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Foreword


When a magical twist of fate presents Jonah and Marla the chance to live a life without regrets, they leap at the opportunity to redo the past. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost.

Join me as we unravel the mysteries and lessons learned when fantasy becomes reality in The Wishing Faery Chronicles. This wild ride explores how surviving life’s unforeseen twists tests but ultimately strengthens the bonds of love.

The fantastical premise for this book grew out of lively conversations with my friend and fellow author Paul Garland. We riffed on ideas about a mystical wishing fairy helping couples find better lives together.

Paul conceived a singular inspiration - what if the wishing fairy was forced to inhabit that Zoltar machine from the classic film ‘Big,’ featuring Tom Hanks, and granted wishes to couples who needed a little something in their relationship? From this nugget, our imaginations took flight.

With that core idea, Paul and I worked feverishly all summer, shooting ideas back and forth and The Wishing Faery Chronicles is the result.

In the end, we didn’t want the faery to be a simple plot device to allow our characters to experience new pleasures. Instead, we wanted her to be an integral part of the story. Our fairy helps the couples discover things about themselves, but those lessons are often difficult to endure and not always easy. Much like a genie who grants wishes in unexpected ways, our faery knows that the hardest lessons are usually the ones we learn from.

Like any good life lesson, right?

Please read The Legend of Sera Wing before you start your journey into the Wishing Faery Chronicles. It’s fun and will add to your understanding of our journey along the way.

In this book, my characters wish for a ‘life without regrets.’ The faery grants them what they wanted, but their lives would never be the same again. Living without regrets ends up being a more difficult concept than Jonah and Marla expected.

Have fun on these fantastical rides as each couple discovers the real meaning of their commitment to each other.

I want to thank Paul for both the genesis of the story idea and the fun in building the faery universe with him. And for his writing The Legend of Sera Wing to introduce you to our fairy, and the Love Blooms Anew poem at the end. These appear in both books. Thanks Paul!

And while I’m thanking him, Paul did the covers for both books and the internal graphics. So fun and colorful! In the Navy, we used to say you did ‘yeoman’s work’ as the highest form of praise. You’ve gone way past ‘yeoman’ on this one, my friend. Great work!

I would also like to thank Chuck Moore, Johnny King, and Paul again for their critical story comments and editorial assists.

Enjoy and Learn!
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And so it was that Wo the Thief came up with his plan most dastardly. Not content with the stealing of hearts, the handsome and charming Wo wanted more. He wanted it all.

To the realm of wishes he went, sneaking like a fox until he was in the Faery Queen’s court. The way was difficult, but Wo was the greatest thief the world had ever seen and in the shadows, he lurked until Sera Wing fell into his cunning clutches.

In a cage of crystal he kept Sera, forcing her to do his bidding, to grant him the wish that would make him a King and so it was. But King Wo was not a good King. He didn’t keep his promise to free Sera and the wrathful faery railed against him, but in vain. Wo was all-powerful now. Only one could possibly stand against him, the mysterious Doc Luck, master of the mystic.

Wo’s heart was not filled by being King. The power that was his wasn’t enough to bring him joy, as he had thought it would. He needed more and yet, he craved for less. At night, he would imagine the excitement of being a thief once more. The high palace in which he lived had become a prison.

At midnight, while Wo was in his bed, dreaming of his former life, Doc Luck stole into the dungeon beneath the castle tower and found Sera Wing, the faery lost in time, in a dimension that wasn’t hers and she granted him one wish.

Doc Luck could have become King himself. A mighty ruler, he would have been, but Doc’s heart was not greedy for power or wealth. He wanted only love. That night, he lay with the faery in a magical embrace and a bargain was struck.

The mystical master used his only wish to reverse the King’s last wish and Wo awoke to find himself once more Wo The Thief and no longer monarch of the realm. In his fury, Wo sought out the treacherous faery and the man who had undone everything but he never found them.

Doc Luck loved Sera Wing, but their destiny was never to be together. His place as magical protector of the Kingdom was his duty and so, to keep Sera safe, he opened a portal. Not to her own world, where she would once more be a servant to her Queen, but to another, where magic was far less common. A place where she would be safe.

Wo The Thief went back to stealing hearts and found himself happy. He had lost a crown but gained wisdom. Sometimes, the objects of your desire aren’t as golden as the treasures that you already own.

Doc Luck remains the watchful eye over his Kingdom. His heart breaks at the memory of his night with the faery, but he knows his decision was right. Sometimes, we have to let go of that which we love, as hard as it may be.

And Sera Wing, she grants wishes still, in the world that she inhabits now, to teach those of us lucky enough to find her, of the wisdom of Wo the Thief and the mysterious Doc Luck.
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Chapter 1

Too Many Regrets
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My wife sat across from me at the restaurant on this hot evening in early August. She remained the beloved of my very heart and soul, even after our 31st anniversary last month, yet something was missing. I felt it in that same soul that couldn’t imagine being without her. The mystery of what was missing seems to have gripped our relationship and would not let go.

“Did Jackie get the offer she was expecting?” I asked, trying to maintain at least some conversation as we ate. We ate much of the dinner in stony silence. Our daughter Jackie, now in her early 20s, moved to Seattle three weeks ago. She went through a round of interviews with a tech firm there and was supposed to have the final offer meeting today.

“She didn’t call,” Marla said, stabbing at her salad like it was her bitter enemy. “I sure hope so. She really wants that job.”

“Life’s tough, especially at that age,” I said, trying to be reassuring. “No matter what, she’ll bounce back. She told me she still has resumes at several other firms.”

“Jesus, Jonah… empathy isn’t your strong suit, is it? Don’t you remember how hard it was when you were young? The uncertainty of always looking for what came next? I hated how much others controlled my life back then!”

I frowned at her passive cut at me. Those came more and more often of late. Everything I did seemed to disappoint her in ways I seldom understood.

A fleeting thought to protest her jab flashed through me. Instead, I let it stand, like I always do nowadays.

Empathy was not my problem. I remembered how hard it was ‘back in the day.’ Our daughter always used that phrase whenever I would tell a story about my youth. Unfortunately, after too many ‘back in the days,’ experience taught me that being a realist was the only answer. No matter how much we wanted it to be different, life was what it was. You had to deal with what came.

Even if it didn’t go the way she wanted, our daughter would get over it and move on. We all did. When I first started interviewing with law firms… God, could that really have been 34 years ago?

Looking around Jasper’s, one of our favorite Italian places in town, I noticed all the changes. They moved to this new location when Eightara County put a 4-lane highway through their old building. Out the new front glass windows was a bustling multi-use shopping/leisure/living area. When I graduated from law school, this entire area included farms and green space. I chuckled inside. Back in the day, indeed!

I kept shaking my head, trying to stay connected to the conversation. Luckily, our brief exchange broke the conversation logjam. Marla discussed some catastrophe at her office today. She was the head of merchandising for a women’s clothing retailer. A new line they picked up for the fall selling season turned out to be a major disappointment. Everything went wrong, from thin material to poor quality of stitching, and color running off the fabric when her team took them through their testing.

Her ear grew sore from having the phone cradled against it most of the day. They were scrambling to figure out if they got a bad batch or whether they should start looking for a replacement. Already late in arriving, she protested, with fall right around the corner, the screw-up forced them to scramble for a replacement.

Now I understood why that salad had become Public Enemy No. 1!

Her deep sigh told me all I needed. She was just venting. I learned over the previous 31 years not to offer advice when she was in one of these moods. Whatever I said, no matter how sensible, just made her angrier, resenting my always second-guessing her. At least that’s what she has said many times.

So, I listened. She loved this job. Been in women’s retail for most of her career, rising to this senior role at MarseCo over a decade ago. This would not be her first crisis at the firm, nor her last. Making these last-minute adjustments was why everyone considered her such a great merchandiser. She always made it look easy. Though, realistically, dinner gave me a lesson on how it wasn’t.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, trying to keep her moving further away from my lack of empathy.

I have been a lawyer for many years. Carefully chosen words are the hallmark of our trade. Lack of empathy was one word she used many times. Along with ‘unfeeling’, ‘neglectful’, and ‘disconnected.’ Should I continue? She had a lot of carefully chosen words for me, especially over the last few years.

As she continued on about the plan and her contacting another company about a replacement line, my thoughts wandered back to when we got together.
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Maribeth, a friend of mine from high school, had gone to college at State U with Marla. They were both Fashion Merchandising majors. This was… let me think… 1989 or so. Anyway, Maribeth invited me to a party at a mutual friend’s pool, recommending I meet this girl who just graduated. My friend considered herself a first-class matchmaker.

One look at Marla in that string bikini so popular in those days took my breath away. She was drying off after frolicking in the pool with a bunch of kids. Hey, talking about carefully chosen words!

My wife always loved being in the water. As she ‘frolicked’ with her friends, all I saw was that chest barely contained in the material. The top covered everything in those days, but it left nothing hidden from my enraptured eyes. Her long auburn hair dripped with water as she leaned over, using her towel to dry it. This left me plenty of time with her face covered to take in her gorgeous figure.

And it was gorgeous. A full chest barely held in place by the bikini, with slim hips and legs perfectly accented by the bikini bottom. Her mid-five-foot height seemed perfect for that look.

As soon as she finished slipping a coverlet in place over her body, I walked up to introduce myself. That hair now hung to mid-back and the beauty of those startling green eyes and her radiant smile left me tongue-tied. My heart was never mine again.

Coffee after the party gave my mind a chance to confirm exactly what I read in those bright eyes. This was a smart woman with a good head and a kind heart. We did not make love for another couple of weeks. Work travel commitments interfered. Once we did, I never looked back.

Within two years, we were married and now, 31 years and three kids later, we were both looking forward to our golden years together. Or at least that’s what I told myself as I approached my 59th birthday. I was looking forward to it, at least.
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“You’re not even listening to me, are you?” Marla said, poking her fork at me. “What? Only the latest case, or a new partner’s decision, banging around inside that head of yours? Can’t I get a little of your time, at least?” Her accusing tone told me her bad day promised to deliver a tough night if I didn’t settle her down.

“No, Marla, it wasn’t like that,” I protested, reaching over to touch her hand tenderly on the table. This sudden touch caught her by surprise. Thankfully, she didn’t pull her hand away.

“Just reminiscing. About the day we met… at Maribeth’s pool party. Remember that night? That bikini you wore…” I tried my best leering glare.

She smiled with her own grin of remembrance. “That was a good night. Did Maribeth suspect we would still be together this many years later?”

“Who cares? I did. When you leaned over, showing me all that cleavage, then shook that tush when you noticed me looking…”

“I did nothing of the…” Her smile turned radiant as she noticed my wry grin. I was teasing her, of course. She had never done that. My bride was much too conservative to flaunt herself in that way. Even the bikini she wore would be considered extremely conservative by today’s thong and barely-cover-the-nipples standards.

But I saw through the carefully hidden glaze of properness, to see the slut she was underneath. Okay, slut was too strong, though once we started making love regularly, she became quite the hellcat in the sack. My new lover wanted to do it as often as I did.

“That was a fun party,” she giggled. I chuckled in return.

“Who knew I would find my true love there?” I smiled. “And after all… true love is the greatest thing in the world…”

“… except for a nice MLT sandwich, when the mutton is nice and lean…” She grinned back, picking up on the quote from The Princess Bride.

“Of course, there’s that…” I loved this woman!

She sat back in her chair, a frown on her face. “Am I really your true love, Jonah? Still… after all these years?”

“I’ve never loved another.” My response was so rapid, and filled with certainty, her face clouded.

“Sure doesn’t seem like it lately. All we do is fight over every little nothing that comes along.”

“You have been going through a stressful period at work, and my firm is under a lot of pressure to grow… we’ve been busy.”

She nodded, as if she agreed, then sighed. “Sorry about that empathy thing. Sometimes I just say whatever comes into my head… I know you have her best interests at heart.” Wow! That must have hurt coming out!

“Life does what it does, Marla. She’ll be fine. You’ve raised her well, and she has a sound head on her shoulders. Just like her mother.”

“Got that right. We barely saw you.”

The hardness returned. Oh crap. Reminding her I was barely involved in the raising may not have been the best idea… you idiot!

“I’m sorry. Really, I am. I regret a lot of things that were done back then. If do overs were possible, it would be a lot different.”

“Do you mean that?” she asked.

Trying not to dig myself a deeper hole, I tried to alter direction. “Don’t you? Have regrets… things you wish you could change?”

Her eyes dropped away from me suddenly, avoiding contact.

I lifted her hand in mine, using my other hand to stroke her softly. “It’s okay to tell me, babe. If we can’t be honest with each other about important stuff like this, then why are we together? You can tell me anything… though I hope marrying me isn’t one of those regrets.”

“Of course not… It’s not about you, Jonah. I may seem bitter occasionally because of all the time you spent at the law firm, but I truly love you, even if it doesn’t come out that way all the time. No, my regrets are really about me.”

“What kind of regrets?” I asked, encouraging her to go on with more strokes of her hand.

She gently pulled her hand back, as if she was ready to truly unburden herself.

“For one, I would have chosen a different profession,” she smiled. “I am so sick of the fickleness of women’s fashion.”

“You don’t like your job?”

“I do… sort of. It’s fun and challenging, but god almighty, can’t one season go by without a disaster looming over everything?”

“There’s always grad school…” I teased. 20 years ago, I pushed her to go back for an MBA. Unfortunately, her enduring the brunt of child-raising duties, while I chased the illusive partnership hat, left her harried and unwilling to add another burden.

My wife smiled, shrugging her shoulders. “No, it’s not even that. Not sure what I would have chosen if I did something else. I’ve always loved fashion.”

I nodded in agreement. She did. Always had. Even now, at 55, she continued to dress smartly, with clothes that accented all her best features. Despite having three kids, Marla worked hard to keep her girlish figure. She was quite the exception to many of our friends. At her age, she only weighed a few pounds over her younger years. Maybe not enough to get into her wedding dress, but plenty trim enough for her husband, who struggled to keep his ‘dad-bod’ in check.

I was a big guy. Six-foot-two and, in my prime, I had six-pack abs and muscles to spare. Now… let’s just say my trips to the gym have become… irregular. Unlike my wife’s.

A side glance at me, then a nervous look again. There was something else…

“Come on, babe. Tell me… it’ll be okay. I promise.”

“I wish I would have fooled around more before we got married.” That came out in a rush, as if it surprised her to say it.

“Interesting…” I said. “How so?”

“After Dale in high school, I only had sex with 3 guys in college, and only one of those more than once.”

“Adam, of course…”

That look turned to flush as I mentioned his name. Could that be it? She regrets not being with Adam Chance? Her flame from college? It took every ounce of control I learned in three decades not to gasp!

“You wish you would have ended up with him instead?” I whispered. My gut clinched as I saw the tears forming in her eyes.

“Not really,” she said. Well, THAT was a resounding endorsement of our years together. What the fuck?!

“What do you regret, then?” I asked. My words coming out more resentful than I would have liked.

The sorrow in her eyes caught me completely by surprise. She looked at me, seeing what effect this was having on me.

“I don’t regret marrying you, Jonah, nor the family and life we built together. It’s just… he was my first love. We had a scorching thing going for a while. Then he… he told me it was over. Abruptly one night. It broke my heart. We were going to have a life together. Suddenly we weren’t. It left everything unresolved.”

Anger seeped into my tone, even when I didn’t want it to be there. I was sick of her stories of the mythical Adam Chance from college, but the depth of her emotions surprised me more.

“Sounds to me like you regret choosing the wrong husband,” I said. “How come you never told me how strong you felt about him?”

“I didn’t want to hurt your feelings. And he wasn’t available. What would have been the point?”

I nodded in understanding. It would have made me look over my shoulder for our entire marriage, wondering when ‘Her Adam’ would return to reclaim her true love.

I shuddered. Had my wife just told me I was not her true love after all? Even after playing along with that stupid joke from the movie…

Sitting back in my chair, I tried to settle my panic down. Anger grew as I swore I would never mention that joke again, nor respond to it.

“That’s why I never told you. It just hurt you for nothing. I don’t even know where he is. And no, I’m not going to leave you to find out. I shouldn’t have brought it up…”

Fucking right, you shouldn’t have! I almost blasted out.

Her comment unleashed a torrent of uncomfortable emotions I struggled to contain. The very foundation of my life had been smashed with an industrial-strength hammer. My unbending love for this woman, and every part of the certainty in our relationship… all our years together… now seemed for nothing. And here I selfishly assumed it was me she loved all those years. But you know what they say about assume…

As I turned to signal the server to bring our check, her hand touched my arm. She was standing next to me. She grabbed my chin, pulling me up to stare at her. I no longer tried to hide the tears that filled my eyes.

“I am yours, Jonah Yarbrough. For as long as we both shall live. I said it then as a vow, and I hold to it even more now that I know what it really means.” Oh, great, so now I’m a burden she’s compelled to support by a 30-year-old vow.

I nodded, trying to hold back the sorrow that threatened to push everything else aside. I just wanted to run away. Instead, standing there, giving her a light hug, I threw cash on the table even before the check arrived. I didn’t care. I needed to get out of there.
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She followed me out, taking my arm as we walked. Moments ticked by as my abiding love for this woman resurfaced. Maybe I am her second choice, but she is my one and only… ever! So you say, you stupid shit!

Reality says something very different. Nearly every waking moment since our marriage, I have placed greater importance on my career than on her. No wonder she prefers the dream of a long-gone Adam to the reality of a never-there husband.

Yet, I still loved her. I tapped my hand on hers. “I love you, babe. Always have.”

“Don’t you have regrets too? You said you did!” she asked. I shook my head. Obviously trying to get off that topic.

“Kind of the same. Wish I socialized more when I was young. Before you, I only had a couple of girlfriends, and neither was serious. I was too focused on getting into law school and then passing the bar. Might have been fun to… what’s the saying… sow some wild oats before slipping on the old ball & chain?”

She giggled, squeezing me tight. “Don’t be like that. You’re not that way to me, nor is our love secondary, Jonah. We’ve had our challenges over the years, as does every married couple. But you are a good man. You care about your family and your firm because that is who you are. You want us all to live the best lives we can. Please don’t take anything I said tonight as a regret that we have been together all these years. That is not what I meant… or feel.”

“Sorry, babe. Seemed that way to me.”

We walked the rest of the way to the car in silence. I uncharacteristically held the door open for her.

Before she dropped into the passenger seat, I trapped her on the side of our SUV, pressing my lips to hers. She responded as she always did, with open acceptance and love. Lifting back from her face, I held her chin in my hand, just the way she’d done to mine moments before.

“I don’t want you staying with me out of a sense of obligation, Marla, or because of a vow you took 30 years ago. That’s not why I stay.”

I stepped back, allowing her to get in the car.

What the fuck am I going to do now? I took a deep breath as I walked to the driver’s side. Suddenly, as if my mind snapped into its proper position, the rhetoric of that question turned into action in my heart. My mind was sorting out how to say it before I got to the driver’s door.


Chapter 2

The Calm Before the Storm
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Icringed as he closed the door beside me. You stupid idiot! Why did you bring that up? Hurting him for no reason!

When Jonah got into the driver’s seat, before I could say anything, he turned his attention to me before pulling out.

“You should look him up,” my husband said. “Give him a second chance… fits the name, right? Adam Chance. Rolls right off the tongue. Hey, he might pine for you the same way.”

His face looked hard and unyielding. This must have been difficult for him to get out, but he really wanted me to do it. I understood that steel in his tone too well.

“What would I say to him if I did that?”

“That you love him wouldn’t be enough?”

“Jonah, please… It’s not like that. All I have are the tender memories of a young girl who only remembers the good things. That’s not REAL love. What we have built over 30 years… THAT is real.” I sat back in my seat, letting my thoughts find a path through this mess I made. He said nothing.

Finally, I needed to say something. “In Jasper’s, you promised it would be okay if I told you what I regretted. Was that true or not?”

He pulled out of the parking lot. Instead of heading toward the entrance of the interstate, our usual route home, he turned the opposite direction, without responding.

I didn’t care which direction he chose. “Now you’re telling me to leave you,” I said. “To find some other guy who I might love more than you. I don’t want to be with him.”

“Sure sounded like it in there,” he replied sharply.

“NO, IT DID NOT! You asked me what I regretted. There were lots of those. He was only one of them, and not an important one at that. We have built a life together, and I have given you all the love I have. Adam only keeps a bare sliver compared to what we have.”

That didn’t touch him.

“I wasn’t kidding,” he said. “You should look him up. He’s still in town. Works over at Amber Financial. We’ve done a lot of legal work for that firm over the years. Run into him a few times at various functions. Nice guy, and well respected at his firm. Manages the Private Wealth area. And he still has a full head of hair,” he chuckled, running his hand over his head.

Jonah has always been self-conscious about his hair thinning on top. Not only is it all gray now, but his forehead has been getting higher every year, threatening to make it all the way to the back of his head before he retired.

The lights and noise of the annual Eightara County Fair appeared on the horizon.

“Now you’re just pissing me off, you asshole!” I yelled at him. “What? I go out to dinner with him, we hop in the sack, and suddenly my life is fulfilling like it never was with a loser like you? Is that it? I can’t believe you would even suggest such a thing.”

That face was even harder than before. He had decided.

“Your anger changes nothing, Marla. You should do it. I’m serious. I love you, babe. Always have. But I don’t want to play second fiddle. Look… it’s win/win for you. Meeting with him gets it out of your system and you can live with me without regrets. But, if there is something…” His knuckles turned white from gripping the steering wheel so tight, his face staying firmly fixed forward. “… then you weren’t with me, anyway. I want you to have a satisfying life, even if I’m not part of it.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. From that simple comment to my wanting to leave him for a boy I’d not seen in 30 years? How do I respond to that?

As we passed the large expo building on the edge of the fairgrounds, a twinge of something passed through me. My entire body trembled, though only for a moment. WHAT WAS THAT?! Fear shook me, followed by a surge… almost a compulsion… to be somewhere. My attention turned toward the Expo Pavilion. Somehow, I knew… that’s where it came from.

I glanced at Jonah; he was already turning the wheel toward the parking lot.

“You felt that, too?” I asked. He only nodded. “What do you suppose it was?”

“No fucking clue, but I want to find out. It came from the Expo Pavilion. Sure of it.”

The Expo was the largest building on the south side of the fairgrounds. In the old days, this used to be where they would bring farm animals for display and where 4H held its contests for farm kids. Nowadays, vendors of every stripe pitched their wares. Neither of us had a clue what caused something that powerful.

Before we got out of the car, he turned toward me, gripping my shoulder so I couldn’t leave the car. “I turned this direction originally, hoping some time walking around the County Fair might be good for us. I hoped it would calm me down a little at least. None of that changes what I said. You should do it. Go see him. I don’t want to live under his shadow, Marla. Not ever. If you can’t stay with me without regrets, then you shouldn’t.”

Tears came back with a vengeance. I was on the edge of sobbing for the loss threatening to grow inside. After 31 years of marriage and two more of dating before that, my husband now believes I want another over him. Why did I open my damned mouth?!

He let loose of my shoulder, getting out of the SUV. Without waiting for me, he started toward the building. I rushed to catch up, taking his arm again, like I had done before. He patted my hand, but neither of us spoke.
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The bright lights and noise of the Expo Pavilion filled us as we entered. It felt a little like a Home Show, since there were so many vendors dealing with home construction and improvements. I held onto his arm as we meandered down the aisles.

We had been talking about redoing our deck in recent weeks. The current deck came with the house when we bought it in 1996. Rotting boards and exposed wood needed to be dealt with. A vendor re-stained it 4 years ago, though that was only a temporary fix.

I stared at my husband as he spoke to a deck company about our need, amazed at how quickly we fell back into married-mode. The relationship catastrophe of moments before seemed long forgotten. Before everything else, we were partners in our chosen life with each other.

In my heart, nothing Adam Chance offered would change that fundamental truth. The man in front of me held my actual heart. Not some might-have-been from the past.

The feeling from the car was long forgotten as we walked through the vendors. That changed as we made our way down the last aisle. Unfortunately, our conversation about regrets resumed. Only this time, it was about Jonah and his lack of commitment to our family, how he dedicated himself more to the law than to us. He definitely loved me, yet he spent little time with us over the last multiple years. Any commitment was hard to discern.

The discussion threatened to get heated again just as a gap in the displays opened up. That gap gave access to the back wall of the pavilion, where Expo attendees found restrooms, water fountains, and the building exit. Down at the end of that space, in a corner, we both saw it. A vending machine standing by itself on the back wall of the building.

This was the source of the surge as we drove by. It called to us at that moment.

I was actually quite nervous. That tingling in the car was unlike anything I had ever felt. Powerful without being threatening, yet it left no question where we should be.

We walked cautiously toward the machine, staying on the other side as we stared at it. Seemed normal enough. Standing about six-feet tall, and only slightly wider than any other arcade machine, the gold and silver decorated box with a lit ‘The Wishing Faery’ across the top, stood taunting us to approach.

On the top half, a figurine filled the middle of a glass enclosure. It resembled a fairy with small wings that glowed in the light. Her hair was nearly black, but shimmered with different colors.

The quality of the animatronics seemed incredible for a fair vending machine. She seemed so lifelike and modern inside. The box itself looked to be centuries old. In contrast, the fairy looked like something out of a recent movie, down to the skimpy white dress showing cleavage, and a blue medallion hanging around her neck. Her unnerving eyes glowed a bright emerald.

Her head turned as we approached, seeming to stare straight at us. It was kind of creepy. The woman was staring at us individually, not just into the space in front of the machine.

As we approached, we heard ‘Make a Wish for One Dollar’ out of the tinny speaker on the front of the cabinet.

We stared in amazement. The machine actually talked to us! When we continued to stare, the words came out again. ‘Make a Wish for One Dollar.’ This time, I distinctly saw the fairy’s lips move, like she was speaking to us.

“Must be AI driven,” Jonah said. “The fairy is looking at us and talking. It must have a built-in response generator.”

Yes, that must be it, though as I scrutinized the figurine, it looked straight at me, as if to answer my skepticism about what was happening.

‘Make a Wish for One Dollar,’ it said once again.

“What do you want to wish for?” I asked my husband.

He was still examining the edges of the cabinet, ignoring my question. “The quality of this is exquisite. Look at these markings. It looks kind of Asian, though not recognizably Japanese or Chinese. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

‘Make a Wish for One Dollar,’ the machine asked again. This time, I swear, there was impatience in the tone, having already asked us three times.

So I repeated my question to Jonah. “What do you want to wish for?”

He looked down at me, without a second of hesitation, then looked back at the machine. Reaching into his pocket for a dollar bill, he pushed it into the vending slot. The machine purred softly, as if waiting for Jonah to speak.

“I wish for a life without regrets,” he said firmly.

The fairy bowed her head, as The Wishing Faery sign flashed at the top. Then, for the briefest of moments, the machine… and everything else around us darkened… as if there was a power outage. But as soon as it did, the power was restored, the wishing machine brightly illuminated once more.

There was a buzz in the front as a printed ticket flowed out of the slot. It was a slick gold color with three words, ‘LOVE BEYOND COMPARE,’ and a date printed on the front. I looked at my phone. A month from now.

The fairy returned to its previous position, now staring only at me. I swear! Her eyes saw only me.

‘Make a Wish for One Dollar,’ the machine asked again. This time, I sensed excitement in the tone.

My husband stared down at me as images flew through my head. All of them were mine, but I had the oddest feeling the fairy was pulling them out of me.

“Well?” he asked, handing me a dollar bill. “You going to make a wish?”

“I want to be young again,” I said to him. “To go back with all the knowledge I have now and be able to make the right decisions this time.”

My husband cringed at those words. He must be wondering if this meant choosing someone else as my life partner. I needed to stop that.

“Don’t tell me, tell her,” he chuckled.

I put the bill in the slot. The machine purred again, waiting.

“I want to be young again. Just after we got married. To allow us to live our life together, without regret.”

Again, the power in the park seemed to flicker and the same buzzing came from the front as a second printed ticket flowed out of the slot. The same slick gold color and three words adorned the front, with the identical date as Jonah’s ticket.

As soon as I picked up the ticket, the fairy said, ‘Enjoy and learn.’

What did she mean by that? Another couple appeared around the corner, staring at the machine and us. No time to consider now. We nodded to them we were almost finished.

And we were. It was like they switched the machine off. Everything went dark inside the cabinet. The excited movements and animation of before became a lifeless mannequin.

As we walked away, I noticed the lights came back on as the other couple walked up to the box. The woman looked at me, smiling, with a twinkle in her eye. I wondered at that moment if they got the same ‘summons’ we did?

Jonah and I rounded onto the vendor aisle, just as I heard the machine’s familiar ‘Make a wish’ tone. Funny how I sensed it was not being said for me.

Jonah and I finished walking down the last vendor aisle. Before we left, I needed to use the restroom. I laughed at the ticket in my hand as I sat down, shoving it in my purse. Wishing for no regrets. What a joke…

Suddenly, I heard a faint, yet haunting melody, as though from a music box, before the entire room went totally black. The building must have lost power. Not just a flicker, like when we’d used the machine. This time, it was a total power cut.

