Now, if Mrs. Walker hadn't wanted to be suspended from her job and run the risk of having her license stripped from her, then perhaps she shouldn't have started an affair with a vulnerable girl the same age as her own daughter?
"Besides which, Mr. Walker and Mrs. Walker signed a prenuptial agreement at the insistence of Mrs. Walker's father. And as far as Mr. Walker and myself are concerned, it's still as valid today as the day it was signed."
Sandra shrugged. "Oh, come on, a prenuptial agreement signed two decades ago? A judge could throw that out within minutes."
Pete responded, "Yeah, that's possible. But with the prenuptial agreement between Mr. and Mrs. Walker that's not likely to happen. Why? Because it's an airtight legal document. However, Mr. Walker is not an unreasonable man, he is willing to offer Mrs. Walker certain inducements above and beyond that which is covered by the prenuptial. The house they own and which is currently occupied solely by Mrs. Walker is worth $4 million. Mr. Walker is willing to offer Mrs. Walker the house outright, but with no alimony, but with a modest lump sum payment."
"That's not acceptable to my client."
"That's too bad. What we intend to do now is to proceed with the divorce with the prenuptial agreement in force. But please do remember that we made you an alternative offer in good faith and that you rejected that offer."
We left their offices and the divorce went ahead. They tried to get the judge to rule that the prenuptial agreement was null and void, but he wouldn't agree, stating that it was an object lesson in the crafting of a prenuptial agreement. He refused to rule that it was unenforceable.
Eight months later the divorce was done and dusted. The house was sold and I kept all of the money from the sale. After an investigation by the School District, Sally had been fired and the State Licensing Board revoked her license to practice as a psychologist.
Just when she perhaps thought it couldn't get any worse, her trial for sexual assault came to court.
I felt sad for Mary because she would be facing her rapist in court. Donna and I could not be called as witnesses because all we knew, we knew second hand, so our evidence would have been hearsay. We were allowed to sit in the public gallery, but Mary knew we were there for her.
She'd resigned from her job at the college, moved back to our city and I'd arranged for her to have a job with a friend of mine. I'd suggested that she could come work for me, but the DA had nixed that idea as she was worried that Sally and her lawyer could use that as a way to have the case thrown out. As I didn't want to risk that happening, I arranged for her to work for a friend, instead.
The witness list was fairly sparse. It was just Mary and Sally.
The first day of the trial started badly for Sally with Mary crying and the judge only moments away from having the defense attorney hit with a contempt citation.
The DA was taking this case herself, a sure sign of how seriously she viewed the charges. She gently and kindly questioned an obviously embarrassed and nervous Mary and managed to tease out her answers.
Then it was the turn of the defense attorney. Her first question was: "Isn't it true that the relationship you had with Mrs. Walker was entirely consensual?"
Mary replied: "Yes, but I think she..."
"So, it was consensual? When she 'raped' you, did you enjoy it?" The bitch actually made air quotes around the word rape.
The DA jumped to her feet, but the judge, a man in his late 60s, raised his hand. He said mildly, "Angela, I know what you want to say. But please, let me handle this?"
She sat down and he addressed the defense attorney. "Congratulations. Single-handedly you have been able to set rape and sexual assault trials back some 60 years. Asking a person who is giving evidence in a rape trial if they enjoyed the rape is something that we were taught never to do when I was first training as a lawyer, 40 years ago. And as for the air quotes? You ever, ever pull a stunt like that in my court and I'll report you to the State Bar Council. Understand me? You are lucky that I'm not holding you in contempt."
The attorney shivered and apologized.
She asked a few more questions, how long the relationship had lasted. She screwed up one more time because she asked why the relationship had ended, and Mary told the story that she'd told me.
Then the defense called Sally to give evidence. She was given soft questions about how the affair had started, how long it had progressed, and so forth.
As the defense attorney sat down, Mary looked smug. She obviously felt she was going to get away with it. But then the DA arose.
"Mrs. Walker, when you targeted Mary Jones for your seduction, why did you do that?"
"I didn't target her deliberately, the relationship just grew and developed."
"Were you unaware of the troubled background of Mary?"
Sally looked nervous. "That depends what you mean by troubled."
"I'll refresh your memory. Mary's father developed cancer when she was a young teen. Her mother then abandoned both Mary and her father, never bothering to contact them again. Then when she was 16, her father died and she had to live with a cousin. Her mother didn't even send a sympathy card, let alone attended the funeral. You are a psychologist, aren't you? Would such a series of dreadful events be damaging to a sensitive young girl?"
"Yes, I guess they would."
"So, why was it that within a couple of years of these traumatic events, rather than reaching out with a hand of friendship to Mary, your daughter's best friend since they were four years old, you actually seduced her and sexually assaulted her?"
"I didn't sexually assault her! It was always a consensual relationship! Always!"
"Why did you arrange to be alone with Mary in your home when you should have been on a break with your husband and daughter?"
"I didn't! Someone had called a long meeting on that Friday so I couldn't go away with my husband and daughter."
"Actually, if necessary, the prosecution will be able to call a rebuttal witness who would establish that it was in fact you who called that meeting, and that despite what you just said about that meeting being long, it was barely half an hour in length. Do you want that rebuttal witness to be called?"
"No. That will not be necessary. Okay, you are correct, I did call that meeting."
"Why?"
"It was so I could spend the weekend with Mary. I was fascinated with her, I wanted to get to know her and I wanted to make love with her."
"You didn't tell Mary of your plans for her?"
"I didn't."
"Why not?"
"I was concerned that she'd say no."
"So, despite the fact that you knew that if you had approached her directly, she would have rejected your advances, you set up the situation so that you could get her drunk on a couple of bottles of wine and seduce her? Did you use any illegal drugs? And please do remember you are on oath."
"Yes, I guess you are right. That was what I did. As for drugs? I took some E tabs and gave Mary some, too. Just to lighten us both up and enhance the mood."
"Did Mary know you gave her E tabs?"
Sally shook her head. "I didn't tell her."
"So, you used alcohol and illegal drugs to seduce her and have sex with her?"
"Yes, but that makes what I did sound horrible!"
The DA shook her head. "So, let's see how this goes. You are a Doctor of psychology, a qualified school counselor, you knew that your victim was, through no fault of her own, troubled and vulnerable. Yet you didn't let that stop you from seducing her, did it?"
I could see Sally's face from my seat in the public gallery, and I think that it was finally sinking in that she had fucked up, that she had raped Mary. But I knew Sally and I guessed, correctly, that she would just try to brazen the situation out.
The DA finished her questioning.
After the final speeches from the DA and the defense attorney, the judge gave his summing up and the jury all filed out to the jury room.
Two hours later, they returned and the foreperson of the jury passed the judge their verdict on a piece of paper. He read out the guilty verdict. It was weird, at least to me, that the only person shocked by the guilty verdict was Sally. I really think she believed she would get away with it.
The judge said that he would sentence her in a week's time. He added: "But please do be aware that I am going to give careful consideration to all sentencing options, including some jail time. Also, I will be inviting Mary Jones to make a victim impact statement to the court at that time."
I felt ambivalent about the whole mess. My wife had cheated on me, and worse, had just been found guilty of rape. Donna squeezed my arm. "Come on, Dad. Can we take Mary out for a meal?"
"If she'd like, yeah. Why not?"
Unsurprisingly Mary didn't feel like eating, but we went out for drinks in a bar near the courthouse.
We helped Mary write her Victim Impact statement. By the time we were done with it, it was a very powerful and damning document.
Through the DA it was sent to the judge so that he could take it into consideration before the sentencing, but Mary decided to use her right to read it out in open court.
"Good morning, your honor, good morning everyone. My name is Mary Jones and I am a victim of rape and sexual assault.
"The woman who sexually assaulted and raped me was Sally Walker. Mrs. Walker was the mother of my life-long best friend, Donna Walker. When my own mother bailed on me and my dad because she could not cope with the fact that he was sick with terminal cancer, Sally Walker said: "Don't worry, Mary. I'll be here for you. Just think of me as being a surrogate mom to you.
"Yeah, right! But what mother sets up her own family to be out of the way while she gets her surrogate daughter drunk and rapes her?
"Sally, Mrs. Walker, you ruined everything! You raped me, you cheated on your husband, you destroyed the relationship that I had with Donna, your daughter. I actually tried to end my own life twice. Why? Because you wanted to have sex with me and you just took what you wanted.
"I trusted you; I respected you, but you didn't respect me, did you? You messed me up so much that I haven't dated anyone in the five years since you raped me."
Mary sat down, and folded the paper up after she did.
I looked over at Sally, who looked stricken. "Too little, too late, you fucking bitch!" I thought to myself.
The judge said: "That's a very powerful Victim Impact Statement. Thank you, Ms. Jones, for having the courage and the determination to write that and to read it out."
He turned to face Sally, who was seated next to her lawyer. "Mrs. Sally Walker, please stand. You have been found guilty of sexual assault and rape on a girl who was young, naïve and vulnerable. You were a family friend of the victim, you knew of her troubled past, we heard in the Victim Impact Statement from your victim that you had told her to consider you as her surrogate mother.
"As I have already pointed out, you were a qualified psychologist and a school counselor, so you had to know that what you did was utterly wrong. You tricked your husband and your daughter, your victim's best friend, into being absent from the family home so that you could carry out the rape. Your behavior was utterly reprehensible and utterly vile.
"You destroyed your victim, you destroyed your daughter, your husband and caused your marriage to end. Why? Because you took what you wanted with no thoughts to the consequences.
"Under the circumstances you must have been well aware that you were breaching your Special Elevated Duty of Care. But that was the last thing you did, wasn't it? You didn't care about Mary, your young, vulnerable victim in the slightest, did you?
"After careful consideration I have decided to sentence you to six years imprisonment, and I direct that your name be placed on the sex offenders register for the rest of your life, as I don't think you can ever be trusted."



He banged his gavel, arose from his seat behind the bench and that was that.
Sally wrote to me from prison, but I never bothered to reply. Why the fuck would I want to communicate with a rapist? The bitch came so close to making Mary kill herself, so why would I write her or visit her? We weren't married anymore, so why bother?
I bought a new house after I sold the old place. It was split into three apartments, one for Donna, one for me and one for Mary. After all, I'd promised her dad that I'd look after her before he passed from cancer, and giving her a place to live was one way I could do this.
I asked Donna if she would visit her mom in prison. She shook her head. "Dad, as far as I'm concerned, my mother died when she raped Mary, I want nothing to do with the bitch."
I shrugged but I couldn't argue with her; she knew her own mind.
So, Sally was in jail and without a penny, which I thought quite fitting, seeing as I'd actually offered her the house and some cash.
I started dating the divorced mother of a friend of Donna's, and Donna started dating him, so that would make for an interesting wedding, if nothing else. As for Mary? She started dating her bosses' son, so it looked as if everyone who deserved some good stuff got the good stuff they deserved, while Sally had most definitely got what she deserved.
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"Oh, Kevin. I'm so sorry! I... we... never meant to hurt you. But Sam and I have just fallen for each other. I know my words will probably not mean much to you, but I am truly sorry."
Kevin looked at Sue, his wife of three years, and shook his head. "I guess I must have misread you, dear;" he snarled the word 'dear.' "I would never have guessed that you would be the kind of person to betray me with my own sibling. But, it is what it is and you are what you are; so, what's your plan? Anyway, where is Sam?"
"He, well, we thought it best if you and I talked this through without him being here, causing a distraction.
"I think a divorce would be the best idea so that we can all move on with our lives. What I am proposing is a simple 50/50 split. No alimony or anything, as I don't think that would be fair on you. After all, with what I earn and with what Sam pulls in, we'll be good for money."
"The house? What about the house?" asked Kevin.
"Well... I was thinking that Sam and I would keep the house and you could get an apartment somewhere?"
Kevin snorted. "Oh, sure. You and Sam get to keep the fucking house I slaved over, spent my money on, and worked on night and day to bring it up to a great standard so you and Sam can live a life of luxury whilst I get to live in a cheap, shitty apartment in a slum area of the inner city? Gee! Thanks!"
"Oh, honey! That's not what we want for you! What we hope is that you'll be able to get a nice apartment in a decent part of town. I mean, you could afford somewhere good on your salary, right?"
He shook his head. "Actually no, I don't think I would be able to. The only reason that we could afford this place," he made an all-encompassing gesture taking in the modest but decent house, "is because I did almost all of the remodelling work by myself and because we have both our incomes funding the property. On my single income, all I could afford would be a shitty apartment or a room somewhere found through Craigslist or Rooms To Let."
Sue looked sympathetic. "I must admit we hadn't thought of that. Maybe we can work something out?"
"I doubt that," Kevin replied. "Anyway, what happened to us? I thought we were good?"
"Oh, baby we are goo, or rather we were good. It's just that Sam and I fell for each other, very hard. We tried to hide it, to shy away from it, from falling in love with each other. But it just wasn't possible. I hope you can learn to understand this and to forgive us, but we fell in love together. Pretty much how you and I did, you know?" She sounded hopeful, almost as if she was willing Kevin to accept the shit sandwich she was offering him.
"Have you two '[love birds' slept together yet?"
"Oh, no! Of course not! I know what I, well we, Sam and I, are doing is going to break your heart, but I just felt it would have been wrong for us to sleep together before we got divorced. We've made out, yeah, but not had sex yet."
Kevin shrugged his shoulders. "Well, thanks for that consideration at least." He wasn't sure if Sue had spotted his sarcasm, but what the hell.
"Anyway, you'll make out okay, Kevin. Surely you will. You'll find some gorgeous woman to share your life with after we divorce. Then you, Sam and I will be able to sit down to a meal here with you and your new lady and have a great time together." She nodded her head as if that would make the ludicrous crap she was spewing out somehow more plausible.
"Really? You really think that I would be willing to bring a date here, to the house I built with all the love I had in my heart for you, to sit down at the fucking dining table I made from reclaimed wood with my new love, with you, my ex-wife and my treacherous, treasonable brother and play happy families? No! Fuck that, bitch! Ain't happening!"
Sue began to cry. "Please! Be reasonable! We have to find a way to go forward and head toward a new level of normal."
"My new level of normal will be living in a shitty apartment whilst my brother and my ex-wife live in my house. Not going to happen. We will divorce on my terms: I'll file for divorce and we will sell this house and we'll split the proceeds 50/50. Be reasonable my hairy arse!"
"But Kevin," she was starting to whine, now "this is a beautiful house. And I am hoping that Sam and I can raise our children in this house. Our house. And we'll love for you to be the Godfather to our children."
And then Kevin realised that this whole thing was a complete and utter shit show and that his stupid, formerly loving wife, had become like that old song made famous by The Hollies, 'King Midas in Reverse', because every piece of gold she touched was turning to shit. Only she had no way of knowing it, yet.
Kevin didn't know whether to laugh hysterically or to swear and shout at her.
He thought back over the relationship between himself and his brother Sam and their late religiously intolerant parents who had made his life and Sam's life such a nightmare.
Kevin had left home at 18, moving into the type of apartment he'd mentioned to Sue: a crappy place in a poor part of town, but he'd escaped and that was the main thing.
He had made sure that he was available to Sam, and eventually after one particularly fraught weekend, Sam had come knocking on the door of his apartment, the facial bruises a testimony that things had gotten way too bad at home.
He had never told Sue the full horrors of life at home, and he thought it important that he went through it now with her. He had realised that his parents had never really been religious in any meaningful sense of the word. They were just bloody unpleasant narcissistic psychos.
They'd eventually grown to hate Sam with a dreadful passion, and they'd thought they had good, valid reasons. Kevin knew their reasons, and whilst he hadn't shared them, he had understood them to a certain point.
He explained their fraught home life and how their parents had especially despised Sam.
"But why?" she asked, nonplussed. "Sam's a lovely person, I can't imagine anyone hating Sam."
She blushed "Oh! Well, maybe I can see why you might not exactly like Sam at the moment, but you can't hate him forever, because you'll be needed to be the Godfather to our children, when we have them. Oh, please say you will? I know you might think I'm trying to rub your nose in it, but I'm not! Honestly! It's just that I know you'll be a good Godfather and a great example of a fine, decent man to my children. Just as I know Sam will make a great father!"
Kevin shook his head. "I'll not be the godfather to your children, because Sam will never be able to father children. You see, I never told you why our parents beat Sam and threw Sam out of the house that last day.
"So here it is. Because until Sam was 16, Sam wasn't the shortened version of Samuel, it was the shortened version of Samantha. Unlike my parents, I had no problem with Samantha becoming Samuel, but you see, Sam cannot father children. What's galling to me is that I paid for Sam's gender reassignment surgery, including the metoidioplasty to create his penis from his clitoris and his testicular implants. And this is how he repays me?"
Sue looked horrified. She wasn't transphobic by any means, but she realised that she would have to have a long, serious talk with Sam later that day, because she now understood that Sam's betrayal of Kevin went to a level that was far deeper than she realised.
Kevin looked at her and voiced his earlier thoughts. "Sue, you are like that song by The Hollies. You are "King Midas In Reverse." Everything you touched has turned to shit."
She was silent, aside from the sobbing, because she knew Kevin was right.
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Scotland Yard Detective Bureau, Joyce speaking, how may I direct your call, please?"
She listened for a few moments and replied, "The principal of the Bureau has a space in his diary today at 2PM. Would that be acceptable? That's wonderful, Mr. Harvey. I will book you in. Good day."
It was a mild spring day in Southern California, and ex-Chief Detective Inspector Miles Tresco, formerly of Scotland Yard, but now living in Los Angeles was enjoying the weather as he walked back to the office of the detective agency he had founded several years back: the Scotland Yard Detective Bureau.
How had a former Scotland Yard Chief Detective Inspector come to be living in Los Angeles and operating a successful detective agency named in honor of his former employer?
He'd been far too young for the trench warfare of what had previously been known as the Great War, or somewhat prematurely as it had transpired, the war to end all wars. He'd become a police constable in the Metropolitan police, following in the tradition of his father and his mother's side of the family, both of whom had ancestors who had joined the Met shortly after its founding.
He had found an aptitude for detective work, so he had become a Detective Constable and rapidly rose through the ranks due to hard work, a keen intelligence and a soupçon of luck.
He had been brought to the attention of Edward Parker, who was the head of the Special Branch in the early 1930s. They were expanding the Special Branch and someone had realized that Irish separatists were only a part of the security threat facing the modern Britain, so the remit of Special Branch was expanded to cover communists, Bolsheviks, anarchists and other sundry political extremists, including fascists and Nazis who were coming to prominence in Germany and Italy.
By the start of World War II, Miles Tresco had become a Detective Chief Inspector and helped to close down two Nazi spying rings in Britain.
When America joined the war, it was realized that British intelligence needed to liaise with their American counterparts and it was decided to install FBI officers at Scotland Yard. Some of the city and county police forces throughout the UK and install Special Branch officers from Scotland Yard with FBI branches in the USA. There was an officer in New York, two in Washington DC at the FBI headquarters and two in California, one in San Francisco and one in LA. Although they were to liaise with the FBI, they operated out of the British embassy and the local consular offices.
After the war had ended, Tresco had decided that he didn't want to return to Britain with its pea souper fogs (and people in LA thought they had it bad with poor air quality!), the poor weather and the continued post-war rationing, so he decided to retire from the Met and open a detective agency in LA. This meant he had to take out American citizenship, but that wasn't something that particularly concerned him.
He decided that he would employ former British police officers as far as possible. Eventually, after advertising in magazines aimed at current and former police officers, he found a retired Liverpool City officer, another former Met officer like himself, someone who had served in the Plymouth City police and a retired Glasgow City detective.
He had found a woman, Joyce Travers, to run the office who had recently become bored with working at the British government's LA consulate. Besides which, they'd recently intimated that her tour of duty would soon be over and she hadn't liked the idea of returning to Blighty for much the same reason as Tresco, so the opportunity to stay in LA was something of a Godsend to her.
He had met with Paul Harvey, and although he felt that there was something a bit 'off' about him, he took him on as a client.
"Interesting to have a client that doesn't involve a cheating spouse," he had quipped to Joyce.
"Never say never," she replied, a smile on her face.
Several weeks later, he was conducting the investigation on behalf of his client.
Harvey, his wife and daughter and the daughter's fiancé were living in a large house in large grounds that looked more reminiscent of an English country manor than a house in LA, with landscaped gardens front and back in a traditional English style. How could Harvey afford such a property? Treso would file that question away for later thought.
Harvey had received some threatening letters through the US Mail. They were typed and had LA postmarks, except for several that had been posted in Eastern states, though all composed on the same typewriter, at least as far as Miles could see.
"Do you have any idea who might be behind this?" asked Tresco as they sat in Harvey's study that overlooked the rear lawn.
He shook his head. "No, I'm afraid I don't. I'm just an ordinary businessman. It's a far cry from what I was doing back in the war. I was a member of the Office of Strategic Services, the OSS, mainly based within the USA, though I did get to see some action in the latter part of the war in Italy. What about your service?"
"I was a representative of the Special Branch with the FBI in LA," Tresco said. "I decided to stay on in LA after the war, took early retirement and decided to launch my own detective agency."
"So you were involved in espionage, too?"
Tresco laughed. "Not really. There wasn't really that much going on in LA, to be honest. The major spy network busts happened in the Eastern states. Though we did take down a modest network in LA. Apparently, they were given the job of sabotaging the US film industry, but their spymaster was, in reality, someone who'd been turned by the FBI." Tresco had fudged several issues. No need to give out all the details, after all.
"Is it possible that these threats are involved with your work with the OSS back in the war?" Tresco added. "Are you still linked with the OSS, or the CIA as it's now called?"
Harvey shook his head. "No, I'm just like you, out of the game and back into civilian life."
Tresco nodded, he didn't reveal that he still worked with the FBI, although as a confidential informant. Some things are best left unsaid.
Based on Tresco's decades of experience, he immediately suspected that the author of the letters was probably someone close to home. Maybe even within the Harvey household?
His daughter was a student, although she was, like her fiancée, on summer break. Tresco had met them all at the house. He had felt that Harvey was a little "off," though no more so than some other OSS officers he'd met.
The daughter was young, dark haired and pretty. The boyfriend, who went by the name Peter Bird, had rubbed Tresco up the wrong way. There was something about him that Tresco did not like. At all. He was an arrogant blond young man who was, or so he claimed, from old money back in Philadelphia. There were alarm bells ringing in Tresco's head about him.
Tresco found Mrs. Harvey interesting, but not as bright as one might expect. He was also intrigued by the fact that she and Bird had been making eyes at each other at dinner. This wasn't noticed by Harvey or his daughter. Years as a police detective had taught him what to look out for, but a possibility of an affair between the two? That needed to be investigated. He remembered his joke to Joyce and grimaced to himself. Because it looked like it would involve a cheating spouse after all.
He got his team to do background checks on the whole family. This made it easier for him to concentrate on looking at what was happening at the house.
A week into the investigation and matters were going well for Tresco, but he realized they would not be ending well for his client if the truth was anywhere near what he suspected.
Paul Kelly was the former Liverpool City Police officer who had joined Scotland Yard Detectives very soon after Tresco had founded it. Despite having lived in the USA for well over a decade, he still had his Scouse accent. "How's it going, Tommy?"
"Not bad, Miles. Not bad. I'm still not sure how you do it, but you were right to be a bit suspicious about the lad: her boyfriend. He's not kosher at all."
"Why? How'd you mean?" asked Tresco. "To be honest, you have caught me a bit off guard as though I'd had a bad feeling about Peter Bird, he sort of reminded me of someone or something, but I hadn't expected anything too serious to come about, based on my copper's intuition. Please tell me what you learned about him."
They were sitting in the main office. Only the two men and Joyce Travers were there. The other staff were out on jobs.
"Miles, I checked out the home address of Bird and I got a local Private Eye there to check it out for us. It's an empty lot. It's been empty for nearly 20 years, back in the mid-1930s. He asked around with the neighbors, and it turns out that the house was blown to bits in an explosion. The town is in the heart of Pennsylvania Dutch country."
"Damn!" was Tresco's reply. "Any idea what happened?"
"According to our contact, the house was a regular meeting place for a group that rivaled the German American Bund, the German American Kartell. It was smaller but more militaristic. Although there was no proof found after the blast, it was said by neighbors that the basement of the house was used to store explosives."
"Now, why would Peter Bird use that empty lot as his address?"
"Also, I had our contact check out Bird's university registration. Turns out he's not registered as a student and, get this, there doesn't even seem to be any record of Peter Bird existing in any address in the city that I could find."
"That's... odd. But not surprising. At least, not to me. Perhaps too much time in Special Branch?" He laughed at his own joke.
Joyce spoke up, tentatively. "Miles, you know you said you were suspicious and you thought that the fiancé reminded you of someone?"
"Yes, I do Joyce."
"Well, is it possible that it's something to do with your Special Branch files?"
For a split second, Tresco looked shocked, then said, "Damn it, Joyce! You could be right! Let's take a look, now!"
Tresco had obtained and built up over a large volume of files during his time as the Special Branch liaison officer in LA, and because it's what officers in intelligence gathering police departments tend to do, after the war he had kept the records under lock and key in his office.
His files had been kept in good order by himself and Joyce, and he was able to locate what he wanted after only a moderate length of time.
"Bloody Hell! It seems I was right when I said I sort of recognized Peter Bird. He has a strong resemblance to someone I helped the FBI arrest in 1943: Albert Vogel. He was part of the Operation Pastorius attempt to bring about sabotage in California."
Joyce said: "And isn't Vogel the German word for Bird?"
"Yes, you are correct, Joyce. Not very sensible to use a false address associated with your German family and use a false name based on your own family name. I believe Vogel had a son called Peter, so I'm presuming he is Peter Vogel?"
"What are you going to do now?" asked Tommy.
"Mr. Harvey is on a three-day business trip to San Diego, his daughter will be away shopping in the city with her bridesmaid. That leaves Bird or Vogel at home with Mrs. Harvey. Let's see what happens today, shall we?"
Their meeting had taken place in the early morning, so it was still before 10AM when he arrived at the Harvey residence. Although as an American citizen Tresco was allowed to own and carry a pistol, he had a concealed carry permit, he rarely went armed on a job. This time he had donned his shoulder holster and taken his Walther P38 with him.
He parked his car, his pride and joy 1937 SS Jaguar sports saloon, on a street a little way from the house and entered the considerable grounds of what was a fairly large estate through a fence, approaching the house as unobtrusively as he could.
He wasn't sure what he would see, but after 30 minutes he noticed Mrs. Harvey being led by the hand by Bird or Vogel toward the large garden shed that was 30 yards from the rear of the house.
This turn of events didn't surprise Tresco (after the interaction he'd seen between the two of them), but he realized that Mr. and Miss Harvey wouldn't be quite so sanguine about this.
After 30 minutes or so the couple left the shed, adjusting their clothing. Using his monocular, Tresco noticed that Mrs. Harvey looked like a woman in love, but somewhat guilty. Vogel, however, looked smug.
They entered the house by way of the lawn and closed the door behind them.
Moments later, Tresco entered the shed making short work of the lock on the door, using a skeleton key he habitually carried with him.
They had made use of some sacking as a love nest, but that wasn't what interested him. He noticed that a piece of the dusty wooden flooring looked to be cleaner than the rest, and he swiftly lifted up that section of the floor. He was astonished to find a Luger pistol, a small box, some plastic explosives and what looked to him like one of the Abwehr spy radio sets that had been issued to the Operation Pastorius team back in the war.
There was also a tiny brand new Rooy portable typewriter with an opened pack of typing paper hidden there, too. It became obvious to Tresco who the author of the threatening letters had been.
The war was over. Why would someone who had just been a kid during the war have a spy station set up in the garden shed of his lover's husband's home? It didn't make sense.
He left everything as he had found it, re-locked the shed and went back into the city. On the way, he stopped off at a phone and from memory, dialled the number of the LA FBI office.
He gave his name and code word to the person who answered, and was swiftly connected to Special Agent Dough Gray, his contact who had been his contact when he was the Special Branch liaison officer during the war.
"Miles! Good to hear from you! What do you have for me?"
"Hi, Doug. Got a weird one. Can't talk on the phone. But can I meet with you and a team, please? You'll need someone to deal with explosives and firearms."
"Sure. Give me the address, and we'll be there as soon as we can. Just like the old days, huh?" he quipped.
"Doug, you have no idea. And I think you might need a search warrant, too."
Two hours later, they met at the property. Vogel was arrested on espionage charges and Mrs. Harvey began to sob, quietly.
As Harvey was his client, Tresco had sent him a terse telegram inviting him to return home as soon as possible. Somehow he would have to include his wife's cheating with their daughter's fiancée. He wasn't looking forward to that at all.
Vogel was taken in for questioning and, under the threat of the death penalty for espionage (using the case of the Rosenbergs and their recent execution as leverage), he began to answer all their questions.
It transpired that the whole case was a hell of a mess. An uncle of Vogel's had known of Operation Pastorius, and when his brother and the rest of the team had been arrested he had been able to obtain several Abwehr spy kits, various items of sundry equipment and some of the money that the Abwehr had provided to fund the operation.
Where did Harvey fit in? Whilst he had been on active service in Europe, he, and a small group of OSS officers, had found and murdered an SS courier who had been given the task of smuggling a large amount of precious metals and jewellery to a place of safekeeping.
The SS courier became just another battlefield corpse, and the OSS team arranged for their booty to be sent back to the States.
Somehow, a State Department official who had links to members of the German American Kartell had got wind of what had happened, and he recruited Vogel to ingratiate himself to Miss Harvey by posing as a student at her college and infiltrating the Harvey household.
Emboldened by his success as a spy, Vogel had sent several threatening letters to Harvey. The end game had been to blackmail him into parting with his portion of the stolen treasures.
Vogel and his uncle had planned to use it to relaunch the German American Kartell and take over the US government.
Gray shook his head. "And that, Miles, is the story. They had two spy radios, some small amounts of plastic explosives and a few thousand dollars in counterfeit banknotes. How the hell they thought they'd be able to take over the US government is anyone's guess."
"Have you got their man in the State Department?" asked Tresco.
"Yeah, he's being interrogated by a team actually led by J. Edgard Hoover, himself, or so I have heard. I know we have been running round in circles trying to clear up all the damn Communist spy rings, but finding out that there is actually a holdover from the wartime Nazi spies has really put everyone in a spin!"
Later that evening as the sun was setting casting a golden light in his office, Tresco thought about the case as he sipped a cup of strong tea which he imported from Fortnum and Mason's, in London.
"Bloody weird case," he mused to himself. "My employer turned out to be a thief, his wife was cheating on him and his daughter was being cheated on by her fiancée, who didn't really exist, with her own mother. And he was a man who was a part of a spying network that was really nothing more than a vague fantasy of an old man who should have known better."
As well as the fee from his client, so long as Harvey could he evade action over the missing treasure he and his buddies had absconded with, Tresco would be getting his stipend from the FBI for his role as a confidential informant. Not a bad result, really, he thought.
He drained his tea, swilled his cup and teacup out, locked up and left. He could go back to his apartment, or maybe some Guinness in that Irish pub? Yeah, that'd be good.
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I'm not inclined to make a big deal out of stuff. As a child, my history teacher described me as "taciturn to a T." I didn't know what that meant, so I looked it up later at home and found it meant reserved or saying very little. That is still true today, pretty much. In fact at work I am, or rather was, known as Laconic Lewis, because my name is Lewis Porter.
Why a surname for a first name? My dear late mother really had the hots for the actor Kevin Whately, so she decided that she wanted to name me after him. My father didn't think much of Kevin as a name, my mother didn't like the name of the character he played in the detective series Morse, Robbie, so they hit on a compromise of calling me Lewis, as the detective he played was Robert 'Robbie' Lewis.
I got a degree in Business Administration and my first job was at Arthur Long Associates, working with the eponymous Arthur Long who had founded the company 30 years previously. Although I wasn't exactly what you would describe as his right hand man, I was certainly up there in the top layer of his management team.
After I'd been there for three years I met Penny Lane, who worked in the marketing department (Yeah, her dad, Arnold Lane, was a Beatles fanatic and a bit of an idiot, at least in my opinion). We hit it off, we fell in love and we got married. We bought a three-bedroom semi in a fairly decent part of our town, not far from our company offices.
Although Penny wasn't exactly my first girlfriend she was the first woman that I really felt comfortable about being open with. Taciturn? Meh. Probably shyness, looking back on my life.
We talked long into the night on many occasions, we talked of having children and we were looking at buying a four-bedroom detached house in an up-and-coming part of town.
Obviously, I still loved Penny but as it transpired Penny didn't love me anymore. If she ever had? But she hadn't the decency to let me know. How did I find out? I'll tell you.
Arthur had always been keen on the company attending trade shows, from the early days when he would pose as a visitor and wander round trade shows meeting people, making business contacts and avoiding being thrown out by security, to nowadays, when Arthur Long Associates would often sponsor trade shows.
There was talk of a new trade show in Cardiff, the capital of Wales, which he wanted to be involved in, so he asked me to visit the venue, talk with the organisers and the Business Development Officer of the Welsh government.
Actually, the latter meeting was cancelled at very short notice, because he'd been called away to a meeting at the Welsh government offices in Holyhead, which was right at the other end of Wales, at the top.
As a result, I packed my bags, signed out of the hotel a day early and was soon heading to our home in the English Home Counties. I sent Penny a text message telling her of my change of plan, but I didn't know if she read it.
Once I was back in our offices, I had to go into the room where we stored our presentation material and equipment to put some stuff away, and whilst I was there, I learned that my marriage had been over for quite some time but that nobody had had the decency to bother to apprise me of that fact.
The storage facility was a large basement room, and designed like a warehouse with different zones for storage of different trade show materials from leaflets to trade stands which were all stashed in an alphanumeric system. As luck would have it I was at the far end of the room, round the corner in Z-9.
Two of my colleagues came in shortly after I did, and they were at about A-2. They began to talk and their words talked my marriage away. Due to the cavernous nature of the room, the sound of their voices carried very well indeed.
"Have you heard any more about Penny Porter and that prick Dave Rogers?"
"No. Why, what's happened now?"
"Turns out Dave was supposed to go down to Cardiff to scope out a new trade show at the Motorpoint Arena in Cardiff. But he faced Arthur down and said, "Why not send Porter? That way he'll be out of the way for what I have in mind."
"No fucking way! He was that brazen? The cheeky fucker! I don't know why Arthur puts up with that! And he had to know that Dave meant giving Lewis' Penny a good seeing to!"
"It's all due to nepotism, really. See, Dave has something that poor Lewis will never have. Dave's mom is Arthur's little sister, so he gets away with all types of shit that nobody else would."
"Yeah, that makes sense. Explains Dave's apparently charmed life."
"I feel for Lewis. Poor sod's done great work for Arthur down through the years, and by way of a reward instead of the seat on the board of directors he might have expected, Arthur sends him off on a wild goose chase whilst he lets his bloody nephew fucks Lewis' missus. And that's not right, is it?"
"Well, no. It's not. I have thought about ways of anonymously tipping him off, but it's not easy. I can't let it get back to Arthur or I'll lose my job, and with the bloody mortgage we're saddled with and uni fees for our two kids, I just dare not risk it."
"Yeah, I see what you mean. I'm in a similar boat, really. Pass me that box, please. Ta. They've been at it for several months at least and Lewis hasn't noticed anything, or at least he's not done anything about it."
"Maybe he knows, but either doesn't mind or is like everyone else here, too frightened to say anything? After all, as you alluded to, there are rumours that Arthur is thinking of moving Lewis up onto the board of directors, so rocking the boat wouldn't be a good move at the moment."
"No, I suppose not."
"Who knows that his wife is having an affair?"
"Pretty much everyone in the company, really. Anyone that matters, certainly all the C level management staff. Maybe some others, too."
"Maybe. Well, you know how rumours spread. Anyway, is it true that Penny intends to divorce the poor sod and marry Dave?"
"So I've heard. Don't know if it's 100% true, though."
They left the room, their jobs of doing whatever it was they were paid to do completed, and destroying my marriage at the same time. I didn't even recognise their voices.
I finished putting the items away and decided to leave the building.
It appeared that everything I thought I knew was wrong. The love of my life and my wife, was neither the love of my life or really my wife. My boss, friend and mentor was really a lowlife piece of shit, and my career at Arthur Long Associates was nothing like I thought it was. Was over, in fact.
My colleagues, who I had thought I could trust, clearly weren't worthy of my spit, let alone my trust.
In the space of a matter of minutes I had lost everything that I held dear to me. My wife, my future children, my home and my employment. Both of my parents had died before I'd met Penny, I'd been an only child, so that was why losing Penny was such a big deal to me. She was like that song from donkey's years ago, "You to me are everything the sweetest song that I could sing" but not anymore. Not now.
I wanted to tell someone, but who? Actually, since I was a day early, I had seen nobody who would recognise me, so I could escape from work and try to see how to address this shit storm.
I booked a room at the local Premier Inn Hotel and looked through Google for a good divorce lawyer. Get the best one before the bitch could.
Luckily, I was able to get a Zoom appointment almost at once (there was only one local law firm Pleasant and Pleasant that offered that service, so I went with them) and spoke with one of their family and matrimonial matters services, a Miss Jane Pleasant.
I explained to Miss Pleasant what I knew. She was making notes and she looked at me through the screen and said, "What do you want, Mr. Porter?"
"I want to divorce her for adultery. But won't we require evidence? Hire a private detective and suchlike?"
"In the old days, well before even my father's day, the only way to prove adultery was to catch the guilty couple in action with independent witnesses, photographs, etc. That's all changed for the better, thank goodness. Hiring a private detective is a possibility, but they are limited by the laws governing the gathering of data. The interception of mail has always been illegal, and the laws regarding privacy have been beefed up to include tapping of phones, hacking emails and the like.
"We use a local detective who is ex-police. His name is Geoff Lithgoe, and he runs a company called Detectif Investigations. If you like, we can handle all that for you. He will not do anything shady or illegal, but if there's evidence to be found, Geoff will get it for you.
"Having said that, it won't be cheap, his fees and ours, but as someone once said, "'What price can you put on peace of mind'?"
I agreed with her sentiment, but I still needed to know how much I'd be expected to fork out. "I'll e-mail you the cost for filing the divorce (but don't worry, we'll deal with that for you), which is 600-odd quid to the government, there's Geoff's fees of perhaps £1,000 and our costs will start at £5,000 as our first tranche fee, but I'll keep you informed of any likely extra fees. We are, however, a family law firm and we try to keep our rates reasonable."
"Would I need the detective?"
"Well..." she paused for a moment, then nodded her head. "Yes, I'd advise that you bite that particular bullet and hire Geoff. We have worked with Geoff ever since he left the force to start his own agency, and he is very, very good. Unless your wife suddenly gets a fit of conscience and says, 'Yes dear, I have been having sex with Tom, Dick and Harry, I agree to your divorce terms,' then yes, you'll need Geoff's expert help. Incidentally, do you have any idea who she is having an affair with? If you do, how did you find out?"
I told her about the conversation that I had overheard. It felt good to be able to tell someone what I had found out.
"That's good enough evidence for starters," she said. "However, you'll need more evidence if you want to go for adultery, and Geoff will, hopefully, be able to gather the evidence that you need. However, there are other points that you will need to consider. You almost certainly will not want to continue working for your employer under these circumstances, so I would look at going for a constructive dismissal claim.
"We are what I like to describe as a full-service law firm, so we'll be able to handle that side of it, too. I'll pass your details on to our employment law section. And if I were you, I'd start building up a case now. Get in touch with your doctor and get a sick note for as long as possible on something like PTSD. I'll get the divorce paperwork started. Should you decide to reconcile with your wife, we can easily withdraw the action. Is reconciliation on the cards?"
I thought for a couple of seconds before replying: "No. Not a chance. If what those guys were saying is true, she wants to divorce me and marry Dave Rogers, then I don't see reconciliation as being possible."
She nodded and said "Yes, I can understand that. Also, I'll pass your details on to Geoff so he can make a start."
After we finished the call, I phoned my private doctor service and was able to get a video appointment almost immediately. He emailed me a sick note for three months, blaming PTSD due to a hostile work environment and psychological issues. He also sent a prescription over to my pharmacy for some paroxetine for my PTSD.
I forwarded the sick note to my employer's Human Resources Department. I decided to take the bull by the horns and phone Penny.
"Hello?" she answered the call. Was it my imagination or did she sound suspicious? "How are you, Lewis? Are you still scheduled to get back tomorrow?"
"To be honest, I have been better. I am actually already back in town. When I got to the office, I overheard two random colleagues talking. They were talking about you and Dave Porter. It turns out Porter is Arthur's nephew. Is it true about you and Porter being in a relationship?"
She gasped, and said, "What did you hear?"
"That you and he have been in a sexual relationship for many months. And that you are going to divorce me and marry him. Is it true?"
.
She paused before replying. "I wish that hadn't happened, Lewis. I wanted to tell you myself in a controlled, loving way. I still have feelings for you, but I love Dave more. I'm sorry but that's the way it is."
"You realise that the whole situation is so fucked up that I'll have to leave the company?"
"Oh, no! Why?"
"Because all of my colleagues in management know. And apparently Dave got his fucking Uncle Arthur to send me to Cardiff in his place so that he could spend time screwing you. Did you know that?"
"No, Lewis. I didn't. And if that's the case, well I'll have to have words with Dave. The whole thing between he and I should not involve you, humiliating you like that. That was wrong."
"That's as maybe, Penny, but everyone knows that Porter has got his uncle to get me out of the way to screw you. How many times has that happened? Was Cardiff a one off, or were there other times when that happened?"
I don't... I don't think so!" It was obvious that there had been but Penny didn't want me to know what a slut she was.
"Will you be coming back home?"
"No. I won't. I'm in a hotel for the moment and I'll sort something more permanent soon enough."
I terminated the call.
What to do? Get drunk? Why? What had my mind and body done that I should punish them for what Penny the slut had done?
I went to the bar of the hotel, ate a rather acceptable burger, had three pints of Brew Dog Punk IPA and retired for the night.
The next morning, I put a call in to a friend who owns several apartment blocks in our home town. He arranged to meet up for coffee and made me an offer I couldn't refuse. He offered me a modest furnished two-bedroom flat that came with a 'job' of being the building supervisor. We signed the agreement, I got the keys and moved in that evening. I went to the house in the afternoon. Fortunately, Penny the slut was either at work or screwing Dave, so I was able to get everything I needed from the house, passport, paperwork, clothing, etc.
I felt depressed, but managed to cope with that by counselling arranged through my private doctor. I'd long ago given up on the NHS as a bad job.
I have to say that the investigator the solicitors recommended was bloody good. He got photographs of the twits together, and he got sworn statements of people who had knowledge of the affair. It seemed that Dave Porter had made a number of enemies at the company, who were more than willing to get their revenge on him. Actually, I did wonder if my two anonymous informants had realised that I was in the stores and deliberately talked about the affair to clue me in? I suppose I'll never know the truth. But I'll be forever grateful to them.
I decided to get tests for STDs, but thankfully I was clear.
The divorce went ahead and my action for constructive dismissal was held in the UKs employment tribunal system.
The system is nowhere near as complex as the standard UK courts. They tend to be more flexible. For example, the Employment Judge, although he or she is a judge, never wears wigs or gowns.
My firm of solicitors introduced me to one of their experts in employment law. She wasn't a Solicitor, she was a Legal Executive named Carys Morgan. She was as Welsh as her name implied. In fact, she looked like a young Ruth Madoc, from her days playing Gladys Pugh in Hi-de-Hi!
She grinned, and said, "I know what you are thinking! And although we're not closely related, Ruth Madoc is a relative of mine."
She calmed me down, prepared me for what would happen at the tribunal. What she couldn't have prepared me for was the absolute tit that Arthur's representative made of himself.
He entered the room dressed in full barrister's gowns and wearing his wig. I swear that as he swept in, he exuded a faint whiff of mothballs.
The Employment Judge, Mary Pattricks, was not amused. Well, she was, but tried not to show it. "I presume you are representing Arthur Long Associates?"
He bowed and said, "Yes, your honour. I am."
"I am not your honour. This is a tribunal, not a court. And wigs and gowns are not normal attire here. Please doff your wig."
"As you wish." He took his wig off.
Carys whispered to me, "Oh, he didn't like that! He's obviously irritated because he thought he could use his status as a barrister to intimidate us mere mortals!"
I won't bore you with the details (I'm taciturn, remember?), but the case went really badly for Arthur Long Associates. EJ Pattricks agreed that if the owner of the company not only knew that his nephew was having an affair with a colleague, but actually condoned and facilitated the affair by arranging to have the husband sent off in his nephews' place so that he could have assignations with the wife, that meant the employee-employer relationship had broken down irretrievably and that this constituted constructive dismissal.
The payout I received was £80,000. Though I also received redundancy money plus holiday pay, etc.
The industry we were in was small, though lucrative, and word soon spread about what had happened. (It wasn't me! Honest. Remember, I'm taciturn, right?)
Eventually, despite his sister's protests, Arthur sacked his nephew. That was generally held to be too little, too late. He lost several senior staff because they realised if he would conspire with his nephew to let him fuck a member of the executive team that his judgment couldn't be up to much now.
The divorce went through quite rapidly. The evidence of Geoff's company and the evidence used for the constructive dismissal were also introduced in the divorce action.
It was the standard 50/50 split. I felt irritated that Penny was, in effect, profiting from the fact that she'd been a cheating slut, but I was free of that cheating slut, so it was worth it from that point of view.
I set up a consultancy working from home and took some of Arthur's clients, so that was good.
After the money from the tribunal case was paid into my bank account, I decided to pluck up my courage and I phoned Carys and asked her to meet up for drinks. To my delight, she agreed.
She looked gorgeous and she surprised me, but in a good way, by ordering a pint of Brain's SA, a beer from South Wales. I had my usual pint of Brew Dog Punk IPA, but afterward I switched to Brain's SA. Yeah, taciturn, but not stupid!
We chatted as we drank, and it turned out that she had been born in a small town in Mid Wales, which was actually very close to where my grandparents had farmed. She held my hand, stared into my eyes and said "See! I knew there was something special about you! You are an undercover Welshman!" We both laughed at her joke.
I was falling in love with her, and not just because she looked like Ruth Madoc.
We dated over the next several weeks: trips to the cinema, going out for drinks, dining out.
I invited her to my apartment for a meal that I had cooked. Over the meal, sharing a glass of wine from a Welsh vineyard, I took her hand and told her how I was developing feelings for her.
She squeezed my hand, smiled and said, breathily, ``What do you think we should do about that, then?" She glanced toward my bedroom door. Well, that had certainly developed quicker than I had even dared hope.
I nodded, smiled and led the way. Yeah, we made love. As cliched as this might sound, I felt a deeper, more loving connection with Carys than I'd ever felt with Penny during our dating or marriage.



In a moment of self-realisation I understood that this was because Penny had never been into me as much as I'd been into her, or she'd never have been able to monkey branch from me to Dave Rogers.
The courtship between Carys and myself was slow, warm and loving.
I had found love late in life with a Welsh fireball. Were we simpatico, because we were both Welsh? Yeah, as daft as that sounds, I think there's an element of truth in that.
After a year of dating, we got married and we were talking of having children. Carys is teaching me Welsh, which is a long, but fun process.
We have moved to Mid Wales, she has taken up a partnership with a firm of solicitors in Machynlleth and I'll continue to run my consultancy from our four-bedroom house, which isn't far from the town centre. Oh, the talking about having children? That's changed to talking about what paint to buy for the nursery. Two months along at this point, and we couldn't be happier.
Thanks, Penny!
Did Penny and Dave get married? I don't know, and I don't actually care. Taciturn to a T, that's me!
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I didn't suspect a thing. Okay, perhaps I should put that into perspective. I didn't suspect a thing, but that was because there were no obvious red flags that I noticed at the time.
Looking back, the signs were there, but I was too much in love with my wife Angela and too trusting to identify them for what they were. But then, why would I be looking? We were a loving, dedicated couple right? Well, maybe one of us was.
She had become a little distant, perhaps a little preoccupied, seemed a bit snippy and more controlling than usual, but when I asked her if anything was wrong, she answered me by saying "it's just the pressures of work, honey. Don't worry. It'll all be resolved, given time."
Because I loved and trusted my wife with all of my heart, my stupid, stupid deluded heart, I took her word for it. Yeah. Silly, silly me!
I had been, in effect, orphaned at a late age. My parents had been driving back from a church youth conference they had volunteered at every year since they had been teens themselves, when a drunk driver had smashed into their car. A slight comfort to those of us who knew and loved them was that they would have died almost instantly, such was the impact. The drunk driver also died in the crash.
At first it looked like it would just be a case of putting in a claim with the driver's insurer, but then a local TV station had an anonymous tipoff. Someone had sent them a copy of the security videos from the bar he had been drinking at, and it was obvious the bar staff had been feeding him alcohol long after it was obvious he was very badly drunk.
One member of staff was seen and heard on the video telling her colleagues to stop serving him alcohol and pleading with them to call him a cab. They mocked her, calling her a pussy and the scene switched to an outside security camera. Although there was no sound, it was obvious from the video that the staff were helping him get into his car as he couldn't stand up without assistance.
The station sent copies of the video to the police, the DA and to me, as someone at the station had gone to the same church as my folks and vaguely knew me.
Obviously, all hell was let loose, because the bar had clearly breached the strict Texas Dram Shop Act, which prohibited the sale of alcohol to inebriated customers.
The bar owner tried to claim that the bar had provided training to staff to avoid serving alcohol to obviously impaired customers. That defense failed because the bar owner was seen on the security video serving the drunk himself on multiple occasions throughout the evening.
The defense failed, also, because the one bartender was clearly shown arguing with her colleagues, including her boss, that the customer shouldn't be served any more alcohol and should be put in a cab. The final legal slam dunk was when the owner was seen telling his staff to half carry the drunk to his car and to "shove him in the damn thing."
As they had blatantly breached the Dram Shop laws, they had no defenses. The owner's license was revoked, criminal charges were filed and the widow of the drunk driver and myself hired the same attorney to sue the bastards. Her situation was bad, worse than mine, certainly. She was a stay at-home mom with three children, all under the age of 12.
Her husband had been a highly successful attorney, he had been a recovering alcoholic but he'd fallen off the wagon and those idiots had filled him with booze and then pushed him into his car to drive away and kill himself and my parents.
The bar owner settled the claims through his attorney. The widow of the driver received $14m and I received $7m. Her settlement was higher because she was suing on her own behalf and on the behalf of her children. Believe it or not, ours wasn't the record Dram Shop law settlement in Texas. That still stands at $31m, I believe.
I put the money into a bank account that was designed to generate interest and I left it there. When Angela and I got married, I changed the account so that it would require both my wife's signature and my signature to access the money. Despite my protestations, Angela had insisted on both of us signing a fairly severe prenuptial agreement that she had had drafted.
I didn't know why I left the money there. I just couldn't bring myself to do anything with it. I wouldn't even look at the balance online. However, it wasn't that we needed the money, as my wife and I were both in very high-income jobs.
Eventually, I decided that I had to try to understand why I wouldn't or couldn't do anything with that money.
My wife's job involved a number of out of state business trips, and I decided to use one of her longer business trips as the opportunity to visit my counselor and talk through my problems about the money and why I couldn't spend it, or even look at the online balance.
We established that the money was my last link with my parents. He believed that I had two problems with it. Firstly, it felt like I was profiting from the death of my parents, but also, that if I spent the money or even looked at the balance, it was acknowledging that they were dead.
I admit that the last point brought me to tears, but it was a cathartic moment, and after I wiped my tears away, I shook hands with him and left his office feeling better than I had in a long time.
I returned home and I decided to at least look at the money in the account, which I'd been loath to do, even if I wouldn't actually spend any of it, immediately. I'd obviously ask my wife for her input when she came home.
Remodel the house? An extension? Buy a new house? Go on a cruise? Start a new business? Start our own family? Look for investment opportunities? All these ideas were floating around in my mind, but they were all sunk when I opened the banking app on my computer and noticed that although I hadn't been accessing the account, someone had, because money was missing from it with regular, monthly withdrawals.
A cold feeling hit me. Damn! My account had obviously been hacked. I looked at the time, it was still relatively early in the day and the bank would be open for at least several more hours, so I decided that rather than wasting time phoning or using online access, I'd visit my bank's branch in person.
When I arrived, I walked up to the tellers and said: "Hi. I'm David King and I'd like to report a fraud on a bank account of mine. Could you please let me speak with a fraud officer?"
Her smile froze and she asked me my name and the details of the account, which I provided to her on a printout I'd brought.
She looked them over and said: "Mr. King, can I keep this paper at least for a while? Thank you. Could you please go into room one over on the other side of the lobby, please?"
I thanked her and entered one of the three large private glass-fronted cubicles on the other side of the lobby.
I waited for ten minutes before a young man came into the room and closed the door behind him. "Hello, Mr. King. My name is Byron James, I'm one of the account managers at First Mercantile Bank. You report that there has been fraudulent activity on the Wealth Generator account that you have with us. The only activity I can see is the regular monthly money transfers from your account that you and your wife set up six months ago."
He paused and handed me a piece of paper. "Here, Sir. This is the document that you and your wife signed back then."
I looked at the paper, studied the signatures at the bottom of the box, and noticed that one signature had been signed by a Mr. or Ms. Squiggle. I also noticed something else. My wife's signature looked to be her signature, but the signature against my name looked nothing like mine. Not even a vague approximation. As I said, a squiggle.
I passed the paper back to him. "Thanks. But you see, this is why I wanted to see someone from your fraud department, not an accounts manager, no slight intended on you, of course, but you see that might well be my wife's signature, but that's definitely not my signature. Please get someone from your fraud department."
He looked pained and replied, "No offense taken, Mr. King, Sir. I'll get someone from Fraud for you. They won't be long."
After another wait, slightly longer this time, a woman entered the room. She introduced herself with a handshake. She sat down opposite me.
She was reasonably tall, attractive but had suspicious, questioning eyes. Obviously, a result of a life working in banking fraud, I thought to myself.
"Hello Mr. King. My name is Amanda Fellowes. I am the fraud officer at the bank. Can you please tell me why you suspect that there have been fraudulent transactions on your account?"
I explained that although it was, as far as I could tell, my wife's signature on the form, it was not my signature, that I had not seen the form and had certainly not approved of setting up the Automated Clearing House Transaction, or the monthly payments over the past six months.
She checked my own signature against the one on the transfer form and pursed her lips for a moment.
She nodded. "Yes, I understand, Mr. King. The total amount of money transferred now stands at $60,000. Why weren't you aware of these transfers?"
I explained why I hadn't looked at the account and why I'd looked at it for the first time since I'd opened the account several years previously. She nodded, a look of sympathy on her face. "Yes, I can understand that."
She logged in to the computer that was on the desk in the interview room, and began purposely tapping on the keys and sort of flicking the mouse. "What I'm doing now is shutting off the ACHT and also sending over to the bank the money was being paid into, a Reverse Payment Order with instructions that we believe the account there to have been involved in the fraudulent transfer of funds."
She pressed the enter key with a flourish and said "That's that done.
"Now I am going to call up our archived video footage from the bank's internal and external video surveillance system from the date that the ACHT was set up and see who it was who did it."
After some more tapping on the keyboard the large screen in the room lit up with a series of paused video screens.
"Do you have videos saved for such a long time?" I asked.
"Yes, in the old days we'd keep them for 90 days, but since we switched from VHS to digital recording, all we do is upload them to our cloud server and leave them there indefinitely. And this is one of the occasions when it proves what a good policy it is.
"By the way, where is your wife at the moment?"
"She's at a business conference in Palm Springs. Why'd you ask?"
She gave a brief smile. "Just being nosy, I guess."
She skimmed through the videos until she had three different views on the screen. They were dated and time stamped. We saw my wife and a man just a little taller than her. He was wearing a fairly poor dark wig. I didn't recognize him from that view.
They obviously had an appointment, as a receptionist led them to one of the interview rooms. Not the one we were in, I noticed.
When they sat in the room with a bank official, the camera in the room got a good view of him. By reflex I glanced up at the camera in the room we were in. This time I did recognize him.
"Do you recognize him?"
"Yes, I do. I have met him a number of times. He is a work colleague of my wife. I think his name is Andrew Carter."
She nodded. "Yes, that is confirmed by the fact that the name on the account your money was transferred into was in the name of Andrew W. Carter, at the Texas Mutual Bank."
She paused before she spoke. "Mr. King, we will have to report this to the authorities. My hands are tied on this, unfortunately."
I shrugged. "It looks as if my wife is cheating on me, so I think the book should be thrown at her."
"Yes, I can understand that. However, bank fraud is a Federal Offense, so I'll have to report this to the Federal Prosecutor and the FBI."
I shrugged.
She had written something on a Post-It Note, which she handed me. "I don't know if you'll be interested, but this is the name of the private detective that we use at the bank and his contact details are here. I'm truly sorry that you found out about your wife and her colleague like this."
I thanked her, we shook hands and I left the bank, heading into a different, uncertain world.
I called the private investigator from my car on the way home. I booked a Zoom appointment for later that evening.
As I walked from my car to the house, I received a text message from my wife. It was all in caps. "IT'S NOT WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE! I CAN EXPLAIN IT ALL! DON'T DO ANYTHING ELSE!"
I thought, "This should be good."
Obviously, she and her lover had found out about the discovery of their fraud, when the RPO had magically sucked my money back.
I replied to Angela, "Are you coming home now to tell me why it's not what it looks like? Can you please tell me what it is, if it's not what it looks like? And what else shouldn't I do?"
Fairly quickly under the circumstances, she replied "Don't involve the authorities. They don't need to know about this. And I'm sorry, but I can't come home now. This work conference is very, very important, and although I know you want to see me to let me explain everything to you, I have to stay here until the conference is over on Thursday. I hope you know that I love you."
I replied "Whatever."
The Zoom meeting with the private investigator at Greater Houston Investigations went well. Better than I'd expected. Barry Greer was a former Military Police investigator and he really knew his stuff.
After I told him my tale of woe, he was sympathetic. "Okay, so you believe your wife is having an affair with her colleague, Andrew Carter, and they both work at Liteworks Marketing in Houston. But at present, they are at a work conference in Palm Springs at the Palm Springs Convention Center.
"I have an investigator I use who covers Palm Springs," he said. "If you want, I can get them to investigate your wife and her lover starting as soon as you like."
"How about now?" was my response.
"That's no problem. Though it might be costly?"
I shrugged. "Yeah, I guessed it would be, seeing as the investigations would take place both here in Texas and over in California. Still, I need to know what's happening, so the cost will not be an obstacle, within reason, of course."
I paid the initial fee by debit card and we ended the call.
Greer had been as good as his word and he had got the investigator in Palm Springs on the case, immediately.
In fact, I received my first report from them the next morning at 11AM, my time, which was 9AM, Palm Springs time.
It was a fairly bland report. Angela and Carter were sharing a room, even though she was supposedly staying in a room of her own.
They'd come down to breakfast and it was obvious, the report said, that they were upset. They were saying things like: "How could he do that?" "Has it gone?" "Yes." "All of it?" "Yes. The bastard! All of it! I'll fix him when we get back home!" "No! Don't do that! You'll get into trouble, and besides, I don't want him hurt!"
It was tawdry and very out of character for what I knew about Angela. Or what I had thought I knew about her.
The private investigators in California and Houston were able to get enough evidence to prove that they were having an affair. This was important to me as I wanted to file an at fault divorce, citing adultery as the grounds. That was possible in Texas, as it was a fault/no fault state. The courts would still need evidence, which I received from Greer and his colleagues in California.
Angela arrived home Thursday. She'd picked her car up from Houston Airport. Before she left for her work conference, we'd joked about the early start for her to get the only direct flight from Palm Springs to Houston, as the flight left at about six in the morning.
She dragged her cabin luggage wheeled suitcase through the door and she looked like shit. She was angry. "What the fuck did you do it for, you asshole?" My word, she was angry!
I decided to use the old biblical trick of heaping coals on her head. "Why, yes, Angela. I accept your apology for cheating on me and helping your lover to steal $60,000 from me."
She looked nonplussed for a few seconds before she spoke again. "Did you really have any need to set the FBI on us?"
I shook my head. "Sorry, honey, that's nothing to do with me. When the bank discovered that there had been fraudulent activity in their main branch, they became quite incensed. They told me that the situation was like when a school teacher discovers a child is being abused and they are mandated to report it to the police? Apparently, banks are mandatory reporters of frauds against the bank."
She made an effort to moderate her anger. "Well, okay. But why did you check the account? Didn't you trust me?"
"It wasn't that, but when I looked at the account and noticed the transactions, I panicked. I thought the account had been hacked, so I told the bank."
"Why didn't you call me?" her voice was now starting to sound a little whiny.
I shrugged. "I never thought of phoning you. It just never occurred to me. When I found out that the payments had been arranged by you and your lover, I felt as if my life had ended."
"Well, why did you look at the account? You never look at the account." She sounded accusatory, somehow. As if it had been my fault.
I explained to her why it was that I came to be looking at the account after my session with my therapist, and a look of guilt tempered the somewhat sour expression her face had hitherto been wearing.
"Shit. Oh, David! I'm so sorry! That must have hurt."
I sat down at the table and I motioned for her to sit down too.
"How long have you been cheating on me, Ange?"
She denied that she had, actually, been cheating on me. She went on to explain how Andrew had needed someone to unload onto about his marital problems.
Angela told me that she had been a shoulder for him to lean on, someone to open his heart to.
"His wife didn't understand him. She was abusive, she was violent and he wanted to leave the marriage but didn't know how to do it. And he needed help and advice."
I was shocked that my normally intelligent wife could have fallen for such a line of obvious BS.
"Oh, honey! Come on! He was feeding you a line and you were stupid enough to fall for it!"
She looked hurt by my obvious disdain for his tale of marital woe. "It's true!"
"Anyway, why did you and he steal the money from the account?"
"Oh, we weren't actually stealing it, Dave, we were only borrowing it! We'd have paid it back once he was able to get away from his witch of a wife and he'd gotten himself set up away from her."
I shook my head, unable to believe what I was hearing. "Angela, you were his friend and his confidante, were you also his lover? Were you cheating on me with Carter?"
"No, honey! Never! I wasn't his lover. Honestly! You have to believe me!"
I thought, "No, bitch, I don't have to believe you."
I looked at her for a few seconds and said: "But you were sleeping in the same room at Palm Springs, weren't you?"
She nodded.
"And have you ever had sex with him?" This time she gave a half-hearted shrug which was more of a twitch than anything else.
"Well, were you having sex with him? Is he your lover? Are you cheating on me?"
"We are, we were having sex, but he isn't my lover and I'm not cheating on you. Sex with Andrew is different from the sex I have with you. I have sex with you because I love you. I was only having sex with Andy, Andrew, because I... I... felt sorry for him, for what he was going through with the witch."



"That's bullshit, Angela. You have sex with someone other than your spouse and that is cheating even if, as you claim, it's only pity sex with your lover."
A thought suddenly struck me. "Anyway, how did you and he hit on the idea of stealing money from the account?"
She flashed irritated again. "I told you, we weren't stealing it, just borrowing it, okay?"
"Well how did you and he hit on the idea of just "borrowing" the money, then?"
"Oh, I don't know. We were talking one day and the idea just came up."
"Did you offer him the money, or did he ask?"
"Well, thinking back on it, he asked if there was any way he could borrow money from the account. I said I didn't think you'd go for the idea.
"A couple of days later he asked how the money could be accessed, and I told him by you and I signing a request form and that's what happened."
"How did Carter know about the money? How'd he know I'd not notice that it was missing?"
She furrowed her brow before speaking. "I guess I must have told him how we had $7M sitting in the account, but that you would never even check the balance online for some reason, never mind take any money out."
"So, Carter knew there was $7M just sitting in the account and that, with your connivance, it was just waiting there for the taking? Who thought of the idea of him going into the bank and pretending to be me?"
An expression of shock passed over her face. "I... he did. Why are you asking me? Shit! You mean he... played me?"
"Bingo! You sad, deluded bitch," I thought to myself.
"Looks that way. How much money did you think he was going to take? It was only 60k because I happened to stumble on what was going on. Otherwise, how much would it have been? A million? Two? The whole fucking seven million, with you and lover boy running off to a tropical paradise with no extradition treaty?"
"Oh, Dave! I wouldn't have done that to you!"
"Well, wouldn't you, bitch?" I thought. I'd actually heard a recording of them talking in a restaurant in Palm Springs (so it was in public) when they had (apparently jokingly, but who knows?) chatted about countries with which the US had no extradition treaties. They spoke of the Maldives, Russia, São Tomé and Príncipe, Iran, Ethiopia and Vanuatu. I had to look up São Tomé and Príncipe and Vanuatu, as I'd never heard of them. The inclusion of Russia, Iran and Ethiopia might mean they were joking, but who the fuck knows?
"I don't necessarily believe you, Angela. After all, when Carter got enough of my money to leave his wife, where would that leave you? Would you both tearfully wish each other goodbye, perhaps with the moment enlivened with one last, tender goodbye fuck? Or would you have continued to fuck each other's brains out until you came home with an unpleasant little gift and gave me some type of cock rot?"
She flinched. "He'd never give me an STI! He loves..." she suddenly stopped, releasing she'd just blown her fantasy story of them not being lovers. Oh, well. And she'd very stupidly answered what would have been my next question. Had they used protection? Obviously not.
Fortunately, a subsequent visit to an STI clinic showed that I was clear of sexually transmitted diseases. No thanks to Angela or Carter.
We then talked about what would happen next. She was worried that she had a meeting with the FBI at their Houston building in Justice Park Drive. I advised her to take a lawyer with her and answer whatever questions they asked her honestly. See? Even though I was starting to hate her, I couldn't forget that I still loved her. But that feeling of love would pass eventually, I was sure.
She collected some clothing and some of her belongings and drove off to stay with her sister.
I called the law firm that I'd used when I'd sued the bar owner, and as luck would have it they were a full service law firm, with a family law division and for the appropriate fees (of course!) they'd act for me in my divorce from Angela.
I made an appointment the next afternoon, and they were practically salivating when they reviewed the prenuptial agreement that Angela had insisted on. The lawyer assigned to the divorce, Thomas Haydn, said: "Looks to be a 100% ironclad prenuptial agreement. If she challenges this, I doubt any judge would agree to any challenges."
I was genuinely intrigued. "But Angela had the paperwork for it drafted herself. Why would she try to challenge it?"
He shrugged. "Human nature. Call it a hunch, but I think she'll try to challenge it. After all, there's $7 million at stake, your Condo is worth, what? Just north of two million? Plus, you have Certificates of Deposit of about fifty grand. I may be wrong, maybe she'll take her lumps and leave the marriage with what modest amount her own prenuptial agreement allows her to take, but if I were a betting man, I'd bet she'll try to revoke her own prenup. I'd love for her to prove me wrong, but I'm rarely wrong, unfortunately."
Sadly, it turned out that he was right.
She stayed with her sister for a couple of weeks, and then she got a small one- bedroom apartment a couple of miles away.. Much of her shit she put in storage.
Communications between us were via our lawyers.
Thomas Haydn faced her lawyer in court and he blew her right out of the building. For every argument she put forward, he countered it with relevant case law and logic. From their demeanor when we all entered the court, I think that Angela and her lawyer, Karen Nelson, had been very pleased that the judge was a female.
Thomas had noticed this and laughed quietly. "Oh, boy! Are they ever going to be having a surprise? The judge who is handling the case is Jennifer Ward. She's been a judge in family court for 15 years, so she's seen a lot of stuff go down.
"Thing is, she despises women who pull the sisterhood crap, she hates cheaters and she has a major problem with people who try to twist their way out of prenups. Especially when it was their prenup in the first place! And with a Federal case hanging over your wife's head for fraudulently taking money from the joint access account with the man she was cheating on you with, that's not gonna go down well with Judge Ward."
He was correct. Right from the start, although Judge Ward was never openly hostile to them, it was obvious to me (once Thomas had clued me in) that she didn't think much of either Angela or her lawyer and never gave them so much as an inch of leeway. In fact, at one point, I thought she was going to find Angela's lawyer in contempt.
The prenuptial agreement was: "A model of its kind, well-researched and well-written," Judge Ward said. She asked a seemingly innocent question: "Mrs. King, I see from the paperwork of the prenuptial agreement, that you employed Mr. James Bell to draft your agreement?"
Angela looked perplexed, as did her attorney. Angela replied cautiously,: "Yes. I did."
Judge Ward said, "I'm just puzzled that, as Jim Bell did such a bang-up job on drafting the prenuptial agreement, why you aren't being represented by him in your divorce? I've known Jimmy Bell for many years. We worked for the same law firm for a couple of years, so why aren't you using him?"
Angela's face went pale, and the face of her lawyer became a lovely shade of "caught out red."
Judge Ward gave them both a knowing, almost predatory smile as she said: "But I'd guess it'd be difficult asking for a decent, honest lawyer like James Bell to try to find loopholes in a prenuptial agreement he'd only drafted about a decade ago. I mean, in legal terms the ink's not even dry, yet." She smiled, so I guessed that was a kind of judge-level joke.
She paused for a while, and said, "I'm going to deny the motion to set the prenuptial agreement aside. This means that the only resources we need to look at are what is covered by what the adulterous spouse will receive under the agreement."
She looked at Thomas, and said: "Mr. Haydn, I've seen the evidence that the private investigators in Texas and California gathered, the video and audio recordings, the sworn affidavits from staff at the Palm Springs Convention Centre itself and the attached hotel and I have to say that this is all pretty convincing evidence that Mrs. King was, indeed, having an adulterous relationship with her work colleague, Mr. Andrew Carter."
She looked at Angela and her lawyer. "Mrs. King, Ms. Nelson, do you have anything that you can present to the court by way of rebuttal to the evidence Mr. King and Mr. Haydn have presented to me?"
Ms Nelson said: "Your Honor, can I, can we, have time to go through this so-called evidence?" She attempted a sneer, but it was so embarrassed it crept off her face and scuttled off to die somewhere, presumably.
Judge Ward looked irritated: "Oh, come on! As part of the discovery process, Mr. Haydn and Mr. King gave you copies of all the evidence a couple of months ago. Do you have anything to rebut or refute the evidence of the transcripts of Mrs. King's conversations at Palm Springs when she was in bed with her lover and she told him that she loved him?
"Or someone to refute the sworn affidavits from hotel maids Mercedes Garcia, Gloria Tate or Penny Lopez that Mrs. King and Mr. Carter shared not only a room, but also a bed, and that Ms. Garcia, on one occasion, even found them in bed copulating one morning? If you can't, then I'm going to have to make my ruling on what evidence I actually do have. Do you understand? Do you have anything to say, Ms. Nelson?"
Oh, you bet she did! This was only a simple, unfortunate misunderstanding, the course of true love never did run smooth (Honestly! That's exactly what she said!) and that she was certain that if the judge could just issue an order for us to get relationship counseling, we could get our marriage back on track. "Your honor, under Texas Family Code - FAM § 6.505;. Counseling, please, please order counseling for Mr. and Mrs. King." She sounded quite impassioned about that.
I felt worried, but Thomas squeezed my shoulder and whispered, "Easy! Just see how it plays out."
The judge played for time before she responded. She took her glasses off, polished them on the hem of her robe, put them on again and frowned briefly.
"No. Sorry, Ms. Nelson, but I am fully aware of the provisions of the laws of Texas." From the expression on the face of Angela's lawyer, it was clear she realized that she'd fucked up, somehow.
"I'm not going to waste the time of my court or of Mr. King in ordering him to attend marital counseling with the woman who committed adultery while married to him."
She looked at me. "Mr. King, would you attend marital counseling with Mrs. King?"
I paused for a moment because I realized that yelling "Hell, no!" in court wouldn't be a good idea. "Your honor, after giving the matter some thought. I would not. I mean, if you made me go, I'd not want to break any court rulings, but I damn sure wouldn't want to be in therapy with my wife, my former wife that is to say. I'd sit there and not participate!"
The judge smiled at me and nodded. "Ms. Nelson, Mr. King had the marital rug pulled out from under him. He caught his wife helping her lover allegedly steal $60,000 from a settlement in a wrongful death and Dram Shop Law case following the tragic death of his parents a short while prior to his marriage to Mrs. King.
"And Mr. King is perfectly correct. The law states that he must turn up for an appointment with a court-appointed therapist, but the law doesn't say he must participate. Therefore, I will not order counseling or marital therapy. What I will do, however, is review all the evidence in this case and make a ruling in seven days hence."
Seven days later we were all back in court and Judge Ward addressed us. "After reviewing the evidence and hearing from both parties, I rule that the marriage between Mr. and Mrs. King is over, and I am granting the divorce based solely upon the adultery of Mrs. King."
That was that. A ten years marriage was over because my wife, or ex-wife, now, I realized, was an idiot who fell for a line from a conman.
Yeah, I'd got the PI to check Carter out. His wife was a petite and attractive woman, mother of his two children and a third on the way. Of course, she hadn't been abusing her husband, and there hadn't even been a sniff of a divorce between them. Well, not until I had the PI deliver a copy of my evidence pack to Mrs. Carter.
It also transpired that Carter really wasn't Carter, his original name was Andrew Minton, and he had convictions for fraud and theft before he had changed his identity and married his wife. The poor woman hadn't a clue about his duplicity.
Was it cruel of me to send her the information? Was it a case of misery loves company, when I sent her the information?
Not in the slightest. I knew that if I were in her position, I'd want to know what a fucking bastard asshole my husband was. Besides which, he had put Angela and myself at risk of a sexually transmitted disease, because I doubted that Angela was his only affair partner, and he was also putting his poor, unsuspecting wife at risk of disease, too. Maybe even HIV. I'm aware HIV is no longer the death sentence it was once considered to be, but even so, why should his wife and I be put at risk?
She contacted me via my lawyer and thanked me for being so helpful to her. She hired my lawyer to take her rat bastard of a husband for every penny she could.
A few weeks after our divorce was finalized, Angela and I had a meeting to sign some paperwork: insurances, several investments that weren't covered by the prenup that we needed to split and so forth.
She looked sad as she sat there at the conference table. "Are you happy, now?" she said, bitterly.
"That's funny, Angela, really. Not funny humorous, but funny odd. You are sounding bitter and hard done to, whereas, logically, it should be me who is sounding bitter and hard done by. But I'm not."
She sounded irritated by my flip attitude. "You got what you wanted. You are rid of me and you get to keep the condo and the $7m."
I shook my head. "But that's not what I wanted, Angie. What I wanted was a wife who was loyal, loving and true to me. Not one who'd open her legs for a sleaze bucket like Andrew Carter and help him steal $60,000 from me!"
She sighed. "I'm sorry, Dave. I know I fucked up. I am angry, but mainly at myself, I guess. I had hoped we could get counseling, but you didn't, wouldn't go for that. Not that I blame you, but I wish you'd have..." she teared up, unable to continue.
"I'm sorry, Angie but the level of disrespect you showed me, I don't think any amount of counseling could have fixed that, including getting your lover to pretend to be me to steal from me, well, from us, I guess."
"That was his idea," she said. "But as I say, I am very sorry for what I did."
"Are you still working for your boss?"
She nodded. "Yeah, Carter quit and moved on. I think his wife made him do it. But that was before she got the pack of information you sent her. From what I heard, she did a real number on him. The police were called, I was told."
"What's happening next for you, Angie?"
"In a couple of months I'll be on trial in the Federal Court. I'm scared. With the charges of fraud and of wire fraud, my lawyer said I could get up to 30 years in jail, maybe more if I get found guilty of bank fraud, too. Whenever I got into difficulties, I could always rely on you to offer me help or advice."
She started to sob so I gave her a tissue from a box on the table. She murmured her thanks.
Now, I could have just said nothing, but I didn't. I spoke for two reasons. Firstly, I still had some feelings for her, and also this could be my opportunity for revenge on Carter who had shit on my marriage to get some strange and to steal from me.
"Angie, you don't have to go to jail for a long time, you know?"
She looked at me expectantly. "How? What have you got in mind?"
"Well, you know they have State's Evidence in State trials where someone who is accused of a crime can offer evidence against a fellow accused person for a reduced jail term? I'm absolutely certain that they have exactly the same sort of deal available at a federal level, too. Just make an appointment with your lawyer to set something up. They'll probably want you to plead either guilty or no contest, and then you just tell them what you told me about Carter virtually coercing you into stealing the money from the account."
She looked pleased. "Oh, Dave! Do you think that would work?"
I shrugged. "I have no idea about that, but what have you got to lose?"
She agreed, and her lawyer hashed out a deal with the Federal prosecutor. She didn't enter a no contest plea; she entered a guilty plea and received a sentence of only five years in the Federal Prison Camp at Bryan, Texas.
Carter's attorney attempted to stymie the deal, but they failed, and with the evidence from the bank's video cameras of him pretending to be me and signing the document in the bank and the evidence that Angela gave, his decision to enter a not guilty plea blew up in his face and he received 30 years in jail and a $100,000 fine. Gotta love those federal courts, no parole for that jerk.
When they matched his fingerprints, they discovered for themselves that Carter was an alias and he had outstanding warrants under his birth name, so he got an even longer federal jail sentence.
You know something? Carter or Minton did me a favor. Life in my condo without Angela is peaceful, and I have things the way I want them.
For example, I love listening to classical music on the only station in Houston that broadcasts classical music, Houston Public Media. Angela didn't like it, claiming it was "old man music."
Whenever I tried to pick up a book, she would always seem to want me to do something "interesting" instead.
If I had a shower, changed my clothes and put them in the laundry hamper and she'd just put the laundry in the washer, she'd bitch about how she'd just put the machine on and how the dirty clothes would be in the laundry hamper until the next time the laundry would get done.
I always thought, "Who the hell gives a fuck?" but I didn't say anything because I had decided that I didn't want her going into one of her silent, rolling tantrums.
So, I'm listening to HPM. They're playing an Elegy—In Memoriam—Stephen Lawrence, conducted by Philip Herbert, performed by the Chineke! Orchestra. I'd never heard it before. Had Angela still lived here, I'd not be hearing it now!
Angela's new residence was quite close to Houston, under 100 miles northwest of here. But I wouldn't be visiting or writing her. Why would I? She was in my past.
Would I start dating again? Eventually, but I was enjoying my life as a newly single man too much for any thought of romance.
Besides, I'd not feel comfortable about dating, at least seriously, before I'd had more counseling from my therapist. Besides, I now had $7M that would make me a target for potential gold diggers.
I didn't burn the bitch or bastard, why the fuck should I lower myself to their level? Or put myself at risk of joining them in prison?
As my therapist said during one session: "Yeah, I know what happened to you hurts like hell and you probably want revenge on your ex and her lover, but if you do anything physical to him, you'll end up in prison yourself.
"And even if, speaking hypothetically, you were nowhere near him when he was mugged and had both his arms and legs broken and his testicles stomped in and had a perfect alibi, the cops wouldn't buy it. Eventually one of the people at the, for example, card game would crack and you'd all end up in the shit.
Hiring a killer might not work out so well for you. I remember reading about a hired killer who suddenly found Christ and reported all of his clients to the authorities, so you never can tell."