Jonah poked his head in the opening of the Women’s Room, calling out. “It looks like the building’s lost power. The machine must have a wiring problem,” he said, assuring me he would stand right here until I came out.

Moments later, the power came back on. I finished what I needed and walked out of the restroom. I noticed he wasn’t looking at me. He was looking at the end of the aisle. The Wishing Faery box had vanished, as if never there. Perhaps the maintenance guys took it away, suspecting this caused the power outage. I reached into my purse. The ticket remained.

[image: ]



The drive home seemed much calmer. No talk of going with old boyfriends or regrets in life. It was all about the machine.

“The quality of the animatronics was incredible, babe. And that figurine… the articulated joints… amazing. The movements seemed almost fluid. Those damn eyes looked directly at me, I’m sure of it. What did you think?”

“Kind of creepy, actually. Before I made my wish, this odd sensation came over me, like the memories coming to mind were called by the fairy, not by me. Is that even possible?”

“Of course not. Just a kid’s arcade game, even if a sophisticated one. The thing is, AI has become so capable nowadays. We don’t know how they programmed that box,” he chuckled. “Still a fun experience. Am I right?” he said, patting my leg softly.

We were like teenagers again, chatting away about the fun thing we did at the County Fair. I only wish we did could have gone on a couple of rides. That ‘mouse roller coaster’ they featured every year scared the bejesus out of me. I would love to have ridden it with my husband tonight. He enjoyed ‘protecting’ me. Considering what happened at dinner, he would have enjoyed coming to the rescue of his ‘maiden in distress.’ And I would have enjoyed having him do it.

After pulling into the garage, walking into the kitchen, I grabbed his shirt, pulling his head down to mine, smothering his lips with my kisses.

“You are my husband, Jonah Yarbrough. And I want no other. Is that clear? Forever and ever…” My eyes locked on his, expecting…

“Now… that’s where I draw the line,” he said, pushing me back, pumping out his chest as he always did. “Forever is as far as I’ll go,” he joined in, repeating the line from the Alabama song we both loved. Over the years, it had become ‘our song.’

I smiled at the life we had together. The knowing life of shared experiences that exchange represented.

“I’m so sorry for what I said at dinner,” I said. “I don’t harbor a deep-seated need to be with Adam or anyone else. It’s just a childish fantasy of love lost. That’s all. You are my love and my life. I don’t want to go anywhere else. Okay?”

“Of course,” he nodded. “I won’t bring it up again. Though that changes nothing. I was serious in the car. If you ever want to look him up, to see what’s still there, I will understand. I want ALL of you to be with me, not just a part. If I have to risk losing you for good so you can decide, that’s a risk I’m willing to take. I truly want you to be happy, Marla.”

“You should make me happy right now. And I have a good way for you to do that!” I giggled, running my hand across his crotch.

“Oh, you do…” he said, grabbing my waist, yanking my slacks and panties down to my ankles.

“What are you doing?” I meekly protested, hoping this meant just what I wanted.

He pushed me against the kitchen table, unbuttoning my blouse, making sure both nipples got plenty of rubbing while he was at it.

By the time the blouse and bra were on the floor, my chest lying on the table, my legs dangled over the side, and my husband was giving it to me just the way I liked it.

After I came hard with his plunging and thumb across my clit, he began talking while he kept up his usual pace. My husband, ever since we started making love, lasted a long time. Even longer than Adam, though his cock wasn’t as big.

“This pussy belongs to me, and to no other. If I decide to share it, it will be my choice, not theirs. Is that understood?”

“Yes, my love… Always… I don’t want another… only you.” I barely got those words out as his hard shaft took me higher.

He was hammering into me now. Full thrusts that took my breath away. I was groaning with delirious pleasure, but my mind drifted to Adam. He had the largest cock I had ever been with. My husband wasn’t small, well above average. Adam… was an entirely different animal. He would take me hard, bringing release after release.

I came another time for my husband, shaking with the pleasure that filled my every cell. Jonah, always a fabulous lover, seemed able to find that extra something that made my climaxes spectacular. He used all those skills on me now until I came again. I gloried at his seed filling my canal as I shook underneath him.

After settling down, and finding that comfort of our togetherness, he shocked me. “And when you go to Adam… and I know you will… you won’t be able to resist it. You should let him fuck you long and hard. I give you my permission, not that you need it. I remember the stories of how big he was, how many times you came when he was inside you.”

I gasped at his words, trembling underneath him.

My husband wants me to go to him, to make love to my college boyfriend again?

Jonah leaned forward as he plopped out, whispering in my ear. “And when he is done with you, you will come home to me.”

When we went to bed afterward, I cuddled in his arms - the happiest of wives. Not only did I have a great husband who gave me all the pleasure I wanted. He also gave me permission to sleep with my college flame. I cuddled close as we settled in for the night. Memories of Adam filled my dreams.

When we woke the next morning, nothing would ever be the same.


Chapter 3

A Surprise Awakening
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Those were the weirdest dreams last night. My college fraternity was having an orgy. An orgy! Bodies all over the place, no one wearing clothes. Let me assure you. Nothing like that ever happened while I was attending school.

Still, that gave me a major bit of morning wood when I woke up. Been a long time since that happened. Used to be a regular thing to wake up with a shaft hard as steel. When I was younger, at least. Back in the day, am I right?

But this morning, I was hard as a post. After our hot time on the kitchen table last night, Marla would not be up for another round this morning. My wife slept soundly beside me, as I cuddled up close to her.

Sudden remembrance of Adam threatened to drive away my good mood. Returning to my back, staring at the ceiling, I wondered why she hid the depth of those feelings from me all those years. Must be the fear. Without being able to do anything about it, the only result would be exactly what I was going through now.

Maybe I’m just overreacting. Many people have first loves they remember fondly. Few have an interest in reigniting that relationship 30 years later. Why would Marla be any different?

My fear resurfaced, and I wondered how deep her feelings were. I sighed softly, fighting back the emotional reaction. None of that mattered. My decision to let her go to him stood on its merits. Marla and I had been together for a long time. I truly loved her with all my heart. This woman deserved whatever happiness I gave her, especially after my years of neglect, when I focused more on my career than her and my family.

Career-wise, it paid off. I’ll say that at least. I joined Smith, Pearson & Abramovitz right out of law school in 1990. Seven years later, I was a full partner. I became Managing Partner in 2014 after Pearson moved to Florida and a Named Partner when Abramovitz retired three years ago. All that hard work made Marla and I wealthy and comfortable. It also filled me with an odd pride every time I walked toward our downtown office tower with Smith, Pearson & Yarbrough in bright letters across the top.

But it came at a serious price. Talk about regrets. All those 80-hour weeks came at the cost of disengagement from Marla and the family. The kids would often look at me like I was a stranger when I would make it back home for a rare weekday family dinner. I even missed the birth of our daughter because I was in court.

I don’t care how much wealth or power it brought. Looking back, it was clear which of those regrets I would change. Sacrificing my time with the woman I loved so much was clearly too high a price to pay. A price I would regret paying for the rest of my life.

I took a deep breath. Confidence grew that I made the right choice. Letting her go to him was the only course possible. If Adam would make her happier than she was with me, then so be it. She deserved every happiness after putting up with my bullshit for 31 fucking years!

I reached over, stroking Marla’s hair while she slept. I shook my head as if trying to wake up. That dream last night must be playing funny with my eyes. Her salt & pepper hair, which she cut short in her mid 40s, seems to have grown back, and returned to its original auburn. Time to wake up!

My eyes filled with tears as the regret overwhelmed my resistance. How I neglected this woman for so long seemed incomprehensible as I watched her sleeping peacefully. I needed to get up. That sorrow threatened a lot of damage if I let it hang around.

NO! Not going there. Being morose this morning would not repair the damage done over 30 years. I needed to figure out another way. My feet hit the floor with resolve. I pushed them into my comfy Olukai slippers, chuckling. They were looking pretty beat up. Just like you, you old coot!

Not quite awake yet, I shuffled to the bathroom for some morning relief, regretting not bringing my phone. It seems to take longer and longer to empty the old bladder nowadays.

As I passed the mirror, I turned in shock. WHAT THE FUCKING HOLY HELL???!!!

It was me staring back, but a younger version, like I was looking at a photo from my 20s. My hair was dark brown again, a little long-ish… certainly longer than I kept it now. Even my light chest hair was brown again. I looked down, wondering. Fuck! Even my pubic hair was dark brown!

When I stepped up to the toilet, my relief came out like a firehouse, not the slow trickle I experienced of late.

As soon as I was done, I returned to the mirror, shaking my head, as if trying to wake from a dream. It was still the young me! Man oh man, I was looking good!

I smiled at what I saw there. The pronounced muscle tone of my youth had returned. Back then, I was active in sports and a dedicated weightlifter. I smiled, doing my best Arnold Schwarzenegger imitation in front of the mirror, flexing in different bodybuilder poses. My six-pack abs, broad chest and heavily muscled arms were just like I remembered them.

I was still the same 6-foot-2 height and my eyes were still blue. And not just any blue, I chuckled to myself, swaying my head in mock arrogance at the memory. ‘Crystal clear blue,’ Marla said once. ‘My most striking feature,’ she told me. I looked closer at the mirror. Even my eyes were younger. They didn’t have any of the red laces of age. They were bright and eager for the day.

I pulled the skin on my face, poked at my arms and hips. Solid as a rock! It was real. What the fuck happened?

The person staring back was definitely me. No question there. Only a much younger version. 30 years, at least. Quickly searching my memory, everything about my life remained there. I remembered my kids, the firm, my marriage.

I must still be dreaming. A memory intruded on my joyous celebration of sudden youth. The booth… wishes to live a life without regret and to be young again… that mysterious fairy… Surely not…

A sudden thought occurred to me. I wondered if the fairy had sent me back in time. I tip-toed back into the bedroom, grabbing my phone, trying not to wake her. Nope, that wasn’t it, as I looked at myself in the mirror again. It was still today… our current time. My mind was racing with all the possibilities of what could have happened.
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A scream at the bathroom door shook me from my reflections, spinning to the sound. Marla was standing there, frantically looking around for something to use as a weapon. I must have woken her up.

“Who are you and why are you in our bathroom?” she screamed, stepping back from me.

I just chuckled. “It’s me, babe… your husband. Don’t you remember what I looked like?”

The uncomprehending look on her face was almost comical. I stepped toward her abruptly, grabbing her arm, and pulled her into the bathroom. Just before she screamed for help, I trapped her arms behind her back, forcing her to look at herself in the mirror.

“OH… MY… GOD!” she whispered. I let her go as her hands found her auburn strands, tangled in a morning way, yet still long and glowing with youth. “What happened?”

“Not really sure. Just trying to figure that out myself. My best guess is that your wish came true. Don’t you remember? Last night? The wishing fairy?”

“I thought we were just having fun at an arcade.”

“Me too. Turns out, not playing at all,” I commiserated. “If I knew it was going to work, I would have wished for a couple billion dollars while I was there!”

She just smiled, examining her face, constantly touching her hair. It fell to mid-back, with a healthy sheen of auburn color. Lightly taking a handful, I held those locks up to my nose. I loved it when she kept her hair long like this. So gorgeous…

A surge of incredibly powerful desire filled me. I wanted to throw her against the cabinet and fuck her right there. My cock grew back to the full measure of my morning wood. She purred, our eyes catching, as my shaft pressed against her back.

I unbuttoned her nightgown, letting it fall to the floor. Reaching around, I lifted her breasts up to the mirror, massaging them gently. “Definitely pre-children. You must be 23. 24 latest. That puts me in the 26-27 range.”

She continued to stare at herself, reaching up to cover my hands with hers. “What are we going to do?” Her mind was clearly trying to process what had happened.

“You’re asking me? I’m supposed to have an Executive Committee meeting this afternoon. How can I explain walking in as a 20-something Managing Partner?”

“You and me both. I was supposed to meet with Harper and Rosalind about the clothing line problem this morning.”

“Looks like we’ve both caught that flu going round,” I grinned, winking at her in the mirror. “I’m so sorry… we’ll have to do it by conference call.”

By the time I got that out, we were both laughing. We just realized we were talking about committees and conference calls while my hands were still massaging her breasts in the mirror.

“Is it permanent?” She asked, looking up at my reflection in the mirror. “Did the fairy think we wanted to be young again for real, to do our lives a second time?”

“Would that be so bad? A second chance at a life without regret… to start over… with the knowledge we have now?”

“You clearly don’t remember being that age the way I do. So full of anxiety about new careers, new relationships. You really want to find your way in the world again? Come on, Jonah. It would be the same. We’d still have to make choices along the way, some right, some wrong. We’d only have different regrets this time. That whole idea is just a fun fantasy… something for a kid’s arcade game.”

She murmured, putting her hand over her mouth. “And to have more kids? What about our current ones? They are all coming home for the Christmas holidays. Samuel’s older than we are now.”

“Barrett, too. Sam is 29. Barrett’s 27.”

“Shit…” Tears were forming as she looked at herself in the mirror. I needed to do something.

“We’ll figure that out later. For now…” I said, massaging her breasts more sensually, lightly pinching her nipples. “… we might as well enjoy what we have. Look at these magnificent examples of the female form we have here! Is there any wonder I couldn’t keep my hands off you?”

Her hands reached behind, both gripping my rock-hard cock as I kissed along her neckline. My intentions were obvious. She giggled as her hands wrapped around me. It’d been a long time since I’d been this hard. She remembered well what that meant back then.

Her husband was a randy motherfucker! Wanted to do it all the time when we first got together. She wasn’t much different. After her initial reluctant start, she opened her legs to me whenever I wanted, joining in eagerly.

She later joked that when we first met, she didn’t want me to think she was THAT kind of girl. ‘Oh,’ I teased back. ‘The kind of slut you really are?’ That set her to giggling as she crawled onto my lap, slamming herself down repeatedly on my rod. We were in her parent’s basement, visiting for the holidays, trying to muffle her cries of pleasure as she rode me like a demon. Oh yes, my wife loved a good humping… back in the day.

“Before we get into a heavy discussion about what we are going to do now, let’s celebrate!” I said. “A certain slut needs a good shagging.”

Using that British slang was our way of signaling interest when the kids were young. It worked until Samuel started snickering when I whispered it to her one time. He must have been 11. Turns out, he heard it in a movie.

“That strong for you too?” she gasped. “The desire in me is so… so… potent.” Her nipples were rigid pencil erasers, poking out like flashing lights, signaling what was going on inside.

Those same needs were pushing at the back of my brain, especially with my hands on her luscious YOUNG melons and her hands on my engorged cock. I wondered briefly if this was part of the fairy’s doing as well. Did she send us back and plant these powerful urges at the same time?

Marla twisted out of my grasp, dropping to her knees, and taking me fully in her mouth. She used to love doing that.

“My little cocksucker is back. Love that, babe.” I grabbed her hair in my fist, shoving my cock deeper. She groaned through my shaft. She told me once that being ‘forced’ to suck my cock got her so hot that by the time I went inside her sex, she would simply explode!

Her hands were working my balls while her mouth consumed my shaft. I grabbed fistfuls of that newly long hair, slamming myself down her throat. I lasted a long time, but against this onslaught?! Not a chance.

She surprised me by not stopping. As my shaft pulsed nearing release, Marla pulled her mouth off me, jacking it furiously.

“Give me your seed. I want you to spray all over me like you used to. I loved that!”

She’s right. Back then, I delivered a prodigious amount of cum. She loved to jack me off on the bed, watching the spray go all over my stomach as she tried to catch it in her mouth. Frequently, she would hold her face in front of the spray, covering herself with my seed. I forgot how nasty she’d been. We hadn’t been like this for many, many, many years.

This time, she just held her mouth open right next to the head.

“Open wide,” I chuckled. “Here it comes!”

I pushed her hands off, using mine to finish the job and direct the spray. The first blast of white flew into her mouth. After that, I worked it like a fire hose, spraying rope after rope on her face, across her tits and chest. Everywhere possible. The quantity was astonishing!

My wife sputtered as one strand found her nose, using her hands to push me away… but not really. She was having as much fun as I was, laughing and giggling as the cum flew across her body.

As soon as I was done, she clamped her lips on my cockhead, sucking hard. Oh, that minx! The head got hyper-sensitive after cumming. I squirmed, trying to get away, as she sucked on me. By the time I got it out, I was short of breath. Fuck, that was hot!

Still on her knees, she turned her head up to me, our eyes locking. Her heavy panting was the only sound in the room. My cream covered her face and chest, dripping down as she used her fingers to gather globs of white into her mouth. I joined in, scooping everything into her eager lips as she sucked the excess off my fingers.

Her eyes sparkled as she stared up at me. Those eyes told me she wanted things to be different this time. And so did I! The fairy gave us an opportunity to take a fresh path. At that moment, we planned to take full advantage.
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I grabbed a towel off the bathroom cabinet, wiping all the excess off my bride. Standing, she used the same towel to clean off whatever remained on me.

Marla grabbed my horn, dragging me back toward the bed. “Get on your back. Your slut needs to be fucked.”

Her kneading of my man-meat was already having an impact, the sensations of growth coming back. Oh, the joys of youth! I forgot how quickly young men recover!

She aggressively pushed me onto the bed. I put my hands behind my head on the pillow, looking at her with a knowing smile, nodding my approval. My wife smiled back, milking the shaft as it grew rapidly under her care.

“How long has it been since you got this hard so quickly?” She giggled, licking the shaft, loving the way it made me shudder. “Remember that weekend we did in Galveston? You had to drag me out of the hotel room to walk on the beach. All I wanted to do was fuck.” So many glorious memories…

A law conference took me to Houston. She flew down on the last day, and we visited Galveston for some relaxing beach time. Well, that’s what we planned, at least. We’re pretty sure Barrett was conceived that weekend. My bride had a fire in her belly, that’s for sure! Late on Sunday, while we were waiting for the plane, she counted 15 times we made it over a 3-day spread. 5 times a day!

Before I finished those thoughts, Marla scrambled on top of me, lowering herself onto a welcoming rod now grown into a post with the memories. A deep groan of satisfaction filled the room as she settled down in a full sitting position. Grinding herself on me, her hands found my chest hair as she began the hip rotation she loved.

This position had always been one of her favorite ways to make love. She told me it gave her the fullest depth inside and allowed her to control how much she stimulated the clit. I liked it because it gave me open access to her breasts. Back then, after I would give her a manly humping with me on top, our sessions always seemed to end in this position for the second round. After cumming once, I would last a long time. She used that opportunity to cum as often as she wanted. Which was a lot…

I stretched her with my girth as she repeatedly lowered herself onto my shaft. I saw the charges of pleasure bouncing through her body along with those flopping tits. My lips found her nipples, open and waiting. Teeth rasped, tongue flicked. I did everything possible to send more heat as she rode me.

Marla leaned forward, her lips finding mine, as her hips seemed unable to stop. It didn’t take long. I felt her shudder against me as her first release found a home. She whimpered at its power as I held her tight against me. She always said my arms holding her like that seemed to increase the pleasure.

My memory told me she was just getting started. Once she came, she would want to do it again and again. That’s not what happened this time. After coming down from that powerful blast, she pushed herself back into a sitting position, her hips maintaining a slow rotation as she looked at me.

“What are we going to do? We can’t just go back to living, as if everything was the same. We’ve got to come up with a story.”

“A story?” I asked, struggling to concentrate as her hips constantly tormented the shaft still inside her warmth.

“I’ve got it… we go on a cruise,” she declared. “Mediterranean or Australia. Somewhere far away. That would explain our being gone for a long time.”

I groaned, trying to get my head around what she was saying. Her hips did not make it easy.

“Kind of sudden, isn’t it? Wouldn’t we have made plans well ahead of time for being gone that long? Told people in advance?”

Her hips stopped for a moment, the wheels in that brain spinning furiously. It didn’t take long. She wasn’t about to wait. The call of pleasure was simply too strong. As she started moving again, she leaned forward.

“That doesn’t matter. We’ve been at our jobs for a long time. Cruising is common at our age,” she said, with air quotes around ‘at our age.’ “They would expect something like this. We can say it’s a month-long voyage.”

“What about your clothing line?” I asked, finally getting into the effort.

“Melinda can handle it. I decided to go with another company, anyway. Leisure Boutique offered to add us for the season. They’re trying to establish their brand. Glad to ‘help’ us,” she chuckled, knowing helping MarseCo was far from their reason. “We might reconsider the old vendor next year, if they get their act together. I…” A groan rose out of her unbidden, unstoppable. Three or four hard stabs upward, followed by a twist against her clit. Marla shivered again, crying out with a climax that seemed to take over her entire body.

I stared at her, watching her breasts flopping. The scream that came out… I so missed this part of her. The joy we used to share in making love to each other. What happened that took this away?

She needed to recover, though she did not get off me. Needed a breather. So I took over the planning. “The Executive Committee meeting this afternoon is our last for the quarter. I will tell them about the cruise during the meeting. Right now, I don’t have any cases requiring close attention. My associate can handle whatever comes up in my absence. And Aaron can handle the initial CV reviews for associate recruiting this fall.”

After she calmed down, nodding her head that my plan would work, the movements returned. But when her eyes opened, that look made my cock throb. Such hunger…

Maybe this was just the way she always was back in the day. Just been so long, I forgot her desperate need. Maybe the fairy juiced things up a bit. I wasn’t sure at this point. All I knew was that this woman was hungry for sexual pleasure. And she was going to get it as her hips began moving again with purpose.

I growled at the challenge, grabbing her hips, wanting it just as much.


Chapter 4

A New Reality
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We spent most of that first day in bed. Whether from the fresh desire of youth or something the fairy boosted, Jonah and I simply couldn’t get enough of each other, and our new youthful vigor. Memories of our early dating and marriage years before kids kept surfacing as my husband found increasingly nasty ways to make me cum.

The first time he pushed me over the back of the sofa, pounding into me as I held myself up, I screamed with a climax so strong I almost passed out. He never stopped, seemingly eager to break our Galveston record in one day! By the end, I was a wreck. I don’t think I ever came this often since… since… ever!

The calls to Rosalind, the MarseCo CEO, and my team were uneventful. I told them about my decision on the clothing line, and that we were going to take a long cruise. Rosalind thanked me for keeping her up-to-date and wished me safe travels. “We’ll take care of things until your return,” she said.

My Assistant Manager, Melissa, was not as happy. It left her with the burden of informing the old vendor of our decision. They would be quite angry. I didn’t care. They should have sent us quality products in the first place. I called the sales lead for Leisure Boutique. My staff would handle the details. With that, I was free. For the near future, at least.

Jonah’s conference call with the Executive Committee did not go as smoothly. Having the flu and holding a conference call was no problem. Taking off for a month did not go down so well.

The list of things that could not possibly be delayed went on and on. Jonah told them he would return in September to take care of most of the fall interviewing season for new associates. In the meantime, Aaron Kane, the firm’s COO, would screen the CVs for the top candidates, sending out the invitations. Aaron did that for the last two years, anyway. He’ll take care of it.

“Frankly, I need some time off,” he told the committee. “When Marla suggested the cruise, it was just the thing we needed. An extended time away to recharge. I’ll come back ready to plunge back in with renewed vigor,” he assured them.

The partners would not let up until he promised to take his phone with him. He said he would, though since we would be cruising around the Mediterranean, contact would be intermittent. Yes, he will check emails every few days. If there is a genuine emergency, they can call, but he stressed it better be a ‘building on fire’ emergency, or he would have the head of whoever did it.

In the end, there was grumbling on the other end, even as they accepted the plan. My husband made it clear he would not change his mind… beyond a reasonable doubt. I knew that tone well.
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Early that evening, we tested out our renewed youth by going to dinner. Before that, I got the mail. Unfortunately, our neighbor Alice was trimming her hedges. She saw me leaving the front door. Intending to have one of our normal neighborly chats, she came over, only to pull up short when she noticed it wasn’t who she expected.

“Excuse me for being nosy, but who are you?” She asked.

Her suspicious gaze made me smile. Alice lived next door to us for over 20 years. We knew her and her husband very well. They were great neighbors.

“Hey there,” I said, reaching out my hand. “My name is Marlee. Marla is my aunt.”

“Well, that explains the resemblance. Good lord, you could be her twin. It’s striking how much you look like her… only a younger version.”

I smiled, nodding my head. “I get that a lot. They’ve gone on a cruise to the Mediterranean. Won’t be back for a month, they told us. They asked me and my cousin to house sit while they were away.” Shit… I needed a name for Jonah. “You’ve met my cousin… Johnnie… haven’t you?”

“No, I haven’t,” she said primly.

As if on cue, Jonah came out on the porch, waving to Alice.

“Hey there,” I called up to him. “Come down and meet their neighbor, Alice. This is my cousin Johnnie.”

I leaned into Alice, as if telling her a deep secret, whispering. “His real name is Jonathan, but I can’t stop calling him by his childhood nickname. It really annoys him when I do that,” I giggled. Alice smiled at me, happy to join the conspiracy.

“My, but you are a strapping young man. What do they feed you where you’re from?” Alice laughed. “And, it’s almost uncanny. You look just like Jonah, too. Those traits sure run strong in your families.”

“That they do. I hear that all the time,” Jonah assured her.

When we walked to the garage, Jonah poked me in the side. “Johnnie… really? That’s the best you came up with?” I giggled, obviously proud of my ability to react quickly and torment my husband at the same time!

“Now I’m stuck with using that the whole time,” he groused.

“In my defense, I wasn’t expecting her to come out just as I was getting the mail. By the way, my name is Marlee.”

“Oh great! You get Marlee, practically your name anyway, and I get little Johnnie!” he grinned. Just as he got into the car, he looked over at me. “Thanks for handling her. Pretty tough being confronted like that on our first day. Johnnie’s as good as any other. I’ll be fine.”

I looked at him. The shock must have been written all over my face.

“What?” he asked.

“You were actually nice to me when I said something that displeased you.”

“I don’t yell at you…” My ‘are you kidding?’ look shut him down. “Okay, maybe occasionally…”

“Wow, twice in a row. Admitting a fault. I’m going to like the younger you.”

He just shook his head in amusement as he pulled the car out.

Jonah recommended we try a new barbecue place he heard about on the other side of town. It was supposed to be up there with the best. Our city was famous for barbecue. Over the years, we had become quite the barbecue snobs when visiting other cities. No one seemed to match the quality of even our average restaurant. And with good reason. Ours was THAT good. Only Memphis came even close, in my estimation.

A flash of memory came back to me as Jonah got onto the interstate. We used to go to every restaurant opening when we were first together. We loved the idea of being a part of the vibrant life of our city. Smiling inside, I was really liking this new Jonah.
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All the way to the restaurant, we talked about what we were going to do. Our situation was a genuine challenge and not one with a straightforward answer.

We were going to be running around town for some unknown future, masquerading as different people. Everything else would be the same. The same house. Using our own credit cards and our own cars. What if one of us got stopped by the police for speeding? Our pictures would barely resemble the person sitting in the driver’s seat.

Even more challenging, it was highly likely we would run into people. People who knew us back when we looked like this originally. It may be a little confusing for them, though I worried it wouldn’t take much for them to put the pieces together.

Alice was the least of our concerns. What if I ran into Adam Chance? Or one of my girlfriends? I was still close with several friends I made at State U. They would recognize me immediately, even if they barely understood.

My husband was even more exposed. Jonah remained close to Marshall, his best friend since elementary school. I was very friendly with him as well. What if we ran into him? No way we fooled Marshall, even if Jonah told him the cruise excuse for disappearing.

Worse, with his three decades in the local legal community, Jonah had met literally thousands. His larger-than-life personality drew people to him. Seldom did we walk into a store or restaurant anywhere in town where he didn’t know someone there. They often forced me to pull him out of the place, apologizing for interrupting, because he was deep in a discussion with a former client or friend from wherever they met.

I always admired my husband for his talent at remembering virtually every name of anyone he ran in to. Now, his connections to so many points in town would only increase our risk.

In my mind, the complications only grew as we approached the restaurant. That we were heading to the far side of town said it all. Jasper’s was out of the question. We ate there multiple times a month. Jonah regularly played golf with the owner, Antonio. His firm managed the negotiations with the County over their forced relocation. The wait staff greeted us by name.

By the time we got to the destination, despair set in. A cruise might not be such a bad idea after all. At least no one would recognize us in the Mediterranean.

Barbecue 43 was a fun place. Brightly lit and painted colorfully with their trademark large Q logo. As we sat down for the meal, the ribs and burnt ends looked like the owners delivered on the quality as well. Let’s face it, if you’re going to open a new BBQ joint in our over-barbecued city, it better be damned good!
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As we ate, the newness of our situation asserted itself. For the first time in many, many years, I noticed men looking at me. It was thrilling in a ‘remembered’ way, knowing I was attractive again. I wore a top that showed some cleavage. That really helped with the gazing. Even Jonah got his share of stares from the ladies. Even from some guys, I giggled. It was like I discovered he was a handsome man again.

Before we got too deep into the meal, however, Jonah needed to say something. His words would change the course of our lives forever.