I must admit that I had thought of hiring someone to break Carter's bones, and that I had toyed with the idea of hiring a hitman (remember, I had $7M to play with?) but his counsel helped me to move away from doing something so utterly stupid.
So, the piece of music has just finished, I am making myself a pot of real tea the way I like it, and I'm going to put on a movie that Angela isn't going to spoil by chattering throughout it.
I'm looking out through the large windows of my peaceful condo, watching the beautiful sunset over Houston, while Angela is in her prison cell and Carter is in his cell at the United States Penitentiary at Terre Haute, Indiana. Why outside Texas? Something to do with his having skipped a trial under his original name, so they decided he could be a flight risk and needed a maximum security prison. He'll have the same view for over 30 fucking years! "Sucks to be you, Andy, baby!" I said that out loud and giggled to myself.
What now? The radio is turned off, I have a large plate of British biscuits and some British tea ready in a pot (courtesy of the store that sells British goodies, The British Depot in Mason Road, Katy, here in Houston) and I'm going to watch a Wallace and Gromit movie with nobody to interrupt me.
Fucking bliss, and I'm living my best life, ever. Do I miss what I had before with Angela? Yes, I'd be a liar to say I didn't, but I'm missing her less with every passing moment.
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If anyone is wondering, SFA is a genuine medical condition and all cases of SFA referenced within this story can be found in the medical literature. However, this is a work of fiction.
David Brookman ground out the cigarette butt with the heel of his shoe. Strange, here he was, 32 at his last birthday and until six months previously, he had never smoked more than three cigarettes in his entire life. Now he was virtually a chain-smoker. His colleagues in the IT department that he was the director of hated that he'd taken up smoking, but said nothing under the dreadful circumstances.
His doctor had said, "They'll kill you."
His reply had been a softly spoken: "Yes, I expect they will." His doctor hadn't mentioned it again, just placed his antidepressant medication on his automatic repeat prescription list.
David looked up at the door of the building he was about to enter. Fixed to it was an old brass plate, polished down through the wearying years and decades by a multiplicity of hands, bearing dusters, cloths and bottle after bottle of brass polish. The plate bore the words "Coroner's Court." Was it his imagination, or could he smell the tangy scent of Brasso?
He walked through the door and several minutes later, he sat himself down in the moderately-sized room that was used by the coroner for the district.
He had never been in a coroner's court, and previously he might have been interested to look round the late Victorian building, the bench where the coroner presided from, the seating area where witnesses would wait to be called, the small area where six coroner's jurors would sit, if a jury was required, and the small area were nosy members of the public could spectate. But now? David could hardly get up enough interest to live, let alone notice what his surroundings were.
He had arrived early, before everyone else would enter the court. His life had been irrevocably changed six months previously when he had answered the door of the flat he shared, or rather had shared, with his wife of seven years, Diana.
Two police officers had faced him. They told him that his wife had met with an accident and had been taken to the A&E department of St Vincent's Hospital. When he asked them what had happened, they both shook their heads, denying that they had any details. They looked shifty, guilty almost.
When he had arrived at the hospital, she was already dead, but the condition of her body was a testimony to the fact that the medical staff had worked hard, damned hard, to save her life. There had been no medical miracle. Diana was dead.
If someone, anyone, had told David that there could be anything worse than discovering that his wife, the love of his life, had died, he would not have believed them, but he came to realise that the situation he faced was much worse.
He had been taken to identify her body, which he did. The body was covered in a white sheet, though he wondered why they thought to protect the modesty of a dead person?
Everyone was very sympathetic. He thought he saw someone he vaguely recognised, hanging about, looking distraught. David thought, kindly, "Poor man. I'm not the only person here who has lost a loved one." That thought had given him comfort, but eventually it was to come back to haunt him.
That was then, this was now. The funeral was delayed until the coroner's inquest was opened, and the case immediately adjourned for the results of the autopsy to be reported.
Because "life extinct" had been declared with no obvious cause of death, an autopsy was mandatory under the circumstances.
David had operated on autopilot, he had placed the death notice in the local paper, dealt with the letters, sympathy cards and social media posts and the phone calls, and he found the assistance of the local vicar and the funeral director invaluable when it came to the funeral arrangements. He comforted her parents and her younger sister.
The funeral had been well attended with their friends and relatives (David had no living parents or grandparents) and colleagues from both their workplaces. The wake had gone as well as one could expect, people telling stories about Diana, they ate the food and consumed the drinks and David was left alone wondering what to do now that part of his soul had been ripped away.
He felt a weird unspoken undercurrent at the funeral service and the wake, but he didn't understand why. Some people seemed wary of him, almost.
When the autopsy report came out, he wasn't sure what the terms meant so he turned to his good friend Google and learned. He found that although Google was helpful, under these circumstances, Google hadn't been "friendly" to him at all. He took up smoking, drank more than before and generally stopped giving a shit about himself.
Now, a little more than six months later, just after 10AM, the coroner's court began to fill up with people. Retirees, some students from the local college and a few other random people sat on the public benches. In England and Wales, coroner's courts are, generally speaking, open to all members of the public.
There was the special area of seats that were reserved for witnesses who would be available for the coroner to call upon to give evidence and answer any questions that the coroner might have.
There was a table labelled "press" and there was a young girl sat behind it who was probably fresh out of her journalism degree, an old-fashioned reporter's notebook and a Biro in her hands, ready to start taking notes. She hoped her shorthand would be up to the task.
When the coroner entered the room, an elderly official said, loudly, but with a voice touched by age, "All rise!" Everyone stood up, the coroner bowed to them and enjoined them all to "please sit down."
The inquest was reopened.
The coroner was a middle-aged man. He looked like a small-town solicitor, which was exactly what he was. George Cardew was a senior partner at the Bridgeacre firm of solicitors, Cardew, Royston and Hatcher. He'd been the coroner for the town and the surrounding district for 15 years.
Unlike many countries such as the USA, coroners in England and Wales rarely, if ever, had medical qualifications, but always had a legal qualification. If they needed medical expertise, they would be able to call on Doctors, pathologists and the like to assist them.
"Good morning, everyone. Welcome to the Bridgeacre and District Coroner's Court. My name is George Cardew, and I am the coroner. As is the normal practice, I will not be convening a coroner's jury for this inquest.
"The inquest is into the death of Diana Brookman. Mrs. Brookman was married to Mr. David Brookman, and I would like to offer my sincere condolences to Mr. Brookman in regards to the death of his wife."
The first witness he called was the Coroner's Officer who was an investigating officer for the Coroner. Usually, although by no means always, they were former police officers. As with all the other witnesses, he was sworn in to offer his evidence.
"Good morning. My name is Peter Phillips. I am the Coroner's Officer. On March 5th this year, we received a report of a death of a woman. She had been taken by ambulance to Bridgeacre General Hospital."
The next witness who was called was a paramedic. "My name is Paul Harris. I am a paramedic in the employment of the Eastern Counties Ambulance Service. On March fifth, we were directed to an address in Cadman Apartments in Cadman Street, Bridgeacre. We had received a report of a woman undergoing a medical emergency.
"When we arrived, we found that the patient was very unwell and barely responsive. Based on my 20 years' experience, it was pretty clear that the patient was suffering from severe anaphylactic shock. According to her male companion, she was not known to be suffering from any allergies. We administered an intramuscular injection of epinephrine whilst we were in the flat. When we moved her to the ambulance, we placed her on a saline drip and we took her to Bridgeacre General Hospital on blues and twos."
The coroner thanked him for his evidence and then called Dr. Anthony Travers to the witness stand. "My name is Dr. Anthony Travers. I am the Senior Registrar in the A&E Department at Bridgeacre General Hospital. I was the senior Doctor on duty when Mrs. Brookman was brought in by the paramedics.
"We continued with the drip they had placed her on. We took blood samples and administered intravenous antihistamines and steroids. We placed her on oxygen.
"She was severely ill and her condition was deteriorating rapidly. From monitoring her blood pressure and heart rate, it was clear that her organs were already going into failure.
"She had a heart attack and the crash team were summoned. They used defibrillation, which re-started her heart. However, the situation was still very desperate and I took the decision to administer an adrenaline injection into her heart.
"Her heart failed again, and I took the decision to use open heart massage. However, this also failed and I recorded the time of death at 3.15PM. We did what we could, but in this case it wasn't enough."
The coroner thanked him for his efforts to save Mrs. Brookman and called the next witness, the Home Office Pathologist, Peter Brown.
"My name is Professor Peter J. Brown. I am a Home Office Registered Pathologist and a member of the Royal College of Pathologists.
"I was asked to perform an autopsy on Mrs. Diana Brookman. Mrs. Brookman was a woman in her early 30s and, according to her medical records, she was in otherwise good health until she fell ill on March 5th.
"The diagnosis of the cause of death was given by the hospital registrar as cardiac arrest, which was caused by a severe case of anaphylactic shock. In fact, I have to say it was one of the worst cases of anaphylactic shock that I have seen in my 20 years as a practicing pathologist.
"Upon examining the organs of the deceased, I saw that they all shown signs of degradation as a result of a severe allergic reaction. It was not easy to identify the point of entry for the allergic reaction. There were no insect bites, for example, no markings on the lips and in the mouth and throat indicating that Mrs. Brookman had ingested a food or drink to which she was allergic."
He paused and glanced down at his notes before he continued. "However, upon further examination, it became clear that Mrs Brookman had engaged in sexual intercourse not long before her death. The lips of her vagina and the inner surface of her vagina, the vulval vestibule, showed signs of a severe allergic reaction.
"I had then developed a hypothesis as to what had occurred, but I had to undertake tests to establish if it was what had happened. I removed some of the seminal fluid and placed it in a test tube with some cells taken from Mrs. Brookman. After a suitable period of time I examined them under a microscope and I noticed that there had been a severe reaction between the cells and the sperm.
"It is my conclusion that Mrs. Brookman's anaphylactic shock was caused by her exposure to the sperm of her last sexual partner. Mrs. Brookman suffered from a rare condition called Human Seminal Plasma Hypersensitivity, which is otherwise known as Seminal Fluid Anaphylaxis."
The coroner interrupted him. "Professor Brown, I have not heard of this condition before. Is it rare or is it common?"
Professor Brown replied, "As I said it is a rare condition. Only some 80 cases have been reported in the medical literature since it was first mentioned in 1967. However, what is even rarer is the extreme reaction of Mrs. Brookman's body."
"It's not always fatal?"
"Good gracious me, no! Hardly ever, in fact. After I reached my conclusion of the diagnosis, I undertook some research and the only cases of severe or even fatal reactions was a young man with a severe peanut allergy who died of Seminal Fluid Anaphylaxis, or SFA as it is also known, when he performed oral sex on a boyfriend who had eaten a peanut butter sandwich some time previously. He died, sadly.
"There was another severe case, although not fatal, of a woman who developed SFA because she was allergic to Penicillin, her husband was on Penicillin and it became concentrated in his sperm. However, the transmission there was also as a result of oral sex."
He paused, looked embarrassed, and said, "Although not strictly relevant the only case of a fatal case of SFA that I discovered, occurred in the Irish Republic in 2008 when a woman had consensual sexual intercourse with an Alsatian dog and died of anaphylactic shock as a result of a severe allergic reaction to the dog's semen."
There was a gasp of horror in the courtroom, and the coroner visibly flinched. "Thank you for your evidence, Professor Brown. Please remain in the room in case I need your expert guidance."
Professor Brown nodded and left the witness stand.
The coroner then looked up from his notes and said "I would next like to call Sean Pierce to the stand."
A young harassed looking man took the stand. He looked reasonably handsome, but his eyes had a haunted look about them.
The coroner began questioning him. "Mr. Pierce, what was your relationship with Mrs. Brookman?
"We worked together at the same company. I liked her, she liked me. It started out as lunches in cafes and restaurants, then drinks after work a couple of times. At some point, it turned to flirting and then we commenced having a sexual affair." He swallowed, painfully aware that the husband of his dead lover was in the courtroom. Pierce glanced toward him, and David was both shocked and horrified at the shell of a man he saw. He'd met Pierce several times at company sponsored events, and ironically, he had actually liked the man.
The coroner continued with his questioning. "How long did your sexual affair continue?"
"Six months, Sir."
The coroner frowned. "But if your affair was a sexual one, how was it that Mrs. Brookman died under the circumstances that have been outlined by other witnesses today?"
He paused, almost on the verge of tears. "Because that was going to be our last time together as lovers.
"She told me that she was starting to develop loving feelings toward me, and because she loved her husband to bits, she couldn't allow our affair to continue. Funnily enough, I had also started to have feelings for Diana, and as it wasn't ever my intention to break her marriage up, I agreed to us ending our affair.
"She said that she and David, her husband, had started to talk about having a family, so she was going to go off the pill and she couldn't risk having me father her child rather than her husband.
"I said that I agreed and that as I liked her husband, I'd not be happy with the idea of doing that to him."
He began to look even more distressed. "She said that because I'd been so good about it that she would make our last time together special, that we would have unprotected sex this last time. All the other times we'd used condoms, but not this time. She said it was my treat for being a good sport about it."
Tears began to trickle from his eyes. "So, we made love without a condom and we both climaxed. Then as we lay in bed cuddling together, chatting, she suddenly started to feel ill, wheezy and clammy and looking sickly.
"I dialled 999 and they arrived very quickly and they started treating her. I went to the hospital with her, as I thought it would be wrong of me to abandon her when she was ill."
The coroner nodded, and said, "Thank you Mr. Pierce. Please return to your seat."
The coroner took his glasses off, rubbed his eyes and placed his glasses on his desk. "This has been a very distressing case. Doubtless some will revel in the salacious nature of this case," he cast a glare toward the reporter, "but I'd like to remind everyone that her husband and members of her family are still grieving at her loss. For what this is worth, I would like to take the opportunity to offer my sincere condolences to Mr. Brookman.
"Sometimes decisions by a coroner take several days or even weeks to be formulated. However, in this instance I have no hesitation in ruling that Mrs. Brookman died as a result of misadventure. Meaning that her death was caused accidentally whilst she and Mr. Pierce were performing a legal act without negligence or intent to harm."
He declared the court's business over and everyone left the room. Wisely, Pierce didn't approach David.
Although David's employer didn't have a staff private medical insurance scheme, the company decided to book David in for counselling sessions with a psychiatrist, which the employer paid for.
He had two sessions a week and his psychiatrist, Carli Foster, a transplanted New Yorker who cheerfully admitted looking like a cross between Cyndi Lauper and Joan Jett, was a breath of fresh air for David. She got him, she knew where he had been and where he was coming from. Almost verbatim, those were her first words to him.
She asked him about his smoking, and when he told her he had smoked barely more than three cigarettes in his entire life before his wife died, she nodded.
Rather than dealing directly with his feelings of loss and betrayal, she took several sessions to help wean him off cigarettes and on to E-cigarettes. "Yeah, they might have other dangers inherent to them, but at the moment, who gives a fuck, right?" She laughed at her own joke and to his surprise, David joined her in the laughter. Perhaps the sessions aimed at him smoking were also designed to help him get over his betrayal? She was even more intelligent than he'd given her credit for.
He switched to E-cigarettes and was able to taper off using nicotine by using lower and lower strengths.
Eventually she spoke of the betrayal by Diana. "David, we have to talk about your wife. From what you told me, and this is the height of irony, from the evidence given by your wife's lover, she loved you very deeply. Quite naturally, you'll be wondering why she cheated on you?
"Without being able to speak with her it's not possible for me to say, but there are many reasons why people cheat on their spouse or their partner. Not any that a 'normal' person would find valid, but if they didn't work for the cheater, then they'd never cheat, now would they?"
"What reasons are there?" David asked.
"Oh, the much mythologised seven-year itch, feelings of inadequacy, not feeling loved by their spouse, dozens of similar excuses. You'll notice I say excuses, and not reasons?
"However, there are some people, both men and women, who really should not be married, to be honest. There is a condition that many in the mental health field deny exists: Nymphomania or satyriasis, the former a description for women the latter for men. A broader, catch-all term, is hypersexuality.
"This can be caused by a number of reasons, being a survivor of childhood sexual abuse or rape for both males and females, Klüver--Bucy syndrome or mental health issues such as bipolar. Although living with someone for so long I expect you'd probably have noticed if she had been bipolar?
"Hormone imbalances can also cause the problem. However, this isn't to excuse your wife. After all, from what you've told me, she and you were enjoying a satisfying sex life, so rather than cheating on you she could have asked for increased sex from you rather than taking a lover.
Although what happened to her is totally out of left field, as I've never heard of anything like it when I was training as an MD, and later as a psychiatrist. In fact I had to look up the syndrome, as I'd never even heard of it."
Throughout the sessions she employed a variety of techniques to help him recover some semblance of a normal psyche after the battering Diana's cheating and death had caused him.



Two years after Diana's death he stood at her grave, looking at the headstone. Despite having wanted to, he had resisted the urge to have something pithy and to the point such as "Slut!" chiselled onto the headstone.
Instead, he had agreed with her parents that the wording would be "Diana Brookman, ne Sanders, 1988 to 2020, daughter, sister, wife."
The publicity surrounding the case had eventually died down, her lover had moved back up North and with the insurance money on her life, David was able to sell the flat and move into a nice house in a decent part of town.
Before Pierce returned to his hometown, he had asked for a meeting with David. David had felt ambivalent about meeting with him. After all, he had been his wife's affair partner and had, albeit accidentally, caused her death.
David decided to meet him for coffee in the Costa coffee shop in the centre of town. David had dismissed the idea of meeting up in a pub because he realised that meeting up with the bastard who had killed your wife, even though she'd turned out to be nothing but a strumpet, and mixing that encounter with alcohol would almost certainly be a very, very stupid and dangerous idea.
He had thought he would want to hurt his wife's lover, but when they met over a couple of Americanos at a table near the side window of the coffee shop, David was disappointed.
He'd wanted to hate Pierce, a man who he had vaguely known because they'd sort of met several times before the affair had started at functions at Diana's workplace, but when they met in the coffee shop, he could see that Pierce was a broken man. David gained some comfort from this. He'd heard of the German word schadenfreude, for which the only nearest English translation was "malicious joy," and yes, he did feel malicious joy at the fact that Pierce appeared to be suffering. "Fucking good job if you are suffering, you cunt! You caused my wife to die!" he thought.
"I'll not insult your intelligence by saying that I'm sorry for what happened to Diana, but even so, I'm bloody sorry about what happened."
David nodded, absently. Abruptly, he said, "Why did she cheat on me? Had she stopped loving me? Was she going to leave me for you?"
"Shit, no! She did really love you to bits, as she'd told me. In fact, the picture she painted of you was of her Mr. Very Right. In fact, she was so proud of your achievements that I started to feel uncomfortable, because I thought 'look, I'm single, I've really got nowt to lose, but you have a lot to lose.'
"I asked her one day why risk all she had with you for a bit of extracurricular sex with me once or twice a week?
"She seemed shocked about why I'd asked the question, but she answered it by saying what she and I had was just a bit of fun, nothing serious, and that as you would never find out about it, what harm could it possibly do?"
Pierce shuddered before continuing. "But it did cause harm, because it led to her death. And I killed her. I killed your wife. But she was so pleased the last time we met to tell me that she was going to carry your babies and give you children."
Tears came to Pierce's eyes and he dabbed them away with a Costa Coffee paper napkin. The irony that Pierce was wiping his tears away with a napkin made with recycled paper that bore the legend: "Our napkins have been cleaning happy faces since 1971" was not lost on David.
It was at that point that the feeling of schadenfreude that had been buoying David up began to fade. He didn't want to feel sorry for Pierce, and even now there was a base, atavistic call for him to beat the shit out of him. He had to learn more of the affair.
"How did you get together, first?"
"Oh, it was just that we were working together on a project, we had to do a few work sessions where we worked through lunch and we got chatting and we both felt a connection. Are you sure you want me to continue?"
David nodded, not wanting to hear, but feeling a need to.
The story that Pierce related was trite and quite pitiful, because it was the story of almost every cheating, adulterous relationship since before King David and Bathsheba when King David had her husband Uriah the Hittite killed to get him out of the way. Right down to when Diana, David's wife, got herself killed because she allowed her lover the luxury of, one time, filling her with his poisonous, toxic semen.
"Why did you go to the hospital with her?" The question had suddenly come to David.
Pierce shrugged and looked him in the eye. "Because although I didn't know that it was my semen that was making her ill, I knew it was my responsibility to be there with her, to be there for her. I knew you'd have wanted to be with her, but because I never had your phone number, I couldn't call you and let you know she was ill."
David nodded and thanked him for what he'd said.
The conversation petered out after a few more seconds, and Pierce told David he was going to return to his home in Northern England.
As they parted, they did not shake hands, but each, in their own way, felt somewhat better. To his shock, David was glad he hadn't knocked Pierce's block off. Though at one point it had been on the cards.
Because Diana's company had double indemnity life insurance on all of their senior employees, it paid double the amount. The insurer tried to claim that the double indemnity clause was void, because it excluded natural causes.
That defence failed because the coroner had the ability to rule that it was a death by natural causes but hadn't done so, but had rather decided to declare it as Death by Misadventure, which, legally speaking, was considered as an accidental death.
A further two years on David was standing in the lounge of his new four-bedroom house. He adjusted his tie in the mirror and went out to date his... psychiatrist? No. Nothing as cliché as that. Although he was dating her younger sister, Chiara, who had come to the UK to study for her PhD in Computer Sciences.
They had met accidentally as he was leaving his last session with her sister and she was waiting to take her out to a meal after work.
David and Chiara had started talking computers. He had admired her Voodoo Envy H171 laptop, which she was using to check her emails whilst she waited in the otherwise empty waiting room.
After she spoke with her sister to ask for her advice, Chiara she agreed to go out on a date with David when he asked her. Carli wasn't keen at first, but when she saw how well they were doing as a couple she gave a New York shrug, and said, "Good luck to you both!"
After dating for three years, he announced that he was taking her to the National Computing Museum at Bletchley Park. She squealed with delight, jumped excitedly and shouted, "Wow! So I can look at the Colossus computer and the Harwell Dekatron? Awesome!"
He grinned at her enthusiasm, which as a fellow geek, he shared. He privately hoped that the rest of the day would be equally welcome to her.
They saw everything at least once, some things twice, or three times in the case of Colossus and the Harwell Dekatron.
They spent a good deal of time and money in the gift shop and repaired to the small café at the museum where, as if by magic, two smiling staff members dressed in borrowed waiter's uniforms, bearing two glasses and a bottle of Champagne stepped forward as before a group of delighted onlookers, David went down on one knee in front of Chiara and presented her with a beautiful engagement ring which he had custom made by an artisan on Etsy who made rings to special order using recycled computer components.
With tears in her eyes and slipping the ring on her finger, she hugged him, pulled him back on to his two feet and shouted, "Yes!"
The onlookers, mainly a collection of geeks and their bemused spouses or partners, clapped and cheered. At her delighted shout of "The ring! The ring is made from recycled computer parts!" the onlookers really became animated, and some even wanted their photographs taken with the blushing couple.
That sealed the deal, really. Like her older sister, Chiara decided to settle down in England and took UK Citizenship. "Are you sure about giving up your US citizenship?" David had asked her. She grinned at him. "Oh, I don't have to give up my US citizenship. That's not been a thing for absolute years! Thing is, I want our baby to be born to parents who are both British!"
He tried to speak, but like the old Meatloaf song said, "You took the words right out of my mouth, Oh, must have been while you were kissing me."
Of course, Carli was thrilled because she got to be Auntie Carli, and also the twin's Godmother. Yeah, twins. Two sets of twins, within six years.
It was almost as if the Universe were trying to make amends for a past glitch in the matrix, David thought.
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Kevin and Sandra Harris had been married for 12 years. They both had good jobs with decent salaries, pensions and health coverage. They had one child, a daughter called Melody-Ann, who was 14.
Although Melody was Sandra's daughter by her first husband Doug, Kevin loved her as much as if he'd been her physical father, as well as being her dad. Due to complications with the birth, Sandra couldn't carry any more children to term, but that was okay with both of them as they felt that Melody completed their family.
Sandra had introduced Kevin to her best friend, Tina. Sandra and Tina had met when they were four when, by coincidence, their families had moved into adjacent houses on the same street. They had become fast friends at once and had never been out of the other's life in the intervening years.
They attended the same schools, the same college. Did they date the same guys or even the same type of guys? No, because from an early age, Tina knew she was into girls just as much as Sandra preferred boys. Sometimes when they were in their teens, they double dated with friends who they knew were reasonably broadminded.
They both got jobs at the same company, and when Sandra's marriage to Doug foundered on the rocks of Doug's infidelity, Tina was there for her, sometimes taking Melody and looking after her so Sandra could deal with housework and attend meetings with her divorce lawyer.
Doug gave Sandra full custody of their little tot. It was almost as if he didn't give a damn about their child, Sandra mused to Tina. "Maybe he doesn't?" Tina said with a shrug.
After the divorce, Doug swiftly remarried and vanished from the lives of Sandra and Melody almost as if he had never been there. It transpired that his affair partner was a fellow expat Irishwoman, so when they took a return flight to their mutual homeland, Sandra knew that would be the last she would hear of Doug.
She was correct in her assumption. It was like his daughter didn't matter to him. This saddened Sandra, but fortunately, Melody was so young that the loss of her so-called father had no obvious effect on her.
When Melody was four, Tina unexpectedly met the new love of her life, Kevin Harris. Kevin was an area manager for a company that serviced some of the complex, high-tech equipment that Sanda's employer used, and after dating for six months, they got married in a small ceremony. It was cute. Melody was Sandra's flower girl, and Kevin's ring girl. Tina was the bridesmaid and a colleague from work was Dave's best man.
Because Sandra's father had died even before she had married Disappearing Doug, she had nobody to give her away. Rather than look around for a male figure for the job, she pressed Tina in to perform a dual role, bridesmaid and also that of, to borrow a Latin expression culled from Google Translate, Sandra's 'Sponsa Comitatus.'
The wedding was a low-key affair, but was everything the couple and Melody could have wished for.
The following 12 years were a period of absolute bliss for Kevin, Sandra and Melody. Tina was a regular part of their lives, and Tina and Kevin became good friends. They all often shared vacations and celebrations, such as Christmas and Thanksgiving.
Tina had left their mutual employer and launched a boutique marketing company that worked with many top influencers and icons of the fashion industry. Sandra still worked at their old employer and Kevin had gained promotion so that he was a senior manager who had long ago given up visiting clients, except under special circumstances.
In the 12th year of their marriage (Duodecennial and Silk for those who are interested in such things) when everything changed, or died, as far as Kevin was concerned.
He arrived home from work, and as it was a Tuesday, which was one of the days Sandra was responsible for cooking their evening meal. There was no smell of cooking. In the living room, he found Sandra and Tina sitting on the sofa.
"Oh, hi, Tina!" He looked at Sandra. "Honey, where's Melody?"
"She's spending the night at a friend's house," Sandra said. "You know Susan? The girl she's going to summer camp with? They're going over some of the stuff they'll need to take to the camp."
"Oh, okay. I don't smell any food cooking, so does this mean we'll be taking Tina out for dinner?"
Sandra shook her head. "No. I didn't feel like cooking or eating. Nor, I suspect, will you.
"Kevin, you've been a lovely friend, a great lover, a wonderful husband and father to Melody throughout all these years and this is a very, very difficult thing for me to say, but I am going to divorce you. Before you say anything, it's nothing you've done; it's not your fault. It's just that I have fallen in love with Tina, Tina has fallen in love with me and we are going to get married."
Kevin was utterly blindsided. He slumped into an armchair that was opposite to them. "But... why? I didn't think you were gay, Sandra?" He noticed that they were holding hands, which hurt him deeply.
"It's not that I'm gay, as such, Kevin. It's just that Tina and I have fallen in love and we want to express our love by getting married."
"For what it's worth to you, Kevin," Tina said, "I'm sorry, as I know this will be a terrible shock to you and really painful, but it's not possible to gainsay the love that Sandra and I feel for each other."
He totally ignored what Sandra had said to him only moments before. "Sandra, please tell me what I did wrong, how I fucked up so badly to make you need the love of another person?"
Sandra looked to be on the point of tears. "Like I said, Kevin, it's nothing you did or said. It's not your fault in any way. It's just that I've fallen in love with Tina."
"Could we try counseling?" Kevin was struggling to come to terms with what was happening.
Tina responded "See, Sandra? I was right. Kevin's natural reaction is to seek counseling, because he's a good guy.
"Kevin, honey, that's not going to work, because there's not a fault in your marriage with Sandra, it's just that it's coming to a natural conclusion, a natural ending. Obviously, it's sad when something like this happens, but it's not your fault, or Sandra's fault or my fault, if it comes to that. Just circumstances that will bring about great changes in our lives."
Tina paused before continuing. "But I think therapy might be a good idea for you to help you deal with the undoubted trauma you'll be going through."
"Tina, I thought you were a friend of mine? When did that change?"
"Oh, Kevin! It hasn't changed! I'm still your friend. Though you have reason to doubt that, now, I know. For what it's worth, I'm truly sorry about what you must be going through, right now."
"Does Melody know?" Kevin asked.
"Yeah, she knows. We didn't think it would be right to keep it from her," Sandra replied.
"But you thought it okay to keep it from me?" asked Kevin, bitterly. Both women flinched, but said nothing as they understood his situation all too well.
"So, what happens next?" asked Kevin.
"We have the divorce papers already written up by our lawyer. We want to make it as fair and as easy as we can for you, Kevin. But obviously, we want you to get it checked out by your own lawyer to make sure you are happy with the proposed outcome."
"Will I be allowed to continue seeing Melody?"
"Of course you will, Kevin!" said Sandra forcefully. "I'd never try to keep you two apart. In fact, clause seven deals with joint custody, so you can have Melody stay with you."
"Thank you, I don't know what I'd do if I couldn't see Melody."
"I'd not do that to you, Kevin. I know how much you love her; how much she loves you."
He nodded before speaking. "Thank you for that. When do you want me to move out?"
"Whilst we both think it would be best if you moved out as soon as you could, we obviously want to make sure that you don't end up living in your car or any bullshit like that, so we'll give you as long as you need to get a place."
Kevin gathered several changes of clothing in a suitcase and took his laptop, iPad and phone.
As he stood in the hallway of what had up until that moment been their house, he broke down and began to cry. Sandra rushed toward him and hugged him firmly to herself. She tried to comfort him as best she could. "Don't cry, Kevin. Please don't cry! It'll all work out for the best, eventually. You'll see."
Tina reached over to him, squeezed his shoulder and said, "You probably don't believe me, Kevin, but I'm truly, really sorry about how things have worked out. You'll be OK, given time. You're still a handsome young man, even a crazy dyke like me can see that! You'll find someone else. I know you will."
Kevin shook his head. "I don't... I doubt that, Tina."
After Kevin had gone, Sandra and Tina collapsed on the sofa, cuddling and crying. "It'll be for the best, Sandra. Look, I know things will be difficult for all of us, but especially for Kevin. But we couldn't have continued as we were. Eventually, he'd have caught us and that would have been so much worse."
Sandra nodded. "You're right. I just hope he's going to be okay."
"Me too," Tina said. "I was serious when I suggested he get counseling."
Tina's positive attitude was somewhat of a front. She knew it was a possibility that Kevin might 'hurt himself' (a very comforting euphemism) and she didn't want anything like that to happen to Kevin, who she really liked, despite what the situation might look like to any outsiders. However, that wasn't how Kevin was built, thankfully.
Kevin spent several nights in a Marriott Hotel, the one on North Pearl Street, before renting a month-to-month apartment in a building on the same street.
He hired a lawyer to review the divorce papers that Sandra and Tina had drafted. His lawyer, Gloria Linwood, who specialized in family law and divorce was impressed by it.
"Well, Kevin, it's clear that they want to provide you with an easy, 'fair' divorce. The cynic in me says that they are doing this for the same reason a realtor sets the price of a property at a lower value than they could otherwise have done, as they are pricing to sell.
"Looks like your wife and her lover are making it appear beneficial to you so you will not be tempted to get a shark like me to launch a vicious attack on them." The momentary grin she gave made him shiver a little bit. He was glad that she was on his side.
She paused for a few seconds before continuing. "I think that with clause seven outlining 50/50 custody of your stepdaughter, plus visitation, and the fact that they aren't looking for alimony or your pension, you'd be an idiot not to accept it."
Kevin shrugged. What else could he do?
A month later they were all meeting in the offices of Sandra's lawyer. They'd organized the splitting of shares and a joint account, the sale of their mutually owned house and several other issues fairly common to most divorces, when they came to clause seven which dealt with custody and visitations.
The arbitrator who was overseeing the meeting and who felt relieved that things were going so well, said, "okay, folks. You've both agreed to the 50/50 custody split with what we call "liberal visitations" for both sides, so if there's nothing else?"
Suddenly, Melody spoke up. "Don't I get any say in the custody discussion?"
"Why... yes, of course you do. What are your views, please, Melody?" the arbitrator said.
Melody looked suddenly very serious. "I don't want joint custody. Look, I'm not trying to be mean or anything, but we are going to be living in Tina's house. It's over four floors, plus there's a massive basement room and I'll be able to entertain all my friends there. Also, Tina, Mom and I spent a whole week in New York recently, we partied every night and I even met RuPaul! Such a great person!"
"No offense, Kevin, but you have a tiny, two-bedroom apartment in the city center, compared to the house we're going to be living in. It'd just you and me playing on your Xbox. And your apartment is a poky little shithole. Besides which, it's not like you are my real father, is it?"
The silence that fell on the room was toxic. Sandra gave a gasp of horror, Tina looked shocked, but smug, and Kevin looked as if he wanted to throw Melody out of the window.
Kevin's lawyer Gloria asked for the use of an office so that she could consult with her client in private. Once in the room she said: "I'm so sorry that happened. What do you want to do now, Kevin?"
Kevin clasped and unclasped his hands before speaking. "I never realized that Melody-Ann had such a low opinion of me. I thought she always considered me to be her father. I always thought of her as my own daughter. Always treated her as my own daughter, staying up with her when she was sick, attending school events for her. Well, it just shows how wrong you can be."
"Do you want me to re-negotiate a custody agreement to replace clause seven?"
Kevin shook his head. "Clause seven covers custody and visitation, correct?"
"Yes, that's right. In fact, that's its sole purpose."
"Void clause seven, please, Gloria."
"What do you mean, "void" it, Kevin?"
"Just reprint the agreement but under Clause Seven, Custody and visitation, just replace the text with something like "void, not required." Because I don't want Melody-Ann to have to cheapen herself by even visiting me in my pokey, shithole apartment, let alone staying in it."
She nodded. "Yeah, I can do that. Though I'll use legal terminology to make it look right. You sure this is what you want, Kevin?"
He nodded. Although Kevin was not on the Autistic Spectrum, he was probably on a spectrum of some kind, because Kevin's mind was very much on or off, yes or no, black and white. So, when Melody-Ann said what she said, Kevin decided that she was no longer to have a place in his life. His thought process was "If she no longer wants to be in my life, why force her to?"
After Gloria had rewritten clause seven in a suitably anodyne way, her paralegal had the new divorce papers printed up in the law firm's print room. Kevin signed it, Sandra signed her copy and it was taken to be filed in the courthouse after being duly witnessed. Gloria had sort of expected someone on Sandra's legal team to notice that joint custody or even visitation for Kevin was no longer part of the divorce agreement, but to her surprise, they hadn't. "Not my circus, not my monkeys" she had thought.
A couple of weeks later, Sandra and Tina were talking at Tina's semi-mansion (amazing what levels of income you could generate with being a fashion and style influencer) about the divorce. "Tina, I could have slapped Melody when she said that in the lawyer's office. Obviously, she'll change her mind and will want to spend some time with her dad."
"And what the fuck was that about Kevin not been her real Dad?" Tina replied. "Do you think that she's been in touch with Doug?"
Sandra shook her head. "I doubt it, but I think the damage has already been done. Poor Kevin! The look on his face. That was not good. I haven't heard from Kevin since the divorce paperwork was filed. I think I'll have to pull up my big girl panties and reach out to him and sort out some sort of visitation for Kevin and Melody."
Tina shrugged. "It's probably just me, but if I had a daughter treat me like Melody treated Kevin, I'm not sure I'd want any 'visitation' from her."
Sandra called Kevin's phone, but was surprised when the number showed up as being discontinued. "I can't get Kevin on his phone number. I'll go visit with him, see when he wants to have a visitation with Melody."
"Well, good luck with that," Tina said. "but remember what I said." Tina had a sense of foreboding which she didn't feel able to express to Sandra. Later, she realized that it would have made on difference, anyway.
When Sandra arrived at the apartment building, she was stunned and somewhat sickened to see that the space for the name on his apartment, C3, was empty. She checked with the concierge, who confirmed that Mr. Harris had paid a penalty fee to vacate his lease two weeks early, and had left no forwarding address.
She had a feeling of apprehension as she drove across the city to Kevin's workplace. Her sense of dread had been correct. Kevin's director told her that Kevin had left the company and had taken a position at a sister branch in Anchorage, Alaska.
Sandra gasped and stuttered out, "Alaska? Why the hell would he go there?"
"To put distance between himself and you. He didn't feel he had anything left for him in Dallas, with what you, your friend and your daughter had done to him. Kevin was my best manager and a dear friend. I really resent the fact that you fucked him over like you did. Now just get the fuck out of here, I have to prepare to recruit for his replacement." She was a very angry woman, and Sandra thought best just to get home.
When Sandra told Tina what had happened, Tina was ambivalent. She actually did regard Kevin as a dear friend, so his pain actually moved her. But on the other hand, having her wife-to-be's ex-husband hanging around would not have been a good thing from Tina's point of view.
As for Melody, she was a teenager and neither Sandra or Tina could figure out what the fuck was going on in her head.
An idea had been worming its way through Tina's mind; there was something about the divorce paperwork that was bugging her. She shared it with her own lawyer, who quickly spotted what she described as the "poisoned bonbon" in the paperwork.
"Clause seven, which deals with custody and visitation is a very cleverly drafted, "Fuck you, bitches," she told Tina. It's obviously been designed by an expert. Fuck, shit and fuck again! I just spotted who his lawyer is. Gloria Linwood? Sandra's lucky that she must have been under orders to get an easy divorce settlement and to go soft and gentle on Sandra. Gloria is an expert on the scorched earth divorce settlement.
"I don't know if the story is true, but I heard a dude who was being divorced by his wife for infidelity used various ways of hiding his assets. Even to the point of having all of his teeth replaced with solid gold teeth. Gloria had a court order repossessing his teeth, as they were considered joint assets. They were melted down and he was left sucking soup through a straw for a couple months until he could get some cheap plastic dentures."
Tina thanked her friend and marveled at how lucky Sandra had been.
Whilst this was all going down, Kevin found himself again staying in a Marriott Hotel, this time the Downtown Anchorage Marriott.
Over the years of business traveling, he had developed an affinity for Marriott Hotels. Ironically, although the hotel chain was owned by a family of Mormons (a Bible plus a Book of Mormon in every hotel room testified to that) every Marriott Hotel had an impressive selection of draft and bottled craft ales and good food.
After an experience with a Hilton Hotel in San Francisco when it transpired that the Hilton Hotel Union Square was actually about four miles from Union Square and right in the middle of The Tenderloin, a very dangerous area, and somehow refused to honor the Hilton Honors points, he made a point of avoiding Hilton Hotels whenever possible.
When he had arrived at the Anchorage offices of the business consultancy firm he would be based at, the culture shock was tremendous. When he'd told his former colleagues that he was taking the role of manager at the Anchorage branch, they'd questioned him as to why, because they'd heard rumors that the Anchorage division was used as a punishment beating for managers who had screwed up, but not badly enough to be terminated.