“What are we going to do with this gift the fairy gave us?” he asked. No mention of challenges that worried me all the way here. The Gift.

I shrugged, not really knowing what to say. The risks captured all my attention.

“Come on, babe. How many people get a chance to experience their youth again? There’s some risk involved. I get that. You cataloged most of them on the way here. You’re missing the point of it all. Imagine the things we can do, especially now that we have both the energy AND the money to do it? We can be anyone we want to be. Really start over.”

He picked up the slab, taking off a rib. The meat literally melted off the bone. He took a couple of bites, looking at me closely, and smiling.

“Marla, you are the most beautiful woman in this room. Last night at Jasper’s, you spoke of regrets. That you didn’t play around enough when you were young. How about this for an idea? What if we go to an art gallery this weekend for a new exhibition? You would attract the attention of every eyeball in the place, especially if you wore something slinky. You would have no trouble finding some hot stud to take you home.”

“I have a home,” I protested, but my thighs were already aching at his words.

“Of course you do. Now, you can have that home be something different. Not a cage, or a vow you must endure, or a place with responsibilities. No. It becomes a refuge, a safe place you can escape to when you need it. The fairy has given you the freedom to be anyone you want to be… and with anyone.”

I gasped at his words. Did he mean what it sounded like…

He nodded, as if he read my thoughts.

“Freedom, Marla. To go where you want. To be with who you want. To live your life free of restrictions. At least for a while… What was that TV show where they shot the lead character, then it later turned out to be a dream?”

“Dallas.”

“Right… JR and Bobbie… fun show. Maybe this is all a dream, just like that. We’ll wake up from it someday and be just like we were before. But for now… Why not take advantage of that freedom? Create your own dream. Reinvent yourself for a little while. Do something you might regret. Not for what you didn’t do, but for what you DID…”

I shuddered at his words. Desire swelled in my chest. This MUST stop! “What about you and me? Our marriage? Our family. We can’t throw all that away.”

“Who said anything about throwing it away? This is only for as long as it lasts. Speaking of which, I may have an answer there.”

He reached into his pocket, pulling out his wallet, waving his printed ticket from the arcade.

“As we’ve discussed, she didn’t tell us how long this will last. Over tomorrow, maybe. But the fairy gave us a clue. This date printed on the front, a month from yesterday, has got to mean something. An expiration date? Maybe we have to make a choice by that time, to stay young or return. Or… and I suspect this is the truth… our youth will expire then. Old again… either that day or the next.”

I reached into my purse, pulled out my ticket. The same date was printed on the gold surface.

“How will we return?”

“How the hell would I know?” Jonah laughed. “But I know this. You are a beautiful woman in her prime who told me only two days ago you regretted not playing around more before she got married.”

I scoffed at those words. “I get it now… you’re making this all about me. You just want to play around yourself. That’s it, isn’t it?”

“Yes… and no. Yes, I would likely do the same when I can. But no, it isn’t really about me. I didn’t have that many girlfriends in my youth. Frankly, I didn’t miss them. Until you came along, that is. Then I suddenly couldn’t get enough sex. YOU are my poison, babe. My aphrodisiac. I might find some strange pussy out there to enjoy, but there is no chance it will be like you.”

“It’s the same for me,” I said.

“Come on, Marla. That’s not true, is it?” His stony glare made me sit back in my chair, ignoring the food. I must have blushed red, because my face heated.

“I can’t go to him, Jonah. He’ll recognize me immediately.” Oh, shit… I shouldn’t have said that. He’ll know I’ve been thinking about Adam.

That stare hardened. Inside, I shuddered at the long-term harm my careless words already caused my husband. Still, we were here now. I needed to say something.

Before I started, he continued. “Now’s your chance, Marla. To either follow it or put it behind you. Actually, it’s a stretch to think he’ll make the connection with the older you, unless you tell him. The guy won’t recognize you, despite the resemblance. Truth is, no one will. You were 55 yesterday with short, nearly gray hair. No one is going to see this vivacious 20-something as that same person. Alice, our neighbor of 20 years, didn’t. Why should Adam, who hasn’t seen you in decades?”

He leaned forward, pulling my hand to his. “I WANT you to, my love. Don’t you see? The fairy has given you the perfect opportunity. We’ll be going back to our old selves soon enough. About a month, it looks like. If you go to him and you still love him, then that is your answer. When we return, you can follow your heart accordingly. And look him up for real.”

Strange emotions stirred in me as I stared at this man. Is it possible to love someone more when they tell you to go to another? Such an odd mixture of feelings. The abrupt longing for Adam only seemed to increase the desire for my husband.

“You really want me to go to him, Jonah?”

“WANT would be strong,” he smiled.

“Why, then? Why do you want me to do that?”

“It’s simple, really. I don’t want him to stand between us for the rest of our lives. Remember, MY wish was not for youth, but for a life without regret. That’s what I truly want for you. I don’t want you to stay with me because of some old sense of obligation. That would hurt worse than your leaving. I want YOU. The whole you.”

I heard the trembling in his voice, the struggle to contain his emotions. Oh my god, what have I done to this man I claimed to love?

He shook his head, clearly steeling himself to continue.

“Unfortunately, having the ‘whole you’ does not appear to be an option for me right now. You need to find your own way to a life without regrets. So…” He gave a sigh, opening his hands in a welcoming way. “… I set you free for the duration of this… whatever we call this thing that has happened. You have a free pass to find your way back home. I’m convinced now, more than ever, that it has to be this way. Remember my saying you have to take life head-on? I’m convinced this is why the fairy did this. If you don’t come back to me when it’s over…” The trembling in his tone returned. “… then I never had you. And frankly, after all those years of neglect, I wouldn’t blame you, anyway.”

Those emotions now came to tears for me. A rising anger grew that my husband had just told me to get lost, find someone else. Yet, inside, I sensed that wasn’t it. After so many years together, it was his love for me informing this decision. He genuinely wanted me to be happy.

Nodding as he finished, Jonah returned to his burnt ends, spearing them with a fork. That look again… His decision was made, and nothing was going to change his mind. We ate in silence for much of our remaining time there, nodding appreciatively at each other. He certainly enjoyed the food. I wondered if he liked the company as much.

After we got in the car, on the way home, I needed to clarify some points. “If I take you up on this offer of freedom, how would it work? Free to just go when I want? Sleep with whoever I want? Run off to Cancun if the mood strikes me?”

“I haven’t thought much about rules… it’s only been since yesterday, but… essentially… yes. Do what you like. Though, Cancun may be problematic,” he chuckled. “Tough to explain to Customs why a 55-year-old’s picture is on your passport.”

Oh, shit… Whatever happens, I’ll have to stay in town, or drive a car. Even flying or staying in a hotel would require a photo ID.

As we ate up the miles to home, I rested on the headrest of the passenger seat. We chatted about the everything and nothing of married life. I got an email that our daughter Jackie received the offer she hoped for. Everything was going great to start her young life.

Now, I needed to decide what to do about my own ‘young’ life. Did I want to do what he suggested… accept his offer of freedom for the duration of our stay in fairyland? The risks…

My heart yearned to see Adam again, but the danger… I loved my husband. Truly did. Yet, that same heart that yearned for Adam told me I needed to find out if there was anything there. After all these years together, making sure I was committed to my marriage seemed even more important. If I didn’t try now, Jonah was right. It would hang over us like the Sword of Damocles, always threatening to drop at any moment.

Unfortunately, I would not be the same person going to him. I would be a 20-something approaching a man old enough to be her father. And he wouldn’t be the same either. The Adam I remembered was young and full of the vigor of youth. Who’s to say what life has been like for him? I even wondered if his feelings would be the same. After all, he dumped me, not the other way around.

What about Jonah? And the life we have shared for over three decades? Can I throw that all away… for a person I haven’t seen since college? That’s a stretch, no matter how strong the remembered feelings.

One thing is for sure… I need to be much more careful next time I am offered a wish.


Chapter 5

Open Possibilities
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After a little chat about the good news from Jackie, Marla laid her head back on the car seat. She was unsure what was to come. We both were. After returning home, we didn’t stop talking about this new direction until we were too tired for more.

My wife kept falling back on her need for certainty, wanting carefully planned rules of the road. I refused. Freedom meant just that. ‘Do what you want,’ I told her.

It’s amazing how easily we fell back to our old ways, even when facing unique circumstances that require something different. I insisted she explore what was out there, particularly Adam. She needed to find out whether he was the one for her, or close that door forever. Either way, I promised to accept her choice without acrimony. There would be no drawn-out ugly divorce, fighting over every asset, or hateful rhetoric. I just wanted her to be happy.

This shocked her more than anything. I apologized if she thought my insistence meant I didn’t care about the result. I did. Not sure why it seemed so important to me that she do this. In my very bones, I was convinced the fairy meant for us to go this way. Marla must find her way back to me by herself… without me looking over her shoulder.

The fairy gave us this amazing opportunity to start over. I wanted Marla to have this freedom to explore. To find that life without regret she can live with. I hoped she would end up with me, but I accepted the possibility she might not.

We spent most of the next morning in bed. This wasn’t the raw sexuality of the previous sessions. We made love. Long, romantic, sensual love. In between sessions, we held each other close and talked.

Mainly, we talked about regrets. When we were this age, and newly married, my career focus already trumped everything else in our lives. Even when I was home, I seldom asked about her. I talked about my latest case, or some internal politics of the firm.

After the kids arrived, she turned her focus to them and her own career, despite her loneliness as the months, then years, of neglect became the norm, not the exception. Bitterness grew. By our 40s, as the kids approached the time to leave home, we seldom even made love. Ours became two relatively separate lives. I was always surprised she didn’t insist on separate bedrooms.

Funny how this odd circumstance has made us look so seriously at ourselves and the mess we made. Who’s this we? The mess I made. Equally confusing is how all those years of neglect never changed my love for her. It burned now brighter than ever.
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Over lunch, I asked. “Why did you stay with me? All those lonely days and nights. You could have gone to Adam earlier.”

She looked at me in disbelief. “You say things like that… it makes me wonder if you understand me at all.”

“So explain it. I want to understand. Honestly, I sometimes wonder why you stayed with me, Marla. This, even before Adam came up.”

“It’s because I loved you and cared about the family we built. Even after the kids were all gone, and that loneliness became more intense, I still loved you.”

“But the price you paid…”

“I knew what I was getting into,” she smiled. “Your mother warned me when I first met her.”

“What?”

“Your father was just like you, wasn’t he?”

I sat back, remembering. She was right. I turned out exactly like him. He was a lawyer as well, though I refused to go to his firm. Stunk of nepotism. I would always be ‘Mike Yarbrough’s son,’ no matter how successful I became in my own right. Didn’t want that.

“My mother never gave me any sign she was unhappy about…” Oh shit… Marla was like my mom, too. “But the high price you paid?!”

“All true. There was a price for me personally. That didn’t mean I wasn’t happy about your success. You were a talented lawyer, well respected by your peers. Made a named partner at such a young age. Being Mrs. Jonah Yarbrough brought me a pride of my own. I have a wonderful career. The kids are great. You didn’t beat me; you weren’t cruel to our children. Despite your absence, you loved them… in your own way. They all knew that. Many would envy my life. Why would I trade all that for an unknown lover that might… and I mean might… give me more of his time?”

“Okay… I get it,” I said, sullenly. “I was the risk-free choice.”

My wife smiled in exasperation, shaking her head. “For being such a smart lawyer, you can sure be a numskull sometimes. Does what we’ve been doing all morning feel like I’m making time? Avoiding risk? I love you, you stupid twit. I married you… for better or worse, for richer or poorer. Remember? I meant it.”

“But…”

“There’s no ‘but,’ Jonah. I didn’t make that vow lightly or without a full understanding of what I was getting into. Would I have preferred a more active husband in my life? Of course. Does that mean I would trade you for someone else because they might sit next to me more often? Don’t be ridiculous.”

“What about Adam?”

She stood up, gathered the lunch dishes, and went to the sink. With her back to me, I saw the angry movements as she cleaned the plates. “Jesus, Jonah. Give it up. Why do you keep harping on that? It was over 30 years ago… and he dumped me!”

“It needs to be settled, babe. For you, not me. I wasn’t the one who brought it up as one of my biggest regrets. That came out of the blue only two nights ago.”

Her angry slamming of dishes in the sink made me worried she was going to break something. I came behind, gently taking the dishes out of her hands. Tears were flowing down her face as I pulled her into my arms.

“I can’t take the risk, Jonah,” she cried. “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You’ll never lose me, babe. I’m here for life. But you’re not. We both know that now. You need to settle whatever remains in your heart so you can move on. The fairy has given us the opportunity to do it. I think you should.”

“How would I approach him now? As this?” she said, sweeping her hands in front of her youthful frame.

“That’s a challenge… I get it,” I said. My face beaming with the possibilities. “Let’s do something more. Here’s what I really recommend… what you should do for the next month?”

That caught her attention. She came back to the table, sitting down to drink her iced tea. All she did was nod for me to go ahead.

“This is deeper than just Adam. You should start dating again. Satisfy that itch you mentioned before. Go to a bar, get on a website, get laid as often as you want. A woman as beautiful as you will never have trouble finding a companion. Take this opportunity to find that place to lessen your regrets. If in the middle of all that, you want to go to Adam to find out what’s there, then do it.”

“How would you feel about that? Me sleeping around?”

“It’ll rip my fucking heart out. I have no illusions of how much it will hurt. But that’s not important now. This is your chance to find that ‘life without regrets’ I want for you.” I smiled, walking over to the table.

Resolve settled into my heart. The conviction that this is the only way grew stronger. “It needs to be this way, babe. I’ll be honest. It’ll be hard for me. I will live in fear every minute that you’ll find another man, or even Adam, that you want to be with after this is over. But I’ll have to get over that.”

I took a long swig of tea, shrugging my shoulders. “I’ll go out, too. Hopefully, get laid once in a while. We’ll both be staying here… at least sometimes,” I chuckled. My comically leering glare caused her to blush a deep pink.

“I can stay overnight with these men? Multiple nights?”

“That’s up to you, Marla. You have the freedom to do what you want. I hope you won’t stay with the same guy the whole time, but if you do, that is your choice. We’ll still be married, still living in the same house… occasionally, at least. You need to be free… to go on some dates and see where things go.”

“Do you have any idea how long it has been since I’ve been on a date? I wouldn’t have the first idea what to do.”

“Like riding a bike, Marla. Like riding a bike. That’s why you should do it a few times before you go for the big guy. To get more comfortable with the whole thing.”

“Jonah, why is this all about me?” she asked. “What are you going to do while I’m out sleeping around?”

“Not sure. I’ll probably do… pretty much the same thing. Go out on a date, look online. It’s different now than when we were young. The days of a funny quip and buying a drink are over. I’ll probably go out a few times, but I’ll likely spend most of my time online. Even then, they say something like 80% of these websites are men. Hopefully, I’m handsome enough to get a few hits. Might work.”

“You’ll do fine,” she giggled.

“We’ll see. The point of all this is that the rules are different for guys now, especially young guys. You might find them reluctant to approach you. Nowadays, guys will often get harassed by women for approaching them. Called names and such. Some older men might still remember the tried-and-true techniques, though those guys may not be the ones you want for a good humping.”

“Jonah!”

“Just saying…” I chuckled. “You might have to go online to make the contact you seek.”

“I haven’t even decided if I am going to do any of this yet, and you’re already giving advice on techniques?”

I chuckled softly. “No, Marla, you’re wrong there. What makes me such a good lawyer is my ability to read people. After 30 years, you’re an easy read.”

She giggled at the words, blushing even deeper. I walked around to her side of the table, leaning over her shoulders. We came down for lunch after making love. She wore only a sheer bathrobe. Naked underneath. I reached down, pushing the robe aside, finding a sopping wet slit. She gasped as I put my finger inside, flicking her clit with my thumb. Her moans filled the breakfast room.

“I can smell how wet you are. You can’t wait to get out there, can you? To find a new man to fuck you hard. I’ve known it throughout lunch, despite your protests. Your nipples have been hard pebbles ever since I started talking about this. Am I right?”

My middle finger found her eager for the touch. A groan came out of her mouth as her hands came up to hold my arm for support.

“You’re intrigued by this new freedom, aren’t you, babe? Want to see where it takes us. Where it takes YOU!”

My finger plunged repeatedly. The other hand pushed the robe off, gently pulling and pinching her nipples with the same rhythm.

“Imagine this finger belongs to a man you have never met, who picked you up at a bar. He has you in the back of his car as you tear your panties aside, mounting his lap. You are hungry for his shaft to find your depths. Or you have found a large guy with a monstrous cock who has you on your back, that enormous shaft approaching you on the bed…”

That was all it took. Gripping my arms with both hands, Marla trembled on my finger, crying out as the climax tore through her.

Before she settled down, I swept her into my arms, walking up the steps toward our bedroom.

“I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk,” she whimpered to me.

“My thought exactly,” I chuckled, as I threw her on the bed.


Chapter 6

A Decision Made
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We went at it a good chunk of that day and deep into the night. The fire lit in my favorite slut refused to go out, no matter how many times I fucked her. We were back to hard humping.

The last time, before we collapsed from exhaustion, I slammed into her on her knees as I pushed her face into the mattress. She groaned and whimpered until the release consumed her entire body, and I exploded my last load inside her.

As we lay panting on the bed, cuddling close, she looked up, touching my face.

“How did you know I would go along with this crazy scheme?” she asked.

“You told me… just the other night, in fact. Now… how did you say it… something about wishing you fooled around more before we got married?”

Her deep sigh told me of her final capitulation to those desires. She reached up, tracing my face again. “When does this new freedom begin?” she asked.

“How about tomorrow night?”

She nodded, leaning her head back on the pillow. “Might as well get started…”

I rolled over, pulling her into my arms. We were asleep moments later.
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The next morning, I awoke to a noise in her closet. Marla had pulled boxes down from shelves and was rummaging through them. Clothes were spread all over the floor.

“I can’t find anything to wear,” she whined. “I can’t show up in any of my old-lady clothes!”

“What’s all over the floor?” I asked, standing in the doorway. We were both still naked.

“I had a tight skirt to pair with a silk blouse. I have plenty of those. Must have given it away, or given it to Jackie.”

“No worries. We’ll go out and buy you an entire wardrobe. Remember: the energy AND the money to have some fun. I would love to buy you some slinky outfits to play in.”

Before I knew what happened, she was on her knees, burying my cock down her throat. I groaned at her growing hunger, not tempered since last night.

She pulled her mouth off, continuing to stroke me. Despite all the activity yesterday, my young cock was eager for more, already responding.

“If we do this, I’m going to hold you to your promise.”

“What promise?”

“That when this is over, you will not think less of me, no matter what I do, and that you will take me back.”

I chuckled at the words. “Not sure I made such a promise… but I do so now!” I held my right hand in the air like I was swearing in at court. “I hereby swear that I will not think less of you, and I will take you back, no matter what you have done. So help me God.”

She drove her mouth back on my cock, now throbbing from her enthusiasm.

“This might be considered coercing testimony in some jurisdictions…” I chuckled.

“I don’t care. I throw myself on the mercy of the court.”

I grabbed her head, slamming myself down her throat. She was working my shaft and balls with her hands while allowing me to use her mouth as I wished. I sprayed all over her as she tried to capture as much of my seed as possible in her mouth.

“You’re really going to let yourself have some fun, aren’t you, my love?”

“Oh, yes… I don’t know what it is, or where this growing lust for more comes from. The fairy planted it in me, didn’t she?”

“Who cares?” I chuckled. “Though, I will have to say… been a few years… but you were always pretty randy with me at that age. You’ll enjoy the free life. At least for as long as it lasts.”

“You have got me so hot, it’s like I cannot hold it in.”

“Then go for it,” I said, dragging her into the shower.

We spent the rest of the morning at the mall. My clothes-hound wife, being in the casual clothes trade, knew just which stores provided the merchandise she needed.

It’s odd how different apparel is today. Young women’s clothes looked like something only a hooker would have worn in our day. Yet, every store offered identical tight-fitting tank tops, short shorts, and wrap-around skirts that she joked would be easy to take off. The sundresses were so short bending over was impossible without showing what she offered.

By mid-afternoon, my new slut bought many of these… plus an array of skimpy undergarments. Marla was clearly planning this month to be very active, that’s for sure.

On the way back from the mall, I decided we might need a rules discussion after all. Now that I’ve had more time to consider the options. The lawyer in me found some boundaries might be in order.

“I’ve been thinking. Maybe you’re right about needing at least a few rules.”

“Okay. Going to give me another speech about being safe?”

“No… something a little more practical. To start, as of tonight, I am giving you open permission to do whatever you like until this visit to fairyland is over. Sleep with whomever you want. Go where you want. And I assume you are giving me the same permission. Is that true?”

She nodded to me.

“Sorry, Marla, gonna need full verbal agreement to this one. You give me full permission to play as much as I want as well?”

“Yes, Jonah. Of course.”

“Good. Now, I can see three rules which we should follow. The first one IS for safety,” I smiled. “I want to make sure you are okay. There’s no need to check in with each other, but if you plan to stay the night somewhere, I would appreciate you informing me somehow. This is not a request for permission. I will not respond in case you don’t want the other person to know. We have location services on our phones already turned on, so I can find you if need be. Again, I will not be following you, or interfering. I just want some assurance you’re not lying in a ditch somewhere. Is that acceptable?”

“I would have done that, anyway.”

“Perfect. The second is where to do it. It occurs to me we should treat our home as a safe house. NOT for guests. I’m not sure how Alice would react if a parade of people started appearing at our front door. Plus, if I am at home when you arrive, it might be difficult to explain my presence. And frankly… truthfully… I’m not sure I want to watch you make it with someone else. Might be too hard for me. We have plenty of money. If you need to take out a hotel room, do it. You’ll have your credit card. If this will be something you need a lot, we can take a room for a month in a convenient location.”

“How am I going to explain the picture on the driver’s license?”

“Tough one. Tell them you dyed your hair? Not sure…”

Marla nodded her acceptance.

“And last, you should leave your wedding ring at home. You are not some hotwife out for some strange dick. You are a young woman seeking male companionship. Those two will bring distinctly different men willing to accept your offer. I can tell you from long experience, the first thing a guy looks at when he meets a woman is what kind of ring they have on their finger. You want to appear to be what you are. A single woman on the hunt. We’ll keep it in a dish on the nightstand. It will be there when our time is up. And I’ll do the same.”

“Good idea. I hadn’t thought of that.” Fuck, no resistance to removing the ring…
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The rest of the afternoon, she took tags off clothes, washed them, and did her hair after a shower. I did not take the shower with her. She was preparing for her own show, not mine.

Before she went into the shower, we had a mini-ring ceremony. I brought a small glass plate from the kitchen, setting it on her nightstand. I took her ring off, putting it on the plate. She did the same for mine. The look of hunger she gave after staring at the rings might have been the most frightening experience of the visit to fairyland so far. She wanted this. Wanted it badly.

I waited downstairs, barely watching a news show, as she got dressed. It almost took my breath away when she came down the stairs. Her black midi dress with a high elastic waistband pushed her breasts into the deep cleavage of a V-neck top. It was backless, showing she wore no bra underneath.

The only panty must have been the barest of thongs because no outline of any undergarment seemed obvious. Her 4-inch black stilettos set off this eye-popping ensemble. If she couldn’t get laid in this outfit, not sure how she would.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“Try one of the downtown bars. The T-Bar or Alfredo’s. Maybe I can attract a visiting business executive… with these.” She playfully put her hands on each side of her breasts, making the soft mounds poke out of the V-neck.

I smiled as she did that. Her look of desire floored me. Only three days ago, I would have bet good money my wife would NEVER have done something like this. Now, with a little added incentive from the Wishing Faery, she had come 180 degrees. My slut was going out hunting.

I stood next to her as the Uber honked, ready to take her to where she wanted.

“Be safe, okay?” I said to her. “No matter how good the sex is, it’s not worth your life. I would tell you to use condoms, but you hate those. Please keep in mind, you have not been on the pill since menopause. We have no idea whether this young body can get pregnant. Be careful.”

She smiled at me, reaching into her clutch purse, holding out a pack of condoms.

“When did you get those?” I smiled.

“I told you I had to go into the drugstore for some makeup. That wasn’t the only thing I picked up.”

“That’s my girl,” I smiled. “Have fun, then.”

I tapped her on the rear as she walked out, staring at her until she waved, the Uber pulling away.

[image: ]


All the strength that held me together collapsed as I returned to the house. I fell to the chair in the hallway, sobbing as if everything I loved just walked out the door. And it had. That woman WAS the everything of my life.

This was a terrible gamble I had taken, presenting this plan to her. It was the right thing to do, but that didn’t make it any easier. Watching my wife leave in that dress, knowing someone else would likely be with her before the night was over, left me shuddering with despair.

Once the initial sobbing was over, I stood up to get myself a drink. It was going to be a long night.

I shrugged off the fear, knowing this was the only way, and steeling myself for the heartache to come. There was no doubt it was coming. Even if I got something on the side, it could never replace her. Watching her bubbling with glee after getting hammered by some other guy was likely to be gut-wrenching… at best… and never easy.

It was too late to change that now. The die was cast… cards on the table… I tried to search for a couple more clichés before a smile finally came to my face. I set us on this course and was now a captive of a fate I set in motion.

She needed to find her way back to me on her own. I just prayed that she would. Though deep inside, I also knew it didn’t matter. I loved her so much that I would support her either way. I truly wanted her to be happy. After what I put her through in our years together, it was the least that she deserved!
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Chapter 7

Like Riding a Bike
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Instead of the two popular downtown bars, I settled on the lounge at the Ambassador Hotel. It was Friday night. I figured if they were there from out of town, they might be interested in some company. Shit… listen to me, a slut hunting for the next cock!

As I got out of the Uber, I looked up at the sign of the bar, with its flashing and colorful martini glass in neon. They hadn’t changed that sign since I used to meet Jonah here for drinks… back when I first started doing retail (and before kids). The company I worked for had their headquarters downtown. He would work late, of course. I would find something to occupy myself, then meet him here.

Thoughts of being a 55-year-old woman with a husband and 3 grown children would not go away! My memory of that sign was from 30 years ago. Did I really want to be doing this again? No matter what the fairy had done, or what permission my husband gave, did I really want to go around sleeping with whoever I wanted?

I shuddered, knowing the answer. My sex is giving me an emphatic yes! I will have to visit the ladies’ room as soon as I walk in to soak up the arousal that has already dripped down my leg.

Why am I here then? To get fucked by some stud? I’ve got that great at home. As he showed me the last two days, that man has lost none of his ability to take me over the edge any time he wants.

So if not that, then what? To be swept off my feet with a whirlwind romance of lust and new emotion? Where would that go? If we’re right about this lasting only a month, getting someone wrapped up in an emotional entanglement, then just disappearing, leaving my heart… and that new partner… in tatters? That’s exactly what happened with me and Adam. It’s cruel to even consider doing that to someone else.

Then why? My body told me why. This young body vibrated with a lust I did not remember having. I wanted to get fucked as often as possible. Especially by someone not my husband. That it wasn’t my husband seemed important somehow. The fairy’s transformation came with a healthy dose of lust for cheating that filled my every pore. It wasn’t cheating, since Jonah knew all about it, but it had to be new.

I walked to the edge of the building, leaning against it as if I was waiting for someone. I needed to get my head together. This is proving harder than it seemed when I left the house.

Picking up my phone, I wondered if Jonah would have sent me a text. Nothing. He truly let me go.

Marla


This is harder than it seems.




Jonah


Like riding a bike. Just need to do it.




I don’t know if I WANT to.




Likely be home tonight if you change your mind.




I stared at the phone. That was the biggest confusion of all. Despite all this nervousness, all I thought about was getting a strange cock in me. The first one in nearly 35 years. The need for it churned in me like molten lava. It didn’t need to be some big-dicked stud. I just wanted to do it. To discover that first touch of exploring new sensations.

My husband gave me open permission to do it. Now, I just wondered if I could…

For the next few minutes, while I gathered my courage, I watched people entering the lounge. Most were older than me now, 30s and 40s. Many of the men wore suits, though the younger men favored what we in the trade called ‘smart casual.’ Sport coat, slacks and a collared shirt, with no tie.

The ladies were mostly dressed in conservative business attire, having come directly from the office. Or, they wore clothes like mine, worn especially for a fun night out. I worried when I put this slinky piece of nothing on that I would be mistaken as a hooker. That was no longer a concern. At least half the ladies coming to the lounge had cocktail dresses, several more daring than mine. I doubted they were all pros.

Closing my eyes, I silently asked Jonah’s forgiveness. In all our years together, I never broke our vow, even when given the chance. Now, the man I gave that loyalty to had sent me out to get shagged. As I looked at my phone one last time, I finally admitted not doing it was never an option.

Marla


Going In. See you later.




Jonah


Good luck. Hope you get what you want.




I stared at the phone. Belief still came hard, as I stuffed the phone back in my clutch, straightening my dress. My husband just wished me good luck in finding another man. Incredible!

What was I to make of his willingness to let me go? Maybe fairyland is some kind of alternate universe, where everything is now the opposite of what it used to be. I shrugged that off. No, it’s not that. Jonah gave me what he thought I needed.

I wondered at that moment how much it cost him to do that? Must be a lot, despite my knowing Jonah was never a particularly jealous man. He didn’t take umbrage every time someone looked sideways at me. Maybe it would have been different if I gave him a reason to distrust me over the years. I didn’t.

As I moved toward the door, thoughts of Adam and my regret at bringing him up took over. I realized at that moment there must have been something festering inside to make it come out during that dinner. Though I wondered if it was just the same residual anger at Jonah that had been growing so strong of late. All the years of neglect finally getting to me?

Why DID I stay with him so long? All that stuff I told him was true, even if not the total explanation. I thought about it plenty. Even consulted a divorce lawyer after he didn’t come to the hospital when Jackie was born. I just couldn’t do it.

Every time I got close, Marshall would convince me I didn’t really want to. And he was right. There was something about Jonah that held my heart. I truly loved him. And still do.

Then why am I here at the Ambassador? Walking in like an ad for free love. This outfit would leave no doubt in anyone’s mind.

There was no question of my intention. I giggled to myself. The first decision I made when I got into the Uber was that I would take my thong off after arriving at the place, hoping some adventurous hand on the dance floor would notice! Those dirty thoughts ran through my mind constantly, keeping me perpetually aroused! Oh, you slut!

That’s likely the actual explanation. Not some concocted fairy juicing of my libido. Inside, I had always been like this. The first few years of our marriage, I needed my husband’s cock constantly. Even when he worked late, more often than not, I would be in some slinky negligee when he came home. I was hooked on his loving.

That strong desire receded as we got older, especially as he started protesting his being ‘too tired,’ after a long day at the office. I stopped asking. Now that I was young again, that need was back and I’m sure I have the fairy to thank for how much it filled me… at least for a part of it.

I stood at the front door for a moment, taking a deep breath. Like riding a bike. Like riding a bike.
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Not much changed in the bar. It remained nicely appointed, with a dark wood bar and a smattering of booths to offer some privacy. Chairs and high-top tables surrounded the bar. The place was busy, though not packed. Glancing around, I tried to assess what was going on with the people inside. One group was clearly tourists. Another a work gathering. The suits were a giveaway.

Then I saw my target. Definitely smart casual, and at the low end of that. It looked like a sales team having a post-presentation wrap-up party. One guy caught my attention. About Jonah’s low six-foot height, with a shock of blond hair, and just the athletic build I was looking for.

Rushing across the space to the restroom, I hid in a stall, taking my thong off, giggling as I stuffed it in my clutch. It barely fit. That action seemed to trigger my sex anew. Every part of me throbbed with the desire to be touched. I sure hoped Mr. Blond would be willing.

I adjusted my hair, touched up my makeup, then walked back into the main room. Thankfully, a space at the bar near the group opened up. I took a seat on a high-top bar stool, ordering a vodka martini. Dirty, of course. When the drink arrived, I turned around, facing the open space. I crossed my legs, tapping to the music being piped in. The thrill of endless possibilities washed through me.

Unfortunately, no matter what I tried, Mr. Blond was not interested. We made eye-contact a couple times. Once, he even smiled at me. He was standing in a small, animated group, clearly a work gathering. I finally gave up, turning back to the bartender for a fresh drink.

Guys kept coming up to me, offering to buy drinks. One look at them told me I might need a different approach. After an hour of talking to various visitors and the bartender, drinking another martini, I despaired that tonight was going to be a bust.

“Is this seat taken?” a man finally asked me.

“It is now,” I smiled, pointing to the seat. Looking at my new companion, he seemed a nice man. Must be late 30s/early 40s. A quick look at his hand did not show a ring, though that meant little. Many salespeople take their rings off when they travel.

His suit gave him away as a member of the business group I spotted earlier. They broke up moments ago. Presumably, all the locals left for home. He confidently got the bartender’s attention, ordering an Angel’s Envy bourbon, one ice cube. Just the way Jonah liked it.

He tore his tie off, putting it in his suit coat pocket. “The guy that invented these should be publicly humiliated. Then shot, just for good measure!” He laughed.

“Some customs hang on long after their sell-by date,” I smiled. “Especially ties.” I almost said my husband hated them too, but held my tongue. I’m not supposed to have a husband!

Oh… the dance begins. The thrill of hunting and being hunted. My new friend was not as tall as Jonah, but he held himself in a cocky way that spoke of composure with a touch of vanity. His tight-fitting suit did not hide the trim body underneath. I almost looked down to see if there was any bulge below. Held myself at the last minute. That would have been too obvious.

Inside, I quivered, as if understanding for the first time why I was here. I didn’t need to be the demure wife any longer, the mother of three with a reputation to uphold. As I assessed my new partner, a surge of desire washed through me.

When his drink arrived, he looked at me more closely. I could see the same evaluation process going on in his head.

“Come here often?” he asked.

I had to restrain myself from audibly groaning with that old line. I guess some tried-and-true approaches are still hanging around.

“Been a while. Used to be a regular. Lately, not so much.”

“My first time,” he said. “Carson. My name’s Carson. Just in for a round of business meetings.” He held his glass up for the ritual introductory glass-clinking.

“Marlee,” I smiled back, as our glasses touched. “Just in for a round of fun.”

He visibly gulped at my brazen words. I almost burst out laughing as the calculating continued in his head.

A tingle passed through again as the adrenalin rush hit me. I WAS here for a round of fun and just realized… I was now the hunter, not the hunted. I relished the tang of its newness as I finally realized the truth. This vixen had found her prey, and she was ready to pounce! Maybe he’s never met a woman so upfront about her desires.

We traveled through the typical conversation of new acquaintances. Where are you from? What business are you in? Countless business conferences and meetings over the last 30 years taught me how to small-talk.

Turns out, he took over as the regional sales manager for a mutual fund complex out of Houston. He plans to come every quarter to meet with Amber Financial, the giant money manager in our city. Normally, on these visits, he would return on Thursday. This time, since it was his first meeting, he was hosting some of their managers at our local major league baseball team on Saturday night. He’d fly back on Sunday.

Excitement swelled in me. The entire weekend! Now that would be a great way to start my new freedom. My interest in this guy grew even more intense.
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After an hour of talking, he looked at me. Those eyes told me the night had taken a sensual turn.

“Do you want to get out of here?” he asked.

I giggled, taking a last sip. “Have plans for me, do you?”

“Only if you’re willing,” he chuckled.

“Oh, I’m willing. Just wanted to see what you had in mind.”

“Let’s see… what are the alternatives? Grab a late dinner somewhere… or… go up to my room at this hotel and order room service.”

“What kind of service do you expect to be happening in that room?”

“We can come up with something.” His hand, which had been studiously avoiding touching me before, brushed my leg, as if by accident. When I didn’t react negatively, it found a home there, squeezing my thigh gently.

A shiver passed through me as if I just took a hit of some drug. I leaned over, my lips to his ear.

“Need to take a brief break. Maybe I’ll take my panties off while I’m in there.” He didn’t need to know I already took them off!

He chuckled as I stood up. His stare on my ass as I walked to the ladies’ room filled me with need. Every cell in my body was on fire.

As soon as I sat in a stall, I pulled my phone out.

Marla


Found one. Staying at the Ambassador.




As promised, Jonah did not reply. I sighed. The war between my surging desire for Carson and the shame about what this would do to my husband tore at me. None of that mattered. I was so deep into the hunt now; I needed some relief.

I looked at my clutch to make sure the condoms were still there, then checked my makeup, walking back to the bar. Carson was paying the check.

“Shall we go?” I asked, standing very close to him. My hand came up to his back, taking possession. He moved subtly closer.

We walked to the elevator like two colleagues just finishing a meeting, but when the elevator door closed, this guy became an animal, driving his lips to mine. His arms pulled me closer, hands exploring my ass, looking for panties.

I smiled when he found none, becoming bolder with his hands. Hotels nowadays use security cameras in the elevators. I didn’t care, relaxing in his embrace, using my body to show my willingness to go wherever he wanted. This motion lit a corresponding fire in my new partner’s hands. My tongue pushed out at his, both now dancing with the lust that filled me.

We barely made it into the room. He had already pulled my dress up enough to grip my naked ass as we walked down the hall. My hand traced along a rod so hard it threatened to tear the fabric of his suit pants. He was not huge, though he possessed all the girth and length I wanted.

Controlling ourselves long enough to get into the room, my heart pounded with a thirst for his touch. It was as if I had never done this before! Within moments of being inside, my dress was on the floor and I was frantically pulling at his belt, trying to get at my prize underneath.

He was in as much of a hurry, throwing his coat on the sofa, unbuttoning his shirt. His thick mat of chest hair attracted my attention as I pushed his pants down. He broke away, stepping out of shoes and slacks, pulling at his socks.

Carson flung me on the bed playfully, diving on top of me to my giggling pleasure. Our hands were all over each other as I pulled him against me.

Oral sex was always one of my favorite parts of sex, since I discovered what it was in high school. The power and lust when I took a cock in my mouth never failed to send shards of pleasure directly to my throbbing sex.

I rolled him onto his back, tracing my hands down his manly chest. The prize came with his gasp as I wrapped my fist around his engorged shaft. He wasn’t as long as Jonah, though thick… and hard as stone.

My tongue traced the head, already coated with pre-cum, as our eyes stayed connected. I gave myself to this task of pleasuring my new partner. Carson groaned as I took him deep. With the experience of Adam in college and my much larger husband, I took him all the way to the base.

My body screamed to be fucked. All the desire that grew over the last two days came out as my own moans told Carson it was happening to me, too.

Luckily, somewhere in the middle of all this lust, I remembered the condoms. I pulled off his shaft, reaching for the clutch placed on the nightstand. Pulling out a single condom, I waved it at him. He smiled, tearing the foil packet. I rolled it on, making sure I massaged his balls while I was at it, then pulled him on top of me.

This was it! My first new dick in so many years. Carson tried to be gentle at the start. He pushed himself in slowly, making sure there was plenty of moisture at every step. My pushing at his ass with my heels, and encouraging words to be rougher, told him I needed something more aggressive. He was happy to oblige, turning up the heat with vicious stabs.

My arms flew around him, holding him close as he savaged me just the way I wanted. Gone was the guilt of being the good wife, of being a good mother. I no longer wanted to be that woman. I was just the slut my lover wanted.

Carson proved to be excellent for me. We made love repeatedly, deep into the night, continuing well into the next morning and afternoon. Enough was not a word I understood any longer. Between the sensual showers and his eating me to multiple releases, my obvious desire seemed to spur his own. By the third time, I threw the condoms aside, wanting to feel him blasting inside me. I would deal with the consequences of that later.

We took a break the next day for his ball game with clients. During the shower, he invited me to come with him to the game. I declined. Frankly, I was afraid that Adam might be there. Carson asked me if I was going to be here when he returned. I assured him I would be, sucking him off before he walked out the door.

As I waited during the game, I sent a text to Jonah.

Marla


I had no idea it would be like this.




Jonah


Hope it is what you wanted.




And more.




I slept most of the time Carson was gone. We got little sleep the night before! When he returned, I was lying naked on the bed, staring at him as he entered. He couldn’t get his clothes off fast enough.

By the time he left the next day, we had been in almost constant contact with each other. It wasn’t quite Galveston, though we gave it our best shot.

The awkward part came when he gathered his stuff for the return home. He asked if seeing me again was possible. His quarterly visits would give us the opportunity, he suggested. I wasn’t ready for a repeat yet, though if anyone was worthy of another go, this guy certainly was!

“This was just for fun, remember?” I said. “Let’s not spoil it with romance.”

He shook his head in obvious disappointment, handing me his business card. He had written his cell on the back.

“Call me if you change your mind.”

“I won’t,” I said, as the hotel door closed behind us.


Chapter 8

Loving the Young Ladies
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Fuck! She was going to do it. Somewhere deep in my heart, I dreamed that my beloved would reconsider. That she would come rushing home to tell me how big a mistake this was.

Then this:

Marla


Found one. Staying at the Ambassador.




That fantasy flew out the window as my new sparrow hawk closed on a prey. I sighed, finally accepting the inevitable. I set her free to find her way back home on her own. To do that, she needed to experience life without me and rediscover why she stayed.

I knew all this. Intellectually, at least. That didn’t make it any easier.

For now, I needed to get out of the house before this internal tension ate my guts out. Rick’s Tavern on 62nd was calling my name. I put on a polo shirt and cargo shorts. The shirt was actually a bit tight. Let’s just say my young chest was larger than my old, pressing against the fabric. I even became a little self-conscious of the bulge sticking out of the shorts as I walked out the door. These were pluses for where I was going, despite my not really knowing what to expect anymore.

Rick’s was a fun sports bar with a reputation as a great pickup spot. Marla and I watched many State U basketball games with loyal fans. Frankly, I was so out of that market, I never even noticed the meat market nature of the bar.

I did now! Young men and women filled the place on this Friday night in August. I sauntered up to the bar, ordering a Rolling Rock beer. That had been a favorite in my youth. Nowadays, I favored Scotch and Irish whiskeys, with an occasional Kentucky bourbon. Though I suspected young men were unlikely to order expensive Scotches, and especially not at a place like Rick’s.

I surveyed the bar. Many women clustered together, obviously groups of friends coming to have a good time. I stayed at the bar, watching and waiting. This had been a successful strategy for me. Pre-Marla, at least. I was an attractive, fit guy. It seemed likely one of these young ladies would find a reason to come my way.

It didn’t take long. A cute brunette with delicate tattoos on her arms pretended to ‘accidentally’ brush against me.

“I’m sorry,” she giggled. She must be in college still. My old self almost asked for ID! I suddenly viewed myself as a lecherous old man preying on young girls. One look at my reflection in the bar mirror… Nope, I was one of them now.

“No problem. Want a drink?” I asked.

She shook her head no, stepping next to me at the bar. Her name was Katrina. She was clearly here with her friends. Her youthful body did not include hefty breasts, though her flat stomach and pert butt with a tank top and tight shorts showed them to advantage.

“Then why are you here with me?” I asked innocently.

Katrina blushed a little, staring back at her friends. “You’re cute.”

“So it’s cute you’re looking for?” I chuckled, pulling her against me. She gasped at the strength of my arm around her. “What kind of cute do you have in mind?”

She purred against me. Finally realizing her friends were staring at us, she pulled away, giggling.

I understood what was going on, of course. Her friends dared her to come over. I took her chin in my large hand, forcing it up to meet my eyes. “What did they tell you to do?”

Her smile grew larger, those eyes darting back to her friends. “They dared me to offer you a blow job.”

“A blow job… interesting.” I let her go, emptying my Rolling Rock, tipping the bottle to the friends staring at us, as if offering thanks. I threw a $10 bill on the bar, then walked her out the front door. Her girlfriends’ snickering built a growing anger as we left.

There was an alley behind the bar. You frequently saw people sneaking into it late at night. I pulled her into a dark corner, holding her back tight against me. My hands freely roamed the front as she moaned at this unexpected turn. My growing hardness pressed against her back.

The entire situation made me laugh. Her shuddering told me this girl was scared shitless. No way was I going to make her go through with it.

I turned her around, kissing her softly, placing my hands on her breasts. “Show me your gorgeous breasts, so perky and ready.”

Without our eyes breaking contact, she lifted the tank top and bra. They were small, though clearly aroused. The large nipples were visibly poking out for me to see just how much. I twisted her nipples to another moan.

I pulled her in for a soft kiss, still massaging her breasts. “Have you ever given a man a blow job? Not some boy in high school, a mature man?” She shook her head no.

“That’s what I thought. It’s hard work, takes a bit. I’m pretty good-sized. You’ll have to get down on your knees, pull me out, and open wide.” I paused for a moment as my words made her shiver more. “That’s not really what you want, is it?” Her eyes looked at me like the proverbial deer in the headlights, not knowing where to go next. But her fear knew. She shook her head no.

I crouched in front of her, taking those needy nipples in my mouth, lavishing every bit of skill I had. Her groaning spread down the alley. Standing up, continuing to pinch and pull at those tasty young buds, I chuckled.

“Okay… here’s what we’ll do,” I said, as I pulled her top back down. “You will not give me a blowjob. You’re not ready for that. But let’s have some fun with your friends. We’ll stand here a few minutes, enough to make it seem real, then you’ll get down on your knees to dirty them up a little… though not too much… and then you’ll go back in. What you tell your friends happened out here will be up to you. Understand?”

Her sigh of relief made me laugh. Turned out she was a nice kid. A sophomore at State U. Her friends dared her to come to Rick’s. I asked her how they got drinks, being under-aged. I was pretty sure Rick’s observed a rigorous ID policy. They were drinking cokes, she said. That really got me laughing.

As we got ready to leave the alley, I held her chin in my hand again, giving her a soft kiss. “You’re a beautiful young lady. It would have been fun to make love to you, but this was not the time, was it?” She shivered again, shaking no. “Don’t let people talk you into doing things you don’t want to do. Those are not the regrets you want to live with. Understood?” She nodded this time.

“Give me your cell,” I said. She reached into her back pocket, handing it to me. I typed in my cell number. “If you ever need someone to talk to, or to help you, no matter the reason, you call me. You can depend on me.”

I turned her around, giving her a light swat on the rear. “Now, have fun. Tell them you gave me a really dirty one with lots of slobbering and cum spraying all over your face.”

I barely got that out before laughing, patting her on the rear again. She giggled at our little conspiracy, staring back at me as she rounded the corner. Fuck… I’m too old for this shit. I might have scarred that girl for life.

As it was, I felt guilty about groping her, though she seemed to like that part. I walked down the block to a hamburger place, eating in silence out on the sidewalk seating.

My eyes followed every woman that passed by, though my only thoughts were about Marla and where she was. My wife was right about one thing. It WAS harder than it seemed.

We had been making love steadily for many years. With Marla, every time I entered her, our joining grew more profound… at least to me. It was as if we were joining as one. What’s that old country song about her lock being the only one to fit my key? Over thirty years, that connection soaked into my very bones.

After the near disaster of Katrina, I wondered what it would be like to be inside someone new, someone I didn’t care about. Marla was obviously not having a problem with it.

That reality sunk in. I set us on this course. Now I needed to live with not knowing which way it would turn. I went home, going to bed early. We slept little in the last couple of days as we explored our new youthful vigor. All that exhaustion finally caught up with me.
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Even though I accepted her going, it was still a surprise when I woke the next morning without her there. She had really done it… spent the night with a new man. Tears threatened to return, so I got up and took a quick shower. All morning, I busied myself with tasks around the house.

But my mind wouldn’t let it go. I ran some errands, grabbed some lunch, took in a movie… anything to keep busy. Nothing worked.

Busy was not a substitute for her. I needed to get out, find my own companions, even though it wasn’t the same for me as it was for her. I didn’t NEED to explore the way she seemed to… or at least the way I thought she needed.

That night, I dressed up in my best… what did Marla call it… ‘smart casual.’ Despite it being a warm summer day in August, the nice places would still have people dressed up. At least they used to, I chuckled to myself. Back in the day…

A downtown bar seemed the right choice, though I worried I would run into her coming out of the Ambassador. I didn’t want her to worry I was following her around.

Instead, I headed for the BT Center. Marla and I visited a small place there, called Serendipity. This bistro, with its soft light, romantic booths, and discrete wait staff, seemed more suited to my kind of pickup. It oozed romantic the time Marla and I went there.

A lawyer at SP&Y told me Serendipity was the best place in town for discrete liaisons and the bar scene was hopping with young ladies looking for hookups.

When he told me that, I had to ask him what that meant. ‘Hookup’ is the new phrase for casual sex encounters, apparently. Not sure how I missed that one. I haven’t been focused on ‘hookups’ for a long time. Why would I know it?

The place didn’t have enough light for my tastes, though not too bad. Soft music and cozy lighting completed the romantic mix. Couples cuddling together already filled most of the booths. I’ll say this. Serendipity gave off that romantic vibe the owners were looking for.

The bar was nicely appointed, with a reasonable selection of whiskeys. And it was pretty full, though I found a seat toward the end of the bar. This allowed me to survey the available talent.

There were some pretty young ladies, that’s for sure. One brunette had a dress open to the waist in the front. Being flat allowed her to do that without cleavage being an issue. Another petite blond made up for her lack of beauty by having very large endowments. Her tube top hugged them, giving plenty of visual stimulation. Do they still call those tube tops? Marla would know.

The one that caught my attention was a raven-haired woman with matching dark-brown eyes that sparkled as she scanned the room. Our eyes connected a couple of times. The second brought a smile along with it. Her white dress hugged her frame and left plenty visible for me to feast on. She knew what she was here for. And so did I.

When a seat opened next to her, I finished my drink, settling in next to her when I returned from the restroom. I asked the bartender to bring me a Jameson Black Barrel, one ice cube.

“Is this seat taken?”

“You ask… after sitting in it already,” she chuckled.

“Seemed more comfortable,” I grinned. “With better company than at the end.”

“And you’re that company?”

“Would certainly like for you to be…”

“You take the direct approach, I see,” she said, smiling. “I like that.”

The bartender set my freshened drink on the table. I raised it to her, offering a friendly toast. “Johnnie’s the name.”

She raised her martini, tapping mine softly. “Isabella.”

Just as she said that, my phone binged. I pulled it out, looking at whatever text arrived.

Marla


I had no idea it would be like this.




Jonah


Hope it is what you wanted.




And more.




I cringed at both what she said and what I tapped back. My wife was all-in now!

“Good news?”

“Cousin wants me to meet them for Sunday dinner,” I lied, taking a drink to cover the disappointment that threatened to spoil my evening.

Isabella had to know it was misleading, if not an outright lie. The hard look on my face had to contrast sharply to only moments before. She let it pass.

“I’m hungry,” she said. “Interested?”

“Sure,” I said, standing with my drink in hand. “I’ll grab us a booth.”

“No, how about something at my place? I have a condo in the BT Tower up the street. You still interested?”

“Depends on the menu options?”

“Picky, are we?” she smiled. Leaning forward to give me a better view of that cleavage, she giggled again. “You’ll like what I can come up with.”

I put my arm across the back of her chair. “Shall we go?” I signaled the barkeep to close out our tabs, paying them both with cash.

She allowed me to put my arm around her as we left. She came in a taxi, so I drove us to her place. The BT Tower was part of the biotech complex that grew on the south side. It was 500-plus feet of glass, jutting into the skyline of the city. Her place was on the 20th floor.

As I watched her insert the key in her door, I knew there was no turning back now.
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Isabella walked straight into the kitchen, pointing to a high-top bar stool on the edge of the cabinet. She pulled down a wine bottle and an opener, saying nothing. I knew what to do, pulling the bottle and opener into my hands. Then she disappeared down the hall.

Just as I got the wine poured into the glasses, she returned. My breath caught. She wore a virtually transparent nightgown which didn’t even go to mid-thigh, with nothing underneath. Those breasts that seemed to fill her top before now swayed softly with her movements. Prominent dark areolas with hard nipples showed through the sheer white fabric. Her trimmed bush down below formed a triangle that I struggled not to focus on.

She smiled as she passed, tracing her hand along my shoulder. “This is much more comfortable. Don’t you agree?”

I pulled her close, pressing her tits against me. Our eyes connected as her lips found mine. We kissed only briefly before she pulled away, reaching for her glass. We toasted to a fun evening, sipping wine and talking.

Isabella took a job as a biotech researcher in the BT Center after completing her PhD at Stanford two years ago. She enjoyed the work, but was feeling lonely lately, looking for a social life. Spent too many hours in the lab, she complained. I confessed to being a lawyer without giving much detail about what I did or with which firm.

She didn’t care what I did. My new friend had this all worked out. She reached into the fridge, pulling out a salad. An already-prepared chicken breast concoction dropped into the oven as we talked. Soon, we were sitting at her dining table, eating, laughing, and talking.

My eyes feasted on those luscious melons hanging so enticingly in the open. She noticed. Several times, she pressed her chest out, inviting my stare as the material pushed against the hard nipples.

Even before I finished the delicious food, I needed to touch her. I walked behind her chair, my hands cupping her breasts. My mouth traced her shoulder. A light pinch on the nipples caused her to whimper.

Saying nothing, I pulled her chair back, waving my arm for her to lead the way. She didn’t go to the bedroom. Instead, she walked to the glass wall facing the outside in her living room. It provided a spectacular view of the BT Center and the surrounding city. Her hands reached down, pulling the nightgown over her head. This left her naked with the reflection of her nude body showing in the glass.

That was all the invitation I needed. My hands were all over her as my mouth returned to her neckline. I pinched her nipples, molding breasts into my enormous hands. I traced down her stomach to her slick folds, already moist with her arousal. She trembled at my control. Instinctively, I sensed she wanted me to take charge, though the lawyer in me said to make sure.

“You want me to take control, don’t you? Find my pleasure with your beautiful body.” My thumb flicked her clit as I spoke, a light pinch on a nipple providing an accent.

“Yes, Johnnie… yes. I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t see straight.” She blushed a little. “Is that too forward?”

“Not for me,” I said, as I drove my finger deep inside her sex. She gasped with the sudden roughness, grabbing onto my hand. Before she came, I turned her toward the sofa, pushing her onto her hands and knees.

She groaned, wagging her ass at me invitingly. I gathered a little moisture, then slammed into her. A squeal of delight filled the room. My ability to last a long time really paid off here. By the time she pushed me away, taking my hand for the bedroom, she had already cum twice.

This may have been the roughest I ever treated a woman in bed. Isabella simply couldn’t get enough. On top of her, coming in from behind, her on top. It didn’t matter. She screamed at her releases as I savaged her pussy. We must have been going at it for a couple of hours before she collapsed in exhaustion. I came three times. She… I lost count long ago!

I wrapped her in my arms, and we were asleep. Twice that night, I awakened to a mouth on my shaft, already responding. Both times, I guided her on top of me, allowing her to have whatever pleasure she desired while I made fun use of her mounds as they flopped on top of me.

I could get used to this!


Chapter 9

Taking Different Paths
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The next morning, Isabella seemed embarrassed about the night. She was up fairly early, getting around. We chatted a little, but the way she averted her eyes from mine told me that wasn’t what she wanted.

I got dressed as she did. Hers were gym clothes, looking to work out. Her body was so tight it was obvious she did that regularly. It took little to figure out this was just an excuse, especially after a sensual workout like last night.

We sure had fun, though. I kissed her on the way out, offering my cell number if she wanted to contact me. She asked for it, sent me a text with her number. But contacting her first would not be welcome. That much was clear.

So weird. She seemed so into it last night. Now, she couldn’t get me out the door fast enough! It didn’t matter. Not really. There was no chance of a long-term gig, anyway. Another night might have been nice, though…

We walked to the elevator together, on to our separate cars, speaking very few words. It was no longer a surprise why Isabella struggled with her social life.

The rest of the morning and into the afternoon, I did what I always did. I worked. I ran through the CVs for the new associate recruits, highlighting the ones I liked. Somewhere in the middle of all that, I stopped, putting it all back where I found it. I was supposed to be on vacation. An inaccessible vacation!

Instead, I downloaded a couple of books on my tablet, settling down to read with some soft music in the background. It’d been a long time since I simply relaxed on a Sunday afternoon, it was hard. My mind constantly painted pictures of Marla screaming in bed with some guy. I cringed every time it happened, but the images would not stop.
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About 3 o’clock Sunday afternoon, the door opened and Marla walked in. The young Marla, I should say. And judging from the smile on her face, the freshly fucked young Marla.

She came up to me, gave me a hug, flopping down on the sofa next to my chair.

An enormous sigh came out as she settled in. “That was something,” she smiled. “We didn’t quite make Galveston numbers, but it was pretty close.”

My wife looked ready to launch into a full explanation of her last three days, eager to share her adventures. That is, until she saw the blanched white of my face, the sorrow now too obvious to hide.

I couldn’t help it. My heart struggled with the situation. Hearing the details seemed too much.

“I’m sorry, Jonah. That was thoughtless of me. You don’t really want to hear about what I do, do you?”

I shook my head no. “I apologize, babe. My heart can’t take it. I want you to do as much as you want. Hearing about the details? I’m not up for that.”

She nodded her acceptance. “I just came back to pack a bag for my car, in case I need a change of underwear. I didn’t need them much this weekend, especially after we… oh. Sorry, babe.”

I took a deep breath to slow my heart. “You’re going to move into another place?” I tried to hide the panic in my voice. Failing miserably.

“No, nothing like that. Just in case I need it. Want to have it available in my car.”

Marla got up, walking toward the stairs. Before she got there, she looked back at me. “Want to come up, talk to me while I get everything together?”

“Sure…” I moved toward the stairs, following her up. There was no doubt. I could see through that dress. She didn’t have panties on.

“Going to grab a quick shower. Feeling kind of nasty. Want to join?”

“I’m good. You go ahead.”