He was doing very well, work wise. Usually, his employer had employed a transfer to Alaska as a punishment posting and this had led to a lot of resentments from both sides, for a number of reasons.
When the local staff realized that Kevin had actually volunteered for his move to Alaska, much of their resentment vanished, and when he let slip the why behind his move, the rest of the resentment went the same way.
He was shocked at the state of the offices. According to the budget returns, everything should have been hunky-dory and on a par with other branches nationwide, but the evidence of his own eyes told him otherwise. Office furniture was old and mismatched, the carpets were elderly and stained, the desktop computers were old and out-of-date, using Windows 8 rather than 11, laptops were antiquated and there was even one laptop held together with tape.
The situation in the server room was, if anything, slightly worse. The server was old and spent so much of its time updating that it was a miracle it was still operational.
Kevin knew that the offices had been approved funds to cover all the above problems. His first thought was that his predecessor had stolen the funds. However, the truth when it was revealed, was truly weird. She had diverted millions of dollars of funding into a, technically speaking, moribund bank account. Bizarrely, she just left it there.
Of course, his discovery resulted in him being an even more enhanced hero of the office status with Anchorage, because they were getting upgraded at last. Back at the HQ in Dallas, because they realized the stupidity of using a particular branch for punishment beatings, as it were, they formed the conclusion that the previous manager, who had been sent to Alaska as a punishment, had resented the local staff so much that she had decided to mess with them for the hell of it.
His former boss back in Dallas had not only arranged for Kevin to stay at the Marriott Hotel whilst he looked for an apartment or a house to buy or rent, she'd even sprung some money for moving expenses, too, which he appreciated.
He'd spotted a nice apartment building on the same street as the Downtown Marriott, and he quickly got it fixed up to his liking.
He liked the menu at the Marriott, and not wanting to sit staring at the TV in his apartment every evening, he had made it a habit of going into the hotel after work most evenings to rewind and enjoy some drinks and a meal.
As he sat there this one particular early evening, wondering about eating, or drinking more beer and then eating, an attractive woman of about his own age came into the otherwise empty bar and looked round, hesitantly.
"Hi," Kevin said. "It's empty so far this evening. Care to join me for a drink?"
She smiled and came over to him. "Yeah, thanks. Alone in my hotel room, or alone in the bar. Neither prospect seemed good, so yeah, let's be two lonely people together, huh?"
They both laughed and ordered drinks, which Kevin insisted on putting on his company expense account.
They talked, drank and then talked and drank some more. At that point, Kevin realized that if didn't eat he'd feel ill, so he invited his new companion to join him for a meal in the hotel's Great Room restaurant which, fortunately, was where they had been drinking that evening.
Over their meal, they talked about themselves and why they were both in Anchorage, Alaska.
Her name was Sarah Cross, and she was taking up a teaching job at the University of Alaska, Anchorage, having moved from Southern California.
When she explained why she had moved, he had snorted and she immediately flared up at him. He put his hands up defensively. "No, Sarah. I'm not laughing at you; I was laughing with you. You found out your husband was having an affair with another man and I found out that my wife was having an affair with another woman. In fact, she divorced me so she could marry her."
She apologized for flaring up at him, and they both agreed that they were better off without their errant former spouses. "Shitty thing for your stepdaughter to do, though. Do you think she might regret what she did?"
Kevin shrugged. "I'm not sure if it matters. I never knew that she didn't think of me as being her dad. But, still, you live and learn.
"What about your ex-husband? Do you think there's a chance of him regretting what he did and trying to woo you back?"
She shook her head. "No. And I wouldn't want him back, anyway. We met at a party at the University of California, Los Angeles. He had come from Australia with his male assistant to teach mine engineering, I was lecturing in health sciences there, and he really pursued me hard. I fell for his Australian accent, his rugged, manly good looks. He swept me off my feet, and within six months, we were married.
"I later found that the whole thing was a sham. He only wanted me to ease him becoming a US citizen. One day I was taking a day off and I was supposed to go on a shopping trip with my best friend. When I got to her apartment, she was obviously too ill to go shopping as she was suffering with what she called 'the mother, father and child of migraines,' so she asked me to leave so she could sleep it off.
"I called Barry, my husband, to ask him if we could go out for the day, but I didn't receive a reply. I went home, only to be confronted by the sight of my husband being fucked by his assistant. I screamed and he and his bloody assistant had the nerve to attack me!
"Obviously, the two idiots hadn't realized that the laws in the USA about self-defense were different than in Australia, so they were shocked when I used my high-powered pepper spray on them. As they squawked and squealed, pawing at their eyes, I pulled my concealed handgun out of my purse and called the cops on them."
"What happened then?" asked Kevin.
"While he was in jail, I got a restraining order on them both and saw a lawyer about a divorce. He steered me right, telling me to go for an annulment on the grounds that he'd married me under false pretenses, rather than going for a divorce."
"What happened to them?" asked Kevin.
"They both made a no contest plea to the assault charges, and it came to light that the assistant had traveled to the USA on a forged passport, so the university fired them and the State Department revoked their visas and sent them back down under. Best place for the little fuckers!"
Kevin gave out a sigh, and said, "Shit, Sarah! That makes my situation paler than pale in comparison! I'm presuming you are divorced, or whatever the correct terminology is?"
She nodded, adding, "I really felt like I needed a fresh start, so here I am."
On his recommendation, Sarah decided to rent an apartment in the same building as Kevin, because the apartments were of a high quality and the building was reasonably near to their workplaces.
Eventually, they began to date, became serious, and after 18 months they married. As a romantic, gesture they got married at the Downtown Marriott where they had first met.
Colleagues from the university and Kevin's workplace were there, and they insisted on the barwoman from their first meeting being in charge of the bar at their reception.
They bought a nice house that had been recently built and designed to withstand the coldness of the Alaskan winters (So cold their pet dog had to wear special booties in the winter. THAT kind of cold!).
They had two children, a boy and a girl, and the two became a family of four. All was good in Alaska.
Down south, things were not all that good. They were pretty shitty, to be perfectly honest.
Sandra returned from work and her heart did a flip flop when she saw her wife, Tina, and her daughter sitting together on the sofa in the living room. It obviously wasn't the same sofa that she and Tina had sat on when they confronted her then husband, Kevin, as that had long ago been sent to a goodwill store.
"What's happening, guys?" she asked. She was struggling because she already had a good idea. Or a bad idea. Whatever.
Tina looked sad, whilst Melody looked defiant. "Sandra, you know that I love you, but I have fallen in love with Melody. Melody has fallen in love with me, you and I will divorce and Melody and I are going to get married."
Sandra exploded in rage. No! No!" she screamed. "You can't! That's just wrong! You can't marry her! She's your daughter! She's just a child! A little girl!"
Tina shook her head. "Melody isn't my daughter; she's your daughter. And she's not a little girl, she's a mature woman of 26."
Melody was looking bored, almost. She was largely unmoved when her mother broke down and began to sob.
Tina went to her and hugged her. "Look, I'm sorry, honey. This is the last thing I wanted or expected, but it does happen."
Sandra managed to speak, though her voice was choked with emotion. "Fuck. Now I understand how Kevin must have felt. I don't even know what he's doing. Is he still in Alaska? Is he living with someone? Or is he alone and lonely? Is he still alive, even?"
Tina kissed her cheek. "Yeah, even now I sometimes think of Kevin. He was my friend and I still miss him, at times."
Melody sat there as if this wasn't her problem, as if she didn't have anything to do with the situation. It was at this juncture when Sandra and Tina both began to wonder if there might be something wrong with Melody.
But by that time it was way too late and nobody of any importance gave a fuck about Sandra, Tina or Melody.
At that moment in time, Kevin was 4,000 miles away, sitting in the Great Room Bar of the Downtown Marriott. He was slowly drinking a local beer. It was 6PM, and for some reason, the bar was still empty save for himself and the bartender. It was still the same bartender. She clearly loved her work.
Kevin received a text message "Hi, honey! Sorry we're running a few minutes late. Mary, my assistant, just could not stop playing with the kids!
"The kids and I will be with you in a very little while. If you're still sat at the bar, grab the menu and order for all of us, please. Surprise us!"
"Will do," he replied, and grinned. He took a menu to the table they'd booked and began looking at the various options. Yeah, he'd surprise them. As Kevin had learned the hard way many years before, some surprises just weren't all that welcome. Choosing wisely from the wine list and the various food sections, he found himself with a broad smile.
His life wasn't just good. It was fucking excellent!
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Thank you to my beta readers and to my editor, Randi for her valuable input. This is a flash story. It's a light-hearted story.
The snacks were on the coffee table, the bottle of Champagne chilling in the ice bucket and the two Champagne flutes were ready.
I was dressed in a pair of slacks, beige if you care to know, a matching short sleeved shirt and some loafers.
My wife was dressed, as per the instructions of her new boss, Mr. Kingley, like a cross between a cosplay hooker and an anime character.
Emily, my wife, grimaced, then grinned and said, "Nick, it's what my new boss wanted."
Before I could say anything there was a pretentiously loud knock on the door, three times. "That'll be him. You'd best open the door for him." Emily glanced downwards. "From what I hear, he doesn't like to be kept waiting."
I walked into the entry lobby of our apartment, I opened the door to be faced with a large man who was well-dressed and who obviously worked out. He was standing on the private outside landing that served our apartment.
He looked good, but just one look at his face showed what damage could be wrought by excesses of any kind, including eating, drinking and the sybaritic lifestyle in general.
Had I not already known a great deal about Barthold Kingley, his face would have been enough to hate him. In that respect his face was just the icing on the cake.
In honor of the occasion, I spoke to him in what I hoped he'd believe were hushed, deferential tones. "Oh, you must be my wife's new boss, Mr. Kingsey? Come on through. Everything is as you asked for it to be arranged."
He didn't speak, but he did sneer at me. Oh, well. I could live with that. Question was, would he?
Emily was sat on the sofa, her plump thighs shown to very good effect by the very, very short skirt he'd bought for her and presented to her earlier in the day at the offices of their employer.
Kingley sat down by her, put his arm around her shoulders in a very possessive and over-familiar way and said: "Cuck, sit down in front of us on that easy chair."
I did so. I hoped the look of diffidence I was wearing was working? Good! It seemed to be.
"This is what's going to happen, cuck. I find your wife very attractive. That is why I gave her the job as my new assistant. In fact, she'll be my new ass-istant!" He laughed at his joke. Yeah, of course he did.
"I'm going to fuck her morning, noon and night. And, because you'll be my cuckold, you'll not be able to do anything about it, do you understand?"
I nodded. "How will that affect me, Mr. Kingley?"
He grinned. "You'll not be getting any sexual action from your wife. Though if I'm in a good mood, I'll let you clean my leavings from her cunt and her ass after I finish with her."
I nodded. I looked upset. Apparently, I looked upset enough as he grinned again. He reached round, grabbed Emily by her neck and went in for a kiss.
He screamed in pain and slapped her face, jumping to his feet. "You fucking bitch! What did you do to me?"
I deftly and quickly removed my gun from the side of the chair and pointed it at him as I stood up. "Asshole, you'll step away from my wife, now."
"The fuck? She stabbed me!" he exclaimed. "And why are you pointing a toy gun at me? I'll kill both of you!"
"This isn't a toy gun, it's a very specialized Chinese Type 64 Silenced Pistol. My father was a tunnel rat back in 'Nam, and he found this thing abandoned in a tunnel. It's quiet, it uses.32 rimless rounds and it'll kill you, but more silently than most any other pistol."
He moved away from Emily and I noticed the patch of blood on his right side. "Yes, she did stab you. She used an ice pick. Not the sort of mountaineering ice pick that was used to murder Trotsky, but a modified barman's ice pick."
He shouted "I don't give a shit about fucking history lessons! I'm going to call the police on you two psychos!"
I shook my head. "Actually, nobody is calling the police. You see, my wife is not really called Ashley Jones and she's not really your new secretary. We are a husband-and-wife assassination team, and we have been given the contract of killing you."
His face paled. "But why? What have I ever done to you?"
I shrugged. "Nothing. But that's not the point. We were hired to kill you because of something you did to someone else."
Whilst this had happened, Emily had lashed his hands with some police style plastic ties.
"Someone else? Who? Why'd they want me dead?"
Emily spoke up. "You remember the job you had as manager at Cranbrook's several years ago? You pulled your cuckold stunt there, too.
"But the girl you targeted, Liz Foster, felt so guilty with helping you make her husband Tim into your cuckold that she had a breakdown and killed herself, leaving Tim to look after their three children who were all below the age of five."
"But I never made her do that! I didn't! And why is Tim having me killed?"
I interjected "Tim isn't having you killed. The father of Liz is a very wealthy man and he is hiring us to kill you because of what you did to his daughter, his son-in-law and the children."
He began to sweat, badly, his fear chemical making the room smell funky. "I'm wealthy! I'll pay you not to kill me! I have a wife and kids! Don't do this!"
"That's not how it works. We have to follow through with our job. If we took your money and let you live, we'd be killed ourselves. Murder Incorporated didn't die out in the 1940s. It regrouped and still to this day governs hits in the USA. And abroad, for the right kind of money. Besides which, Liz and Tim had kids, but you didn't give a fuck about them, did you?"
With Emily's assistance I gagged him and we managed to push and pull him down the stairs to our getaway car without being seen. We'd hired the apartment with that as our criteria.
He tried to resist, but after sapping him, we were able to get him in the trunk of our car with no further difficulty.
We drove to a predesignated location outside of town and I opened the trunk. He'd fouled himself, so the stench wasn't pleasant.
"You want to make peace with your God?" I asked him. Hey, I'm a psychopath, but I'm not a monster, okay?
He said something that sounded offensive, so I shot him through the heart. I checked his pulse, which was only noticeable by its absence. I re-closed the trunk.
Emily took out her phone and sent a text message to the clean-up crew who would come and deal with the car and the corpse. Everyone has their own specialized functions. We'd done ours; they'd do theirs.
We'd stashed a motorbike nearby, which we used to ride back home. Well, to what was our home for this operation.
Obviously, the police were interested from the point of view of a newly appointed manager who had vanished without trace.
They asked his colleagues what they'd thought of him? His newly appointed secretary, Ashley Jones, told them what she thought of him, but she shrugged and said to the police "I'm not really sure. He seemed like many sales managers I've met over the years... a little bit bombastic and very full of himself."
When they investigated him a little deeper, they found that even though he'd only been there for a couple of months, he'd already worked out several ways of scamming his new employer and that the wife and kids "back East" who he'd said would be joining him, didn't want anything to do with him. In fact, several years back his ex-wife had taken out a restraining order forbidding him from even contacting her and the children.
We cleaned the apartment as if we were expecting a visit from a CSI squad, and two months later, Ashley Jones put in her two week's notice, because her husband had got a new job in Florida. And we terminated the lease.
The truth was, we had a new contract in California. That was cool, as we both loved California. In addition to killing someone for a large fee, we'd get some surfing in, do some hiking and make visits to art galleries and museums. Well, even hired killers like the finer things in life.
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*I would like to thank my beta readers for their valuable input and for Randi for adding her editorial assistance.*
Dave Kendricks was upset. Angie Nee, or Miss Nee as she was usually known to her work colleagues, was normally a very private woman. Was she straight? Gay? Married? Single? Dating? Nobody knew, but she was so outwardly prim and proper that nobody really dared ask her. Though she was a popular and fairly recent addition to the staff at their workplace.
She looked at Dave and knew that there was something wrong with him. That something was troubling him deeply.
She had worked at Dobre and Company for several months and had gotten to know all of her colleagues, but Dave, she viewed as being special. He was handsome, kind, considerate and warm and compassionate. That day, he looked very upset, angry and tormented.
There was something about Miss Nee that nobody, not even Miss Nee, really, understood. She was an empath and could read people like a book. She read Dave and knew he was hurting. If she could help people through their pain, she was all for that.
"Hey, Dave. Wanna coffee break?"
He looked at her, grinned briefly and said, "Sure? Why not? Always got time for a coffee with an attractive young woman!"
She responded with a grin of her own and they headed for the ground floor of their office block where there was a coffee shop which served the best coffee Dave had ever tasted.
After they'd sat down, Miss Nee said, "Dave, I can't help notice that you seem a little down at the moment. Is there anything you would like to get off your chest?"
He looked pensive for a time before replying. "Actually, I do need someone to talk with; as it is, I'm going crazy keeping it all bottled in.
"I haven't always been a bachelor. I married young to my High School sweetheart, Carla Street. Other than meeting and marrying Carla, my high school years were mostly pretty shitty.
Somehow, I had picked up my very own nemesis by the name of Curtis King. He was some kind of a super jock, so he seemed to get a pass for all his shitty behavior.
"He would bully me, slap me around a bit, steal my lunch money and often take my dates from me. I mean, I wasn't a bad looking guy, but he was built like a Greek God, total eye candy for the girls and, so the rumor had it, some of the female staff, too.
"He managed to seduce Carla and took her away from me. She expressed her sorrow, but she moved in with Curtis and we divorced."
"Curtis and I went to different colleges after high school. I studied computer sciences and Curtis studied some liberal arts crap at a different school, but on a footballing scholarship.
"Whilst I was at college, I met Carol Jones, a fellow student who had been at our high school but we had never moved in the same circles, so we'd never met. We started dating and got married when we finished our degrees.
"Moving back home was always on our plans, I had my job here already mapped out," he pointed upwards, "and Carol had a job arranged for her at her family's business. We got married when we got back to town."
"So what happened?" asked Miss Nee. "It's obvious to me that something didn't work out to plan?"
Dave shook his head. "It all went wrong. Curtis came back home to our city when he was let go by the football team he played for on the West Coast because he wasn't as good as he thought.
"Unfortunately, he was seen as something of a conquering hero returning to his hometown and Carol's father gave him a job in his sales department."
"Oh my," said Miss Nee. "I think I can guess what happened?"
"Yeah. It was awful. I was totally blindsided by the whole thing. One day I arrived home from work and Carol presented me with divorce papers. She told me that she had met a better man and that she would be leaving me for him. And yes, it was Curtis King."
Miss Nee nodded and looked into his eyes, emboldening him to continue.
"The divorce went through, but Curtis couldn't let it go. He'd won my wife from me, but he couldn't leave it alone. Although he'd won, he had to go one better. One dark evening when I was leaving work, I was mugged. I had the shit kick out of me. I needed eye surgery to repair a detached retina, my right lung collapsed due to a broken rib, my right arm was fractured and I had a hairline crack on my skull."
"So, it wasn't a mugging?"
"They didn't actually take anything. Except for my dignity. So I don't believe it was a mugging. I think it was either Curtis or a gang of thugs he hired."
"What did your ex think of what happened to you?"
"Nothing, which did surprise me. She said nothing"
"Nothing?" Miss Nee sounded outraged.
"Yes, nothing. Not a damn thing. That makes me wonder if she knew her boyfriend had been involved and never reached out to me due to her feeling guilty? Or that she didn't give a shit?"
"It's possible," said Miss Nee. "When did that all happen?"
"Two years ago. About six months before you came to work here, I think?"
"Right, so that was quite a while before I came to work here? But there's more, isn't there?"
He nodded glumly. "Yeah. Apparently, my ex and her lover are still together. I've deliberately not kept track of them, because the truth is, I don't want to know anything about them. Now, I have learned that they are going to get married."
"How did you learn that? Who told you?"
He shuddered involuntarily. "Carol told me. The bitch sent me a wedding invitation and a personal letter."
"Fuck!" Miss Nee said. "What a bitch! Do you have the invite and the letter with you, by chance?"
"As it happens, yeah. I have them in my pocket. You wanna read them?"
Miss Nee nodded and gave an evil smile "Oh, yeah. Please, I'd like that."
She glanced at the invitation which was as the Brits say, a 'bog standard' invitation. But the letter? Oh, hell no! That was a doozy of a letter.
"Dear Dave, I am writing to let you know that at long last, Curtis and I are to get married. I know things between you and I didn't work out, but let's face it, the truth is that you and I should never have gotten married in the first place. We were really too young.
"I knew from almost the first day of our married life that we shouldn't have married and I knew I wanted something more. And the something more I wanted was a real man like Curtis King.
"I don't say this to hurt you and I'm sure you will find another woman, one who will be a better fit for your meek and mild personality, but that wasn't me. Curtis and his go-getter, take charge and right now, can-do personality was a perfect fit for me.
"However, I do regret how our marriage finished and Curtis and I would very much like to bury the hatchet by inviting you to attend our marriage. You and Curtis will have so much to catch up on.
"If you have a girlfriend, please bring her as your plus one.
Love,
Carol"
Miss Nee sighed and said "Delusional and an utter bitch, too."
She returned the card and the letter to Dave.
"Dave, we are friends. Nobody at our workplace has the first idea about my history, how I came to live in your city, what my life story is. I'm going to come visit you in your apartment this evening after work because I am going to tell you about my life story and about a plan that I am formulating to screw over Carol and Curtis get some revenge for you and to also get a little vicarious revenge for myself. Is that okay with you?"
Dave agreed. After all, getting one over on his nemesis and his ex-wife was something he could be on board for.
Six weeks later and the wedding was over. It had been a glittering affair and Curtis had made an ass of himself by flirting with every woman, but especially with the date of Dave Kendricks, the ex-husband of his newly minted wife.
Much to the disgust of many of those attending the wedding, except for the former high school jocks who gave Curtis some slaps on the back and some "attaboys, dude!" Curtis disappeared with Angie Nee, the date of his archrival.
Dave looked distraught. Carol approached him and took him outside for some privacy. "Well, I'm sorry, Dave, but it looks like the better man won the fair maiden again."
The expression on Dave's face was one of incredulity. "Don't you mind the fact that your husband is fucking my date? During your own wedding reception? Some bridal feast you are having!"
She shook her head. "Oh, Dave, that's just such old-fashioned thinking. Yes, Curtis, my Curtis, is off fucking your girlfriend, but I do know that after he has finished with her, he'll come back to me and he will reclaim me as his bride."
Dave said "But what about my relationship with Angie? What's he hoping to achieve by taking her from me?"
"I'm not entirely sure, Dave. But for some reason he has his sights set on fucking you over whenever he can."
"But why? What the fuck did I ever to do him?"
"Nothing. But that's the thrilling part of this, don't you understand? Just select a dude at random as your target and keep on fucking them over? And yeah, you were right, it was Curtis and a couple of his friends who beat you up that night. Why? Because he wanted to make another statement about how superior he was to you.
"Anyway, let's go back in and I'll let you have a dance with me. For old time's sake, of course."
"Of course," Dave said. Dave had a slightly strange expression on his face. Had Carol bothered to look at Dave she'd have perhaps seen the expression and she might have wondered what the fuck was really happening. But she didn't and the moment was lost. It was plain for anyone who cared to look. She was so far up her own derrière that not even smoke signals would have caught her attention.
They had one dance. It was stiff, awkward and Dave felt he deserved a drink or two after that never to be repeated experience.
There was a buzz of chatter, a murmur of different, somewhat angry, voices, many of which seemed to be condemnatory of the vanishing bridegroom.
Carol's father approached Dave and apologized on the behalf of himself and her mother, who was "indisposed" officially, and thus unable to attend the wedding. The truth was, he confided in Dave, his wife hated Curtis and wished Carol had never set eyes on him.
Dave commiserated with Mr. Jones. Of course, there was a great deal he might have said to Mr. Jones, but Dave decided that keeping silent would be the best option.
Eventually, Curtis and Miss Nee made their reappearances, and both staggered their arrival times so they did not appear at the same time and cause undue embarrassment to the blushing bride.
Miss Nee lowered her head, looked up at Dave and murmured "I'm so, so sorry Dave. Shall we leave?"
Dave looked outraged and they both left. Once outside his façade crumbled, and, well, the rest of the scene is best left to the imagination. Was he laughing? Why yes, he was. Curious.
A week later, Mrs. Curtis King was sitting at a street café sipping an English Breakfast Tea, waiting for the person who invited her to afternoon tea to make her appearance.
A few minutes late, Miss Nee approached the table and sat down facing Carol.
They vaguely air kissed and Carol said "Okay. What do you want? If you want more of your fuck action with my husband, I can see why you would, he's very good with his bedroom skills, I'm not keen on the idea."
Miss Nee shook her head. "Oh, I don't want any further acts of rutting with your husband. But in the interests of full disclosure, I have to inform you that all sex acts we performed were without prophylactic devices."
At this point Carol looked puzzled, and said, "What?""
Miss Nee said, "You know... the Pussy Protector? The Kitten Mitten? The one-fingered glove? A rubber? A condom?"
"Oh" said Carol. "I didn't expect him to, because he's a strong virile dude, a real man's man who always wants bareback sex. Anyway, he reclaimed me as his bride later that evening and several times a day since then, let me tell you!"
"Right, a real man's man, huh? Well, I need to tell you that we did it six times on your wedding day. And each time he came inside of me. Oral, anal, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, even missionary and he performed like a trooper. And when he flagged, I was able to provide him with the necessary encouragement to rise to the occasion. We did it in all parts of the honeymoon suite.
Carol looked puzzled. "Why are you telling me this? Oh, shit! Are you telling me that you are pregnant? What the fuck does the wimp, I mean Dave, think about that?"
Miss Nee shook her head and said "I'm not pregnant. And as Dave and I aren't dating, what Dave thinks isn't relevant, really. And Dave's no wimp. He just chose badly when he asked you to marry him."
By now Carol was starting to get angry and confused. "But why are you telling me this stuff? Especially if you aren't dating Dave?"
"I'll tell you a little bit of background about myself. I was married to a handsome, man's man, pretty much like Curtis in features and also, sadly, in attitude. Although we were married, he couldn't keep his fucking dick in his pants and eventually he came back to me with a very special gift. It was the gift that keeps on giving. So I threw the miserable little fucker out."
Carol's face lost color. "My God! You mean he gave you herpes?"
At this point Miss Nee's face was suffused with a grin that would have frightened a gargoyle off a medieval cathedral. "No, honey. Kevin, my ex-husband, gave me HIV. Which became in my case, full blown AIDS.
"After I found out what you and your piece of shit lover and latterly husband Curtis did to Dave, who is a real good guy who didn't deserve the shit sandwich you tried to make him choke down, I decided to take matters into my own hands, as it were.
"During our time together, Curtis promised to fuck me to death. When the truth is, I'm actually fucking him to death. And probably you, too, by now. Have a nice life!"
Miss Nee rose from the table and sashayed her way out of the by now crumbling life of Curtis and Carol King. As Carol burst into tears and struggled to recall how to use the speed dial for Curtis' phone number, Miss Nee was ironically humming "Like a Virgin" to herself.
She'd omitted to tell Carol that her ex-husband Kevin had been found shot to death in a tragic drive-by shooting in Detroit, Michigan. It was believed to have been a tragic case of mistaken identity, whilst he had been on a business trip. But Miss Nee knew the truth.
Miss Nee said goodbye to Dave, they shook hands and he gave he a chaste kiss on the cheek as Miss Nee vanished from his life and their mutual employer. Which was just as well, because the HR department would really have liked to talk with her about her Social Security number as there was an issue with it?
Curtis beat the snot out of Carol and got banged up in jail, yeah. You're a real man's Curtis! Way to go, dude!
Did Miss Nee (whoever she really was) pass HIV on to Curtis and, via him, Carol? They were sweating and waiting on the results.
The police asked Dave what he knew about Miss Nee and he shrugged and, in the presence of his lawyer, made a statement that exonerated himself from any wrong doing.
The police were looking for Miss Nee, but an officer who was a dab hand at crossword puzzles pointed out that Miss Nee was an anagram of Nemesis and he doubted they'd ever find her.
Carol tried to sue Dave but her lawyer told her to back off unless she wanted her own secrets to be revealed. Such as foreknowledge of the attack on Dave.
How come Miss Nee came to town when she did? Why did she deal with Curtis and Carol? Sometimes everything in life isn't wrapped up with a nice bow.
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My thanks to Randi for her editorial assistance. And for the invitation to participate. Please look out for the other stories in this event.
The song, "He's in Town" holds bittersweet memories for me, for obvious reasons. And it forms the basis for this story. He's in Town (c) Gerry Goffin and Carole King
*
I wanted to know what love is, I really did. Due to my parents not being a very loving couple (they eventually realized that after being together for almost 25 years that they didn't even like each other very much, let alone love each other, so they split up), I didn't know too much about romantic or family love for that matter..
As for romantic love, there was an elderly neighborhood couple who, at about the same time my folks were splitting up, were celebrating their Diamond (60th) wedding anniversary, and they seemed just as loving toward each other as they ever had, so I knew romantic love existed, but after the shitshow my parents made of their marriage, I wasn't sure that I knew what love was, even though I wanted to know.
I dated sporadically during high school and college, but it wasn't until I was in my mid-20s and setting out on my own to make my own mark on the world that I eventually found out what love was. After my experience, I sometimes wish that I hadn't.
With my newly minted Masters in Business Management, I had been able to find a good job with a great employer about 300 miles from my hometown. Leaving hadn't been much of a wrench, because my mother had gone back north to her home in Montreal, she was Canadian, and my father had gone back to where he hailed from, southern Texas so, as an only child, I had no ties to my hometown. When a career opportunity arose, I accepted it with pleasure.
I'd been working there for about a year when I was introduced to the woman I would marry. It was a marriage that I would come to bitterly regret with all my being. That statement is not over the top. Not at all. It will be easy to explain why.
"Terry, I'd like you to meet Angela Roberts," my supervisor said one day. "She's joining the company, and I would be pleased if you would mentor her for me as part of your training duties."
I nodded, stood up (I still had my manners, well, some of them), shook hands with her and said, "It's nice to meet you, Angela. Let's talk in the breakroom so we can establish what training you need and what training resources might be required."
The meeting went well and to my surprise, I had felt an electric jolt when I shook her hand. I gathered from her reaction that she felt the same way.
As a training officer within the HR department, it was my job to be very well up on all company policies, and I knew that, thank goodness, the company didn't have a no-fraternization policy so people were free to date their colleagues, though obviously, there were exceptions. Affairs involving married people were strongly discouraged, but as we were both single that wasn't a problem.
Angela was an utter babe: full breasts, a shapely rear and about 5 foot 6, with short blonde hair and a beautiful face. And a winning personality, too.
I must have been to her liking, also, because after I'd finished my professional engagement with her (the mentoring turned out to be just setting her up with a couple of in-house training programs) I asked her out, and to my then joy, she accepted.
Yeah, I said then joy, because subsequent events really made me wonder why the hell she had bothered to accept my request for a date.
We did the usual things: walks on the nature trails surrounding the small city we lived in, meals out, trips to the movies, making out and then eventually, making love.
I must admit that there were times when I felt she was zoning out on me, but I just thought that was maybe a personality trait and quite normal. Well, my experiences with dating up until then had been fairly limited, like I said.
Eventually, Angela invited me to meet with her family. We had a meal at their house and I met her parents and her younger sister who still lived at home. Angela's grandmother was also there, as she lived in a small house a couple of doors down on the same street and would often dine with the family.
The conversation was going pretty well until grandmother made a remark to her daughter, Angela's mother that caused a frisson of something very much like fear amongst the family. She muttered something derogatory about "Derrick," which made Angela's mother frown. She shook her head and said, "Not now, Ma! Not when... when we have a guest!"
No more was said. I wished afterward I'd been nosy enough to ask who Derrick was, but you live and learn.
Angela and I continued dating, did some things with her family and I seemed to be very popular with them all. But especially with Angela's little sister, Mary.
Mary and Angela would have heated bickering sessions together, but I was never able to work out what the problem between them was, though I did broach the subject with Angela. She dismissed it as "sister shit," so I ignored it. I did notice Mary giving me looks that might have been concern, but I ignored them, putting it down to a bit of jealousy. Oh, vanity, your name is Terry.
I proposed to Angela; I went down on one knee, got her father's permission, all the old school stuff, but again Ma (as grandmother was known to all) muttered something about Derrick. It wasn't complimentary.
Later that evening as we prepared for bed (Angela had moved in with me in the two-bedroom house I was in the process of buying) I asked Angela who Derrick was, and she refused to answer, looking scared, I thought.
The next morning, I took some personal time from work and decided to visit with Ma to find out who Derrick was.
Over coffee, she explained all that she knew about Derrick. Apparently, when Angela was in high school, the local heartthrob Derrick Poulson, had decided to start dating her. Pretty quickly he had tired of her and dumped her, moving on to other girls.
He seemed to have some kind of weird hold on Angela, though. Every time she got into a new relationship, Derrick would turn up and fuck things up, causing her to drop her current boyfriend, but Derrick would then vanish from her life. Again.
"It's damned lucky that Derrick joined the army and is stationed overseas," said Ma, a sour expression on her face. "Because I know damn well that if Derrick came back to town, he'd do his best to wreck your marriage to Angela. Derrick is bad news. If he comes back to town, I don't doubt that bad things would happen."
I thanked her for her information, which troubled me greatly. My mind went back to a song by The Tokens that my parents had listened to. It was called "He's in Town." The lyrics were maudlin, but concerning to me. I used my smartphone to download them.
He's in town
He's back in town
Girl I knew just what was wrong
When you weren't home
Each time I phoned all week long
And now
I see it in your eyes
The look that you have
when you're thinking of him
Can't be disguised
I was afraid he'd come back some day
And I'd be the one to lose
I knew when you saw him
you wouldn't ignore him
And he'd be the one you'd choose
So you don't have to tell me
He's in town
He's back in town
No you don't have to tell me
He's in town
He's back in town
He's in town
Shit! I'd have to confront Angela. But what to do? How to do it?
That evening, I asked her about Derrick.
She basically told me what Ma had told me, but she expanded on it and told me that her parents had been so concerned about her that they had gotten psychological counseling for her, and that she was now fully recovered from her obsession with Derrick.
I believed her! Like the lovestruck fool I was, I believed her.
The marriage was a lovely June wedding, Mary was the bridesmaid, and everyone had a good time. Neither of my parents attended. Well, fuck you too, folks!
The honeymoon period lasted six months until things went to utter shit.
I noticed, well, half noticed, that Angela was becoming a little bit antsy, a bit jumpy. When I asked her what was wrong, she shrugged it off.
The final clue came when we were was listening to an Oldies station on the Internet. They had a feature where they'd play the original version of a song, followed by a cover version. That Sunday afternoon, the DJ played The Tokens version of Back in Town, followed by a cover version by a British band called The Rockin' Berries.
Part way through the second version, Angela went pale, ran into the bathroom and started throwing up.
Then, I knew. That bastard Derrick was back in town. I'd never met him, but I hated him.
She came out of the bathroom, shook her head tearfully, packed a bag of clothing and walked out without even saying one single fucking word to me. It was as if I had ceased to exist. As Derrick the superman had returned to town, in effect the truth was that, yes, as far as Angela was concerned, I had ceased to exist.
I decided that I needed to find out what was happening, so I 'phoned Mary. "Marry, it's Terry. Do you know if Derrick's back in town?"
"No, I don't think so. Why'd you ask?"
I explained to her what had happened, and Mary replied, "Shit. That sounds likely. Because she hasn't turned up here and we are her go to place for Derrick related shit. Hang on! Mom! Do you know if that piece of shit Derrick is back in town?"
She paused before shouting: "Fuck! Fuck it, mother. And quit telling me not to swear, damn it! A Derrick situation has occurred, and it looks like the stupid bitch has left Terry to maybe shack up with Derrick.
"Yeah, I know, I know! Poor Terry. Well, pity you never thought to clue him or me in. Maybe we could have saved the situation, but now that bastard has his claws back in her, he ain't going to let her go, is he?"
She paused before speaking to me again. "You heard that, right? Mom and Dad knew he was back, but they didn't want to upset the applecart by blabbing about it. You are still at home? Well, just hang on there. I'll drive over with Ma, because we have to talk with you. I'm so sorry the stupid bitch did this to you. You don't deserve it."
A short while later, Mary and Ma were sat in my living room and they told me the story of Derrick and Angela.
It was a sordid, pitiful story. Apparently, although Derrick didn't want Angela, he couldn't cope with the idea of her having any other men in her life, so he would deliberately reappear in her life and fuck everything up for her.
Ma said, bitterly, "I'll never forgive that little shit for what happened to Donna. What did you think of that?" Mary added "Yeah, what's your take on what happened with Donna?"
My look of utter bewilderment made them realize I hadn't a clue what they were talking about. Mary turned to Ma and said "Oh, shit, Ma! Terry doesn't know! Angela never told him about Donna!"
They sort of elected Mary to tell me about Donna. During a period of time when the relationship of Angela and Derrick was as stable as it ever got, he impregnated Angela and she gave birth to a beautiful baby girl whom Angela called Donna.
"But that bastard wouldn't let Angela keep Donna. He forced her to give her up for adoption."
I asked "Why the fuck didn't the family intervene? Keep the baby?"
Mary shook her head. "I was just a kid, but I remember that my parents and Ma tried, but they had no legal standing because the mother and the father both agreed to the adoption. Mom and Dad lost their granddaughter, Ma lost her great granddaughter and I lost my little niece." Tears trickled down her face.
"But you know what the shitty thing was?" I shook my head. "As soon as the adoption was signed and baby Donna was off with her new parents, fucking Derrick just took off again, leaving Angela as total wreck. She had a breakdown and that was why my parents had her in the care of a psychologist for a while."
I shook my head, I felt numb. "But how the fuck could she keep returning to that scumbag? How? Why?"
They told me how one of her previous boyfriends, Tony, had allowed Angela to spend time with Derrick and return to him, but that Angela had lost all respect for him as a man and in the end, she'd beaten Tony up so badly that he required hospitalization.
"That's what would happen to me if I let her get away with it, wouldn't it?"
Ma shrugged and said "I'd like to say that it wouldn't and that you'd be the one man to break the spell that shit has over her, but I don't think anyone could do that, not even you, Terry.
"You'd better just cut your losses and move on before things get worse, though it grieves me to say that. And I don't trust that little shit Derrick. I'm sure he broke into my house years ago, but I could never prove it. I believe he used the key that Angela had."
This panicked me a little, to be honest. After they left, I used my phone to check my local Home Depot opening hours (it was a Sunday) and found they'd be open until 8PM, so I drove over and picked up two sets of locks with keys to replace the locks on my house. I'd taken what Ma had said to heart and I didn't want to risk Derrick burglarizing my house. After all, if he'd steal a man's wife, why not his stuff?
I took an emergency day off work the next day and booked an appointment with a divorce attorney.
Mid-morning, my phone rang and it was fucking Angela. Could she come visit with me to explain?
I agreed, so long as Derrick wasn't with her. She agreed.
She gave a half-hearted apology when she arrived. "I'm sorry this happened, Terry, but when Derrick calls, I have to go be with him. I'll return to you, at some point, but I can't say when. I hope you understand?"
"No. I don't. Either you are my woman or you aren't. Besides, after how you treated Tony, I don't think I'll ever be able to trust you again."
She shrugged. "I wish you hadn't heard about Tony. I told him I was sorry. We agreed he wouldn't prosecute me."
"Great! And what about Donna, the daughter that piece of shit made you give away?"
She began to cry. "That was a tough decision between two caring, loving adults."
"Bullshit, baby! Utter bullshit!
"I suppose I should thank you, Angela. You have unwittingly helped me. For years when I was a kid I wanted to know what love was. Like that song, "I want to know what love is?" Well, now I know what love is and you have taught me what love is."
She looked baffled. "What do you mean, Terry?"
"You have taught me that love is a horrible, vile, nasty thing. It means an apparently normal girl like you can have your head turned by a player piece of shit, that you love him so much you put a boyfriend in hospital, you threw your little girl away and you just stomped the shit out of my heart without giving a damn about me or my pain.
"You and Derrick are like that idiot who tricked geese into thinking he was their momma goose. He imprinted them and that's what Derrick did to you: he imprinted you with him and you are too fucking stupid to see that."
She lowered her head. "Terry, of course I'm sorry you are hurt, but Derrick is my destiny. This time he's taking me with him!
"You'll be okay, Terry. You'll find someone to love again. You will. I know you will."
"No. Not after the lesson you taught me. Love is evil and I want no part of it in my life ever again."
She shrugged, saying, "That's your loss."
She left my house with barely a backward glance.
The next several months were anticlimactic. I got a removal firm to take her belongings away and sent them to her parents.
One afternoon my Ring doorbell showed a weaselly guy try to gain access with a key that was no longer good. I thanked Ma for the tipoff about that.
Angela didn't contest the divorce, and she resigned from her job and took off with Derrick for points unknown.
I changed my cell number, which proved to be a good move because in the middle of the night a couple of months later her parents got a call. She was stranded at a truck stop in the middle of Arizona, because Derrick had bailed on her leaving her there with only the clothes she had on her back.
That's their story to tell, not mine.
My counselor tells me that I'm getting better, and some days I am starting to believe her.
I think one day I'll restart my quest to find out what love is. I mean, the old couple in my childhood neighborhood got to 60 years, so why not?
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I would like to thank GeorgeAnderson for graciously allowing me to write a continuation of his February Sucks story. Thank you for my beta reading team and to Randi for her editorial help.
I'm not a lawyer, so the legal situations might not agree with your expert knowledge of the law. But please keep in mind, this is a work of fiction.
Please check out the original story here:- February Sucks
And yes, this is my second continuation of February Sucks.
But now, on with the story, continuing with the meeting with Linda, Jim and Ellen at the club
We did our best not to think about what we were trying to forget, which worked about as well as it usually does. The dinner was good, and as our conversation began to flow better, I was reminded of all the reasons I'd fallen in love with this woman. The fact that Asshole had wanted her, too, didn't make those reasons any less valid.
We went dancing afterward. That, too, was awkward at first, but became less so as I held my wife in my arms. Her every act and look made clear that she was mine and was going to stay that way. Of course, the little voice in my head had to speak up and remind me that's what it had been like on that night, too. It was correct, but did I really want to keep living that day over and over again like Groundhog Day? No. Besides, I knew that Linda had grown and changed since that night. Perhaps I had, too.
We were sitting out a dance at our table when someone approached Linda from her side of the table. Several men had asked her to dance, but she'd turned them all down, so I didn't pay much attention.
"I'm sorry to bother you, but may I please borrow your husband for a few dances? There's a half-drunk guy over there who I can't get to leave me alone, and I think maybe a few dances with your husband might help him get the message. Only with your permission, of course."
"Why my husband, may I ask?" Linda sounded more amused than jealous.
"Because the way you look at him makes me think he's your white knight, so I know he won't take advantage of the situation."
Linda turned toward me with a loving smile. "Yes, he's all of that. He's my hero." She chuckled as my ears turned red. "So come on, Jim, rescue the damsel..."
"Ellen."
"Ellen, from the booze-breathing many-handed dragon."
I stood, and I was suddenly face to face with the most beautiful woman in the world. I had never imagined beauty like hers could exist. It wasn't just that she was sexy or hot, though she was all of that. She was a work of art. She should have been in some museum to be admired by the ages, except she was far too warm and alive and vital for that. Up until that moment, I'd thought that Linda was the most attractive woman in the room, as usual. Now, she wasn't. And it wasn't even close.
I was in a daze as I held my hand out to her, Ellen, and led her to the dance floor. She was a fabulous dancer in her own right, but she also had the rarer gift of making her partner look far better than he actually was. She melted into my arms for the slow dances as if she'd been born to be there. I never said a word to her. I wanted to, but neither my voice nor my brain was working just then. I didn't try anything with her; mortal man shouldn't dare. She smiled at me, I smiled at her, and nothing else in the entire universe mattered.
I don't know how long we'd been dancing together when she finally spoke.
"Come with me, Jim." You know how you read the part about the Sirens in the Odyssey and you think, "Come on, no woman's mere voice can have that kind of effect?" I'm telling you it can. Ellen could have led me off a cliff or straight to Hell, and I'd have followed her blindly with a goofy grin on my face.
We were almost at the door of the club when she stopped. She put her hands on my arms and turned me so I could see our table. Linda sat there in her beautiful red dress, her face buried in her hands, her shoulders shaking as she sobbed her heart out. Seeing her was like suddenly waking up from a dream. Ellen spoke three words in my ear.
"No, Jim. No!"
"I'm sorry, Jim, but I can't do this. Please come with me, Jim. Come with me to one of the tables on the other side of the room."
We hurried over and I glanced back at Linda. Ellen said: "Ignore your damn wife for a little while, and please listen to me. Things are not what you think, what you have been led to believe."
Suddenly, I realized LW had appeared at our, or rather, Linda's table. I hadn't realized he was there. Why was he there?
He ostentatiously pulled out a large white handkerchief which he presented to Linda with a ridiculous great ceremonial flourish as he comforted her.
"What the fuck is LW doing here?" I was genuinely bewildered.
Ellen shook her head. She looked angry. "I didn't know he was here, either. I'm so sorry, Jim. This is all down to LW's damn meddling. He decided to poke his nose in and he decided to hire me to tempt you away from Linda, but at the door it was planned I'd say: "Now you know" and you'd rush back and comfort Linda."
She paused before continuing. "But I suddenly realized that this was such a crock of shit that they were playing you for the fool. That's not who or what you are. You're nobody's fool, Jim."
"You said 'they' just now. Does that mean that Linda was in on this deception?"
She nodded. "Yeah, I was with them a couple of times whilst they were planning it. At first, it seemed like a good idea. I mean, she loves you, or at least she says she does, but she made such a stupid mistake and you, according to LW and Linda, still love Linda, so I was glad to be able to help them out. At least at first.
"But as time wore on, I thought they were both being a little too damn smug about it all. Tonight was the night, and I suddenly realized they were playing you for a fool. And I didn't like that."
Just after she finished speaking, Linda and LW arrived at the table we were sitting at and they were both furious. LW said: "Ellen, just what the hell do you think you are doing? This isn't what you were paid to do!"
Ellen shook her head. "LW, I'm doing what you asked me to do, just not in the way you envisaged."
LW replied, "I didn't pay you to think. You need to remember that you're nothing but a paid wh..." before he could complete his sentence, I jumped to my feet and grabbed LW by his lapels. "Don't even finish that disgusting remark, LW. I always thought you were a gentleman. Now I realize I was wrong."
I removed my hands from LW and lightly pushed him back, away from me, I turned to Ellen, took her hand and said: "Milady, I think it's time we left."
She nodded and giggled as we walked past LW and Linda, who both looked stunned and shocked.
We walked to a nearby 24/7 coffee shop and over a couple of coffees, we chatted.
LW and my family went back a very long way. I'd always thought of LW as a gentleman. I knew that other people had different opinions of him. I'd always put this down to jealousy, but maybe there was more to it than that?
And he'd begun to call Ellen a whore? What the fuck was that all about? I decided to learn more.
"Ellen, just what the hell is going on? How do you know LW? And he said something about you being paid? What did he mean?"
She gathered her thoughts before responding. "I gathered that you and your parents have known LW for many years?"
"Yes, back to the days of my grandfather," I replied.
She nodded, absently. "I have known LW since I was a student in my early 20s. There was a problem with my college grants and I needed a lawyer to help me. Someone suggested LW and it was obvious that he was smitten with me from our first meeting. He decided that he would install me in a luxury apartment and that he would be my sugar daddy, though I never thought of him like that.
"He convinced me that I didn't need to continue with my education, so I left college with a BSc in Psychology and gave up on studying for my Psychology MSc. We've been together for eight years, almost."
"I never knew that LW was cheating on his wife," I replied. "He's the last person I'd have suspected of doing that."
She gave a laugh that carried no mirth. "Yes, that's the impression he likes to give. Good old courtly LW, such a nice old codger. And I, myself, fell for that line of bullshit, too. But of late, I began wondering if he was getting tired of me? Wanted to move on?"
"But you're the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Why would he do that?"
She blushed and grinned. "Thanks for saying that, Jim. But I have noticed that he hasn't been as attentive of me so much in the past several months. I always thought that he regarded me as his "Little Ellen," his lover, but especially after he started to address me as a whore just now, I realize I'm nothing but his stupid prostitute!"
Her eyes began to tear up. I'm no LW, I had no large white handkerchief to flourish like a damned stage magician, so I passed Ellen a napkin from the box on the table. She grinned when I told her about seeing LW as a stage magician.
I took her hand. "No. You're not a prostitute. I know how persuasive LW can be; as a kid I saw him in court several times, so trust me, I know about LW and his smart, persuasive ways. But you were a young, impressionable girl who went to see LW for legal help, and he turned you from a student into his, well, his kept woman."
She nodded. "Yes, thanks. I suppose that's true. I find it remarkably easy to talk with you. Most of my friends know very little about LW. Or the fact that if I am a whore, he turned me into one. On several occasions he actually had me prostitute myself for some of his more important clients."
She then really broke down in tears. I grabbed some more napkins from the box on the table and did what I could to comfort her. I wanted to give LW a piece of my mind and I was beginning to have doubts about Linda, now. After all, Linda must have known about LW's relationship with Ellen?
Eventually, Ellen recovered a little and I escorted her to her luxury apartment, which was just a couple of blocks away.
"You like my home?" she asked, shyly.
"Yes, it's beautiful and very nicely equipped. It also has a great view of the city."
Almost as if she was reading my mind, she said, "This isn't the apartment LW set me up in. I own this apartment in my own right. In fact, I own the entire building. LW may be a bastard, but he's a clever bastard and I followed his investment advice and made myself a modest fortune."
She giggled, and said, "But I did something that LW didn't do. I read an online financial advice blog which gave a warning that the bottom of the entire Crypto Currency market was liable to fall out very soon, and I took that advice to heart and transferred 90% of my Crypto portfolio into good old US dollars and gold. I told LW about what I planned to do. He actually literally patted me on the head, called me a silly little bitch and left it at that. Maybe then was the moment the gilt came off the gingerbread in how I viewed LW?
"So, I bought the apartment block, which, through the management company that runs it, generates me a good, solid income."
She went into the kitchen and came back with two bottles of chilled Lagunitas IPA for us. We sat on her sofa.
"So, what do you want to do now, Jim?"
I took a sip from my bottle. "I honestly don't know. Look, Ellen, this whole damn thing stinks to high heaven. Why the hell did that asshole target my wife in that club? Why did she drop me like a hot potato and leave me on our special night? And why was LW poking his nose in and setting me up to look like a total fool at the club this evening?"
Ellen shook her head. "I'm afraid I can't really answer those questions, Jim. But I can try. Maybe your marriage wasn't as good as you thought it was. Not as strong as you assumed? Well, yeah, you can pull a face at that remark of mine, but think back on it, Jim. If Linda loved you as much as you love Linda, how could she have treated you so badly that evening? That doesn't make any sense to me."
"Don't you believe Linda loves me?" I asked.
Ellen paused before replying. "Jim, I don't think she does really love you; that she can love you. I mean, she obviously thinks she loves you, but if she can turn you into her publicly humiliated cuckold, in front of all your mutual friends and dozens of strangers on what was supposed to be your special date night as a 'loving', committed couple, how on earth could that be love? I mean, really? How?"
I shook my head. "You are right. I think I have spent my married life with a woman who I now find I really didn't know at all. My Linda, the Linda I courted, married and made two babies with, could never have done that to me."
All of a sudden, I gave a start. "My god, Ellen! Do you think that the kids might not be mine?"
She squeezed my hand. "I'm surprised that idea didn't occur to you sooner. That it didn't is a testament to the real, deep love you have for Linda."
I shook my head. "The love I had for her. I don't think that I can love her now."
Ellen nodded. "I'm not surprised after what she did. I think you need to see a lawyer, a real lawyer, a lawyer who has your back, not LW who seems to have some weird agenda of his own relating to you and Linda.
"Plus, I feel that you should get DNA tests done on your kids. I know, I know you love them to bits, but if you don't get the DNA tests done the doubts that you are feeling will grow and fester. The woman who dealt with the legal aspects of my building purchase is really good. She's also a good friend of mine. She might not handle family law, but I'm 99% certain that someone in her partnership does. We'll get that sorted in the morning. But it's getting late, so I think we need to call it a night, okay?"
Obviously, we slept in separate rooms and to my surprise I slept reasonably well.
The next morning Ellen set me up with an appointment to see her lawyer, Susan Smith, who was able to handle my case herself, as it happened.
"I'll level with you, Mr. Brown, Jim, I kind of have a history with your 'friend' LW. I have been a good friend of Ellen's for years. In fact, we met at college. I hated what LW did to her. He decided to take a young, impressionable girl, pluck her from her chosen career as a psychologist and basically turn her into his private whore. And not-so-private, eventually. I mean, sure. He never had her turning tricks on street corners, but he made her into a prostitute for some of his 'special friends.'"
I shook my head. "I'm learning things about LW that although I accept as true, I don't like acknowledging as being true. His interference in my marital problems is just another manifestation of that, I guess."
"Yes. Ellen told me about the plot by LW and your wife to set you up at the club. I find that idea so disrespectful and distasteful that if it wasn't for the fact that good old LW was involved, I'd not have believed it possible."
"Apart from what LW did to Ellen, do you have any other grievances with LW? I mean, you can shoot me down, as it's not my business, but if you are going to be representing me in my divorce, maybe I need to know?"
She nodded. "Yeah, I can see why you'd think that. Okay, I have seen LW in action over the years. He's not clean, ethical or particularly honest. That stunt he pulled the other evening? It's actually fairly mild to some of the other games he has played.
"In my opinion, he's lucky that the State Bar hasn't thrown him out and that he isn't spending time in prison, really. He's fucked over some friends of mine, so I'd like to face him in court. However, Jim, please rest assured that I'll work for the best interests of you and your two children. If I can also take LW down at the same time, so much the better."
The divorce papers were served on Linda along with the court order to get DNA tests done on Emma and Tommy.
Linda called me screaming and yelling, asking me how I dared to doubt her fidelity. I actually laughed at that. I mean, really, Linda? Fucking really?
She told me that LW would take me for every penny I had, would make certain I never saw the kids ever again and that I would end up living in a cardboard box under an overpass.
When I reported this to Ellen and Sue, they looked at each other. Sue said: "That's interesting. I'm not sure the courts will allow LW to represent her because he was your lawyer, first. That's a conflict of interest."
Ellen was looking thoughtful. "You know something? This is starting to stink. LW never does anything without there being a damn good reason and one that will profit him. I have an idea. Leave this with me."
I got a temporary joint custody arrangement and the court ordered DNA test would, of course, be a mere formality. After all, right up until the Marc LaValliere asshole incident, we'd been good, right? The perfect married couple, looked up to by all our friends?
I was receiving my mail at Ellen's apartment as I was camping out in one of her guest bedrooms. When the DNA testing service envelope arrived, I looked at Ellen and I trembled as I opened it.
When I read the test results I collapsed on the floor, sobbing. Neither of the children were mine. Neither of them.
Ellen took my arm, helped me up from the floor and sat me on the sofa. "Oh my God, Jim! This is horrible, dreadful news!"
She picked the papers up, read them and said "But the father of both Tommy and Emma is the same man. Interesting."
I went to see my doctor and he issued me with some medication for depression that really did nothing for me.
Linda called, but I told her to make all contacts through my lawyer and I blocked her number. We really now had absolutely nothing to say to each other.
However, I was going to fight for joint custody of the children. I might not have been their sperm donor, but I was their dad, damnit!
A couple of days later another envelope arrived from the DNA testing service, but this one was addressed to Ellen.
She opened it, pursed her lips and growled "Son of a bitch!"
She showed me the paperwork. "I had a sample of LW's DNA saved. I'm not sure why I did, but I'm glad I did. Sort of like Monica Lewinski and that famous blue dress. I sent it off to the same DNA lab that you used, got them to crossmatch with the DNA samples from Tommy and Emma and there's a 98% chance that the slimeball bastard LW fathered both of your kids.
"Jim, I'm so, so sorry. I knew LW wasn't a real gentleman, but to father both of your children? We're going to have to burn him to the ground."
I had stopped crying. I was all cried out. I called Sue, and when she replied, I said, "I think I need to go scorched earth against both Linda and LW. It seems that the asshole Marc LaValliere was the least of my problems."
When I explained about the DNA results, she gasped and said, "I was not expecting that, to be honest. LW will be made to pay for this."
When the date of the first appearance in court came along, LW was representing Linda. He looked smug, dressed in a white linen suit with a bolo tie, if you can believe it. Quite the Southern gentleman. A strange affectation seeing, as far as I knew, he'd never even been to the South.
Susan stood up and said, "Your honor, I would ask that LW, or rather attorney Lawrence Walters, be made to step aside from representing Linda Brown in this action, because initially he was representing her husband, Jim Brown, in the divorce and that is, I point out, a conflict of interest."
The judge looked at LW and said "Is this true, LW, Mr. Walters?"
LW smiled, shrugged and said "Yes, but I'm sure that can be overlooked, your honor?"
"I don't think it can, LW. You'll have had access to confidential information about the case Mr. Brown might wish to put forward."



Before LW could reply, Susan interjected, "Also, your honor, new evidence has come to light that casts further and far more compelling evidence that Mr. Walters should be barred from this case. Can I present it to you at this time?"
"Yes, please Ms. Smith."
"I have here, your honor, certified copies of DNA reports that state that Mr. Jim Brown is not the father of the two children of the marriage, Emma and Tommy. And further, I have certified copies of DNA reports that state that LW, or rather, Mr. Lawrence is actually the father of Emma and Tommy."
LW blanched and grabbed hold of the rail before him with both hands, Linda shrieked and someone in the court shouted, "What the actual fuck?"
The judge banged his gavel and told people to settle down and to be quiet.
Then Susan pulled a sneaky move. She actually had LW subpoenaed as a witness. He objected, but the judge overruled his objection. "Mr. Walters, I hereby revoke your right to appear as an attorney for Linda Brown. And based on the evidence that Susan Smith has presented, I'm going to allow you to be called as a witness."
"But your honor, doesn't that mean that Mrs. Brown has no attorney?"
Well, Mr. Walters, that's true. I will suspend this hearing until 3PM today, allowing Mrs. Brown to seek alternative legal representation. And I have to say before anyone else mentions it, nobody from the law firm of Walters, Rechtsverdreher and Schief will be allowed to represent Mrs. Brown on the grounds of a conflict of interest."
LW muttered something, but the judge replied "Well, perhaps you should have thought of that beforehand, LW?"
At 3PM Linda was represented by a nondescript young man who came from a law firm Susan had only vaguely heard of, Hündin, Perra and Nartu. He was, he told the court, a junior partner, Roger Castilian.
LW, arrogant as ever, decided he didn't need legal representation. Susan took him to pieces in the courtroom.
She had to remind him he was under oath a couple of times. As he gave his evidence, Linda looked more and more sick.
LW had met Linda at our wedding and he decided that he wanted to have her as his lover. She hadn't really thrown up any serious resistance, apparently. The relationship had been ongoing until at least several months ago. I had no fucking idea. None!
Then it was Linda's turn, and Susan smiled. It wasn't a particularly pleasant smile.
"You are Mrs. Linda Brown?" Linda acknowledged that fact. She looked nervous. Well, why shouldn't she be nervous? She'd just seen the famous LW fileted by an expert.
"Mrs. Brown, Linda, how long have you been married to Jim Brown?"
"Ten years."
"Was it a good marriage?" Linda nodded and smiled. "Oh, yes! It's actually a great marriage! Jim's always been a wonderful, attentive husband to me and he's a loving father to our children, Emma and Tommy."
Susan frowned. "We'll come to your children later. In the meantime, I have another question for you. If your marriage was so good, if Jim was such a wonderful and attentive husband, why would you have an affair with LW that has lasted for the entire length of your marriage?"
Linda shook her head, looking distressed. "I don't know. It was complicated."
Susan repeated "complicated?" And then went on to say "Let's return to the matter of your children. Was it a coincidence that Jim did not father either of your children?"
Then Susan snapped at her with an angry whiplash tone, "Mrs. Brown! Stop looking for guidance from your lover! Mr. Walters is no longer your legal representative! Do you understand?"
I felt sorry for Linda. Well, almost, as Susan had frightened her. Shit! Her tone frightened me and she was on my side!
"I... I don't know what you mean?"
All of a sudden Susan's demeanor had changed. She was now speaking in a soft, more friendly tone of voice. Good cop bad cop, but by the same person.
"Well, Mrs. Brown, it's like this. The laws of averages would argue that if a woman were to be having sexual intercourse with two men, there would, on average, broadly be a 50-50 chance of both men impregnating her, right?"
Linda nodded, looking askance. I was starting to see where Susan was taking this and I didn't like it, but I knew it needed to be done.
"I'm just asking, Linda, if there were any external factors, any reason that meant that Jim never had the opportunity to father any children with you?"
Linda burst into tears. Castilian tried to raise some sort of half-assed objection, but was told to shut up by the judge.
Susan said, gently, "Linda, did you and Mr. Walters, LW, take measures to ensure that Jim, your husband, never had the opportunity to impregnate you?"
Linda nodded, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue. "Yes. LW got me some tablets that he had me take any time Jim had sex with me, if I wasn't on birth control."
"Do you know what the tablets were?"
Linda nodded her head. "They were called Plan B One-Step emergency contraception pills. He got them from a doctor friend of his."
There were groans of disgust from around the court. I heard the same unknown male voice shout out "What the actual fuck?" again. I still couldn't spot him. I wanted to buy him a drink!
This was when Susan dropped her legal bombshell. "Your honor, these shocking revelations have struck at the very heart of the so-called 'marriage' between Mr. Jim Brown and Mrs. Linda Brown.
"Almost as soon as she married Jim Brown, Mrs. Linda Brown took a lover, someone well known to Mr. Brown, in fact a family friend of many decades standing and she conspired with her lover to make certain that her husband would not be able to father any children with her, his own wife."
Susan paused for dramatic effect: "With the prior knowledge and consent of Mr. Jim Brown, I am asking you to discontinue this divorce petition and instead accept a petition of the annulment of the marriage on the grounds of matrimonial fraud."
More pandemonium, more gavel banging. To my surprise, but not to Susan's, the judge agreed, but had to set a new court date for the annulment trial.
Poor squeaky voiced Mr. Castilian raised an objection but the judge smiled at him in a kindly fashion, and said, "Look, I appreciate that your law firm took this case at literally the last minute and that it turned out to be what we call a turd in a punchbowl of a case, but it is what it is. In my professional view, an annulment on the grounds of fraud seems to be the only logical way forward out of this damn mess. And your client has only herself to blame for the situation she finds herself in."
Two weeks later and we were in court again. This time, Linda was represented by one of the partners of the law firm, Roger Nartu.
He addressed the judge in emollient tones. "Your honor, a case for annulment of a marriage on the grounds of matrimonial fraud is a difficult case to prove. And as the marriage is a decade in length, I feel it only right and proper to ask the court to accept my motion for dismissal on the grounds that it is now timed out."
Susan rose to her feet. "Your honor, I raise an objection to the motion because if my client had been aware that his wife was having an affair from the very start of his marriage, yes, he would have been able to seek the legal termination of the marriage at that time. But as he only recently discovered the long-term matrimonial fraud, so is seeking an annulment of the marriage now, at the earliest possible time."
She paused before continuing. "One of the reasons that the fraud against my client was so egregious was because he learned that neither of the children given birth to by his wife, Tommy and Emma, were actually fathered by my client. They were both fathered by his wife's secret lover, Lawrence Walters. And in evidence given in open court, it became clear that Mrs. Brown and Mr. Walters took active, definite steps to ensure that my client was prevented from fathering any children with his own wife. That that privilege was reserved for her illicit lover."
The judge nodded. "Ms. Blake, I agree. The defense that Mr. Brown's action for an annulment on the grounds of matrimonial fraud is 'out of time' must fail, because, as you so rightly pointed out, Mr. Brown brought the action at his earliest opportunity."
Nartu attempted to seek a ruling that matrimonial fraud did not exist as grounds for an annulment in our jurisdiction, and that his research hadn't shown any recent cases.
That seriously pissed off the judge. "Really, Mr. Nartu? Is that all you have? Listen to me and listen to me well. In our State, matrimonial fraud does exist as grounds for an annulment of a marriage on. I'm glad there aren't many cases like this in our court's records. Hopefully, this means that sickening cases like the one before me today are a rarity."
We called LW, but he decided to plead the Fifth Amendment so wouldn't answer any questions. He obviously didn't want to get fileted by Susan again.
That didn't help him, because the questions he wouldn't answer were a part of the court record.
Linda's answers were a pitiful mixture of self-justification and whining. LW was very convincing, LW was an expert in seduction, the reason why she didn't let me father any children was because she was concerned any child I fathered wouldn't look like Tommy and Emma, so her secret would be out.
When Susan said, "But Linda, Mrs. Brown, if you hadn't decided to allow LW to father your two children in the first place, that wouldn't have been an issue, would it?" At that point, Linda deflated.
I was the next witness. I spoke of how I had been betrayed by an old family friend whose relationship to my family went back to my grandparent's days. How I had been betrayed by my wife, who had conspired with her lover to keep me from fathering children. How they had turned me into their cuckold.
Linda began sobbing, shouting, "You can father children with me now, Jim! I'm sorry!"
The judge shook his head. "I hear what you say, Mrs. Brown, but it's more than a day late and much more than a dollar short. After hearing the evidence from both sides, especially the heartrending statement from Mr. Brown, I am ruling that the marriage between Mr. Jim Brown and Mrs. Linda Brown is hereby annulled as a result of the gross and utterly egregious matrimonial fraud perpetrated on Mr. Brown by Mrs. Brown and her lover, Lawrence Walters."
He banged his gavel, said "court dismissed" and that was it. My marriage was over, because it had been ruled that it had never actually existed.
That wasn't the end of it, however. Tommy and Emma still had to be taken care of, there was our property and money to be disposed of and Tommy and Emma required therapy, obviously.
Also, Ellen and Susan would not let it go. "LW needs to be dealt with," Susan said. "I'll report him to the State Bar to see if I can get him thrown out."
"I have a friend who is a private detective, and I'm going to get him to dig really deep into the shenanigans of LW," Ellen said.
Her friend, a former city police detective who had decided to strike out on her own, dug really deeply and brought up some real monsters from the deep, apologies for mixing my analogies there.
I moved into a three bedroomed apartment and had rotating custody of Tommy and Emma. Things were settling into a new normal when, of course, everything went to utter shit. Again.
Without telling me, Susan had placed adverts in the local papers and also on social media. "I am a lawyer seeking married women who were in a long-term relationship with a specific lawyer and who had children fathered by that lawyer. Please contact me at box number LW/1 or DM me."
Five other married women got in touch with her! Five!
When Susan was telling me about this, I was flabbergasted. "How in the name of fuck did he get away with this for so long?"
She shook her head. "I don't know. I really, really don't know. But it's all coming out, now."
A sudden thought entered my mind. "Are there any more children that the piece of shit fathered?"
Susan looked glum and nodded, saying, "At least another eight, besides your two children. I'm going to launch a class action against LW and his damn legal firm as at least a couple of the wives involved met LW through the law firm. I'm going to make the law firm of Walters, Rechtsverdreher and Schief rue the day they allowed LW to rule the roost!"
The partners threw LW out as they tried to mitigate the damage LW had caused the partnership, but it didn't really do them any good. I was one of the people in the class action lawsuit. I did earn about $2 million, minus fees, of course.
Then the private detective came up with something that nearly caused me to lose my mind.
Susan asked to see me with Ellen at Ellen's apartment. There was nothing going on between Ellen and me. We were just friends.
Ellen gave Susan a nervous look before she commenced speaking. "Jim, my detective has found something out that really shocked the both of us. We discovered that the law firm of Walters, Rechtsverdreher and Schief were retained as legal representatives of the NFL club that Marc LaValliere plays for, and that LW also served as specialist outside legal counsel for Marc LaValliere.
"This triggered alarm bells for the both of us, and we served subpoenas on the club and on Marc LaValliere.
"The club put pressure on LaValliere to speak with us, and eventually he admitted that he had been told by LW to muscle in on your evening with Linda. Apparently, the plan had been for you to get roughed up and humiliated by LaValliere on the dancefloor, but when his seduction of Linda had succeeded beyond his wildest expectations, he decided to play it by ear and whisked her away to his home."
I ran into the bathroom and threw up. When I returned several minutes later, the girls gave me a glass of water.
Ellen continued speaking. "Apparently LW got LaValliere out of a piece of legal trouble, so he owed him a favor. I am so, so sorry."
"I want to kill LW for what he's done. First, he takes my wife, then my opportunity to father children, then my dignity. What a fucking bastard he is!"
Susan spoke up. "I know this is dreadful news, Jim, but you mustn't physically go after LW. Whatever else he is, he's an elderly man and if you kill him, you'll be jailed for life. What about Tommy and Emma? What happens to them?"
I shook my head. "But they aren't even my children! I have no children, no wife, no family. Nothing!"
Ellen hugged me. "You have friends, us, plus also Emma and Tommy need you. You were there for them when they needed a dad. Where was LW when you were there for them? Rutting with some other bimbo wife and getting her pregnant!"
Susan took my hand. "You still have your dignity. Plus, two mil from that bastard, don't forget that!"
I smiled at that. Oh, yeah, it was a weak smile, but it was there, all the same.
We sued LaValliere and the club and received about $500k in an out of court settlement. It wasn't a fortune by I used the money to set up college funds for Emma and Tommy.
The State Bar held a trial for LW and he had a medical report that attempted to exonerate him from all responsibility because he was a narcissist with poor impulse control who could not help himself. Blah, blah, fucking blah.
The trial came to an abrupt end when a tiny, white-haired lady entered the room. She approached LW who was looking smug, until he saw her face. He shrieked out "Betty! But you are dead!"
She said, in a surprisingly strong voice, "No, LW. Not dead. Your wife has come back for you from beyond what you thought was her grave!"
She removed a gun from her purse and shot LW twice right through the heart of his stupid white suit. The bastard was probably dead before he hit the floor. That was why there was such a remarkably small flow of blood, I guessed.
She surrendered her gun, and later on she shared her story with the police detectives. LW had been married to her for several years, but he'd got bored with her and had thought a friend who owed him a favor (a modus operandi of LW, it appeared) had been paid to murder her. But the friend had, instead, taken the money and fled with Betty and they had lived a comfortable life as husband and wife until he had passed a couple of years previously.
She had seen online coverage of what LW had done most recently, and as she had been diagnosed with a terminal illness, had decided to bring retribution down on him.
How had she got the gun through the barriers? She was a resourceful little old lady.
She was taken to the police station, processed and we, Ellen, Susan and me, bailed her out. We put her up in a local hotel. I'm sure her story of what a bastard LW was would be a real doozy.
After we'd squirreled her away, we had drinks, the three of us, at Ellen's apartment. "Seeing LW's wife Betty in the State Bar building threw me" I said.
"As far as I knew, LW's wife is called Martha, though she rarely attended any public events. In fact in all the years I knew LW, I only even saw her a handful of times."
Ellen shook her head. "For pretty obvious reasons LW never introduced me to Martha. But it looks now as if LW is actually a homicidal bigamist, too."
I shrugged then said "And a fucking narcissistic scum, too."
"You know, Jim," said Ellen shyly, "I thought, I feared that you were going to kill LW. I'm so glad you didn't."
I smiled, shrugged and said "Now we'll never have to find out."
I laughed, Ellen laughed and Susan laughed.
As I walked home, I disassembled the.38 pistol I had bought illegally to murder LW, and I disposed of each separate component in a different trash can. The six bullets, I threw in several different parts of the river as I strolled along the riverbank.
Would I have shot LW? I think I probably would.
I realized I owed Betty Walters a great deal. Least I could do was pay for her legal costs. As I climbed into bed that night, I was thinking I'd clear it with Susan in the morning. We'd get one of her associates to take on her defense.
Before she went to trial she died in a local hospice and as I hadn't really spent much on her defense I paid for a headstone and a plot in the city cemetery.
I dedicated myself to being the best father I could to my children, yes, LW, I consider them my children, so chew on that.
I still have barely anything I want to say to Linda, she's upset by that? Cry me a river, bitch.
She actually wondered if we could get together now LW had passed over? Delusional as well as stupid.
Ellen convinced me see someone who trained with her at college, which is working well, though slowly. There's a lot of angst and heartbreak to unpick, after all.
But Ellen has decided to go back to college to finish her MSC off. Luckily her old professor is still there and remembers her with fondness.
As far as dating is concerned? I'm not ready for that, but one day I will be.
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It was great news for Kevin Arden, senior sales engineer for Alliance Geotech. His contact at the prospect had been in a car accident, and so Kevin was going to be leaving for home two whole days early.
Obviously, he was sorry that Pat Peters had been injured, but with him on sick leave, the people on the prospect's negotiation team (sans Patrick) would not prevaricate and bloviate like Patrick. Dear lord, Patrick loved the sound of his own voice very much indeed!
The four days of negotiation was now reduced to two days, and that still included the traditional end of negotiation dinner at a swanky restaurant, paid for on the black card of Alliance Geotech.
Kevin called his wife to tell her of his good fortune, but he got no reply and left a message on her phone.
He sailed through airport security at both ends; he had only a carry-on suitcase so avoided baggage claims, quickly obtained his car from long-term parking and chuckled to himself at this unexpected series of good luck events. Of course, had one of them not happened, Kevin's life would have taken an entirely different course.
It was a late fall evening, a little after 6pm, and he was surprised to hear music and voices coming from the master bedroom.
He walked up the stairs, barged through the partially open door and was shocked and horrified to see his wife Helen tied to the bed and being double teamed by two naked hunks who he recognised as research students who worked under his wife, in more ways than one, he now realized, who was a college professor at the local university.
Enraged, he rushed forward and began swinging punches and unleashing swearwords at the two men.
"Kevin! I can explain!" Helen shrieked.
Unfortunately for Kevin, both men were fitter and far more muscular than he was, so the beating they inflicted on him was unmerciful in its severity. "Stop! Please don't hurt him!" shouted Helen. Although somewhere deep within her psyche an atavistic instinct enjoyed seeing two real men beating her husband.
Eventually, Tony and Mike realized they were beating and kicking an unconscious, unresponsive man, so they dragged him out of the room, down the stairs, carelessly banging his lolling head on every step on the way down, opened the door to the yard and deposited him unceremoniously on the lawn.
They high fived each other and returned to the bedroom where the woman of their joint desires awaited them. "How's Kevin?" she asked.
"Oh, he'll be okay. We left him outside to cool off a little," Mike said.
"Though he'll have a headache in the morning," Tony added. All three of them laughed.
They snorted some more coke, took some more ecstasy and took Helen's command, "Let's fuck up a storm!" to heart. Well, it's always advisable to follow instructions from your professor, correct?
The next morning at about 10AM, coming down from their sexual and illicit drugs high, they realised that they could well have fucked up majorly.
"Oh, God!" moaned Helen. "What the fuck did we do? What about Kevin? Where is he?"
"Kevin will be okay," Mike said. "We left him on the lawn. Let's go check on him."
They hurriedly dressed, stumbled down the stairs and went out into the yard, only to realize that Kevin was nowhere to be seen.
Helen began to scream, hysterically shouting that they had murdered her husband, Mike and Tony yelled back that she'd done nothing to stop them from beating him last night.
With neighboring CCTV systems and Ring doorbell systems, the police were soon called. They arrived in the shape of two police cruisers.
A grizzled elderly neighbor came over to them. "Officer, my name is Pete Hardisty. I was a cop with the city force for 30 years. "I just reviewed my security camera footage from last night. Would you like to see it?"
They thanked him and watched the video on his smartphone. What they saw shocked them. They watched the door of the house of Kevin and Helen open and saw the body of Kevin dragged behind some bushes. Tony and Mike high fived and went back through the door, which they slammed behind them.
"We left him in the yard on the lawn at the side of the house! You gotta believe us!" they whined.
The officers shook their heads and arrested Tony, Mike and Helen, reading them their Miranda Rights. Helen shook her head and began sobbing, screaming, "What did you two bastards do to my Kevin? Where'd you put him?"
The CSI team was called. The leader of the team, Joyce Summers, was a rotund woman of middle years. She dressed up in her protective clothing and took her small team into the house, taking photographs and videos as they walked through.
They were especially interested in the heavy trail of blood down the stairs and through to the door. "Damn! Looks like the poor fellow was probably bleeding out. I can't see how he could have survived a loss of blood like that."
"Yeah," Joyce said. "And if the silly bastards had called 911, he might have been okay. I guess we'll never know."
They worked their way through the house, bagging up a variety of powders, tablets and capsules, taking samples of liquids from the bed, blood from the bedroom, on the stairs, in the hallway and on the broken flattened grass where a body had clearly lain for a time, but which was no longer there.
Detective Harry Fort was given the task of interviewing the two students. He immediately resented them; they were both large and muscular, on the college football team, were both smart (they were research students on track for their PhDs, after all) but he realised they were both as dumb as a bag of rocks where it mattered.
Detective Fort was the head of the City Homicide Squad, and was speaking to Alice Brown, who was his co-detective from the CHS.
"I hate those two dumb jocks," he said to her.
"Why, Harry?"
"They remind me of the dumb jocks from my own time at college. They are both large and strong, on the college football team, and yeah, in theory they are smart, you don't get to be doing research for your PhD papers by being dumb, but the truth is they are both as dumb as a bag of rocks where it really matters."
"How so, Harry?"
"You'd have to be as dumb as a bag of rocks to get high on drugs, screw your supervising professor and when her poor husband turns up, beat the poor fucker to death!"
She nodded. "Yeah, that's true. However, we have no body as yet, so maybe he was able to crawl away?"
"Maybe. I guess he could have in theory, but according to the CSI report, it was likely the poor guy was bleeding out as they dragged him down the stairs. There's no way he could have awakened and walked out of the yard under his own power.
"Anyhow, you interview Mike, I'll interview Tony and we'll toss a coin to see who gets to interview Mrs. Arden."
Of course, everyone got lawyered up and each tried to blame the other, coming up with fanciful theories that Tony or Mike, Mike or Tony, or Helen by herself, or Tony with Helen, Helen with Mike and Helen, Mike and Tony had gotten up in the night and, somehow, disposed of the body of Kevin.
Tony and Mike were found guilty of reckless homicide and jailed for 25 years and Helen was found guilty of aiding and abetting and jailed for 10 years.
The house was broken into and ransacked by a local criminal gang and gutted by a fire, and the ruins were demolished by the City Council.
The story became a cause célèbre with conspiracy theory enthusiasts on the Internet. Chief was that a cryptozoid, maybe an escaped puma, had removed the corpse and eaten it, thus destroying the evidence.
Some even posited that aliens had found the corpse and removed it for experimentation.
The truth? The truth of what happened will be revealed in part 2.
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***********************************************************************************************************
As Kevin returned to consciousness he realized that his body ached all over. His head was sore, his back was sore, his torso was sore and his limbs were sore.
He opened his eyes and noticed that he was in a small, white colored room, lying in a bed. Was he in a hospital? Had he been in a car accident on the way back from the airport?
He let out a groan and suddenly a pretty young woman with large breasts dressed in what looked like some kind of medical uniform bustled over to him.
"Oh, Mr Argent! Good to see that you are awake. Is there anything I can get for you?"
"Please, can I have some water?"
"Of course you can!" she answered in a bright and perky tone. She returned with a plastic cup of water with a cap on it and did something to adjust his bed.
He thanked her, took a drink and said "Where am I? Am I in hospital?"
She nodded. "Yes, something like that. What can you remember of what happened to you?"
Suddenly, the memory of what had happened to him burst upon him and he gasped and began to sob. "My wife! She was tied up and having sex with two men, I attacked them in a stupid fit of rage and I guess they must have knocked me out and put me in here."
The nurse took the cup from him and placed it on a bedside cabinet. "My name is Penny, I'm your nurse here. Can I call you Kevin, please?" He nodded.
"Kevin, there's a lot you need to learn and to come to grips with. You were attacked by your wife's student lovers, Tony and Mike. They beat you up very savagely, so savagely that half an hour later you actually died."
Kevin let out a gasp.
"But then, that's when our Rescue Team arrived, picked you up, put you on a gurney and resuscitated you before they brought you here."
"Where is here?" asked Kevin.
"It's 400 years into your future, Kevin"
Kevin momentarily blacked out at that piece of information.
When he came round, Penny was holding his hand. "I know this is a lot to come to terms with, Kevin. I'm sure you have a lot of questions. Basically, Elon Musk was right and about 100 years after your era, the world suffered a catastrophic population decline.
"About 100 years ago a scientist in Japan developed a form of time travel. The government with the assistance of the Musk Foundation decided to launch what was basically a rescue service to go back in time and target someone who was at the point of death, due to an accident or in cases like yours, an assault, stabilize their condition and bring them back to our present day."
"Why would they do that?"
"They realized we needed to increase the gene pool and it was decided that the rescued people could do that."
"So, we are used as sperm donors?" Kevin was intrigued by the idea rather than being disgusted or repelled.
"Well, sort of. There are sperm banks you can donate to, but in general the situation isn't as scientific as that. Most of the rescued actually get married and have kids in the normal way. Some have church weddings, too, if they want."
Penny looked at Kevin. "I'm sure you must have a lot of questions, Kevin?"
He grinned at her. "Yeah, you could say that! Why am I still hurting, if the attack happened 400 years ago?"
"Well, yes, that's true on one level, but as far as your body is concerned the assault happened recently. Your injuries were treated with modern medical techniques, but I expect you'll be in pain. After all, they gave you one hell of a beating. If you need any pain treatment, just push the blue button on your bedside console."
"What happened to my wife and the students?"
"The Internet archives show that the two students and your wife were all jailed for negligent homicide or at least in your wife's case, aiding and abetting. We don't have any further details on them."
Kevin pressed the blue button and was pleased that his pains subsided to barely a twinge.
"So, what happens to me, now?"
"The government will help set you up with job interviews. Your own industry still exists, but it's different now, 400 years into the future. Everything is vastly different, obviously. Training courses are available, though. Some of the rescued work with the Musk Foundation to help fellow recovered people."
She pointed to the large picture window and he looked out over a scene of pastoral beauty. "Looks beautiful, doesn't it?" said Penny.
"It does. Where are we?"
She grinned and said "The hospital is situated in the area that was in your day called the Central Core of your city center."
He laughed. "Damn! Changes have been made for the better!"
"They certainly have," she said. "Look, I'm going to leave you for a while. Breakfast will be served in about thirty minutes, I'll bring it to you. Meanwhile, rest and relax, oke?"
Penny realized that Kevin was gazing at her, which made her feel something stirring within her.
She left his room and walked down the corridor to the staff break room. She sat down with a female colleague. Who was already there.
"Hi, Sally"
"Hi, Penny. How's the new guy?"
"He's doing well. Really well. As far as I can tell, he's not suffering from Time Lag Psychosis that afflicts some of the rescued. In fact, looking at his profiles he seems like a perfect candidate for the program."
"That's good news," said Sally. "But what do you think of him?"
Penny blushed before speaking. "Oh, Sally! I want him! I want him so bad I can taste it!"
Sally laughed. "Oh, boy! I hope he feels the same way!"
Penny pushed her breasts up, grinning. "I think he likes these, so I am in with a chance!"
Sally reached over, squeezed Penny's arm and said, seriously, "I hope it works out for you, I really do. You deserve some happiness in your life."
Penny gulped back some tears, returned the squeeze and thanked her friend and colleague.
An hour later Kevin had finished his breakfast and as Penny was removing the tray he happened to glance down her cleavage.
He immediately apologized, but Penny smiled and said "That's another thing that's different now, Kevin. Generally, women don't mind men looking at their tiddies. We really don't. In fact, look!"
She pushed her breasts forward and said "Look, please look, if you want! You can touch, too, if you'd like?"
She swiftly removed her top and said shyly, "You like?"
He nodded. He was filled with lust and also a little bewildered at this unexpected turn of events.
Before he could speak, Penny gave him a passionate open-mouthed kiss and shucked the skirt of her uniform onto the floor by the side of the bed.
She pulled his hospital gown off him and it joined her clothing on the floor. She grasped his now suddenly rampant cock and deftly slid onto it, facing him, gasping as she did so. She began sliding up and down his shaft, as she encouraged him to play with her breasts.
After 15 minutes he could delay no more. He warned her that he was about to cum and she shouted "Yes! Yes, please! In me!"
His orgasm was the best he had enjoyed in years. 402 years, he mused to himself later.
As they lay on the bed cuddling he said "What was that all about? Is that part of the program?"
She playfully punched his arm. "No, you dummy! I have been your personal nurse for two months as your were being treated in the hospital and as you were in recovery. I fell in love with you. And I hope you can fall in love with me?"
She started crying, but Kevin held her to him and wiped away her tears. "Penny, I think I fell in love with you from the first moment I saw you. I want you to be my woman."
"Do you want to father my children?" she asked, trembling.
"Of course. In fact, will you marry me, Penny?"
"Yes!" Oh, yes!" she shrieked in delight.
She told her friend and colleague Sally about this turn of events over drinks in the bar later that evening.
"I'm really pleased for you, Penny. Have you told Kevin everything about yourself?"
"No. At least, not yet. There'll be time enough for that, later."
That night as Penny lay in her own bed in the nurse's accommodation block she thought of the many turns of events that had brought her to this point in her life.
How she had grown up in Ohio as an orphan in the 1930s, had qualified as a nurse and served as a USN nurse, during World War Two. She thought about how she and her colleagues had been captured and were about to be executed as spies by some drunken Japanese soldiers, when suddenly her captors were all lying on the ground, twitching.
She and her three fellow nurses found themselves being rescued by a Rescue Team and taken back to the future. To their future, too.
She cuddled her pillow, imagining it was Kevin. No matter what happened, she knew it was going to be all good.
And within her, although only a few cells in length, new life was already growing inside her.
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This is a flash story. I wrote it whilst working on another story. I'd like to thank my Beta readers and Randi for her editorial support. Any errors are as a result of subsequent post-editing tampering. I'm a writer. It's what we do.
Dave and Sally Dawson sat on the back decking of Dave's large and fairly opulent house. They were enjoying the last warming rays of the sun as they sat, drinks at hand, gazing at the growing golden sunset.
The sunsets in the valley were always spectacular, which was the main reason Dave had decided to have his house built on a south-to-west axis. Solar panels facing due south and the decking and the large glass wall, which could be fully opened if desired, faced due west for the sunset.
It was bliss. Although Dave and Sally had the same last name, they were not married. At least, not to each other. They were father and daughter in law.
Dave's wife Tegan had given him a son, Harry, but she had expressed homesickness and eventually she had, tearfully protesting her overwhelming love for both Dave and Harry, returned to her native homeland, Australia.
She had promised that once she had "re-found her equilibrium, she would return to her two boys, both of whom she loved more than life itself."
Harry believed her, well, she was his mother and why would his mother ever lie to him, right? He believed her, poor little bugger.
Dave, however, was not stupid nor did he have the naivety of a boy of 12, like Harry. His thoughts regarding Tegan's probable return home to the USA were running 50/50.
He knew that if she didn't return that he would be hurt, of course, obviously he would, but there was a vague idea that was somehow inculcating into his head that Tegan was not quite what she had once been.
She had, he felt, been distancing himself from both himself and their son to such an extent that he was beginning to feel ambivalent as to whether he cared about her disappearing from his life or not. Well, from the lives of himself and Harry, to be honest.
However, he realized that if she did what he feared she might: send them a Dear Dave/Dear Harry letter from the safety of an 8,000 odd mile distance, he knew that Harry would be devastated and would require counseling. Communication between the three was sporadic. It soon petered out becoming very one-sided with very little coming back from Tegan.
Eventually pissed by the lack of responses from her, both Dave and Harry went, as the common vernacular would put it, 'low contact.'
The Dear Dave/Dear Harry letter thing? That was pretty much what happened. Dave received the two letters, one for him, the other for Harry, in the same envelope.
"Fucking cheapass bitch!" he had thought. They were, as he had suspected, a Dear Dave and a Dear Harry letter. "Shit!" he thought. "If only for once in my life I could have been wrong about something! Other people's fucked up ideas, I often can predict what they're going to do."
She apologized to Dave for being a bad wife and she apologized to Harry for being a rotten mother, but she was not coming back to America and she would be filing for divorce in Australia using a firm of solicitors that specialized in overseas divorces. The term solicitor made him grin, briefly. It made them sound like a set of telemarketers, or something.
Apparently, she had had to wait for a year before filing, which is what she had done. As Dave had suspected, Harry took it very badly. Very badly indeed. Well, what thirteen-year-old wants to learn that his mother, his own damned mother, for fuck's sake, didn't love him enough to want to remain in his life?
Actually, Dave's problems with Tegan's abandonment of himself raised similar issues in his psyche. What man of 38 wants to deal with the fact that the love of his wife was flipping the bird from the other side of the world? Certainly not Dave.
Dave arranged therapy for both Harry and himself. They were muddling along, with their therapists pointing out that none of what happened was either of their faults.
A couple of years later, via something on Facebook, or Instagram or whatever, clued Dave into the fact that Tegan had actually been involved in a long-distance sexting relationship with a former boyfriend in Australia from before she had moved to America, and that he had convinced her to abandon both her clueless husband and her equally clueless son.
Shock of shocks, surprise of surprises! The bastard had then cheated on her within months of marrying him in Australia. Dave chuckled to himself and thought "You fucking bitch! That's your very own schadenfreude moment, right there!" He wasn't sure how to pronounce schadenfreude, but he damn well knew how to spot it when he saw it.
Dave was somehow relieved and also irritated that Tegan hadn't then reached out to him or Harry to try to come crawling back to him. Why? Basically, he resented the fact that she hadn't given him the opportunity to tell her to pound sand. Petty, he knew, but petty can be good, sometimes. At least that got a chuckle from his therapist, if nothing else good came of that.
She hadn't even reached out to Harry. Dave had shaken his head at that. It was like her 16 year-long courtship, marriage and the birth of their son had never happened for her. It was truly bizarre.
He had asked his therapist, an older woman who looked as if she had spent most of her life outdoors working on a family ranch (she actually had, but that's another story), why Tegan might have done that?
She shrugged, gave him a sly grin and said: "Oh, us old therapist types have a technical expression for people like her. Do you wanna hear it?" Dave had nodded in anticipation.
She said: "We call them fucking nut jobs!" She laughed at her own joke, and then so did Dave. Well, it was funny.
As the years passed by, Dave dated a little, but he felt too jaded to bother looking for a replacement wife. After Harry's grades had tanked, the counseling that Harry received, plus the support of his father helped him get his grades back up to such an extent that he was able to obtain a full-ride scholarship, with the assistance of a grant program that Dave's company offered for the gifted children of staff members. That Dave was widely seen as King of the C Suite, didn't hurt at all, there.
Harry enjoyed school and he obtained his BSc in Finance and Business Studies and his MBA within four years. He also found, and married, the love of his life, Sally Trasker who was that delightful combination, a girl with both extreme beauty and extreme intelligence.
Harry was very clearly very much in love with her and, to be honest, Dave was sort of smitten by her, too. No, he didn't want to steal her away from his boy, so he kept those feelings locked in a box within a box within a box. Under some concrete for good measure.
They got married, Dave got on very well with Sally's parents. However, they heard nothing from Tegan. Oh, whoops! Did they forget to inform her that her only son was getting frickin' married? Meh. Maybe the invite got lost in the mail or something? Oh, they forgot to post it? How sad.
Everything was perfect, right up until the moment the happiness fairy was replaced by the troll of ultimate misery.
As they sat side by side, basking in the evening sun, Sally looked at Dave and said: "Dave, if we do take our relationship any further, things between us will change forever. I know we have made out a couple of times, but if we do end up in bed together, well, that'll be a whole new level that we would have to deal with."
He patted her hand and squeezed it, gently. "Yes, it would, honey. It would indeed." The term of endearment he used felt right on his tongue and from the way she had leaned into him, it had obviously felt good in Sally's ear, too.
"But... but... I don't want to, like, you know... cheat on Harry. That'd be wrong. I feel that very deeply. In my heart, my soul, even." She was tearing up a little.
Dave nodded, he felt tears pricking his own eyes. "Yes, I agree. But what are you suggesting, Sally?"
"Well, what if we tell him, if we ask his permission before our relationship goes that far, well... that wouldn't be cheating really, would it?"
Dave pursed his lips, thinking, before he replied. "You know, I think you are right about that. I don't see how he could object. After all, we really can't control who we fall in love with, can we? When should we go ask him?"
"Now! We should go ask him now, before I lose my nerve!"
Dave hugged her, gave her a kiss on the cheek and said "Yeah, I agree. Maybe some people will raise objections with you and I getting together, but if we are okay with it and if Harry is okay with it, what's it to them? They can go pound sand!"
They left the house and went to, in effect, ask Harry for permission to take their relationship to the next level, as the euphemism puts it.
Thirty minutes later they stood in front of Harry and poured their hearts out to him, how Sally would always love Harry, as her first and one true love and her husband first and foremost, but that she now had needs that he could no longer fulfil.
Dave told Harry that he hoped that he would not feel that a deeper, sexual relationship between Dave and Sally was in any way belittling Harry and that he, Harry, would always be his son. He even apologized for what Tegan had done to him, but he wasn't sure why he even bothered.
They asked Harry for permission to continue their relationship as they hugged, tearfully looking down at...
"Harry Dawson, aged 35, died May 1st 2022, after a short illness. Beloved husband of Sally, and dearest son of David Dawson. Much loved, deeply missed. Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God."
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It was an unusual sight, given the circumstances: two men and a woman in a small private waiting room at the maternity hospital. They all looked tense, but they were all trying to be as supportive of each other as possible.
Gary, however, was beginning to feel locked out of things. This was strange, because it was his wife who was in the maternity suite, about to give birth. But then, he wasn't the father of the child she was carrying. Having said that, his wife wasn't, technically speaking, the mother of the child she was carrying, either. But because he loved her so much, he could deny her nothing.
Those weird, disjointed thoughts were his way of coping with the stress of waiting. The man and woman who he shared the waiting room with were his brother-in-law, Paul, and Paul's wife, Mary, who was Sandra's sister and his sister-in-law.
18 months earlier, the trio had come to him to ask for his approval of a scheme they had concocted. For several reasons, Mary was unable to take a pregnancy to full term and Sandra had proven herself capable of giving birth as Gary and Sandra had a daughter of 16, who was called Julieta. The question was, could Gary and Sandra help them out by allowing Paul and Mary to make use of Sandra's womb?
At first, Gary had been inclined to refuse. After all, she was now 16 years older, at 37, and at the time of Julieta's birth, the Doctors had warned Sandra that a further pregnancy would be potentially dangerous. They had agreed at the time of the birth that Sandra would have her tubes tied and Gary would have a vasectomy, which they both did.
The trio had proceeded to earnestly plead their case to Gary, citing recent improvements in medical technology and newer birthing techniques. They spoke of Louise Brown, who was the world's first so-called test tube baby, born in North West England in 1978. They iterated and then reiterated all the advances in modern obstetric medicine and In vitro fertilization in the intervening 44 years.
Plus, they pointed out that older pregnancies were now more the norm rather than the exception as they had been when Sandra had given birth to Julieta when Sandra was just 20. They had gradually worn Gary's resistance down until he had agreed to the procedure, even though he still had some concerns and misgivings.
It was all to be undertaken under the guidance of the expert medical staff at the fertility clinic at the River City Polyclinic and Maternity Hospital. Eggs would be harvested from Mary, then the eggs would be subjected to in vitro fertilization with sperm donated by Paul in their laboratory.
Once the egg was fertilized, it would be implanted into Sandra's womb and the baby would be born, but rapidly handed over to the parents of the child, with all legal formalities already dealt with, in as far as was possible.
Put like that, it had all sounded so simple, but throughout the pregnancy, Sandra had been ill on and off and several times. Gary had suggested putting an end to the matter, but the others outvoted him, claiming that the life of their unborn child was sacred. Sacrosanct? Whatever. Even their daughter Julieta had gotten in on the act, gently chiding Gary to 'get with the plan.'
Gary had swallowed his misgivings, and with Julieta staying at a neighbor's house that evening, the three adults were anxiously waiting for the news of the birth.
Eventually, a harassed and tired looking young doctor knocked on the door and entered the room. It was obvious he had bad news. "Folks, the baby girl is alive and doing well, though in an incubator. Unfortunately, the mother did not survive the birth. She died on the operating table. We did our best, but we couldn't do enough for her. I'm so sorry for your loss."
Paul gave an audible sigh of relief and said: "But my daughter, my baby girl is safe and well!"
Mary gasped out: "Paul! That's not appropriate! I have just lost my sister and Gary has just lost his wife!"
Paul shrugged and said: "I'm sorry, but at least my daughter is safe. When can I see her?"
The doctor, a look of disdain on his face, gave him the instructions, begrudgingly.
Before the doctor could finally leave the room and escape the shitstorm he could visualize on the horizon, Gary asked him, quietly and sadly, "When can I see my wife, please?"
The Doctor gently took hold of his arm and led him to meet with his wife for one last time.
She looked remarkably well for a corpse, Gary thought, in shock as he was. When he kissed her forehead, she still felt quite warm.
He staggered back to the waiting room and as soon as he entered it he cried out: "Oh, God! I have to tell Julieta!"
Mary took his hand, and said, "She's with your neighbor, Mrs. Humbolt, isn't she? I'll tell her."
Mary watched in horror as Gary let out a sob and lost consciousness, slumping onto the floor. She buzzed for a nurse and quickly Gary was bundled off to a different and distant part of the hospital.
Simply put, his mental system hadn't been able to cope with the loss of his wife and he had suffered a breakdown.
After 48 hours of what was, in effect, bedrest, he was released from the hospital with instructions to seek CBT therapy as an outpatient.
He decided not to call his brother-in-law for a ride from the hospital. He still smarted from his callous disregard for Sandra's life, as if she had no more meaning to him other than being a baby making machine, and being discardable if no longer necessary.
Gary caught an Uber and tried to call Julieta to let her know that he was on his way home. He made several calls, all of which went unanswered.
When he arrived at the house he had shared with Sandra and Julieta he realized that nobody had been living in it for several days.
He volubly cursed his stupidity. After all, why would a child of 16 be left by herself by the other adults in her life under the circumstances?
He drove his own car to the home shared by Paul and Mary, which was a couple of miles distant.
The scene that greeted him was a scene of domestic bliss that tore through him. There were Mary and Julieta, both cooing over the baby: the baby who had killed his dear beloved wife.
Once again, but this time in silence, he cursed himself. Because he realized that it wasn't the baby's fault. The baby was, if anyone was, the sole true innocent in this whole diabolical mess.
"Oh, hi, Daddy!" Julieta said. "You are out of hospital, yeah?"
"Yes, Julieta, I am out of the hospital. I tried to call you several times but you never answered."
"Sorry, Dad. I must have been busy with my new baby sister. I didn't notice your calls. She's a real beauty, but a bit of a handful, too."
He shrugged as he stood there. Had his daughter, his own flesh and blood just lied to him? He thought that she had, in some way, done exactly that, but he couldn't figure out why she would have done it. Because he felt she had actually ignored his calls, rather than just failed to notice them.
And her baby sister? That was a twist he hadn't seen coming. Technically the baby was her sister, but also, and this made his head swim, technically, the baby was also her niece, even though they came from the same womb. The same, now dead, womb.
Mary must have seen some of the turmoil that was beating on Gary like a particularly evil tropical storm and she hugged him, saying: "I know, Gary, I know. My sister and your wife is gone, and I'd give anything to have her back. But we do have the baby to honor Sandra's memory."
He began to sob uncontrollably, and Mary managed to get him to sit down at the kitchen table, shushing Julieta and asking her to take the baby into another room. Julieta frowned at her father. Maybe she didn't think men should cry?
Mary and Gary spoke for what seemed like hours to him. She apologized for Paul's absence, but a business deal had gone south so Paul had had to hop on a plane and fly, ironically, northward to deal with whatever crisis had blown up. Gary had considered it highly inappropriate for Paul to leave home at a time like this, but decided not to mention that faux pas by Paul, the bloody father, damnit!
They used Mary's iPad to Google search funeral homes, florists, churches and the like. Mary took the lead in making the painful but necessary decisions. Eventually, Gary would realize that it was as if Mary had already done this research before. But why? And who with?
They were assisted by the fact that Sandra had left copious notes and instructions as a codicil to her will. Her will? Gary shook his head, realizing that the instructions would be very helpful. Later, looking back through the lens of 20/20 hindsight, he developed a level of awareness that did not sit well with him.
Eventually when the research was done, Julieta returned to the kitchen with the sleeping baby. Julieta smiled, saying, "She's asleep, now."
Mary praised her, saying, "You are so good with her, Julieta. I honestly don't know what I'd do without you."
Gary looked at his daughter, and said, "When will you be coming home, Julieta, now I'm back from the hospital?"
She frowned, glanced nervously at Mary before she spoke. "Daddy, if it's okay with you, I'd love to stay here and help Mary look after the baby?"
Damn! He hadn't seen that one coming! "I... see, but that would mean I'll be alone at home." His voice wound down as he realized how pathetic he was sounding.
He cleared his throat before speaking as he knew there was a risk of his voice breaking at an inopportune moment. "Actually, that's perfectly fine Julieta. After all, with Sandra gone I guess I'll have to get used to being alone, won't I?"
He gave a curt farewell and left the two women together with shocked expressions on their faces that actually made Pikachu's shocked face expression look like the work of a piker.
Over the coming days, Gary returned several times to their house which, by default, had become the hub of everything including, the organizing of the funeral which took place three weeks after Sandra had died. The delay was caused due to a snafu with some paperwork, they were told.
Everyone wore black, but with a touch of pink, as apparently, Sandra had wanted to acknowledge the baby, who, up until that point, still hadn't been named.
Everyone spoke in hushed tones about what a wonderful woman Sandra had been to sacrifice her life so that a new life could come into the world. What a fantastic sister Julieta was, what great parents Mary and Paul were being and how brave and stoical Gary was.
Gary thought to himself, "I'm not brave, or stoical. I just want this fucking nightmare to end. I want my wife back and I want my daughter back." But he said nothing.
The day after Sandra had been buried in the plot that had been pre-ordered at some point, Gary decided that he needed to do something for himself to establish what had gone wrong. He wanted to learn why his wife had died, despite the advances in medical procedures over the 16 years since Julieta had been born.
When he told Mary what his intentions were, she had gone as white as a blanched almond sat in her kitchen and had said with a tremor in her voice: "Why? What good will that do anyone, Gary? After all, I know you're grieving. We all are, but it won't bring Sandra back."
He sighed and said "I know, Mary, I know. But I need closure." He ended the call.
He took a shower, changed into some decent yet tastefully somber clothing, and after making a call to the hospital, arranged to meet the infertility program manager, Rhonda Bryant.
Rhonda had thought about declining to have the meeting, but thought better of it. The board of directors of the charitable trust who ran the hospital wouldn't appreciate any negative publicity, she knew for a fact after a recent scandal involving the unit.
Gary was several minutes early for their appointment. Rhonda greeted him, offered him a coffee, which he politely declined, and sat him down opposite to her desk. On her desk before her was a tan folder that contained all the details of the case.
She shook his hand and sat down at her desk. "Mr. Jones, I'm so sorry for your loss. I'm wondering why you are here? Is there anything I or my department can do for you?"
He offered his thanks for her concern. Then he said, "I guess I'm here for closure, really. Everyone told us that medical procedures had improved since our own daughter Julieta was born 16 years ago, but Sandra still died. Please, can you explain why?"
She shook her head. "I can't, Mr Jones... Gary, because I'm not a medical expert, I'm only an administrator, so I don't know. But, and I really don't want to sound callous, but you, all three of you who were involved in the decision making process, signed the form giving the hospital full indemnity due to the very high risk of your wife carrying the pregnancy to full term. You knew the risk when you signed the document."
Gary frowned. "I never signed any such document."
Rhonda shook her head. "I have it here in the case folder." She attempted to sound sympathetic. "Perhaps under the strain of it all you forgot signing it?"
She presented him with the paper which he carefully took from her proffered hand. He examined it with great seriousness before returning it to her, frowning. He shook his head. "I can honestly tell you that I did not sign this form. The first time I saw the form was when you showed it to me just now.
"The signature on the form is a fake. A forgery. I don't know who signed it, but it wasn't me. It's a reasonably good copy, but a copy it is, all the same."
He handed the form back to her, a slight tremble being noticeable.
"Can you prove that?" she said, her tone one of suspicion.
Gary said: "What's the date on that form?"
She looked at it and said "15th of June, on the bottom of the form and on the notary's stamp."
Gray shrugged, and said, "Then it can't be my signature. I wasn't even in town then, because that week my fucking so-called family sent me off on a three-day Man's Retreat. They told me it was to reward me for being such a good guy for allowing my wife to be their surrogate. But now? Now I see it was just a callous ruse to get me out of the way so they could fake my signature on that form."
He took his phone out of his pocket. He showed her the relevant email chain and the diary on his phone with the three-day booking for the Man's Retreat.
Looking into his pain-filled eyes, Rhonda was speechless. She realized that what he was telling her was the absolute truth and that both he and the hospital had been tricked.
She shook her head. "Please, Gary, let me put a call into our legal department."
She picked up her phone, tapped in a number and spoke. "Hi. Legal? This is Rhonda Bryant here. I have someone in my office with me now and he's presented me with evidence that he the hospital have been the victims of fraud. Yeah. Big time. Can a lawyer and a notary or whomever, please, come to my office as soon as possible? Thanks."
Within several minutes, a lawyer and a young woman arrived in the office.
"Hello, I'm Barry Peters, this is Fiona Barr. I'm a lawyer and Fiona is a paralegal in our department. She'll be taking notes. I understand that a legal issue has been discovered which might impact on the hospital? Can someone please clue me in on this?"
Gary, haltingly at first, and then stronger as he warmed to the task, took the lead, explaining about the surrogacy, how he had worried about Sandra's health, how his wife, Mary and Paul had taken him out of the way for three days whilst they got someone to sign the document that absolved the hospital of any responsibility should Sandra die during childbirth.
Peters asked to see the document, took a photograph of it with his smartphone. "I see the document was signed before a notary public," he said. "There's her stamp and her details, Jane Bradbury. They must have had the document signed at her office. Are the other two signatures faked, as well?"
Gary answered "As far as I can tell, their signatures are legitimate. Mine is the only fake signature."
Both Peters and the paralegal had been busy taking notes. Eventually, Peters said, "Mr. Jones, I honestly don't know what to tell you, what to say to you. Both you and the hospital have been the victims of fraud. I'm sure this whole situation has just become a whole lot worse for you. Rhonda, do you have anything to add at this point?"
Rhonda shook her head. "Not at this point, Barry. This is still something of a shock to me. I have been in this department for 15 years, managing it for the last five of them, and I can honestly say I've never, ever seen anything like it. Look, I'll need to think about this and I'll get back in touch later, okay?"
"Thanks, Rhonda," Barry said Garry, Fiona and myself have both taken a lot of notes. If Fiona writes up a quick deposition from you, would that be okay for you?"
Garry shrugged, and replied, "Yes, it would. I don't think they should be allowed to get away with this."
"Neither do I, Gary. Neither do I," Barry replied grimly.
After the deposition was taken and signed by the others in the room and by Gary, he left the hospital feeling bereft. Not only had he lost his wife and seemed to be on the cusp of losing his daughter, too, he had just learned that Julie, Paul and Sandra had betrayed him in the worst way possible, and in a way that had resulted in Sandra's death.
When Gary arrived at the house of his betrayers Paul was skulking about in the background and Mary and Julieta were tending to the, as yet and somewhat mysteriously, unnamed baby.
Mary looked at him and frowned. "Is something wrong, Gary? What did you find out?" She was anxious, and it was obvious to Gary that she feared what he'd learned.
Gary said coldly "I think you might already have a damn good idea, Mary. Who did you, Sandra and Paul get to pose as me to get that death warrant form signed for Sandra?"
Mary shuddered before she replied. "What do you mean, Gary? What death warrant form?"
"The form that you should have had my signature on."
Mary shook her head and tears glistened in her eyes. "Please, please... Gary, just wait here. I hoped you'd not find out about that, but please wait."
Julieta looked at him watchfully, as she cuddled the baby, but she said nothing.
A couple of minutes later, Mary returned with an envelope with his name on it, written in Sandra's handwriting.
He carefully opened the envelope, removed the letter and began to read it, silently.
***My dearest, most beloved Gary, you are the best husband a woman could ever, ever hope for. I hope you know that. You may not be thinking this to be the case right now, but it is. Please believe me.
I am leaving this letter in the safe keeping of Mary and Paul, and I know that if you are reading it, then I am dead and you will have found out about the fact that we used subterfuge to obtain your signature on the hospital's legal waiver form.
No doubt you will be feeling hurt and angry about what we did, and you will presume that the only reason we sent you off on that three-day men's retreat was to get you out of the way so we could get your signature on the form.
Looking at this now, yes, I guess that is, technically speaking, the truth. However, please, please know that this is not the entire truth. We could have used some other way to keep you out of the way when we got the ringer to sign the form in front of the notary, but we hit on the idea of sending you off on that three-day retreat because we felt some guilt about what we were doing to you and so we wanted to make it up to you, even though you didn't know there was anything for us to make up for you.



Yes, Gary, what we did to you was an asshole move, but I knew that you'd have withdrawn your approval for the pregnancy and pushed for a late termination to save my life, because you love me that much. And you'd have done that for me, because when a man loves a woman as much as I know you love me, that's the kind of thing he would do for her.
But you are reading this letter and this means you have found out about the chicanery we used. Please don't be cross with the notary. She didn't know any better and we had your birth certificate with us as identification.
The man we used as your stand-in, the ringer, was just a friend of Paul's, from his workplace, so he's of no real consequence. Please don't seek him out to get any revenge on him. He's not worth it.
Gary, I know I am making a massive demand of you. I'm demanding that you accept what we did and that you'll be lonely for the rest of your life, maybe 40 years or more. I'm really sorry about this and I'm crying as I write this.
But please, please know and understand that if there could have been another way to do this, I would have done it. Mary needed her baby and I'm praying that the baby will be healthy and safe and that you won't hate her for taking me away from you and from Julieta.
No matter how long it is, 40 or 50 years or whatever, please know that I will be waiting for you.
I'm so, so sorry.
All my love,
Sandra***
He carefully refolded the letter, placed it back in the envelope and pocketed it.
Mary could not read the expression on his face.
"Julieta," he called out loudly.
"Yes, Dad?" she replied.
"Please put the baby down, get your belongings and come back home with me. Now!"
Julieta shook her head, a sorrowful expression on her face. "I'm sorry, Dad, but I can't do that. Mary, my little sister and Paul need me here."
Gary looked shocked. "I'm serious! You are only 16 and you will do what I tell you! You'll come with me. You can see the baby later, but I need you at home with me. Now!"
Julieta said: "No, Dad. I don't have to. Paul and Mary have explained it all to me. I can get a judge to emancipate me from you. Then Paul and Mary can adopt me and then I will be the baby's real sister!"
Mary was horrified as she watched Gary, because it was as if she was watching Gary expire right before her. The light in his eyes faded, guttered and died.
She and Paul had discussed the possibility of emancipation and of adoption with Julieta but they were in no way ready to discuss this with Gary, and now she knew they'd been bumped into this situation far too early, especially for Gary who must be feeling heartbroken, she realized.
"Gary, I know this has come as a shock to you, but can't you just leave Julieta with us for a couple of days so we can all get together to talk this all through, later?"
"Dad! It's not like you wouldn't ever see me again! We could meet up for lunch and stuff and this'll be good, because I can be on Paul's health insurance and..." Julieta's babbling faded out as she saw the expression on her father's face.
"That doesn't matter. You've obviously all made up your minds. I'll not stand in your way. My lawyer will deal with this for me. Contact her. Don't bother me. It's interesting that Paul, the man of your family, is hiding in the background."
He glared at Mary: "Still, it's not like Paul and Sandra actually fucked, is it? I suppose I should be grateful for that small mercy?"
Mary gasped and the look of guilt on her face told Gary all he needed to know. "Fucking great! So you all turned me into your fucking clueless cuckold? Did you know about Paul and your mother having sex, Julieta?"
Julieta shook her head, whispering "No. No, Daddy, I didn't. Honestly!"
Gary shrugged and sneered at her. He looked at her guilt-ridden face and he didn't believe her.
Mary said: "It was only a couple of times, Gary! We, Paul Sandra and myself got together, it was like a sort of reward for Sandra for helping give us the family we wanted! It didn't mean anything other than that!"
Paul looked at her and Julieta, aghast. "What fucking reward did I get? Nothing! You took my wife and my daughter away from me!"
Mary said: "Before you think any worse of us, Julieta was never involved. She really is just like another daughter to us."
He turned away from them and shouted: "Paul! I'm coming for you!" He began stomping through the house to where he knew Paul was, but before he could get to Paul in the next room he heard the scrabbling of Paul's feet, the rear door crashing open and moments later, he heard the screech of tires from the back yard parking area.
"Piece of shit!" he shouted after Paul.
He looked at the two cowering females and the now whimpering baby. He shook his head and, in silence, walked out of the house feeling gutted, to say the least.
The two adult female occupants of the house sobbed. For Gary, for Sandra and also for themselves. Learning exactly what kind of a piece of shit you are can really hurt, especially if you happen to have an overinflated sense of your own innate goodness and worth as a person.
Three days later, four large boxes were delivered to the house by a courier; they were filled with Julieta's and Sandra's belongings.
A week later they received a letter from Gary's lawyer inviting them to a meeting with her in her office. They were able to arrange to see her later that afternoon.
Realizing that they hadn't spoken with Gary since he stormed out of their house, Julieta tried to call him, but the number was now dead.
Mary tried to email Gary and it bounced back.
Concerned, they drove to Gary's house with the baby in a baby seat in the back of the car and they were horrified to see there was a SOLD sign in the front yard for a company called Ultra Quick Realtors. The house was secured with steel shutters and had clearly been emptied out.
Julieta began to sob and said: "No! This can't be happening! I want my Dad! Where is he?"
"I don't know, honey. Let's wait until we see his lawyer later today. She'll be able to tell us where he is."
That wasn't what happened. His lawyer, Grace Pettigrew Esq, viewed her client's daughter and sister-in-law with utter contempt. She was just about able to hide her contempt with a thin veneer of professionalism.
Mary spoke first. "MS Pettigrew, can you please tell us where Gary is? Is he safe? Is he well?"
Grace flickered them with a glance that could have melted steel. "I'm afraid that's not possible. Mr. Jones has left very firm instructions. These include not giving you or his former daughter his location or any other details of his life.
"He has also given me a Power of Attorney to deal with your emancipation, Julieta, and to deal with the paperwork regarding your adoption."
"But what if I don't want to be emancipated any longer? And what do you mean, 'former daughter?'" Julieta asked.
Grace shrugged, and said, "That's too bad, because your father now no longer considers you to be his daughter, that's why I said former daughter."
There were tears, there were protestations, but eventually the paperwork was signed and that was that. Julieta had new parents, a new sister and a new home. The Family Court would deal with the final say on the adoption, but that was merely a rubber-stamping exercise.
Eventually, Paul and Mary had a baby naming ceremony in which they named the baby Sandi in memory of her dead birth mother.
***
Sixteen years later
It was a warm spring day and an attractive young blond girl of about 16 years of age paid off her Uber and looked up at the open gateway of Saint Luke's Monastery, which was in a delightfully wooded area in Northern California about 150 miles north of San Francisco.
She carried a backpack and approached an elderly man who was wearing the robes of a monk. "Excuse me, Sir," she said "I am Sandi Brady. I have an appointment with Brother Anselm at 1PM. May I ask you where I can find him, please?"
He smiled at her, and said, "Welcome to St Luke's Monastery. Brother Anselm has mentioned he was expecting a visitor, so I will take you to him now. Please follow me."
He escorted her to Brother Anselm's room, which was filled with shelving that had books neatly placed on them. Pride of place was given to a couple of YouTube award plaques.
Brother Anselm had been sitting at his desk, behind a computer. He smiled, said: "Thank you for bringing my guest to me, Brother Michael."
Brother Michael smiled in reply and closed the door behind him as he left the room.
He gave his visitor a look that was both appraising, yet also warm and welcoming. He swiftly moved from behind his desk and hugged her to him, a hug that she returned.
"It's been a very long time since I saw you last," he said. "You were only a month or so old."
She looked at him "So I was right? You are Gary Jones? I mean, we emailed and I thought you were, you looked like some photographs at home, but why did you change your name? Was that to hide from them?"
He laughed and led her to a comfortable leather sofa that was in the room, opposite to the desk.
They sat down. He shook his head, smiled and said: "Oh, no. It's something monks and nuns do. It has its basis in the Bible. New names were given to men and women to signify their special role in salvation; we monks take new names to signify acceptance of our new life."
"Why did you choose Brother Anselm?"
Gary chuckled as he said, "Well, let's face it. Would Brother Gary be a suitable and an appropriate name for a monk? I chose the name after a Benedictine monk called St. Anselm, who I studied and felt drawn to. Especially his writings on the atonement. Oh! Dear me! I forgot to ask. Would you like a drink, Sandi?"
She shyly nodded and asked for a can of Coke, which he removed from a mini fridge that was in his room.
"What happened to you, Brother Anselm? I mean, after you left them? I have been told several stories over the years, but I'm not sure that I believe all of what they said. After all, who wants to show themselves up as assholes?" She flinched and quickly glowed with embarrassment at her faux pas.
Brother Anselm grinned, and said, "Oh, don't worry about that word. I'm sure the Lord has heard far worse than that!"
He sat back on the sofa, put his hands on his knees and began to tell Sandi the whole sordid story of what had happened.
Sandi sat, entranced, her can of Coke forgotten about as she sat enthralled by the dreadful story that was unfolding.
When he reached the end of the story, in as far as he knew it, Sandi said, "What a horrible story! Yeah, as I guessed Mom and Julieta both told me pretty much the story that you just told me, but, of course, they sort of glossed over their parts in it. They tried to make themselves look better in their versions, but to be honest, your version sort of chimes in with the reality of what happened, or maybe I should say it chimes in with what I sort of guessed really happened?
"They told me you sold the house and disappeared on them, leaving your lawyer to deal with everything."
He closed his eyes for several seconds, trying to get his thoughts in order. He reopened his eyes and began to speak again. "That was a very bad time for me. Very bad indeed. The hospital board overruled their legal department, so they weren't prosecuted for their fraud on the hospital. They already were receiving some criticism for their in vitro pregnancy work, and they didn't want any bad publicity.
"So, I decided to quit my job and went on a vacation to Lake Tahoe, staying in a city called South Lake Tahoe.
"After a couple of weeks, I suddenly began to feel off. Not exactly ill but certainly, as I said, off. Eventually, I collapsed in the street; apparently I was babbling and raving, and after being taken to a local hospital for evaluation, I was taken by ambulance to a mental health facility where I remained for several months, getting the treatment I had missed out on previously."
Sandi briefly touched his shoulder, giving it a comforting squeeze. "How did you end up here, as a monk?"
"The monastery sends monks out in the wider community helping different people, doing yard work for the infirm or the elderly or visiting people in hospitals who were not receiving visitors. Now, I guess you could say that it was my fault that I wasn't receiving visitors. After all, I could have told Mary and Julieta where I was, but I was still hurting from what they'd done, so I especially didn't want to see them. Plus, I hated Paul with a passion. Also, I am an only child and both of my parents had died before I married Sandra, so I had nobody else to contact.
"I began speaking to them and I started to get an overwhelming desire to serve the Lord in the monastery they were based from, which was here."
"What did you do then?"
"I became baptized and confirmed, joined the monastery and began performing various tasks and jobs and I began to study online. I earned a Bachelor's degree, then an MA and a Doctorate in Theology. One of the fields that I specialized in was forgiveness. Eventually, I started a YouTube channel of my sermons, mainly on forgiveness and, well, that's how we met up, wasn't it, you and I? Do you like my video presentations, Sandi?"
She nodded vigorously. "Oh, yes! I found them very helpful."
He looked interested. "Why was that?"
"I felt that I needed to learn about forgiveness, I Googled the topic, your videos came up and pretty soon I was hooked. Then when I realized who you were, it all became very relevant to me."
Suddenly, and almost against his will, Gary, Brother Anselm, became inquisitive. "How are Mary and Julieta? How is Paul?"
From the sour expression on her face, he realized he had struck a raw nerve. She snorted before she replied. "Mom, I mean Mary and Julieta are sort of okay, I guess. If they could stay sober once in a while, it would help.
"As for my dad, Paul, I haven't seen that man (it was obvious to Brother Anselm that she chose her descriptor carefully) since I was eight years old. Apparently, he'd been having a hot and heavy affair with his secretary for 15 or so years and when her husband died, he just took off and left with her. Mom was devastated, of course, and that was when she began to drink heavily. I think Julieta mainly just drinks to keep her company. He still sends alimony every month. Maybe he's feeling guilty."
Brother Anselm shook his head. "I am somehow not convinced he's feeling any guilt, but that's not my call to make.
"You know, I'd love to be able to say that Paul running off with his secretary like that was a big shock to me, but I can't say that as it seems like the type of nasty thing he would do."
Sandi shrugged, and replied, "Yeah, I guess so. After he ran off, Mom got drunk and babbled on about how she, Paul and Sandra had got it together physically a couple of times. I mean, I really didn't need to know that, I guess, but it did show what a bastard he was. Oh! Sorry."
Brother Anselm patted her shoulder. "Don't worry. I've used worse words against him in the past!"
She replied "I need to ask you, your videos on forgiveness, how were you ever able to forgive them for what they did?"
He smiled before replying. "Well, I tried to forgive them many times. Nothing worked, right up until I realized that I was not offering forgiveness to the one person who I really needed to forgive."
"Who was that?" she asked, puzzled.
"Myself," he replied.
"You? But why? You were innocent, weren't you?"
He shook his head. "Oh, I thought so, too, at first. But then I realized that I could have stopped the surrogacy from the very start, just shut them down. I think that my problem was that I loved Sandra too much. When a man loves a woman, he does tend to give her whatever she wants, if he can. So, maybe I did love her too much? I allowed the situation to continue on until she gave birth to you and she died."
"Do you forgive me for killing her?" asked Sandi.
"Oh, honey, no! You weren't to blame. At all. In fact, you were the only innocent person out of this whole situation."
"What do you think would have happened if you'd said no? Really put your foot down?"
He frowned and shook his head. "I really, really don't know, to be honest. I am not certain."
"Do you think they'd have gone ahead anyway?"
He shrugged. "Maybe. After all, I found that Paul and Sandra and Mary actually had sex, which was certainly not part of the arrangement we all had together, so even if I'd said no, would they have gotten together and got pregnant without my consent? Perhaps."
"Brother Anselm, there's one thing that does puzzle me. Maybe you can answer this for me?"
"I'll certainly try. What is it?"
"If my mom knew she would most likely die when she gave birth to me, why did she go ahead with the pregnancy?" Tears began to flow down her cheeks, and Brother Anselm reached over to a side table and grabbed her a handful of tissues from a box.
"I'm not sure. However, I gave that a lot of consideration over the past 15 or so years. Eventually, I came to the conclusion that she decided to end her own life, but in such a way as to tempt God. If she lived, that was God's will. If she died, well, that would also be God's will."
Sandi looked shocked: "What? Like playing Russian roulette with God? How on earth could that work?"
"You're right, Sandi. There's no way that it could work. To my mind it's like she was mocking God." He stood up, walked over to his desk and returned to her with a battered, well-loved copy of the Bible. He sat back down.
He quickly searched through the Bible and then stopped at a specific place. He read out loud: "This is from Galatians: 'Do not be deceived: God cannot be mocked. A man reaps what he sows.
"The one who sows to please his sinful nature, from that nature will reap destruction; the one who sows to please the Spirit, from the Spirit will reap eternal life."
Sandi looked scared. "Do you think she's in hell?"
He gave her a quick hug. "Oh, I doubt that very much. God won't be mocked, but he's not going to do something horrible like that to Sandra because of what she did. Thinking about it, I think she might have had a form of mental illness that she hid from her family and myself very well."
"Mom told me that Sandra told you in a letter that she was waiting for you. Do you think she is waiting for you?"
"I'm not sure about that. Even if she is, I think her idea of us somehow continuing as husband and wife isn't going to happen."
"Why not?"
He searched through the Bible again. "It says in the Bible when they rise from the dead, they neither marry nor are given in marriage, but are like the angels in heaven, so if she's waiting for our marriage to continue, she'll be in for a shock, I should think."
Sandi nodded and looked thoughtful before she spoke again. "So, what now, Brother Anselm?"
"What do you want to do, Sandi?"
"Well, in the short term, I'm going to Google some hotel rooms nearby, stay overnight and then return home. I'd love to talk with you more. You've been so kind to me and so very helpful, already."
He smiled at her: "There's no need to do that. We have rooms here that you can stay in for as long as you want. I'll not have my niece tramping round the district trying to find a hotel room."
He pulled his cell phone out of his robes and made a call: "Hi, Brother Paul. Can you please sort out a room for my niece, Sandi, to stay in for a couple of nights? Oh, that's cool. Can you come and take her to her room? Thanks." He ended the call and put his phone back.
"Well, Sandi, that's arranged. I'll give you an hour to settle in, then I'll come collect you and we'll have a meal in the refectory. But for now, please let me give you my blessing?"
She kissed him on the cheek and smiled, nodding. "Thank you." Brother Anselm placed his hands on her head and gave her his blessing.



She said: "Would you want to see Mary and Julieta again? Actually, I can see why you wouldn't want to see them again?"
He shrugged and said: "Mary? Maybe not. After all, she knew that Sandra had betrayed me and that she betrayed me, too. And, well, I can see now how I might have been a little too harsh with her by totally removing myself from my life, so if Julieta would want to meet me, I'd have to give that some consideration and some thought."
She grinned at him, gave him a kiss on his cheek, picked her rucksack up and Brother Paul came and led Sandi to her room.
Gary/Brother Anselm walked across the room, sat back in his leather chair behind his desk. He stretched and smiled to himself. "Well, Lord, I guess that this is what closure feels like?"
He switched on his laptop and opened up his word processing app. "Well, a quick prayer whilst this app loads up and I think I feel the idea coming on for another sermon in my series on forgiveness. Well, life goes on," he thought, as he started to type up his next sermon.
Meanwhile, true to her word, Sandra was waiting. She realized she had a lot of apologizing to do. And not only to her husband.
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Paul Daley was listening to the radio on his PodU as the MarsCar drove him from work to home. He was enjoying the red sunset. "It's just after 4PM Mars Zone 1 Time. Later on this evening, I'll be talking live in the studio to Steffani Parker who is the Professor of Modern History at Mars Central University. We'll be talking about her new book The History of the Settlement of Mars.
"In her book she provides hitherto unpublished details of the attempts by NASA to shut down the then largely private colonization of Mars led by Elon Musk and others in favor of NASA's own proposals to colonize Venus using floating habitats suspended 50 km above the Venusian surface beneath balloons filled with a mixture of hydrogen and oxygen gasses.
"The tragic loss of the NASA Star of Venus experimental floating habit when it exploded and crashed to the ground with a loss of 150 people including crewmembers, top NASA officials, politicians and specially invited guests including a number of leading social media influencers, resulted in US President Peter Franklin ordering the immediate virtual gutting of NASA and the redirection of the remaining Venus colonization funds to the Project Mars colonization program, which had until then, been largely starved of official funding.
"Now, several decades later, Venus still remains off limits to human settlement and as you'll know, there are currently five cities on Mars, with a number of mining operations and terraforming sites dotted all over our planet, plus various research establishments, including the North and South Pole stations, several mining operations and the vacation resort at Olympus Mons. Currently, 15 million people are now living on Mars.
"But that's not until just after the 6PM news cycle, so until then we'll have our regular programming of ancient music styles. This evening's program will be almost two hours of jazz music from the 1920s and 1930s. The music is specially curated and introduced for us by Lee Jones, Professor of Ancient Music at Mars Central University."
As the first strains of jazz music swelled up, Paul turned off his PodU with a grin. He wasn't really a fan of music from previous centuries, and besides, it was time to leave the MarsCar as he had arrived at the home he shared with his parents and his older brother.
Even though space in the Martian cities was no longer at the premium it had been in the very early days, families still tended to stay together longer than they had in the old Earth times, though both Paul and his brother Cooper would be looking at moving out from the family home. Paul, in the very near future as he and his bride-to-be, Emily Hall, would be married in two months' time and they were already looking at what accommodation would be available for a young married couple in the capital city of Mars, Elonia.
His brother had been dating his girlfriend Sandrina for five years, but they still seemed nowhere close to setting the date for their marriage. Sandrina was sharing an apartment with a work colleague. Whenever Paul raised the subject of when he and Sandrina would marry, Cooper would just grin and shrug it off.
When he entered the house, Paul felt a sense of surprise because not only were his parents there, Emily's parents were there, too. And Emily was sitting on the two-person sofa with Cooper by her side.
"Hi, everyone," Paul said. "Hey, Coop, where's Sandrina?"
"Oh, she's at home this evening, Paul."
Paul suddenly had a bad feeling about the situation. "Why is everyone here?"
His father cleared his throat. "Paul, the reason we are all here to meet you from work is that we, both families, that is to say, have an important announcement about your proposal of marriage to Emily. We, as the two families, have all decided that your marriage proposal to Emily must be rejected and that, instead, as the oldest male child in our family, Cooper will be marrying Emily and not you."
At first Paul wanted to laugh, but then he realized that they were deadly serious about this. "What the fruck? Are you joking? How the hell did you come up with this idea?"
His mother interjected: "Paul! Please moderate your language! I know you are angry, but please! We realized that you would be upset by this development, but we came to the conclusion that it would not be seemly for the younger son of our family to marry the only daughter of the Hall family. After all, we are two of the most important original settler families in Elonia, and we have an example to set to everyone else."
"I don't believe this nonsense! Emily, please tell me you don't agree with this crap?"
Emily had the grace to look guilty. "I'm sorry, Paul, but after both our sets of parents spoke to me, I came to agree with them. I know this will be very painful for you, but I feel it's for the best for both our families. And eventually I know you'll come to think this way, too."
His father interrupted: "Paul, I understand that there might be a certain degree of awkwardness for you at work, with Cooper and you in the same company facility, so therefore I'm proposing that we move you to one of our other facilities, perhaps the mining station at the North Pole? But I've not really given it much consideration yet, to be honest."
Emily looked irritated at the interruption, but she said nothing to Paul's father. She glanced at everyone in the room.
"Can I speak with Paul in private, please?" They all agreed to her suggestion and she walked through to the kitchen of the home. Paul followed her seconds later, closing the door behind them.
They stood awkwardly for a time before Emily spoke. "Paul, I know this will be upsetting for you, but I'm sure you'll find someone else to marry when you are ready."
"That's not going to happen, is it?" he replied bitterly.
"There's a relatively small population in Elonia, only 4 million people. And when any eligible women hear that you dumped me for my older brother, do you think they'll continue to date me? There's no way they'd do that! They'd drop me like a hot rock!"
"Oh, I'm sure they wouldn't!" From her tone of voice, it was obvious that Emily knew this was more than likely what would happen to Paul, with Martian society being what it was.
Paul pushed past her without a further word and he walked through the living space of the house. Nobody spoke to him, as they didn't know what to say.
He walked up to his room, quickly stuffed some clothing into a backpack and stomped back into the living area. His mother said "Paul, where are you going?"
He replied tersely "You don't need to know" as he walked through the door and out of the house.
He called a MarsCar, which swiftly arrived. He told the AI driver, "Take me to the Elonia Hilton Hotel." and as the vehicle moved effortlessly through the streets, he used his PodU to make a booking at the hotel.
As the MarsCar traveled toward the hotel, which was three miles away, he was thinking about what he was going to do about this shiddy situation. He thought about getting in touch with Cooper's girlfriend, Sandrina. Had Cooper told her that she was now, or at least soon to be, his ex-girlfriend? Or was that being kept secret from her at present? Paul decided to avoid speaking to Sandrina, at least for the moment.
Tears flowed for several seconds. He didn't know what to do. His life had become a nightmare; he worked for the family business and the family of Emily were one of their biggest co-partners.
He soon realized that if Emily could easily switch her allegiance from him to Cooper, perhaps her love for him was not what he had thought it was? Was she more in love with the idea of making a good marriage with family connections, rather than caring about who she actually married?
He wanted to vanish, but what could he do? Where could he go? Martian society wasn't actually big enough for someone to disappear and moving to Earth was virtually impossible due to several factors, including that the gravity on Earth was much higher than the gravity of Mars. In fact, Martians, as the inhabitants of Mars referred to themselves, required a medicinal compound sold under the brand name Gravneg which countered the effects of the much weaker Martian gravity on the human frame.
Less than an hour later he was signed in at the Hilton Hotel, and was in his small but comfortable room.
He lay on the bed and watched the wall-sized Telvid, just for something to do. He was watching the all-day news channel and realized he was watching an interview with an old friend of his, Max Baxter, talking about the Picardy Project, which was the name chosen for the latest part of the Elon Musk Starship project, which was sending Starships off to Alpha Centauri to settle the Earthlike planet that was in the solar system there.
Volunteers from Mars, and also Earth, to a somewhat limited extent, were being placed in stasis within the Starships, and using the revolutionary Krasnov-Kirkham Drive, the journey to the planet would take 50 years, rather than the near-20,000 years it would have taken without the use of the drive. The drive wasn't true full Faster Than Light Travel, but it was near enough.
Suddenly, Paul knew what he was going to do. He used his PodU to track the contact details of Max and gave him a call.
"Hi, Paul! It's been a while. How are you?"
"I've been better. In fact, I think I could do with your help. I'm staying in a room at the Elonia Hilton. Can you meet me at the Hilton, or do we need to meet elsewhere, instead?"
Sounding cautious, Max replied "The Hilton's fine, actually. I'll be able to get there in about 20 minutes. How about meeting you in their Maye Musk restaurant?"
"Yeah. That'll work for me," Paul replied. "I'll book us a table."
They broke the call and Paul took a quick shower in the room, changing into less formal clothing.
When he took the Elv down to the ground floor, he asked for a table for two in the Maye Musk restaurant. At that relatively early stage in the evening, the room wasn't that full and there were only a few of the tables with the green "reserved" light globes floating over them, but when the booking manager saw the surname on Paul's charge card, from his somewhat fawning attitude Paul suspected that, somehow, a table would have been found for him no matter how full the restaurant had been.
As he sat down, waiting for Max to arrive, the fawning reaction of the booking manager intrigued him. Was his family and Emily's family really that influential in Martian society? He supposed that they might well be. But it was genuinely something that he'd never given much mind to.
When Max arrived, Paul stood up and they clasped hands, Martian style. "Good to see you again, Paul."
"Same here, Max! Would you like to have something to eat, maybe a drink, too? My treat!"
"Yeah, thanks. That sounds great. Let's look at the menu, okay?"
They each opted for a bottle of Martian Chronicles Brewery Red Planet Ale and both selected a steak and fries. The steak was grown from cell cultures in the food labs in the second largest Martian domed city, Bradbury. Barsoom-Burroughs Meats was the name of the company. The potatoes for the fries were grown hydroponically locally in Elonia. Or so the menu informed them.
After they had eaten and started on their second bottles of ale, Max said, "Okay, Paul. What's troubling you? You have, or had, at any rate, a perfectly good home only a couple of miles away from here, so why are you staying here? What's gone wrong? Is it something to do with your fiancé, Emily?"
"What made you ask about Emily?"
"Nothing, really, but she seems to have recently cut off several people from her wedding chat groups, including my wife."
"Oh, right. I didn't know about that. But that's all old news, as they say. Thing is, my wedding is off. Emily has canceled it, but Emily's marriage is still on. Her groom has changed. I'm no longer Emily's groom. I have been usurped by my older brother Cooper, because Emily will be marrying Cooper and not me."
Max looked stunned, let out a gasp and said "Why in the hell?"
Paul said "Let me go through the whole rigmarole." He explained how he had been blindsided by his family, Emily's family and Cooper, about how they had come to the conclusion that the marriage between the two families must be between Cooper, as the oldest son of the Daley family, and between Emily, the only child of the Hall family.
"Fruck!" Max replied. "Your family, and Emily's, really take this First Settler nonsense very seriously, don't they? Have they always been this way?"
Paul shrugged before responding. "Well, not really. They sometimes attend the Settler Families Gatherings, they observe the Annual Settler Memorial Service, but apart from that, nothing, really. I mean, they're not members of any committees or anything, as far as I'm aware."
"So, how can I help you, Paul?"
"With what's happening, I doubt that I have a future on Mars. After all, I don't think I'll be considered a good catch by any of the eligible women, seeing that Emily is going to marry my brother and not me. I will not be able to continue working with Cooper at our parents' company, I'll be virtually unemployable, so I want to leave Mars. It's the only option I have."
"You want to go live on Earth?"
"No, Max, I don't. I called you because you are the director of the Picardy Project and I want to volunteer to take part, to be sent off to the Alpha Centauri system on a Starship."
Max looked dumbfounded and said "Shid! OK, I think we'd best take this to your hotel room. We'll need to keep this confidential."
Once back in Paul's room they ordered a mixed box of beers and snacks from room service and began discussing how they would get Paul onto one of the Starships.
"I want to get a place, but I don't want to take the place of anyone who is already booked to go. How can I get on the program? Is there a waiting list? How long is it?"
Max took a pull from a bottle of beer and replied "Whilst there is a waiting list, there are always people coming on and off the list. People change their minds all the time, plus some people have changed circumstances, develop health issues or whatever."
He activated his PodU and showed him the list. "See? We have 200 people on the list, but if we look at it in real time, the number has just gone up to 201, then down again to 198.
"If you are 100% certain about wanting this, as Director of the Project I can help you create an application on the system, plus backdate it to normalize your application. Do you want me to do this?"
"Yes, please. When can we start?"
"There's no reason why we can't start right now. Obviously, we'll need to get a psych and phys evaluation arranged for you, there's no way around this, but this is an automated process with an AI on line and we can book this now, if you want."
Paul took a swig of beer, nodded and said, "Yeah, no time like the present!"
By ten that evening, much to Paul's surprise, they had completed the entire process and Paul was booked to take a flight from Mars to the Phobos Station where he would meet with the Starship Gargarin and the other four people who had been selected for the mission to make the journey to Alpha Centauri late the next evening.
"The event that your two families put in motion is pretty shiddy," said Max, "but their timing, unbeknownst to them, was perfect. Because after the launch, tomorrow, there will not be another for two months. That one will be the last one for at least another year."
The trip of the Gargarin would be the second such mission. No one knew the status of the previous mission, because although the Krasnov-Kirkham Drive had drastically reduced the journey time to the star system, there had, as yet, been no related technological leaps in communication technologies to allow faster than light communications, though a team led by Deana Krasnov, the younger sister of Harri Krasnov of Krasnov-Kirkham drive fame was leading a team who were working on several very promising lines of research.
The next morning Paul got up, showered and signed out of the hotel. He decided against breakfast, and whilst traveling in the MarsCar, he sent an email to HR quitting his job.
He also messaged his parents asking for everyone to meet him at the family home.
It was noon by the time he arrived and they were all waiting for him. Was it his imagination, or were they all wearing facial expressions of a variety of sneers? He shrugged inwardly thinking "Oh, well!"
"Paul, there was no reason for you to not stay at home last night. This is your home, too, you know? Your family home," his mother said in an aggrieved tone of voice.
"Well, Mother, after what was dumped on me yesterday, I wasn't sure that it was my family home any longer. I felt marginalized and excluded by my own family."
His father interjected, "But that's not true, Paul! You might not be getting married to Emily, but you'll still be a major part of our family. Well, both of our families. Whilst it's true that you won't be married to her, you'll be her brother-in-law and when they have children you will have a very important part in their lives as a very special uncle to them."
Paul shook his head and gave a bitter, sardonic laugh. "No. No way. You think I want to hang around here as an utter spare part, watching Cooper and Emily with the children that should have been mine? That's not going to happen.
"What is going to happen is that I am going to get the hell out of this shiddy situation. I'm not going to be sent to that mining camp at the North Pole, because I have resigned from the company. Because you were right about me not being able to show my face for shame at work, with everyone knowing that my fiancé had thrown me over for my brother.
"In fact, I have decided to leave Mars for good."
His mother gasped "What? Leave Mars? Whatever for? Where will you go? Earth? The Moon colony?"
Cooper guffawed "Earth? What the fruck can you do on Earth? The air will be too thick for you to breathe and you'll break your bones with the heavy gravity."
Paul shook his head. "I'm not going to the Earth or the Lunar colony. I'm going to ship out on one of the Starships to Alpha Centauri."
There were screams, shouts, yells, protestations of one kind or another, but they couldn't change his mind. Paul Daley was leaving Mars. For good.
He sent a brief note to Sandrina telling her of what had happened. She didn't respond.
That evening Paul met with the other four passengers of the Gargarin. They were all dressed in a soft one-piece jumpsuit and were asked to lie down in their own pods.
The techs moved purposefully from pod-to-pod getting each occupant to breath in a gas to help them fall asleep. "OK", the tech said when it was Paul's turn "Just breathe in on the count of 5... 4... 3... 2... 1."
"1...2...3...4...5..."
"What happened?" asked Paul. "Didn't it work?" His voice sounded surprisingly gruff to him.
"Just don't speak for a while," a voice said. His throat was hit with a soothing spray and he coughed up some mucus, which was removed by a suction device.
"Don't worry," the voice said. "That was just a mucus aggregation that was removed from your vocal folds. Only to be expected after your body has been in stasis for 50 years! Welcome to Alpha Centauri!"



The voice belonged to a very advanced AI that was mobilized and was able to provide patients with basic medical care.
"When will I see a human?" he asked.
"Doctor Peters will be here soon. In the meanwhile, please drink this energy and protein drink," it said in a cheerful, fairly cheeky tone of voice. "I have been told that it has a pleasant taste, but as I am only an AI, I really am not qualified to pass judgment on such matters!"
He drank it. It was a passable strawberry style flavor, and after a quarter of an hour a man of medium height and build helped him out of his pod. They clasped hands in the Martian way of greeting.
"Hi, I'm Doctor Tim Peters, I'm meeting with everyone on the Gagarin. "You are Paul Daley, yes?"
"That's me. Should I call you Doctor Peters or Tim?"
"Oh, please call me Tim. I'm a Doctor, not a stuffed shirt, to use an old expression my grandfather liked to use. My role is to check out your vital signs, check your weight and so on and make sure you are fit and healthy. I expect you have some questions; fire away and I'll either answer them or find out the answer for you as soon as I can. Please follow me."
As they walked through the corridors of the ship Paul said: "How come I feel so fit and healthy after being asleep for half a century?"
"You weren't actually asleep, as such. Your body was placed in a stasis field which basically slowed your metabolism right down. Even so, we gave you physical therapy for a couple of weeks using automatic systems whilst you were removed from the stasis field and kept unconscious."
"What's the planet like? Are there any inhabitants?"
"There are inhabitants. And in a way, it's weird how human they are. In fact, you'd not know they weren't Martians or Earth dwellers if you met them in Elonia or New York. They are very peaceful, kindly people and, in fact, they are really pleased that we are here in their star system. Obviously, their customs are different to ours, but not in a way that is amazingly different. They have a different language to us, but then why the heck wouldn't they?" He laughed at his joke.
"Later today we'll take you and some others down to the surface of the planet. The gravity's not too bad, it's somewhere between Earth and Mars and the air is very pleasant to breathe, smells a little bit like mint to me. Other people think it smells like chamomile or lemongrass; you'll have to make up your own mind."
The next couple of months were a blur of activity for Paul: medical examinations, tests of one kind and another, vaccines, lessons and so on.
The other four people who came with Paul on the Gargarin were sent to different parts of the planet.
He and the others were given intensive language lessons in Nontarian, but these were not as difficult as he had feared because it just felt as if he was learning an Earth language that he hadn't heard before.
Tim had been right. The people of the planet Nontaria looked very human indeed. He spoke about this to Tim. "They are human, aren't they?"
"Yes," replied Tim. "In fact, Nontarian DNA and Earth/Martian DNA is about 99.9% the same as our human DNA. I have been speaking to their experts and we have all come to the conclusion that there can only be one answer: that Earthlings and Nontarians had a common ancestor. There'll be a meal this evening and I think your command of Nontarian is now up to such a standard that you'll be able to participate in the discussions. Would you like to do that?"
Paul nodded. "Yes, please. I'd like to be able to meet Nontarians outside of the medical facility and the classroom."
At the meal that evening, Paul was introduced to the other diners. There was Tim, Targe and his daughter Indrit, and a couple of other Nontarians who were colleagues of Targe from the university.
By this stage in his life on Nontaria, Paul was getting used to life on the planet. In fact, Targe good-naturedly quizzed both Tim and Paul about how they were settling in on Nontaria, how they were finding learning an alien tongue, coping with different foods and so on.
When it was Paul's turn, he replied, nodding toward the meal they were eating: "The food is absolutely delicious. However, the most interesting adjustment from my perspective is the fact that Nontaria has two suns. That did take a while to get used to, having only ever been used to having one sun, previously!
"Learning the language has proven much easier than I would have thought."
Targe nodded. "Part of my responsibilities at the university is the study of the language of Nontaria and its history. In fact, when I became aware of the first alien visitors to Nontaria, I was fascinated when I learned that the DNA of Nontarians and Humans were almost exactly the same, I decided to make historical comparisons between Nontarian and Earth languages.
"Imagine my surprise when I realized that some root words were common in Nontarian and the Earth languages. Taking into consideration the twin factors of the matching DNA and the same historical root words, it became clear to me and other experts I was in communication with, both Nontarian and Human, that we must have a common ancestor. We have dubbed this the Common Ancestor Theory."
"What's the basis of that theory?" asked Paul.
"That Nontarians and Humans have a common ancestor. Either Nontarians settled on Earth, Earth people settled on Nontaria, or someone else visited both Nontaria and Earth and settled both planets."
"Which theory do you support, Targe?" Tim interjected.
Targe shrugged. "Part of me wishes it to be Nontaria, though I freely admit that it could just as easily be Earth. Both worlds suffered from cataclysmic pre-historical events, thus destroying their records, so either could be the original home planet.
"However, I tend to support the theory that a third, as yet unknown, people could have settled both our worlds. This might be because ever since my childhood I have favored adventure stories, especially of the science fictional variety. So the idea of potentially many other worlds out there, like ours, settled by our distant relatives, fills me with fascination."
As the meal progressed and as Nontarian wines flowed, Paul began noticing Indrit. He was looking at her and he realized that she was looking at him.
As the dinner party broke up, Indrit stood up and invited Paul to step out onto the lawns of the house she shared with her father and mother. "I think you'll admire our sunset, Paul," she said.
As they stood and gazed at the stunning spectacle of two suns setting, Paul said: "I have never seen a more spectacular event."
Indrit bobbed her head in the Nontarian gesture that meant agreement or acknowledgment. "Yes. It doesn't happen very often, only when our two suns, Prem and Grend, are in conjunction in the sky."
"So, I'm even luckier than I knew," said Paul.
"Tell me, Paul, what do you think of Nontaria?"
Paul shrugged. "It's a lovely planet. It's vastly different from Mars, where I was born. But then again, Mars was a so-called dead planet that people were working very hard to make suitable for human habitation.
"I have seen video recordings of Earth, our home world, but it seemed crowded and a bit sad, somehow."
"You never visited Earth?" Indrit asked.
"No. I wanted to visit the Earth, but It was a long, difficult and expensive journey, and the opportunity never arose to make that trip."
"Nontaria is the only planet that is habitable in our system" Indrit explained. "We have sent probes to them, even manned missions to some, but we never felt the need to settle on them. Unlike your solar system, there were no real opportunities or needs to colonize our sister planets."
Paul nodded. The fact that he had subconsciously bobbed his head in the Nontarian style didn't register with him, though Indrit noticed and was pleased by it. "Yes, I see that would limit the need to do much settling. But, back to Nontaria. I find it fascinating that on Nontaria there is a lot of land that surrounds a relatively small number of seas that are all landlocked. On Earth, over 70% of the surface of the planet is covered by water."
Indrit gasped. "By my ancestors! Over 70%? Didn't that present certain challenges?
"I think it did," Paul replied. "Of course, I'm no expert, but the fact that landmasses were often separated by vast stretches of sea did result in voyages of discovery with people taking ships to navigate round the world. But it also led to battles and fights and a lot of ill feelings and problems between different peoples."
Indrit nodded, reflectively. "I'd imagine that it might. Had the land to sea split in Nontarian not been almost the exact opposite, 60% land and 40% water, I think the mainly peaceful society that grew and developed on Nontaria might not have been possible."
He looked at Indrit and realized that she was an extremely attractive woman. She was full bodied and womanly, to use an old expression. At the back of his mind, the lizard part of his brain, was realizing that he had had to travel four light years to meet a woman who was the archetypal woman of his dreams and desires, yet Emily, his former fiancé back on Mars had been thin, angular and sharp featured. Actually, not his type at all, he mused.
Indrit smiled at him, and said, "You're thinking. Can you share your thoughts with me, if that's not too much of an imposition?"
"Not an imposition at all," he replied. He realized that now was not the time for prevarication or equivocation. Now was the time for truthfulness and honesty.
"I was just thinking what a beautiful and truly captivating woman you are."
She gave a tiny start and then giggled. "That's interesting. I was just thinking similar thoughts about you and how captivating you are as a man."
"Wow. This is an interesting and very welcome development. How should we approach this issue, with us admiring each other so much?"
"Well," she said, cuddling against him, "I think we should take it slowly and easily. Obviously, that's the usual Nontarian way, and I'd guess the Human way, too. But seeing as we are both from different planets, though as we discussed at dinner, linked by a common ancestor somewhere along the line, I think it's most imperative that we do take it slowly."
"I agree," replied Paul. "There's no point in rushing things. How about a date, soon?"
"Date?" she said, puzzled. There then followed a brief debate on the meaning of the word date in the context of couples going out. The equivalent word in Nontarian was romant or romanting, a word introduced to Nontarian by a writer of classic Nontarian literature who, as far as Paul could work out, was something like a cross between Shakespeare and Voltaire. After much giggling, Indrit decided she preferred the word dating. They arranged for a romant or a date at a restaurant in Eltrina, the town that the university was based in, the next evening.
Paul liked the restaurant. The food was good. The style of the restaurant was of a buffet with a selection of a variety of foods to sample from, some savory and some sweet.
Drinks, both alcoholic and non-alcoholic, were available. There were wines which were pretty much like the wines that had been available on Mars, although of much better quality and variety.
There were drinks that were close to the ales he had favored on Mars, but were subtly different in ways he couldn't quite define, and a number of fruit drinks, including one which tasted jarringly like Cola, but which was from a popular Nontarian fruit bush called the Karfter.
Live music was being performed by a four-piece group consisting of two wind instruments, one flute-like and the other that looked like an ocarina, and two stringed instruments that looked like zithers. The music was very melodious, and when he quietly praised them to Indrit, she said, "I'm pleased that you like them. They are all music students at the university; their professor is a friend of my mother."
They finished their date with a kiss, which although it began as a chaste kiss, soon developed into something that was far deeper.
They continued dating over the next several weeks, with Indrit taking Paul to see the local sites such as the stunning gardens of the university where she had her father and her mother worked. They took a popular excursion on a 'love boat' on the river that flowed through the centre of the town, they visited the Nontarian equivalent of a zoo and she took great pleasure in introducing him to a Nontarian delicacy that translated to ice cream, but was certainly far, far better than any ice cream he had ever tasted when he was living on Mars.
Eventually, after a kissing session at her home that became very heated indeed, Indrit said: "Paul, my parents are out. Let's take ourselves to my room."
Paul bobbed his head in agreement, both stunned and pleased with this development. Indrit led the way to her bedroom that was on the second floor of the large house that she shared with her parents.
The bedroom was decorated in a range of colors and shades that, even though Indrit was from an alien culture in more than one meaning of the term, Paul recognized as being very feminine.
"What do you think?" she asked.
"It's lovely. It's really nice. It reflects your personality," he said.
She bobbed her head. She approached him and he saw a sort of manic gleam in her eyes that unnerved him for a split second until he realized it for what it was. A look of pure, fiery lust. A look, his subconscious mind realized he had never seen in the eyes of his ex-fiancé, Emily. Had Emily ever really loved him? He doubted that, but suppressed the intruding thought.
Indrit smiled at him, bobbed her head and began undressing. Paul quickly followed her lead and soon they were both standing by her bed, naked.
She took hold of his arm and they both tumbled onto the bed. He kissed his way down her body until he reached her vagina and began licking her. She bucked under his probing tongue and began babbling in Nonatrian so rapidly that he couldn't follow what she was saying. As she grabbed his head with both her hands and convulsively shoved his face into her vagina, he realized that he must be doing something right.
After several minutes, she came and she took his face in her hands and lovingly cleaned his mouth and face with her tongue.
"Wow! That was wonderful" she said.
He asked her about contraception and she inclined her head in the Nontarian gesture that meant "no." "I don't have contraception, but at this moment, I don't care. Besides, if I do become pregnant, it'll be the ultimate proof of the Common Ancestor Theory, right?" he smiled as she said it, so Paul realized that she was joking. Sort of.
She bobbed her head, lay back on the bed, unconsciously plumping the pillow beneath her head as she did so.
She spread her legs and Paul slid on top of her, supporting his weight with his arms. Swiftly, his penis was within her already extremely moist vagina, and they both gasped at the sensation of the penetration.
He began moving back and forth, slowly and with purpose. He was able to deny himself an early orgasm by using meditation techniques, and for a long, glorious time they both enjoyed their coupling.
Indrit began to shudder and moan, and suddenly Paul felt his penis slide even further into her smooth vagina and it was as if his cock head was entering a flower that nibbled gently on his glans.
His meditation techniques failed him and with a strangled groan he felt his penis gushing forth what seemed like rope after rope of semen.
Indrit's eyes rolled in her head as she, too, let out a groan and he felt his own eyes fluttering as the strength of their mutual orgasm took their consciousness away from them, briefly.
They lay together, cuddling and kissing each other as they came to terms with what had just happened.
"Wow, Paul. That's never happened to me before during sex. Ever. What about you?"
"Me neither," Paul replied "That was incredible. Do you want to try again?"
Indrit bobbed her head, and Paul was happy to comply with her request. It took him slightly longer to orgasm the second time, and although it wasn't quite as good as their first time, it was still very, very good indeed.
Meanwhile, or in the context of time and space, meanthen, 50 years earlier, the newly married Emily arrived back at the apartment she shared with her newly wed husband, Cooper, Paul's older brother.
The first clue that she had that things were not quite what she had believed, or had convinced herself to believe, was when she went into the bedroom she shared with Cooper and found Cooper and his former girlfriend Sandrina in bed together, obviously in a state of post-coital bliss.
She shouted "You utter, utter brastard! I broke Paul's heart to marry you and this is how you treat me? I... I thought you loved me." She cursed herself inwardly because she realized that she was starting to whine.
Cooper gave a sigh of exasperation. "I'm sorry you found out about Sandrina and myself like this, fact is, I'd rather you hadn't found out at all. But it is what it is. And, whilst I like you a lot, I don't 'love' you. Oh, I love you in my own way, but I don't love you in the same puppydog way that Paul loved you. I thought you knew that, when our parents decided to arrange our marriage as a power wedding between our families?"
Angrily wiping the tears in her eyes, Emily shook her head. "In my head I knew all that, but in my heart I thought maybe that you could learn to love me like Paul loved me."
Cooper flashed her a look that was exasperated, yet also tinged with sympathy.
"What about us, Cooper? Doesn't our marriage mean anything to you? And why with Sandrina?"
Before Cooper could respond, Sandrina said, "Just a frucking moment there, Emily! Why not with me? What's wrong with me? You came along, you stole my boyfriend from me and smashed the heart of your fiancé to pieces! You know, Paul sent me a message warning me of what was happening, that you and Cooper were going to get married. And the sick thing was, I already knew.
"My one regret now is that I didn't have the guts to reply to his message and he went off into interstellar space thinking nobody cared about him, that nobody loved him. That was a shiddy thing for me to do and I'll regret that 'til the day I die."
Emily then began sobbing and collapsed on the floor, bewildered by this turn of events Cooper and Sandrina both cuddled her, comforting her, because Emily finally, totally got what she did and understood that she had frucked everything up.
Cooper looked skyward. "I'm sorry Paul, my little brother," he said. "I hope things turn out okay for you, no matter where you end up."
Moving forward 50 years or so, Paul and Indrit talked together, then they both showered, dressed again and cleaned up the room before her parents came back.
When her parents returned to the home later that day, they looked at the flushed faces of their daughter and Paul, checked out the looks they were trying not to give each other and did their best not to laugh, as it was obvious that something had taken place between them. Had Indrit asked her parents to stay out that day? Perhaps she had.
The Gargarin had been re-fitted, restocked and some new Nontarian equipment installed and they asked for volunteers to crew the ship to launch it on another voyage of discovery, heading toward another solar system 70 years travel away from Nontarian's twin suns.
Indrit anxiously spoke to Paul. "Are you volunteering, Paul?"
"No. Not me! My space roving days are over. I fully intend to settle down here and ask you to be my wife."
She squealed with excitement, jumped up and down and grabbed hold of him, crushing him in her excitement. "Yes! Please!"