She frowned, then nodded, walking into the bathroom, shutting the door. Sex left reminders, especially after spending an entire weekend doing it. There’s no way I wanted to see all those light discolorations on breasts, thighs and everywhere else.

Soon, the sound of water running told me I should sit. Might be a bit. My wife liked her long, hot showers. We had a small loveseat in our bedroom. I returned downstairs, grabbing my tablet, and was sitting there reading when she came out.

Marla didn’t bother putting any clothes on. I saw the damage that was done. Her nipples were red and slightly swollen. Her pussy lips were dark red and pulled out. How big was the guy?

While she was packing, she told me the Ambassador turned out to be a great location this time, though she was likely to try others, too. She didn’t want to get tied to a small group of possible… opportunities. Her flush returned with that phrase, embarrassed at flaunting it in front of me again.

By this time, I was almost used to it. Her joy from the experience was infectious. My dour, risk-averse wife seemed transformed into a fun-loving thrill-seeker in only one weekend. This guy must have rocked her fucking world!

I needed to ask. “Maybe I don’t want to hear all the details, but what happened? You seem like you really had a great time.”

“Oh god, Jonah. So good! His name was Carson. He was here for a business meeting… from Houston. I never left the hotel room.”

Marla rummaged through her drawers, finding everything she needed, shoving them into her suitcase. Every pair of her new slinky lingerie and negligees went into the bag. No shorts or socks or anything to be worn outside. Just the sex stuff.

She even dropped a bottle of lube, a couple of her dildos, and a butt plug in there. I gasped at that one. When did she buy a butt plug? We played with anal back in the day, though not in years. I guess she was planning to be ready no matter what they wanted.

Marla smiled at me, seeing the confusion about the lube and dildos. “Just want to be ready, no matter what comes up.”

“Masturbating while they’re in the room?” I asked.

“Not by choice. Though I read a story once where the guy got off on watching the girl get herself off. Just wanted to have it available in case one of them does.”

I shook my head in amazement. Where has this woman been? Willing to do all these new…

Shame filled my thoughts. The ugly truth of the last 30 years made me cringe. We did all those things when we were first together. My wife loved sex in all its forms. It was her career-obsessed husband that shut it all down. She would frequently wait up when my long hours brought me home late into the night. I would find her looking hot in some lingerie underneath a bathrobe, eager to play. At first, I played along. Unfortunately, that didn’t last. I began protesting. ‘Too tired.’ ‘Maybe next time.’ When the next times never came, she stopped asking.

‘Marlee’ decided it was time to have fun again, even if her stick-in-the-mud husband wasn’t willing. I steeled myself. It was time I let her.

“Can’t imagine a guy wanting to watch you use dildos on yourself when he is available,” I smiled.

She turned her head to me, a quizzical look of surprise. Did I just make a sexual reference about her playing?

“Maybe he has done all he can, and I’m still a little horny. Did you consider that?”

She smiled, reaching down into her suitcase, pulling out the lube and a butt plug. She got down on her hands and knees, crawling toward me. I turned toward her, opening my legs.

“Why? What would she be doing otherwise?” I asked.

“Whatever he wanted…” she said. My wife stood, setting the toys on the sofa next to me. Then she turned her back to me, grabbing her ankles. This left her ass and swollen pussy lips pointing right at me. I reached over, taking the lube, dripping it on her rear bud. A well-lubed finger, then two, then three stretched her until she was ready. The butt plug found its home.

She groaned at every stretch of her ring. As the broadest part of the plug pushed through, she screeched. “Shit… been a long time since anything’s been in there. Carson wanted to, but I wasn’t ready.”

Marla turned her head toward me. “I wanted you to get me ready. Not him.”

“Me?” I groaned, my cock already hard enough to jackhammer cement! “You want me to get you ready for someone else?”

She turned around, grabbing at the gym shorts I always wore around the house. My underwear followed as she scrambled onto my lap, pushing herself on my steel post.

“Oh, babe, I so missed you,” she said. “Even when he was inside me, my mind couldn’t let you go. I still want you. Always will.”

She pounded on my shaft, using every hip movement to drive her higher. I just wrapped her in my arms to stabilize, letting her use me however she wanted. The release that came brought a scream to her lips that gripped me with each wave.

I grabbed her hips, beginning another round, ready to cum myself. I wanted this.

“No… please…” she said.

My wife lifted off me, walking to the bed, lying on her stomach. “Give it to me, Jonah. I want you to take me where you haven’t gone in a long time.”

I needed no further encouragement. I was on her, pulling out the plug after lubing myself up, working my shaft into her as she grunted with each additional inch up her ass. She couldn’t help herself. The newness of everything that happened this weekend, now this…

Gradually picking up my pace, I slammed into her as roughly as I had Isabella the night before. Marla groaned and mewled, pushing back against me, forcing each thrust deeper.

“Fuck my ass… take me hard. Your wife has been a bad girl… she needs you to use her, the way she wants you to.”

“Anytime you need it, babe,” I grunted, never slowing my pace. “No matter what you have done, or plan to do. Come home to me and I will take care of you.”

That took her over the top as she cried out with her release, flopping underneath me as the waves scorched through her.

Marla faded into the bed, senseless from everything that happened. I pulled out slowly, using my hand to make sure I did not spread a mess around. Moving to the bathroom to wash myself off, I brought back a washcloth. Marla seemed comatose when I returned to the bed, drained of all energy. I cleaned us both off carefully, then got on the bed, cuddling close.
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Two hours later, I woke to her stirring on the bed. I barely slept. My mind reeled with the misery of the next month. I had to get over this foolishness of never talking about what happened. If I didn’t, we would rarely talk. My wife was going to be full of these stories. She needed to tell someone. In this weird fairyland we inhabited, no one else was available.

As she rolled over, cuddling into my welcoming arms, I kissed her gently.

“Tell me about him, Marla. What you did.”

“You really want to hear it?” The excitement in her tone told me this was the right choice.

“I’m being silly. No reason not to share our adventures. I suspect it will be hard to hold all those stories in.”

So she did. About meeting Carson at the Ambassador. About all the things they did. The point-by-point descriptions sometimes left me cringing, yet I said nothing. She needed to let it out.

And I told her about the near disaster at Rick’s with Katrina. About Isabella and the weird ending.

She seemed happy about my adventures. It probably helped her get over whatever residual guilt that remained.

This storytelling was cathartic for both of us. Her open enthusiasm for what she did needed an outlet. For me, it was more about making sure she didn’t feel this was something she was doing alone.

Though, as I look back on it, I didn’t experience the boundless joy she appeared to have from her playing. Mine was enjoyable, though… A saying I use all the time fits perfectly. ‘Okay. No better.’ I could skip all of this and not miss it.

My bride? Not a chance. She was way past wanting it. It took all the reserve she possessed not to rush out the door for another round. We talked about strategies and approaches. Even researched and signed up for several online services, hoping to find new candidates.

As we got deeper into the night, the services got kinkier. Marla surprised me. She did not appear to have a limit to what she would do. From BDSM to rough sex to gangbangs. We looked through them all, listing her on five different sites.

And you know what? I no longer minded. That’s why I did this, to allow her an outlet. She needed to find her sexual self again.
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What I didn’t expect was how deep she would go. After sleeping together that Sunday, she headed out Monday evening and I saw her only for clothing changes and some laundry for the next 10 days. When our paths crossed, she would give me every detail of her increasingly sordid journey.

My own experiences were not as expansive. I had some fun, just not regularly like her.

There was one that rocked my world, though. The way Carson did Marla’s. This sent me in a new direction and turned out to be important later. That happened on the following Friday.

The Crosstown district in the center city was experiencing a resurgence in recent years. New art galleries and trendy restaurants sprung up all over the area. They now had regular gallery showings on Friday nights during the summer. Marla was god-only-knows where… just kidding… she was in the downtown Raphael that night, so I decided an ‘art walk’ would be good. Time to get out again.

Some galleries were fun, most just garbage, but one showing brought me into contact with Morgan. She was not an artist… rather, a free-spirited employee. I walked into her gallery at the end of the night. We started talking, and I was smitten.

Hard for me to even describe this one. Morgan was about Marla’s height, with playful blue eyes and long blond hair. Where Marla is thin and stacked in the right place on top. Morgan was voluptuous. Big hips, enormous natural breasts, and an exuberance for playing that caught me by surprise.

She took me to her place nearby, a 5th floor walk-up. We seldom left the entire weekend. The woman loved to fuck! And I mean LOVED it. The fairy might have filled Marlee with desire, but this woman appeared born with it.

This was my first time with a partner who wanted to be a submissive. She would do whatever I asked, and loved doing it. She needed me to be more forceful. By the end of the weekend, I took her in every hole, tied her to the bed, and even beat her with paddles, floggers, and canes. The releases when I was humping her while whipping her back at the same time? Holy shit! She came and came when I laid into her with those things.

The cadence of how to be in charge came fairly quickly. Soon, I was ordering her to crawl around the room, sucking me on command, spreading herself open for my looking… Morgan eagerly sought my control!

I’ll have to say, the tying down was fun. I used some nipple clamps that got her going nicely. Even the submission got me very hard. But the paddles and whips? Not going to be my thing. She enjoyed it. Me? Not so much…
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The genuine surprise of that period was Katrina. Remember her? From Rick’s on my first night? The young lady called during this period, asking me if we could get together. I picked her up and took her to a nice Italian place near the university.

It was a fun evening. She thanked me for helping her at the bar, a little embarrassed at being so easily persuaded by her friends. By the end of the evening, though, she gained whatever confidence she needed, taking my arm as we walked to the car.

“Were you serious about making love to me when I was ready?” Katrina asked.

I choked a little. “Of course, you are a lovely young lady.”

She pulled up in front of me before we got to the car. “I’m ready now. I want you to teach me how to give a blow job to a grown man and to make love to me.”

Who knew she had the steel to make such a request?

“Are you sure you’re ready for that?” I asked.

“More than sure,” she whispered, stepping up to put her hand on my cock… right there on the street. “I have been fantasizing about you ever since then. I want someone to teach me how to be a lover. Would you be willing to do the teaching? I’ll do whatever you ask.”

This was just after Morgan. Negative visions of ropes and paddles flew through my mind as I chuckled. “I won’t take it very far. But I have to know. Are you a virgin?”

She shook her head no. “That was in high school.” She pressed herself against me. “You are a grown man, someone I can trust to treat me decently. I want you to teach me to be an excellent partner.” What was I to do? I just HAD to help such innocence in need, right?

It turned out her roommates were away for a rare weeknight alone. She had the entire house to herself.

I’ll give this to Katrina. She was an excellent student. Didn’t take me all the way down her throat, though she learned how to suck and seemed to enjoy it. At every step, I carefully instructed her on what to do, especially how to position her body for maximum pleasure and comfort.

That was the key, I told her. Sex is a shared activity between you and your partner. Some people like to be told what to do, others like to be in control, but no one may force you to do what you don’t want. If you take to oral sex, good for you. I certainly love it. I’ve had both. One girlfriend loved it, another didn’t. Which works for you is only up to you.

The young lady was an eager learner. She came repeatedly and kept asking what she should do here and how one touch felt over another. We spent nearly the entire night making it in every position I came up with. All the vigor of the youth we both possessed was put to good use. Before the night was up, she found me inside her in nearly every room of the house.

The fun part was my leaving the next morning. When we walked downstairs, arm in arm, her two roommates had returned from their travels. Both were standing there, mouths gaping at the surprise of my appearance. I recognized them immediately. They were the ones taunting her into the blowjob at Rick’s.

I greeted them warmly, then as I left, I gave Katrina a flamboyant kiss, openly thanking her for being such a great lover. Saying everything just loud enough for her roommates to hear.

By the time she walked me to my car, we were both laughing as she thanked me for that. Those girls would be green with envy by the time she walked back into the house. What a fun way to spend a night!

And that was the last of this opening period of fun for Marla and I. What came next was turmoil… mixed with pleasure… that would rock our marriage to its very core. We were off in a direction neither of us expected. But the fairy knew…


Chapter 10

Getting a Second Chance
[image: ]


Inever dreamed it would be like this! Every experience, even the bad ones, fed my desire. Though none of the guys were as good as that first weekend with Carson and his endless pleasure. I could have done more with him. Yet that was out of the question. Attachments created so many more problems in this new fairyland world that I actively avoided them.

And truthfully, I didn’t want them. I had an attachment. One that seemed to grow stronger with every one of these sessions. Then why are you sleeping around with every dick that points your way, you slut?

The strength of that accusation hit me while standing at the bar at Alfredo’s, a downtown tavern near the convention center.

I was chatting with another woman waiting for her husband, as I scanned the room for candidates. She told me about her kids and the fun date night she planned with him. Her husband was in town on a business trip. They got friends to babysit, so they were going to ‘go wild,’ she said. By that, she meant getting drunk and spending the night making love in a strange hotel room. If she only knew how wild things COULD get…

As I listened to her plans, my mind seemed focused on where my stay in fairyland was going. Those negative feelings about what I was doing gained strength as that first glorious weekend stretched into 10 days. And the guys became a line of… not even sure what to call them. What do the kids call it nowadays… hookups?

One guy only wanted soft and tender, clearly looking for a girlfriend. We had fun, but ‘tender’ was not what I wanted. I was glad to leave his clawing need the next morning, insisting I was in a hurry when he wanted one last go. He asked for my number. I didn’t give it.

Another overnight guest possessed the handsome body and large equipment I wanted. He definitely gave me the aggressive shagging I needed, but it didn’t include any of the passion that made rough sex with Jonah, and even Carson, so memorable. Even though I never felt forced or abused, when I woke the next morning, my body barked as if I had been assaulted all night. I was THAT sore. And mentally, he did. Selfish and boorish in the extreme, I came away feeling dirty. Another ‘no’ on the number exchange.

The rest seemed to blur into one long line of the initial dance of attraction, then bed and finding an excuse not to give them my number in the morning.

And then there was that glorious Friday night at the Raphael Hotel. I picked up Raul at the Ambassador Lounge, even though that was several blocks from his hotel. We ended up doing a private bar crawl as we made our way to the inevitable ending in his room.

We were both quite buzzed by the time we got there. My new partner turned out to be an incredible lover, rough and tender as needed, and filled with desire to bring me pleasure. Did he ever! No one ever gave me oral sex like Raul. Not even Jonah. His tongue took me to a magical wonderland. Throughout the night, my pleasure was his focus. Even the next morning, we made love repeatedly until forced to check out. Him… I gave my number!

But you know what? Even with the joy of that night, my mind was full of Jonah. I rushed home to share my experience with him, only to find an empty house. He sent me a text, as we always did, telling me he was with some woman in the Crosstown area. Not sure how to react, I expected him home by the afternoon. I needed him to be there!

I wish I understood the cross-currents of emotion hitting me lately. My husband set me free to play. I was no longer worried about holding back, keeping wild thoughts in check. And I wanted to have all those wild thoughts fulfilled with a hard new cock! Stopping the hunt altogether was out of the question. Whatever hunger the fairy had given me was as strong now as at the beginning. Yet every time I did it, I yearned for Jonah more.

His not being there that Saturday really hit me hard… as if I needed him to validate what I was doing. No, that’s not the right description. I needed HIM, not his approval. That truth hit me hard as I showered, taking a nap in our own bed. This was my first rest in this bedroom in a week.

This is the mystery that I struggled to understand. Why am I constantly hunting, if all I wanted was Jonah? I barely understood, though I knew what was causing this thirst. I assumed it started with the fairy, though truthfully, the longer it went on, the more I understood all she did was lower the barrier. The desire came from me!

This powerful need would not allow me to stop. Yet, even when I was out on the hunt, I worried about Jonah. The paradox of those dueling pulls on my heart left me near tears frequently.

Even if it was the fairy who got it started, the war inside is leaving me torn apart as often as breathless with pleasure. And both are getting stronger.
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Yet, here I was, at Alfredo’s, listening to the breathless plans of this woman waiting for her husband… and looking for someone new, of course. All week long, I played nonstop. Nearly all the downtown bars and lounges received their visit from this vixen on the hunt.

I tried to nap when possible, came home to shower and do laundry during the day, otherwise I was out and about. Occasionally, I would run into Jonah. We made love a couple of times, but usually we just talked about our activities before I was out the door again, suitcase in tow.

Those 10 days just flew by. After a quick nap this Friday afternoon, I was back out for another pleasure run. Just as I turned my attention back to the woman and her wild weekend…

“Marla?”

My real name surprised me. By this time, I answered Marlee so often; I wondered who they were talking to.

When I turned… my heart stopped. It was Adam….

“Excuse me… My name is Marlee. You must have me confused with someone else.”

“Marlee…” He stood back, clearly embarrassed. “Of course,” he said, shaking his head. “Look at your age. She would be in her 50s now. I… I’m so sorry. Apologize for interrupting,” Adam said. “It’s just that… you look so much like a girl I dated in college.”

I smiled at him. “Does that line usually work for you?”

His hands went up in surrender. “No, not a line. The resemblance is amazing. Almost uncanny.”

“Must have been special to remember her this many years later.”

“She was…” he chuckled, though I could hear a bittersweet tone under his attempt to laugh it off. “Hey, we all have the ‘one that got away,’ right?”

His grin of sadness and warm memory made my heart skip with joy as I got my first look at him in decades. Then it struck me. I was his ‘one that got away!’ Oh my god!

Adam Chance looked much like he did before, except his hair was gray now. And just as Jonah said, he still had most of it. He put on a few pounds, but no more than the rest of us in our 50s. Still trim and muscular. He must spend a lot of time in the gym.

“I’m so sorry for disturbing your conversation,” Adam said, turning away to leave.

His presence made me forget the woman standing next to me. She stared at this exchange. I touched Adam’s arm, wanting him to wait.

“Oh, please,” the lady said. “I’m just waiting for my husband. You two go on.”

I nodded my thanks to her, turning my full attention to him for the first time.

His soft blue eyes captured me. They remained one of his most startling features. Those hungry eyes soaked me in like a dry sponge finding available water for the first time. The wrinkles around those smiling eyes gave him a distinguished look that only made him more attractive than he was in my memory.

“Want to tell me about her?” I asked, touching his arm as he walked away.

He started at my touch, amazed I would be interested. I persisted, pointing to an empty booth where we could talk.

“You don’t want to hear this old man’s rumblings about lost love.”

“I wouldn’t mind,” I whispered, “if the painful memories aren’t too much for you.”

“Not much pain now. Time has a way of healing old wounds. Now mainly fond memories of what might have been.”

How to react to that? It was me! This man I pined over all these years had been doing the same about me. I struggled to keep my breathing steady.

He finally accepted my invitation, helping me into the booth, the way older gentlemen often do, then took a seat on the other side of the table. That wouldn’t cut it! I scooted around until we were close. Not touching yet, just close.

Every part of me wanted to throw myself in his arms, telling him it was me, Marla… the one that got away… the one that felt the same about him all these years.

Instead, I sat next to him, playing the demure ‘friend,’ just wanting to let him talk. My god, that was hard to do!

“What brings you to Alfredo’s this Friday night?” I asked.

“Gets a little lonely in my place on the weekend. I like to come in here to get away. I live in one of the new Brighton Tower condos down the block. Moved in last year. It’s near my office, so I figured it was worth the exorbitant amount they were asking for them.”

“They were outrageously high,” I recalled. “Like living there?”

“It’s okay. Very well built and managed. I miss having trees in the yard, though I don’t miss mowing the grass. And the view of the Concert Hall is great at night. No solutions, only trade-offs, right?”

That was a saying that Jonah often used when examining choices we had to make. I nodded my understanding.

“You were saying about this Marla…” I wanted to get the conversation back to the important things!

“I met her in college,” he began. As he spoke, my own memories surged with every word. “We were in an accounting class. The professor assigned seats. Mine happened to be next to hers. Jesus, Marlee… I still can’t get over how much you look like her back then…”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I giggled.

“You should. She was the most beautiful woman I ever met, much less talked to.”

My heart beamed. Many men called me everything from beautiful to pretty and gorgeous. I learned long before the fairy that guys wanting to get into your pants will say anything. This was different. He was describing someone else. Someone that only existed in his memory.

“Her name was Marla. Fashion major, as I recall. Accounting was a requirement for her. I went on to do a CPA and worked in public accounting for a few years before moving to money management. She started talking to me one day during class, and soon we were going out to lunch every day after that.”

“Sounds like a common way for college romances to begin.”

“This was much more than a college fling… at least for me. I fell hard for Marla. I ached every time she left me at lunch. Frankly, this depth of emotion was new to me. It was almost painful when she occasionally missed a class.”

“You got close, then?” I asked, trying to get him to the good stuff.

“The fourth week of class, I invited her on a date. That weekend, she stayed over with me and we made love for the first… Do you really want to hear all this?” he asked, chuckling, obviously uncertain about revealing these intimate details to a total stranger.

“Only if you want to tell me. I don’t embarrass easily,” I said, touching his arm for reassurance.

He nodded his acceptance of my offer to hear him out. “Like a moth to flame… a spark had been lit that neither of us wanted to put out. That first weekend, we rarely left the bed.”

I moved closer to him, stroking his arm. Those same memories lit that fire anew in me. My sex tingled with the power of the words, and my remembrance of that weekend of pleasure.

“What happened? It sounds like you had something going.” I hoped my encouraging tone would keep him talking.

He exhaled. Sorrow coming back home. “Life doesn’t always turn out like you want it, I’m afraid. Sometimes you make bad decisions that come back to haunt you… for the rest of your fucking life.”

“Marla was one of those bad decisions?” I asked, anxious about what his answer might be.

“In one sense, yes. But no. Here, the poor decision was an old girlfriend named Betty. It was fun at the beginning, though we both knew it would never go anywhere. She was a selfish ass, always demanding her way in everything. We broke up just before the semester started.”

“You got back together with her?” My surprised tone caught him off guard. Anger flared in him.

“Not by fucking choice…” The vehemence of his anger made me lean back in the booth.

“I’m sorry,” he said, holding his hand up in apology for the sudden outburst. “This all happened a long time ago. It was my fault… and kind of not. She told me she was on the pill. Turned out to be a lie.”

“She got pregnant?” I gasped, holding my hand over my mouth.

“About half-way through the semester, she came to tell me. Just as the thing with Marla was getting…” He stopped, obviously trying to calm the tremor in his voice. “I loved Marla with everything I was. Couldn’t imagine a future without her. Then this…”

He got quiet for a moment. I came forward again, stroking his arm, moving closer.

“A painful memory…” I said.

“Look, I’m really sorry. I shouldn’t be burdening you with all this. We just met. It’s not right.”

I moved even closer, my hand reaching up to touch his face. I could see these memories shook him, resurfacing suddenly as we talked.

“I don’t mind,” I whispered, inviting more. “Sometimes it helps to talk about it.”

“I can’t explain it. You look so much like her… you FEEL so much like her. It’s like I’m able to confess to her what happened finally… even though you’re not her.”

Waiting for him to continue, my heart was thumping in my chest, unable to grasp I was going to find out what happened… after all these years.

“A confession?” I asked.

Tears filled his eyes as he sighed heavily with the sorrow of the memory.

“Back in those days… pregnancy seemed to mean more. I told my folks about it. They were very clear that I had to marry her, to make the child legitimate. I hadn’t even thought about the child. Only the damage to Marla mattered to me.”

Tears flowed down his face now. I moved closer still, pressing myself against him, my arm around his shoulders, offering whatever support possible.

“And here’s where the second bad decision comes in. I chickened out. I couldn’t tell Marla what happened. Just broke up with her, leaving her sobbing in the living room of her apartment. I’ve regretted that cowardice every day of my fucking life.”

He covered his mouth with his hand, trying to stifle the sobbing that was on the edge of bursting out. I said nothing, letting him find himself as the tears flowed down his face.

“You married her?” I asked, my own tears ready to burst out as I remembered being on that sofa. My heart ripped apart. Unable to understand how the magic of the last few months shattered in only moments.

“To my eternal regret! She proved to be as big a bitch as a wife as she was a girlfriend.” Anger seeped out of him as the magnitude of the mistake resurfaced. “We lasted a couple of years after my son was born. Until Collin came to live with me, she constantly took me to court for more money, threatening to withhold custody if I didn’t do it. Every day since, I wonder how I traded Marla for THAT.”

“You’re still in touch with your son.”

“He’s such a great kid. Kid… so funny. He’s been a CPA now for nearly a decade. He and Karla, his wife, are about ready to have my second grandchild. How that good man came out of that witch is hard to understand. When he was an early teen… 14 or so… she tried to take me to court again for more money. Even at that age, he understood the way she was. Collin approached a friend’s dad to represent him. He filed a petition to come live with me full-time. That’s why I commuted from Millersville for so many years.”

“Sounds like he has grown up.” I looked at Adam, touching him gently again. “Surely there were other relationships…”

“A few girlfriends… Nothing came of them. I gave my heart away and didn’t know how to get it back. No one quite measured up to the memory of Marla.”

He heaved a sigh, shaking his head as if that would get rid of the memories. “Enough of this Darren Downer stuff. I’m hungry. Want to have dinner with an old man?”

“I would love that.”
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It was like we returned to college. On our way to the restaurant, I put my arm in his as if we had been together for years. And in a sense, we had. In both our hearts, a slice of this love always remained.

I wondered during the evening if he ever suspected the truth. People are pretty unique. How they hold themselves. How they laugh and what they laugh at. Maybe I am more serious now than I was in my college years, but none of those mannerisms have changed.

I don’t have an answer for why we remained so comfortable together. I knew it wasn’t Marlee he was spending the evening with. In his mind, I WAS Marla. The one that got away.

And me? All those feelings from back in the day… came surging forward until nothing else mattered. I wanted to be with this man for the rest of my life. Just as I had in that long ago time, before I watched him walk out on me, wondering what I had done.

A flash of guilt took me hard as he asked me to come back to his condo with him. Oh Jonah, what have you done? You wanted me to do this. To discover what remained in my heart. Now that I have, how will I ever pull myself away again?

All those things I told my husband about life, and the family we built, seemed distant memories as I got in the elevator in Adam’s building. Even though I was aware of the age disparity and the emotional baggage of Jonah and my real life, this man was a dream that haunted me since that terrible sobbing on the sofa so many years ago. Everything I was yearned for what would happen when we arrived at his floor.


Chapter 11

Failing at Revenge
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After the fun time with Katrina, I wondered what I would do next. The Marla option no longer existed. She apparently enjoyed her new freedom. I got texts from every downtown hotel, it seemed, typically without knowing who she was with most of the time. As long as we stayed in fairyland, stopping her would not work.

I know what you’re thinking. How could I be so cavalier about my wife sleeping with everyone she wanted? Hard to explain, really. I barely understood it myself. It’s not that it didn’t hurt imagining her playing around. It definitely did.

But Marla herself made me hold any objections. I recognized the joy. Whether the fairy juiced this desire, or she always had the need without the ability to express it, I no longer cared.

The few times I saw her during this stretch, she seemed happier than I had seen her in decades. She would tell me what she did in as much detail as I allowed, enthusiastically fuck me, and head back out. That desire filled her every thought. Apparently, she had gotten quite good at finding and bedding whoever she wanted.

What else could I do? She needed to find her own way back to me. Ever since that first guy… Carson something… I understood it would be a disaster if I tried to stop it before our visit to fairyland was over.

Unfortunately, that still left me with a lot of free time on my hands. Without the ability to work, which, let’s face it, consumed way too much of my adult life. Finding something else to occupy my time became a top priority. And truthfully, I became about as much a horn dog as my wife.

During those 10 days, besides Morgan and Katrina, I got a blow job in that alley behind Rick’s… this time from a woman who seemed eager to do it. And I made several trips to Serendipity, only once leaving without a pleasant couple hours romp in a nearby hotel.

Though, frankly, my reaction to all this outside activity soured me on the entire process, the opposite of my beloved’s response. One lady left me with a deep sadness. She needed an emotional touch I was incapable of giving. She enjoyed the session as much as I did, though afterward, as she cuddled close, trying to create that spark, I realized I had already assigned my flame to another. Marla.

For me, I seldom spent the night. The sex was entertaining, a fun distraction to pass the time… I don’t know, not up to ‘Marla’ standards? Not sure how to describe how empty I felt after these sessions. Whatever the fairy did, she hit the ‘nice to have’ button for me, instead of Marla’s ‘need to have.’

Again, I didn’t mind. Once you’ve been with the best, it’s hard to go through a bunch of one-night stands without getting bored, or cynical.

I thought for a moment about calling Katrina back. That young lady had energy to spare and seemed to love what I did to her, with no other requirements. Her screams of release filled the house. That did something for this old ego, I can tell you that!

Instead, at the end of our second week in fairyland, I took a day off from playing around. This Thursday, I would relax. Doing nothing was my plan. Go to a movie, make my way deeper into books I have downloaded, even watch some TV. Just relax. How long had it been since I’d done that?!

Clearly, my mind needed a break, even if this new youthful body didn’t. I visited a favorite lunch place and later that evening, decided on a movie. Is it just me, or is it getting harder to find a good movie to see nowadays? Luckily, I found one about a physicist that turned out to be excellent.

As I sat through the credits at the end, I reviewed my reading options for later. I was actually looking forward to a quiet night at home, despite knowing how much of that time I would anguish over the gamble I took with my beloved. Too late now…
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The reason I tell you all this is because of who I saw on the way out. Carissa Lamont, a paralegal at SP&Y. She was with a group of friends, giggling about what they saw. And I meant giggling in just the mean-spirited way it sounded. This was quite a nasty young lady.

She had been a paralegal at the firm for five years and quickly gained a reputation for relentlessly teasing the older lawyers about how old they were. Past their prime. Calling them granddad and pops. Everything short of accusing them of being impotent. She even did it to me, the Managing Partner! I spoke to HR about firing her after repeated complaints from the other partners. They simply warned about the potential for being sued if we did, though I asked HR to talk to her about toning it down. She never did.

As I watched the group chatting away, I looked at her as a woman for the first time. Carissa was beautiful. No question there. Long brunette hair, tight body, and a bright smile that glowed on her face. I had to remind myself I had seen that smile in cruel mirth too many times.

A terrible plan came to mind. Now was my chance to get back at her for all the taunting. At my young age, I could take what I wanted, and when I went back to being old, I would know… even if she didn’t… so sweet!

Okay, that sounds a little dark, though now that I look back on it, Carissa turned out to be just what I needed that night. All thoughts of needing relaxation were gone. I got in my car, following them to Ugly Jack’s. I heard them say they planned to go there after the movie.

Ugly Jack’s definitely had a reputation around town as a rowdy night spot. Police were called many times over the last few years. Mainly because of fighting and violence. Luckily, my jeans and a shirt wouldn’t seem too out of place amongst what I expected to be biker garb and men out for a good, if not rough, time.

Surprisingly, the owners put some money into the place, cleaning it up. It was brightly lit with a rocking live band. The crowd was mainly young professionals and hopping when I arrived. I got my Rolling Rock bottle, then searched for Carissa, finding her standing at the bar with those same girlfriends.

My attitude toward her was so negative at work, mainly based on her own behavior, that all I wanted was payback. Yet here, in her own element, she seemed quite different. The cruel smirk and derisive tone disappeared, leaving something softer. A nice young woman looking for a good time.

Her eyes roamed. Looking for a dance partner? I could do that, as the plan came together to give it to this jerk.

Her clothes were unlike her friends, with their tight tops and short skirts. Yet, her baggy top and loose yoga pants could not hide the size of her breasts. They were easily as big as Morgan’s, though without the matching large hips.

On the next song, most of the group paired up with guys that came by, joining the writhing bodies on the dance floor. Two of the friends were out there together. This left only Carissa and another woman remaining on the side.

I walked up, asking her to dance. She gave me a look-over, nodding her approval. We danced three straight songs together. All that time, I did my best to touch her as intimately as I dared, openly conveying my intentions. This continued until she claimed to need a break.

“From me?” I asked.

Another one of those appraisals. “Do you want more?” she asked.

“Frankly, I’m getting hungry. Want to join me for a bite?” I nodded toward the booths with serving staff busily hovering around the tables.

“I’m here with my friends.”

“Understood. If you change your mind, I’ll be over there,” pointing at an empty booth.

Without another word, I walked off, leaving her gaping at me. I made it clear she was welcome, but I was going to eat either way. Indifferent to her choice.

Within moments of sitting down, ordering a proper drink this time, I glanced over at the friends, now grouped together again, chattering. They kept looking my way. I smiled at Carissa as our eyes connected repeatedly.

The bar had an interesting Scotch selection. Surprising for a nightclub like this. They even had the over-sized ‘Scotch cubes’. I chose a Bunnahabhain 18 year. The Bunnahabhain 25 may be one of the best scotches I ever tried, though it is rare today, and pricey. Most of our local liquor stores do not carry it. The 18 would be a new treat.

Just as I finished placing the order, Carissa stood next to the table.

“Hungry, are we?” I smiled.

She slipped into the booth. Not on the other side. Right next to me. “Is that offer still open?”

I nodded for her to scoot closer. She did, touching my leg with hers under the table. I got the attention of our server. Carissa ordered a white wine.

Winking at her, I smiled. “Come here often?”

She nodded her head, giggling. “Almost every week. This is my favorite place.”

“Favorite place for what?”

I saw the gasp forming in her throat before she slowed her breathing. “For meeting people.”

“Well, I guess I’m a ‘people,’ right?” I held my hand out to her. “Johnnie.”

“Carissa, but my friends call me Cari.” I took her offered hand, caressing it as we touched.

“Well, Carissa, I hope to one day be a ‘Cari’ friend. Would you like that?”

She nodded. “I’d like that very much.”

“Me too.” For the next hour, we talked like new acquaintances and ate. She came from our city originally. One of 4 siblings. Got her degree at State U. She never mentioned her job.

“So, Carissa, what do you do when you’re not meeting people at Ugly Jack’s?”

“I’m a paralegal…” She paused a moment. Must have been uncertain whether she should give me this detail. “… at SP&Y.”

“Impressive,” I smiled. “One of the best firms in town. You must be good at your job.”

She bowed her head, shaking no. “They don’t like me there.”

“Why not? Not a good paralegal?”

“No, I’m very good. Considering going to law school.”

She had that right. One of the best at the firm, and the real reason I didn’t fire her. One partner even recommended we offer her a scholarship to pay her way through law school. She had a first-rate legal mind, he thought.

“Then why don’t they like you?” I asked.

She breathed heavily, reluctant to say anything. I just waited. As the gap of silence widened, I could see the pressure building for her to say something.

“I’m not a nice person, especially to the older lawyers.”

“What did they do to you?”

“Nothing. I see it as some harmless flirting. They see it as taunting them.”

“Okay, then get another job.”

“NO! I like my job,” she blurted out.

“That’s not true, is it? If you liked your job, and you knew your colleagues didn’t like your behavior, you’d stop. Am I wrong?”

“That’s what Susie… my girlfriend… keeps telling me.”

“Seems like sound advice. Trust me on this one. If I was an older man, I would take umbrage at having my age pointed out repeatedly. Teasing or not. Like mentioning an overweight colleague is fat. Gets old real fast.”

I sipped my excellent Scotch, savoring its dark fruit and sherry oak nose, while looking at her. She moved closer to me, trying to let the negative work talk pass. Maybe I’m moving to Cari status quicker than I thought.

“So what do you do for fun, Carissa, besides meeting people?”

“I like to entertain.” She said this as her hand dropped under the table, stroking my leg.

“How entertaining can you be?” I smiled, taking another sip. Much quicker…

Something about her manner, the way she was reluctant to look me in the eye, reminded me of Morgan of the Art Gallery. I wondered if she was submissive in the same way. Maybe she used her taunting to cover that need. I figured there was nothing to lose in finding out.

I caught the attention of the server, asking for our check.

“You want me to come home with you, don’t you, Carissa?”

She nodded yes. Her hand trembled on my leg.

“You’ll do anything I want, won’t you, my pet?”

She trembled as she nodded again.

“Is that the proper way to address me?” I barked softly, so only she could hear.

Those eyes fell straight to the tabletop. “No, Sir… yes, I will do anything you want, Sir.”

I smiled. “That’s better. Do you have roommates?”

She started to shake her head, then stopped herself. “No, Sir.”

“Then give me your address. I will come there shortly. When I arrive, I want you to leave the front door unlocked. You will be naked when I arrive, on your knees, facing me with your chest pushed out so I can see your lovely tits, hands clasped behind your back. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Then go…” I smiled.

She almost bolted out of the place, stopping only to tell her friends she was leaving. She must have mentioned me because they looked my way, smiling.

This was going to be a fun night.
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Her apartment was only a few blocks away, so I waited in the parking lot for a full half-hour. I wanted her to be on those knees, getting more and more anxious by the time I arrived.

Before I got out of the car, my phone binged. My wife found another playmate. I shook my head in disbelief. That woman had become insatiable.

When I came to Carissa’s 3rd-floor walk-up, I slipped the door open quietly, closing it with a loud snap of arrival. A rustling sound came from the living room.

Walking down the short hall, there she was. Those handsome tits thrust forward as she clasped her hands behind her back. The nipples were hard tips with large areolas inviting a pair of lips. She kept her pubic area totally bare. Her sex glistened with the moisture of her arousal.

I walked up to her, taking her chin in my hand. Her trembling made me smile. This wasn’t a tremble of fear. It was desire.

“Do you have a safeword you prefer, my pet?”

“Yes, Sir. Red, Sir.”

“Very well. Until I hear that safeword, you will do everything I ask. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir. I will obey everything you ask.”

“You want to do that, don’t you, Carissa?”

“So much…”

I reached in, harshly twisting her nipples. Her groan sent shivers straight into my cock. “Is that the proper way to address me?”

“No, Sir. I want this very much, Sir.”

“Stand up and take my clothes off.”

Soon, naked, with Carissa back on her knees, pulling my pants, shoes, and socks off, I pushed her head to the floor, striking her repeatedly on her ass cheeks. These were light strikes, meant to judge her capacity. Morgan could take incredible amounts of pain. I didn’t want to push Carissa too hard until I was sure.

I plunged my fingers into her sopping-wet sex. Those groans became whimpers as my fingers took her higher. Before she came, I yanked my fingers out. She shuddered at the stop, a moan of frustration escaping her lips. I didn’t let her protest, slapping those ass cheeks 10 more times each. This time, much harder. Carissa simply moaned louder.

“Suck my cock, slut!”

It was as if I placed an electric cattle prod on her skin. She jerked up, swallowing my cock deep down her throat. My hands gently massaged her breasts as she gave me an excellent blow job.

This one needed no instruction; done this before. The way she used her tongue on the crown with each plunge, twisting her hands on my shaft as she moved back and forth, had me wanting to use that mouth viciously as I intended when I came in. This was the time for my revenge.

But something unexpected happened to me, as I reached to grab a handful of hair. Knowing how vulnerable she was in this position, a need to protect came over me. An understanding of her need to submit. Suddenly, all my plans for payback just disappeared.

Instead, I stroked her hair, praising her for the great job she was doing. Carissa purred as she sucked on me, the praise causing her to become even more ardent in her serving me!

Not ready to cum, I pulled her off my cock, onto her feet.

“Go to the bedroom. Get on your hands and knees. When I get in there, I want your hands spreading your ass apart, showing me what you want me to use for my own pleasure.” She shuddered at my words, bolting for the bedroom.

‘For my own pleasure’… so funny. Morgan used that phrase multiple times. ‘Use me for your own pleasure,’ she would cry out as I viciously plunged into her. And then she would cum hard afterward!

I wondered if that was some kind of submissive thing, that they experienced their submission more intensely if they were being used.

It certainly was for Morgan. That had been the actual lesson I learned from my weekend with her. A barrier existed inside my art-loving friend that prevented her from enjoying sexual pleasure. She discovered in her young life that being ‘forced’ to submit somehow broke down that barrier, allowing her the sexual release she craved. Morgan actively sought situations where she submitted to forceful men.

That voluptuous hottie did not appear to have a limit on what she willingly did. In fact, she was the first woman I ever had like this, a true submissive. I did a lot of shit to her that weekend. Amazed even myself at how vicious I became and how much she loved it. She told me some men got out of hand, taking ‘forceful’ farther than she could handle. That may have been a concern, though it didn’t stop, or even slow, her hunt for the next ‘Master.’

The paradox is that it did just the opposite to me. I wanted to take care of Morgan, control her as she wished, but I became very careful about not going too far, respecting what I saw as reasonable limits.

Carissa was the same. A powerful need to take care of her filled me, yet I wanted to give her the pleasure she desperately wanted. As we played, those protective feelings grew very strong. After the weekend with Morgan, dominating my new lover would not be a challenge. Still, my initial plans for revenge collapsed. I vowed to leave her whole as a person, not degraded. I was going to make Carissa cum and cum. Maybe I’m not good ‘mastering’ material, after all!

All my thoughts of revenge were gone. I didn’t have it in me to abuse this vulnerable woman, leaving her a broken husk when I left. Shame filled me at the dark thoughts I entertained before. Deep down, she might crave something like that… I wasn’t sure how deep her need for submission went… but I wasn’t her man for that. I wanted to give her just enough to allow her sexual desire to flow freely.

By the time I got into the bedroom, on her knees as instructed, hands spreading herself open, revealing the glistening sex, I was ready to use her ‘for my own pleasure.’

I looked in shock at the room. Leather straps on each corner of the bed, with the required cuffs on the nightstand, left no doubt she did this often, and how much she loved it.

My shock grew deeper as I cringed at how much risk she must routinely take. She met ‘Johnnie’ only two hours ago, yet seemed willing to have me tie her to the bed and do what I wanted? This one was seriously into her kink.

‘For your own pleasure!’ So funny…

This I could do. Stepping up, gathering a little moisture, I plunged viciously inside. A satisfying moan came from my new partner. Oh yes, if she wanted to be fucked, I was the man for the job!


Chapter 12

Can You Go Back?
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All thought of Jonah vanished when Adam opened the door. We were on the 32nd floor of the brand-new Brighton Tower 2. The lights of the city flowed through the wall of glass that surrounded the condo.

He got us a glass of wine as I stood next to the windows, looking down at the city. The patio of the suite at the top of the Raphael Hotel was clearly visible. Jonah and I held receptions there for SP&Y many times.

I needed to shake Jonah out of my thoughts, straightening my dress as I stared out. I wore one of my new dresses, without thinking of Adam, of course. Not as scandalous as some I now owned, it still showed ample cleavage, without a bra. I loved the way this sleeveless dress showed off my legs with its multi-layered ruffled hem so popular today.

Taking it off would be the best part. The buttons on the front disguised a hook easily separated, allowing the entire dress to fall to the floor, leaving me wearing only the very briefest of thongs. The 4-inch red leather stilettos didn’t really fit the casual outfit. I just thought they made my legs look nice.

The Adam of 1988 would have thrown this dress on the floor before the door closed behind us. This more mature Adam brought the wine out, looking at the city as we sipped, admiring the view.

Leaning in as he pulled me closer, he reached down to pull my chin up, capturing my lips with his. My entire body trembled with the power of that kiss. The memory of the love we shared, and the sexual pleasure that came with it, had always been strong. Despite our current age difference, I responded to his touch as I did back then.

I was helpless to control myself, powerless to resist the pull of his passion for Marla… for me! Confidence filled my soul, as if the men before existed only to prepare me for this moment. I wanted to give this man I cared about so much the pleasure we both remembered.

I pulled back. Facing him fully, I unhooked the button, allowing my dress to fall to the floor. Only the thong and my heels remained.

My young breasts, so firm and perfectly shaped, seized his eyes, but it was the growing pressure on his slacks that caught my attention. He was mine now! Adam stood unable to move as I peeled the thong off, leaving me dressed only in the high heels.

“Marla…” he whispered.

I no longer wanted to pretend. I WAS Marla, and I no longer cared if he knew.

“Are these as good as you remembered, my love?” I asked, holding my breasts up to his gaze, pinching the nipples to add to their already throbbing hardness.

He shuddered, the import of my words sinking in. He must have assumed I was playing along with his fantasy, willing to pretend for the night, because it would shock him knowing it was the real Marla in front of him.

Falling to his knees, he buried his face in my breasts, lost in his memory now. Nothing else mattered. He suckled each gently, as his hands came up to massage them. I groaned at the need for his touch.

“I’m so sorry I left you the way I did,” he cried out. Tears flowed down my chest. “If I could do it over again, please believe me, everything would have been so different.”

“It’s okay, Adam. It hurt, but forgiveness came. I knew there had to be a reason.”

I allowed him to use my breasts as he wanted for a while, then pulled his chin up.

“What I want now is for you to make love to me… the way you used to. Show me that love you say you still hold.”

He stood up, turning toward the bedroom. Before he moved away, I grabbed his shirt. He stopped as I sensuously unbuttoned the top, slipping it off his arms. He pulled his undershirt off as I moved down to his belt.

My hands did not avoid his shaft, now poking out large and proud, as I unsnapped the slacks, unzipping as I pushed them down. He moved away, slipping his loafers off, stepping out of the pants, and pulling his underwear off.

There he was. The man I had dreamed about for all these years. His pubic hair was a salt & pepper mix, but that shaft was all him. Enormous, and hard as stone. It throbbed with desire as I dropped to my knees, engulfing it down my throat.

The groan of satisfaction was unmistakable. I became his Marla at that moment. I wanted him to make love to me the way he would have her. I’m sure the Adam of 1988 would have picked me off the floor, tossing me on the bed. This Adam helped me to stand, guiding me to the bed.

As we approached, he leaned over, dragging the bedclothes off. I laid on my back, holding out my arms to him, legs slightly apart. I couldn’t remember ever being this aroused, and I wanted him to see what he did to me.

Then he was on me, finding his home inside the place he dreamed about for all these years. I offered myself to him willingly, openly, my back arching against him as the pleasure found me ready.

My mind flashed to the booth and the fairy. This visit to fairyland produced a woman uniquely ready to accept Adam’s love. I came home with open arms, forgiving him for the abrupt end, never wanting to let him go again.

Some of the tiger of his youth came back as he slammed into me, bringing me release after release. But nothing would replace the recovery prowess of his college years. In between his releases, we caressed each other. He ate me to several more orgasms, then we made love again.

The marathon all-night sessions I experienced over the last 10 days gave way to tender love that I suddenly longed for, not resented. He only had three goes in him that night. I didn’t care. We fell asleep in each other’s arms and I purred with the satisfaction that filled me.
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In the middle of the night, I woke in a sudden panic. I failed to send the text to Jonah, telling him where I was. I snuck into the bathroom with my purse, softly closing the door behind me, pulling out my cell. It was 3 o’clock.

Marla


I am with someone. Sorry I did not send earlier.




He did not reply. Didn’t expect him to. I sat on the toilet lid, burying my face in my hands. The tears would not stop. I gave Adam everything I was last night. All my passion and desire. This wasn’t a fun, erotic night like Carson or Raul. We were long past that the first time we made love. I trembled at what this would mean for me and Jonah if I stayed longer.

My husband told me to go to him, to get this out of my system. After the love we shared last night, I wondered if that would ever happen. The pilot light of love that simmered in my memory had returned to the active blazing torch of college. In my heart, I feared this torch would consume everything I held dear.

And yet I understood pretending to be the young Marla just made it worse. My bewilderment grew as I wondered if I could ever leave him again.

Coming back to bed, seeing him lying there, my predicament hit me. The strength of my feelings grew stronger as our dreams of lost love came back to life. It was as if I actually had returned to college. Even his gray hair couldn’t stop me cuddling close to him, reliving the remembered joy.

When I woke the next morning, he was already up. I heard noise coming from the kitchen, doors opening, dishes clanking. He chuckled when I first entered the condo, at the dishes still in the sink. ‘Not expecting company,’ he had said… a little embarrassed.

I dug in his drawers, finding an old State U T-shirt. Wasn’t sure I wanted to go out there naked.

“Hey there, want some breakfast?” he said. “Heavy or light? I have both.”

“Just a cup of coffee for now. I didn’t sleep very well.”

“I saw that. You want to tell me about it?”

I said nothing, sitting at the kitchen counter, taking his offered cup. I loved the smell of coffee in the morning. Once I took a couple of sips, my brain waking up, he asked again if I wanted to talk about it again.

“Talk about what?” I asked.

“Where do I start? Sneaking into the bathroom in the middle of the night might be a good place. Taking your purse with you. The open sobbing. Pretending to be Marla the way you did.”

“You didn’t enjoy that… a little lost-love fantasy fulfillment?”

“I did… I did. The most sensuous night I’ve had… since Marla. But don’t do that anymore, okay? You’re not her. I’m not in college anymore. I want the real Marlee, no matter what the resemblance to my old flame. It can’t be any other way.”

I nodded. I wouldn’t do it again. He noticed I said nothing about the sobbing, looking at me, trying to decide how to deal with it. He let it go for now.

“Do you have any plans today?” He asked. I shook my head no. “Why don’t we take a drive out to Bear Lake, eat at the Diner? Get to know each other.”

“I’d like that. Sounds like a wonderful Saturday afternoon.”

And it was. Bear Lake State Park was the most beautiful spot in the region. The 7,000-acre lake at its center, carved out of the earth by a glacier 10,000 years ago, had been made into a state park in the 1930s to conserve the space for coming generations. Luckily, what everyone in the region just calls ‘the Lake’ is only 20 minutes from town.

I visited the park many times over the years, especially when the kids were young. Jonah and I were not dedicated hiking enthusiasts, though the south shore was mainly wetlands, where the park designers created both wood-plank walkways through swampy marshes and trails through the thick forest. This had been a favorite spot for us to take the kids.

A coldness filled my heart suddenly. ‘Us’… even my memories tried to create a family portrait that seldom existed. He might have done it with me once. Typically, I took the kids there by myself, or with a group of mothers for a day-trip.

The Bear Lake Diner, on the other hand, had been one of our favorites. When I successfully pulled Jonah away, of course. The Diner offered a splendid view of the sunset across the water. Thankfully, it was in private hands. The food was always fresh and service friendly.

I didn’t tell Adam any of that. We made love again as he pulled me giggling into the bedroom. We showered together and drove the ring road of the park.

All the way out, he peppered me with questions about myself. I remained a little cagey, uncertain about letting parts slip he might recognize. How could I tell him the truth? I barely understood it myself!

I tried to stay close to the facts, at least. Telling lies can get complicated quickly, as you forget which lie you used. I denied any kids. Marlee was too young for that, anyway.

Told him I graduated from State U, without saying the year… that I worked at MarseCo as a Fashion Merchandiser… and that I lived on the west side of town with my family. All true, though I implied it was my parents, not my husband. He likely noticed I didn’t mention previous relationships or my crying in the bathroom last night. He let it pass, no doubt figuring I would bring it up when I was ready.
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Have you ever had an experience where everything turned out even better than expected? Nearly perfect, in fact. That was my next few days with Adam. Thankfully, I had packed that suitcase! He called into his office, said he was taking some vacation days. Sunday, we drove up to Chicago, spending days in the city. We toured the Art Institute, Shedd Aquarium, and enjoyed the ambience of the city… and each other.

He wanted to fly. I insisted I didn’t want to get on a plane. How could I explain the picture on my license differing from the woman in his bed?

Those nights staying at The Drake Hotel, a historic place on Lake Michigan, may have been the most romantic nights of my life. We made love often, discovering sensual parts of each other that did not come out in our earlier years. Back then, all we wanted to do was fuck. With his enormous cock and the pleasure it brought me, it was all I cared about.

Now, exploring each other had become our passion. I discovered what turned him on and he found out how much I loved his tongue in my sex. Adam even found some of his old vigor as he pounded into me, draped over the sofa in front of the windows on the lake. I came and came.

There was no question my love for this man caused me to rethink my relationship with Jonah. During the entire trip, I stopped checking in with my husband every day, no longer caring if he knew where I was. I barely thought about him at all.

In that time, I became convinced of Adam’s love for me, and mine for him. This created a euphoric bubble that pushed everything else out of the way. When I cuddled next to him in bed that Tuesday night, I wondered if leaving Jonah was the right answer after all.
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Lush landscape surrounded me in every direction. I was naked, even barefoot, walking through a forest like nothing I had ever seen. The fairy of the machine was floating beside me. She seemed real now, a living thing. Her name… I somehow knew her name was Sera… Sera Wing.

I nodded to her as I walked. Her presence growing next to me. Neither of us spoke as we wound through the scenery, finding comfort with each other.

As we came out of the trees into a clearing, an entire field of a flower that closely resembled sunflowers stretched in front of me for as far as I could see. Sera turned to me, speaking only three words. ‘Love Beyond Compare,’ then touched my shoulder.

A rush of images consumed me. Of my children, my husband, my life over the last 55 years. All my time on this earth formed into one flowing image of me and what I cared about.

Tears came to my eyes as understanding sunk into my heart. Adam wasn’t in any of those images. The deep and abiding love I harbored for him all those years was an illusion. A memory of youth without grounding in who I really was. We had been together for a blazing three months, a first love that filled this young girl’s heart. The catastrophic ending left that love exposed… a wound that never healed. Over time, especially as my relationship with Jonah crashed against his ambition, that wound grew into a glow of eternal, idyllic love.

Now, as these images came from deeper and deeper memories, I realized how unrealistic they were, grounded only in a brief period of youthful sexual excess. My relationship back then possessed none of the staying power or depth I later found with Jonah, despite his ambition. These images exposed those moments with Adam as nothing but a schoolgirl’s fling, even if a romantic and sensual one. Adam would always remain a fond memory, though it was clear now. He would never be more.

I turned to Sera, sobbing now, with a deeper understanding of how and why. The falseness of it all. My heart… my very soul… belonged with Jonah. How could I be here with this man? Or with any of the men I so enthusiastically bedded over the last two weeks?

Sera nodded to me now, as if I had said those thoughts directly to her.

Her eyes glowed that brilliant emerald again, the blue of her necklace pulsing as if a reflection of her own heart.

‘Enjoy and learn,’ was all she said before she vanished.
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I awoke feeling a peace that had eluded me for nearly all the years of my marriage to Jonah. Those feelings of loss and regret about Adam had disappeared. The dream… seemed so real. I seldom remembered dreams, and never with such clarity. ‘Enjoy and learn.’ This dream may have saved me from making a catastrophic mistake.

That Wednesday morning, we got up, made love one last time at The Drake, showered together, and headed home. Yet, the bubble of euphoric love had burst. I could already feel the cracks forming. There were growing stretches where we had little to say to each other.

Both inside and outside the bedroom, I could feel our relationship fraying in ways that surprised me with their quick arrival. My heart had finally accepted the truth that this relationship was never meant to be, and that the end would have come eventually, irrespective of what happened with his lying ex.

In some ways, I took solace in knowing that a later breakup could have been worse. Even though it would have been for reasons I understood.

We mainly did the long drive back in silence. He with his thoughts. Me wondering how I was going to repair the damage with Jonah. I had violated every rule we had established at the beginning of our stay in fairyland. I stared at my phone. It had been four days since I checked in, or had any contact at all.

When we pulled into the building, getting our cases out of his car, he turned to me, a forlorn look on his face. “You’re not coming up, are you?”

“I don’t think so, Adam. It has been a fun experience. Helped me understand a lot about you and about myself, though I cannot be the Marla of your dreams. You need to find someone your age that you can share your life with. I cannot be her any longer.”

We said our last goodbyes, then I rushed to my car at the Ambassador, driving home as fast as I could.

My heart cracked as I walked in the door to silence. Jonah wasn’t there. When I walked into our room, it was noticeably empty, both our rings still resting on the nightstand plate.

I walked into his closet. His suitcase was gone, clothes strewn all over the floor as if he had rushed in to grab as many as he could. Even his toiletries were gone from the bathroom.

I fell to my knees in shame, sobbing. My husband had finally given up on my ever returning. What have I done?! I cried on the floor, reaching for my phone.


Chapter 13

More Than Expected
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Carissa came as I viciously gave her thrust after thrust. The strength and volume of that release surprised me. Even Morgan didn’t yell like that! I wondered whether a ball gag would quiet her down. Surely she has one.

I pushed her head down on the bed, muffling her mouth in the bedclothes. Gruffly, I barked for her to grab her ankles through her knees. This left her completely exposed to whatever I wanted as I continued my assault on her pussy. Her wail when she came again in that position was even louder than before.

I didn’t want the neighbors banging on the door, thinking I was beating her up! Pulling out abruptly, I walked to the dresser, rummaging through the drawers. There they are! Before she even looked up, I stepped back, smearing a pair of panties on her pussy, collecting moisture, and shoving them in her mouth.

She tried to push them out, surprised at the unexpected intrusion. I barked again for her to keep them inside as I swatted her ass cheeks… this time very hard. She whimpered, accepting the panties. Then I went right back to plunging.

Groans of the mounting pressure came through her stuffed mouth. Her hands repeatedly gripped her ankles. I knew those signs after Morgan. My young submissive was relishing her ‘bondage,’ her inability to stop what was happening to her.

I jackhammered with all my power, grabbing her hips, leaving her even more restricted in her movements. That sent her over the top again as she writhed underneath me. Her muffled cry of release shook her body as I filled her with my seed. Oh, fuck! This was so hot!

It was time to slow things down a little, allow me to recover.

I helped her into the center of the bed, wrapping her in my arms as I cuddled beside her, pulling the panties out of her mouth. She whimpered again, moving her head onto my chest. Her fingers ran lightly through my chest hair.

“Where did you learn to be such a good Master?” she asked softly.

I thought of chastising her for not adding the ‘Sir,’ but chose not to. Morgan insisted we were ‘in session’ as long as I was in her apartment. That got a little old, so I let it go.

“An excellent teacher,” I chuckled.

“Do you want to do more?” she asked tentatively, as her hand traced down my chest, touching my tight abs, before leaning over, licking all her juices off my cock. I didn’t want to start right away. I grabbed her hair, gently but firmly, pulling her back against me.

“Do you want to be in charge?” I asked.