Paul had to apply for Nontarian citizenship before the wedding ceremony could be solemnized. The only potentially tricky point was the lack of his birth certificate, but the interesting difference between Martian civil servants and Nontarian government workers, Paul noticed, was that whilst the former were always apparently looking for a rule to stop a person doing what they wanted to do, Nontarian government workers always seemed to want to work with a person to enable them to do what they wanted to do if at all possible.
The other four humans who came with Paul on the Garagin had decided to go on the next mission of the ship, and they were joined by someone from Targe's university department who was an expert in comparative cultural studies, a subject that, with the near homogeneous culture on Nontaria, was almost completely theoretical.
The wedding of Paul and Indrit took place in the Great Library of the university and several days later they watched as the pulsing, flickering blue light of the ion jets of the Gargarin took the ship out of orbit, and when it was at a safe distance from the planet, they saw the weird colored vibrations as the ship's Krasnov-Kirkham Drive cut in and the ship vanished as it continued on its journey to the stars.
As they held hands and looked up at the darkening evening sky, Indrit whispered, "I'm pregnant."
Paul held her in a loving embrace as his tears of joy met hers.
Over the next ten years they had a total of four children, two boys and two girls, the latter being twins who were probably the cutest children in all the galaxy. At least according to their grandparents.
Paul worked at the university, helping the new head of the comparative cultural studies section and he also worked as a talk show host on Nontarian television. Apparently, there was a cache in being an alien, especially one who had developed a fantastically deep knowledge of Nontarian colloquial language and who had married a local girl.
The other Earth people from the previous mission settled down with varying degrees of success and Doctor Tim did a course at the University medical department to familiarize himself with Nontarian medical procedures and to re-qualify as a Doctor.
25 years later and another four starships had arrived from Mars, but the program had been ended by the authorities on Mars when they became aware that the planet already had inhabitants living on it.
Eventually Deana Krasnov had succeeded in creating a method of communicating faster than light and there was a special documentary on the Picady Project and, of course, there was a large segment on the program devoted to Paul and Indrit and their children, who were dubbed 'the first interstellar family.'
Emily Hall watched the program with tears in her eyes. She had divorced Cooper and hadn't been in contact with either Cooper or Sandrina in many years. In fact she neither knew or cared if they were still together.
All she knew was that was a lonely, aging woman. And as pets weren't allowed on Mars, she wasn't even allowed to have a cat for company.
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Mike looked at his wife of 39 years, Sonya as they stood in the south facing conservatory of their detached house. "So, you are going to stay with loverboy, are you?"
She was anxious not to annoy him, so she replied as calmly as possible "Charles is not my loverboy. It's just that we have a great deal in common and I like his company."
Mike shook his head in disgust. "I wonder what Sally would say if she knew you and Charles had made me your bloody cuckold?"
She stamped her foot "like the spoiled brat you are" thought Mike. "You are most definitely not a cuckold to Charles and me! That's a monstrous thing to say!"
"But is it? Is it really? The definition of a cuckold is that of a man whose wife has lovers other than him. And that's me, isn't it?"
She deliberately softened her attitude. "No, I don't have lovers. There's only Charles and I didn't appreciate your crack about Sally. Obviously, my sister didn't want to die and leave Charles by himself, so I took it upon myself to help Charles out. Much in the same way that I'm sure Sally would have come and comforted you had I been the one to die."
He shrugged "I somehow doubt that would have been the case. I don't see that Sally would have played the hussy with me."
The slap she gave him brought him up sharply. He took a step back and said: "Your resorting to violence will not make things any better."
She almost apologized but wasn't quite able to do so. What she said instead was, "I'm not a hussy!"
"But you'll be staying with Charles and sleeping in the same bed, having sex with him?"
"Probably. But nothing I do with Charles takes anything away from you. I don't do anything with Charles that I wouldn't do with you."
The little liar's tell she showed (he'd wisely never told her what it was) made him realize that there was probably sexual stuff that the lovers did that she'd never even considered doing with her husband. "Not a hussy?" he thought, ironically.
"Mike, please make sure you take your medication when I'm away, okay?"
That question genuinely floored him. "Why do you care if I take my medication or not? After all, if I died, you'd be freed to marry Charles, wouldn't you?"
She shook her head. "No! That's just not it! I still care very deeply about you and I don't want you to be ill. You must take your blood pressure medication and your heart drugs! I worry about you! Neither of us is getting any younger and we both need to look after ourselves. You are nearly 70, and I'm 66."
He allowed her to give him a peck on the cheek before she drove off in her sporty car for her assignation with Charles, the widower of her sister Sally.
Charles lived 40 miles away, which in the terms of many countries was a short drive, but in UK terms, 40 miles was considered to be a fair old distance.
As she drove, she cast her mind back to 15 years previously when her sister had suddenly died as a result of a fall at work. Charles had been absolutely devastated, and Sonya had regularly made the trip to his home to help him come to terms with his grief at unexpectedly becoming a widower at a relatively youthful age.
She couldn't quite remember when her missions of mercy started to involve sex, but she remembered when her previously clueless husband Mike had found out. He and Charles had fought, but then the two lovers felt shame because Mike had collapsed on the floor, clutching his chest. Which was the first sign of his heart disease.
She'd called 999 and she almost swore that the ambulance crew had known what had happened between the two men and why. After all, she was nearly naked, Charles was wearing boxers and Mike had been wearing street clothing.
But the ambulance crew had not mentioned anything to her or Charles as they worked to stabilize Mike's condition.
Mike was rushed on blues and twos to the General Hospital where the cardiac team worked on him and fitted a stent.
Meanwhile Charles, how fucking magnanimous of him, agreed to not press charges against Mike.
The incident had caused some physical problems for Mike leaving him on heart medication and tablets for his high blood pressure, but it had also wrought some other changes. He felt as if part of him had broken.
After a month or so of Mike recuperating, Sonya recommenced her weekend assignations with Charles. No matter how much Mike complained or threatened her with divorce she remained steadfast in her desires to 'help' Charles get over her sister's death.
Now, after nearly 15 years, it was as if Mike had come out of a fog. He knew that Sonya was just using that as an excuse to get some strange cock, as the old saying put it.
It was a little after 9AM when she had left, and Mike decided to shut himself away in their south-facing fully glazed conservatory. He hadn't been feeling all that well but hadn't told Sonya as he had worried that she would have wrongly concluded that he would have been trying to keep her away from Charles. Far from it. Fucking Charlie-boy was welcome to her!
He sat down in his favorite recliner and soon fell into a deep sleep as the June sun climbed higher and higher in the sky and the temperatures in the conservatory rose and rose.
At some point he started dreaming. He was dreaming that he was in the desert. Eventually he woke up and noticed that the digital thermometer in the conservatory was showing 50C, 122F. He managed to stagger from his recliner but a wave of dizziness made him fall to the floor. Normally, the stone tiles would have cooled his skin but they felt hot to his touch.
The heat was stifling. He crawled towards the closed double doors into the living room of the house, but his strength failed him.
Sonya had insisted on buying him a special gift one Christmas. It was a pendant which was Bluetooth enabled to link to his mobile phone. It was programmed to call Sonya's mobile phone, but it was going straight to her answerphone. "Help me! Please!" was all he could croak out.
His phone was in his jacket in the living room. He kept crawling, nearer and nearer to the doors. Suddenly he realized he was no longer alone in the conservatory. He looked up into the smiling eyes of Sally, his sister-in-law.
"Sally?"
"Yes, Mikey, it's me."
"What's happening? Why are you here?"
"I've come for my lovely brother-in-law. Come on! Stand up!" She had always called him Mikey. She was the one who ever had. She reached her hands toward him.
He stood up, then realized he was looking down at his corpse on the floor of the conservatory. "I'm dead, aren't I?" he asked, in a matter-of-fact manner.
Sally nodded. "Yeah, that's right. You are dead. However, you are to come with me. I got a special dispensation to come for you and take you to the other side. I'm so sorry for what Sonya and Charles have done to you. And you were right. I would never have done what Sonya did. Not because I don't think you're handsome, but because immoral is immoral no matter what. And you are right. I'm no hussy!" She said that with a saucy grin.
She took his hand and they began traveling to a far, far better place.
Two days later, Sonya was returning home. She realized that she would have to do something for Mike. Some serious making up. Previously he'd been upset by her visiting Charles, but this time it had been different and she was worrying that perhaps she'd pushed him just a little bit too far?
She mused to herself about what she'd do. She'd make him his favorite meal, maybe run a bath for him, pamper him a bit? Take him to bed and love him?
She bitterly regretted slapping him. She'd long been an advocate for women just leaving their husband after even just one slap. So, why shouldn't Mike leave her based on that theory? She hoped he wouldn't, but wouldn't that make her a hypocrite? She'd have to cross that bridge when she came to it.
It was when she was almost home that she remembered she hadn't turned her phone back on. There was one message, from Mike. "Help me! Please!"
She panicked. She accelerated the car until she was just over the speed limit, guilt adding to her need to get home as quickly as possible.
She arrived home, noticing that his car was still on the drive. She parked next to it and ran through the house, shouting for her husband.
She stood in the living room and looked through the glass doors into the conservatory and saw a sight that would be with her for the rest of her life: the remains of her husband lying on the stone tiles of the conservatory, his hands reaching toward the doors into the house.
When she saw what was left of him, she nearly fainted. After all, three days of 50c temperatures in an enclosed space have an absolutely appalling impact on a corpse, as one would imagine.
She called 999, they sent a specialized team out and Mike's remains were bagged up and taken away. A sympathetic coroner's officer wearing a mask opened the doors of the conservatory that led out onto the garden and opened the multiple windows.
He gave her the name of a specialist firm that dealt with scenes of crime and accidental death clean-up. "They're very good," he said. "Ask for Andy and tell them Dave from the District Coroner sent you, and they'll look after you."
She closed the doors into the conservatory and hid in the kitchen and with a bottle of gin to hand, she phoned the one person who she felt, or hoped, would understand what she was going through. Charles answered his phone in a rather cautious manner. "Hello?"
"Charles, it's me. Sonya. When I got back, I found that Mike had had a heart attack. He's dead."
Before Charles could respond Sonya heard a shrill, female voice shout: "Charles! Are you speaking to that slutty cow who's letting you turn her husband into your cuckold? Just get her off the phone, now, you bastard! You're supposed to be railing me, not talking to her!"
Charles started to speak, but Sonya cut him off. "Just fuck off, Charles. I thought we had something special going on between us, you and me. And to think I nearly divorced Mike for you, years ago. What a fool I was, because all I was to you was another fuckbuddy. And tell that shrill, tin-throated little strumpet who's with you to fuck off, as well."
She terminated the call. Her next step was to block Charles' phone number. Yeah, too little, too late, she knew that. Then she called Andy's Expert and Professional Cleaning Services and left a message on their 24-hour service number.
"I'm sorry I hit you, Mike. Sorry I cheated on you! I'm so, so sorry!"
Tears cascaded down her face, tears for her Mike, tears for her dead sister and tears for herself. Mostly tears for herself, because you'd have to be a narcissist to act like Sonya had acted.
Funny old world.
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Learning that your entire life of the past 20 or so years was nothing but a series of big, fat lies and that all of the people who mattered to you in your life had either participated in the lies or condoned or tacitly agreed with the lies would be a tough burden to bear, right? As it was for Andrew Masters.
Andy was sat at his desk in his office feeling let down and a little sorry for himself. Justifiably, really, because he was supposed to have been in the middle of a very special luxury December and Christmas cruise with his wife, their two daughters and his wife's parents. But the week before the flight to the embarkation port his father-in-law, Marvin Monk, had called him in for a meeting in his plush executive office.
"Look, Andy I'm obviously aware of how much you are looking forward to the cruise with the family, but some workplace matters have come up and I really need you to be in the office throughout the whole month of December.
"Of course, it'll make the family cruise less of a family event without you being there, but please rest assured that I will make it up to you in your remuneration, plus there'll be a special luxury vacation organized for you, Katy and the girls sometime during next year, which the company will entirely pay for, of course."
Andy argued with Marvin but the older man seemed implacable for some reason and Andy spoke with his wife and daughters that evening over their meal at home.
"Oh, no!" said Katy. "Dad knows how important the Christmas vacation is to the family. It just seems so unfair that you'll have to miss out on it. Do you want me to have a word with Mom, see if I can get her to change his mind?"
He shrugged, "Well, yeah, that'll be helpful, honey. Thanks."
Their twin daughters, Cassandra and Emily had piped up: "Yeah! Please, Mom! We can't have Dad missing out on the family Christmas vacation! That wouldn't be right!"
Although Andy regarded Cassandra and Emily as his own daughters They had been barely two years old when he had met their mother, Katy, a then recently divorced single mother. She had still spoken well of her ex husband.
"Bill wasn't, isn't, a bad man. Not really. It's just that we probably married way too young and I think we both had wildly different aspirations. We drifted apart and he went off to photograph and paint wildlife in different parts of the world on a two year assignment and we decided that divorce would be a better option for us. I didn't want alimony and he paid his child support regularly, so all was good."
At the time Andy had met Katy he had just received his MBA in management and business communications and over a dinner conversation with Katy's father, Marvin, he had stunned and impressed the latter with his in-depth knowledge of business and especially Marvin's own industry.
By the end of the evening Andy had agreed to have a meeting with Marvin the next morning to discuss taking up a position working in the C Suite of his rapidly growing business empire.
Andy continued dating Katy and found himself loving the twins as if they were his own daughters.
After a year of dating he proposed to Katy, she accepted, they married and Andy continued working with Marvin, eventually stepping up into the role of Marvin's Executive Assistant.
He was the perfect employee, the perfect husband and the perfect father figure to the girls and the perfect son-in-law to Marvin and Claire.
He, it was, who dealt with the monsters under the beds of the girls and the monsters in their closets, took turns in getting up in the night and comforting them when they were ill. Helping them with their homework, commiserating when dates didn't go to plan, etc. He made sure that he treated the girls as if they were his princesses and their mother as if she was his Queen.
Katy didn't work, she was heavily involved in several charitable organizations funded by GWS the company operated by her father. She was quite the Queen of the local social scene.
Sixteen years later he suddenly felt as if he were a dinosaur in one of the cartoons as the dinosaurs are pictured, food dropping from their mouths as they look up, astonished, and watched as the six mile wide asteroid known as the Chicxulub impactor shrieked and burned its way through the sky, ending life as they knew it.
It was December, several days before Christmas and he was missing his wife and daughters terribly. He was grumbling to himself about having to remain at work whilst they were all enjoying their month-long Caribbean cruise with the rest of his family. He wasn't sure why he'd had to remain at work and the bed at home felt mightily big and empty and the house echoed with the silence. For want of a better expression.
His own personal Chicxulub impactor came crashing down on his hitherto perfect life when the Personal Assistant of Marvin, Julia Weston, nervously knocked on his office door. "Andy, can I have a moment of your time, please?"
"Of course you can, Julia! Please shut the door and take a seat. You seem a little anxious. Is there anything I can help you with?"
At that point Julia began crying. It was then that Andy noticed she'd come to his office armed with a packet of tissues which she was using to dab her eyes.
"Thank you, Andy. That's so kind of you. About what I'd expect from a wonderful, stand up guy like you. But I'm coming to you not with a problem that relates to me but with information with a problem that relates to you."
"Please go on," said Andy, knowing that whatever she had to tell him, he wouldn't be liking.
"That family month-long December and Christmas cruise that you were apparently excluded from at the last minute?"
Andy nodded, silently.
"I helped Marvin book the cruise, I never realized what was happening with it, until he told you that you were being excluded at the last minute. Andy, the truth is, you were never booked on that cruise in the first place. Your place was already taken by Bill Baxter, your wife's ex-husband. He's listed as sharing a luxury cabin with her. I'm so sorry to be the person to tell you this."
Andy felt devastated by this news. He thanked Julia for her help by giving him the information. "Why are you telling me this, Julia? And I don't want to sound like an asshole, but do you have any proof, please?"
"I have emailed the booking paperwork to you. Also, why did I do it? Because I know what a great person you are, I have seen how much you love Katy and the girls. I knew that there was no way I could allow them to do this to you. Allowing Katy's ex-husband to take your place on that cruise was nothing short of an asshole move by all of them.
"I've worked with Marvin for 25 years, known Claire, Katy and then the twins, since I left college and I'd never for one moment thought of him as being capable of being so duplicitous and, for want of a better word, so damned evil."
"What are you going to do, Julia?"
"I'm taking immediate early retirement from GWS and I'm moving to Florida to live with my daughter and son-in-law. They're launching a business and I'm going to move my 401k plan to their newly-formed corporation. Since my husband died 10 years ago I've become increasingly restless and with my daughter and Dan often asking me to go live with them and with how Marvin crapped all over you, I thought: "If Marvin will pull a shitty stunt like that on his own son-in-law, what chance would I have if he decided to pull something like that on me?"
"I see what you're saying, Julia, I really do. However, please reassure me you're not not just quitting because of what's happening with me?"
Julia shook her head. "It's certainly helped me make my mind up, Andy. But no more than that."
They both stood up and he hugged her. "Thank you for putting me in the picture. Obviously my so-called family is up to something rotten. I'll let you know what's happening. We'll keep in touch."
She left his office and Andy realized that he had a lot of thinking to be doing. After what Julia had told him, Florida seemed to be a good option, he thought.
Several days later on Christmas morning he was sat, alone, in the house he had shared with Katy and her girls. He realized that the way he thought of them was changing. "The house he had shared with them, but now no longer shared with them" and Cassandra and Emily were no longer his daughters Cassandra and Emily, they were now relegated to "her girls.'' Was this why Katy had always balked at the idea of adoption, he wondered? And what he had thought of as "home" was now merely a house., if that.
Even before he had known that he was being replaced by Bill Baxter, Andy hadn't been too keen on the idea of finding someone to spend Christmas Day with. But now he knew about Katy and the girls taking a fucking month long family cruise with her ex-husband, he realized he had no stomach for socialising with any of the friends he had made after he got together with Katy and the girls. After all, most of them were Katy's friends first, then Andy's friends afterwards, so how many of them knew that he was Katy's Clown, or Katy's cuckold? No. Best keep away from them.
He had been an only child and his parents had died when he was relatively young so he had no family of his own to visit, so he had decided to not celebrate Christmas at all that year.
He'd thought about getting some Christmas dinner foods in. Walmart had an entire range of instant Christmas meal items from Kraft Deluxe White Cheddar Easy Microwavable Macaroni and Cheese Cups to Stouffer's Roast Tender White Turkey Frozen Meals.
He realized that if he'd bought any of them, he'd have looked like the world's biggest loser, so he decided to avoid anything that even reminded him of a Christmas meal.
And then, on Christmas morning, his phone rang. It was showing up as Katy's phone. He decided to take the call. "Happy Christmas, Daddy!" It was Cassandra using her mother's phone.
"Happy Christmas, Cassandra and to Emily and Katy" he replied, evenly.
"Who are you celebrating Christmas Day with, Dad?"
"Nobody. In fact, I'm not celebrating Christmas at all. After all, Christmas is a time for people with families. And as I don't actually have a family, I decided to not bother."
Katy interjected "Oh, you're feeling neglected, honey? I'll make it up to you when we get back. Plus Daddy told me the company will arrange a nice vacation for you, me and the girls sometime next year."
"That's a nice idea, Katy, it really is. But what would your man, Bill Baxter, think of that? After all, you and he are sharing a luxury cabin on the cruise, presumably as husband and wife?"
Katy gave out a gasp and said: "Who told you that? It's not what it seems. Really, it isn't."
"Don't worry, Katy. I have no idea what I did to make you and your daughters and your parents treat me like this, to hate me this way, but don't fret. By the time you get back from your Christmas vacation I'll be long out of the house, and please tell your father that he can move Bill into my old job as I'm quitting the company."
He clicked the phone off.
Panic ensued in the stateroom of the ship. "Oh, no, Daddy!" whined Katy. "I've worked so hard throughout all these years to keep Andy and Bill separate but equal husbands in my life! How can I fix this?"
Claire, her mother, had a sour expression on her face as she interjected. "I warned you! I warned you, Katy and you Marvin, that this idea of separate but equal husbands was a stupid, dangerous idea."
Marvin spoke in unctuous tones "But it's worked so well for the past fifteen years. If only Andy hadn't found out. I wonder who told him?"
Claire shook her head. "That's not important, right now. He sounded despondent on the phone. And why shouldn't he? As far as he is concerned his wife has left him for another man, her first love. I hope he doesn't do anything to hurt himself."
"Don't say that, mother! I don't wish any harm to befall him. I love him!"
"Well, I think at this moment Andy almost certainly doesn't feel any love from any of us," said Claire.
And she was right. Andy felt unloved, slighted, reviled and ridiculed. And all by the people who he had wrongly believed were his family who had, he had supposed, loved him as much as he had loved them.
Andy had always envied the Brits and other Commonwealth nations with their celebration of Boxing Day, or St Stephen's Day on December 26th. But now on the morning of December 26th he was glad that, in general, American offices considered December 26th to be just another ordinary working day. Though sometimes tinged with the regret of a hangover.
He made an early call to the law firm of Cascade, Northern and Whyort, although the only person he really wanted to speak with there was Mary Northern who he had known from his college days as he became fairly close to her brother Jake.
Because of who he was, his call was put through to Mary's personal number with a minimal delay. "Hi, Andy, happy holidays! What can I do for you this morning?"
"Happy holidays to you too, Mary. Unfortunately this is going to be a business call, sort of. I need the services of a divorce lawyer."
"Oh, no, Andy! What's she done to you?" That response interested Andy.
"It looks like she's left me for her first husband, Bill Baxter."
"Damn! Do you have proof?"
"Yeah, they're on a family cruise together, so not only is she cheating on me, but the whole fucking family are in on it." His voice nearly broke at that point.
"Oh, baby, that's dreadful! The whole family, including the girls? Shit. Look, I will deal with this personally for you. In fact I'll clear this afternoon for you, if that's okay? One PM?"
He agreed and at just before one PM he was escorted into her office.
"How do you want this to go, Andy? Reconciliation or divorce?"
"I'm leaning toward divorce, Mary."
"I can see why, to be honest. But what if this was a new thing, them being together on the cruise?"
"Yeah, that's a good question. However, her playing house for a month with her ex-husband on a four-week family Christmas cruise with her parents and my step-daughters with her, with them all knowing she was putting the fucking horns on me? I think that's bad enough, but if it's a culmination of months or even, God forbid, years of cheating... well, there's no way back from that, is there?"
"I wouldn't think so, Andy. No way. Sometimes I suggest counseling but this cruise thing is so out there that I doubt it's recoverable from. Unless she has a damn good excuse, that is?"
Mary gave Andy a small bottle of water, took one for herself and began taking notes using an expensive looking reMarkable electronic pad.
"Tell me everything that's happened recently, please, Andy?"
He told Mary about the meeting in which Marvin Monk had told him he was no longer invited on the family cruise but would have to stay at home and work at the office. But that there had been no valid reason for him to have remained in the office.
He then told her how Katy had told him that she would speak with her mother to get Marvin to change his mind. But that he now believed this to be a lie to shut him up.
He faltered as he told her about how Julia Weston had come to him and informed Andy that he had never, in reality, been a guest on the cruise that his place had already been taken by Bill Baxter, his wife's former husband and the father to the twins.
"That's the part of this that hurts so bad. The girls knew, must have known the truth, yet they went along with the lie that they'd try to get Marvin to change his mind."
"Yes," Mary nodded. "That must have hurt."
He gave a shrug "Yeah. It did. Until now I'd always viewed the girls as my own daughters, but now I realize they are only my stepdaughters. Well, not even that, really. I was always a little hurt by the face that Katy never allowed me to adopt her daughters, always fobbing me off with excuses. Now I know why. Clearly she never considered me as her real husband or as being a suitable father for her damned brats."
"Don't do this to yourself, Andy. I know you've been treated badly but don't let this twist you up inside. I have a list of therapists if you need one."
"Thanks, I'll keep that in mind."
"Andy, you really should hire a private investigator. We always recommend a company we use, called Jenner Investigations. Doug Jenner, the principal, is a former Detective Inspector with the city police force. He's not cheap, but he's very good."
He nodded and agreed to her suggestion. She texted his contact details to Andy. Much less dramatic than slipping people business cards but so modern, thought.
At the end of their meeting Mary stood up, hugged Andy and said: "I'll get the paperwork drawn up ready to have her served. In our state we have fault or no fault divorces. Do you want fault or no fault?"
He nodded. Fault, I believe."
"Also, what do you want to do about your employer?"
"What do you mean? What can I do?"
"Sue them for constructive termination. If your employer made you miss a family vacation by making you work through it whilst your wife, his daughter, was with another man, then the professional relationship between you and he really can't be sustained and you can sue for constructive termination. Would you like me to do that?"
"Yes, please. I hadn't thought of that, thanks for telling me."
He went home and packed several suitcases, a gym bag, gathered up his electronics, and booked a hotel apartment at a Marriott in the city center. He Ubered over there and within 60 minutes he was settled in. It was funny, he thought he might cry, but it was as if he was numbed to everything.
He took another Uber to the offices of GWS and once in his office he asked Julia to meet with him. He told her what had happened and advised her that he was quitting with immediate effect. They hugged and Julia kissed his cheek. "You're doing the right thing, Andy. If my husband had done anything even half as bad as what your so-called family are doing to you, I'd have gladly shot him and done time for it! Though Davis was a good man, I doubt he'd even have thought of being an asshole like Katy."
He emailed his resignation to HR and arranged for his last salary and other monies owed to be paid to him. He dropped off his office keys and his ID badge with the staff in HR.
As part of his remuneration package Andy had always been very well looked after. Of course, with his new knowledge Andy wondered if the size of the package was as a result of feelings of guilt on the part of his erstwhile family.
He phoned his broker and immediately liquidated the entire portfolio of shares in his employer. $10 million was not to be sneezed at.
He had opened a new bank account at the Mercantile and Savers Bank and they seemed quite thrilled when he deposited $10 million in his bank account. Of course, they'd have to notify the authorities due to the size of the deposit but he'd expected that and wasn't overly worried about it.
He then returned to his hotel suite and made a phone call to Doug Jenner who had an opening at 9.30am the next morning.
He ate a light meal from room service, drank a bottle of IPA, watched some documentary on BBC America and fell asleep at 10pm. For some reason Andy had never been able to stay up late whilst traveling by himself and staying in hotels.



The next morning he was talking with Doug Jenner in his office which, although functional, wasn't that much to look at, being somewhat basic.
There was a display cabinet with a variety of normal looking devices, smartphones, smoke detectors, chargers, electric power sockets and the like.
After shaking hands they sat down at a round table. "All those devices look normal and inconspicuous," said Doug, "but in reality they are bugging and listening devices. However, I don't think they'll be of any use in your case, but you never know.
"At least at first my company will use your wife's social media presence to find out what she is up to. The amazing thing is, most people who are either sexually cheating on their spouse or who are stealing from their employer or a business partner are too dumb to realize that they are oversharing with the whole, wide world.
"I spoke with Mary this morning and she thinks very highly of you, so I'll be glad to work with you to help you learn what you need to learn. But don't make the mistake of using what I tell you to get revenge on them. I've seen it before, it never, ever goes well for the victim of the cheating if they are tempted to go down the revenge route."
Before they continued he asked a male employee to bring coffees in for them, and had Andy sign a contract.
Over the coffees Doug said: "All I need from you is a photograph of your wife, plus your daughters and their grandparents and details of her social media presence. Plus your social media presence and then I'll have my team make a start on the investigation."
"How long do you think it will take?" asked Andy.
"Oh, not too long, I shouldn't think. Let's give it 48 hours?"
They said their goodbyes and Andy paid his deposit to an efficient and sympathetic girl on the reception desk.
The next two days felt odd for Andy. He was missing his old way of life, he was missing his family, he was missing his job. But he realized that his old way of life had all been based on lies and that none of it had been real.
However, in general he felt pretty good about himself. He hadn't done anything stupid like taking up smoking or drinking himself into oblivion every evening. He had even dipped into the Gideon's Bible that was in the apartment, though he only gave the companion Book of Mormon a cursory glance. After all, the Marriott's were a Mormon family, he realized and he guessed they liked to include the sacred texts of their faith along with the Gideon's Bible.
He was surprised that even before the end of the 48 hour period that Doug Jenner had given him he received a call from one of Doug's staff members. "Mr Masters, Mr Jenner has found out some information about your wife's cheating. Can you visit our offices so he can make a report?"
Later that afternoon Doug made the report to Andy. "Andy, I have to say that your fears and suspicions were correct. Your wife has been involved in a long term affair with William Baxter dating back over the past 15 years."
Andy gulped and let out a sigh. "That news is leaving me feeling confused. On the one hand, I'm devastated, of course, but I also feel relieved?"
Doug nodded. "Yeah, I can understand that. You feel betrayed but you now also have the information and knowledge to move forward with your life."
"How did you find out?"
Doug gave a shrug. "It was remarkably easy. Your wife had a Facebook page when she was Mrs Baxter, but when she married you she put that page to sleep and opened a page under the name Katy Masters.
"However, several years into her marriage to you she reactivated her Mrs Baxter page and it's obvious that from that point forward, she had two separate lives, one as Mrs Masters and one as Mrs Baxter.
"My team were able to use the latest AI technology to run deep searches on her social media presence and yours including Google Calendar, your employer's websites, your in-laws' social media presence, etc and we were able to match what had been happening.
"Do you remember a time when your employer started sending you out on extended business trips, plus some overseas trips?"
Andy gave a start. "Yes, I do, now you mention it. It must have been 14 or 15 years ago?" His face clouded with anger. "Were those business trips faked, to give that slut time with Baxter?"
Doug nodded, with sympathy. "Yes, it looks like that might have been the case. At least with some of the trips."
"And not long after, I started getting major performance bonuses, plus massive share allocations. I'll bet that was to rub it in, huh?"
Doug shook his head. "From what we gathered it was Monk's way to salve his conscience, at the insistence of his wife who wasn't keen on what they were doing to you."
"How did the affair start?" asked Doug.
"Apparently Baxter returned from whatever shithole he'd been working in, taking photographs and doing paintings and he apologized to Katy, and Katy decided that she would have two lives, married to two men, you and Baxter. And her father played a key part in keeping you busy and out of the picture so Katy could spend time with Baxter."
"Did the twins know about this?"
"Yes, they did. However they were, in effect, trained and bribed to make sure they never told you or that you never found out on accident."
"But what I can't understand is why the bullshit about the family vacation? What was that all about?"
"That's actually easy to answer. It appears that the wanderlust has struck Billy Baxter, again. He has been commissioned to work in Antarctica for the next four years as an official photographer and artist. Katy didn't like the idea of being separated from her lover for such a long period of time, then she had the amazing idea of having him take your place on the month-long vacation to sort of tide her over, I guess you could say?"
Andy made a sound of disgust. "What the hell? Who does such a thing?"
"Apparently she decided she loved you and Baxter, so worked out a scheme in order to keep the both of you."
"Will I be able to use the information you found in my divorce case?"
"Yes," said Doug. "It's all publicly available so it's not as if we bugged your wife and her paramour, or anything."
"But I wouldn't have had the first clue about how to ferret that information out. Without you. I'd have been totally screwed."
"Which is why I feel a passion about my work," replied Doug. "I've sent a copy of the report to Mary Northern and because it was such an easy case, I don't have to submit another bill to you, so there is that!"
They shook hands and parted.
Katy arrived home to an empty house. All her plans to keep her two husbands as separate but equal in her life had turned to shit. She felt a mixture of emotions, sorrow for Andy, irritation that Bill, her first love, had already flown to New Zealand to start his four year assignment, leaving her to comfort her daughters for the loss of the two father figures in their lives. She was also pissed at her mother's attitude to the whole situation.
Yes, she got that Claire had never really been fully on board with the separate but equal husbands idea, but she was now becoming insufferable with her remarks. Whenever Katy said anything about feeling bad, Claire would say "Really? Then imagine how bad Andy feels, now?" And "none of this is his fault, is it?"
Katy sent Andy a long text message that basically pleaded for him to give her another chance. She claimed that having Bill Baxter in her life as a second husband hadn't really done any harm to Andy and that she hoped that Andy would agree to marriage counseling to help them get back together.
Andy had taken the advice of Mary Northern and booked individual counseling sessions with one of the psychologists on her list of contacts.
He shared the text message with his counselor Pete Watters who whistled and said: "Damn! Not that she's a narcissist, or anything!"
"Andy said: "Do you really think she's a narcissist?"
Pete shrugged before responding. "Oh, I was partially joking when I called her a narcissist. It's not possible to diagnose someone from such a short piece of writing, but in all honesty I do see some narcissistic traits there.
"Thinking she could run two husbands for the best part of the entire marriage and then express shock and surprise and even some hurt when her legal husband decides to nope out of the marriage, that's not a normal reaction from her. A bit screwy, to be honest.
"Eventually, she'd have been found out. Please, tell me how that actually happened?"
Andy told him how he had learned of the betrayal and how long it had gone on for.
He had bi-weekly sessions with Pete for a month, dropping them to weekly for the foreseeable future.
In the meanwhile Mary had filed divorce papers on Katy and also launched a legal action for constructive termination against Marvin Monk and his corporation, GWS. (Which eventually earned Andy $5 million in compensation.)
Andy moved from the hotel apartment to a condo a couple of streets away. He decided to set himself up as a business consultancy service and went online and ordered office furniture and a new desktop computer from Quill.com.
He hadn't really given much thought to actually getting much work in. But to his surprise he quickly found several clients. Or they found him via word of mouth and Linkedin.
He received a threat of a cease and desist letter from the legal department at GWS. He dealt with this by demanding they not contact him but his attorney Mary Northern at Cascade, Northern and Whyort. To his amusement he never heard from them again and neither did Mary in regards to the cease and desist letter. "They just slunk away" said Mary, grinning.
In early January the divorce papers were served on Katy and, to Andy's surprise, Katy and the girls never attempted to get in touch with him. But Mary pointed out that was probably on the advice of her lawyers.
In March the case was before Judge Jennifer Harris, a rather thin, middle aged female Judge who looked somewhat like Judge Judy. Something she played up to sometimes, to be honest. She liked to look at people in her court over her stylish half framed spectacles.
She was speaking to her clerk. She shook her head. "This case is a real damned mess."
"Worse than the normal cases we see?"
"Oh, God, yes. Much worse. The wife was cheating on her husband for 15 years with her ex-husband and the stepdaughters and the grandparents all knew about her cheating."
The clerk let out a low whistle. "Damn! Is the wife defending it?"
"Yes. Which should be fun. Or not."
The depositions that Andy had filed were impressive and depressing. He wrote that he had always wanted to be a father and thought he had attained fatherhood with Cassandra and Emily, but had learned that he never had, in reality. That he now knew the reason why his soon-to-be ex-wife and her twins had never allowed him to adopt them. Now he was at an age that he would probably be unable to father children of his own. Another thing his cheating wife had stolen from him.
At ten AM on Wednesday morning the case was opened.
"Your honor, my name is Mary Northern Esq, I am representing my client Mr Andrew Masters in his divorce case against his wife, Katy Masters. The grounds we are citing is the long and egregious affair that Katy Masters had with her ex-husband, William Baxter. We have evidence that Mrs Masters cheated on her husband for 15 years. I would like to call my first witness, Douglas Jenner."
Doug was sworn in. "My name is Doug Jenner, I am the principal of Jenner Investigations. I was employed by Mr Andrew Masters to investigate his wife's possible infidelity."
"What did you find out, Mr Jenner?"
"I discovered that Mrs Masters had been having an affair for the past 15 years, cheating on her husband with her first husband. My detectives learned that Mr Masters' employer and father-in-law, Marvin Monk, had assisted his daughter in having sexual assignations with her ex-husband by arranging fake business trips to give her a clear coast.
"The evidence that we amassed is now part of the deposition for the divorce."
"Thank you, Mr Jenner."
Paul Foster esq, the lawyer for Katy stood up. He looked greasy and Andy noticed a look of distaste on the face of the Judge. He suppressed a smile and thought "That can't be good for Katy!"
"Your honor" he said, in an imperious tone "I am demanding that this so-called evidence be rejected by this court as it is all private information, obviously illegally obtained by this... snooper."
Judge Harris fixed him with a piercing stare. "You have evidence, proof of your allegation, Mr Foster?"
"Not as such, but how else could he have obtained this alleged evidence?"
"Objection, your honor" interjected Mary. "Either Mr Foster believes the evidence is false, which he has implied, or he believes it is all true, but was obtained illegally. Both of his thoughts on this matter cannot be true at the same time, surely?"
"I agree, Ms Northern. Mr Jenner, how did you obtain this information?"
"Your honor, my staff and I used only publicly available sources. Facebook accounts, Twitter, Linkedin and other social media accounts and platforms, plus the publicly facing portions of the website of Mr Masters' employer, GWS. Also, we found a publicly available blog by William "Billy" Baxter which contained information about the ongoing relationship with not only Mrs Masters but also her twin daughters and his former in-laws. We also examined publicly available online calendars, too."
The judge said: "Why didn't you use any bugging devices on them, Mr Jenner?"
He shrugged before speaking. "Well, apart from the legality of that idea, I feel it wouldn't have been necessary. The reason being was that like many people who are sexual cheaters or who are committing business fraud, they aren't the sharpest knives in the knife box and seem almost compelled to overshare their wrongful, illicit and illegal acts."
Foster said in a waspish tone: "If that's true, why wasn't her husband aware of that?"
"He just wasn't looking, he didn't expect to have to look, really. I have seen it before in similar situations"
Foster was an idiot, realized Andy. By acting how he had, trying to challenge the evidence amassed by Doug Jenner and his team, he had inadvertently admitted that, yes, Katy was a cheating bitch. And then insulted Andy for not being aware she was a cheating bitch. What an idiot Foster was!
Judge Harris allowed Doug to sit back down. She then turned to Foster. "Mr Foster, do you have any rebuttal evidence to disprove the evidence that has been presented by Mr Masters' team?"
Foster seemed stumped by the question. "Not as such, your honor. All I can say on behalf of Mrs Masters is that she loves her husband and wants him to withdraw his divorce action."
"Well, why not have Mrs Masters speak for herself?"
Katy took the stand and it was pitiful. She really loved Andy, she was sorry about the family cruise, that was largely a misunderstanding (Andy had snorted at that) and the only bad thing she had ever done was to love two men, Billy and Andy and want to keep them in her life, two husbands separate, but equal.
Foster had encouraged Katy to speak. Privately he thought that she was an idiot, but he was being paid a considerable sum to represent the silly bitch, so would do so to the best of his ability.
Eventually Mary stood up and eyed Katy. "Well, Mrs Masters, the idea of having two husbands in your life must have been very good for you. A real ego boost. But not so good for your lawful husband. You, your daughters and your parents turned Andy into a family cuckold, didn't you?"
"I don't like the word cuckold," replied Katy, a slight whine in her voice. "Besides which, taken in that context, Billy was a cuckold, too!"
Mary shook her head. "No. A cuckold is a man whose wife cheats on him. Bill knew about Andy, didn't he?"
Katy nodded. "Yes, he did. What difference does that make?"
"Andy was your cuckold. But because Bill knew, he wasn't a cuckold, he is your wittol. A wittol is a man who knows and condones his wife's infidelity.
"And Bill and Andy were never separate and equal in your life, were they?"
"They were! They still would be, if Andy would drop this divorce action."
"The reason why there was no equity and fairness in your relationships with Andy and Billy is because Billy knew all about Andy. But Andy knew nothing at all about Billy's role in your life, did he?"
"No, but that was because I knew Andy would never agree to Bill being in my life. He wouldn't have understood!" She began dabbing at her eyes with a tissue that she was clutching in her hand.
Mary sucked air in before speaking again. "So, you knew he'd ask for a divorce if he had been aware of your affair? That's almost as if you felt he should have demanded a divorce, given the circumstances?"
"But I love him! The girls love him!"
She broke down and the Judge took the opportunity to break for lunch.
After lunch Foster questioned Katy. "What's your ideal outcome, Mrs Masters?"
"For Andy to forgive me, to get over the hurt I inadvertently caused him and to enter into counseling as a couple and individual counseling. Maybe family therapy, too?"
"Your honor," said Foster, now addressing the judge, "it's our counter proposal that Mr Masters drops the divorce action and goes into therapy to help him adjust to the reality of his marriage, with his wife loving both himself and Mr Baxter."
"Is that what you want Mrs Masters?" queried the judge. She sounded highly dubious.
"Yes, your honor! I'd like for Andy to get therapy, maybe hypnotherapy, to help him come to terms with being my husband whilst Billy is my other husband. Ordered by the court."
The judge's voice sounded incredulous. "So, what you are telling me is that you want my court to force your husband to have hypnotherapy to turn him into your willing, compliant cuckold?"
Foster saw the direction the judge was taking and interjected "I wouldn't put it quite in those terms, your honor."
She favored him with a somewhat bleak smile. "Well, that's wonderful for you, Mr Foster. But it's my court, my terms. If you two geniuses think that I am going to force Mr Masters into having behavioral modification therapy to turn him into a compliant cuckold, you need to re-think that appalling notion. I'll not countenance that. And I doubt that any board certified or licensed therapist would acquiesce to such a vile proposal in the first place."
She shook her head. "I'm going to deny the motion."
Katy said: "But your honor, the therapy would really help Andy come to terms with his role in my life. As Billy will be away for four years I thought that would be more than enough time for Andy to learn that everything will be OK. To come to terms with the situation."
"No!" said the judge, firmly. "That's not going to fly. I'm coming closer to being able to make my judgment. Mrs Northern, I see that there is a prenuptial agreement in place, in which the house, which is owned by the company, remains with Mrs Masters and that Mrs Masters, due to an infidelity clause, keeps only 15% of the marital assets."
"That's correct, your honor."
Foster intervened. "But your honor, I would point out that the infidelity clause only relates to Mr Masters, not Mrs Masters? Therefore, without counseling and if the divorce proceeds as it looks like it is, the infidelity clause of the prenuptial agreement is void. And we demand 80% of the assets, including the $10 million that Mr Masters made when he sold his shares in the company."
The judge had stopped being merely irritated and was now becoming angry. "That's BS, Mr Foster! The infidelity clause covers both the husband and wife. I have rarely heard such self-serving nonsense in my court! Mrs Masters indulged in long-term cheating on her husband, basically poisoned the minds of his stepdaughters against him, whilst she was getting the best of both worlds, whilst her husband got the shaft. I've heard enough of this narcissistic nonsense from Mrs Masters. My ruling is that the divorce is granted and that the prenuptial agreement is still fully in force. And she gets none of the proceeds of the sale of the shares. Absolutely none!"



The gavel smacked resoundingly and that was it. They were divorced.
Later that afternoon Mary and Andy were enjoying a burger at a coffee house cum-restaurant near the court buildings.
"What next, Andy? Mary asked.
"I'm finding I'm enjoying consultancy work, so I'll build that up. I think I might look at moving to Florida."
"If you don't mind my asking, what are you going to do about the girls? Are you going to look for a relationship with them, going forward?"
He shrugged. "I don't see how I can. They knew their mother was cheating on me and they didn't care. In fact, they encouraged her and they lied to me. So, I really can't see any point in bothering, really."
"I see where you are coming from, Andy."
They continued to chat about general issues until they left the restaurant and went their separate ways.
Several days later Katy asked to meet with Andy and he acquiesced, but demanded that they meet at the offices of his lawyer.
They sat in a medium sized conference room facing each other over a polished wood table. "Well, Katy. You wanted the meeting. What do you want to say?"
"I'm so sorry, Andy. I guess I got greedy and stupid. I really thought that I could keep you and Billy as separate but equal husbands. Obviously that didn't work for you and I'm sorry."
He nodded, but didn't speak.
She continued: "I also would like to know what we are going to do about your relationship with the twins? They are missing you, you know?"
He looked baffled: "Why would they miss me? Haven't they already got their real father in their lives?"
"I understand that you are angry with me, my parents and the girls but the girls are young and two dads was all they knew, OK? So please don't blame them."
"They lied. They knew that Billy would be taking my place on that December cruise, yet they joined you in bullshitting me at the dinner table that evening, pretending to be upset that their grandfather was excluding me from the cruise?"
Katy looked upset. "Yeah, I know, I know. I see your point. It's just that we didn't want you to be hurt by being excluded from the cruise and replaced with Billy. But I guess you were hurt, even so."
"More than you will ever understand, Katy. You, all of you, destroyed me."
"Will you see the girls?" she asked.
"What's wrong with Billy, their real father? Where's he?"
"He's already left for Antarctica to take photographs and do paintings, He'll be away from home for four years. It's a big deal for him. Quite a prestigious gig."
"So, you got rid of me, your cuckolded husband, and the man you replaced me with has left you for at least four years. Sucks to be you and your daughters, Katy. So, in answer to your question, I won't be seeing your daughters. It's too soon for me, Katy. Maybe one day I'll reach out to Cassandra and Emily, but don't hold your breath."
At that point their meeting ended.
Later that day, as Andy puttered around sorting out the books in what he laughingly referred to as his library corner he was mildly shocked to receive a phone call from Claire, his former mother-in-law.
"Hello, Claire. What can I do for you?"
"Hi, Andy. Please, accept my apology about what was done to you."
"OK, I accept your apology" he waited for her to continue speaking.
"I warned Katy and Marvin that the idea of having you and Baxter as separate but equal husbands would not work, because it was utterly wrong and stupid. And so totally unfair on you. Nothing you did deserved that treatment. And I told the girls not to listen to the BS that Katy and Marvin was feeding them, but they were too young and sort of thrilled by the secrecy and having two fathers. Katy told me you don't plan on seeing the girls? As their grandmother that makes me sad, but as your mother-in-law, I feel sad for you and totally understand where you are coming from."
"Thanks, Claire. What you are saying is helpful. I'm glad you said that. What's next for you?"
"Well, I'm separating from Marvin."
"What? Why?"
"Because I really don't want to continue living with someone who could pull a stunt like the vacation trip nonsense. I know he did it because he loves Katy and she has him wrapped around his little finger, but even so, allowing that creepy shit Bill Baxter to take your place on the family cruise was totally shitty of him and I realized that I really don't want to be living with Marvin, at least in the short term. After that? I really don't know."
"If you thought the separate but equal husbands idea was wrong, why didn't you do anything about it?"
"Because I saw how happy you were and I hoped that Katy would stop being such an idiot. But she never did. I suppose I tried to calm my conscience by making sure that you were compensated for the shitty stuff Katy and Marvin, the girls and me, too, I guess, were putting on you. For example, I made Marvin give you those shares, you know," she laughed.
Andy chuckled at that. "Thanks for that Claire, at least. It was good to know that there was one member of the family who had my back, at least to an extent."
"What are you going to do, now?"
"I'm doing business consultancy work, which is fun."
"Will you stay in the city?"
"I'm thinking of moving. I really have nothing to stay here for."
"I'll miss you, Andy."
"Yeah, likewise, Claire. I'll miss you."
They ended the call.
He had actually been sorting the books out in preparation for his move to Florida. He'd been in touch with Julia who had promised to help him meet with real estate agents in Florida. She'd also sent him a photograph of her younger sister. Who was, she'd told him, recently single.
She was, realized Andy, also, on a scale of one to ten, easily a 15.
"Maybe this divorced life isn't going to be as rough as I thought? He said to his reflection, grinning.
He visited Florida, met with Julia and a real estate agent her daughter knew and he bought a good sized house a couple of miles from Julia.
He also went for lunch with Julia and her sister. And made arrangements with Sonya, the sister, to start dating when he moved to Florida. They'd both been hurt by cheating spouses, so both planned on taking things easy.
What intrigued Andy was that she had already raised the possibility of having children with him.
And within several years of a happy, normal marriage, they had two children and life in general and married life in particular, was exceedingly good.
As for his former marriage, his former family? As he said to Sonya and Julia over dinner one evening after they'd put the children to bed: "You can't drive along the highway of life looking over your shoulder, or you'll crash. My former family are in the distant past, you and our kids, Sonya, are my present and my future."
He was pleased, for her sake, that Claire had divorced Marvin. Apparently he had taken more than a shine to Julia's replacement and had been caught in a compromising situation by Katy and the twins. Andy laughed when she had revealed by a Facebook message that they didn't have a prenup, so his divorce was very costly for him. He grinned when Claire revealed that she had found a young tennis pro to help her improve her service. Or something. "Serves Marvin right," thought Andy, the irony of that remark not being lost on him.
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This is a short story, 2332 words the Literotica counter tells me. I'd like to thank my beta readers for their help and Randi for her editorial work. And, yes, the cur mentioned in this story had a real life counterpart with a similar habit as described. It's a light-hearted story.
I was at work in my office and my left eye started to twitch, my vision in that eye began to be distorted somewhat and tears ran from it and the left side my face began to feel numb and heavy and my secretary Julie said, "Carl! You've asked me in the past to tell you, in case you didn't notice, but I think you're coming down with a migraine."
I thanked her for her observational skills, and said, "Shit! I think you are right, Julie. From how I feel, I reckon I have just under an hour before my vision starts to become compromised, so before I do start to go blind, I'd better drive myself home. Please cancel and reschedule any appointments I have for this afternoon."
She looked at me, shrugged and said: "Your car's safe in our secured parking, so I think that it would be better for you to forget about driving home and just wait for the Uber I'm calling to get you home safely."
I thanked her for her thoughtfulness and waited for the Uber. The weird thing about migraine attacks is that no matter how many times you have them, they usually creep up on you and they can majorly fuck up your thought processes. Normally, I'd never have thought about driving with one eye on the fritz, but as I say, migraines can fuck up your thought processes in a big way.
Also, with migraine attacks sufferers say the first time you get a migraine you're frightened you are going to die. But with every subsequent attack you're frightened that you aren't going to die. Never had a migraine? Then you are truly fortunate.
Once home, I staggered from the Uber toward my home and the Sikh driver had given me his sympathy. His kid sister suffered from migraines and his only caveat on the journey was to say: "If you wanna spew, tell me. I'll stop the car for you."
Fortunately for both of us, I wasn't sick on the journey home.
When I arrived at the house I shared with my wife of 15 years, Felicity, I was surprised to see a strange cur in the driveway. He wasn't a stranger to me, but he was something of a strange dog. He was a thoroughbred Irish Water Spaniel who bore the splendidly Irish name of Patrick O'Shaughnessy. (Just take a few moments to Google Irish Water Spaniel. I'll wait.)
He was owned by our friends and neighbors Roger and Sue Ryan who lived three doors down from us. We'd got to know them when they moved in a couple of years previously.
Patrick had a strange habit. If he could sneak out after them, he would follow Roger, Sue or their two boys to whatever local destination they had walked to. The convenience store, the local branch library, anywhere. All he would do was wait patiently at the door they had entered through until they exited it again.
"Oh!" I thought to myself, "Sue's visiting with Felicity." Then I glanced down the street and noticed that although Roger's car was on their driveway, Sue's car wasn't there. She would be at work. So, why would Patrick be sitting outside our front door on our driveway, waiting patiently?
I approached the house and Patrick acknowledged my presence with a brief wag of his tail as I peeped through the downstairs window. They were not in the living room. I swiftly made my way through the side gate, entering the yard behind the house and they weren't in the kitchen, either.
"Son of a bitch!" I said to myself. Because that only left the upstairs of our three-bedroom house. Why was I suspicious? I honestly didn't know why.
I carefully opened the front door, which made Pattrick beat his tail a little faster, but he still waited patiently.
I took my phone out and walked as quietly as possible up the stairs to the landing. I walked onto the corridor and realized that our bedroom was occupied.
My wife, former wife or slut, as I was now learning to think of her, had insisted on having a tall mirror placed on the wall facing our bedroom door on the top landing so I was able to take some photographs of the two fuckers, (fuckees?) in our marital bed, as they'd partially left the door open.
I also managed to record a blurry video. Yeah, blurry. I was heartbroken, enraged and I was in the middle of starting a migraine attack. So sue me. Actually, my migraine seemed to be in abeyance for the moment for some reason. Is rage and a broken heart a cure for a migraine attack? If so, it's not one I would recommend.
They were chatting post coitally. It was bland, it was depressing, it was disrespectful in its sheer banality.
I learned that whilst Felicity loved me and that Roger loved Sue, they both thought of us as being boring and normal, and that whilst they loved us, their stupid, clueless spouses, and whilst they didn't love each other, they were fond of each other and that they enjoyed their "sexy times" together. That ridiculously pathetic line about "sexy times" came from Felicity.
The more they talked together in ordinary, conversational tones, the more venal and shitty they sounded. I gathered that the affair had been continuing for several months and that they had little respect for us as their spouses.
I couldn't understand why Roger was willing to take the risk. He and Sue had two children. Felicity and I hadn't got around to starting a family yet. I suddenly felt cold. What if the two shits were trying to get Felicity pregnant, dumping Roger's bastard brat on me?
I'd recorded their adulterous, treacherous words and crept back down the stairs. Once I was outside, I found Sue's phone number and called her.
"Sue, hi, it's me, Carl Matthews" she chuckled and said: "I can see that, Carl. Caller ID's a wonderful invention! Anyway, what can I do for you?"
"Your dog is sitting outside our front door, waiting."
All of a sudden her tone of voice altered a little. "Roger's working from home today, so why is Pattrick out and why is he waiting at your door?"
I reached down and absentmindedly ruffled Patrick's head. "It's because he is waiting for Roger to finish fucking Felicity in our bed and to return home."
The reaction from Sue wasn't quite what I'd expected, to be perfectly honest. "That no good son of a bitch! I warned him when I made him sign the postnup agreement that if he cheated on me for a third time that I'd crucify him! Looks like us moving here a couple of years ago at his damned insistence to 'make a fresh star, my love' was just so much horseshit!"
She paused before continuing in a slightly calmer tone of voice "I'm just so sorry that he has suckered Felicity into joining him in his shitty reindeer games. Look, I'll leave work now, I should be back home within ten minutes. Don't do anything 'til I get there, okay? And once again, I'm so very sorry."
She must have broken the driving laws, and perhaps even the laws of physics, because she made the journey back from her office to our homes within six minutes.
When she arrived, she looked determined and kind of manic. I knew Roger would be in for some serious shit. Too fucking bad.
She patted Patrick O'Shaughnessy on his head, looked at me, mouthed "watch this" at me and pushed our front door fully open. She said to Patrick in a very loud, command tone: "Seek him out!"
Patrick gave a 'woof' of joy and bounded away and up the stairs like a canine shite-seeking missile.
There was a period of silence, which was, I realized, when Pattrick was launching himself through the air onto the bed.
There then followed joyful barks from Pattrick and less-than-joyful yells, screams and shrieks from the erstwhile fuckers/fuckees.
They both came down the stairs, naked, followed by a momentarily chastened Pattrick, whose doggy senses knew that something wasn't quite right. Smart dogs, spaniels.
When Roger and Felicity saw us on the path in front of the house, they knew the fucking they'd just had wouldn't compare to the fucking they were going to get, legally speaking.
"You bastard," shouted Sue. "You fucked two of my so-called best friends back home. Against my better judgment I let you sweet talk me into letting you sign a postnup agreement and moving hundreds of miles from home, uprooting our two children. I should have realized a leopard never changes its spots. I'm only sorry that you dragged Carl's slut wife into our shitshow of a damned marriage."
Felicity shook her head and muttered, "I'm no slut." to which "Honey, you are standing naked on your front step with the spunk of a man other than your husband oozing out your snatch, so if the cap fits, wear it, Sue sai in tones of faked sympathy.
"Shit! That reminds me. Since these idiots weren't using protection, we'd better not be catching any STIs from you two! Carl, we need testing. Still, at least since Roger had a vasectomy there's no chance of the slut falling pregnant by him."
I thought I saw a look of regret or something pass over Felicity's face. Had she been planning to try to have Roger's bastard brat foisted on me to raise? The bitch! The absolute, fucking bitch!
Pattrick was taken home and secured in his kennel, the two slimes had dressed, after tending to the accidental scratches inflicted on them by Pattrick's claws. They'd both disappeared. Together? Who gave a fuck? I no longer cared. Seriously. I was done with Felicity and her damn shit.
Sue and I sat in the kitchen of the house I used to share with Felicity, my slut wife, or my soon to be former wife, drinking coffee.
"What are you going to do about Felicity, Carl?"
I shrugged. "At one point I'd have forgiven her, gone into counseling and tried to make a go of it. After all, I love or did love the silly bitch and we've been together as a couple for just over 15 years. But after hearing what you said about you forgiving Roger and him throwing it back in your face and cheating again makes me wonder about the sense of trying for reconciliation? Hope you don't mind me saying that?"
She smiled briefly, and said "Not at all. He had two affairs with supposedly good friends of mine. One of the bitches was my actual bridesmaid, for fuck's sake. We undertook marital counseling, and although I forgave him, I had him sign a totally vicious and watertight post nuptial agreement. Even that wasn't enough to stop him, nor the fact that we have two kids who this is going to devastate. I can't do it again! I just can't!"
Suddenly, she burst into tears and I comforted her and gave her a handful of paper tissues.
"Felicity and I have been together for 15 years, as I said. What about you and Roger?"
"15 for us, too, including our courtship. But if we do divorce the assholes, that's all going to waste?"
I nodded. "Yes, but that's the old sunk cost fallacy, isn't it? The best explanation of the sunk cost fallacy I've ever read is by Scott Adams. It goes like this: 'We've spent millions of dollars developing a water-powered pogo stick. We can't stop investing now or it will all be wasted.'"
Sue laughed and nodded. "Yeah, so let's just move on, huh?"
"Yeah. But it's not going to be that easy, is it?" she said.
"Most things that are worthwhile aren't easy," I replied, shrugging.
Things moved on fairly rapidly. Sue and I had our STI tests, but we were thankfully clear. The two lovers moved into a tiny one-bedroom apartment. Why? Misery loves company, maybe?
Sue and I both filed for divorce against our spouses, and although Roger attempted to have it overturned, the postnup stuck and he fell on his own shaft, so to speak. Sue kept the house, the kids, Patrick O'Shaughnessy and most of their money and assets.
My divorce was a straight 50/50 split, and as we had no prenup, we sold the house and divided our assets. Felicity's lawyer suggested marital counseling, but when my lawyer pointed out that Felicity was actually still living with Roger, her affair partner, the judge literally, not figuratively, laughed in her lawyer's face and told him to "get real, man!"
After the divorces were done and dusted, I moved in with Sue, her children and Patrick O'Shaughnessy. I was, in effect, a lodger/friend with benefits. I got on well with the kids and with Patrick O'Shaughnessy, too.
Would Sue and I marry? Perhaps, but there was no hurry. As for Patrick O'Shaughnessy? His wandering and following days were over. I think he had learned his lesson.
What about the two lovers? Last I heard they'd moved to the other side of the country and Roger couldn't even be bothered to call his two boys, let alone have any of his allocated time with them. Still, that was his loss.
The boys were in counseling and doing reasonably well. The sad thing was they didn't miss their father as much as Sue and I had feared, and we realized that he'd been a shitty husband and only barely adequate as a father, in reality. Which, when I looked back on the situation, didn't surprise me.
When I thought about the idea that Felicity was living with a narcissistic asshole who would almost certainly cheat on her in her turn, I laughed. When my therapist asked me why I was laughing, she gently chided me, but had a small glimmer of a grin forming. I guess she thought it was funny too.
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Dave Baxter was telling a new team of carers at the retirement facility the story of his life. It was something he liked to do and in general the staff members at the New Acres Elderly Care Facility liked to hear his stories. Even though the one story he preferred to relate sounded crazy and unbelievable.
"I met my wife Kathy when we were both doing our Astrophysics Masters in college. This was back in the '70s and even though times were changing as far as emancipation and women's lib was concerned Kathy was the only female in our class.
"We were both interested in radio astronomy, got chatting about it and we started dating. We both obtained our Masters in Astrophysics, but even though I was no slouch with studying, Kathy was driven. Her thirst for knowledge was second to none. She was the first person to score perfect marks throughout her degree courses. Maybe that was part of the problem?
"Anyway, we got married and we set up home in a tiny apartment just off campus and we were both working part time in the Astrophysics Department when Kathy spotted an advert in the local weekly newspaper. She read it out to me over our morning coffee.
"Wanted: Two young astrophysicists with an interest in radio astronomy to help launch and operate a major new radio astronomy project. Good salaries to the right people. Please contact PO Box 9 at the newspaper offices."
"Wow! Sounds like our ideal jobs!" I said to her.
We sent our resumes off and a week later we received a letter asking us to attend an interview at a plush hotel in town. We were introduced to a tall, well built man in his 60s. He told us that his name was Norris Philson and that he had had his start in business selling simple electronic kits to fellow electronics enthusiasts. But he'd then made his fortune in selling the same kits to the US armed forces for use as training aids but at vastly higher prices.
Philson had come across a paper by a physicist called Karl Jansky titled "Electrical Disturbances Apparently of Extraterrestrial Origin" and over the years Philson had wondered if some of the signals from outer space might have come from intelligent sources.
He had passed his business interests on to his son and created a trust to set up a radio telescope to scan the skies for possible intelligent transmissions.
He talked with Kathy and myself at considerable length and invited us, the next week, to visit the facility that was being built on land in the Mojave Desert.
He asked us for our feedback and he was very interested when we pointed out that rather than using an expensive specialist company back on the East Coast to fabricate parts for the radio telescope, he could use a local fabrication company who could be onsite and who could do the job for a fraction of the cost.
He put a call into the local outfit, they did some test fabrications for him and they got the job to help build the radio telescope and Kathy and I helped to work out some kinks in the design and we got the job of managing it.
"The idea was simple. The radio telescope would scan the skies and if it received a signal that could potentially have had an extraterrestrial origin, a bell would ring and the data would be saved to a tape drive controlled by the computer we had installed, an IBM System 360 Model 91. That was the same type of computer that NASA used, so it really was top-of-the-range. Then the data in question would be sent to a telex machine that had been converted into a printer for the computer."
He paused, taking a sip of juice before continuing. "Over the next year we looked after the radio telescope, overseeing maintenance work on the antenna arrays, making sure the receivers were working properly (Mr Philson had overseen the design and construction of the receivers himself) and we would have guided tours of astronomers, we even had a team from the Jodrell Bank radio telescope in the UK come look at it. Plus we finished up our PhDs as external students with the college.
"Eventually late one evening a year after the radio telescope was put into operation, the warning bell rang and the telex machine printed out the data.
"Kathy and I were shocked, to say the least as this was the first time this had happened. Suddenly the lights flickered, dimmed and went out. The emergency generators kicked in to keep the telescope and the computer functioning and the battery powered emergency lights in the receiver room came on.
"We heard a strange, whirring noise from outside, so we grabbed a couple of hand lanterns and went outside to investigate.
"When we got outside we saw nothing, but my hackles went up and Kathy admitted that she was feeling the same sensation."
Nobody questioned him, they had long ago realized that the best way to hear his story was to just let him tell his story in his own way.
"When we walked outside, a man approached us. He spoke perfect English, but with a slightly odd accent. He said: 'My name, rather the name you can call me is Quester. I am on a very long journey of questing for knowledge, facts and information. Hence, Quester. I have been monitoring your facility, Dave and Kathy and I have to admit that I am most impressed with it. During daylight hours, might I be allowed to take a tour of it, please?'
"We realized that although he looked human that he was not of our world, that he was, actually, an extraterrestrial. However, we didn't feel frightened in any way. We invited him into the building which also contained our living accommodation. He accepted a glass of water and we began talking with him. He told us that he had begun his career in a similar discipline to ours in his home star system which was a million light-years away from our solar system.
"He had been traveling the universe examining various astronomical phenomena along the way, amassing a vast wealth of information, images and video images. I was keenly interested in what he had to say but Kathy? Kathy was utterly enthralled by his stories. Looking back on it with the benefit of fifty years of hindsight, perhaps that was a clue to what was to happen to us, to me?
"We asked him to stay in our guest bedroom and the next morning we invited him to dine with us. We wondered if he could eat our Earthly foods? He chuckled in response, saying: 'I've discovered with some rare exceptions that no matter where you go, food is pretty much food!'
"He drank orange juice and ate some toast with jelly and then we gave him a guided tour of the facility, the computer, the receivers and the antenna array that fed into the system.
"He took it all in, sometimes making notes on something that I can best describe as looking something like the tablets that we use these days.
"Kathy asked him questions and seemed even more spellbound by him. Over the next several days he stayed in our guestroom and he and Kathy were spending time alone together, talking quietly. This began to irritate me, if I'm being honest.
"On the third day of his stay he asked us if we would like a tour of the craft he used. Of course, we were both eager to see his craft and when it suddenly flickered into view on the yard next to the array we were both astonished. It looked like a sleeker version of the Star Trek shuttlecraft, Galileo.
"He told us 'It's bigger on the inside than it looks. Come on in!'
"It was just a little more roomy than the first apartment Kathy and I shared. It was amazing. Everything was sleek and the control area at the front of the ship had two seats in it, side by side. There were no windows in the craft, but there were flat viewing screens at the front and throughout the rest of the vessel.
"Later Kathy took Quester on a walk whilst I submitted a report to the Philson Foundation revealing that we had recorded a positive hit on a signal that was determined as likely being of extraterrestrial origin. Of course I never told them of the visit of Questor or the fact that we had an alien living with us!
"When they returned Quester excused himself saying that he needed to attend to some matters in his craft. Kathy appeared to be strained and almost fearful. She looked into my eyes and said: 'Dave, we need to talk. Quester has told me that there is room for two occupants in his craft. The thing is, he has requested that I accompany him on his quest to seek out new information and data from around the Universe.'
"As I say, unfortunately there was only room for two occupants, so that means that only she could go. I staggered back and sat down heavily on a chair that fortunately was behind me, or I'd have fallen down on the floor.
"'Don't you love me anymore?' I asked her. I felt a massive lump in my throat.
"She dashed over to me and hugged me. 'Of course I still love you, Dave! You are my man, my husband! But this opportunity to learn about the whole cosmos, the entire Universe and maybe even other universes if they exist is just too much of a pull on me! It's all I've ever wanted, no, it's more than I've ever wanted! I can't resist it.
'I know this isn't fair on you, that you'll be lonely if I go, but it's something I feel I have to do, that I must do. I'll leave a note telling you I am leaving to find myself or some such hippy drivel and you can show this to anyone who wonders where I went. I don't expect you'll remain celibate. You should divorce me for abandonment and remarry and have a family.'
"Tears were streaming down my face as I managed to reply: 'I'll not do that, Kathy. If you promise to return to me, then I'll wait for you for as long as it takes. I'll stay faithful to you. I promise.'"
He shook his head and wiped some tears from his eyes as everyone sat or stood, spellbound, as they listened to his story.
"That night we made love one last time and the next morning Kathy packed what she needed into her suitcase, left her letter on the table in the kitchen of our accommodation and after a tearful parting she walked to the vessel, with me carrying her luggage. She walked inside it.
"Quester came to me and said: 'I'm sorry to take Kathy away from you, Dave. But I promise to look after her and keep her safe to the best of my abilities. Here. You must take this and wear it at all times. It will tell you when Kathy is returning to you. Goodbye, Dave, you are a good man. Please, live a good life.'
"He boarded his vessel, closed the door and after a minute, it winked out of existence and that was the last I saw of Kathy or Quester."
The night manager said: "What was it he gave you, Mr Baxter?"
Dave held up the smooth milky white stone pendant that was on a chain and always rested on his chest. "This. It will tell me when Kathy is returning to me."
Later the night manager was speaking in the staff room with some of his colleagues. One of them said: "Do you believe his story, Pete?"
Pete paused for several seconds and shrugged. "I'm not sure what to make of it. It sounds fanciful, but I do know that he believes it. And every time he tells his story, it's usually slightly different."
"So, you think he's making it up? That's a pity."
"No, I didn't say that I thought he was making it up. The fact is, when people retell the same factual event over and over, normally they tell it slightly differently each time. That's the nature of matters like that. Sometimes they remember one particular part of the story, or a different element of the story strikes them as being more relevant for one reason or another. I guess the only way we'll ever find out if his story is true is if Kathy ever comes back to him."
They laughed and got on with the business of running a retirement facility filled with elderly people who all had different, sometimes complex requirements and needs.
Several weeks later the same team was working the evening and night shift again when they noticed that something weird was happening. Every resident's room had a quarter light window above the doorway into the room off the corridor.. Through the quarter light over Dave Baxter's door they saw an odd pulsing greenish white light shining through.
Their first thought was that there was an electrical fault, but when they opened the door they found Dave sat up in bed, clutching his stone pendant that was the source of the pulsing light. Dave was smiling broadly. "She's come back to me like she said she would!"
As they stood in the doorway, frozen in place they heard two sets of footsteps coming up the corridor toward Dave's room.
Pete, the night manager and Carl, one of the care workers, were joined in the room by Gloria the statuesque woman who ran the main reception desk until midnight, when the front door was locked. She was accompanied by an attractive looking young woman of about five feet six. She was dressed in clothing of a different era. She hurried toward Dave who was holding his arms out to her.
Gloria said "Mrs Baxter is here to visit with her husband?" She sounded confused.
Dave was smiling broadly and there were tears cascading down his cheeks. "Kathy! I waited for you! I knew you'd come back to me!"
Kathy hugged Dave and kissed him saying "I told you I would!"
Carl whispered to Pete: "Look! Look at the photograph on his bedside table of Dave and his wife in front of the radio telescope! It's her! The same woman that's here with Dave, now! The story he told us must be true!"
Pete grabbed Carl and said: "I know. But I think that Mr and Mrs Baxter need some privacy, so why don't we all give them some space, OK?" He glanced at Gloria who said: "Yes, come on, Carl. Let's all go grab a coffee."
Meanwhile Kathy and Dave were hugging as Kathy sat next to him on his bed. "I'm so sorry I left you, Dave. How have you been? Do you have many visitors? Your wife and children visit you?" She asked in an expectant way, as if she was fishing for information. Which she was, actually.
Dave shook his head. "I never got married, never had kids."
"Why ever not?" Kathy sounded shocked by that revelation. "I told you to divorce me and to have a family. Why didn't you?" She was sounding distressed by Dave's revelation.
"I couldn't. I never even dated, because I was worried I might fall in love with someone, get together and have children with her. But I knew that as soon you came back I'd have to abandon them to be with you. And I couldn't be enough of a bastard to do that, so I decided to stay single. Besides, I never divorced you because I love you too much to do that."
"But... never even dating over all these years? You must have been so lonely."
"Kathy, the truth is there were times that I was so lonely it was almost like it was a physical pain, it hurt me so bad. But then I rallied myself by reminding myself that I was making a sacrifice so that you could go out there and learn as much as you could."
"Was your sacrifice worth it, Dave?" she asked, anxiously.
"Of course it was, babe. Of course it was."
Dave looked at Kathy and said, with a smile: "Kathy... babe, I'm tired I think I need to sleep. This has been a big day for me!"
She kissed him again and remained with him until he fell asleep.
Over the next several days she visited Dave several times a day. Quester visited Dave on one occasion and they chatted amicably. Quester apologized to Dave for taking Kathy away with him but Dave shrugged it off saying: "It is what it is, Quester. It is what it is."
The doctor who attended to the medical needs of the elderly residents spoke with Kathy in his office. "Mrs Baxter I can't pretend to even begin to comprehend what the hell is going on, but I'm aware that you are Mrs Baxter, Dave Baxter's wife. Dave's the happiest I have even seen him in the five years I have worked here. But, I have to tell you that Dave isn't expected to live for much longer."
"What's wrong with him?" Kathy asked, anxiously.
"Nothing much, it's just old age creeping up on him, his body is slowly running out of energy."
Kathy nodded and thanked the Doctor.
Later that afternoon she spoke with Paula Franks, the woman who was the manager in charge of the facility. Although she had lived in America for most of her adult life she still had a soft Dublin lilt to her voice.
"Mrs Baxter, Dave told us all, many times, the story of how you left with someone from outer space, but that you promised you'd return. And, return, you did. You are the woman in the photo on Dave's bedside table and you carry ID that, although in pristine condition, is over 40 years out of date. I don't intend telling anyone the story of you and Dave as who would believe it?"
Kathy nodded saying: "Sometimes I find it hard to believe myself. Tell me, Ms Franks, do you have a residents comfort fund and do you have a preferred funeral home you work with?"
Ms Franks said "Yes, we have a comfort fund and although we don't have an official funeral partner there's a local family operated funeral home that we have been working with since this facility opened 30 years ago, Jones and Company."
"Thank you. I'd like to donate money to the resident's comfort fund and also to pre-pay for my husband's funeral. To be honest, I think it's the least I could do for him, after what I put him through."
Kathy spent as much time with Dave as she could and a week later he fell asleep one night and didn't awaken the next morning.
The Doctor listed the cause of death as "frailty of old age."
The funeral was well-attended by staff and some of the more able residents as Dave had been a popular man. Among others who attended were representatives of NASA, journalists from several scientific and astronomical magazines, plus staff from several radio telescopes and the grandson of Noris Philson who was running the trust that Noris had created.
Dave's widow was also there, wearing a traditional widow's veil. She was accompanied by a rather unusual looking gentleman in somewhat poorly fitting, but somber clothing.
They attended the wake but after a while they made their excuses and left.
Later whilst sitting in the lounge of Quester's vessel Kathy asked him a question. "All those years ago, why did you ask me rather than Dave to accompany you?"
He gave her an appraising look before responding. "It's because I knew that he would in all probability have rejected my offer, turned me down, because he loved you so much that he couldn't have left you alone."
"But does that mean I didn't love Dave?" Kathy asked, in a troubled tone of voice.
"Not at all, Kathy. I know you loved Dave very much. But, the truth is that your love of learning and your love of exploration and finding out new facts trumped all else, including your love for Dave."
A tear trickled down her face. "Poor Dave! He deserved someone better than me, someone who could have loved him as much as he loved me."
Quester fluttered a hand in a gesture of dismissal. "That's not true, Kathy, he loved you enough to let you go out into the Universe to explore it and to learn about it. Incidentally, do you want to stay on Earth or continue exploring and learning with me?"
She nodded. "Dave's gone and he was my list link with Earth, my family members died a long time ago. So, yes, please. I'd love to continue exploring and learning with you, Quester."
"Good! That's settled then. There's something I'd like to take a look at in the Magellanic Clouds. Also, when we are there I think we should name a star for Dave."
Kathy agreed that would be a splendid idea and a fitting tribute to a man who had loved her so well and so hard that he had sacrificed his own interests for the interests of the love of his life. She still missed Dave, or rather the idea that Dave was still somewhere in the universe. Or maybe he was, she mused to herself as the vessel took off and headed to their next destination.



        February Sucked. Twice

        True, there was some sucking in Marc's mansion but...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/february-sucked-twice

Title: February Sucked. Twice

Author: MattblackUK

Category: Loving Wives

Description: True, there was some sucking in Marc's mansion but...

Tags: jim, february sucks, linda, marc

Series: February Sucked


I'd like to thank Randi for her editorial help and my beta readers, too.
This is a fun, different take on the February Sucks theme. It's flash fiction, so if you don't like flash fiction why not try one of the other half million + other stories on Literotica, instead?
You can find George Anderson's original story here https://www.literotica.com/s/february-sucks
Marc LaValliere, footballer and local hero, awoke in his Alaskan King size bed. He smiled. He had made another score last night at the nightclub owned and operated by a former teammate of his, Terry Jones.
She'd been just as easy as all the other married sluts he'd hit on and picked up. He hadn't even had to drop something in her drink, as was sometimes his resort. What was her name? Lana? Laura? No, it had been Linda. Wow! What a babe in that shimmering blue dress. Her poor sap of a husband hadn't stood a chance.
Suddenly, Marc felt a chill run up his spine. What exactly had happened last night? He sat up. Or rather, he had tried to sit up, but he found that he couldn't move a muscle.
"Oh, look, Linda. Marc's awake!"
He then heard a softer and more feminine voice.: "Oh, that's wonderful isn't it, Jim? He's awake!" Somehow, even though her voice was softer and more feminine, it was her voice that really, definitely disturbed him more than the voice of the man who Marc presumed was her husband.
"What's happening? Who are you people?" to Marc, his own voice, normally confident and strong (after his football years were over he was considering going into sports broadcasting), sounded weak and unmanly.
The man spoke. "You know who we are, Marc. But just in case you have become forgetful, this is Linda, she is my wife and I am Jim. I am her husband. You met us at the nightclub yesterday evening, and you decided that you wanted to take my wife away from me. However, I am the kind of boy who doesn't ever share his toys with anyone. Not even the great Marc LaValliere, footballer and local hero."
"It was just in fun, Jim. I never intended to take her away from you for good. That's not what I do, that's not how I roll. I just like to borrow a wife or a girlfriend, take them for a spin and then return them home the next day safe and sound. No harm no foul, as we say in football.
"Look, I obviously misread the situation with you and Linda. Let's say we just call it quits and we'll forget about it, okay?" Marc was still struggling to remember what, exactly, had happened last night.
He'd got Linda's friend Dell or whatever her name was to cover for Linda by distracting her husband, Jim. He'd got Linda's coat from the hatcheck girl, he put Linda into her coat, walked her to his Maserati and then... he couldn't remember anything else.
"What happened last night?" he asked. "I can't remember anything after we left the nightclub."
Jim responded "Oh, you took Linda back here to your palatial mansion, nice house by the way, you got yourself a drink, you got Linda a drink and then when you fell unconscious due to the drug that Linda slipped into your drink, Linda opened your front door and let me in."
"Why the fuck are you here? Why can't I move? Am I drugged?"
Jim chuckled again. But it was then that Marc realised there was nothing humorous in his chuckle. In fact, it was downright menacing. "Oh, you are not drugged. You are, however, immobilized using the ancient Japanese method of restraint with ropes known as Shibari. It's amazing what knowledge one can pick up whilst one has a great deal of time on one's hands."
"You are fucking lunatics! Let me go or I'll make sure you are both jammed in jail! And what about your two precious brats that Linda told me about when I was dancing with her last night?"
It was Linda's turn to speak. "Oh. You mean dear little Emma and handsome young Tommy?" her voice sounded mocking and derisive, which frightened Marc even more.
"Yeah, Emma and Tommy? Your two children?"
Linda giggled. It was an unhinged and unpleasant sound that seemed to Marc to have come from a place he would rather never visit if at all humanly possible.
"Oh, they don't exist. They were just a part of my line of patter to lull you into a false sense of security."
"What the fuck? Why are you here? Look, I'm rich. Stinking, filthy rich! I can give you anything you want. Anything! Just name your price!"
"Oh, you do have something we want, Jim said, "but we don't want your money. You see, Marc, we are already far, far richer than you are or could ever hope to be.
"But you see Marc, Linda and I are vampires. We are two of the undead. We became vampires when we first married. An elderly neighbor seduced us into becoming vampires."
"Will I become a vampire, too?" Marc cried out. He sounded frightened.
"Hell no!" Linda snapped. "Even the undead have standards. I can't think of anything worse than having an undead version of Marc LaValliere running or flying round the world, turning dozens of unsuspecting wives into his vampire floozies!"
"No, Marc," interjected Jim. "We're just going to drain your blood. You'll feed us for many, many months, so thank you for that."
Poor Marc. He tried to scream, but Linda (or was it Jim?) had then gagged him with some thick rope. The last thing he heard before he fainted as he felt a sharp bite on his neck, was Jim saying: "Ladies first, Linda. You can have first bite of this particular delicious cherry!"
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David Price loved his wife, Lucy Gordon. Or rather, he had loved her. They had met at a party held by a mutual friend, Helen White, who had recently reconnected with David on Facebook.
Helen later told David that she had decided to get Lucy and him together, as she felt they'd make a 'swell couple.'
David had been a friend of Helen for a number of years, but after she had met and married a somewhat mysterious multibillionaire called Alex White, they had pretty much lost touch.
He had heard through the grapevine that Helen had developed a medical condition that would eventually lead to her death.
When David had broached the subject to her after they had reconnected at the party, she'd grinned and shook his concern off, saying: "We're all going to die eventually, David, so try not to let it worry you, as I'm living a good life. Anyway, I have someone I'd like you to meet, my good friend Lucy Gordon. I think you'll like her." Which was how David met Lucy.
David had been immediately captivated by Lucy. She was several inches shorter than his six feet, she had a soft body that demanded cuddles and her beautiful face, framed by her slightly wavy blond hair, looked to be the epitome of angelic innocence and honesty.
But it was her smile that really clinched it for David. When she smiled it was as if the sun had come out. He was truly smitten. An example of love at first sight. At least as far as he had been concerned.
She proved to be good company, intelligent and witty and she was using her business degree to good effect working for an investment house. They had talked at the party for what seemed like hours and they had really hit it off.
At the end of the party David and Lucy exchanged 'phone numbers and they dated exclusively from that point on. After six months Lucy took the opportunity of the Leap Year tradition of a woman being able to propose to a man by proposing to David.
He accepted and they both chose nice engagement rings and wedding bands at the leading jewelers in town, Solarise Helve. It was owned by some friends of Alex White.
Even after the marriage David found visits to Lucy's parents to be something of an ordeal as they never seemed to fully warm to him. Oh, they were always polite and reasonably cordial but they seemed distant and standoffish to David.
When he mentioned this to Lucy she pooh poohed his concerns, dismissing them. However he did wonder if she had said something to her parents about his concerns because he was pretty certain they were, going forward, trying to make something of an effort to get on better with him, which had some limited success.
There was something that had puzzled David about the wedding. According to Lucy and Helen, Lucy had always wanted an unconventional wedding. Lucy asked David if he had any problems with the idea of an unconventional wedding and he'd shrugged and said "Not really. But exactly how unconventional would it be?"
Lucy and Helen had both giggled and said "Oh, nothing too bad. Nothing major, that is. Nothing like the bride and groom going skyclad or anything outrageous like that!"
Lucy had gone on to explain that she would like an old friend of hers from her college days to perform the wedding ceremony. Her friend, she had said, had become a Hare Krishna devotee who, after the rulings of Swami Prabhupada in the States, was able to become a Hare Krishna priest, along with a number of other females and was, she told him, licensed to perform marriages.
One of the stipulations of the officiant was that there was to be absolutely no official wedding photographer as that would, she firmly stated, adversely impact the karmic vibrations of the wedding. Or something. Although he was disappointed there would be no official photographic or videographic record of their wedding, if that was the only issue, David had thought it a small price to pay.
The wedding was conducted on a sunny, warm day in the open air in the grounds of a mansion owned by Alex and Helen not far from the city.
The reception was held in a bar owned and operated by another friend of David's, Rhiannon, who he had met at college. She was a feisty and petite woman of Welsh heritage who had named the bar "y dafarn Gymreig" which was Welsh for 'the Welsh pub' though it was known to everyone in the local community as the Y Bar.
The reception was paid for by Lucy's parents and it had been successful, though David had been intrigued when he had seen, at a distance, Rhiannon talking animatedly and somewhat forcefully, but quietly, to his new bride. Lucy had shaken her head "no" and Rhiannon had shrugged expressively, spoken a few more words to Lucy and headed back behind the bar. He had asked Lucy about it and she had shrugged it off as "girl talk."
Lucy and David enjoyed a two week honeymoon in Carmel-by-the-Sea in California, where they stayed in the best hotel in the quaint English style village, L'Auberge Carmel, Relais & Chateaux.
When they returned to the city, they had set up home in a townhouse that had been gifted to Lucy by her parents several years before she had met David. David had lived in a modest apartment he owned, which he had sold when he moved in with his new wife.
Lucy continued working for her investment house and David carried on working as a software developer and programmer from home, and they had a fairly wonderful three years of married life. When David had raised the prospect of children Lucy had said: "Oh, David... I'm not ready for children yet. There's plenty of time for raising a family later."
David had no family, he was an only child, his parents were dead, so he and Lucy spent every Christmas during their marriage at the home of her parents. They treated him well, but he always felt as if he was considered as something of an intruder or an outsider. A guest, rather than the husband of their daughter. Lucy denied that and claimed her parents were not very demonstrative and that it was just their way and that he should just ignore that part of their personalities.
After Lucy and David had been married for three years, Helen eventually succumbed to her illness and she passed away in the June of the third year.
The funeral took place in the cathedral of their city, and Alex had really gone all out in ensuring his wife had a very good send off with the service being conducted by the archbishop and the wake held in an exclusive country club.
Over the next six months, David noticed Lucy seemed distracted and appeared to be distancing herself from him. When he asked her if anything was wrong she denied it, claiming she was having difficulties getting over Helen's death.
David accepted her explanation, but was concerned she seemed to be distancing herself from him more and more, and that their previously vigorous and enjoyable sex life had fallen off a cliff.
Lucy always had a reasonable explanation as to their lack of intimacy and David felt like a heel for bringing it up. After all, Helen had been a dear friend to both Lucy and himself, and Lucy obviously keenly felt her loss, perhaps even more than David?
Come that December, Lucy seemed even more distant: troubled, in some way that David could not divine.
Things came to a head on the afternoon of Christmas Eve. They were sitting at the table in their dining room, drinking coffee.
Lucy looked pensive. After regarding him for several long moments, she said, "David... I won't be spending time with my parents this Christmas."
That took David by surprise. Shocked him, even, as Lucy's relationship with her parents was really strong and loving and she had spent every Christmas of her life with them, as far as he knew.
"Oh, really? Okay. What are we doing instead? Going to a resort hotel? Spending a romantic Christmas here, together? If it's the latter, we don't have any holiday foods in but I'm sure we can run out to Wholefoods Market or even Walmart and get some foods for our Christmas dinner? Get an Amazon Groceries delivery? Or we could see if we can make a late booking for a table at one of the restaurants in town, if you'd rather?"
She shook her head and said: "I'm sorry David, but I obviously wasn't clear in what I said. I won't be spending time with my parents this Christmas, but you will be spending time with my parents this Christmas."
She pursed her lips before continuing, noticing the confused look on his face. "David, Alex White, Helen's widower has invited me to take one of his his corporate jets to his private island and to spend Christmas and New Year with him there."
"Aren't I invited, too? After all, I was Helen's friend as well."
"David, damn, this is hard for me to say... but, you aren't invited because Alex has proposed marriage to me and I have accepted his proposal and we are going to be wed by a Pastor friend of his in a private ceremony in a chapel attached to his house on the island. I'll spend Christmas and New Year and most likely the first half of January with him there, as his new wife."
David's initial shock was starting to be replaced with anger. "Aren't you and he forgetting that you and I are already married? That we are already husband and wife?"
She looked at him, sadly and shook her head, gently. "David we are not married because the officiant at our "wedding" was not really a Hari Krishna priest, she really was an old college friend of mine, but she was on a drama degree course when I first met her. She's an actress.The whole wedding was a hoax."
"The fuck?" was his response. Never before had Lucy heard two words so imbued with anger, loss, sadness and incredulity. She'd always known this moment would come and that it would be difficult for both her and David, but she had to steel herself for the difficult task ahead.
"What about your friend Helen? She's hardly been dead for only five minutes and you and her husband are already getting married? What the hell would Helen think about this crazy idea?"
Lucy looked at him with sympathy. "David, the truth is that not only did Helen know all about this entire situation, having you as a sort of false husband was Helen's idea in the first place."
David shook his head. "And to think I wasted my time and energy mourning that bitch. Just shows what a fucking idiot I was, doesn't it? And I thought Helen was my friend, too. Why did she have me set up to be made a fool of?" He sounded bitter.
"You weren't made a fool of, although I can see why you might think that. And Helen really was your friend, no matter what you might think.."
"Helen was no friend of mine. And what was the point in having a fake wedding? I don't understand?"
Lucy said: "When we were a bit younger, Alex, Helen and I had a menage a trois. When we found out that Helen had a terminal illness we decided that after Helen died Alex and I would marry. But a business rival of Alex found out about our somewhat 'interesting' lifestyle and tried to use that information to hurt Alex.
"We had a brainstorming session and we surmised that if I appeared to get married, Alex's rival wouldn't be able to blackmail him as what the blackmailer had on us would be negated, because we'd be able to point to the fact that Alex and Helen were married and I was married, too.
"Helen came up with the idea of me pretending to get married with an actor playing the role of my husband, but we realized Alex's business rival might get wind of that. We'd given the idea up until Helen said that if we could sort of trick someone into marrying me in a bogus ceremony, then we'd be safe from the blackmailer and Helen said, 'I think I have the ideal person to play the unwitting part of your husband, Lucy. Leave it with me."
David shook his head and spoke bitterly. "So that's why the fucking bitch looked me up on Facebook? She was looking for a sap, a damn dupe and I fitted the bill. You and they played a wicked, cruel trick on me. And I'll just bet you three had a damn good laugh at my expense."
Lucy shook her head. "No, I can promise you that we never laughed about you. Look, this whole thing went on much longer than we three had expected. The prognosis for Helen was pretty bleak back then. According to her doctors she was expected to last no longer than three or maybe four months after you and I were married. But she rallied, she responded well to a change in her meds and as a result, the marriage between you and I lasted not the three months we'd expected, but for three years, instead."
"What difference would that have made, Lucy?"
"It meant that the pretend marriage between you and I lasted for much longer than we had intended. Instead of a brief marriage and a relatively simple, quick parting of the ways for you and I, the situation grew out of hand. Alex, Helen and I have talked about it and we realized that the pain and upset you would have felt at three months into the phony marriage must be way worse at year three into it.
"Not long before she passed Helen said that she was wishing she hadn't come up with the idea in the first place, but that there wasn't really anything we could have done now because no matter what happened, you would end up being the person who was hurt by it all. But she had no idea when she launched the idea that she would live for another three years, and that the situation would have gotten so big and so badly out of hand and needed to be put right. Or as right as we could."
"Out of hand? You three conspiring to make me to be nothing but a laughingstock is what you consider to be out of hand? Anyway, what plans have you come up with to put it right?"
Lucy shrugged, and said, "Yes, we have worked out some plans. As I intend to be living with Alex most of the time, you can stay living in the townhouse for literally as long as you need or as long as you want. After all, we all felt that you being made homeless by my marriage to Alex would have been wrong. Also, because there's no legally binding marriage between us, there'll be no alimony on either side.
"But having said that, Alex and I feel there's no justice in you just being shunted out of the way with nothing to show for the three years of marriage between you and I, so we're making a cash settlement. Or rather Alex is. He told me he'd make a substantial payment into your bank account this week."
David shrugged. "Paying his way out of trouble? Sort of typical.
"Anyway, why do you want me to stay at your parent's home this Christmas? After all, they've never warmed to me, but then they would have known I was a fake husband, which would have been why they wouldn't bother getting to know me."
"They weren't happy with the situation, but they wanted me to be happy with Alex, eventually, when we married after Helen passed. I want you to stay with my parents over Christmas because I don't feel it would be right for you to spend Christmas alone. I really don't."
"Really? Why? After all, I'll have to be alone eventually."
"Yeah, but Christmas is kind of special, isn't it?"
"Maybe. But not for me. Not now."
"I hope in time that Christmas will be a good time of year for you again and that Alex, myself and you will become friends again."
"I doubt that will happen, to be honest."
Lucy stood up. "I'll have to go now. Can I have a hug?"
David got to his feet and responded to her hug, but the lack of passion from him worried Lucy. "David, although I wasn't your real wife, I hope I played the part well, to the best of my abilities. It might sound trite, but I hope that in some way, I was a good wife for you. I'm sure that you'll be able to find someone worthy of your love who you can marry who can be your real wife. Maybe have children with. Incidentally, Alex and I will provide funding for counseling and therapy to help you reach that goal."
David said: "This answers the question as to why you didn't want children. You do want children, but not fathered by me, your loser fake husband."
She shook her head, tears started to form in her eyes, but she couldn't deny what he had said.
Tthen she was gone and David felt more alone than he had in many, many years; in fact, since the loss of his parents.
He briefly considered getting drunk but decided against that idea because why let those bastards continue influencing how he lived his life?
What did he do instead? He made himself a pot of tea, opened a pack of chocolate chip cookies and began writing code. Ironically, he was very productive.
He decided against sleeping in the bed that he had shared with his not-a-wife. Instead, he chose to sleep in one of the guest rooms. He slept reasonably well and if he had any dreams, he couldn't remember any of them.
He awoke the next morning and went about his day just like any other day, although without having a wife to consider and he was not feeling in the holiday season mood. He ate a bowl of breakfast cereal, although he wasn't feeling hungry. After breakfast, he decided to go on a walk. He had no firm destination in mind.
Even though it was Christmas Day, the weather wasn't particularly cold. On his walk he saw several people, seasonal greetings were exchanged with some, mainly "Happy Holidays" with a few "Happy Christmases" or "Merry Christmasses," too.
Eventually, by chance, he found himself at a familiar landmark, in the street outside "y dafarn Gymreig." He looked at a notice on the door: 'Christmas Day opening hours 11AM 'til 3PM.'
He looked at his watch. "It's ten minutes to three," he said to himself. "I wonder if Rhiannon still owns it?"
He opened the door and stepped into the Y Bar. There were several people in the bar scattered throughout the large room, sitting at tables. It looked pretty much what it was. A bar with a few patrons still in it, winding down, waiting until it was time to go home.
Suddenly there was a squeal of recognition and Rhiannon shouted his name. "David! It's so good to see you. But where's your 'lovely' wife?"
He walked over to the bar and embraced her, wondering why Rhiannon had sounded so disdainful when she had mentioned Lucy. Had Rhiannon heard about the fake wedding?
"She's not here. Not with me. In fact, it turned out Lucy and I were never really married in the first place."
The shocked expression on Rhiannon's face told David that she hadn't been aware of the fact the wedding had been faked.
She snagged two clean glasses with one hand, a half filled bottle of Bourbon with the other and handed them to David. "David, just hold that thought for a little while and take these glasses and the bottle through to the room behind the bar and pour us both a drink whilst I get the last of my customers to go home, lock up and set the alarms."
Five minutes later, she followed David into the office and staff room and accepted the drink David proffered her. She took a gulp and said: "David, just what the hell happened? You aren't really married? Why not? Did someone screw up?"
Before he started recounting his tale, David took a sip of his drink. As he outlined all that Lucy had told him, Rhiannon became more and more angry.
"The fucking bitch! I knew she wasn't all that she pretended to be!"
"How did you know, exactly?" David was intrigued.
"Before I tell you, why not take ourselves up to my apartment? It'll be more comfortable up there," Rhiannon said.
In the apartment, they sat on a comfortable leather sofa. Rhiannon grinned, and said, "Now, we'll start on the good stuff!"
She presented Daid with a glass of whisky from a decanter, saying, "This is some Penderyn Welsh Whisky. One of their special casks, quite a rarity here in the US."
They sat in silence sipping their Penderyn until their glasses were empty. Then David related to Lucy the story of how Helen, Alex and Lucy had used him as a fake husband in order to thwart a potential blackmailer.
After he had finished speaking, Rhiannon had refilled their glasses and said, "There's so much about this that I don't understand, David. Helen was supposed to be your friend, you knew her for some years before she introduced you to Lucy, so how could she do that to you? And if they were worried about blackmail, why didn't they just call in the police or the FBI? This whole thing stinks. What a set of assholes!



"Are you going to visit with her parents?"
"Hell, no! There's no chance of me doing that. After all, they knew about the fake wedding conspiracy and they never really warmed to me, so fuck 'em. No. I'll not go see them."
Rhiannon was smiling as she scooted closer to David and rested her head against his shoulder. "Rhiannon, there's something about the wedding reception that I remember. You spoke very firmly to Lucy. What did you say to her?"
"I told her that if she ever did anything to hurt you that she'd have to answer for it."
"Why did you think she'd maybe do something to hurt me? I mean, yeah, she did do something to hurt me, but how'd you figure she might or would?"
"David, I'm a Witch, from my mother's side of my family. The females in my family are all Wise Women, or Gwraig ddoeth, I think is the Welsh term. One of the powers I have is that I can see auras of people, animals and some plants. Lucy's aura proved to me that she wasn't at all what she appeared to be. She looked like an angel, but she was anything but.
"The only other person who I'd ever seen with an aura like Lucy's was someone I knew years ago who had a clinical diagnosis of narcissism. Of course, there wasn't anything I could do but warn Lucy off from hurting you. It's a sad thing, but she obviously didn't heed my warning."
"What'll happen to her now?" David asked, a note of concern in his voice.
"Nothing she doesn't deserve. Oh, I haven't put a curse on her, if that's what's worrying you, or anything like that. If there is a curse on her, it's one she has put on herself. You can't go around fucking people over like she has fucked you over without any consequences befalling you. That's not how things work in the universe. God doesn't like it.."
He nodded."Yeah, I guess that makes sense to me."
Rhiannon giggled. "This has certainly turned into an interesting Christmas Day for me. I'm not one for doing much celebrating on Christmas Day, but a voice prompted me to buy in some special foods to put together a traditional Welsh Christmas feast, even though I wasn't planning on having guests. So, would you like to eat?"
He laughed and said, "And somehow my feet were directed here, so I think forces were working on us!"
They ate their fill of a number of Christmas foods that Rhiannon told David her Welsh born Grandfather insisted must always be a part of the Christmas feasting, washed down with mulled cider and imported bottled Welsh ale.
Rhiannon looked at David, gave him a coquettish smile, and said,, "And there's something else I bought, too. Some mistletoe!"
She presented the mistletoe with a flourish and held it up. Grinning, David reached for her and they kissed.
Then they kissed again and Rhiannon sat back on the sofa, opened her legs, she was wearing a mini skirt, and giggling, she held the sprig of mistletoe over her crotch.
David quickly maneuvered his mouth toward her white panties and kissed her crotch. Suddenly her panties were soaking wet and she gasped. "I was only teasing you. I never expected..."
David interrupted her, whilst smiling. "You don't want me to do that again?"
"Yes! Please! Yes!"
He shifted her panties to one side and began licking and kissing her vagina. After a minute she quipped, "Can we have a brief pause whilst I remove my panties?"
David went down on Rhianon again, firmly but gently taking her clitoris between his teeth, rapidly licking it with his tongue.
After several minutes of his ministrations, she orgasmed, gasping. "Whew!" This is most definitely not how I expected to be spending my Christmas afternoon!"
She sat up, rubbed David's crotch, and said, "Your turn, now, David. But why don't we take this to my bedroom?" Which they did.
Quickly they were both naked and she tenderly but with meaning sucked on his penis, swirling her tongue round and round his glans.
After a couple of minutes, he spoke to her. "Please, can we make love now?"
She nodded, and said, "I'd love that."
He frowned. "The thing is... I don't have any condoms. So I'll have to withdraw before I come?"
She shook her head, grinned and said, "By pure coincidence, I don't have any condoms, either! But when I make love with my man he doesn't waste his seed, he comes off inside me, okay?"
He nodded and hugged her, saying, "I'll be your man, so you are my woman?" She nodded.
They made love and climaxed together. They made love twice more before they dozed, waking up several hours later.
After they bathed together in the apartment's whirlpool bath, they dried off, put on their clothing and loafed around in the living room cuddling, eating holiday food, or Christmas food as Rhiannon called it, and drinking more wine and chatting.
"Are you glad you didn't visit with Lucy's parents today?"
David grinned and said: "And miss what's turned out to be the best Christmas day in my life? No way! Besides, I don't think I'd have been able to face them, in all honesty. They knew I was only a stand-in husband for Lucy so I don't know who would have been more embarrassed, them or me?"
Rhiannon shrugged and said "You weren't a stand-in husband. You were a stunt husband!" They both laughed and after finishing off the wine, retired to bed both stunned by how different their Christmases had turned out to be.
The next morning over breakfast they were chatting.
"You told me that Lucy said you could continue living in her house? How fucking generous of her!"
David smiled and said: "Yeah, how generous of her! But as you'd expect, I don't intend to take up her offer. It's a pity I sold my apartment. If the bitch hadn't let me sell it, I could possibly have moved back there. But now I'll have to go through the hassle of calling real estate agents and letting agents."
Rhiannon nodded, saying, "But then she'd have had to come up with a plausible reason for you not selling your apartment without giving the game away. Anyway, there's no need to call real estate agents or letting agents, I have masses of room here in my apartment. It covers the entire upstairs of the building the bar is in. So, why not move in here? I'm not being pushy but to my way of thinking, the quicker you distance yourself from those evil bastards, the better!"
"Thanks, I really appreciate that. When can we get my stuff? I'll hire a van and get it moved whenever."
She shook her head. "I can help with that. You remember my friend Jill? No? Oh, no matter! Jill has set up a moving business called Jill and Son. They do house and apartment moves, deliveries and such. I'll give her a call, see when she'll be available. Anyway, she's a friend and will do a pretty good 'buddy price' for us."
And so it was that Jill and her son Brian came that evening and moved David's clothing, his college degree, his personal effects, important papers, his computer and that was that. His life of the past three years all boxed up (Jill and Son were pros, they bought collapsable boxes with them on such jobs) and deposited them in a storage room at Riannon's apartment.
They all had a drink back at the bar and whilst they chatted David realized that had met Jill before. It was the way she laughed that had clued him in.
The next day was a work day for the Y Bar. Rhiannon had set the hours of the bar midweek from 4PM until midnight. She employed a couple of cooks, a pair of duty managers and some bar staff.
After having run the Y Bar for 10 years, she was now able to leave the day-to-day operation of it to her staff. She left David upstairs sorting out the stuff he'd bought from Lucy's townhouse as she went through the bar's food and drink orders for the coming week and agreed to the proposed staff rota making several amendments as she saw fit.
Mid afternoon, David and Lucy stopped for a snack, which quickly became a making out session and then more glorious lovemaking.
They bathed in the apartment's whirlpool bath and afterwards as they finished their snacks, David said, "Rhiannon, I don't know about how you feel about things, but to me it seems crazy. It's almost as if the last three years of my life either never happened or were just a bad dream. And I feel like I have just woken up and this" his hands swept round the room in an expansive gesture "is my real reality, for want of a better term, where I should really be. Does that seem crazy to you? Or not?"
Rhiannon shook her head. "Weirdly, no. It all seems right to me, too. Like this is what should be happening. It's as if the Universe has done a reset and turned everything right side up again."
Over the next several weeks things rapidly changed between them. It was never really a traditional landlady and tenant relationship in the first place, but to them and the people who knew them, it was obvious that this was no mere fling, that what they were witnessing was real, true love.
Although under normal circumstances getting married only two months into a relationship would have been considered strange or crazy, they both knew that for them, the whole situation was perfectly normal.
As Rhiannon put it: "When the universe or God gives you the opportunity of a reset or a do over, we'd be idiots to fail to grasp that opportunity, wouldn't we?"
David proposed to Rhiannon in a very traditional way, on one knee, and she accepted. The rings were bought from a local jewelry store in a tiny strip mall a block down from the Y Bar, and most certainly not from the snobbish high end jewelry store Solarise Helve.
The wedding was held at St David's Church in the city, which was the church Riannon attended. It had been founded in the late 19th century when Welsh slate miners had been brought to the state to work in a largely failed attempt to mine slate locally.
Even though the slate mine hadn't worked out, the Welsh-speaking miners and their families had remained in the area, and even at present, Welsh was still spoken by a sizable minority of their descendants and several times a year Welsh language services were celebrated in the church.
Two months after the wedding, Riannon became pregnant and David and she could not have been happier.
Elsewhere, however, Lucy was finding the life of the wife of an International billionaire not as fulfilling as she had thought it would be.
Yes, there was the private island which was part of the 180 or so islands of Bermuda, and the 20 houses in the USA, Europe and several other places, plus the use of one of his corporate jets to fly to and from them. But she was beginning to feel hemmed in, somehow.
Each of the properties had chefs (not cooks. Properly qualified chefs!) and she wasn't allowed to prepare any food for herself. Not even a simple sandwich for herself.
When she'd lived with David they would go to the minimarket at the corner of the street, buy a bottle of inexpensive Californian Zin and drink it while eating snacks, cuddling together, watching a streamed movie on their 50 inch TV.
But on the very rare occasions that she and Alex were in the same country, let alone the same home, the sandwiches would be gourmet creations with artisan chips that were so greasy she found herself longing for a packet of Lays, Ruffles or Pringles chips.
And the wine? Oh, lord, the wine! Romanée-Conti Grand Cru, something called Screaming Eagle, Moët & Chandon Imperial Vintage Champagne, which she felt tasted like over-priced battery acid.
And why bother watching a streaming movie on a gigantic 325 inch LG "Extreme Home Cinema" television when you are most likely to be by yourself?
Unbidden, she began having thoughts about David. What he would think of something, how he would have liked to see the dolphins and so on. She realized with a shock that she was starting to miss the ordinary life she used to live, and was even missing being married to David. And she'd somehow not seen much of her own parents. She decided to remedy that and took one of Alex's fleet of private jets (she didn't actually know how many he owned) to fly to stay with her parents.
"Mom, Dad, I'm beginning to think that perhaps life with an incredibly wealthy man isn't all you might expect."
They listened to her moans and complaints about the chefs, the wine, the foods, having to spend time in Bali, Rome or wherever and although they expressed sympathy they were both thinking "Hell! Talk about first-world problems!"
And then she dropped the bomb that her parents hadn't seen coming. "Have either of you heard from David? Seen him, maybe?"
Her parents looked at each other, the secret communication system that most married couples develop came into play and her mother was delegated to make the reply on the behalf of them both: "We haven't heard from him. But we did see him a couple of weeks back. He was out walking with a woman. His wife, I thought?
"They were walking out of a maternity shop. She's hardly showing, but she was clearly pregnant, even so. You know how you can tell with some women? Your Dad recognised her. She's that woman with the funny name who runs that bar with the crazy name, the Zee bar, I think? Where you and David had your reception?"
Lucy looked and felt devastated. "Yeah, Mom. Rhiannon is her name and it's the Y Bar."
Lucy thought that things couldn't get worse for her. But then Karma said "Really, dear? Hold my beer! Or should I say hold my Chardonnay!?"
Not long after the encounter between Lucy and her parents, David and Rhiannon were sat in the living room of the apartment reading the news on the iPads when they both gasped at the same exact moment.
This was what they read:
"BREAKING: Death of local billionaire businessman. Alex White was killed in a firefight with Bermuda Police Service officers."
Shocked, they turned on the television.
The presenters were trying to look professional, whilst trying not to look as if they were excited by a breaking story.
"Good morning, viewers.We bring you breaking news that is just coming in. Favorite son of the city of Canoga Falls, billionaire Alex White, has been killed in a firefight with members of the Bermuda Police Service after a raid on his property on his private island which is part of the islands that make up Bermuda. We go over now to Tim Westing with the Bermuda Broadcasting Company, who has more details."
"Hi, this is Tim Westing. An American businessman tentatively identified as a Mr. Alex White and several members of his security team died during a police raid on his home on his private Bermudan island.
"Members of the Bermuda Police Service Drugs Unit, assisted by the Serious Crime Department, Financial Crime Unit and Tactical Division attempted to execute a warrant to search the property and to arrest Mr. White. However, an armed guard in the employ of Mr. White reportedly shot at the police officers, injuring one of them who was taken by a Bermuda Air Ambulance for treatment at Hamilton's King Edward VII Memorial Hospital after the incident unfolded and was contained.
"Members of the Tactical Division of the Police immediately returned fire and after a short firefight Mr. White's six armed guards had been shot. Mr. White and four of the guards were shot dead, the other two guards were treated by ambulance personnel and later transferred to the Westgate Correctional Facility where they were placed in the hospital medical centre.
"Other staff at the home of Mr. White, including a chef and the butler were taken in for questioning as was Mrs White, the wife, or should I now say, widow, of Mr White. More information will be released as the situation develops. And now over to you in the studio."
Back in the studio, the co-anchors were trying to contain their glee.
"Max Daniels here, with Misti Lebrayer. This is stunning news, one of Canoga Fall's local heroes, multibillionaire Alex White dead as the result of an armed police raid on one of his many properties, this one in Bermuda. What do you make of this story, Misti?"
"Max, for years there have been speculations about how Alex White earned his billions of Dollars in income, how he was able to fund the lavish lifestyle of his 20 or more fully staffed houses both here in the States and abroad and his fleet of private jets. Now, it appears that Mr White was nothing but a common, or not-so-common drug dealer. One thing's for certain. We haven't heard the end of this matter."
Rhiannon turned off the TV. "What the actual fucking fuck? Alex White, our local hero, was a drug dealer?"
David shrugged his shoulders. "I only met him a couple of times. He liked to come over as an Andrew Carnegie, but it looks like he was more of a Henry Starling."
"Henry who?" said Rhiannon.
"Oh, sorry. I forgot you aren't a nerd. Henry Starling was a character in Star Trek Voyager, who posed as a philanthropist but was really a baddy. Shit! I just remembered! Poor Lucy."
Rhiannon said: "I'm just remembering a quote from a book I read: ''Life's a bitch and her stripper name is Karma,' and I think Lucy's karmic vibrations are just about to start shaking her up. Her problems are all of her own making. As my old granddad would have put it: I really cannot be arsed to feel any sympathy for her."
Meanwhile Lucy had been taken into police custody and was allowed a phone call to instruct a local attorney to represent her, and eventually a member of the U.S. Consulate General's staff met with her to discuss her options.
"Hello, Mrs. White. My name is Gregory Jones, I'm with the U.S. Consulate General's office in Bermuda. Are they treating you well?"
"Yes, thank you Mr. Jones. What will happen to me?"
"Extradition warrants have been issued for both you and your husband on charges relating to your husband's role in a major drug smuggling ring. Obviously it might seem unfair for you to be in custardy as the only person left, but justice must prevail. I hope you can understand that?"
She nodded and then said: "But I never knew that Alex was involved in drug smuggling."
"Really?" Jones sounded dubious. "What did you think he did to earn his vast amount of wealth?"
"Yes, really. I had no idea. As to what he did... I didn't have a clue! As far as I knew he was an international businessman."
Eventually, Lucy was extradited back to America and languished in an FBI detention facility whilst the pregnancy of Rhiannon and David progressed nicely. Hardly any morning sickness and only some fairly limited aches and pains.
Mr. and Mrs. Gordon, Lucy's parents, reached out to David and pleaded with him to visit Lucy whilst she was in custody. He politely, but firmly, rebuffed their appeal.
With plea bargaining, Lucy and her lawyers were able to arrange a reduced sentence of 15 years in a Federal Women's prison. The prosecutor privately acknowledged that the situation wasn't fair to Lucy White, but that the Federal government had spent so much time and effort investigating Alex White that they felt cheated that one of his guards had accidentally fired his gun and hit a Bermudan Police Service officer and accidentally set off the firefight that caused four of his colleagues and his employer to end up dead, had resulted in Alex White being beyond the reach of justice. Lucy was a sacrificial lamb.
Ironically, the guard who fired the accidental shot was only slightly wounded, and along with his surviving colleagues were spending life terms in the Westgate Correctional Facility on Bermuda.
The vast majority of Alex White's vast property empire, his fleet of aircrafts and vehicles were confiscated by the FBI, so when Lucy was going to be released from prison she'd be virtually penniless, relying on her by then aged parents for her needs.
Meanwhile, the twins that Rhiannon had been expecting had been born and Rhys and Anwen were both sturdy toddlers and keeping their parents active, loved up and exhausted, often at the same time.
One day David and Rhiannon were pushing their double baby stroller showing Rhys and Anwen the park in the center of Canoga Falls when they met Lucy's parents who had nothing better to do now that their once beloved son-in-law was dead and outed as a drug smuggler and their only child was in prison for the next 15 years.



They stopped and awkwardly chatted with the proud parents for a few moments, oohing and ahhing over the children until they said their farewells and continued on their sad, lonely walk.
David and Rhiannon noticed that as they walked away along the path that Mrs. Gordon was sobbing and Mr. Gordon was hugging her and doing his best to comfort her. They both heard Mrs Gordon say: "If only we hadn't allowed Lucy to enter into that stupid, farcical fake wedding ceremony! If only she'd have married David for real. Those grandbabies would have been ours!"
"We should have told White to get away from us and Lucy. But we didn't and that's our cross to bear," Mr. Gordon replied.
David and Rhiannon both thought to themselves that they'd like to be able to feel some sympathy for the Gordons, but instead, they felt a small but hot flame of Schadenfreude burn within them.
David hugged and kissed Rhiannon, and said, "Did you know that when people say there's no English word for Schadenfreude, that they are wrong?"
"Really? What is the English word?"
"It's Epicaricacy."
Lucy burst out laughing and said: "I'll have to try that one in Scrabble when we next play Scrabble."
Puzzled, David said, "But we don't play Scrabble?"
She gave him a playful slap on his arm, saying: "We fucking do now I know that Epicaricacy's a word!"
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Thomas and Emma-Louise checked the systems for the twentieth time. Overkill? Not at all. Even one apparently small, insignificant error could kill them, either immediately or at some point down the line.
They had both earned their degrees in Paleontology and had been working together at the National Institute of Chronological Antediluvian Research for several years, in fact since their joint dissertation was published.
They had been a part of Project Oospore for the past 18 months and were working in conjunction with the Project Wellsian team to bring about the ultimate goal of the founders of the NICAR, which was to send researchers back in time to harvest fertilized dino eggs.
At first there had been a moratorium on using the time travel technology, with naysayers holding forth and pontificating on esoteric concepts such as time paradoxes and the disruption of the historical timeline.
There had been an impasse for several years until at the UN-sponsored Time Travel Technology Debate, the anti-time travel advocates put their points of view over and the case for time travel being allowed was put by Professor Gordon Lightfoot, a small, yet feisty Cambridge Don.
He pointed out that if someone had traveled back in time and did something, say, 500 years ago, then whatever they had done would already have happened and would be part of the historical record.
Else why, he said, would not despots such as Hitler have been assassinated by a time traveling vigilante? He then revealed that there had been at least 42 attempts to assassinate Hitler, probably many more that went unreported, and wondered if at least some of those plots had been instigated or organized by people who had traveled back through time?
After his speech, the opposition to time travel faded away and official bodies such as the National Institute of Chronological Antediluvian Research were launched to oversee and coordinate time travel. Although Professor Lightfoot's attitude held sway, time travel was strictly controlled because controlling things is what governments like to do.
The NICAR had decided to send a team back to the Cretaceous Period and obtain some eggs (hopefully fertilized) from up to four dinosaur nests.
Lots were drawn to see which team would be the first to go back and Thomas and Emma-Louise won the draw.
And so it was, two months later they were sent back in time to collect the eggs. "We'll only take one from each nest," Thomas said.
"Yeah, I agree. We don't want to upset their maternal instincts, do we?" Emma-Louise replied.
When they traveled back, they noticed several things immediately. The air was very humid, they were wearing breathing masks to supplement the lower oxygen levels, and the trees and plants that were alien to their eyes were absolutely enormous, as were the flying insects that they saw and heard.
They could hear some crashing sounds and noises from some creatures that were low, booming noises some distance away. "Nothing like the old Jurassic Park movie," Emma-Louise said, giggling.
Thomas shook his head. "Nah, Sis! Clearly not!"
They nervously hunted around in an area marked out on their map as having multiple potential nest sites, as paleontologists had discovered many fossilized nest sites in modern times.
They found four nest sites in reasonably close proximity to each other. "Wonder where the parents are?" Thomas asked, glancing round.
"Probably feeding," Emma said. "Luckily the dinosaurs we're seeking out are herbivores so they won't attack us."
"Yeah, so long as they don't see us kidnapping their babies!" Thomas replied.
They carefully removed one egg from each nest and gently placed them into the incubator they'd brought, making sure they were snug and safe.
They noticed that the eggs, which were about the same size as an Ostrich egg, were still reasonably warm. Emma-Louise remarked about how light they were. "Probably because the last time we held eggs from this type of dinosaur they'd been turned to solid stone, so were pretty hefty," she noted.
"Right," Thomas said. "We have the eggs, now we have one more job to do."
They walked through the Cretaceous Period jungle until they saw a dinosaur that was ambling along, minding its own business. To their shock, rather than looking like a gigantic lizard it actually looked more akin to a really massive bird-like creature covered in bright feathers.
Thomas activated the extra piece of equipment they had brought with them and whistled to attract the attention of the bird-like creature. It turned toward them and began running in their direction. There was none of the lumbering gait that many people had expected of dinosaurs. She, or he, was moving rapidly with a flowing, graceful series of movements.
Before the dinosaur had gotten too close, they activated the time travel device and found themselves back at the HQ of the NICAR.
Thomas turned off the device he had been using, and together they went through into the laboratory, removed the eggs from the portable incubator and placed them, very carefully, into the laboratory incubator.
They left the laboratory and talked outside. Emma-Louise said: "Did you get what you wanted, Thomas?"
Thomas nodded, saying: "I think so. Let's check it out." They were both more than satisfied with the result, and after putting it through the final processes, they felt that they were ready.
"I'm a little nervous about this idea, Thomas. Should we really go ahead with our plan?"
Thomas shrugged. "If we don't, Susan and Michael wouldn't happen and we need to follow through. After all, as Professor Lightfoot said, 'Whatever people had done would already have happened and would be part of the historical record,' so we have to proceed."
They returned to the building, picked up several items of equipment and made their second time travel event of the day, but they only stepped back a relatively short time compared to their previous trip.
They had set their coordinates with pinpoint accuracy and waited at the side of the road, partially hidden behind a billboard.
"I can hear it! Get ready!" Emma-Louise said, excitement in her voice.
"Okay" Thomas said. He aimed the handheld device he was carrying and the Hologramex 3-D projector began to work as he aimed it toward the road.
The throaty purr of a classic car, a Bugatti Veyron Vitesse was heard as local footballing hero Marc LaValliere was driving at speed toward something very rare for him, a second assignation with a married woman by the name of Linda Brown, who he had managed to spirit away from her husband at his happy hunting ground, Morrison's nightclub.
LaValliere didn't consider himself to be a bad man. In fact, the only thing that he liked more than working with the charities he had set up was taking other men's wives and borrowing them. Theoretically he knew that behavior was reprehensible, but there was a highly useful moral blind spot in his psychological makeup that often saw him bedding the wives or girlfriends of other men. And, although this was discreditable, he did get off on making cuckolds of other men.
He rarely if ever wanted to see one of his conquests again, but there was something about Linda, especially in that stunning blue dress when he had first seen her, that really spoke to him in a way that other women rarely did.
Oh, there was no chance of him really taking her away from her husband because he wasn't the kind of man looking for a committed relationship, and he knew that whatever relationship he could have with Linda would be torrid but relatively brief.
He had arranged for a further assignation with her. She wasn't sure it was a good idea; she was working hard to make things up with Jim her husband and didn't want to put their reconciliation at risk.
LaValliere had eased her conscience by telling her it would just be a cup of coffee and a talk about things, that he didn't want her to risk her marriage and that he'd not try to seduce her.
That was a mixture of lies and half-truths. He did want her to talk to her about things (probably), he didn't want her to risk her marriage (probably), but he would try to seduce her (probably).
He was driving over the speed limit, but that was copacetic as the local police always gave the local sporting stars considerable leeway. Also, the fact that he was a trustee of the local police charity board certainly helped somewhat.
Suddenly, LaValliere saw something impossible running toward him, it was a huge dinosaur, covered in feathers. He swerved to the right and his car smashed into a wall.
As suddenly as it had appeared, the very real looking dinosaur flicked out of existence as Thomas turned off the Hologramex 3-D projector.
Emma-Louise flipped open the device she was carrying, which was a perfect clone of a standard smartphone of several years ago. She dialed 911, and when connected said: "Hi! I'm calling to report a pretty bad accident involving a single car. The driver was travelling really fast and then he lost control of the car and hit a wall."
The operator took the details and a fire truck, an ambulance and a police cruiser all arrived on the scene.
The fire crew members used the jaws of life to extricate a badly injured Marc LaValliere from the wreckage of his car. It was only because he was wearing his seatbelt, the airbags deployed and the car was so solidly built that he had lived through the crash.
Thomas and Emma-Louise traveled back to their own time and wondered about what they had just done.
Two weeks later they, and their parents Jim and Linda plus their younger siblings the twins, Susan and Michael, were guests of honor at the Marc LaValliere Wheelchair Football League annual dinner.
It was a glittering event and was attended by the great and the good of the city and also the rest of the country, so important was the Marc LaValliere Wheelchair Football League in American sporting circles.
There was a really very good four-course meal with wines appropriate to each course, and this was followed by a performance by a reasonably good comedian and then worthy speeches praising Marc LaValliere and the members of his committee who ran the charitable side of the league.
Then Marc LaValliere wheeled himself onto the stage in his electric wheelchair. "Good evening, everyone. My name is Marc LaValliere, and I'd like to thank everyone who has helped me over the past decade or so to make my dream of the Marc LaValliere Wheelchair Football League become a reality."
He passed a hand over his face before continuing to speak. "But there's something many of you don't know about me. In my younger days I was an amoral piece of shit." There were gasps and cries of "No! You are a good man!" from one person in the audience.
Marc shook his head with a smile on his face. "No, I can assure you that I was an amoral piece of shit. See... what I would do was go to nightclubs, hotels and the like and target married women and do my damndest to steal them from their husbands for the night. I actually used to get off on turning the wife into my own personal slut du jour and their poor, innocent and loving husband into my cuckold."
The audience was stunned, spellbound by this dreadful revelation. Marc, after a painful pause, continued.
"But one day, one evening, in fact, I was on my way to attempt to convince a wife to cheat on her husband again, I saw something heading toward my car. It was fucking huge. It looked like a dinosaur but it was covered in feathers. Instinctively I swerved out of the way and smashed into a wall.
"I was taken to the Central Hospital in a pretty bad way. They operated on me almost as soon as I arrived. Apparently, they stemmed bleeds from several parts of my body and operated on my spine, an operation that almost certainly saved my life. However, I had lost the use of my legs.
"As you can imagine, I was destroyed. My career as a footballer was over, as was my career as a lothario. At first I felt bitter, but lying on my back recovering from my surgeries, I began realizing that my accident was really a blessing for me. I took stock of myself and I realized that I had become a person who I did not know very well and who I did not like in the least.
"Eventually I came to understand that I had fallen far short of my potential. I wanted God back in my life, so I asked for the Catholic hospital chaplain to start visiting me and taking my confession.
"Eventually I left the hospital and went into a rehab center where I was taught how to cope with being a paraplegic. I had wronged so many people, but now I knew it was time to put things right. I set up what was to become the Marc LaValliere Wheelchair Football League, which now has hundreds of teams all over the country, with thousands of people like me, confined to wheelchairs, able to participate in the greatest sport the world has ever known, American Football!" He punched the air and the audience erupted in cheers and applause.
"I'd also like to thank Jim and Linda Brown for their wise counsel and help over the past ten years. I wronged them very badly and they chose to forgive me. I'd also like to thank my Godchildren, Susan and Michael for being such wonderful kids and their older brother and sister, Tommy and Emma. Though these days, they prefer to be called Thomas and Emma-Louise. But as their crazy, crippled honorary uncle, I get to call them Tommy and Emma!"
He paused and said, "Come on, honey! Come out here, please!" An attractive but slightly plump woman came out to applause as Marc said: "And I'd like to thank my wife, Donna, who I met at a wheelchair football game when she was with her brother, who was playing in a match. Donna and I have been married for five years and for that, I believe she deserves a medal!"
"Also, I'd like to thank God for sending me that dinosaur, because if that hadn't happened, I'd most likely have been shot by a justifiably enraged husband or died of an STD. I... I... I don't know how God arranged for me to meet that dinosaur, but I'm glad he did and I'd like to thank whomever it was who performed that task on the Lord's behalf."
There was a very long, standing ovation for Marc, and Tommy and Emma hugged each other and sobbed with joy and relief.
They'd been shocked when Marc had started visiting their parents in his wheelchair and when their father had forgiven him. They were, to use a British expression, absolutely gobsmacked. Especially when their parents joined the board of Marc's wheelchair football league and worked with him to make it the outstanding success that it had become.
They decided to tell nobody about their part in the apparition of the dinosaur. Well, at least not yet. Besides, they had a paper to write about their exploits in obtaining the eggs and they wanted to visit the dinosaur chicks who were growing bigger every day.
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Ryan O'Shaughnessy's life was absolutely awesome. At least, that's what he told anyone who was silly enough to ask.
But jokes to one side, he had every reason to be happy with his lot in life. His parents Bridey and Mick O'Shaughnessy loved him, as did his fiancée, Coleen Murphy.
Although their sharing an apartment before entering holy wedlock caused a frisson of angst amongst some of the older members of their families, their parents didn't mind and Father Kenneth, the parish priest, was a wise enough old bird to know when to hold or when to fold.
They were saving for the downpayment on a house a couple of miles from the area of town in which they currently lived.
The development they were looking at was going to be an absolutely stunning home, with amazing appliances, well-finished rooms and garden areas both front and back that looked as good as those shown in House Beautiful, Fine Gardening magazine and Home Gardening magazine.
Ryan deliberately chose "was going to be an absolutely stunning home" because although Ryan and Coleen had put a reserve on their new property no actual construction work had commenced and probably wouldn't for another six months or so. The photographs were all AI generated.
All seemed well in the world of Ryan and Coleen until someone breached a dyke, or perhaps it would be more apposite to say that a dyke had breached something, but more on that anon.
Ryan worked for a major office management software company. If you are in business to any degree, lesser or greater, then you'll more likely than not have used software designed and implemented by Müll-Computer-Unternehmen or MCU as it was more widely known.
What MCU did was to provide what is known as white label products for major business concerns with accountancy suites, communications systems, control systems, Virtual Reality systems, HR systems and the like. But the client could pretend that it was their own software that was running. Which was why MCU charged more than their rivals did, but the clients were always happy to pay the premium rates.
One of the advantages for Ryan, apart from the fantastic salary, was that he didn't have to spend time tied to his desk (to coin a phrase) and could work from anywhere he chose. Including the apartment he and his fiancée shared.
Due to a delay in the dental office Ryan had his teeth cleaned and polished late in the morning, so he decided to phone the office, tell them he'd be in later and drop in at home and grab a bite to eat.
He didn't bother to tell Coleen about his change of plan as she had told him she'd be out all day with his mother in a small city about 100 miles away to look at some wedding dress designs.
When Ryan opened the apartment's door and walked through into the living area, he had the shock of his life when he witnessed his fiancée and his mother indulging in what he later learned (courtesy of Bing) was known as scissoring, or tribadism.
When they realized that they were no longer alone together (to coin another phrase, I feel I'm on a roll here!) in the room, they disengaged their vulvas and slid away from each other, wearing shocked expressions.
They were stunned into silence, looking at Ryan almost as if they hoped he might vanish from their sight. But they both knew that wasn't going to happen. Swiftly, they began covering themselves with random bits of clothing and cushions from the large couch they'd been canoodling to the max on only moments before. "Not gonna rest my head on those cushions any longer," Ryan thought, barely able to keep his dental office coffee down.
"Mother... Coleen... just what the fuck is going on? I didn't know either of you were lesbians!"
Bridey shook her head. "Coleen isn't a lesbian, as such. I'd guess you could call her bi-curious, and I was helping her to explore that side of her personality, sort of."
Ryan frowned. "That's bull, mother. You were helping my fiancée cheat on me. That's what you were doing. And since when were you gay, Mother?"
"I wasn't cheating on you, Ryan," explained Coleen, interjecting. "Like your mom said, she was just helping me work through my feelings."
"What feelings? The feelings that you wanted to cheat on me?"
"But it's not cheating, not really. Because if you'd have caught me with a man, well, yes, that would have been cheating. But I'd never do that, Ry. I love you too much to do that."
"Just not enough to stop you having sex with my mother. Anyway, 'exploring that side of your personality'? What if you'd have realized you were totally into girls and that you didn't want me in your life any longer?"
"I wouldn't have done that. I love you too much, honey. You know that."
"Actually, I now know no such thing."
He turned to his mother. "What would Dad say if he knew what you'd been getting up to with my ex-fiancée?"
She shrugged. "Your father and I have an arrangement. He knows I'm bi-sexual and he's okay with me having my silly little dalliances, unimportant events in the scheme of things, so long as they don't interfere with our marriage, the core things that involve us, affect us."
Ryan happened to notice that the expression on his fiancée's face, ex-fiancée, now, had suddenly shifted to one of hurt and anger when she had realized that Bridey only thought of her as being a silly little dalliance and an unimportant event.
He then realized that the participants in the affair had radically different views on their affair and what they'd expected from it.
Without another word Ryan glanced down at the occasional table by the door and grabbed the two cell phones he saw there, stuffed them in his pockets and ignoring their shrieking protests, left the apartment and firmly, but quietly, closing the door behind him.
Without their phones they wouldn't be able to call his father to spin him a yarn, and although there was a phone point in the apartment the last time it had been connected to the phone network was probably during the Bush 1 or Bush 2 administrations.
He took the elevator to the ground floor and once outside the building he phoned his father. "Hi, Dad. I just had a fucking hell of a shock. I went back to the apartment unexpectedly and I found Mom and Coleen in bed together having sex." He heard his father's gasp of horror.
"Mom told me that you and her have an open relationship and that you didn't mind her having sex with women. Is that true?"
His father sighed. "Not... not entirely. Rather than you come to the house and risk your mother trying to blindside us with BS, I'll meet you at Monty's Sports Bar in a half hour. Is that okay, Ry?"
"Sure, Dad. I'm not expected at the office for a while, so Monty's sounds good to me."
When Ryan had parked his car in the parking lot and walked into Monty's, the screens were playing some European soccer games and his father was sitting at one of the back booths with a pitcher of beer and two pint glasses on the table.
He motioned to them. "Proper Imperial pint glasses and a pitcher of Goose Island IPA. I thought about some whisky, but I know we're both driving, so I decided against that."
Ryan sat down, poured himself a drink and said: "I got home and found them both fucking on the sofa in the living room. Then Mom gave me some bull about you being okay with it? Is that true, Dad?"
Mick took a reflective pull on his drink. "Not entirely, Ryan. Not entirely. Years ago, I found that your mother had gotten too close to a female colleague. In fact, like you, I caught them having sex.
"It nearly led to us breaking up but she explained that she had needs that I, as a man, couldn't meet. You were only a toddler and as I didn't want to break our family up, I decided to stay and work something out.
"What we worked out was that we had a postnuptial agreement drawn up that would allow your mother to have female friends, but that the stipulations would be nobody we knew, that they wouldn't be from our own area or town and that there would be no lasting relationships between Bridey and the other women.
"To my mind, fucking Coleen, your fiancée, damn it, has totally smashed through our postnuptial agreement. Are you going to be able to forgive Coleen over what she's done?"
Ryan shook his head. "No, Dad. Not at all. If she'd fuck me over by fucking my own mom even before the wedding, what's to stop her fucking other women or even other men, too, once we were married? I can see how Mom managed to baby trap you into signing the postnup because you had me to think about, but would you have married her if you'd known then what you know now?"
Mick shook his head, sadly. "I doubt I would have, to be honest. I feel so angry with her. She's fucked up our marriage and now she's fucked things up between you and Coleen."
"Yeah, but to be honest I can't help but think Mom's done me a favor, in a way. What I mean is, she's shown Coleen up as a flighty, unfaithful little bitch. You know we'd planned on having a big family? What if I'd have fathered six kids with her, then caught her cheating on me? Would the kids even have been mine? That would be far worse than finding out now, and eventually, being able to move on, you know?"
"I agree, Ryan; you make a fair point. There's no possibility you can forgive Colleen? What about your mother? Will you forgive her?"
"What? For being the slut who stole my fiancée? Not in the foreseeable future. You going to forgive Mom?"
"Not again. I forgave her once before and it look like she threw it back in my face. Divorce, as laid out in the postnuptial agreement, seems like the only option for me, if I'm to retain some level of self-respect."
They finished the pitcher, decided against another, and at the door to the establishment, they shook hands, hugged and parted ways.
Ryan returned to the now empty apartment and replaced the phones where he had found them. Although logically he knew the apartment was still the same, it somehow felt tainted, filthy in a way he couldn't define but knew for a fact.
He knew he could no longer live there. As for the two cheaters? They were nowhere in sight, which pleased Ryan because although not by nature a confrontational man, he was so wound up that he would have confronted the two cheaters and he realised with surprise that he couldn't have guaranteed it wouldn't have degenerated into a physical confrontation.
He collected some clothing and bits and pieces and was able to move into the spare room of Danny, a good friend of his who, having known the family for many years, had been shocked by how things had gone down.
Over hot sweet tea that evening (Danny's mother had come from England and instilled the benefits of hot, sweet tea into her family members), Danny revealed that whilst he had always liked Ryan's mother, he had always felt weird vibes coming from her. Nothing definite, but that there had always been something there behind the facade, he'd always thought
The next day, Coleen sent an email apology to Ryan:
Dear Ryan,
I don't even know where to begin, because I know words alone can't fix what I've broken. But I owe you a sincere and heartfelt apology for the pain I've caused you. I betrayed your trust, and there are no excuses for my actions. I know that I've hurt you deeply, and I am truly, very sorry.
I was selfish, and I let you down in the worst possible way that I could. You gave me your love, your loyalty, and your heart, and I shattered it. I can't imagine the hurt and disappointment you must be feeling right now, and it breaks my heart knowing that I am the reason for your pain. Especially as it involved me having sex with your own mother.
I want you to know that my actions don't reflect how I feel about you. I care about you more than anything, and I made the biggest mistake of my life by betraying that. I was reckless, thoughtless, and cowardly, and I will forever regret the choices I made.
I know that saying "sorry" can't undo what I've done. Especially as it involved your mother, like I said.
I understand if you can't forgive me or if you need time to process all of this. I just want you to know that I am deeply ashamed of my behavior, and I am committed to working on myself, whatever the outcome of this might be. I don't expect you to trust me again overnight, and I understand if that trust may never come back. I can only hope that, in time, you'll see how truly sorry I am.
Please take all the time you need to decide what's best for you, and if you ever want to talk or need anything from me, I am here. I understand if you want space, and I will respect whatever decision you make.
Again, I am so, so sorry for everything I've done. You deserved so much better than this, and I wish I could go back and undo the pain I've caused.
All I can do now is express my deep regret and take full responsibility for my actions. Also, please tell Mick how sorry I am for my part in the destruction of his marriage.
Sincerely with all my love,
Coleen
He swiftly replied:
Dear Coleen,
Thank you for your apology. You have destroyed our relationship, you have destroyed my relationship with my mother. I'll never forgive you or her.
Goodbye,
Ryan
PS we'll split our shit with our lawyers dealing with it.
Bridey and Coleen compounded the situation by the two of them sharing the apartment that Ryan had vacated. Neither of them could grasp the fact that this worsened the shit that they'd caused. Or maybe they just didn't care?
However, Bridey was incensed that her husband was going forward with the divorce, using the postnuptial agreement as the basis.
In the meantime, through his employer's health insurance, Ryan had therapy. As for Mick? He just plodded on, sustained by the occasional pint of Guinness, some shots of DEW Irish Whiskey and long chats with Father Kenneth, his parish priest.
Several months later Coleen and Mick were facing each other in divorce court, before the judge, Justice Peter Parker. He was a chill dude who always wore two lapel pins. One commemorating his US Marine service, the other, on the other side, a Spiderman badge, referencing his name, the alter ego of Peter Parker.
Mick was represented by Molly Patricks and Coleen was represented by Lucy Jones.
"Your honor," Molly said, "My client, Mr. Mick O'Shaughnessy, is divorcing his wife Bridey O'Shaughnessy on the grounds of her infidelity with the former fiancée of her son Ryan, Coleen Murphy."
Molly had seen her opposing counsel begin to stir. "Whilst I am aware that adultery isn't normally grounds for divorce in this state, we are filing for divorce on the grounds of infidelity because Mr. and Mrs. O'Shaughnessy both signed a postnuptial agreement that included divorce on the grounds of infidelity under specific circumstances. I'd like to call Mr. O'Shaughnessy as my first witness."
Mick was sworn in and the questioning commenced. "Mr. O'Shaughnessy, how long have you and Mrs O'Shaughnessy been married?"
"Twenty-six years."
"Was it a happy marriage? A good marriage?"
He shrugged before replying. "To an extent, it was, yes. However, we hit a major stumbling block when our son Ryan was a toddler. You see, I caught my wife in bed with someone else, a colleague of hers. A woman."
"What happened then, please? Can you describe what happened?"
"I was upset, devastated, really. I'd just caught the woman I loved more than anyone else cheating on me. I asked her if I'd failed her in some way? She explained that she was bi-sexual and sometimes she wanted or needed sex with a woman to make her feel complete, or whole.
"Although it wasn't logical, I felt as if I'd failed her in some way. But I knew I didn't want to divorce her because I still loved her and I loved my son and didn't want to be a part-time father."
"What happened then, Mr. O'Shaughnessy? What did you do then?"
"We had relationship counseling and she was able to reassure me that she still loved me and that she wanted to continue in our marriage.
"After a while we hammered out an agreement, backed up by a formal postnuptial agreement where she would be able to take female lovers, but not people known to the both of us, not from our immediate circle of friends. Ideally if she did take female lovers, that they'd be from far away, preferably from the next town over or further away, if possible. And certainly not form any romantic relationships with them."
Molly addressed the court: "Your honor, the postnuptial agreement is presented to the court as Exhibit One. The agreement basically states that Mrs. O'Shaughnessy would be allowed to have occasional female sexual partners, but that if she took a female lover who was known to both of them, or from their immediate social circles or their immediate area, or took a lover on a long-term basis that the marriage would be considered as null and void."
She paused before continuing: "I'd like to call my second witness, Ryan O'Shaughnessy."
Ryan was sworn in and his questioning commenced. "Ryan, I'm aware this will be painful for you, but can you please explain what happened when you returned home to the apartment you shared with your then fiancée?"
"I returned home unexpectedly from a dental appointment, my fiancée, my then fiancée, had told me that she and my mother would be away at a wedding dress shop in a city about 100 miles away, so I knew nobody would be at home.
"Anyway, much to my shock, horror and embarrassment, my fiancée and my mother were having sex in our apartment's living room.
"My mother told me that my dad was okay with this kind of thing, so there was no point in me telling him."
"What happened next, Ryan?"
"I met up with my father and he explained about the postnuptial agreement and said that she'd lied to me, pretty much, about the arrangement they had."
"How did you feel when you found your mother and your fiancée having sex together?"
He shrugged. "Devastated, to be honest. Two of the people in the world who I loved the most apart from my dad had betrayed me in the worst way they could. My dreams were of a happy marriage with Coleen, raising a big family of children in a big house with dogs and cats and maybe a pony for our daughters. Now my dreams had become a nightmare and they died in that instant."
"How are you feeling now, Ryan?"
He wiped his eyes. "Not good, to be honest. I'm in therapy and I'm not dating. I'd rather chew on broken bottles than to date at the moment, to be truthful."
"Yes, I can see that, Ryan. Sorry that happened to you. No more questions, your honor."
Lucy Jones declined the opportunity to cross-examine, as she realized that no good would come of it.
Then it was the turn of Lucy Jones. She called Coleen O'Shaughnessy to the stand.
"Mrs. O'Shaughnessy, did you agree to the prenuptial agreement presented to the court by Mr. O'Shaughnessy?"
"Yes, I did. But it wasn't real. I never intended for it to be valid."
"Then why did you sign it, if that was the case?"
"Because I loved him, I wanted us to remain together as a couple, as a family with little Ryan, who was just over two years old at the time."
"I see. Good, noble aims. Who drew up the agreement?"
"It was a lawyer friend of mine; she said she'd draft it out for me, she'd have it signed in front of a notary service that she used. I was worried about what would happen if he tried to act on the agreement, but she then explained to me that the agreement would not hold up in court, that it was only being drafted to give him the peace of mind he was craving."
"So, you signed that postnuptial agreement in order to salve the bruised ego of your husband when you took female lovers from time-to-time?"