She trembled, fearful eyes glancing up at me. Lowering her head to my chest again, she said. “No, Sir.”

“Let’s take some time to enjoy each other. Wouldn’t that be okay?” I said, stroking her arm as she leaned against me, nodding. Soon, she moved her head into the crook of my arm, the surprise of my insistence written all over her face. I wondered how many of her ‘masters’ ever did something soft like this.

“Do you do this every weekend… go to Ugly Jack’s and bring guys back to have them use you?” I asked.

She blushed deeply, moving her eyes to wherever mine weren’t. The answer must have been as often as possible.

I reached over, moving her face up so our eyes could connect. “The truth, my pet. I only accept open honesty in a relationship if you want it to continue. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“That’s another thing. I’m not into the whole lifestyle thing. My previous submissive seemed to need it all the time, wanted me to lead her around by a leash, to be controlled constantly. Is that what you want?”

Carissa sat up, pressing her knees cross-legged against me, never losing contact with my skin. I could see the wheels spinning as she wondered how to respond. I stroked her leg, grazing her nipples softly.

By god, these may be the finest breasts ever to touch my fingers. Full and perfectly shaped, they were firm with dollar-sized areolas. Large, sensitive nipples that broadcast her arousal crowned each, both now broadcasting her rigid need. Carissa had won the physical lottery.

I chuckled to myself. Marla endured a lot of back discomfort in recent years because of the weight of her breasts, even thought about a reduction surgery two years ago. With Carissa’s thin frame, hers would likely be worse.

My emotional sensitivity was soaking in all her body language now as she shifted against me. I sensed her growing concern. This must be a delicate part of any new submissive pairing. If she said she didn’t want to be like that, some masters would push her away and walk out the door. If she wanted to be controlled all the time, others would do the same.

“Complete honesty,” I reminded her. “I’m not leaving because of your answer. Just want to get some things settled before we continue.”

She tried to bow her head. I wouldn’t let her, forcing eye contact.

“I’ve never understood why I need sex this way… to enjoy it.” Her face and chest blushed at her admission. “But I do. Have since high school. Probably why I struggle with relationships so much. Normal guys don’t like the way I am. Some of the… harder men get carried away.”

“You don’t like the abuse?” I asked.

“Sometimes… especially the paddling and being tied down. You don’t want to do that?” She asked this with an eager tone that told me SHE certainly did!

I glanced at the cuffs on the nightstand. She giggled, shrugging a little. Those hungry eyes made me smile.

“If you want…” A sigh of relief escaped her chest. I told her to be honest!

“What I don’t want is groveling all the time,” I said, “crawling around, ‘Sir’ me this and that. Don’t like that. I want us to be normal until I say different. Okay?”

She nodded agreement. Then I had a second thought. “Here’s an idea. When I use the word ‘slut’ in a sentence, that will be your signal that I am ready to play. In the apartment, that means you are to drop to your knees, hands behind your back, ready for instruction. No matter where you are. Otherwise, we will be like any other couple. Is that clear?”

“May I make a request, Sir?”

“Of course…”

“I prefer to be naked… when you are here. If you don’t mind, of course. I love it when I’m naked… when my master isn’t. It excites me… makes me taste my submission to you all the time.”

“Is that a trick question?” I grinned, reaching across to grip her breasts firmly. “You have the most beautiful breasts I have ever seen. I would love to have them available whenever I want them.” Another whimsical thought came to me. “Let’s have some fun, too. Whenever I say the word, ‘tits’, you are to move those mounds so they face me, within hands’ reach. You will clasp your hands behind your back, thrusting them out to me. And I will do whatever I want with them.”

If anything, her nipples throbbed even more at that request.

“Yes, Sir.” She would like that very much.

I smiled. Oh yes, we were going to have some fun!
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The rest of that evening, we mainly talked. About her and what she wanted in life. I put my jeans and shirt back on, giving her the submissive nakedness she relished.

During that discussion, I expressed my concern about the risks she routinely took in bringing guys back here, allowing them to tie her down. She seemed embarrassed by it, though her eyes told me the truth. She needed this. There would be no change to her behavior. She enjoyed this play, and I suspected the risk was part of the excitement.

We ate snacks, sat around, chatting like any other couple. Later, I wanted to have some fun. I snuck into the living room, threw my clothes on the side, sitting on the sofa. She was in the kitchen area, her back toward me, replenishing our wine glasses.

“Tits,” I whispered, just loud enough.

She jolted, setting the glasses down, rushing over to stand in front of me, her chest thrust out, hands behind her back. The thrill in her eyes made me grin. She really did like this stuff.

I massaged them for a bit, pinching the nipples, suckling on each as I buried my face into her wonderful cleavage. Morgan liked to have hers roughed up. If Carissa enjoyed paddling, maybe she would like that too.

I reached up for a pinch, twisting them harshly. Carissa shivered at the sudden pain, gripping her hands tighter behind her, all without moving away. I slapped those luscious melons repeatedly with both hands, pinching, pulling, groping them roughly. I enjoyed the sway as the flesh reacted in front of me, but I LOVED the way she moaned when I did it. Her eyes closed as she thrust them out for even more.

Pulling her hips toward me, I guided her to mount my rigid shaft, now sticking out of my lap like a raging bull. Fuck, that got me going!

Carissa pulled her hands forward to help in the position change. As soon as I was inside her, those hands returned behind her. It seemed almost instinctual. She wanted to be bound as much as possible.

I abused those lovely mounds again. Then told her to move her hips. She came moments later, panting heavily at the power of her release. Her arm muscles quivered as the blast tore through her body. Those clasped hands behind seemed to amplify the power.

Before she recovered, I leaned back fully, leaving her sitting up on me, impaled by my need.

“Release your hands. Use me for your pleasure,” I said.

Clearly unaccustomed to her own freedom of movement, she did it anyway. Leaning forward with her hands on my chest, she rotated her hips, moving however she wanted to take her higher.

I pulled her forward, stroking her hair until our tongues found each other. We were making love now. None of the control or submission, just enjoying the sensual touch. Carissa threw herself into this as eagerly as before. Even more so.

I suspected this must be new for her. She immersed herself so deeply into the submissive lifestyle that doing this the normal way must be a big change. Her movements slowed, reacting to the passion of our kissing as my arms wrapped around her.

At that moment, something between us changed. A spark of unfamiliar emotion coursed through me. I was no longer feeding her needs. We were finding a connection. Only Marla had pulled this out of me before. It was as if my cock was merging us together into one body, feeding off each other.

Carissa sensed it, too. Her body folded into mine as our lips grew more passionate. Her arms wrapped around me, allowing my clasp to enfold her very soul. My heart throbbed with desire for this to never end. Gone was the aggressive thrusting and submission.

In all the odd combinations of tender lovemaking and harsh submission, we found our place together. Her mewling of pleasure simply added to my surging joy.

We came in a crescendo of emotion that our lips broadcast to each other. Something happened here. We both knew it. My heart pounded in my chest as I pulled her closer, welcoming this lingering love.

I picked her up, taking her to bed. All thoughts of dominance and submission were long gone. We made love twice more before falling asleep in each other’s arms.

This unexpected emotion, a presence I had only felt once in my life, threatened everything that came before. Ever since Marla and I started our journey in fairyland, my concern centered on Marla going back to Adam. Or that she would find someone to be a better husband than I would ever be. I never expected it would be my heart that found a fresh path to explore.
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For the rest of the weekend, we only left the apartment to eat. Our bodies seldom lost contact. Each touch seemed to strengthen the connection we found there.

My phone was in the bedroom. I didn’t even notice that Marla sent a text late on Friday night. It didn’t matter. It was just another guy she was spending the night with. Nor did I notice her not sending one for the next few nights. Frankly, I didn’t send her one either. I seldom did, mainly because I rarely stayed the night with anyone. And I wasn’t worried about my safety. She didn’t seem to care.

Mostly, Carissa and I cuddled, kissed, and made love. It was as if she was my first girlfriend in school.

On Sunday, I used her ‘slut’ word multiple times, driving her back into submission. She loved it when I pushed her hard, especially when I bound her to the bed, fucking both holes until she begged for me to stop. Not a safeword, mind you. She was just worn out.

I even gave it to her good with some paddles she brought out of the closet… and my belt. That belt seemed to mean more to her, important that it belonged to me. Though, truthfully, these harder sessions seemed to interfere more than add to our pleasure.

The next morning, I awoke to Carissa running around frantically, getting dressed. We had made love deep into the night. She overslept, supposed to be at work in 20 minutes.

I pulled her into my arms. “Call your boss. Tell them you are taking some time off… into next week.”

“You want me to spend more time with you?” she asked. It was all in the tone. Like ‘you would want to spend time with a loser like me?’ That shocked look left me wondering how terrible this young ladies’ life must have been.

I pulled her to me again, kissing her softly. “Unless you don’t want me to stay?”

Those words sank in, as if her mind refused to accept my meaning.

“I’m sorry, I can’t. I have a case coming to trial in two days. Will talk to my boss during the day, see if I can take off the rest of the week. Is that okay?”

With that, she threw an apartment key to me, rushing out the door. I settled back for a nap. The intense weekend left me exhausted.

When I woke, I reached for my phone. Three days had passed since I looked at it. For the first time, I noticed Marla’s lack of update texts about where she was staying… since Friday night. I wondered if she was with the same guy all weekend?

I brought up the Locator app to find her. What the fuck? What was she doing in Chicago? I guess she found someone good this time. Might as well stay with Carissa then.

Even though I only put on clothes when we were out of bed, they were getting a little skanky after three days. I rushed home, grabbed my largest suitcase, stuffed in clothes and my toiletries. Probably shouldn’t have left such a mess in the closet, but why would Marla care? She was with whoever… probably Adam. Shit… I long ago accepted she was too busy with her own pleasure to care about me.

I needed to make it back to the apartment before Carissa returned and was waiting when she did. It still surprised me how her absence, if only for a few hours, left me so horny again.

“May I take my clothes off, Sir?” she asked, standing in front of me in her work clothes. I nodded my approval.

When she did, I used ‘slut’ in every other sentence, binding her to the bed, and fucked the shit out of her. That night, I made her come so hard and loud that I used the panty gag again.

Thankfully, she took the rest of the week off for the trip I planned. We didn’t go far. Just rented a cabin at Bear Lake. But there, at least, we could do whatever we wanted without worrying about who heard us.

I will never forget the intensity of the pleasure we both enjoyed during our stay in that cabin. The place wasn’t large, but we made it in every room, out on the patio, in the woods. It didn’t matter. We were on fire for each other and had the youthful vigor to make good on that fire.

Late Thursday night, after an intense session of lovemaking, we cuddled in bed, sleeping soundly. Marla had barely crossed my mind in several days. A life without Carissa no longer seemed acceptable.
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The vista was almost beyond belief. I was hiking along a mountain path, with dramatic views of the alpine meadows and distant valleys on either side. Yet it wasn’t like anything I had ever seen before. Strange plants and colors, unrecognizable birds flying in the distance. Somehow, I knew this was not the world I lived in.

I saw my companion for the first time. It was the fairy from the booth. Sera… Sera Wing. I even knew her name.

It was as if I arrived mid-conversation. “But every night? Wanting to be with other men? I don’t think she’s even gone to her beloved Adam yet. We talked about no regrets, but shit…”

The fairy touched me lightly. An entire response came into my mind, about Marla needing to find her way, how she required a reminder of how much she needed and wanted me.

But all I heard were three words, ‘Love Beyond Compare.’

I stopped on the path, staring at the fairy in white floating next to me. “Why would she ever want me again, after all this? Our relationship barely existed before her adventures.” Tears were flowing freely. I felt the essence of my life evaporating as thoughts of my beloved grew dimmer.

Another light touch. This time, a full conversation came to me, cutting me to my very heart. About how she was only responding to MY signals. How I neglected my wife for so many years. Marla no longer knew what I felt in my heart. Every action in recent years seemed to push her away.

Yet, all she actually said was ‘Love Beyond Compare.’

I fell to my knees, sobbing. Every part of me wanted my wife, needed her, yet I knew my own actions had driven her away. I feared it was too late.

Something incredible happened at that moment. The fairy touched my shoulder, hovering within inches. Not a light touch this time. Her full hand pressed against my shoulder. A surge of emotion engulfed me… love for Marla pushed everything else away. I knew… it filled me… this was the real me coming out, not the fairy’s ding. She was only bringing it forward.

Sera smiled next to me. Her eyes glowed that brilliant emerald as the blue necklace pulsed on her neck and the wings buzzed behind her.

‘Enjoy and learn,’ was all she said as she nodded, vanishing.

Determination took control. I couldn’t let my wife go. Wouldn’t! I was desperate to reconnect again.
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Waking with a start, I looked around. Not sure where I was. Still in the cabin, with Carissa sleeping next to me. A quick glance at the nightstand clock told me it was almost time to get up, anyway.

I buried my head in my hands, sobbing now at the mess I made of my life. Desire for Marla consumed me. What have I done?!

For the first time, I noticed a message on my phone. It was from yesterday, early.

Marla


Came home to find you moved out. Sorry things worked out this way. I’ve taken a room at the Ambassador. Won’t bother you with updates anymore. Have a good life.




The sobbing started again, waking up Carissa. She got up, holding me in her arms, trying to console a person who only moments before had worshipped a growing love for her.

I have driven away everything important in my life. A sudden dread filled me, knowing I would have to do the same to this young woman… A woman who deserved nothing but love and acceptance. The crying wouldn’t stop now as the true author of this terrible outcome became clear. It was me! I had done this all to myself! Oh god, I just hope it’s not too late…

“Let’s go back to sleep,” I said to Carissa. “No need to get up this early.” She happily agreed as she cuddled against me, asleep moments later. I just laid next to her, doubting sleep would ever come.
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Chapter 14

Best Friends
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Finding Jonah moved out of the house certainly changed my attitude about our visit to fairyland. Irony oozed out of the entire situation. Like an O. Henry story, or something. Now that I finally discover how much I want him, he has given up on me.

All the sexual playing, and even the time with Adam, now seemed tainted. Foolish even, colored with sorrow. The fairy’s dreams and the empty house turned my torrid sex drive over the last few weeks into something nasty and dirty. It cost me my beloved. That’s all that mattered now.

I decided not to take a room at the Ambassador. Doubted I would play much, anyway.

I used the Locator app on my phone to find Jonah. At Bear Lake, deep in the woods. Must be a cabin. I wondered whether he was with someone, or simply hiding. Did it matter? He no longer wanted me.

Tears would not leave my eyes. When he insisted I date around, I rejected the idea at first. He repeatedly told me I needed to find my way back to him with fresh eyes. Now that I had, who would have thought HE would be the one to push me away?!

There was a suite hotel near our home that catered to visiting workers needing a longer-term stay. I took a room for a week, knowing I would probably need it for at least another. That took care of the rest of our fairyland stay. After that, I’d have to figure it out. For now, one thing seemed clear. Going home wasn’t an option.

That night, I grabbed a bite at our favorite neighborhood place, knowing Jonah was at the Lake. Then spent the rest of the night crying in my hotel room.

Memories filled me. Of that first Uber ride, spending the weekend with Carson, even Raul’s pleasure. I still remembered those experiences fondly. However, now… deep inside… they represented more what I lost than the sexual need they sated.

Even though my body was still young, my soul suddenly felt 55 again, used up and worn, as if the cost of all the sexual contact finally came due.
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I awoke the next morning, took a quick shower, then ran home to grab some additional clothes. Looks like I’ll be here for a while. Back to old lady clothes. I only bought a few slinky outfits to play.

On the way to the hotel, I stopped at our neighborhood grocery store to stock up. After going out to eat every night since I started, the idea of doing it again became almost repulsive. Some easy microwave dinners would be perfect. The down time would also let me figure out what to do next.

“Hey, Marla, I thought you two were…” A familiar voice stopped suddenly as I turned. “… oh, I’m so sorry. You looked like a friend of mine from behind.”

“You always talk to strangers like that in grocery stores?” I giggled.

“Only in Aisle 7. Canned goods inspire me.” Clearly embarrassed, I smiled at my dear friend, only happy he hadn’t recognized me for real. “You look so much… Never mind. Sorry to have bothered you,” he chuckled, turning to walk away.

I smiled at my lifelong friend, extending my hand before he left. Marshall never failed to make me laugh. “Marlee’s my name,” I said.

“Marshall,” he replied, shaking it softly. His questioning look made me worry he would put it together if I allowed him to linger too long. Maybe even recognize my voice, or facial expressions. Thankfully, he didn’t make the connection.

“You know, I have a friend named Marla that looked just like you at your age. Amazing resemblance.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“One of my favorite people in the world,” he grinned. “And a genuine beauty… like yourself,” he smiled at me with a wink, pulling my hand up to kiss the back. The perfect gentleman. That wry smile almost made me burst into laughter. Such a smoothie…

My husband’s best friend had a reputation as a ladies’ man. Famous for it. Even though he only married once. His string of girlfriends and ‘friends with benefits’ provided ample fodder for laughter at our regular get-togethers. According to Jonah, his sexual prowess was legendary, though he never explained how he knew that!

Before I met Jonah, Marshall spent two years in an impetuous first marriage. While in college, I think. The experience turned him off of the institution altogether, he always said. Jonah often laughed about his friend’s ‘starter marriage.’ By all accounts, a hot and tempestuous period for his friend. At least, that’s what Jonah said. Marshall never spoke about it. And I mean never. When I asked him about it one time, he quickly changed the subject, refusing to even discuss it.

Marshall apparently grocery-shopped during the day. He only lived a few blocks from our house, and near the same store.

“Sorry to disturb you,” he smiled, “though not really. Always enjoy meeting a beautiful young lady.”

“Do those lines usually work for you at the store?” I smiled back.

He shrugged his shoulders, using his hands to show his happiness to make the effort. “Can’t blame a guy for trying, though I’ve heard the Frozen Goods aisle can be more productive. Visitors are shivering to get together.”

I almost groaned at his terrible joke. His broad smile just warmed my heart.

Looking at him closely, I appreciated him as a 59-year-old, as if for the first time. My husband and Marshall had been best friends since grade school. I will never forget how nervous Jonah seemed when he first introduced me to him. I understood my future husband valued his friend’s opinion highly. He wanted a validation of his choice. Happily, Marshall gave it.

His friend turned out to be a fun-loving and carefree addition to our relationship. His ‘man about town’ persona contrasted sharply with his dour friend. He attended nearly every gallery, film or show opening, with some young woman on his arm. My husband’s underlying seriousness pushed his outgoing personality in a different direction, to making business contacts and new clients. My husband always had an ‘important’ case to win, or an innocent person to save. Marshall always provided the jokes or outrageous stories to tell, seemingly carefree about life altogether.

He was only slightly shorter than Jonah. Where Jonah was built like the weightlifter he had always been, with broad shoulders and massive arms, Marshall tended to the lanky. A lifelong running enthusiast, he competed in several regional marathons. His biggest regret, he told me once, was not qualifying to run the Boston Marathon.

From my newly young eyes, I noticed his excellent shape for his age. Even his hair, that he always wore long, down to his shoulders, only contained sprinkles of gray. A still youthful brunette. Jonah and I accused him of dying it during one drunken, laugh-filled dinner at our place. He protested… au naturel! That long hair only highlighted the soft brown of his eyes and the glow of his slightly darker skin tone, inherited from his Argentine mother. Marshall was a handsome man.

“I’m just picking up some supplies,” I said. “Be glad to do it with you, if you are looking for some company while you shop.”

“Always… It’s true, you know. Grocery stores are the best place to pick up hot chicks.”

I burst out laughing, joining his fun, playfully accepting his side compliment of my being a ‘hot chick’ to be picked up.

This man had been my husband’s best friend for as long as I knew him. Over the last 30 years, he became one of mine as well. I frequently attended business dinners with him when he needed a ‘plus-one.’ Jonah never minded.

A dark thought passed through me. Why would my husband mind? He never wanted to spend time with me, anyway. He welcomed every opportunity to have his friend take this pest off his hands. Calm down… that wasn’t fair.

I suddenly realized how deep my feelings for his friend went. I can’t tell you how many times Jonah made plans to take his friend and me out to dinner, only to back out at the last minute because of work. Usually, Marshall and I would go by ourselves. Or the countless times my husband would invite his friend over to watch a game, or to attend a concert, then end up working late. Marshall would stay anyway, talking, or we would go by ourselves.

As we came to the end of our shopping, I didn’t want our time to end. This man was just what I needed to relax, find my center again. He did that for me over the years. Why not now?

I reached out, touching his arm softly. “Now that we’re done shopping, want to have some lunch? There are lots of places around here.”

He looked at me with that smile I loved. “I’d like that. Though first, I’ll need to run home. Only live a few blocks from here. Need to put the groceries away before this hot August day does too much damage.”

I knew exactly where he lived, of course.

“If you don’t mind, I can put mine in your fridge as well. Pick them up after lunch. Would that be okay?”

Neither of us missed the meaning of that statement. I just volunteered to return to his place after we finished eating. His knowing smile pushed my heartbeat with a desire already causing my sex to moisten. So much for that endless desire being sated, you slut!

“I would like that very much,” he said.

The comfort of our lifelong friendship emerged again as we walked the aisles of the store. He was a good man… with a kind heart, sensitive to others, and seemed willing to do anything for his friend and his family.

Repeatedly, as Jonah stayed preoccupied with work, Marshall would come over, helping us with a kid’s project, or some emergency at home. Now that I am thinking about it, over our entire marriage, he must have spent more weekday family dinners eating at our house than Jonah did.

That bittersweet thought simply accented the regrets about my marriage. Need to push those thoughts away. Focus on the positive now.
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We checked out, and I followed him home. His beautiful place was a Federalist-style home in a recent residential development, custom-built just for him.

Our friend started a consulting firm in his 30s. The hard work he put into that firm told the truth about his joking manner and lack of care about anything. He cared deeply. He now employed nearly a hundred consultants and staff, becoming quite wealthy along the way.

All the way to his home, I worried about what I was doing. So dangerous! The danger already became obvious as we walked the aisles at the store. With every step, I became more interested in this man, having very dirty thoughts.

The big surprise, considering all the time we spent together over the years, is how we stayed ‘just friends.’

The truth of why was really very simple. He loved Jonah like the brother he never had. And he was an honorable man. There was never any doubt in my mind… or Jonah’s, I’m sure… that Marshall would respect the boundaries of our relationship. As a result, our abiding friendship blossomed without the sexual tension that marred my fraying link with my husband. Neither of us was willing to have an affair behind Jonah’s back.

Regrettably, right now, those dirty thoughts consumed this honorable wife as we approached his house. As Marla, despite my powerful feelings for him, it would never have worked. The betrayal would have colored every positive aspect we found. We had our chances over the years. They just never went further.

I was always sure of his love, though. The way he willingly spent so many hours with me and the family told me he felt the same for me as I did for him.

That underlying love swelled as I pulled in behind him in the driveway. Only hours earlier, I sobbed about the loss of my husband, and planned to eliminate all future playing. Now, Marshall seemed my only focus.

Maybe this is really the second chance Jonah had in mind. It clearly wasn’t Adam. That door had been firmly closed. The love I felt for this man had grown slowly over 30 years, becoming a cornerstone of my life. Maybe it WAS Marshall all along.

As ‘Marla,’ the layers of obligation and expectations forced us to stay separate physically, despite the strength of our emotional bond. Now, as ‘Marlee,’ I could let that love flow freely. To explore the joy of our strong connection without fear of damaging whatever remained of my relationship with Jonah.

My resolve to let this play out grew, even if it meant turning physical. That didn’t change the high risk involved. I saw it as we walked the aisles, talking about each other. I gave him the same half-truths I gave to Adam, but Adam seemed easy. He barely knew anything about me.

Marshall was different. He may be my best friend in the world! He understood me like no other person on earth, even my husband. And I knew him just as well.

His company’s success wasn’t guaranteed, despite his hard work. He struggled a lot at the beginning. Jonah helped him get out of two early contracts that turned out to be quite unfavorable to his company.

The challenge for me was to have these conversations without betraying my familiarity. What if I said something that would close a connection in the back of his mind, or accidentally say something about him I shouldn’t have known? There were so many ways for this to turn catastrophically bad… so quickly.

Like my car. I drove my own car to his house. How could he not recognize it? I guess when you are not looking for something; the signs were just coincidences.

None of those reasons mattered now. All the sexual desire that drove me for the last couple of weeks came surging back. This vixen wanted to make love to her friend. And she would not be denied!

[image: ]


Every meal with my friend was fun, but my mind stayed focused on getting into his pants. We drove to one of Jonah’s and my favorite neighborhood places, one of those that only served breakfast and lunch. We had eaten here with Marshall many times. I swear they should make the cinnamon roll they served illegal. It was THAT good!

During the meal, while Marshall told me a story about his neighbor’s house remodeling disaster … naturally, telling it in a way that had me in stitches… my one-track mind returned. I touched him under the table, on his arm, brushed by him on the way to the ladies’ room. I even actively touched his leg while he drove us home.

By the time the garage door closed behind us, his hands touched me back. Our lips found the passion that remained unrelieved over so many years, at least for me. Eventually, he guided me toward his bedroom, our clothes strewn across the house. I could not have wanted a man more.

I dropped to my knees in front of his bed, taking his cock deep into my throat. He chuckled at the depth of the moan that came out of me. Until that moment, I hadn’t realized how much I had always wanted to do this… to make love to my best friend.

As I drove my mouth on his shaft, a weird shame filled me. My best friend should have been my husband. Instead, it was this man that captured my friendship through years of contact.

I stood up, finding his lips again. “I want you to make love to me, Marshall. Always have.” His surprised look caught my attention. Oh, shit… “Ever since that stimulating visit on Aisle 7.”

He chuckled, helping me onto the bed. I barely contained the joy of his touch as he gently dropped beside me, pressing his body against mine. The kissing… How could he not tell this was far more than a one-night stand? This touch had been building for many, many years.

Marshall never gave a clue if he sensed it was more, though when those lips flowed down my body to first touch my sex, I did. When his tongue began licking, I came moments later, thrashing against him as all that emotion bubbled to the surface.

Jonah was right. His friend had a way with a woman. As each swipe of his tongue pushed deeper, his thumb found my bundle of nerves at the tip. I whimpered at the pressure building again so quickly, touching his head, welcoming more. He gave it!

I came twice more before he worked his way to my breasts. He made them seem like the finest ever imagined! Fondling, suckling, worshiping the cleavage between.

When he finally pushed inside me, my arms and legs around him encouraged more. He tried to be gentle at first. My groans, moving hips, and ankles pressing into his ass gave him the message. Soon, he pounded into me as I mewled with pleasure.

The last two weeks flashed in front of me. I made it with many guys during that time, including Adam. None of them felt like this. The loving connection seemed instantaneous.

We seldom left that bed for the rest of the day. And then, only to shower, where he took me roughly against the shower wall. For his age, this guy had some serious stamina!

I went back to the hotel the next morning, though I couldn’t stay away. For the rest of the weekend, I was in his bed constantly. My need for him only grew.

For him, I was just some ‘hot chick’ he picked up along the way. He couldn’t possibly know it was his friend sharing his bed. But I did. All those years of sexual tension finally found a release.

Yes, I admitted to myself. I wanted to do this for a very long time. The joy of our long-standing love exploded inside me.
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Even though I stayed with him for three straight nights, I made it a point to return to the hotel at least once a day. This was important for mental stability. Being able to express my long-held love for Marshall threatened to derail the inevitable reunion with Jonah. I needed these temporary separations to help me come to terms with what this meant after our visit to fairyland ended. There were only five days left.

Jonah was back in the house again. I confirmed that using the Locator app. Sometime soon, that dreaded conversation needed to take place. ‘Marla’ couldn’t show up at his door on our last day, having barely spoken to him for the last two weeks.

Yet, releasing these feelings for Marshall presented the first genuine challenge to our marriage in all our years together. Even through the years of open neglect.

I laid back on the bed of the hotel room, shuddering at this new reality. For three decades, I successfully kept these feelings for my husband’s best friend safely hidden within a carefully constructed ‘friendship’ container. After experiencing his loving embrace, going back to that now seemed impossible.

I sobbed softly on the bed as the realization seeped in. Our careless behavior put all three of us in a terrible bind. We had always been an emotional threesome, even if the relationship between Marshall and I never took physical form. Each of us depended on the other two as the cornerstones of our lives. It had always been that way.

Could Jonah accept this new loving element with his friend without destroying the other parts that we cherished? I didn’t have a fucking clue!


Chapter 15

Love Beyond Compare
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Iwoke with a start, looking around. Not sure where I was. Still in the cabin, with Carissa sleeping next to me. I pushed myself up, noticing for the first time a dark patch on the pillow. It was water from my tears again. I touched my face, still wet from the tears flowing freely only moments before in my dream.

“Wake up, Cari. We have to go.”

Her half-asleep eyes looked up. “Where are we going?”

“I’m sorry, but I have to go home. My time in fairyland is almost over.”

“Fairyland?” she whimpered, now fully awake, yet struggling to understand what was happening. Even after the sobbing of last night, she still seemed confused about what changed so suddenly.