"Yes! That's exactly it."
"No more questions, your honor."
"Wait there, please, Mrs. O'Shaughnessy," barked Justice Peter Parker. "You'll need to remain to be questioned by Ms. Patricks."
Molly commenced her questioning. She was not happy. "Mrs. O'Shaughnessy, you were taking female lovers, your husband caught you and in order to keep your husband with you, you lied and potentially committed perjury by putting your name to a postnuptial agreement you signed in order to give your husband a false sense of security to make him believe stuff that wasn't necessarily the truth?"
"I suppose you could look at it like that, if you'd like."
"It's not what I'd like, Mrs. O'Shaughnessy. It's the truth. You told your husband that you would only have female sexual partners who were not known to you or your husband, were not even from your local area. When did that change?"
Bridey frowned: "I don't know what you mean."
"Your son found you having sexual intercourse with his fiancée in the apartment they shared. Coleen was known to you and your husband. Therefore, that breached a pretty major part of your postnuptial agreement, didn't it?"
Bridey said "I see what you mean. But that was the first time."
"Was it, Mrs. O'Shaughnessy? Was that the first time you broke the agreement? Or have you had other lovers who wouldn't pass the test of the prenuptial agreement you signed? And remember, you are under oath."
"But it doesn't matter! That prenuptial agreement isn't valid! My friend told me that!"
"I see, Mrs. O'Shaughnessy. That tells me you have breached the agreement. Only you know the extent to which you broke it. Local female lovers, male lovers, even? But the crown of your dirty, deceitful life was that you allowed yourself to be caught having a sexual affair with your poor son's fiancée. Yet you keep babbling on about the postnuptial agreement that you signed being invalid?"
"But my friend told me it was invalid," Coleen shouted, becoming visibly upset.
Justice Parker intervened at this point. "Mrs. O'Shaughnessy, your "friend" misled you. Although this isn't the most tightly written postnuptial agreement that I have ever seen, it's certainly not invalid. Just a question. Was that lawyer friend of yours a 'friend with benefits' by any chance? I see by the expression on your face that that was the case. She lied to you. Why? I have no clue.
"However, I have to say that the postnuptial agreement is valid and that, as a result, you have ended your own marriage."
"But my friend told me it wouldn't hold up in court!"
"Your friend has no standing in my court. If your friend had standing in my court, why isn't she here either giving evidence for you or representing you before me?"
"Your honor," interjected Lucy Jones. "Is there any way we could save the marriage? Counseling, maybe? A renewed agreement?"
Justice Parker shrugged. "I really can't see the point. Mrs. O'Shaughnessy broke the vows she made at her wedding, she then broke the postnuptial agreement, so why would you think she'd agree to abide by a third agreement?
"That she'd be capable of abiding by it? No, that's not sitting well with me. I am now declaring the marriage to be over, with the provisions of the postnuptial agreement being brought into effect."
Justice Parker then addressed Lucy Jones: "Ms. Jones, do you know who gave your client such poor, ill-conceived advice?"
"No, your honor. I don't."
"I'm pleased to hear that. The divorce is now enacted, with the provisions in the postnuptial agreement now in force."
Bridey turned to Mick and shouted "You'll never find another woman like me!"
Mick laughed and replied: "Sounds good to me! Bye, Felicia!"
Bridey started sobbing, clutching at Lucy Jones, as she stumbled from the court. She'd gambled everything. Her marriage, her relationship with her son, her son's relationship with his fiancée.
At that moment, she was blaming herself. Eventually, as people like her do, she began to blame her ex-husband, her former lover-lawyer who'd steered her wrongly, her own lawyer Lucy Jones, and even Coleen, although she was still sharing Coleen's bed. Yeah, looks like Bridey's pretty much a shitty kind of a person.
As for Ryan, he was attending counseling.
It was a reasonably long process for Ryan, as there was much to be unpicked.
Eventually his therapist had said: "Ryan, it's not true that your mother had an affair with Coleen because she was either lesbian or bi-sexual. The reason she had the affair with Coleen wasn't due to her sexuality, it was because your mother is a cheater. Incidentally, most bisexual people don't cheat.
"I obviously can't diagnose your mother, after all, I'm a psychologist, not a psychic, but from what you have told me about the dynamic of your mother's relationships, how she cheated on your father, got shafted by her own postnuptial agreement and decided to steal your fiancée.
"I feel pretty certain that she's a narcissist, with an element of impulsivity. She clearly feels entitled to special treatment, with an inflated sense of her self-worth, sure she deserves more than your father or life could provide.
"Of course, as I pointed out, I can't give a definitive diagnosis about her personality as, thankfully, I'll never likely ever meet her. But if she were to have a tattoo, she should consider having NPD tattooed on her forehead as a warning to everyone she meets in her life."
At their last session his therapist gave Ryan some techniques to help him cope when, as his therapist said, "shit gets too real to deal."
Ryan moved in with his father for a while until he was able to get an apartment of his own.
Mick found that, even at his age, his dating pool was both deeper and far warmer than he had ever anticipated.
Ryan had the opportunity to take some training classes at work and realized that one of his fellow students was the most beautiful and captivating woman he had ever seen, looking like a cross between Kate Beckinsdale and Sandra Bullock.
Yeah, they're dating and things are looking good.
What of Collen? As for Collen, why was she sharing her apartment and her life with Bridey? Psychological self-preservation.
Because if she had thrown Bridey out of her life, her loss of Ryan as her fiancée would have been a total loss. However, their relationship was never 100% because as the old song never said: "Cheaters who need cheaters are the loneliest people in the world."
And... who cares about them, right?
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Dr. Carl Myers was the Science Advisor to the President. He had multiple degrees, a couple of Doctorates but even he was stumped, baffled and bewildered by current events.
"Carl," President Peterson said, "can you please explain to me what the hell is going on?"
Carl shook his head. "Not really, Mr. President, because nobody in the entire world's scientific community has ever seen anything like this. Throughout observable space there have been previously unknown phenomena of multiple sources and multiple types. Also, the whole of space surrounding our star system has started to glow, for want of a better term."
"Is it dangerous, this radiation, if that's what it is?"
"We don't believe so, at least not yet. It's weird but the glow doesn't appear to have any dangerous types or levels of radiation. It's like a sort of a cold light, if you will.
"But it's not the glow that concerns me, Mr. President. There appears to be some sort of shift in time and reality, for want of a better expression.
"Also, there's a major increase in dark radiation, plus someone in Australia has stated that their tachyon particle detector has started to produce some very worrying results."
"I thought tachyons didn't really exist outside of theoretical physics?"
"Well, that was the generally held consensus, but the guys at a cutting edge research facility in New South Wales postulated several years ago, a mechanism whereby they could, under some circumstances, be detected. Now, they are concerned about the amount that they are detecting."
"Is that connected to the weird glow in space and the other events you mentioned?"
"Mr. President, your guess is as good as that of anyone. The truth is, although it seems likely, we have yet to find any definitive proof one way or another."
Carl paused before continuing. "Also, there's something slightly more sinister, slightly more concerning, potentially. The Annie Maunder Astrographic Telescope at the Royal Observatory in the UK and the UK's Jodrell Bank radio telescope have detected images and radiation from a point about a light year away from the Solar System that looks to have all the hallmarks of being from a black hole."
"My God!" said President Peterson. "Good Lord above, that's dreadful! Are we heading toward it?"
"In truth, Mr. President, if the Brit's figures are correct, it seems more probable that it is heading toward us. And at an increasing speed, I have to say."
"Does that mean the world is doomed?"
"As there is no data or firm theories on how to stop a black hole, then I think that is the highly likely outcome, Sir."
Carl said his goodbyes and returned to his home on the college campus where his wife and co-researcher, Anne, was awaiting him.
"How did the President take it, Carl?"
"He took it as well as you would expect. I'm glad I'm not in his position. He'll have to decide whether or not he should keep these facts secret or whether he should tell the public and the world. Of course, with so many scientists the world over knowing parts of this puzzling situation there stands a damn good chance that someone will let something slip which could cause a worldwide panic, which would not be good."
She looked at him before speaking. "There's no way to destroy a black hole, is there?"
"No, Anne, there's not. Theoretical physicists have postulated that if we could change the angular momentum or charge of a black hole, that might possibly destroy it.
"But that's merely a theoretical assumption, and as yet there's no data to prove it. Besides which, I'm not certain that darn thing is a typical black hole. What I mean by that, is although it seems to show some of the theoretical phenomena that we generally associate with the concept of black holes, some of the available data doesn't seem to support that. It's almost as if it's a sort of a black hole, but not really. Maybe it's a brown hole, a blue hole or even a fucking yellow hole. We just don't know for sure."
"Could launching nuclear warheads do something to destabilize the damn thing?" Anne asked, half-seriously.
Carl chuckled. "You are sounding like a scientist from a 1960s science fiction movie, Anne! To be honest, I have no idea. Nobody has. But what I do know is if we don't do something we'll be totally fucked. If we had missiles powerful enough to reach the damn thing maybe, just maybe, it would be worth a shot. No pun intended!"
"But if it's a light year away, how many years would it take to reach it?" Anne asked.
"The New Horizons probe has a speed at 58,000Kph, so it would take nearly 20,000 years to reach it. But that's another thing, the black hole or whatever the hell it is, seems to be closing in on us faster than that. Theoretically that's not possible. Unless the damn thing is somehow twisting time and space in a way we haven't yet figured out yet."
Their TV suddenly flashed an Emergency Alert on the screen. Anne grabbed the remote and turned the sound up. They heard the strains of "Hail to the Chief", the official anthem of the President of the USA.
The scene cut to the Oval Office and a worried looking President Peterson.
"Greetings my fellow Americans and fellow citizens of the world. I have just consulted with my Chief Science Advisor and I have to tell you that the situation that we find ourselves facing is unprecedented in the history of the world. Reports are coming in from all over the world of strange phenomena and that a black hole or something like a black hole is rapidly approaching the Earth.
"We have received reports that unusual events are happening all over the world. A Roman Legion has been seen marching near York in the north of England and a Pterodactyl was glimpsed flying over Rio de Janeiro. It looks as if time and our reality is beginning to break down. Please, everyone, start praying. Because that's probably the only resource we have left. I..."
The television screen blacked out and the sky outside their home began to be filled with wondrous, eldritch sights that were awful in the meaning of being filled with awe..
"Carl, I'm scared! What's happening?"
"Me too, Anne. I love you!" He grabbed his wife and she responded to his hug. "I love you too, Carl!" was her heartfelt response.
They made love one last, passion filled time and then... It was as if they and the rest of the world were being expelled from the Universe, their destination? Unknown.
****
As he finished, he let out a groan of pleasure. There was a knocking on the door. "Are you alright in there? What are you doing?"
"I'm perfectly fine, mother," he said, irritated by the intrusion but hiding well, or so he thought.
He looked into the water of the toilet bowl and looked at the ejaculate that floated on the surface. He wiped himself clean, dropped the paper into the water and flushed the toilet.
"I'm just finishing up, Mom!" he called out in response. "Just washing my hands. I'll be out in a minute." He knew his mother didn't approve of such behavior. But what possible harm could it do? After all, it didn't hurt anyone, did it?
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*
As Michael Brady was parking his Ford Focus in the double wide garage next to his wife Candy's Nissan Versa, he had good reasons to be cheerful. This was Friday evening, which in the Brady home, was date night.
They'd been a couple for seven years, four of those as a happy young married couple, and throughout all of their marriage, Friday night was their at home date night. It was sacrosanct and amused or enthralled their mutual friends, so steadfast were they in abiding by it. So far, they'd not missed a Friday date night. So far, that was.
They were in their late 20s, both good looking, childless at present, but they had been seriously discussing having children and had even decided to check out several suitable stores at the weekend to see what would be available to turn one of the bedrooms into a nursery when that time came.
For their date nights one week it would be his turn to cook and her turn to choose a movie, the next week he'd select the movie and she'd cook the food.
Last week he'd really pushed his culinary skills to their limits when he made a restaurant quality pasta alfredo pollo, and for the dessert he had made a tiramisu which had turned out far better than he had expected. The bottle of Chianti he had selected worked very well with both dishes.
Candy had selected an Adam Sandler movie, 50 First Dates, which they had both enjoyed.
He hadn't yet chosen the movie they'd watch this evening; he'd check Netflix once he knew what food Candy was preparing.
When he walked through the door, he dropped his laptop bag in the walk-in closet in the lobby of their house. He gave his normal cheery greeting in his best (not that good, to be honest) Dezi Arnes impersonation: "Hi, Lucy, I'm home!" Even after all these years Candy would laugh at this. But this evening, she was silent and seemed somewhat nervous.
He also noticed that there was no smell of cooking and that the dining table in the living room was bare. "Hey, Candy, would you like me to help by setting the dining table?"
A look passed over her face that was almost akin to panic. "Oh, I don't need your help in setting the table. In fact, I'd like a raincheck on this week's date night, please."
Michael was puzzled: "Why on earth would you want a raincheck for our date night? Do you want us to go out, instead?"
"No, Michael, I want something else. Bob Jones at work has rented a vacation cottage at The Lakes and he has invited me to spend the weekend with him. I'll leave this evening in a little while, he's picking me up in his Mustang, I'll spend Saturday and Sunday with him at his cottage, then on Monday morning we'll drive directly to the office, together.
"After work he and I will have an early dinner and I'll be back home with you at about seven or so. And then we can have our delayed date night and you can reclaim me as your woman."
Michael was stunned by this totally unexpected turn of events. "Reclaim you as my woman? What's that supposed to mean?"
"Bob has had experience in this type of situation before. He assures me that the reaction of the husband is usually to reclaim his wife after she returns from her tryst. Maybe with a special reward, perhaps letting you take my bottom?"
Michael snorted and said: "Oh, great. After a weekend of Bob getting his cock covered in your vaginal secretions, I get to have my cock covered in your shit? No thanks. I think I'll pass on that."
Candy seemed put out by his reaction. "There's no need to be like that, Michael. If anal sex is off the menu, then that's okay. You didn't need to be like that about it."
Michael retorted: "Really? I don't? Anyway, whilst I'm twiddling my thumbs at home this entire weekend, you intend to be having sex with this Bob character?" The tone of his voice clued Candy into the fact that he was, not unnaturally, very unhappy with this idea.
"Please, Michael. Don't think about what Bob and I will be doing together. I don't think you obsessing about it will do your mental health any good."
He shrugged: "Telling me not to think about it won't help. That's like telling someone to not think of a white bear. The harder they try to do that, the more they think of the white bear. Anyway, we had a whole weekend of plans, you and I. What's Bob got that would make you give up on us like this?"
"Oh, honey! No! Don't think like that! I'm not giving up on us. This will just be a brief moment in time out of our long married life together. As for Bob, some of the girls at work have dated him and they speak highly of him as a considerate, capable lover. I sort of feel a connection with him and I decided to accept his invitation for this weekend."
Michael replied: "We were going to visit the local Crate and Barrel branch, Ikea and the nearest Pottery Barn to check out stuff for the nursery when we decide to have kids. And... Oh! I just thought of something."
He placed the flowers on the island between the kitchen and the living room, took his phone out of his pocket, opened an app and tapped some keys. "I just cancelled our dinner reservation for Sunday at Romano's." He continued tapping on the phone before setting it down.
"Why did you cancel the booking? You could have gone there yourself?"
"What the hell? And sit there by myself like a damn simp, surrounded by couples and staff we know all saying to me: 'Hi Michael. Where's Candy?' And what do I say? 'Oh, she's off being railed by her lover?' Get real!"
"Sorry, Michael, I guess I didn't think of that. Anyway, I think you should do something over the weekend to keep your mind occupied. Maybe some DIY projects?"
"Fuck that shit! I'll not be working on this place while you are having a weekend fuck session with your lover. And what gives you the idea that I'd be comfortable with the idea of you making me your cuckold?"
"Oh, Michael. You wouldn't be my cuckold. That sounds dirty and nasty. I'll just be having a one off tryst with Bob, that's all."
"But you just said you and he have felt a connection. What if, after you try him out, you decide that you no longer love me no longer feel connected to me and want to spend the rest of your life with Bob?"
"I promise that won't happen, Michael! I'd never do that to you. You mean the world to me."
"I somehow can't accept your word on that, now. We already promised to be faithful to each other in our wedding vows. How do you hope to be able to convince me that you really mean your promise this time? I no longer feel that I mean the world to you."
"I can see why you might think that way, Michael. But times change and so do social norms. Why don't we agree to talk about things on Monday evening when I get back?"
At that point she noticed the bunch of flowers that he had picked up from the florist that had a small store in the ground floor of his office block.
"Those are nice flowers, Michael. Thank you for getting them for me. Why not put them in water?"
"What's the point? They'll be dead and wilted by the time you get back home on Monday night from your tryst.
"Candy, please don't go. Stay with me, we can quickly put together a meal or order a delivery, drink a little wine. Then we can talk things through. Maybe look at arranging marital counseling?"
She shook her head. "No, I have arranged to go with Bob this weekend. He's coming to pick me up soon. But counseling seems like a good idea, going forward. We can look at booking sessions when we talk on Monday."
"We won't talk on Monday, Candy. We talk now or we never talk again."
"I'm sorry you feel that way, Michael," she huffed, angrily. "I'll see you Monday evening. Don't worry. Everything is going to be fine. You'll see. It'll all work out okay."
She hugged him briefly, kissed his cheek, and grabbed a travel bag from beside the front door, swiftly donning a jacket.
As her hand grasped the door handle, she looked over her shoulder at him and mouthed, "I love you," before she walked through the door and out of her marriage.
Michael was not going to put up with such crap. He grabbed his phone, pressed a key to check the recording he'd just made and walked upstairs, removed three suitcases from the walk-in closet in the master bedroom and carefully filled them with his clothing.
He deliberately worked in a slow, methodical way to help calm the rage that he was feeling.
He put his two suits in a suit carrier, put his two lightweight jackets and his two winter jackets, t-shirts and dress shirts in two other suitcases and within half-an-hour he had all of his clothing packed away.
From the home office he removed his tower PC, his laptop and his MacBook and the boxes of random cables, data sticks and pieces of kit that every computer nerd seemed to collect. He made several trips, taking them into the garage and placed them in the passenger seat foot well and on the passenger seat of his car along with his laptop bag he retrieved from the closet in the lobby.
Next, he obtained all his important papers including his passport, birth certificate, college diplomas and the like and placed them in an old messenger bag his late mother had bought him when he had graduated from college.
"Mom, you liked Candy. Thank goodness you never saw this side of her," he said.
The suitcases he carried out to his car and placed them in the trunk. There was even some room to spare, he noted to himself. He filled some of that space with his messenger bag.
He'd noticed with a pang of pain that Candy had taken her wedding rings off and left them on her dresser in their shared bedroom.
He picked them up and took them down to the living room. He took a couple of pieces of Standard Letter sized paper and wrote a goodbye letter to Candy.
Candy, I can't believe what you are doing. I saw you took your wedding rings off, presumably that was so you can play the part of the single woman with your putative lover.
Tonight, I saw a side of you that I don't like. I'm a strong believer in the old adage "When someone shows you who they really are, believe them," and I now know exactly who and what you truly are.
Had I known that you would at some point in our marriage take the unilateral decision to turn me into your cuckold, I'd never have proposed marriage to you. Hell, I wouldn't even have dated you.
I've taken everything I want. I will consult a lawyer, I suggest you consult your own lawyer. The house will be sold.
Goodbye. I hope your time with Bob is worth the loss of our marriage."
He placed the letter on the island next to the flowers, put his and her rings on top of it and left the house he had shared with Candy throughout their married life for the last time, turning out the lights. His late father had instilled a need to save money by switching lights off. Some lessons stay with one for life, he mused.
As the garage doors closed behind him, he placed his phone in the holder on the dashboard and when the Bluetooth connectivity kicked in, he gave his sister Mary a call. "Hi, Sis. It's me, Michael."
"Yeah, I see that, little bro. What's up with you phoning me on your date night? Candy stepping out on you?" She laughed as she said it, intending it as a joke to tease her brother, so she was not in any way prepared for his reply.
"Yeah, she's left me for a weekend of sex with a work colleague. I've left her. Can I please come stay at your place for a while?"
"Oh, holy shit, Michael. I was only joking when I said that. I'd have never expected that from her. Of course you can come and stay. Actually, that'd be cool, though maybe not so cool under the circumstances. Just come right over. There's always a welcome for you, here, you know that."
As Michael drove toward his sister's home, the home where his family had grown up, Michael thought: "Damn it, Candy! When I think of what I gave up to get with you and married you! Well, fuck you!"
Forty-five minutes later, he'd taken his baggage up to one of the bedrooms and was sitting in the living room of the home that their mother had left to him and Mary. When he had married Candy, he had signed his rights in what had previously been the family home to his sister.
They were sipping tea from mugs as they had done with their parents, then with their mother after their father had died, then together as brother and sister after their mother had passed. They chatted about family matters about Mary's last boyfriend, gone the way of all cheaters, until they started talking about the situation with Candy.
"I really can't understand Candy. You seemed like the couple who would make it all the way. Damn it! I was looking forward to being the crazy, fun aunt who gave your kids totally inappropriate, noisy presents. And Candy has fucked all that up. Seriously, I never thought Candy would do the whole cliched 'fucking a co-worker on the side' thing."
Michael shrugged and said: "Neither did I, Sis."
"Any hope of reconciliation?"
"Nope. As I told Candy in the letter I left "when someone shows you who they really are, believe them."
Mary nodded, thoughtfully. "Yeah. I guess you'd never be able to trust her again. You'd always be expecting the other shoe to drop, right? What next? Feeling frumpy after giving birth? Children leaving home? Seeing the first lines round her eyes? The first gray hairs? Every one of those and others could be a potential reason for her to cheat on you again. But she'd always be so, so sorry!"
Michael replied "That's true. That's my thinking, also. I can never trust her again."
"Okay, Michael, go upstairs, take a shower and I'll get you a sandwich, which I'll bring to the bedroom."
"Sis, I appreciate the offer of food, but I'm not feeling hungry at the moment, but the idea of a shower sounds great."
"Cool. By the time you've finished with your shower, the bed will be ready for you."
After his shower he was lying in bed under the comforter, the standard lamp in one corner providing a soft, relaxing glow when his sister entered the room. She was wearing a translucent gown that reached to just above her knees.
She looked at him, grinned and swiftly removed the garment with practiced ease and threw it to one side, where it landed on a chair. The movement made her full breasts quiver. She stood before him, naked.
She tossed her long, raven-black hair over her right shoulder, walked toward the bottom of the bed and swiftly pulled the comforter from the bed, exposing his naked body.
She climbed onto the bottom of the bed, grasped his already hardening penis and, firmly taking hold of it, impaled herself on it.
They made love with vigor and passion for the next several hours before they both fell into a deep, satiated slumber.
The next morning, they ate toast and orange marmalade and drank coffee made in the electric percolator their late parents had received as a wedding present over 40 years previously.
They looked at each other over the table in the kitchen. "About last night," said Michael, his tone perfectly serious: "Was that fucking amazing, or was that amazing fucking?"
Mary burst out laughing, playfully slapped his shoulder and said: "You idiot! Damn, you don't know how much I missed living with you, with you coming out with your silly jokes. I knew when you got married to Candy things had to change and you and I had to stop seeing each other quite so often and the sexual part of our sibling relationship had to stop, but I was okay with that, so long as you were happy with Candy."
"Despite what we you and I had, Mary, I took the decision to give everything I had to Candy. I loved that bitch with all my heart and body and she dumps me for some Dollar Tree Lothario. It makes no sense! Thinking about it, I must have fallen in love with the wrong person. Perhaps the person I fell in love with didn't really exist?"
Mary nodded, sympathetically. "You know, you were 100% right yesterday. Candy has shown you who and what she really is. You going to divorce her?"
"Absolutely! In fact, I'm going to call our trust managers. Luckily, they have a 24 hour service line, so they'll have someone I can speak with, now."
He told the staff member at the company which managed the family trust fund that he needed a divorce, and even though it was mid-Saturday morning, he was swiftly put through to a family law attorney on the company's staff. He shrugged to himself over the fact that 90% of their work was involved in families being wrecked.
Then he realised that the real wrecking was caused by people like his soon-to-be-ex-wife who either couldn't keep their panties up or their trousers on, the lawyers were just like some poor, weary janitor sweeping up after the prom party the night before.
He was invited to open up the firm's online portal and complete a form. When he told them he had audio proof of her infidelity they asked him to attach the file, which he did. Fortunately, their state was one party consent.
Whilst it was a fault-free divorce state, the prenuptial agreement they'd signed four years ago insured Candy's infidelity would play a major part in the divorce. They promised that the firm's own process server would have Candy served with divorce papers by the middle of the next week.
After he finished the call and put his electronic signature on the form, he and Mary spent the day necking, drinking wine and chilling, listening to music. And, of course, there was lovemaking later that evening.
For Sunday, he thought about booking a table for them at Romanos, but realised that would be a very bad idea, so instead, in consultation with Mary, he booked a table at a new Finnish restaurant in town called Likainen Pieni Reikä. It was nice, but would they dine there again? The jury was still out, to be honest.
Come Monday morning Mary began to realise that she might have made a serious miscalculation in agreeing to arrange a weekend tryst with her colleague, Bob Jones. She'd been intrigued by Bob, a recent transplant from her employer's head office.
He was handsome, smooth, bold and persistent. Other female staff in the office had taken advantage of his sexual services and, when he began targeting Candy, she found his attentions making her panties moist.
Eventually she succumbed to his charms and decided to accept his invitation for a weekend tryst at a cottage he had rented. She realised that as her husband Michael knew almost all of her colleagues, that there stood a good chance of one of them accidentally letting slip something to him, so she decided that honesty would be the best policy.
After all, she thought to herself, "Michael is so easygoing that although he'll be upset at first, I'll be able to bring him round and convince him to forgive me."
However, on the way to the office, sitting in the passenger seat of Bob's Mustang she began feeling somewhat irritated by Bob's arrogance and smug attitude, she realized she had potentially jeopardized her marriage for a weekend of sex that was mainly "meh."
Whilst it was true that Bob had a cock that was both long and wide, that was all he had going for him. He didn't really know how to please a woman, relying on the size of his cock, he had, she mused, all the finesse of a bull in a china shop.
As they both walked out of the lift together, she noticed that there was a mixed reaction from her colleagues. Some were tutting, others nodded in approval and smirked, but she noticed that her boss, Amanda Murray, was frowning. Amanda beckoned Candy and took her into her office, closing the door behind them.
As they sat down in the office, Amanda said, "You and Bob? I knew he'd screwed around with some of his single colleagues, but I'm shocked that you of all people would fall for his line of BS. I thought you and Michael had a good marriage, so why risk it for an affair with Bob Jones?"



"For one thing, Amanda, what I do outside work hours is none of your concern. And my marriage with Michael is rock solid, thank you."
"Don't pull that 'outside of work hours' nonsense with me, Candy. If Jones is screwing his way through all my female staff, then that is my concern, because it risks wrecking this division of the company. If only Wayne Driscoll, the owner of the company, hadn't sent that letter to me ordering me to find a position for Jones. But his uncle, Carter Jones, is on the board of directors. That doesn't concern you. Just get back to work, Candy. But this is not over."
Candy left Amanda's office. She felt angry but didn't know if the anger was directed at Amanda, Bob or even herself. He started working, muttering to herself. The fact that Bob was sitting at his desk, looking relaxed and smug, did nothing to improve her mood.
Amanda was behind her desk, contemplating how the unwelcome arrival of Bob Jones several months ago had resulted in her once stable and successful division in the company becoming riven with strife and recriminations as he had been screwing his way through his female colleagues. However, his targeting of Candy, a married colleague, was a new departure for Jones, which she didn't like. She had met Candy's husband, Michael, several times and she liked him as a person and didn't like the thought of Candy hurting him.
She realised that she had to bite the bullet and call the company president and ask him why he had sent her a letter virtually ordering her to allow Bob Jones to move to her division of the company.
She phoned Angela, Wayne's PA, to ask if she could speak to Wayne about Bob Jones.
To her surprise she was put through to Wayne almost instantly. She'd met Wayne on a number of occasions and thought that his British accent was 'cute' although he'd left the UK when he had been 17 and become a US citizen, with a wife called Carol who came from Tennessee.
"Hi, Wayne."
"Hi, Amanda, it's been a long time since we spoke. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"Yes, please, Wayne. This is difficult, but is there any way you can rescind your instruction to keep Bob Jones in my division? He's causing so much trouble by screwing his way through half of the female staff, including the married ones, now."
Wayne sounded pissed. "Bob Jones? That asshole? I certainly never instructed you to employ him. How did you come to have him with you?"
"I received a letter about three months ago signed by you telling me that you wanted me to have Bob Jones working in my division of the company."
"Shit, Amanda! I sent no such letter to you. Do you still have the letter? If so, please email it to me as a jpeg. I need to get to the bottom of this. Bob Jones was supposed to be fired for sexual harassment at another of my offices. As soon as I get your email, I'll see what I can find out."
20 minutes later, Wayne Driscoll called back. This time he wasn't just angry, he was enraged. "I think I know who sent you that forged letter. It was Carter Jones who apparently suborned someone in HR to sidetrack his nephew's dismissal, then got him out of our HQ building by dumping him on you with a letter I'm 99% certain Carter Jones himself forged."
"Wayne, I'm so sorry..."
Wayne interrupted her: "Hey! It wasn't your fault. Don't worry, you couldn't have known. I suspected Jones the uncle got into my office and used the Autopen machine to sign my name on the letter he wrote. I want you to fire Bob Jones immediately. If he plays up and raises the name of his uncle, tell Bob that I have fired his uncle, Carter Jones, and personally threw him out of the building. Which I enjoyed, to be honest."
"Wayne, how the heck did you find all that out in less than a half hour? I'm seriously impressed."
Wayne chuckled and said: "I shouted very loudly in HR, and the person who helped Carter Jones to move his nephew suddenly decided to come clean."
Wayne terminated the call, promising Amanda that he'd make a personal visit to address the issues Jones had caused.
Amanda had heard rumors that Wayne Driscoll's temper was slow to develop, but when he blew, everyone knew it.
Amanda put a call in to security before she went out into the main office and said, "Bob, come into my office."
She sat behind her desk, having placed her large and well stuffed but open purse on it.
"Sit down, Bob."
"What can I do for you, Amanda?" he asked. It was funny, but although she knew several female staff members had fallen for his charms, she'd always found him to be greasy rather than smooth.
"You can clear your personal items from your desk, because you are terminated with immediate effect because your actions in forming sexual relationships with single and now married staff is seriously jeopardizing the efficient operation of this office of Driscoll Enterprises."
Jones settled back in his chair and for the first time his smooth, affable mask slipped and Amanda saw him for what he was: an unpleasant, arrogant asshole as Wayne had described him.
"You can't fire me, Mandy," which caused Amanda to bristle.
"Oh, I can, Bobby," retorted Amanda, returning fire. "What makes you think otherwise?"
He sneered "Oh, you know. The fact that my Uncle Carter is on the board of directors and that letter you received from Wayne Driscoll?"
"I just got off the phone with Wayne. He's furious that a trusted director of his board decided to suborn a member of his HR team and also forged a letter in his name. Your uncle has been fired and thrown out of company headquarters, by Wayne himself. Your uncle can't help you, now."
Without warning Jones launched himself toward Amanda, shouting: "I'll kill you, you bitch!" Amanda swiftly grabbed a pepper spray from her already open purse and let him have a full blast. He gasped for breath and pawed at his streaming eyes. For good luck she gave him another squirt before shouting for the security officers to come into her. She asked them to hold Jones for the police, as he had attempted to assault her.
The staff were absolutely horrified by what had happened as they watched the two burly security guards handcuff a screaming and cursing Bob Jones.
Eventually the police arrived, the security guard's handcuffs were swapped for police issue handcuffs and he was taken away by the police under arrest,
The first thought of Candy was, "Now I don't get to have dinner with Bob." Which showed her chaotic and vapid thinking.
Amanda took the decision to close the office and sent everyone home early.
When Candy arrived home, she found the wilted flowers, the letter and the wedding rings. She called Michael and realized her number had been blocked.
She started to cry, but they weren't the tears of a mature, adult woman crying because she had fucked away her own marriage, but the tears of a tantrum throwing, naughty little girl who had been thwarted.
Mid-week, she received the divorce petition along with the prenup paperwork, and she realized she had not only screwed the pooch but had also, metaphorically speaking, fucked every other canine in the dog pound.
The judge sniggered to himself when her lawyer suggested marital counselling, and the divorce was granted with the full weight of the prenup being like the chains that weighed poor Bob Marley down in Charles Dickens' story "A Christmas Carol."
One tiny bright spot was that after an internal probe (to coin an expression), it was decided to consider Bob Jones a sexual predator and his willing, but essentially pretty dumb squeezes as "victims." Yeah. Right.
Michael and Mary continued living together as brother and sister with benefits, and as for Bob and his uncle Carter, Wayne Driscoll made sure they lived crappily ever after.
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Grady Marshall was a handsome young man of 20. To a point he was fashionably dressed, but his white shirt, his plain tie, his three piece suit, trilby hat and his black, never brown, ZCMI brogue shoes were about 20 years behind the times, but in 1970s and early 1980s Britain they were a semi-formal uniform for young Mormon missionaries, most of whom, like Grady, came from the States.
Grady had his entire life planned out. Complete his two year mission, return to his home in a small town not far from Salt Lake City where the Mormon church was headquartered, attend the church-owned BYU school, earn a degree, get married in the temple, either the Logan temple or the Salt Lake temple, get a good job, probably in sales.
Father a whole truckload of children, become a Bishop and generally live a good, worthy life, magnifying his callings and eventually becoming a God of his own world along with his wife, whoever she might be, in accordance with Mormon doctrine.
His older brother had done that and married a girl he had met at BYU after returning from his mission several years previously. They were already working on baby number three.
The joke was that returned missionaries went to BYU to earn their BA or BSc degree, but that the Molly Mormons went there to get their MRS degree by catching them a returned missionary.
His current missionary companion was slightly taller than Grady, but a little more homely in features. His nickname was Alfred because he looked as if the Mad Magazine mascot Alfred E. Neuman could have been based on him. His nickname was Alfred, obviously, but his given name was Paul Smith.
The two companions got on reasonably well, better than Grady's previous missionary companion, a young man with a very troubled past.
Rumour had it that a judge who was friendly with his family back in Utah had given the boy an option: Get his act together, get a Temple Recommend and get sent on a Mormon church mission or do jail time for his involvement in gang warfare in a less salubrious part of Salt Lake City.
Grady had always been nervous of sharing a room with Harvey Baines who got through missionary companions like other missionaries got through temple garments.
Things came to a head when a would-be thug in a car began harassing Harvey and Grady as they wheeled their bikes along an adjacent footpath. When the thug threatened them, Harvey beckoned to him saying, in a low, menacing tone: "Come on you limey punk. Let's see what you got."
The man quickly opened his car door, put his feet on the ground and let out a shriek of agony as Harvey had rushed the car door and slammed it into him, trapping his legs.
The mission's DL (District Leader) had taken the panicked call from Grady from a nearby phone box (no cell phones back in the day) and the District Leader quickly escalated the situation to the Zone Leader who reported back to the Mission President, Brother Foster Peterson, a grizzled veteran of his own mission as a young man and into the last of his three years as a Mission President.
As a military veteran (he'd served fifteen years in the army after returning from his mission) before going into corporate management, he'd dealt with similar incidents, but none as messy as this one.
He was able to smooth things over. Harvey wasn't charged with an offence, money had changed hands, in return for this courtesy he was quickly returned to the States on a plane, in disgrace. But that's another story.
And let's face it, Grady was relieved if not exactly happy to see the back of Harvey. A day later he met with his new companion, Paul Smith and they started tracting prospects in the small market town they were assigned to.
They shared a room in a boarding house owned by an elderly widow.
Within a couple of weeks Grady and Alfred had settled into a routine. Up early, reading their scriptures and praying and then going around the town and the surrounding smaller towns preaching the gospel or pestering people, depending on one's point of view.
One day Grady had ripped a hole in his spare pants, luckily a Sister in the Ward had a reputation as a good seamstress so they went to visit her one Wednesday afternoon.
He looked at her and was shocked to notice that, when not in her Sunday best clothing at church, she had a rather fulsome pair of breasts and was showing a rather large amount of cleavage, which Grady tried to ignore, but failed to do so.
Sister Mandy King had been a Mormon for several years, but her husband, Dave, although he'd also received the discussions from the missionaries on a compact portable reel-to-reel tape recorder and a film strip projector along with his wife in their home, he'd seemingly been inoculated against the Mormon virus as he mockingly described it, but not in his wife's hearing. He also didn't mind their two young children attending church with her, either.
Although he wasn't a believer in the Mormon faith, he didn't stand in the way of her being baptised in a Mormon chapel in a larger, fairly distant town, ferried there in a minibus driven by one of the older missionaries, accompanied by new converts like herself and supportive church members, mainly converts, too.
Mandy boiled a kettle and made Grady, Alfred, her sister Noreen, who along with Dave, wasn't a Mormon, and herself cups of Barley Cup, a truly dreadful and bitter replacement for the tea and coffee that Mormons were forbidden to drink by their Word of Wisdom doctrine.
She left her sister and Paul sitting in the kitchen chatting whilst Mandy took Grady into the lounge which was in the rear of the house, closing the door behind them. Dave was at work and unlikely to finish until 6pm.
Within ten minutes Mandy had sewn the tear, it was a fairly minor one, and she looked at Grady and was starting to feel a stirring in her loins.
"Elder Marshall, Grady, I noticed you peeking at my cleavage. I really don't mind. Would you like to see a little bit more of my breasts?"
Grady flushed. This had never happened to him before. He wanted to say no, but Mandy had taken his stunned silence as acquiescence and she slowly lifted her rather large breasts from the confines of her white top and her white, lacy bra.
"Would you like to touch them?" she asked, in a shy manner. She had realised that as a young Mormon kid he'd probably not even seen a woman's titties in real life, let alone touched them, so she realised she needed to gentle him along, slowly and kindly.
He nodded and reached his hands out, trembling a little as he did. Her breasts felt warm and whilst they were soft, paradoxically, they were also firm.
"You can kiss them, if you like," said Mandy, lifting her magnificent globes a little closer to his face. He complied. Then she added "Suckle on my nipples, please."
He suckled on them in turn and Mandy realised that he was becoming aroused and that his erection was growing rapidly. She reached down, gently stroked his groin with both hands and said: "I think we'd better let that out, don't you?"
He gulped, but did nothing to stop her unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out. She kissed him on his lips and then she said: "Do you want to make love with me, Grady?"
He nodded, dumbly, unsure how he had gotten into this situation. Mandy helped him out of his pants and was intrigued to see that his underwear was of a very old-fashioned design. She realised that these must be the Mormon Temple Garments that some of the older, longer established Mormons in the ward she attended would whisper about as if they were some bizarre secret. Which, she thought, maybe they were?
Mandy hadn't yet visited the London Temple so hadn't received her endowments so didn't need to wear the special garments at present.
Mandy reached in through the opening at the front and freed his cock which, she noted with pleasure, was both thick and fairly long. A tiny bit longer than that of her husband Dave, she thought. Before thoughts of her husband could derail what she had in mind she suppressed any further considerations of Dave.
Whilst she fondled Grady's cock she started open mouthed kissing him. After a minute or so she stopped kissing him, undid the pop fasteners on her skirt, allowing it to drop to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, doffed her top and bra and stood naked before Grady.
"Like what you see?" she asked, confidently, her shy act of earlier a distant memory. "Oh, yes," said Grady, nodding.
Mandy stepped to the side of the sofa and with the flick of her right hand on the control lever it instantly converted into a bed.
"Make love to me, Grady. Make me your woman!"
He gazed at her body and said: "I'd love to, but I don't really know how!"
She grinned,kindly, and taking hold of his tie she said, breathily: "Let me show you."
She helped him swiftly divest himself of his clothes, Mandy then lay down on the sofa, opened her legs wide and pulled him toward her.
He half stumbled and half fell toward her. She grasped his cock and placed it in her already slippery vagina. She smiled up at him. "Just move it gently back and forward inside me. There's no need to rush. Just take your time."
He gasped and his eyes shot open. "I'm inside you, Sister King! Oh, wow! I never thought it could be like this!"
"Don't call me Sister King, Grady! That's for church. Call me Mandy, instead," she told him, giggling.
She mused to herself that, for his first time, he wasn't doing too badly.
"Mandy, will you get pregnant?" he asked, suddenly worried.
"No, I'm on the pill. You'll not get me pregnant, please stop worrying."
They carried on making love until, after several minutes of thrusting, Grady spent himself inside his lover.
She hadn't orgasmed yet so she decided to frig herself to a climax. The act of watching an attractive woman masturbate in front of him was fascinating to Grady.
They sat, side-by-side cuddling on the sofa and after kissing and cuddling for a while Mandy noticed that his cock was again erect. She realised that, being a fit young man, his refractory period was remarkably short.
She put her head in his lap and began sucking on his penis, taking it all the way down. If making love with an attractive woman had surprised him, having that woman take his penis right down to its root, blew his mind and his cock.
Mandy was many things, one of which was an expert cocksucker, she used her lips, her tongue, her mouth and her fingers to encourage Grady to squirt his load ejaculate right down her throat. He groaned with pleasure as she swallowed several times to capture his load, using her fingers to squeeze the last drops onto her tongue.
She kissed his cheek and grabbed a towel from the back of the sofa and wiped his cock. After they had dressed she reached into a glass bowl on a nearby table and pulled out a packet of Tic Tac Mints and popped a couple in her mouth.
She gave him a cheeky smile and said: "Can't risk my husband Dave smelling your spunk on my breath, can I?"
Grady shook his head, saying "No." He knew that he should be feeling guilty about having sexual intercourse with a married woman, but whilst he was on the sexual high of having two orgasms with a beautiful woman, he didn't actually give a damn.
As they cycled away from the house of Sister King, Alfred glanced at Grady. Alfred had spent the time in the kitchen with Mandy's sister Noreen talking about everything and nothing. Alfred thought that something had been happening between Grady and Sister King, but he couldn't get his head round the idea.
At church on the next Sunday Grady diffidently approached her. "Sister King, would it be OK if Elder Smith and I stopped by at your home on Wednesday afternoon, about the same time as last week?"
She smiled, shook hands with him, about the only contact allowed in church, and she said: "Of course Elder Marshall. I'll look forward to it."
The next Wednesday the two missionaries lent their cycles against the front wall of the house, after chaining them up, knocked on the door and were allowed in by Noreen. Noreen was feeling ambivalent about the situation.
She liked Mandy's husband Dave, but she loved her sister and had believed Mandy when she'd told her her time with Grady was only a harmless fling and wouldn't hurt Dave, if he never found out. So Noreen had agreed to continue to keep Alfred busy by talking with him. Actually that wasn't much of a burden as she had found Alfred an amiable and interesting companion.
That afternoon as Noreen and Alfred talked on architecture, music and movies, whilst drinking Barley Cup, Mandy took her young protege and taught him how to lick a woman to orgasm, how to 69 and various other sexual matters that Mandy had learned from reading the Joy of Sex, chatting with female friends, look at several porn magazines and her practical experiences since she lost her virginity in the back seat of a Mini just days post her 16th birthday and experiences gained with several lovers and then her husband Dave, throughout the years.
Several Wednesdays on and Mandy decided to try reverse cowgirl. The result was absolutely mind-blowing for both of them. As she said to Noreen later: "It was fucking incredible, sis! He was in so deep, even though I know from the sex ed classes from old Mrs Waterhouse at school that it wasn't possible, it felt as if his cockhead penetrated my cervix and I swear I could feel his cum squirting into my womb!"
Noreen was horrified about what she was hearing. "Mandy, I think this is going too far. Are you falling in love with Grady? Is he falling in love with you?"
Mandy shook her head. "No, that's cobblers, Noreen. That's not happening." Actually, there was something Mandy held back from her sister. During the intensity of the experience Mandy had said: "I love you, Grady!" To which Grady had pledged his love, also.
Had someone questioned her, Mandy would have tried to deny that there was any meaning behind that utterance, saying: "That was just the sex talking."
Grady had idly began thinking of taking Mandy back home to Salt Lake City and introducing her to his family.
His fantasies were cartoonish and juvenile, because in his heart-of-hearts he knew that introducing his family to his married lover who was about 15 years his senior and encumbered with two young children, just wouldn't really go well on any level.
The problem with cheating, especially if it stupidly takes place at the same location and at the same same time on the same day every week, eventually someone notices what is happening.
Dave worked in the technical department of a local foundry. He worked Monday to Fridays on the 10am 'til 6pm shift, always arriving home between 6.30pm 'til 7pm, several hours after Mandy had said goodbye to her lover, taken a shower and aired out the lounge every Wednesday.
The problem is that neighbours are nosy and they gossip. But only one neighbour, a retired engineer called Bob actually cared enough to speak with Dave about what he had seen and what he had heard from the neighbours.
Bob roughly knew when Dave got back from work and he approached him one Tuesday evening and said: "Dave! Just the man I need to see. Can you help me out by looking at my lawnmower, please?"
Dave grinned and said: "OK, Bob. But I know bugger-all about lawnmowers, but lead the way."
When they walked into Bob's garage Bob closed the door and had a serious expression on his face. "Dave, you know I'm not one to gossip but some of the neighbours are saying some nasty, vile things about your Mandy and her sister."
"What things?" asked Dave, puzzled.
"Every Wednesday for the past month or so two of them Mormon missionaries park their bikes outside your house, go in and spend two or three hours inside with Mandy and her sister. Some of the neighbours are making out that they are getting together and having an orgy."
Dave shook his head. "That's bullshit. The girls would never do anything like that! Nor would those Mormons lads! What do you think I should do? Confront the neighbours? Confront Mandy?"
"Bloody heck, no! That's the last thing you should do. I've done some thinking and I reckon the best thing you can do is arrive home from work early tomorrow, see for yourself that nothing is going on and then you, Mandy and her sister should then confront the neighbours. Maybe see a solicitor."
"Thanks, Bob. That's a great idea. I will do that tomorrow. And thanks for being a good friend. I'll buy you a couple of pints in the Foundry Social Club one evening."
They shook hands and Dave went home, giving Mandy a hug and a kiss. "What did Bob want?" she asked.
Dave smiled, saying, "he asked my advice on his lawnmower. I think it either needs a bloody good mechanic or probably a priest for the last rites!"
They ate their evening meal, although Dave wasn't particularly hungry.
The next morning Dave left for work as usual just after 9am for the start of his 10am shift at the laboratory in the foundry he worked at as a senior metallurgical technician. He spoke privately with his boss the Chief Metallurgist Paul Wilton and explained his problem.
"Paul, I'm asking to be allowed to finish work several hours early today so I can find out what the fuck is going on, if anything. I'll come in on Saturday to make up my time."
Paul shook his head, emphatically. "No you bloody wont! I'll let you finish early, but I won't have you make up the time. It's not like you're one of the employees who are on the clock and need to clock in and out, you're staff so we can be a bit more flexible.
"Why not do whatever work you can and leave at lunchtime, maybe two o'clock? I hope everything works out OK, pal. And no matter what happens, don't get yourself into any trouble?"
Dave promised that he wouldn't get into any trouble and went into the laboratory's workshop area where he spent several hours tinkering with some older Speedy Moisture Meters that were used to measure the moisture content of the sand used in the moulds in the foundry. They were horrendously expensive and keeping them in good condition was a sensible idea.
Eventually the time had come for him to leave. He washed his hands, waved goodbye to Paul and drove home, dreading what he might find.
The houses had an access road behind them. Some of the houses like Bob's had a garage at the front, some of them, like Dave and Mandy's house had garages to the rear off the access road.
Dave parked the car, locked it and walked through the back gate. He opened the door from the garden into the lounge and caught Mandy and Grady having sex on the sofa bed.
Dave rushed in as the two lovers rapidly disengaged. Dave's promise not to get into trouble was forgotten in the rage of his bitter betrayal. "Get off my wife, you piece of shit!" he roared as he punched Grady in the jaw.
Grady fell to the floor and Dave was about to kick him in the bollocks when Mandy shrieked "No, Dave. Don't. He's not worth it! He's not worth going to jail over!"
Dave pulled back, his breathing ragged. From his supine position Grady cried out: "Not worth it? But you told me you loved me!" He began to cry, his dreams shattered.
"Oh, fucking Hell, you bitch!" Dave shouted at Mandy. "You bloody seduced him, didn't you? What did you do? Pull your fucking tits out? Young kid of his age and with his lack of experience? He had no chance, did he?"
Noreen and Alfred appeared from the kitchen, shocked and appalled by the scene that met them.
Dave turned to Alfred and said: "Just get your fucking mate up off the floor. And you, you little shit, just think yourself lucky that I'm not going to kick you in the goolies so hard that you'll look like you have the mumps. Get dressed and piss off!"
He turned to Mandy and said: "As for you, just bugger off with Noreen and stay with her for a while. And what the fuck will your Mormon Bishop say?"


Alfred and Grady pushed their bikes to the cottage hospital and explained to the duty Doctor that he'd been hit in the face.
The Doctor examined his jaw, making Grady wince with pain. "Yes, luckily it's not broken or dislocated, though it'll be sore for a few days. You can take Paracetamol for the pain, if you need any pain relief."
Alfred, always under the shadow of his older, more handsome missionary companion, knew that he'd have to take charge of the situation. His original reaction was to just try to ignore what had happened but when Sister King's husband had mentioned telling the Bishop, Alfred realised he'd have to deal with matters.
From his organiser he found the phone numbers of the District Leader and the Zone Leader, but realised he'd need to go directly to the Zone Leader instead of the District Leader.
He took several coins from a small cloth bag his mother had made for him and using the public phone in the cottage hospital he 'phoned the Zone Leader and told Elder Scott Jones what had happened.
"Elder Smith, thank you for appraising me of this dreadful situation. And don't feel guilty for telling me, you did the right thing. You and Elder Marshall should return to your lodgings and await further instructions."
The Zone Leader turned to his companion Elder White and said: "You'll not believe what happened! Elder Grady Marshall has been hit in the face by the non-member husband of the church member he found him having sex with!"
"Oh, fetch!" shouted his companion."President Peterson is going to flip out over that! And only a few months before he finishes as Mission President, too."
"Yeah, he will flip out. I'll 'phone him now."
Sister Claire Peterson was in the kitchen of the mission home baking cookies when the phone rang. She wiped her hands before answering the phone. "Mission home, Sister Peterson speaking?"
"Hello, Sister Peterson, this is Elder Scott Jones. I'm the Zone Leader in area 3 and I need to speak with President Peterson."
"Oh, can you call back later, Elder Jones? He's busy doing the induction for some new missionaries right now."
"Sister Peterson, this is a very, very urgent matter that can't be delayed. I really do need to speak with him right now."
Something about the distress in his tone of voice convinced her to put the call through to the meeting room.
President Peterson answered the call from Elder Jones. "Elder Jones? This had better be good. What's happened?"
Elder Jones sighed. "Elder Marshall has got himself hit by the husband of a church member he was caught having sex with."
"Oh." Was all President Peterson said. After several moments of silence he said: "OK. Meet me at their lodgings as soon as you can. And have them pack their belongings before I get there."
President Peterson put the phone down, turned to the six new missionaries and said: "I'll let you have a break now, one of my APs, Elder Shumway will continue it after a short break." Elder Shumway nodded.
President Peterson then found his other AP (Assistant to the President) Elder Ricker and said: "Elder Ricker, I need you to come with me to deal with a very messy situation. You'll drive, we'll take the Ford Granada. We need to drive to the North Midlands, I'll fill you in on the way. Get onto the M6 motorway and then the M54. There's a road map in the glove box."
Just under two hours later President Peterson and Elder Ricker arrived at the bedsit that up until then had been the home of Elders Marshall and Smith.
He noticed the bruise on Elder Marshall's jaw. President Peterson shook his head. "You are darn lucky that the Sister's husband didn't take your head off!"
Grady nodded, but wisely refrained from speaking.
President Peterson went on: "OK, you two are to get your stuff placed in the boot of the car and you'll take the rear seats and we'll take you back to the mission home."
"What'll happen to us?" Alfred asked, nervously.
President Peterson shook his head. "That's to be decided," he replied.
He turned to the Zone Leaders who, up until then, had stood as somewhat awkward, silent witnesses to the debacle. "Thank you, guys, for your help. You've got the doorkeys?" They nodded.
"Keep them until we have these two replaced. If the landlady says anything, just say they've been reassigned. I'll arrange two new missionaries to take their places over the next several days. We have some new inductees to consider for this as their first posting, Lord help them."
The car ride back to the mission home in the darkening night was silent, although Elder Marshall did sniffle several times.
The next morning Elder Peterson interviewed Elder Marshall and then Elder Smith.
He later spoke to his APs. "According to Elder Marshall the affair lasted for a little over a month. After prayerful consideration I have decided to hold Courts of Love for both of them. I'll need you guys to sit on them with me."
By the end of that day Elder Smith was disfellowshipped for a month for failing to stop Elder Marshall from consorting with a married woman. Rather worryingly from President Peterson's perspective, Elder Smith had said: "I didn't notice what was happening. I don't see women in that way."
Elder Smith was placed at working in the archives of the mission home and Elder Marshall was stripped of his membership of the Mormon church by excommunication and booked on a flight for Salt Lake City the next day.
He wasn't allowed to wear his temple garments as part of the excommunication process, so President Peterson sent someone out to buy him a t-shirt and some underwear for him to travel in.
They drove him to London's Heathrow Airport and President Peterson shook his hand and hugged him tightly, patting his back as they left him at the drop off zone.
President Peterson said: "Grady, you really messed up. But the Lord is still with you. I want you to know that."
"Thank you President Peterson. I don't know what I'll tell my parents, but I'll hopefully be able to work that out on the 'plane."
Back at the mission home President Peterson called the Bishop of the ward of Sister Smith.
"Elder Marshall has been excommunicated and sent back to the States for having a sexual relationship with one of your members, Sister Amanda King. From the interview I conducted with him it's obvious that she seduced him."
"Thank you for the information, President Peterson. We'll have to convene a Church Court to deal with her."
President Peterson didn't correct him as the older term Church Court had been recently changed to the more PR-friendly "Court of Love" but the newer term hadn't filtered through to the branches and wards worldwide and branch presidents and bishops were often using older copies of the Church Handbook of Instructions, which was the Mormon Church's operational rule book.
The next day the ward Bishop convened an emergency Bishopric meeting with his two councillors and they decided, (prayerfully, naturally) to send Sister Amanda King an invitation to attend a Church Court to investigate the allegations that she had had a physical affair with Elder Marshall.
Several days later the Bishop opened the mail at the ward chapel and saw his own summons to church justice in the envelope, returned to him. Across the summons it in large, red letters were the words "Fuck Off!"
"Well, that was rude!" said Bishop Black, shaking his head. Obviously, her excommunication was pretty much a done deal at that point.
Dave bought Bob the promised pints and he made a visit to the largest firm of solicitors in town, Cardew, Royston and Hatcher and started a divorce action against Mandy. The divorce didn't take long, the house was sold and the money split 50/50 and custody was also agreed at 50/50.
Grady Marshall returned to Utah, was no longer eligible for entry as a student at BYU as he didn't have the requisite Temple Recommend required by Mormon students, so did his four year degree at the University of Utah. He subsequently decided not to re-enter the Mormon church.
Mandy went back to sporadically attending the local Methodist church that she'd been raised in and sometimes daydreamed about what life would have been like in Salt Lake City.
Dave remarried and, to his surprise, became a baptised member of an Anglo Catholic parish church which had a priest who wore a biereta during services and who had assistants using incense and ringing of small altar bells during key parts of the service.
One day a couple of years after the divorce over a friendly pint at the Foundry Social Pub Bob posed Dave a question: "Why didn't you beat the snot out of that yank. Dave? And why did you let Mandy get away with it?"
After a reflective pull on his pint of M&B Brew XI (that's Brew 11 to non-Midlanders) he said: "Why? I clocked the little shit in the jaw and knocked him down. Mandy had waved her tits in his face and he was then led by his cock, poor little bugger! And as for Mandy? What could I Have done? Beaten her up? She actually said something about her boyfriend. As I was winding up to kick him in the balls she shouted "He's not worth going to jail over!" So, I thought later, and neither are you, you bitch!" So I just divorced her and moved on."
"Fair play to you," said Bob. Bob got the next round of drinks in. As a retiree he could easily afford the prices at the Foundry Social Club.
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Sally Jones walked into the house with a jaunty step and a smug grin. The plans she and her lover, Paul Dirkson, had spent several weeks working on were coming to fruition.
Sally and her husband Grant had been married for ten years. They'd been good years, she acknowledged, but Sally wanted better than what Grant could offer her.
It was odd: until Dirkson moved from California to take up a position in the office Sally worked in, she never realised her marriage to Grant was so lacking, humdrum and a bit boring?
Paul had checked out the women in the office. As a serial predator, you'd expect him to target the most attractive single women.
That's not how Paul operated. Whilst he wouldn't deliberately choose ugly women, he concentrated on women of average looks. He knew they probably hadn't been seriously flirted with in years. Except maybe by that weird new guy who worked in the mailroom, and who cared about him?
He didn't target single women because he wanted sex, not romance. Also, they'd want to introduce him to their friends and family members, help with picking out the perfect engagement ring.
There was another reason he couldn't arm himself with a fiancéee as he was a regular Obidiah Binks, in that he might lead a lady on but would never marry her. Because as Vesta Victoria sang in her music hall hit (popular in London and San Francisco), "Waiting at the Church:"
"There was I, waiting at the church,
Waiting at the church, waiting at the church;
When I found he'd left me in the lurch.
Lor, how it did upset me!
All at once, he sent me round a note
Here's the very note, this is what he wrote:
"Can't get away to marry you today,
My wife won't let me!"
Because Paul Dirkson was, as well as being a philandering asshat, a happily married man. Well, he was a happily married man insofar as his wife and her parents and children thought.
There had, over the years, been a few close calls with his wife Sandra almost finding out about his extramarital dalliances on a couple of occasions but those events had merely encouraged him to create a masterplan to ensure his cheating went undetected.
Sally found her poor, dumb husband in the kitchen of their house. Strange again, because until Paul had come onto the scene she'd never realised how dumb Grant was. Loveable, dependable, but dumber than a box of rocks. How someone with a BSc could be that dumb she wasn't entirely certain, but there you had it.
"Grant, we need to talk, you and I. Let's go through to the living room, okay?"
Grant said nothing but followed her through into the living room. That should have given Sally a clue, but the truth is there was one person in the room who was a bit of a dim bulb, and it wasn't Grant.
They sat down at the round dining table, facing each other. "Go on, honey," Grant said. "What do you want us to talk about?"
"Grant, before I start let me tell you there's nothing you've done that is wrong or bad, it's just that I think our marriage is starting to stagnate and I feel we need to add something to it. Some pizazz, I guess you could say."
"Oh? Like what?" was Grant's measured response.
"I'm taking a lover. Before you say anything, there's no fault in you or your lovemaking. I just feel my taking a lover would help you and I form a closer, more complete, loving bond."
"Really?" Grant sounded curious rather than angry as Sally had feared he might. She wasn't frightened that he would use violence, but she still loved her dumb as a box of rocks husband and she didn't want him needlessly upset.
"Yes, really! Look, Grant, this is something we'd both benefit from. I'll not turn you into a cuckold and I'll not cut you off from sex, if that's what is worrying you. I still love you."
Grant replied: "I don't love you, now. And I know your lover convinced you I'm dumb, but I'm not. His wife Sandra had a PI on his ass, a guy posing as a mailroom worker at your office, incidentally.
You and Paul will both be served with divorce papers today. Paul shouldn't have accidentally left his "how to cheat on my wife" file on a shared computer, talking of dumb."
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Robert Peters was a genuinely nice chap. He'd been dating Emily Jones for a little over four years, having met her at a local charity function.
As they'd chatted at the function they found they had several mutual interests, including model making, of all things, and history.
They decided to grab a coffee a couple of days after their first meeting, and so good was that first date it extended out into dinner at a neighbouring Italian restaurant called Porta Cigolante that Robert had been frequenting for a number of years.
Unlike some so-called Italian restaurants in Britain, Porta Cigolante was a genuine Italian family-owned restaurant owned by Beniamino Santorelli, whose family had settled in Britain in the late 1950s and opened their restaurant, Porta Cigolante.
Whenever Robert asked him the meaning of the name, Beniamino would shake his head, grin and say: "It's just a private joke of my grandfather, Albio. Perhaps I'll tell you, one day?"
Robert and Emily began dating seriously and exclusively. Emily was open and honest with Robert, as early in the relationship she told Robert that she was still, technically speaking, a married woman, but that her husband Pattrick (she told Robert that he had at some point changed his name from Patrick to Pattrick for some reason) had left her and her daughter, Sarah, because he had converted to Buddhism and after a decade of practicing as a Buddhist, had decided to answer the call to become a monk in a monastery in Thailand.
He had taken the decision to abandon his old, western life and join the monastery. Unfortunately, this step also involved him abandoning his wife and daughter.
Emily told Robert that she had served Pattrick with a Decree Nisi petition whilst he was training at a Buddhist retreat in Mid Wales, but that before it could be taken to the final stage of a Degree Absolute, he had left the UK for Thailand, and that she felt going to the expense of a full divorce wasn't worthwhile as she had to look after herself and Sarah on her single income because, as a monk, he had made a vow of poverty and had quit his highly paying professional job.
"How did that make you feel?" Robert had asked in sympathy.
"A whole range of emotions. Rage, anger, sorrow, disappointment and abandonment. However, I was able to have appointments with a good NHS counsellor who helped me come to grips with the emotional turmoil that Pattrick had thrown me and Sarah into. In fact, I had Sarah in therapy, too. I felt desperately sorry for her, as Pattrrick had abandoned her, as well.
"I had to come to terms with the fact that my husband had abandoned both me, his wife, and his only child Sarah; cut us out of his life without a penny for some bizarre foreign religious sect. I no longer consider myself Pattrick's wife. Haven't done for years."
Robert had asked: "Have you and Sarah ever heard from Pattrick?"
She'd shaken her head, replying: "No. And I doubt very much that we will, now. He's so committed to his bloody religion."
Robert took comfort from that answer because he was a decent, honest man who wouldn't have felt comfortable dating a married woman. But, he reasoned, Emily was no longer a married woman, she was a free person, free to date whomever she wanted. She was, in effect, partially divorced under the UKs weird divorce laws, with her Decree Nisi, he reasoned.
Robert also developed a good relationship with Sarah, Emily's daughter, which pleased Emily, as she wanted Robert and Sarah to get on together. And they did.
Robert and Emily were, to all intents and purposes, a committed couple. They went on romantic walks, they had picnics with Sarah and quite early on in their relationship they began having a loving sexual relationship and took holidays with Sarah and had several romantic breaks away whilst Sarah was staying with friends.
After the fourth year of dating, Robert began thinking very seriously about proposing marriage to Emily. They'd talked about marriage but always in broad and somewhat abstract terms.
On a whim he went up to Birmingham to visit its famed Jewellery Quarter, wandered from jewellery workshop to jewellery workshop there until in the end he found the perfect handmade, bespoke engagement ring for £4,000, although it looked to be worth a whole lot more. One of the advantages of visiting an area like the Jewellery Quarter, literally packed with artisan jewellers all vying for custom, he mused on the way back home.
Besides which, Brummies all like a bargain, even if it was one they were giving to someone else.
Before he broached the subject with Emily he decided to ask what Sarah thought of the idea of him proposing to her mother. She told him that she thought it was a wonderful idea and that she'd love him to marry her mother.
"But technically she's still married to Pattrick?" he asked Sarah.
"True," said Sarah. "But if you propose to her, surely that would give her the push to finally divorce that idiot?"
Robert and Sarah both agreed that this would be a good idea for everyone involved. When Robert suggested to Sarah that she could be Emily's bridesmaid or maid of honour, she squealed with delight, jumping up and down before hugging him.
A couple of weeks after that conversation between Robert and Sarah, Robert decided he would propose to Emily at Porta Cigolante, where they had had their first date just over four years previously.
He decided that the marriage proposal would be kept completely secret from Emily, though he did tell Sarah of his plan, but not the exact date or the location.
He showed Sarah the ring, but asked her not to tell Emily about it, which she agreed to. "Oh, Robert! It's gorgeous!" she said, handing it back to him.
He invited Emily to dine with him on the Thursday of that week. She agreed with enthusiasm, even though he hadn't told her the intended venue or his intended purpose.
However, it was not to be, because on the Wednesday she phoned him up and said that although she was sorry, she'd have to cancel the meal on the following day because she had received notification that she would need to be involved in an important and urgent work meeting in Manchester and wouldn't be back in town until at least midnight.
He expressed his disappointment, told her to keep safe and they agreed to re-book for another date, as yet to be arranged. He was disappointed but he realised that Emily hadn't known of his intention to propose to her.
The next day Robert remembered that he hadn't cancelled the booking at Porta Cigolante and rather than let his friend Benjamino down, he decided he might as well dine there solo.
Robert arrived at the restaurant and was escorted to his table by Benjamino himself. "I'll get my son Mario to come over to take your order, unless you are ready to order now?"
"Yes, I am pretty much, thank you. I'll have your special mozzarella starter, a Chicken Picatta for my main course and a serving of your Moma's Special Tiramasu, please, for dessert. Also a pint of draught Peroni."
"Any wine?"
Actually, yes, I'll have a large glass of your house red, please."
"Certainly!"
After his meal was over, he indulged himself by relaxing with a coffee Negroni cocktail. It was still relatively early, just a little after 7PM, when he heard something he thought he recognised: it was the laughter of his girlfriend, Emily.
At first his mind refused to acknowledge what he was hearing. After all, it couldn't be her because she was at a work meeting in Manchester?
He stood up, placed his napkin down, carefully pushed his chair under the table and followed the sound of her laughter.
He watched discreetly and saw that Emily was at a table in another section of Porta Cigolante. At the table with her was her daughter Sarah and a man who he recognised from a photograph he'd seen as Emily's ex-husband, Pattrick.
He noticed Sarah was not looking pleased, though Emily and Pattrick were both making cow's eyes at each other and lightly holding hands over the white table cloth.
"Mom!" Sarah snapped. "Just what the hell do you think you are doing having a meal in a posh restaurant with the piece of shit who abandoned you and me all those years ago?"
"Sarah," said Emily, "please don't be like that. Your father has left the monastery and returned from Thailand, and he and I are talking together to see if we can rekindle the magic that we felt in the early days of our marriage."
Sarah snorted at that. "Magic? What bloody magic? He was a lazy piece of crap at home, you and he were always squabbling and then he disappeared from our lives, pissing off to Thailand to play monks in a monastery."
"He followed his heart, Sarah," said Emily, softly.
"His heart should have been on his wife and daughter. He was earning a bloody decent salary and he threw us and his career away. We practically starved when, over the years, you should have received at least £100,000 in child support payments, let alone alimony!"
Robert noticed that Pattrick was sitting with a glassy expression on his face, acting as if he were a passive observer rather than the author of the shitstorm he had instigated.
Emily said, in a sickly-sweet tone: "But surely that's all water under the bridge, Sarah?"
"Water under the bridge? What the hell are you on, mom? And what are you going to do about poor Robert?"
Emily looked a little doubtful. "I'll work something out to make things right with Robert, okay?"
"Make things right with him? What the hell does that even mean? You have been dating him for over four fucking years, stringing him along, playing him for the fool, whilst all the while you were planning to get back with this creep?" She dismissively gestured at Pattrick.
"I wasn't stringing Robert along or playing him for the fool. I have genuine, loving feelings for Robert, but Pattrick is my first love, and I owe it to myself, Pattrick and you to see if there's still something there between us."
"Oh, do not drag me into this, please! If Pattrick had wanted to have a relationship with me, I'm sure that he could have made the effort to get in touch. Even one bloody birthday card or email in all those years would have been a nice gesture!"
Pattrick looked pained and spoke for the first time. "I'm sorry, both of you. I suppose I could have tried to do something to keep in touch, but the monastery I was in was terribly strict, you know?"
"I don't know any such thing!" snapped Sarah. She turned to look at Emily. "By the way, Rob confided something in me. I suppose I might as well tell you now. He was planning on proposing to you. He showed me the ring. It's an absolutely beautiful ring, he had it hand crafted in the Birmingham Jewellery Quarter. I'm no expert, but to my eyes it looked to be worth at least ten grand! And you, you silly woman, are throwing it all back in his face!"
Sarah shook her head "I had no idea he was going to propose to me. None at all!"
"Oh, cobblers, mom! You and he have spoken about getting married several times over the years, so you can't dismiss this as a total surprise."
Sarah's eyes had widened and had begun filling with unshed tears. "But I had no idea he was ready to propose to me. None!"
"It was going to be a surprise proposal, the whole down on one knee thing. He even suggested that you might ask me to be your bridesmaid or matron of honour. But you've fucked all that up, haven't you, you silly cow?"
"Don't speak to your mother like that!" Pattrick stood up and loomed threateningly over Sarah, looking as if he was considering giving her a very un-Buddhist-like punch.
At this point, Robert hurried from his hidden vantage point and said, loudly, "Pattrick, old man, may I suggest that you don't hit Sarah?"
At the sound of his voice, Patrick suddenly jumped backward into his seat, Emily shrieked and Sarah burst into tears and rushed from her seat, looking for comfort from Robert.
Emily regained her composure. "Robert, what are you doing here? And what gave you the right to come between a father and his daughter?"
Over Sarah's trembling shoulder Robert addressed Emily, firmly and coldly. "I have every right to be here. I happened to be dining here and heard your rather distinctive laughter. Then I thought, 'Emily can't be here. Because Emily told me she was in Manchester for a work event. And why on earth would Emily lie to me?' But now I know why you'd lie to me. And I wasn't about to allow Pattrick to physically assault Sarah in front of her own mother and a room filled with other diners."
Emily looked chastened. "I'm sorry that you found out about Pattrick and myself getting back together like this. I was going to tell you, but in my own way and in my own time. I never wanted to hurt you. Please believe that."
"Emily, I don't believe you. You wasted over four years of my life. I could have been dating a woman who would have only focused on me. But like I say, you wasted over four years of my life. You had me as a damn backup plan in case your darling husband didn't return to you. You played me as an utter chump. And I fell for every one of your lies and all your bullshit. But no more!"
Now the tears began to fall from Emily's eyes. Still hugging Sarah, Robert reached over and presented Emily with a table napkin which she used to wipe her eyes. The irony that the man she was, albeit emotionally rather than physically, cheating on had handed her a napkin to dry her eyes rather than her husband who was slumped back in his chair was wasted on Emily. Oh, she came to realise the significance of that moment some time later, but far too late for that realisation to do her any good or to make a difference.
Sarah looked up into Robert's eyes and said: "Robert, please take me home with you? I can't stand being with these idiots."
Emily blazed: "You can't go with Robert! You are my daughter and if you go with Robert, I'll dial 999 and report him for kidnapping!"
Sarah gracefully and with a loving squeeze of his arm detached herself from Robert's fatherly hug. She gave Emily a withering look of utter contempt. "Don't be such a fool, mother. You'll do no such thing. I'm not a child, I'm a young woman of 18 and if I want to leave voluntarily with Robert, then I will. If Robert will allow that?"
Robert felt pressured by Sarah's request, but felt that he couldn't really refuse her. He looked over at Pattrick and suddenly realised that he didn't like the man. Not one little bit. There was something creepy about him and his longish, somewhat greasy hair. Wow! Since when did Buddhist monks have long hair, greasy or not? Robert was no expert in comparative religious studies, but he knew that the one distinctive feature of Buddhist monks, male and female, was that they usually shaved their heads.
He glanced at Pattrick. "Pattrick, are you still a Buddhist? When did you leave the monastery in Thailand?"
The question startled him into answering. "Yes, I'm still a Buddhist. I left the monastery two weeks ago. Why did you ask?"
"Oh, I'm just a nosy fucker, me!" replied Robert, disarmingly.
Robert left the table with Sarah and as he settled his bill, he apologised to Benjamino for what had taken place. "No need to apologise, Robert, my friend. That man she is with," he nodded back toward Sarah, "he is as my momma would say: "sembra una cacca di cane", or 'looks like a dog turd.'
Take care, both of you." He gave Sarah a kiss on the hand.
Sarah actually had a room of her own at Robert's house, so her staying at his house wasn't really all that outlandish an idea, though there was a niggle at the back of his mind that either Emily or Pattrick might try to call 999 just to spite him. Fortunately, that didn't happen.
The next morning Sarah showered, changed into some clothes she had at his house, drank coffee, ate some toast and honey with Robert and he decided to drive her to her college, which was a ten-minute drive away. She'd texted her mother, telling her not to worry and that Robert was driving her to college.
"What's going to happen, Sarah?" he asked her as they drove along.
"Honestly, Robert? I don't know. I really can't stand the thought of him coming back into my life. To be honest, you've been more of a father to me than he ever was. Her burbling on about getting the magic back is just so much crap. They were constantly bickering and squabbling, but usually about some shit he'd said or done. And that was long before he got into that Buddhism nonsense."
Robert nodded. "So, what are you going to do?"
"I'd love to stay at your house, but I think mother would try to turn that against you. But don't worry about me. I have several friends I can stay with. I start uni next September, so I'll stay in the halls of residence, then. Got to sort my student loans out before then, however."
Robert said: "I think the idea of my marrying Emily is pretty much dead in the water, but I'd have loved to have taken you as my daughter. But, even though that idea's dead and buried I don't like the idea of you being in debt to the bloody government with student loans, so as I was going to help toward paying for your university expenses after I married your mum, I don't see any real reason why I shouldn't still pay for your education.
"You've worked very hard over the last several years at college and I don't see why your education should suffer because your mom stuffed up."
She squealed in delight. "Oh, thank you Robert. You don't have to do this, though?"
He grinned. "I know, but I'm going to. I hope Emily doesn't get any silly ideas about this."
Sarah shrugged. "Don't care if she does. That's her problem to deal with."
He dropped her off at college and carried on into work, deep in thought. He was thinking about Pattrick Jones. There was, he realised, something deeply unsettling about the man. He wasn't too concerned about what happened to Emily, as Robert was a 'you made your bed, now you lie in it' type of chap, but he certainly didn't like the idea of Pattrick being in Sarah's life, even though he was her father.
Robert had told Emily and Sarah that he worked in a data centre as an IT manager. The truth was somewhat less prosaic than that. The nondescript early 1970s ten-storey office block he worked in at the centre of town was home to a shadowy governmental entity called Intelligence Assets, which was part Secret Service and part Criminal Intelligence.
There were still rumours going round the building that questioned if the team behind the 1970s hit TV series "The Professionals: CI5" had some knowledge of Intelligence Assets and the work it did, but they remained unconfirmed rumours.
Robert's real role was that of an Information Co-ordination Officer. He realised that if Emily and Sarah had known he was the holder of the highest security clearance in the UK government, Enhanced Developed Vetting, they'd have been surprised to say the very least.
He asked for a meeting with his manager, Bill Porter, a friendly and somewhat avuncular man who, despite the fact that he looked exactly like the late actor Richard Griffiths (of Pie in the Sky and Harry Potter fame) had served several years in the Royal Marines, but steroids for his rheumatism post his time as a Royal Marine had "piled the bloody pounds on!" as he liked to say.
Robert explained to Bill the mysterious and sudden reappearance in Britain of Pattrick Jones, a self-declared Buddhist monk who did not look anything like a Buddhist monk, after apparently living in a monastery in Thailand for several years.
"Mmmmm," said Bill. "There have been many reports of Buddhist monks getting up to all sorts of tricks over the past 20 years or so. Drunkenness, fraud, theft, sexual assault, affairs, drug smuggling, even murder.


"You have a personal beef with Jones for obvious and very sensible reasons but those don't preclude the possibility that he's a potential wrong 'un. Let's dig into the bugger and see if we can find any dirt on him, eh?"
"Sounds good to me," said Robert, enthusiastically.
"Let's go into my office and see if we can trace him," said Bill.
After several minutes working at the computer, he frowned and said: "I haven't found any trace of him?"
"Oh," replied Robert. "I forgot to mention it, but apparently he spells Pattrick with two ts, not one."
"Very posh!" said Bill. "Okay, let's reset the search for Pattrick Jones, shall we?" he deliberately emphasised the second t for comedic effect.
However, the smile soon dropped from his face. "Bloody hell, Rob! There are numerous hits for Pattrick Jones."
"Really? That's rather surprised me. I thought he looked like a smarmy, greasy fucker. But what's shown up?"
"For one thing he is the subject of an Interpol Red Notice from the Royal Thai Police."
"What the fuck? Why?" asked a shocked Robert.
"He's implicated in reports of art smuggling, counterfeiting, drug running and it appears the reason he left his monastery is because he's wanted for the murder of the abbot of the monastery."
Robert shook his head. "That's probably why he came back to the UK. Hiding out at the home of his credulous ex-wife."
Bill nodded his head. "Yes, but from the information on the Red Notice it seems that other monks at the monastery are also after him for killing the abbot. Perhaps he killed the golden goose?"
"Maybe he did. I don't like the idea of Sarah being caught up in this fiasco, I don't want her life to be at risk."
Bill made a call on his secure desk phone. "Hello, this is Bill Porter at Intelligence Assets. I'd like to speak with Colin Frobisher, please? Yes, I'll wait."
After several moments Colin Frobisher came on the line. "Hello, Bill. What can I do for you? It must be serious because you're using the Batphone!"
"Hi, Colin. Yes, it is serious. I thought that Special Branch would like to know that a wanted criminal who is the subject of an Interpol Red Notice from the Royal Thai Police is currently living in your constabulary area."
"That is interesting. You have a name?"
"Yes, his name is Pattrick Jones and that's Pattrick with two ts, by the way."
"Oh! t'Patrick Jones?" Colin quipped.
"Yeah, very funny Colin."
"What's he wanted for, mate?"
"Various stuff, art and drug smuggling, counterfeiting and murdering the abbot of the monastery Pattrick Jones was a monk at."
"Bloody hell, Bill! Look, I have that name and I've just pulled his Red Notice up. Do you have an address for him?"
Robert then stepped in. "Hello Colin, this is Bill's colleague Robert Peters. I have an EDV level clearance, same as Bill, so all's good. The address where he might be staying is that of his wife or ex-wife Emily Jones, where she lives with her teenage daughter, Sarah.
"It's 147 Croft Road, Bramstock, BX9 7DL."
"Okay, thanks guys, I'll get the local CID involved. I'll get armed officers out, too. If this man's wanted for murder anything might happen. I'll contact Barney at the regional MI5 office to see if he has any field agents he'd like to get involved. Also, I'll rouse a magistrate or a district judge to get warrants to arrest him and search the premises. We'll need to inform the Thai embassy about Jones so that they can get the extradition process started."
They finished the call.
A short while later, Robert sent Sarah a text message. "Please don't go to your house. Either stay with a friend or meet me at my house at 6pm. If you can't come to my house, call me. I'll explain later."
Members of Intelligence Assets were not involved in field actions; they reported what information they gathered to Special Branch, MI5 or MI6 or whomever, so they waited for news of what was happening.
Frankly, the whole thing was a bit of an anticlimax. The district judge (formerly called a stipendiary magistrate) signed the necessary warrants, and although reportedly Pattrick had thought of resisting or escaping, the fact the detectives who arrived to question him were armed with Browning 9mm pistols and they were accompanied by two uniformed police officers armed with Heckler & Koch MP5 machine guns, he thought better of it.
The search of the house revealed a duffel bag filled with a variety of different currencies, some real, but most counterfeit and a.38 revolver with a box of bullets and an Australian passport in the name of Paul Rogers, but with Pattrick's photograph on it.
As the householder Emily was taken in for questioning, but it soon became obvious that she had nothing to do with the money or the gun and ammunition.
Later that afternoon, she called Robert. "Did you have anything to do with Pattrick's arrest?"
"Bloody hell, no!" He said, feigning outrage. "Of course not! I'm just a bloody IT manager in a data centre. It's my guess they have probably had people following him ever since he came back into the UK."
She apologised to Robert and said: "The police said he might be extradited to Thailand as they suspect him of being implicated in the murder of the abbot at his monastery. I want you to know that I never stopped loving you, Robert. Where does this leave us? You still want to marry me, yes?"
He paused for a couple of beats before replying. "No. I don't."
"But why?" she whined.
"Because if Pattrick hadn't been suspected of murder and wasn't going to be extradited to face the Thai justice system, you'd have dumped me for him without a moment's hesitation, wouldn't you?"
She sobbed by way of a reply and terminated the call.
As he had pocketed his phone, Sarah knocked on his front door.
Over a pot of hot, sweet tea (yes, how quaintly British!) he explained what had happened in such a way that he didn't reveal his membership of Intelligence Assets.
Sarah shook her head. "Bloody, buggering hell! He always was a bit of an arsehole, but counterfeit money and murder? And she was going to give you up for that piece of shit? Bloody hell, Rob! What an idiot she was! You're not going to take her back, are you?"
He shook his head. "No. I can't trust her now. If I stayed with her, or worse yet, married her I'd always be waiting for the other shoe to drop."
She nodded, tears in her eyes. "That sucks, because you'd have been a good dad for me."
"Yeah, I'd have really liked that. However, I still want to be in your life, and you'll be going to uni very soon, right? Have to get your funds sorted out."
She looked at him, grinned. "Thanks, Dad! By the way, my friend Sam has an older sister called Paula. I think you and she would get on great" she said saucily.
He laughed and said in mock annoyance, "Don't you go setting me up on dates, daughter!"
Sarah laughed, but she had a glint in her eyes.
Four years later, Robert sat on the front row of the audience at the graduation ceremony as proud as any father could ever be and he and his wife of three years, Paula, watched as Sarah Jones BA (Hons, First Class) received her diploma.
They'd bought two special graduation gifts for Sarah. A new Macbook Pro and a t-shirt for her bearing the words: "Honourary Auntie to be," as Robert and Paula were expecting their first child.
Pattrick had been extradited to Thailand. The Thai government had agreed not to seek the death penalty for the murder of his abbot, because as a matter of policy the UK government will not extradite someone to a country which has the death penalty unless the UK government is given a written guarantee that the criminal won't be executed.
The debate that had set Thai social media alight on whether or not a foreign Buddhist monk should be executed for murdering his abbot, even though the death penalty was off the table in his case, was foreshortened when Pattrick died of a heart attack during a riot at the notorious Bang Kwang prison (aka the Bangkok Hilton) where he was incarcerated on a life sentence.
It was sad in a way, because as he was only in the prison for just short of his initial three months he was still forced to wear the leg irons that all prisoners wear during the first three months of their incarceration, so he died with his (iron) boots on.
As for Emily? She lived a lonely life, going to work and then going back home and making large scale models of things that nobody else would ever see. Sarah was still angry with her mother and barely spoke to her, let alone saw her.
Eventually, Beniamino had told Robert the meaning of the name of the restaurant. The family had been having lively debate as to what they should call their new restaurant and grandfather Albio had walked through a door which gave an ear-piercing squeal.
He had shouted: "Per favore, smettetela di parlare del nome del nostro ristorante finché qualcuno non ripara quella porta cigolante!" Or in English: "Please shut up about the name for our restaurant until someone fixes that squeaky door!"
Someone had said: "That's it, Albio! The restaurant must be called Squeaky door, Porta Cigolante!"
As they say, life goes on!
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It was 6.30 and Marie waited for Carl to return home from work. She wasn't looking forward to the conversation they would have, but it was going to happen because it would have to happen.
She hadn't cooked because she didn't feel like eating, and when he heard what she had to tell him, she doubted Carl would feel like eating either.
When he walked into the living room, he looked at Marie and realized that there was something wrong.
"Are you okay, Marie? What's wrong?"
"You know something, Carl? I don't feel that I am okay. I have something to tell you that I know will upset you and hurt you, but I have met someone at work I have fallen in love with who I strongly feel I have to be with."
Carl slumped into a chair; he was stunned and shattered by her sudden and utterly unexpected announcement. "What have I done to make you do this? When did you stop loving me?"
She shook her head, tears in her eyes. "No, Carl! Please don't blame yourself for this situation. And I haven't stopped loving you. I'll probably always love you in some way, but the feelings I have for my new colleague now totally outweigh the love I still feel for you. I'm sorry if that sounds cruel and callous, but I'm just trying to be honest with you."
"Have you slept with him yet?"
"Oh, no Carl. I desperately yearn to have a fulfilling sexual relationship with him, but we aren't at that stage in our relationship, yet. And I didn't feel it would be right to cheat on you."
"How do you see things for you and I?"
"I'm sorry Carl, but under the circumstances I don't see any future for us. The problem is that every time I see him at work, I flood my panties with my vaginal lube. In fact, at one team meeting I had to excuse myself to go to the bathroom to stuff my panties with paper tissues to stop the flow from being noticeable down my legs."
"Marie! That's just too damn much information! How do you think I feel knowing another man arouses my wife more than I have ever done in our five years of marriage?"
Marie gasped, her hand flying up to cover her mouth in a nervous gesture. "Oh, Carl! I'm sorry if what I said upset you, it's just that I needed to show you how strong this attraction to him is!"
Carl looked at her. "What do you want me to do, Marie?"
"I want you to give me a divorce, please. But take your time. There's no rush." He stood up and looked at her. "I suppose I always knew this would happen at some point, Marie."
She was puzzled. "What do you mean, Carl?"
He shrugged. "I always knew that you were way out of my league. I was shocked when you agreed to go out with me, let alone marry me. I knew that, eventually, you'd find someone more handsome and a better man than me.
"And now, it's happened. I guess that was part of the reason why you insisted on a pagan handfasting wedding as that would make it easier for you to get rid of me when Mr. Perfect came into your life. It'd make getting me out of your life that much easier."
She shook her head but couldn't say anything.
He walked over to the sideboard where pride of place was taken by a display from their wedding day of five years previously.
He remembered that he had been self-conscious in a dark blue two-piece suit, nicely set off by the garland of flowers he had worn on his head, placed there by one of Marie's bridesmaids, who'd made the floral hat herself, whilst Marie had absolutely rocked her medieval style vibrant green wedding dress, based on a design she'd seen in a book on medieval marriages.
To the side of the photograph was a memory box which contained the tightly coiled handfasting cord that had been used during the ceremony to bind them together. It was short for a handfasting cord at three feet long (most were 6 to 9 feet) and rather than dramatically smashing the memory box onto the floor Carl carefully picked it up and removed the fasteners at the back that kept the box sealed.
"Carl! What are you doing?" Marie sounded as if she were starting to panic.
"Shush, Marie. I know what I'm doing." He opened the drawer to the left of the sideboard and took out a large pair of scissors. He took the handfasting cord from the memory box, unfurled it and used the scissors to split it in two, allowing both pieces to fall to the floor.
"No!" Marie shrieked. "Why'd you do that?" She was now sobbing.
Carl shrugged expressively, regarding her with a jaundiced expression. "I'm just giving you what you want, Marie. I've given you the pagan divorce that you need."
"But... cutting the cord was so final?"
"Yes," replied Carl. "But divorce does tend to be final. I'm just relieved we don't have any children in this messed up situation. Or was that another thing? Your lack of a desire to have children, was that a lack of a desire to have children or a lack of a desire to have them fathered by me?"
"That's not even a tiny bit true, Carl. Don't keep bashing on yourself. This whole thing has nothing to do with you, it's to do with the fact that I have met my soulmate, and unfortunately, that's not you. I'm really, really sorry."
"Yeah, of course you are. Anyway, let's look at the practicalities of the situation. This condominium is owned by you as it was gifted to you before we met, so obviously I'll need to get out of here as quickly as I can."
Marie shook her head. "There's no need for that, Carl. Please take as long as you need to find somewhere else to live."
"Nah," Carl replied. "I intend to pack all my stuff in my vehicle tonight. Lucky thing I bought that Chevrolet Suburban. I won't even need to make two trips."
"Where will you stay?" she asked, with apparent genuine concern in her voice, which was nice, maybe, Carl thought cynically.
"I'll stay in my truck," he said. He felt as if he was peering into a long, dark tunnel but he decided not to allow Marie to see how badly she has upset him.
As Carl walked to his car, Marie shook her head. Things had not gone in accord with the script she had formulated in her head, they'd progressed far quicker than she'd anticipated.
Within two hours he had packed everything he wanted to take and left his old life, his married life and his former wife behind him.
Marie threw herself on the bed and sobbed herself to sleep. She thought "Carl's hurting now, but he'll be okay. He has to be! But at least I'll be able to get with Roger at work now."
The next morning, she showered and left for work. And for the next part of her life with Roger, the soon-to-be new man in her life, she mused.
When she got to the office she espied Roger Walters, the new colleague who had come to the States from her employer's UK office. As always, she felt heart palpitations and the moistness in her crotch.
She walked over to Roger and said: "Morning, Roger, can I speak with you in your office?"
"Of course," he said, smiling. Damn! His deep voice with his British accent thrilled her to her core.
When they entered his office he sat behind his desk, Marie closed the door and sat in the seat opposite to the desk.
"What can I do for you, Marie?"
She poured her soul out to him, telling him the effect he always had on her every time she even saw him, the embarrassing incident with the paper tissues during the meeting and how she had already divorced her now former husband. So she would now be able to start her new life with Roger, the new love of her life, her amazing new soulmate.
Roger looked at her over the desk. He had honestly never, ever met a woman like her before. And to use a very old British expression, he would have to piss on her chips.
"Marie, I heard what you have said. I suppose I should be flattered by what you have just said to me. However, I feel I will have to disappoint you by showing you something."
He picked up a silver-framed photograph that Marie wouldn't have been able to see as Roger had arranged the position of the photograph on the desk so that it faced him.
He showed her the photograph. He said, as gently as he could, "Marie, please look at this. It's a copy of my wedding photograph."
She looked at it and made a sound that was part scream and part gasp. "No! No!" she said. "That... that's not possible!"
Roger spoke again, this time with some steel in his voice. "Not only is it possible, it's a fact. It's what happened four years ago. Yes, I'm in the photograph, with my husband when we were married at the registrar's office in my home city of Birmingham in England.
"I'm 100% gay. I'm sorry, Marie, but women don't do anything for me. If you have burnt all your bridges with your husband, I suggest you eat humble pie and really try to get back with him. I'd like to say I feel sorry for you, but the person I have the most sympathy for is your poor husband. Now, please, I have work I need to get on with."
She left his office in a dazed state. Roger immediately typed up a report of what had happened with Marie. "Can't be too careful," he mused to himself. He emailed it to HR when it was finished.
Fortunately for Carl, he leased a building in the center of town for his software business and the building had a secure parking lot to the rear. The previous night he had driven his SUV directly to the lot and parked there, securing the electronic gates behind him.
The next morning, he used the shower facilities that were a part of the staff-only gym that was in the building. Angela, his PA, gave him a quizzical look. She spoke to him quietly in his office. "Carl, tell me to shut up if it's none of my business, but did you sleep in your car in the back lot last night?"
He shrugged and laughed. "Can't get anything past you, Angela! Yeah, it's true."
"Wanna talk about why you weren't at home with Mardy Marie?"
For some reason Angela had never taken to Marie and always called her "Mardy Marie."
"Yesterday evening when I got home, Mard... I mean Marie told me that she was dumping me for a new colleague at work and that she wanted to divorce me."
Angela looked disgusted. "Damn! That's not just mardy, that's totally fucked up! So what happened?"
Carl gave a brief grin before he continued. "I guessed that she wanted to drag the fucking situation out, let me continue to live in her condo's second bedroom whilst she was dating her new man and that she'd divorce me when she was good and ready.
"But I decided to screw her plans up by refusing to stay on as her fucking houseguest and I divorced her, instead."
Angela snorted in delight. "How'd you do that? You and Mardy had a pagan wedding, didn't you? I was one of your guests, so how did you divorce her, and so damn fast?"
"You know we had the handfasting ceremony where we were both symbolically linked together with a piece of cord? We had what amounted to a sort of shrine to the marriage on the sideboard in the living room, with a photo of the wedding and a memory box with the piece of cord wrapped up tight in it. I took the cord out, uncoiled and I cut the cord in two and told her I'd just given her the pagan divorce she wanted."
Angela clapped enthusiastically. "Oh, Carl! That was brilliant! Well done!"
Her tone softened. "You really can't live in your car. I mean, I know it's said to be bigger than some apartments, but you really need to get somewhere else to stay. You can come live at my place. There's plenty of room and it's not far from the office."
Carl nodded, saying, "Yeah, thanks Ange. I'd really appreciate that. Can we sort that out this evening, after work?"
"Sure." Angela was doing cartwheels in her head and shouting to herself "Yippie! Mardy Marie has gone and fucked herself off. And I never had to do a thing about it! But I'm going to have to make sure I know exactly what I'm dealing with. I have some calls to put in, meetings to arrange."
After work, they drove their cars the few minutes' drive to Angela's house, and it was strange that it took less time to move his belongings into Angela's house than it had taken to move them out of Marie's condo.
When he mentioned it to Angela, she giggled and said, "Maybe that's because you wanted to move in with me?"
It sounded innocent enough, but Carl cottoned on to the meaning behind those words.
Three days later, and Carl still hadn't heard from Marie. Hardly surprising as one of the first things he'd done was to block her number.
Angela and Carl weren't lovers: they had separate bedrooms, but Angela set her mind to changing that when the time was right.
They'd just finished eating a Cook Unity meal that had been delivered to the house when they heard a knocking on the door.
When Angela answered the door, she was annoyed, but not surprised, to see Mardy Marie on the doorstep.
"You'd better come in, Marie. Carl's in the living room. Just go on through, as I'm presuming it's him you came to see, not me. How did you know he was here at my place?"
"Just guesswork," answered Marie, snarkily.
When Carl saw Marie, he was slightly concerned about her. Her normal positive attitude seemed to have vanished. "Are you okay, Marie? What is it you want?"
"I'm... I'm terribly sorry, Carl, but I made a dreadful, terrible mistake. I shouldn't have allowed a silly schoolgirl infatuation to get in the way of our marriage.
"Is there any way that you can forgive me? Let me make it up to you? Perhaps reestablish our marriage again?"
Carl was gobsmacked. Absolutely and utterly gobsmacked. "Well, I..." were all the words he could get out.
Before Marie could get the advantage in the situation Angela decided to step in. She had a tone of fake, unctuous sympathy as she spoke to Marie. "Oh dear, Marie. Whatever happened to the new love of your life? Your new soulmate?"
Marie blushed and said: "It didn't work out. Now I just want my Carl back in my life."
"Mmm, yeah" said Angela. "But you learning, and from the horse's mouth, so to speak, that Roger Walters, the man you embarrassed yourself by mooning over him like a lovesick calf at work is not only married himself but is totally, 100% gay! That had to hurt!"
Carl was shocked at that turn of events. He chortled and said: "Really Marie? Seriously? You decided to trash our marriage for a work colleague who turned out to be gay? You didn't carry out any due diligence? Wow. That's... wow!"
Marie looked crestfallen. "Yes, I've really messed everything up, haven't I? But we can get past this bump in our marital road, right?"
Before Marie could say more, Angela spoke up: "How could you hope to get past this, Marie? I've known you since you started dating Carl, well before you got married. Heck, I was at the marriage ceremony.
"You were mooning over the new colleague from Britain and you embarrassed yourself in front of everyone. Fact is, one of your colleagues said you were as shameless as a bitch in heat with the poor guy!
"They didn't know if he didn't notice your shenanigans because of the culture clash, what with him being a Brit and all, or if he was like some men, just a little slow on the uptake when a woman is flirting with them."
When she made that remark she glanced over at Carl, and that was noticed by both Marie, but not by Carl.
"But then she marches into his office and really presents herself to him so blatantly that even he could no longer ignore the fact that she wanted inside his pants and onto his cock, so, in fear, he picked up a photograph of his gay wedding and like a priest in a 1930s vampire movie he presents it to her like a crucifix to ward her off!"
Marie looked stricken and Carl interjected, "How'd you know all this stuff, Ange?"
Angela said: "My membership of the Executive Assistant Association has many and varied benefits, including networking with friends who work at other employers in the area, including Marie's employer.
"And it's reported Roger filed a complaint with HR due to what Marie had vomited all over him during her private meeting in his office.
"Looks like Marie has thrown away you, her husband and also screwed up her job, too. I'm hearing that offers will be made to either accept a new position in Gary, Flint, Detroit or Seattle, or get fired for cause."
Marie said: "But that's got nothing to do with anything! I didn't have sex with Roger, I'm not dating him! Nothing happened, damn it! Couldn't we try counseling, or something?"
Carl regarded her with cold eyes. "But that's got everything to do with it, Marie! We are only standing here in Ange's living room because Roger's gay. If Roger had been straight, he might have locked the office door and screwed you over his desk!
"If you'd been able to start a relationship with Roger, you wouldn't be here! You'd be with Roger. I thought I knew you, Marie, but it's clear that I never knew you at all. Because Roger spurned your advances you have come back to me and I get the consolation prize of a wife spurned by her putative lover.
"I'm sorry, Marie, but I'm going to have to turn down your 'kind' offer of counseling.
"You are an intelligent woman, Marie. How the hell did you think dumping your husband before you even bothered to check if Roger was even interested in you was a good idea? Yeah, your'e an attractive woman, but really? You thought thrusting yourself at him at work was a good idea?
"Besides which, how do you think I'll ever be able to trust you again? If Roger had been a red blooded, heterosexual male, you'd have dumped me and gone to him. What happens the next time you meet a handsome man at work? Or anywhere else for that matter? I can't ever trust you again. Ever!"
As often happens when people realise they have been found out, Marie decided to lash out at other people.
She glared at Angela and said: "You! You have always wanted my Carl! You've always treated me with disrespect! You think I didn't know you called me 'Mardy Marie' behind my back? I did know. But I didn't care, because I had, have, Carl as my husband. And you can't have him! I'll get him back, just you wait and see!"
Angela grinned at Marie and said archly: "Challenge Accepted!
"Now, get the fuck out of my house, Marie. I'm trespassing you from my property, so get the fuck out before I sic the police on you."
Marie stormed out of the house and Angela shut and locked the door after her.
She returned to the living room and a smiling Carl said: "Sic the police on her? Where the hell did that come from?
Angela shrugged: "I saw it in an old movie and I always wanted to use it. Just glad I got to use it before I became an old maid!"
"Old maid my ass!" responded Carl, chuckling. "By the way, were you serious when you said 'challenge accepted' to Marie?"
"Only one way to find out," she said, grinning. "You know, Roger's not the only man who is impervious to flirting!"
"Oh!" was the only reply that came to Carl's already befuddled mind. Though it was beginning to look to Carl as if there was light at the end of the tunnel and it wasn't a train coming toward him.
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Discomfited Murder Plotters
The square glass panel in the door at the top of the flight of tired, worn stairs had a stencilled sign on it in ornate, but slightly faded, gold lettering: "Maltravers and Associates, Private Detectives and Enquiry Agents, Principal Investigator Mr George Maltravers."
Lucy Smith opened the door and walked through it, closing it behind her. There was a desk with an elderly PC on it, but nobody was in the small room.
Before she could speak, a door to what she presumed was the inner office opened and an older man with a slight limp came through it into the room which had somewhat elderly faux wooden flooring. She suspected that as well as being the principal investigator, he was probably the only investigator.
"Hello, I'm presuming you are my appointment, Mrs. Lucy Smith?"
She nodded and acknowledged her identity, showing him her driver's licence.
"Please come through with me to my inner office."
She followed him and sat down on a tired but reasonably comfortable seat in front of his desk. He closed the door then sat behind the desk and said: "Mrs. Smith, please tell me what type of investigatory work you would like me to undertake for you?"
She spoke softly. "It's not actual investigatory work I need, but I'd like to know if you'd be able and willing to kill someone for me?"
George Maltravers, had been a private detective for a number of years, ever since he'd suffered an injury to his back when he was a serving police officer, but this was the first time he'd ever been asked to kill anyone.
He said: "That's not a service I can provide, however, I do have a contact who can undertake such a job for a suitable fee. Of course, I won't be able to do this for nothing, so I will need to charge you my retainer fee, which is £500."
She nodded and removed several wads of notes from her voluminous shoulder bag. She passed the money over to him. She had obviously come prepared, George thought.
She also handed him an A4 sized brown envelope which was filled with printed papers and some photographs. She said: "I want my husband Dave killed."
He nodded, calmly.
"What else do you need?" She asked.
"Just your contact details, please. I'll pass those and your envelope of data to my contact, and he'll take it from there."
"How much will he charge?" she asked.
He shook his head. "I'm sorry, I don't know. You'll need to discuss that with him."
She wrote her name and phone number on a piece of paper, which she handed to him, before she left. He shook hands with her as she walked out of his office.
He locked the outer door and returned to his inner office. He glanced at his right hand and wondered if he should use alcohol gel on it. Mrs. Smith had given him the ick.
He went through his Rolodex (yes, it was old fashioned, but it still worked and his wife had bought it for him when he started out as a private investigator) and dialed a number.
"Hi, it's me, George Maltravers. I've just had a very interesting new client come into my office. She wants to hire a contract killer. Yes, I thought you would be! Where should we meet? The hotel next door? Okay. What time? Yes, 6PM will be great. See you then."
Three days later, Mrs. Lucy Smith received a text message. "We need a meeting to discuss terms and to make arrangements. I am suggesting 2PM today on the bench by the bandstand in the park that's by Bridgeacre Comprehensive School. My Codename is Nemo. Please confirm ASAP."
She trembled a little. After all, it's not every day you plan to meet a contract killer with the intent of having your husband killed.
She replied with "okay."
Later that day as she walked through the park toward the grandstand, she saw a fairly tall, large man sitting on the bench. Luckily, it was early and none of the pupils from the school were in the park yet.
"Nemo?" she sounded nervous even to herself.
"Mrs. Smith? Good to meet you. Please sit down."
When she had sat down, he took an electronic device the size of a large box of matches which had a small aerial on top. He pressed a button and made two passes around her body, front and back.
"What's that for?" she asked, intrigued.
"Just a detector to make sure you aren't wired for sound or vision. Can't be too careful in my line of work.
"Anyway, enough idle banter. Who do you want killed and why do you want them dead?"
"My husband. Why do you need to know the why? That's... personal," she replied.
"It's clear you've never met with a professional killer before, Mrs. Smith. We need to know as much as we possibly can in order to create the perfect murder. In fact, most of our killings are not identified as being murders, to ensure we and our clients never fall into the clutches of the law."
She nodded. "Oh. I see what you mean."
He said: "We also need to establish the bona fides of our clients," he said. "For example, just picture the scene: Mrs. Smith comes to us, pays us our fee to kill Mr. Smith, but imagine our chagrin when it turns out that Mrs. Smith wasn't really Mrs. Smith, but a jealous former girlfriend?"
He looked around him and seemed happy with what he could see in the park, an ice cream van parked near the tarmac play area, obviously waiting for the children to leave their school, two council workers standing by their van reading papers and several people walking their dogs.
He asked her a series of probing questions, giving her a hard stare as he did so. He established that the reason why she wanted her husband dead was because she had been having a love affair with his younger sister, Erica.
Dave and Erica had been tragically orphaned when the family car had been in an accident when Dave was 18 and his sister 14. Their parents died in the crash, and he'd taken on the role of mother and father to her.
"I know Dave very well. He'd not be able to take the fact that I'm cheating on him with his own kid sister well, at all. It would break his heart, and I couldn't stand to see the hurt in his eyes when he found out about the affair, especially as it's with Erica, his own little sister.
"I think it would break him, perhaps give him a nervous breakdown. I don't want him to go through that, so I'd rather he be dead. But please, don't let him suffer any more than is necessary."
Nemo gave her a hard, probing stare. As she put it to Erica later that evening: "It was a horrible, piercing stare. Like he could see through me to my soul!"
Nemo had then nodded, and said: "That's a unique motivation to have a murder committed. However, my associates and I aren't in business to judge people, we are here merely to provide a service."
He continued: "The cost of the murder will be £10,000. We'll send you payment instructions after the job is done. And, of course, considering our line of work, we always get paid.
"I understand you have already paid our associate £500 as an introduction fee, and we're perfectly happy with that. But I will say, Mrs. Smith, you need to be 100% certain that you want Mr. Smith dead, because when we kill him, and we will kill him, you can be certain of that, any amount of crying and wishing he wasn't dead won't alter a damn thing. He'd still be dead."
She nodded. "Thanks for that advice but I do want him dead. For his benefit, really, as I know he'd be devastated by the fact that he'd feel he'd lost the two main people in his life, Erica and me."
Nemo nodded. "Okay, as you are so certain, we'll go ahead with the arrangements. It's now Tuesday and I want you to arrange for your husband to be alone at home on Thursday, with you safely away. I'd suggest you should be visiting your sister-in-law on Thursday. We'll make it look like a burglary gone wrong. At your request, we'll do our best to ensure he doesn't suffer more than is necessary."
Lucy nodded and said: "Dave works from home Wednesday and Thursday, so that'll be doable."
He nodded, stood up and said "Goodbye, Mrs. Smith. You'll not be seeing me again."
She merely nodded and watched as he strode away, walking to the car park where he climbed into a nondescript car and drove off.
On Thursday morning, Dave was working from home, as usual, and Lucy said: "Dave, would you mind me going and spending the day with Erica?"
Dave looked at her, shrugged, and said: "Why ask? I mean, what reason could I have to object to you visiting my kid sister? After all, it'll be good for the both of you. As you know, I'm not entirely happy about her living by herself in our old family home, but she didn't want to lodge with us here, wanting her independence, so I think you visiting Erica is a good idea."
At about noon, she left for Erica's house, wishing Dave goodbye, giving him a kiss.
As she climbed into her car, she realised something: "This is the last time I'll see Dave alive." It was a sobering thought.
When she arrived at Erica's house, which had been the Smith family home, Erica greeted her in a state of excitement.
After the front door was closed, Erica hugged her fiercely and kissed her on the lips, trying to get her tongue in Lucy's mouth, but Lucy wasn't having any of it. "No! No, Erica! Please don't try to start anything sexual, at least not today."
"Why not?" Erica was puzzled at her lover's decision to rebuff her, which rarely, if ever, happened.
"Because I don't feel it would be decent, for want of a better word, to be making love on the same day that Dave is being murdered at our behest. I don't feel comfortable with the idea, I suppose."
Erica cocked her head and gazed into the eyes of her lover, her brother's wife. After a few seconds of contemplation, she nodded and said, "Fair comment. Okay, let's declare this day "Nooky Free Thursday!" The joke fell flat, deservedly so.
They pottered around the house, conscious of the fact that not only was there a pretty huge elephant in the room, but that he was a bull elephant who had brought his entire family with him.
They drank tea and chatted about this and that and both gave a little involuntary shriek at 1PM when there was a powerful banging on the front door of the house.
"Oh, shit!" said Lucy, "I feel sick!"
"Me too," added Erica.
When they opened the door,they were shocked, for some reason, to see a PC. "Hello," said the PC. "I'm PC Laura Price. Which of you is Mrs. Lucy Smith, please?"
Lucy acknowledged her identity. "What's wrong, officer? What's happened? Is it my husband, Dave? Has he had an accident?"
"I'm sorry Mrs. Smith but I don't have any details, but you do need to come to the police station with me, now. But the matter does concern your husband."
Erica said: "I'm Dave's sister. What's happened to him?"
"I really can't say, but looking at the state of Mrs. Smith I think it would be helpful to her if you were with her."
They set the alarm, locked the house up and travelled in the rear seats of the police car to the police station, which was in the centre of town and also served as the HQ of the Eastern Counties Police Constabulary.
Once in the station, they were taken to the CID section and led into Interview Room 2.
A thin, bespectacled man came into the room. He said: "Good afternoon, ladies. My name is Detective Inspector Collins. Mrs. Smith, Ms. Smith, I have some very sad news to impart to you. At a little after noon this afternoon the sounds of a violent struggle were heard coming from your house, Mrs. Smith.
The police were called and the first officers arrived at the property only ten minutes later. Unfortunately, the burglars, which is what we think they were, had already fled the scene.
"The officers made a thorough search of the property and they found your husband had received severe head injuries in the master bedroom. Although the two officers, and later Eastern Counties Ambulance Service did the best they could, your husband was beyond saving. He was declared dead at the scene."
He placed a folder on the desk and took out a photograph. "This is a photograph taken by our SOCO or rather our Scene Of Crime Officer. Could you please identify if this man is your husband and your brother?"
Both women shuddered as they looked at the image. Yes, it was Dave lying face down, but he had dreadful wounds to his head and there was a pool of shiny red blood surrounding his head. "Take ages to get that stain out," thought Lucy. The thought shocked her. She knew he was going to be killed, but when and how had she become so cynical? So callous?
Both women began crying and acknowledged the identity of the victim.
"I'm so very sorry to distress you two ladies. I'll leave you alone to gather your thoughts together. Just press the call button if you need anything." He left the room, taking the file with him, quietly closing the door behind him.
"Damn," said Erica. They made a bit of a mess of him."
Lucy replied: "I really hope he didn't suffer much. Poor Dave! He didn't deserve to end up like that, beaten to death on our bedroom floor."
Erica shrugged and said: "That's true, but we made the right decision. You were right, if he had found out about us or if we'd have asked him for a divorce so we could get married that would have utterly crushed him."
Lucy nodded. "Yes, better that he had a few moments of pain than suffering a lifetime of misery. Thank goodness we don't have children."
Erica replied: "And getting double indemnity life policies on the both of you was a total stroke of genius. The insurance policy which is worth £1,000,000 will actually net us £2,000,000 because of the fact his death will be counted as 'accidental' and just think of what we can do with that amount of money? And we'd obviously have to sell your house, Lucy, due to a murder having been committed there and that's worth another half a million!"
A sudden thought came to Lucy. "Should we be talking like this in a police station?"
Erica shrugged and said: "Relax! See?" she pointed to the recording device on the table in the centre of the room "that machine is turned off and if they record us in this room that would be illegal and inadmissible in a court of law. You can trust me on that." She nodded, emphatically.
At that moment there was a knock on the door to Interview Room 2, and it was opened by Detective Inspector Collins. "Ladies, please follow me to the CID office."
The CID office was on the same floor as the interview room, it was an old- fashioned open plan layout with desks throughout it, each with its own PC and screen.
An attractive young woman with wavy blond hair in a short style was standing in the middle of the room. She addressed the two women: "Hello Lucy, and hello Erica. My name is Detective Inspector Donna Maltravers. At this stage in the proceedings, I'd like to introduce you to several important people."
There was a door to the right of the room with the legend "Server Room" on a plaque. The door opened and a man stepped through. "I'd like to introduce you to former Detective Constable George Maltravers, my father, who after being invalided out of the police with a back injury, launched his own detective agency."
George gave them an affable smile and a wave of his right hand.
Donna continued: "But as the late, great James Mulgrew, better known as Jimmy Cricket used to say 'and there's more!' could Nemo and his special guest please come on down?"
"Known to you, Lucy, as contract killer Nemo, I'd like to introduce you to Detective Chief Inspector Richard Probert. And just behind DCI Probert is the founder of the feast, without whom none of this would be possible, is Mr. David Smith! Come on through, Dave!"
Dave Smith walked into the room. He almost stumbled, but Richard took his elbow and steadied him.
Erica gasped and Lucy acted like she was in a low-budget student film maker's reboot of "The Invasion of the Body Snatchers" when she dramatically extended her right arm, pointed at her husband, made a shrieking noise that would have impressed Donald Sutherland and hissed out: "But you are supposed to be dead! We saw you! Dead!"
Detective Inspector Maltravers spoke loudly: "Well, obviously he isn't. Mrs. Smith, you'll be escorted to Interview room 2, Ms. Smith you'll be taken to Interview Room 1. You'll have your legal rights explained to you, presently." They were removed from the room.
Richard turned to Dave and said: "You handled that very well, Dave. Very well indeed."
Dave shrugged: "But my wife and my own little sister conspiring together to have me killed! I suppose I'm very fortunate that Lucy chose to go to George and not some random thug in a pub who might well have murdered me."
"I agree, Dave," said Richard. "I'll get a PC to escort you to your room at the hotel next door. Whatever you want, just put it on the tab of room 23."
After Dave had been escorted to the hotel Richard turned to Donna, he grinned and said: "What the hell was that all about?"
She blushed delicately and said: "I don't know what you mean, sir?"
He laughed and said "Don't sir me! A quote from Jimmy Cricket, "Come on Down" and bloody Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol?"
Detective Inspector Collins stepped in: "My fault, Sir! I bet her £50 that she couldn't do it. She did it and she won!"
Richard shook his head and chuckled. "Good grief! Okay, it's now 3PM, let's start the interview proceedings. As I'm personally involved by playing Nemo, I'll sit this one out. DI Collins, I want you and DC Jackson with Lucy Smith and Donna; I want you and DS Barnett with Erica Smith."
When Donna started the interview with Erica, Erica quickly surmised that they had recorded her and Lucy and began ranting about how the police were wrong to record them, how they had broken the law, that the evidence they thought they had collected would be invalid and so forth.
She became so impassioned that she was nearly frothing at the mouth. "Careful Ms. Smith," said Donna. "Don't get over-excited. Regarding our recording of you and Lucy, it was all done under the guidance of the PACE rules, that's the Police and Criminal Evidence Act. However, I'm not going to confirm or deny the possibility that you were recorded.
"You have been read your rights. Would you wish to be represented by a lawyer? You can call your own lawyer in to represent you, or you can use the solicitor on the duty roster. Today's duty solicitor is Sarah Collins, of Cardew, Royston and Hatcher. We have her contact details if you'd like?"
"Fuck you!" shouted Erica. "I wish I'd killed the useless piece of shit myself, or hired someone to do it myself!"
Donna said: "Ms. Smith, I'm reminding you that we have given you your warning about your rights. We can continue this interview or wait until legal counsel is present, perhaps recommencing in the morning?"
Erica shook her head. She'd been so sure of herself, but now? She didn't know. She decided to say no more, but realised the damage had already been done.
Donna terminated the interview and asked for the Custody Sergeant to have Erica processed and placed in a cell.
A few minutes later, DS Barnett suspended the interview with Mrs. Smith.
The Detectives all had a meeting in Richard's office. "How's it going?" he asked.
Donna was the first one to respond. "Sir, I get the feeling that Erica Smith is the person behind the conspiracy to have Dave Smith murdered."
"How so?" replied Richard. He trusted Donna's judgement as their relationship went back a long way to when she was a young teenager who had comforted him after he had discovered his school teacher wife being railed over her desk by the headmaster of the school they had both worked at.


Donna said: "She actually said 'Fuck you! I wish I'd killed the useless piece of shit myself, or hired someone to do it myself!"' Which as this was after she'd got her warning was pretty bloody bizarre, to be honest. But she expressed such hatred about her brother that it made me think that her hatred for her brother seemed way over the top."
DI Collins said: "I've just had a thought, if her animus for her brother is that powerful, maybe we need to make sure she doesn't get released on bail?"
Richard nodded, thoughtfully. "That's a good point, Doug. Let's get her on remand before the trial. Maybe we can work on Mrs. Smith, see if we can engineer a split between them?"
Both women were brought up before a District Judge (a stipendiary magistrate in old money) and, because DCI Probert was involved in the case in his role as Nemo, it was decided that Detective Inspector Maltravers would present the case. As this was only the third time she'd taken a case to court after her promotion, she felt a little nervous, but with the guidance of her more experienced colleagues, she had made a more than decent job of presenting her case. In the hotel next door afterwards as they drank in the lounge bar, she joked: "At least I didn't trip up the stairs to the dock!"
The District Judge heard the evidence for and against and decided that Erica Smith would be remanded in custody until the trial, having refused her application for bail (something her solicitor was expecting to be honest) and the solicitor who represented Lucy Smith was able to convince the District Judge to remand her on £10,000 bail with the provision that she be placed in a bail hostel with an ankle monitor and that she not be allowed to go within 500 metres of her former home or her husband.
Eleven months later, the case was before the Eastern Counties Crown Court, which was situated in Court Street, Bridgeacre. The location was a happy or unhappy coincidence, as Court Street was named after a local industrialist James Court, who had a house on the site in the 18th century.
The jury was sworn in, several reporters were crowded into the press seating and a motley assortment of little old ladies, old chaps in suits and ties and some law students from the Eastern Counties University Law School who were taking copious notes.
The court reporter was at the ready and a court official said: "All rise," and everyone rose, the Crown Court Judge entered the court and the legal fun and games began.
In the absence of the jury, sent back to the pokey hole that served as the jury room for court 2, there were legal arguments galore. It had been wrong to use a police officer as a fake hired killer. Dismissed. It had been wrong and illegal to record what the two defendants had discussed in private in the police station. Dismissed. The two defendants had only ever been joking about having plotted to have David Smith murdered. Also dismissed, but with an incredulous shake of the head of the bewigged judge.
Witnesses gave testimony. These included George Maltravers, the ice cream man, the two council workers and two of the several dog walkers who were all undercover police officers monitoring the conversation between Lucy Smith and the man she knew as Nemo.
Then DCI Probert gave his evidence. He was concise and devastating. The two defence barristers attempted to ruffle his demeanour, but he batted them away as if he were playing cricket.
His one response really struck home to the jury. "All she had to do was either not turn up to meet a man who she thought was a hired killer or just have said 'No thank you. I've changed my mind. I don't want my husband murdered. After all, it wasn't rocket science," he said with a shrug.
When Dave Smith took the stand as a witness the proceedings took a slightly bizarre turn. He spoke of the heartbreak and shock when he learned that his wife and his sister had been having an affair, as he had no idea either one of them were gay or bisexual, and that they had conspired together to have him murdered.
Lucy's barrister walked a tightrope as he didn't want to appear to the jury to be condoning the murder plot, but nor did he want to be overly sympathetic to Dave, either.
Erica, however, had decided that she was going, against all advice, to defend herself, having fired her barrister and his instructing solicitor in the middle of the trial.
She ripped into Dave, excoriating him without mercy. The whole thing was, she screeched, his fault. He had taken advantage of her as a teenager, had abused her emotionally and had been a cruel substitute for her poor, dead parents. And so on and so forth, how he had stolen her life from her and she was only trying to get revenge on him by stealing his wife.
Eventually the judge said: "Ms. Smith. As you are now, against all advice, defending yourself, I gave you some leeway. However, your attacks on your brother have breached the rules of decorum of this court. I will not allow you to ask any more questions of Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith, you may sit down. Ms. Smith I find your remarks disgraceful and a contempt of court. I will decide what your penalty will be later."
Dave thanked the judge and said: "Your honour, I had no idea my little sister who I had to parent because our own parents were wiped out by a drunk driver hated me so much. Several people told me to put her in the care system as I was only 18 and had my whole life ahead of me. But I said: 'No, she's my little sister and I love her.' I wish I'd taken their advice and put her into a bloody children's home!"
Erica shouted "Objection!" but the Judge cast a baleful gaze on her and said: "Stop it, Ms. Smith. Objection overruled."
Lucy looked at her husband and it was as if she was seeing him for the first time in many years. She glanced at Erica, who now looked like a petulant child rather than her grown up lover.
Lucy realised that Dave was crying, slumped in an attitude of misery. It was then that she realised what she would have to do. Despite her barrister tugging at her sleeve in an attempt to stop her, she stood up. She addressed the judge: "Your honour, please can I address the court?"
The judge, realising that her barrister hadn't been aware of what Lucy had planned said: "You have your own barrister and your barrister's instructing solicitor to represent you in court but please speak. But do bear in mind the rules of decorum for the court." He glared at Erica as he spoke.
Lucy said: "Your honour, I want to change my plea from not guilty to guilty to conspiring to murder my husband, Dave. Dave! Please forgive me!"
Erica began wordlessly shrieking until security guards dragged her out of the court and into the holding cells below.
The judge said: "Thank you, Mrs. Smith. I think now would be an opportune moment to break for a two- hour lunch. Doubtless, your legal team will need to seek further instructions from you during the break. You will say nothing further in court. Members of the jury, please retire to your room. Do not discuss what you have just heard. Counsel will remain."
Then, once the jury has gone:
"Mrs. Smith, you have just made a statement of considerable importance. I am not going to ask you anything about it. You will have an opportunity to speak privately with your counsel."
Lucy spoke with her barrister and the instructing solicitor in a room reserved for meetings between defendants and their legal representatives.
Her solicitor, Sarah Collins, of Cardew, Royston and Hatcher said: "Your decision to change your plea from not guilty to guilty came as a surprise to us, Lucy. What brought it about? Was it what Erica said?"
Lucy shrugged. "Yes, in the main it was. I thought what Erica and I had was a real, pure love. I'd never been with a woman before, and although I knew it was wrong to be cheating on Dave, especially with his little sister after what they'd been through together with their parents being killed, I thought she loved me like I loved her.
"When she started saying all the horrible stuff about Dave and how she was getting revenge on him by stealing his wife, me, I realised that Erica never really loved me and was using me to hurt Dave. She came up with the idea of having Dave killed. To hear her talk, it was like he was a dog who should be put out of its misery."
The barrister interjected, "it's quite possible that the prosecution might want to call you as a witness against Erica. What would you feel about that outcome?"
Lucy thought for a moment and said "If that's what I have to do then I'd be okay with that. Not happy, obviously, but okay."
The barrister looked at Sarah and said: "I feel that a conference with the prosecution before we go back into court would be helpful. I find it absolutely fascinating when people like Erica decide they are going to be capable of conducting their own defence. They usually proceed to set themselves on fire in the court!"
The judge reconvened the court without the jury. And Erica was still being held in the cells due to her outburst.
"Mrs. Smith," said the judge "Do you still wish to change your plea to guilty?"
Lucy nodded. "I do, your honour."
"Why did you change your mind?"
"When Erica started attacking poor Dave, I realised that she manipulated me, but I now realise that doesn't alter the fact that I agreed to have my husband murdered. And that I even agreed to meet with a contract killer!"
The barrister for the Crown Prosecution Service stood up and addressed the judge: "Your honour, I have taken instructions and we feel that we would like to call Mrs. Smith to be a witness for the prosecution."
The judge nodded and said: "That's acceptable. I have now acknowledged and accepted your guilty plea. Please, can we have the jurors brought back in?"
When the twelve jury members had settled themselves down, the judge said: "Members of the jury, I would ask you to please remove from your minds the outburst by Erica Smith before we broke for lunch.
"However, you will recall that Mrs. Lucy Smith made it known that she would be changing her plea from not guilty of conspiracy to murder her husband David Smith, to guilty of conspiracy to murder her husband David Smith.
"I am informing you now that the court has decided to accept her plea of guilty. However, that has no impact on the case against Erica Smith which will be continuing. You may recall that Erica Smith was removed from the court due to her intemperate behaviour. I was offering her the opportunity to return to court to participate in the proceedings of her own trial, but she has stated that she prefers to remain where she is in the holding cell. As the old saying puts it, you can lead a horse to water, but you can't make it drink."
The CPS barrister said: "We would like to call Lucy Smith to give evidence for the prosecution."
Lucy was sworn in and was asked to tell her story. Her relationship with Erica had been just a sisters-in-law relationship first.
Over the past couple of years it had become closer, and within the last six months it had become a sexual relationship.
At some point, Lucy had asked Erica about the possibility of them getting married after divorcing Dave.
Erica had said Dave wouldn't be able to cope with the idea of Lucy leaving him for his own little sister. She said he'd probably have a breakdown and might even kill himself.
It would be better, she had mused, if he were to die so that he wouldn't be heartbroken. Maybe, Erica had said, we could find someone to kill him?
Erica had asked Lucy to see if she could find someone who would be able and willing to kill Dave. Apparently, it was Lucy's love of detective fiction novels that gave Erica the idea that Lucy could find a hired killer.
Lucy had mentioned to Erica that she'd read a book in which a down on his luck private investigator had taken on a contract to kill a notorious gangland figure and they both decided, after consuming a second bottle of red wine, that Lucy would find a private investigator and pay him to murder Dave.
The problem was that in the town of Bridgeacre, there was only one private detective, who was as honest as the day is long, which brought about the denouement of this saga with a police officer disguised as a contract killer and police officers disguised as council workers, an ice cream vendor and dog walkers using high tech video and audio equipment to record everything.
The CPS barrister exercised his right to recall certain witnesses in the light of the guilty plea from Lucy Smith.
The evidence from George Maltravers was a masterclass in giving evidence, iterating the details of his meeting with Lucy Smith.
One of the law students whispered to a colleague: "But isn't it unfair for this evidence to be presented if Erica Smith isn't present?"
His colleague gave a suppressed snort of laughter and said: "But that's all down on her, isn't it? She decided she could represent herself and she began jumping up and down screaming at her poor brother! At that point she may as well have waved at the jury and said 'cooee! It's me! I did it! And the judge just said she'd rather sit on her arse in the cells than attend her own trial."
At that point someone coughed, pointedly, and the two students busied themselves with their notes, in silence.
Richard's evidence had been concise and to the point. He spoke of the phone call from George Maltravers, they had arranged to meet in the hotel next to the police station and after consulting by phone with Superintendent Clive Styles who was on holiday, it was decided that Richard would play the part of the contract killer using the name 'Nemo.'
The prosecution barrister had said: "Did you at any time encourage Mrs. Smith to have her husband killed?"
"On the contrary, I mentioned several times the negative repercussions of the idea of having her husband killed, that if he were to be murdered that there was no way she could bring him back from the dead. Which can be seen on the transcripts of the meeting."
The CPS barrister thanked Richard and asked him to sit back down.
"Your honour, the case for the prosecution rests."
The judge said: "Members of the jury please return to your jury room, light refreshments will be provided. I will address the lawyers in my chambers. Could my court usher please speak with Ms. Smith to see if she will wish to give evidence on her behalf or call witnesses?"
In his chambers, actually a modestly sized office with shelves of law books, his rather modern oak desk and enough random seats to accommodate several barristers and their instructing solicitors, he asked everyone to be seated.
"I can honestly say I've never faced a case like this. I believe Ms. Smith will probably refuse to come back into court, meaning she will not give evidence in her defence and as there are no witnesses scheduled for her defence, I feel that the case should finish at this point. I believe that it would be inappropriate for the prosecution to make a closing statement, so when we return to the courtroom, I'll have the jury members called in and commence my summing up."
They nodded, and agreed and returned to the courtroom. Erica Smith resolutely refused to leave the cells, despite the judge sending her a number of notes and offering to arrange counsel for her even at this late stage. Her response of "tell the judge to fuck off!" was the final straw for the judge, who decided that the trial would have to continue in her absence.
The judge's summing up was masterful. He told the jury that the fact that Mrs. Lucy Smith had decided to change her plea to guilty, did not, legally speaking, mean that Ms. Erica Smith was, herself, guilty. That they could not infer anything from the fact that Ms. Smith had declined to appear for the rest of her trial. Although, of course, that's exactly what most of them did, based on the old dictum "There's no smoke without fire."
He pointed out the key points in the evidence presented by George Maltravers, by DCI Richard Probert and the other officers.
His summing up took just under an hour.
He told the jury to return to their jury room to discuss their verdict, though he was mindful of the comparative lateness of the hour.
Everyone left the courtroom enjoying coffee, tea and cakes in the canteen that served the court.
To the surprise of everyone, except, apparently the court usher who had an uncanny knack about these things, the jury made it known that they had reached their verdict about an hour later.
The forewoman of the jurors, a severe looking teacher at the Bridgeacre Comprehensive School, answered the question from the usher: "Yes, we have reached a unanimous verdict, we find Erica Smith guilty of conspiracy to murder."
The judge thanked them and arranged with the usher to have Erica Smith made aware of the verdict. "Inform her that sentencing will take place tomorrow morning at 10AM."
The next morning, a few minutes after 10AM,am the court was again called to order.
For once, Erica Smith was in the dock. The CPS had, quite wisely, decided that it would not be a good idea to have the two convicted conspirators in the court at the same time.
The judge looked at her. "Erica Smith, a jury of your peers has heard the evidence that was presented and have found you guilty of conspiring to have your brother murdered. You conspired against him with his own wife, who you were having a sexual affair with.
"Fortunately you and your co-conspirator made the mistake of contacting a man called George Maltravers who is a private detective and who is a man of impeccable moral values who immediately reported the plot to the police, who managed to set up a trap within a very short period of time.
"There are several factors that I must consider when determining what sentence you should receive. This was a calculated and carefully planned contract killing plot.
"You and your co-defendant took practical steps, such as finding and meeting the supposed killer. You offered money and or provided information about your brother's movements.
"This was a dreadful betrayal of a close family relationship. It seems to me that you were the originator of this plot and a major controlling influence.
"I have decided that you will serve 18 years in jail for this despicable crime. Please have Ms Smith taken to the cells where she will be held until transport can be arranged to have her taken to prison."
"Bloody hell," said Dave in the private lounge of the hotel next to the police station later that morning. "I never expected she'd get a long sentence!"
Richard shrugged: "In theory, it could even have been life, so she got away fairly lightly."
"How will Lucy do?" Dave asked.
"Oh, I'm not sure. The thing is, the fact that she changed her plea to guilty will impact her sentencing, but not as much as you might think."
Lucy's sentencing hearing took place at 3PM that afternoon in the same court. But by that time Erica was already on her way to prison, the rather unfortunately named Sodexo HMP Prison, Peterborough.
The judge was less harsh than he had been with Erica. He told Lucy: "Mrs. Smith, it is obvious that you were seduced in a way to becoming involved in something you would not, in the ordinary course of events, have become involved with, a plot with your sister-in-law and lover to murder your husband.
"You decided to make a clean breast of it, however belatedly, by confessing to your guilt in the plot. However, if you hadn't had the good fortune to arrange a meeting with George Maltravers and had, instead, met with someone else who could well have murdered your husband, he would, by now, be dead.
"I sentenced Ms. Smith to 18 years in jail, and, because you left your change of plea to the last minute, I cannot offer you a one third remission for your crime, but I can reduce your sentence to 15 years."


Lucy let out a small sob, thanked the judge and allowed herself to be taken to the cells. Her destination would be another Sodexo operated women's prison, HMP Bronzefield, which was in Ashford, Kent.
Richard had called for an "all hands" meeting in the conference room that was on the top floor of the police station next door to Clive's office.
Everyone was there, from PC Price to the undercover officers from the park, all the detectives, and, as a special guest, George Maltravers.
"I'd like to thank everyone for the parts they played in this case. From George, who phoned me up the best part of a year ago with an amazing story of two women who were plotting to have their brother and husband murdered, to the surveillance team who we managed to put together with only 48 hours' notice to PC Price, who knocked on their door and all the detective force who worked this case so bloody well.
"Also, thanks to you, PC Laura Price, for your expert makeup job on Dave Smith. In case anyone doesn't know, Laura has a City & Guilds Level 4 qualification in theatrical and media makeup. The pool of blood in the photo is actually a silicon blood pool supplied by a company called BloodyStuff. Anyone who wants to see more examples of Laura's work book tickets for the Bridgeacre Theatre Company's next play." Laura grinned and went bright red with delight.
Richard continued: "As a result, two dangerous but rather stupid people are now in prison and Dave Smith can try to start to live his life again, though I'm sure he'll need therapy to deal with the fact that he lost his wife and his sister in such a fucked up, horrible way."
Years ago, successful cases were celebrated with bottles of Champagne. But Eastern Counties Constabulary had moved with the times, and successful cases were celebrated, officially, with bottles of Sparkling Rosé Alcohol Free Wine.
Though Richard had invited everyone to join him for "proper" drinks in the hotel that was next door to the police station.
Richard looked at the headlines on the Evening Echo newspaper, the evening paper for that part of Eastern England that somehow tenaciously clung to print publication, which was on a table in the public bar of the hotel: "Hot Chocolate 'Tec solves Complicated Lesbian Love Affair Murder Plot."
He waved the paper in the air and said: "Bloody heck! They still can't get over that hot chocolate murder bollocks and that was nearly ten years ago! The twit who wrote that headline obviously wants to move to Fleet Street! Anyway, let's move through to the lounge bar which I've booked for our private party and the first couple of rounds are on me!"
Waiting for Richard in the lounge bar was his girlfriend Karen, who still worked as a secretary at Eastern Counties Forensics Ltd.
He felt sorry for Dave Smith, but his job was helping solve crimes, not solving the heartaches caused by arseholes like Lucy and Erica Smith and that other idiot, Julie whatsername and her boss, Mallory Habred.
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Reece looked with incredulity at his (previously) loving wife, Hannah. "That's it? You have met a new colleague at work, you feel a fucking connection with him, he feels a connection with you and, rather than cheat on me, you are going to dump me in favor of him? What a fucking insult to me!"
Hannah looked at him and said: "I'm not actually dumping you, Reece. Please don't think of it like that. But I am asking you for a divorce. And I certainly don't intend any of what's happening to be seen as an insult to you.
"Far from it, I guess Gary and I could have had an affair, cheated on you and on his fiancée and kept it secret from the two of you, but Gary and I both couldn't do that. Cheaters are not what Gary and I are.
"And before you ask, Gary and I haven't had any sexual contact. Not even a kiss. We started talking at work, then we had coffee breaks together and these progressed to lunch dates and some evening meals when I told you I was working late. It sort of just happened. I'm sorry, baby. I really am."
"It sort of just happened? Bullshit, Hannah! Nothing sort of just happens," he sneered. "Anyway, does his poor fiancée know about you and Gary?"
Hannah nodded "Yes, she does. Gary is having a similar conversation with Lexi, his fiancée, at the same time as us, now."
"Poor girl," said Reece. "How long have they been together?"
Hannah shook her head "I'm not sure. Three or four years, maybe?"
Reece said "At least they aren't married, unlike us. We'll have to divide everything up, sell the apartment and tell everyone who needs to know about what's happening.
"I... I just don't understand this, Hannah. I honestly, genuinely thought we had a good marriage. What did I do wrong? Where did I fail you? Would marriage therapy help, do you think?"
Hannah gently shook her head, smiled sympathetically and reached over and patted his hand. "You haven't done anything wrong, Reece. You certainly haven't failed me. Please don't ever think that.
"We do... rather we did have a good marriage, but then I met Gary and everything changed. Marriage therapy can't work, because as far as I am concerned, our marriage has to be over so I can become Gary's love, his new wife. I've got to emphasise that none of this is your fault, none at all."
Reece said: "How do you see things working out from now on?"
She pulled a legal sized envelope from under the coffee table and said: "I'm not going to humiliate you by having you served by some process server or a deputy in uniform.
"These are the papers I had a lawyer draw up. Because I know you don't want the divorce, I'm making the terms as beneficial as I can for you. I know I'm breaking your heart, I can't see how breaking you financially would help either of us. That wouldn't be fair.
"Look them over yourself, and I think you should have a lawyer of your own choosing look over them too, so you'll be certain the terms are as fair as I can make them. If there's anything in them that you really don't like or don't agree with, tell me. I'll see what can be done to fix it."
"What happens now?" he asked.
"Now I'll take a suitcase of clothes, some odds and ends and toiletries with me and stay with my sister for a while until I can arrange an apartment with Gary. The suitcase is already in my car."
"Have you told your sister about Gary?"
She nodded. "Yes, I have. And before you ask, the rest of my family knows, too. I thought it best to tell them."
"That's too bad. I loved your parents and I got on okay with your sister and even more so with your brother. Pity, really, I liked watching games and hanging out with Paul."
Hannah said: "You can still see my folks, they'd like that. And I'm sure Paul would like for you to carry on hanging out with him, going out to bars, stuff like that. That doesn't have to change for you, you know?"
He shook his head. He stood up and walked across the room. He sounded sadder, more defeated. He turned and looked at her.
"That's not how things will work out, Hannah. You just informed me that you told your family members about the new love of your life, the illustrious Gary, before you told me. And that's fine, they're your family members, after all. But what with the humiliation I'd feel whenever I saw your folks or your brother and sister, I'd not be able to face them, let alone spend any time with them."
Hannah looked at him, puzzled. "Why would you feel humiliated? They'd never say anything, I'm sure."
He sighed. "But they'd know. They'd know I've been replaced in your heart by a man who is better than me."
She spoke crossly, now. "Damn it, Reece! Gary isn't better than you! Please don't talk yourself down. Obviously you're hurting now, but after a time, maybe after some therapy I'm sure you'll find someone else to share your life with."
Reece shrugged. "Can't see that happening, Hannah. Look, you and Gary... the whole thing blindsided me. And I could never see that happening, me finding someone else.
"You told me it wasn't my fault that you needed to look for another man. Maybe you're lying to me so as not to upset me, maybe not. Maybe there is something wrong with me that's making you sneak off with Gary. But that fault in me, that wrongness within me would still be there, so the same thing could happen again. I get married, my faults become apparent to my new wife and she dumps me for another man, same as you did."
By now, Reece was warming to his theme. "But if I did nothing wrong in our marriage that drove you to need to take up with another man, that means I can't trust that the same thing wouldn't randomly happen again in any subsequent relationships, either.
"You've heard of the idea of a win-win situation?" she nodded, dubiously, "I'm in a lose-lose situation here, Hannah. From now on I can't trust anyone. I'm glad my folks aren't here to see this. They both idolised you, my mom especially."
He started to cry, Hannah looked at him; it was as if he was collapsing in on himself. She didn't know what to do. Gary had told her that just before he dropped the bombshell on Lexi, his fiancée, that he was going to text her sister and get her to be there for Lexi, without telling her sister why.
Hannah realised that as his parents were both dead and he was an only child, unlike Lexi, Reece really had nobody for him to fall back on for support. He had friends, but nobody who you would consider close to him.
Hannah willed herself not to cry. She wanted to try to hug the pain out of him, like she'd hugged the pain out of him when his parents died. But she realised she couldn't do that now because that would have been as crazy and as self-serving as someone stabbing a victim in the back multiple times whilst apologizing for the pain the knife was causing.
She walked toward him and was mortified when he visibly cringed away from her. "I'm... I'm so sorry, Reece. I know that sounds trite and like bullshit, but I am truly sorry. But there's nothing I can do to take the pain away from you. I wish there was."
She touched his cheek and said, "I won't insult you by kissing you goodbye. But please know that you'll always have a special place in my heart."
"Hannah, I'm glad you have your family to fall back on and your new man, Gary. I really don't have anyone in my life now you are leaving. But as Nietzsche said 'Was mich nicht umbringt, macht mich stärker' or 'What does not kill me, makes me stronger.' Under these circumstances he'd probably say this to you, also: 'Verpiss dich und stirb, du verdammtes Stück Scheiße, du Schlampe!'
Reece was the person in their relationship who spoke German well and although Hannah didn't understand what he'd said to her, she knew it couldn't be good. He'd often teased her with little snatches of German, but that, she knew, wasn't teasing.
"I'm truly sorry, Reece. I don't know what you just said to me, but I'm sure I deserved every word of it. I'm fully aware you have nobody close for you to fall back on, but please see a therapist, please, I'm asking you, pleading with you, don't go through this alone. Please. Don't let what's happened fuck you up. You're too good a man for that. And I really hope that you do find someone else, no matter what you might feel right now."
Almost as an afterthought she placed her keys to the apartment and her rings on the table near the door and, with tears eventually flowing, she walked out of Reece's life.
That night he slept fitfully and the next morning he called his lawyer to arrange an appointment. His lawyer handled his business requirements, and fortunately he was able to see him that afternoon.
In his lawyer's office, he handed over the envelope that Hannah had given him. Doug rapidly read through the documents it contained, pursing his lip as he did so.
"When your wife told you the divorce she was offering you was 'fair' to you, she wasn't wrong. These terms are actually extremely beneficial to you. She's even included a quitclaim deed in the package, virtually giving you the apartment. She's asking for only 40% of the liquid assets and doesn't want anything from your retirement account, your investments or your business.
"I know that until yesterday divorce was not on your list of things to do, but you'd be an idiot not to give her the divorce she wants. I'm not a divorce lawyer, I'm more of a corporate and contracts lawyer, but my sister Marie, she's the person in our law office that has a better handle on family law so I'll have her look over this and see if she confirms what I think."
They shook hands and Reece walked out into a world that he no longer knew, understood or liked for that matter.
A couple of days later Marie confirmed what Doug had said. "Take this offer before she changes her mind, Reece," said Marie.
And he did. 90 days later, they were divorced.
Her brother and sister helped move the rest of Hannah's belongings from the apartment. Reece insisted they took the wedding album with them. He didn't want it.
After giving the matter some thought Reece decided that he would start therapy.
The therapist, a tall woman in her late 40s, called Donna Smith, heard Reece's story. She allowed him to go through the whole sorry tale until he wound down, happy to have gotten the whole ugly story out to someone else in its entirety.
Donna said: "That's nasty, Reece. You've been through a lot. What do you want, now, after the divorce?"
He shrugged and said: "Ideally I'd like Doc Brown and Marty McFly to take me back a year so I could punch Gary in the face and sweep Hannah off her feet, again, but time travel's fiction and that's not going to happen."
"True," said the therapist. "Okay, let's try a different angle, a new approach. Tell me all about how you two met."
Over the next several months he began unpicking his entire relationship with Hannah. How they met, their dates, their relationship.
As she teased the facts out Donna realised she probably wouldn't have much liked Hannah as a person.
Keeping in mind that nobody wants to be a villain in their own life story, she allowed for Reece's recollections to be viewed through the soft filter that people use in order to protect themselves, but she still thought Hannah was at least 90% to blame for what had happened.
"Reece," she said, "from what you have told me you treated Hannah like a princess or even a queen. I'm wondering if that affected how she saw you, how she saw married life?"
Reece shrugged, thought for a few seconds and replied: "That's possible, I guess. Was her leaving me for Gary my fault, do you think?"
"Oh, hell no, Reece. Everything that happened was a series of purposeful but wrong decisions that she took. The talks in the workplace, the cosy little coffee breaks, the lunches, the evening meals that she lied about when she told you she was working late, at each stage she could have said 'No, Gary! We must stop. I'm a married woman, you have a fiancée.' She could have changed departments or even changed jobs. But she didn't because she was selfish."
"Do you think she's a narcissist?" Reece asked.
"No, that term's used too freely these days. She's not a narcissist, but maybe a spoiled brat?" She gave him a smile as she said that.
Reece nodded, saying: "She did have a cushioned upbringing; that's true enough. Maybe I didn't help much, either?"
Donna shook her head. "Don't do that to yourself, Reece. What she did was all on her. Remember, if you are walking on a path and you don't think you're going to like the final destination, that it's somewhere dangerous, bad for you or bad for other people you're responsible for, you just turn around and head back to safety. She wasn't wise enough to do that, but you are the one suffering as a result."
Donna gave Reece some homework, including a couple of self-help books she'd written and some apps that were based on her books. Combined with her therapy sessions they helped him a great deal.
At month five, Donna suggested that he needed no more therapy sessions but that if he ever felt the need for more help her door was always open.
A while later Reece started getting emails from Hannah. They asked if he was eating well, if he was getting out and enjoying himself, if he was dating anyone, had he got therapy, if he was taking his medication and if he was keeping up with his blood pressure monitoring appointments with his Doctor?
Although the emails were apparently couched in ways to be helpful, as if from a loving friend, they upset Reece. He phoned Donna for a teleconsultation about the emails. "I think it's bizarre," he said. "Why is she bothering about my eating, if I'm taking my meds, visiting the doctor or if I'm going out or dating?"
Donna, having allowed him to get his feelings out said: "She probably still cares about you to one degree or another. Maybe a touch of buyer's remorse? Wanting to prove to herself that she isn't a bad person? How do the emails make you feel, Reece?"
"They are upsetting me, to be honest. I'm just about getting over her and what she did to me and then there's another damn email which sets me back in my recovery."
"Next time she emails you, reply and tell her how bad they make you feel and why that's so."
He did exactly that when he received another email from Hannah. Within 30 minutes he received a reply from her. It was full of contrition.
She told him she had only ever been thinking of his welfare because she did, no matter what he might have thought, still have loving feelings for him even though she was now married to another man. She had not realised the pain her thoughtless but well-meaning emails were causing him. She promised never to email him again. And she didn't.
Reece's life continued. He worked at his business interests, but as this involved mainly working from home, he didn't have the distractions of having to bother himself with face-to-face interactions with employees and colleagues.
He bought himself a treadmill to keep his weight down and groceries were delivered to his apartment courtesy of Amazon Prime. He rarely went out, preferring his own company. Was there a risk that he'd turn into a curmudgeonly, crusty old bachelor? What if he did? It's not as if there was anyone else to care, he reasoned.
Sometimes he would take a break from work and he would have a cup of coffee, sometimes with a Danish at a coffee shop a block from the apartment.
It was during one of these rare breaks from work when he met someone who he regarded as a good acquaintance if not a friend, as she, Clare, had been more of a friend of Hannah.
"Hi, Reece! It's good to see you. I haven't seen you in ages," said Clare as they snagged a table to share their coffees.
"Hi, Clare, That's true. It's good to see you, too."
"Do you get out much?"
"Not really. I'm not looking to date. After all, as the monster in the musical called Avenue Q says: "The Internet is for porn" so that's my love life covered."
Clare wasn't sure if Reece was joking or being to any degree serious, so she took the safe route of ignoring what he had said.
In an attempt to change the subject, she said the first thing that came into her head. "Have you heard the news about Hannah?"
As soon as she said it, she noticed the expression on his face change, she realised she had put her foot in it, that he didn't know anything about the situation regarding Hannah. But due to her faux pas, she'd have to say something.
"I hadn't heard any news about Hannah. Is she okay?" he asked.
"Not really. The thing is she is in the cancer unit at the City Hospital and she's not got long to live,. Weeks if that," Clare said.
"Oh, that's dreadful. How's Gary taking it?"
Donna's expression changed, instantly. "That piece of shit, as soon as the diagnosis was confirmed as terminal cancer the bastard took half of the money in their bank accounts and fucked off to who knows where!"
Reece said: "What a fucking bastard! So he left her when she needed him most?"
Donna nodded and said: "She's been feeling pretty low of late. In fact, she said to her mom and dad that if she'd not let you go if she'd have developed cancer you'd have been there with her every step of the way."
He nodded. He'd presumed since the implosion of their marriage that if he heard news of anything bad happening to Hannah that he'd have experienced at least some schadenfreude, but the news of her having terminal cancer didn't give him even the minimal level of schadenfreude. All it did was make him feel sick with worry and extremely sad.
As they finished their drinks and prepared to leave Donna touched his arm and said: "I hope I'm not speaking out of turn, but maybe you should consider visiting her in the hospital? I'm sure she'd like that."
They hugged their goodbyes and when he got home Reece felt as if he'd been hit in the chest.
He went on to an Internet sub-group that specialised in troubled relationships and laid out his entire story. As he was a regular user of another but professional part of the site, he created a throwaway account to hide his usual account, which was known to people who knew him.
After thirty minutes he was glad he'd not used his regular account, because he'd been slated as AI Slop, a bot, a creative writing student or a troll. Others, however, declared him to be a simp because he should have beaten both Mary and Nigel. (He'd used fake names for himself and for Hannah and Gary and was glad he had.
Eventually someone with what Reece assumed was a randomly generated username intervened in the thread, saying: "You'll get no sense out of these idiots, welcome to Hivemind Corner. The denizens of this particular sub-group offer advice on relationships, divorce, how to deal with cheaters and the more esoteric problems like yours. Anyone offering you sensible suggestions will be drowned out in all the noise. My suggestion is visit Relationship Matters. Google it as this site won't allow URL sharing here."
Within two minutes of that helpful intervention that post was deleted and his thread locked for reasons that would have made sense to the basement dwelling dweeboidal freak who was monitoring that forum, but not to anyone else.
Luckily, Reece had taken a screenshot and was soon on the Relationship Matters website. He registered and he explored the site, eventually deciding to post his story in General Relationship Traumas.
Reece had copied his original post, so he was able to paste that into a post on the site. He found the reaction of the other users to be much more nuanced than on the other site.
Some doubted his veracity, others opined that Hannah had made her bed so must lie in it. The majority told him that he should do as his conscience directed him.
He found two members of the forum, using the user names HurtDude and BritishMan, to be of very great help. They not only gave him useful advice, they sort of did a comedy duo act that actually made him smile for the first time in a long time.


The consensus was that if he was okay with visiting her in the hospital that he should go, but that he should clear it with her parents first.
The next morning, he scrolled through the contacts list on his phone and was grateful to his earlier self for not having deleted the phone number for Susan, Hannah's mother. "Susan, it's me, Reece, Hannah's ex-husband. I was having coffee with a mutual friend, and they told me Hannah is sick in hospital. Is that so?"
"Oh, Reece! It's so good to hear from you! Yes, Hannah is really sick. It's cancer and it's terminal. We don't expect her to last until the end of the month."
"Susan, I'm so sorry to learn that. I phoned you up to ask if you wouldn't mind me visiting her in the hospital, if that would be acceptable, please?"
"Oh! Reece! That would be lovely. Please do. I don't know if you're aware, but that piece of shit Gary ran off with half of their money when he learned Hannah was seriously ill."
"Yeah, I heard that. Some people can't cope with illness," Reece said.
"You'd have stood by her side, no matter what. I told her not to divorce you," Susan said.
Reece sighed "That's true, but not everyone's the same."
They chatted for several minutes, and they established that Reece could visit Hannah later that evening.
When they ended the call, Reece heard Susan crying. That upset him as he had always had fond feelings for Susan.
At 6PM, he found himself in the cancer ward at the City Hospital and a nurse guided him to the individual room where Hannah was being kept comfortable during the last weeks of her life, lying still and breathing quietly, her eyes closed.
He walked to the bed and sat down at the seat by the head of the bed. He looked at her and said: "Hi, Hannah. It's me, Reece, I've come to visit you."
Suddenly tears leaked from her eyes. "Don't cry, Hannah. Please don't cry. I'm here now."
He took her right hand in his left hand and was thrilled when he felt her gently squeeze his hand.
"I forgave you a long time ago, Hannah. Pity we didn't make a go of things, but we don't always get what we want out of life. If you're wondering, I'm not dating anyone as I haven't met a woman to match you. Well, at least, not yet. I heard what Gary did. Still, you can't blame someone for showing their true colors and running away when the going gets tough."
Eventually the same nurse came in and reminded Reece that it was time for visiting to end. He stood up, gave Hannah a kiss on her dry lips, let go of her hand and said: "Goodbye, Hannah. I love you."
The nurse moistened Hannah's lips and motioned to Reece to follow her out of the room. "Hannah's mom told me her ex-husband would be visiting her today. I'm so glad you could come visit her, especially seeing how her husband abandoned her and ran off with the money."
Reece nodded and thanked the nurse for looking after Hannah. He left the hospital and when back at the apartment his stoical resolve fled him and, for the first time since Hannah told him about Gary, he sobbed his heart out for everything that had befallen him and also Hannah.
A week later Hannah died and Reece was invited to the family only funeral. Gary had sent a crappy floral tribute, though nobody was sure how he had been aware that Hannah had died. Susan dumped the flowers in the trash.
He booked several therapy sessions with Donna and realised that it was time for him to move on, to take up some hobbies, get out of his apartment more and start dating. He also hung out on the relationship website, deciding to pay it forward and offer other hurting people the kind of helpful advice he had received.
He became specially friendly with HurtDude and BritishMan, who both seemed to have a pretty good grip on relationship issues, having both been through the mill themselves.


        