“This has all been unfair to you, and must be confusing, with this ending catching you by surprise.”

“Ending?” Her own tears were flowing now, awareness growing she would not be going with me.

“I have loved our time together. And will never forget the love and the pleasure. Unfortunately, I don’t belong here.”

I stood up, putting my things back in the suitcase, helping her put her own stuff together.

All the way back to town, we talked about why I needed to go home. She didn’t understand any of it. Explaining my really being 59 years old proved impossible. I implored her to stop picking up random guys. To find a man that would love her back.

“That’s not you?” she cried, tears unable to stop as we approached her apartment.

“I am so sorry for that. I wasn’t prepared for how much I would fall in love with you. How deep we would get so quickly…”

I pulled up in front of her building, getting her suitcase out of the back. Before she walked into the building, I held her in my arms. “I cannot ask forgiveness. Don’t deserve it. But please believe me, you are a great person, deserving of all the love in the world. You need to find someone your own age that can be your partner.”

“You’re my age…” she asked, more confused than ever.

“I’m so sorry, Carissa. You deserved so much better than me.”

And I drove off, leaving her sobbing on the sidewalk.
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The need for Marla filled my soul, yet rage controlled me even more. Anger at the whole fucking world! At the fairy, for putting me in this fucking mess in the first place. At Marla, for having to sleep with every dick in town.

And at myself… The ugly truth landed on me like an avalanche. I hated myself at that moment for what I did to Carissa. She offered her heart to a guy who seemed to understand and believe in her. And I let it happen…

I KNEW it would end badly. Had to. In another week, I’d be old again. The person she loved would disappear without warning.

I drove recklessly fast, cutting off other drivers, desperate to get home as I hurtled down the road. Rage at myself grew. For treating that poor young woman like shit. And for wasting all those years on my career, when I should have found a better balance to be with the one I loved.

But most of all, for being such an ASSHOLE! Good Lord, I am so STUPID?!! At every step of my career, I KNEW what I was doing would affect Marla and the kids. Didn’t care. Ambition controlled my very existence. Now that I had achieved everything I worked towards, the final destination turned out to be empty of meaning for the actual world I wanted to live in.

I suddenly remembered the old saying that no one wishes they spent more time at the office… on their deathbed! The reality of what that meant hit me hard as the fairy images drove that sorrow deeper.

When I pulled into the driveway, I sat there for long moments, sobbing… such an asshole… Nothing had changed. Look at the way I treated that young woman. So loving…

I noticed Alice staring at me from her flower bed next door. She had to know what I was doing. What was this young kid crying about? Before she could say anything, I waved to her, trying to convey everything was okay., getting out of the car.

I pulled up my phone. Friday lunchtime. I should call Marla. Try to win her back before it’s too late. Finding the Locator app, it surprised me to see her at our favorite breakfast/lunch place, just down the street. Well, at least she’s back in town. My heart sank, wondering if her meal included the same guy.

That anger at myself already morphed into fear. Too late now, I cried to myself. I thought about driving over there and confronting them. It was only 10 minutes away. Calm down, you ass.

You set her on this course. If I tried to force the issue now, we would have wasted everything we’d been through. Marla would resent me for trying to decide for her. I can’t do that!! She must find her own way home. I told her I would accept her decision. No matter the choice. Too late to change that now. That growing fear morphed into firm resolve.

I shuddered at what that meant for us… but mostly for me. The crying started again as I walked into the house, seeing the shape of our bedroom. Marla emptied chunks of her closet with her largest suitcase, our bathroom shorn of what toiletries she failed to take before. She must be planning for a longer stay this time.

There was only one week left! Our visit to fairyland ended this coming Thursday. Had she already decided, planning to stay away even after we returned?

All I could think about was Marla and the mess I made of our lives. My wife had been a loving spouse, always working hard to keep our family together, no matter how hard I pushed her away.

I thought for sure she would talk to a divorce lawyer after I missed Jackie’s birth. Yet she hung with me. Over the years, I repeatedly did shit like that. A dark question appeared suddenly. Was it self-destructive or intentional? Did I unconsciously want her to go?

‘NO!’ I shouted that last into the room. That wasn’t it. All doubt suddenly vanished.

Yet, all the regret remained. I reached into the cabinet, grabbing a bottle of Scotch. Once I began drinking, I didn’t stop.
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When I came out of my stupor, late Saturday afternoon light poured through the windows. An entire day lost. I looked around. How did I end up on the kitchen floor with an aching head?

Apparently, I stumbled into the room, fell over, hitting my head on the cabinet. The lump on the side of my head swelled, though not badly. I looked at my pupils in a mirror. They seemed to react correctly to the light. Hopefully, I didn’t have a concussion.

Though nothing helped the sudden nausea. Moments later, I began worshiping the porcelain god in our hall bathroom, as my guts tried to return everything I ate over the last two days. It had been a long time since I got drunk like this. Not long enough, I lamented.

When my stomach settled enough for me to sit back on my haunches, the crying tried to start again. ‘NO,’ I shouted again into the room. Enough of that! My head pounded from the alcohol, but I stood up, admittedly with a little wobble. The pity train was going to end. And right NOW!

Walking back into the kitchen, I surveyed the damage. Broken glass spread in one corner, where I apparently tossed several dishes in anger.

Then the real heartbreak came, dropping to my knees, picking up the whiskey bottle on the floor. Oh my god, what was I thinking?! I must have reached into the liquor cabinet, grabbing the nearest bottle.

On my night of drunken rage, I finished an entire bottle of my finest scotch. It was the Deanston 30-year-old whiskey, given to me by Marshall the night the firm made me a named partner. I could never replace that bottle, and what it meant to me.

Thoughts of Marshall just made me gloomier. How would I tell him how I lost Marla?

It would break his heart, though I suspected that heartbreak would not be for me! After all our years together, he didn’t fool me for a minute. I swear, he loved her more than I did, if that was possible. Likely more than he loved me, no matter how many years we had been best friends. I can’t tell you the number of times he saved my marriage by being there when Marla needed something, and I was always too busy. His presence took the pressure off my neglect.

At first, I grew jealous about the time they spent together, and the glowing way she talked about him. Even in the way he looked at her.

As I sat there staring at the empty bottle, understanding came. In every way that mattered, she married two men. Her life’s great paradox, I suspected. She had one husband that could make love to her, yet didn’t want to be bothered… nor gave her the time to do it. The other husband, an honorable man who wouldn’t make love to her, yet cherished every minute he spent with her.

It often surprised me they never consummated that love. Especially considering all the time they spent together. I was around so seldom, they could have been doing it for years without my knowledge. Yet, they didn’t. Even a numskull like Mr. Couldn’t-Care-Less would have recognized that change.

Now… at this moment… her happiness was the only thing on my mind. I laughed to myself. Maybe that’s what I should change when we go back to being old. If I can’t give her the love she needs, maybe I should give Marshall permission to do it for me. Shit… this visit to fairyland has surely given me some bizarre thoughts.

After I cleaned up the shards of porcelain dishes off the floor and made a pot of coffee, I sat back to wonder where I was going next. Whether we reverted to the older versions of ourselves at the end of this fairyland adventure no longer mattered. Both casual and work clothes were gone from her closet. Marla planned to stay long after fairyland.
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I needed to get out of the house. Katrina came immediately to mind. She had no illusions of a relationship, nor a need for one. Luckily, she answered my call. I told her to dress up. Took her to Tomasino’s Italian Restaurant, the finest place in town, and arranged a room at the business hotel across the street. Just what I needed. I’d fuck that woman all night long!

This young lady took her lessons to heart. At dinner, she told me about her adventures, especially a recent visit to Rick’s, where she picked up a guy and gave him a blowjob in the alley. When my eyebrow raised in question, she laughed with utter joy. ‘Of my choice,’ she giggled.

Her fresh interest in sex led to several sessions with unexpected partners, apparently, including one with her roommates. They turned out to be lesbians. Katrina decided after that session that she might be bi. She enjoyed the roommate’s action very much.

Her cries of pleasure while we humped in the room settled my heart… a little. Though when I woke Sunday morning, a new resolve took control. I was no longer interested in sleeping around just to have some fun. Katrina was nice, and I hoped she had a glorious life, but when we parted, I made sure she understood it was for the last time.

During my lunch at the breakfast place where she had been on Friday, I sent my wife a text.

Jonah


I really am sorry about how things turned out. Wish it could have been different. I still love and miss you so much.




I’d like to talk… if you’re willing. Like a date. No obligation. We only have a few days left.




I wanted to say more, but didn’t want her to feel any pressure to agree. It had to come from her.

Another several hours of torment consumed me that afternoon, as I wondered if she would ever talk to me again.

In a flash of anger, I logged into my office account, getting the home address of Adam Chance. I drove over there, parking down the street of the Brighton Tower, wondering if she would come out with him. Frankly, I didn’t know what I would do if they were together, but I somehow needed confirmation.

I waited several hours before he finally came out with a young man and a woman, clearly with child. It caught me completely by surprise. Marla wasn’t there. That must be his son and his wife. The resemblance of young to old is unmistakable.

If she’s not with him, then who? I pulled my phone out, looking for the Locator app. With a deep breath, I put it back in my pocket. Calm down… you need to let it play out. Your impatience will cost you any chance of getting her back.

Several more hours went by without a reply. I read books, watched a baseball game on TV, even napped a little. The phone was never far from my hand. Nothing came. Just about midnight, I awoke with a start, lying on the sofa. My phone binging loudly.

Marla


Thought you didn’t want me. I came home to find your suitcase gone.




Fuck! Must have been when I was at the Lake with Carissa.

Jonah


I always want you, even if my actions don’t make that clear sometimes. Just went to the Lake for a few days. Back at the house now.




Marla


What kind of date?




Nothing special. Maybe back to Alfredo’s. You love their smoked salmon.




NO! Been there too often… recently.




I see… :)




How about tomorrow night? I’ll meet you at Jasper’s. Maybe we can end the dinner better this time around.




I’d like that. See you at 7.




Sleep proved a challenge after that, yet exhaustion set in eventually.
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The fairy traded the mountain vistas for a forest floor of interesting, if unknown, plants and fauna. This was not any Earth I recognized. Sera floated right next to me. Her emerald green eyes blazed with energy, her wings buzzing actively.

Again, I seemed to enter mid-conversation. “Of course! I hope she’ll come home with me after dinner. Hope it’s not too late for us to patch things up.”

Her light touch. Images came hurtling at me again. Of our kids, and of their growing years. Picture after picture. Not a single one with me in it. Only Marla offering praise and appreciation for the work they had done. Occasionally, Marshall was in an image, clapping for the science project or encouraging them as they rode a bike for the first time. Him pushing them as they wobbled. Not me… him!

‘Love Beyond Compare,’ she whispered to me.

Sorrow filled me once again, tears threatening to return. I steeled myself against them, turning to the fairy.

“Is it too late? Can I stop the way we are moving apart?” I halted abruptly on that forest path, staring at the fairy. Her eyes glittered in that bright emerald.

‘Love Beyond Compare,’ she whispered, touching me with her full hand again.

It was as if she unlocked all the years as they flashed by, one after another. My tears came full force now. Unbidden and unstoppable. I did everything I knew to push Marla away, leaving the person I claimed to love alone all those years, growing increasingly bitter. Along the way, certain images disturbed me even more. I tried to ignore them. The fairy’s touch would not allow it as my mind flew open. ‘KNOWING’ poured in.

I fell to my knees in shock, finally understanding. It was Marshall. Marshall that gave her love beyond compare. Not her legal husband, but her real one. The one that returned his love in ways she understood.

The fairy’s insight added a new twist to this drama. The truth sank in. It was my friend who argued against breaking up every time she discussed it, repeatedly imploring her to give it another try. I somehow understood now how much this hurt him to say it. He truly loved her. Wanted her more than he would say. Yet, it was HE that saved our marriage, despite the hurt it cost him. No matter his feelings, he understood Marla would be a broken woman if she left me. Despite everything I had done to push her away, her heart still belonged to me. His primary concern was HER feelings… not his own. The contrast to my selfish behavior could not be starker!

An understanding seeped in. ‘Love beyond compare’ took on an entirely new meaning suddenly. HE loved us both enough to sacrifice himself. To bear the burden no one should have to endure. And for so many years.

Sera pulled back, her wings buzzing with excitement. That blue medallion pulses on her chest.

‘Enjoy and learn,’ filled my mind as she slowly faded away.
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When I woke the next morning, that dream and the images lingered long after I was up and around. I felt an excitement I had not sensed since the entire experience began. My wife had agreed to talk. I only hoped that meant she wanted to stay together after our visit to fairyland finished.

All day, I cleaned the house, did laundry, and got everything ready in case she came home with me.

My heart knew how important this date was for our future. I had to convince her to return. If we didn’t close that gap before the date on the ticket, I sensed we would never be together again.

Just as important, Marshall must be part of my planning. He deserved better than what I gave him to this point. His reward for being my friend had been only a life of loneliness where I held the love of his life just beyond his reach. Like Sisyphus, doomed by Zeus to roll a boulder up a hill for eternity. My selfishness doomed my best friend to roll his own boulder. That must stop. And right NOW!


Chapter 16

Revelations
[image: ]


As I sat in my hotel room, all I thought about was the danger of our being together. For him, as much as for me. Consummating a physical relationship with Marshall forced me to accept a truth I had hidden from myself for decades. The real reason I stayed with Jonah through all those years of neglect. Because I had two husbands. One that I loved and slept with. The other that I loved just as much, who became my companion.

My new lover had no way of knowing it was his long-time friend in this youthful body. Yet, instinctively, his heart understood. There was no other explanation for the way we merged so comfortably into each other, so quickly.

For long stretches, we would lie in bed, stroking and touching, kissing and talking. This wasn’t an exploration of new love, at least it wasn’t for me. A profound romantic relationship, one that grew bit by bit over decades, had finally found physical expression. Looking into his eyes, I knew he felt the same.

Sunday morning, my nervousness grew with his now obvious love for me. After we took a quick shower, I told him I needed to run ‘home’ for a quick change of clothes, asking him what he wanted to do tonight. He was confident we’d figure it out. Something will surely come ‘up,’ he smiled salaciously.

I would like that, I told him, but inside, I needed to get out of there. To think about the future. My trip to fairyland was ending in four days. If our belief in how this worked was correct, ‘Marlee’ would literally disappear, replaced by the old me.

My heart broke at what this would do to Marshall. And to me. Even if I didn’t end up with Jonah again, how would ‘Marla’ explain to Marshall my sudden willingness to sleep with him?

If I stayed with Jonah, could I ever go back to the way it was before? To being ‘just friends’ again? The very thought of that made me tremble with sorrow.

There was no other choice. Fairyland was a temporary place, a vacation from my real life. I would be returning to ‘Marla,’ no matter what my preference. That would mean I had to tell Marshall that ‘Marlee’ could never see him again, even though ‘Marla’ would return to regular contact only days later. Doing that without wanting to touch him, after these days of bliss, now seemed impossible. All the complications of what was to come spun in my head.

The thought of separating from him brought tears and sobbing as I sat on the bed of the hotel room. Oh, Marshall… That conversation would break both our hearts.
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On the drive back to Marshall’s place, I finally looked at my phone for the first time in days. There was a text from Jonah.

Jonah


I really am sorry about how things turned out. Wish it could have been different. I still love and miss you so much.




I’d like to talk… if you’re willing. Like a date. No obligation. We only have a few days left.




Oh my god! As if life hadn’t become complicated enough, my husband reappears. The time stamp said he sent this earlier today. I wondered if he was back from the Lake yet.

I wasn’t even sure what to say to him. For now, I let it go. My heart would not allow interference with my return to Marshall.

That afternoon, I doubt even the Galveston trip compared to the intensity of our sexual attraction. Besides the bed, Marshall took me on the kitchen table, on the back of the sofa, and even on top of the washing machine while I waited for the clothes to finish. The fireworks when I came grew more ferocious with each blast. This exquisite pleasure drew me even closer to him.

And everything I was responded, wanting him just as badly. Every time he would cum, I would be on my knees, coaxing him back to life. But he was still 59 years old. We’d been going at it steadily for three days now. His recovery periods stretched longer between each cycle. ‘Marla’ recognized the signs, even though her younger body refused to admit it, wanting more.

As evening turned to night, the joy of our time together needed a breather. Marshall rolled me on my back, beginning an inch-by-inch exploration of my body. My new lover wanted to learn every part of me, he said, as I giggled at his touch in, well, ticklish areas. Naturally, he examined my breasts and sex closely, languishing on them with his lips, long tongue strokes, and active hands. More releases came, now easier, as I moaned under his care.

When he turned me over, he started at my head, examining every skin imperfection and body feature. He talked about them all the way down. How he loved even the small mole on my neck, just behind my ear. He massaged his way down, spending ample time on my firm buttocks, down to my toes.

By this time, he was hard again, entering my sex from above with his legs straddling either side of my hips.

“I have a confession to make,” he said, moving just enough to keep us both stimulated. “Remember when I first met you? I said you looked like a good friend of mine? You really do. So much that I allowed myself to pretend you were her. I’m really sorry about that. Unfair to us both.”

“You liked her?” I asked.

“The love of my life. No one has ever touched my heart the way she does… until you came along, that is.”

“Why didn’t you get together with her?”

“An unfortunate situation. Married to my best friend.”

I shuddered underneath him, finally making the connection. He was talking about me. “Must have been difficult…”

“You know, it really wasn’t. My friend was so obsessed with his career, he didn’t mind me spending time with her. I think over the years I was with his family more than he was.”

“Must have been hard, though. Being so near, unable to touch.”

“That was hard. And as the years passed, his work remained the most important thing to him, we had plenty of opportunities to let it go further… I just couldn’t. I loved them both so much… didn’t seem right.”

I moaned at his words, his passion feeding the pleasure of his movement inside me. As he began moving with purpose, pushing me higher, a sorrow seeped into my very soul. When we came together, the pleasure of my orgasm only pushed that sorrow deeper. He pulled me into his arms, ready to sleep.

All I thought about was the sorrow that overwhelmed everything else.

Sorrow, wondering if this would be our last time together.

Sorrow, about the hurt my leaving would cause this man, who deserved so much better.

Sorrow, that the marriage with my husband, while grounded in genuine love, had become only a shadow of its former self.

Marshall stroked my hair, draping his arm across me. My back cuddled against him.

“Told you that as an apology,” he said. “I don’t understand what it is about you. I get the same feeling I always did with her. You have given this old man thoughts that I might have a relationship with someone I love. I just didn’t want you thinking it was your resemblance that caused me to get so attached.”

I said nothing, cuddling closer. So comfortable, so real, so NORMAL. In any other life… any other circumstance… I could easily see myself choosing to stay here. But we weren’t in that other life. Never would be. I would go back to the real me in only a few days.
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Sleep simply wouldn’t come as I cried softly, feeling the glow of Marshall’s love for me. Yet, all I thought about was Jonah and his text message. Within four days, something was going to happen. We didn’t really know what, though I was sure it meant returning to the way we were.

This youthful version of myself would not be here for Marshall either way. Real life was coming, and soon.

That sorrow returned, as the reality sunk in. I got up, grabbing my phone, walking into the bathroom, softly closing the door. I sobbed for a little while, wondering how I was ever going to tell my lover I was leaving for good, even though I must.

Marshall wasn’t mine to have. I wasn’t a young girl that captured his heart. Not really. No matter the strength of our past relationship, going back was not one of multiple choices available. Our fairyland stay would soon be over. Jonah WAS my husband. It could be no other way.

It was near midnight when I picked up my phone. I wondered if my husband would even be there.

Marla


Thought you didn’t want me. I came home to find your suitcase gone.




With each text exchange with Jonah, I grew more confident this was the right choice. The newness of raw emotion, so prominent in the last few days with Marshall, could not replace the love for my husband. Agreeing to meet him at Jasper’s only made it more real in my heart.

I loved Marshall more than it seemed possible, but I BELONGED with Jonah. He held my soul in a way that was permanent. Even if we didn’t survive our visit to fairyland as a couple, it’s hard for me to imagine ending up with Marshall. I didn’t have it in me to tear best friends apart to satisfy my selfish claims. Jonah and Marshall needed each other just as much as I needed them.

A complicated mix of joy and sorrow wouldn’t let me go. I was excited about seeing my husband again, yet the coming split with Marshall tainted all that eagerness.

When I crawled into bed with my new lover, a calm settled in. It would be hard, though necessary. Like all those years that Marshall resisted touching me because it would have been wrong, now it was my turn.

No matter my love for him, ‘Marlee’ was a fiction. I needed to leave before it got any worse. Sleep finally came as I cuddled into his arms, relishing his touch. The knowledge that this would be our last night together just made it more poignant.
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The next morning, my ‘old man’ seemed plenty revived. I gave myself to him completely. Somehow, knowing this would be the last time gave it a depth that surprised us both. Our kissing became even more passionate. He never attempted the phases of hard thrusting and gentle touching of before. This was all soft, touching, tender, as if even he sensed something had changed between us.

Afterward, we lay in the orange glow of our passion for each other. I rolled onto my back, pushing into his arms. I no longer cared if this made any sense to him. It did to me and needed to be said.

“I love you, Marshall Chadwick. Always have. You have been the rock of my existence for as long as I can remember. Through everything, you have stood by my side and given me just the right advice, even when it hurt you to do so. I wanted you to know how much it meant to me, despite the price you paid.”

Before he replied, I kissed him softly, a loving touch of longing and mourning. He saw the tears already forming as I got out of bed, gathering my clothes. The confusion of my words was now compounded by what was happening.

“Marlee, what…”

Leaning over, touching his lips, I shook my head not to speak.

“I’m sorry, my love. Really am. I can’t explain to you what has happened, but I must go. I cannot be the love you need, nor can my love for you go any further.”

My tears were flowing openly now, without hope of relief, for either of us. The same was happening to him. The sudden and unexpected end surged in his crestfallen face.

After getting dressed, I leaned down to touch his arm one last time.

“I am so sorry…”

Grabbing my purse, I turned to walk out of the room. The heartbreak grew stronger as the front door closed behind me, knowing the sounds of his crying from the bedroom would haunt me for the rest of my life.

I ran to my car, throwing myself in, peeling down the street. I didn’t get far. The weeping wouldn’t stop. I pulled over two blocks away, wailing into my hands. I just destroyed the very best thing in my life. It didn’t matter that there was no choice, or that it would have happened by Thursday, anyway. But Marshall, my Marshall…

I screamed my frustration at what I had done to my best friend in the world, banging the steering wheel hard enough it hurt my hands. This ache paralyzed me as I wept openly in the car, unable to understand why the fairy would allow me to do this to a man who deserved so much better.

A knock on my window found an older man looking at me with concern on his face. I rolled the window down.

“Are you okay, ma’am?” he asked.

I sat back in my seat, trying to collect myself. “I’m fine. Just gave some bad news to a friend. Wish I didn’t have to.”

“Life is like that sometimes. Hope you’re alright.”

I nodded that I was, rolling the window back up. The car practically flew back to the hotel, where I flung myself on the bed. The accumulation of everything that had happened over the last three weeks landed on me with a hard emotional impact. I wept on the bed until sleep finally took me.

[image: ]


The vista changed, but this was clearly the same world the fairy took me to before. Flowers glowed around me as I lay on the ground, still naked. The tender touch of the grass providing a cushion.

Sera flew above me, looking down at my prone form. Tears still flowed down my face.

She nodded to me, reaching down for that now familiar touch. Images flowed again. Only this time, these all included Marshall. The way he always seemed to be there when I needed him. His help with the kids. His loving touch when I needed reassurance. The laughter as his joking left me joyful no matter the circumstance.

‘I’ve destroyed him. Don’t you see? You didn’t hear him crying when I walked out on him.’

Another touch, more images flowed. This time of me sobbing when Jonah had not been there at some point. Of me crying when our son Barrett tested positive for cancer. It turned out to be a false positive, but Marshall was the one next to me, consoling me with comforting words, not my husband.

‘Why are you showing me all these reasons I should be with him?’ I cried out.

‘Love Beyond Compare,’ was her only reply.

But these words came as she placed her full hand across my chest. I was startled as the flood of images became a torrent. Of the shame, but not mine. They were all Jonah.

Of his frustration when the judge refused to postpone the trial when he got the call about Jackie’s birth. About his growing discomfort at having to dedicate so much time away from me. Of his remorse when he realized what his career focus had done to me.

‘KNOWING’ filled every crevice. Shit… he felt the same regret as I did.

A ball of flame the size of a softball appeared in front of my husband’s dream image. Burning like a torch, it pulsed. I somehow knew it was his love for me. I tried to reach out to touch it. Another ball of flame appeared above me, shining just as brightly. Mine responded as if Sera threw lighter fluid on the flame, rushing toward Jonah’s. Our yellow and orange merged into each other, dancing with the joy of being together once again. I gasped as the ‘Knowing’ hit me again, recognizing the joy I felt only with Jonah.

‘Love Beyond Compare,’ Sera repeated.

The truth slammed into me as our flames danced. Of course. My husband wanted me as much as I wanted him. Nothing could change that. MY feelings for Marshall had little to do with that bedrock of my life.

Then the image flow changed. To focus on Marshall and Jonah, of them together, their closeness. Of the time we went on a balloon ride in Arizona. Jonah was there for a law conference. Marshall and I flew down to spend a weekend touring the red rocks of Sedona together. While there, we took a hot-air balloon ride over the valley. The balloon struggled in the landing, hitting the ground too hard. It threw us on top of each other as the gondola dragged across the desert floor. We held on for dear life, but we did it together. There was a spark in Jonah’s eye at that moment, seeing us all touching at the same time…

Confusion at this memory caused me to look up at Sera. Those emerald eyes blazed as her wings excitedly buzzed behind her. Could she mean…

‘Enjoy and learn,’ she whispered, fading into the background.

[image: ]


When I woke, the sorrow remained, but the dream took the edge away. There was only one decision to make. The only one truly possible. The memory of our flames dancing in joy seemed to mellow the sorrow. I laid back, finally understanding. Returning to Jonah had always been the only option. Even with the strength of my love for Marshall, nothing was stronger than the bond with my husband.

I looked over at the clock. It was already near 5 o’clock. I needed a shower. Maybe that black dress I wore on my first play night would be the right choice. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I saw Sera smiling, her eyes blazing…
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Chapter 17

The Date
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Jasper’s remained the same over the last three weeks. The curious blend of modern buildings and old-world Italian decor continued to work its magic. Antonio greeted me warmly when I arrived 15 minutes early, though his clear lack of recognition made me chuckle. When we first started our visit to Fairyland, we worried people would recognize us. Seems so silly now.

I came early, hoping to get a secluded table, in case our conversation got either emotional or ribald. It could go either way. When I pointed to the booth in the back corner, Antonio gave me a knowing wink. The owner served thousands of customers over nearly as long as I’ve been married. He’s seen every type of request. Or maybe it was the ‘looking for a happy ending’ smile as he led me back.

‘I am expecting a beautiful young woman with long auburn hair. Unmistakable,’ I told him. He promised to send her back as soon as she arrived.

I went all out for our first date, pulling my best suit out of the closet. The suit and tie fit a little tightly around my youthful chest and neck, both larger than my deflated 59-year-old self. Still, I looked very dapper in this outfit. My shoes even got a polish that would make a Marine proud.

This had been standard dress through much of my young adulthood. I chuckled as I sat down, remembering the vanity almost second nature in my youth.

Oh yes, showing off my sculpted physique became a standard part of the ‘Yarbrough look.’ Every successful lawyer needs to be smart. To set myself above the rest, I wanted to take my image to another level. Smarts I had. Very confident in my abilities. But I also wanted to portray that to even a casual observer. I wanted them to see a strong, good-looking, and serious attorney that the client would want to deal with. Tonight, I hoped this suit would remind Marla of why she chose me back in the day.

Truth is, I felt giddy, like a high schooler having asked out a girl, surprised she accepted. I ordered a Woodford Reserve bourbon; one ice cube, of course. Considered ordering her typical Italian white wine, but waited for her to make that choice. I couldn’t remember exactly what she liked as a young woman.
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I stood, almost unable to breathe, as Marla walked toward the booth. She wore the same black midi dress she chose for that first night of playing. The high waistband pushed her breasts into a deep cleavage, emphasizing her lack of a bra. And the 4-inch black stilettos worked to emphasize her legs.

My god, I almost forgot how beautiful she was. It made me cringe that Carson had last taken that dress off her. Chuckling to myself, that was likely her message. A little jealous… and envious. Definitely her new style.

I hugged her casually at first, like greeting a colleague at a business lunch, unsure of her reaction. My wife pressed herself against my chest, having none of that.

“I missed you so much,” Marla said, leaning her head up to kiss me.

“You have?” I said, pulling back in feigned shock. “I’ve barely seen you in three weeks.” My open smile and encouragement for her to join me in the booth told her I was teasing.

Her welcoming smile and passionate kiss set my heart to pounding. I remembered that smile, from so long ago. Full of love, and desire, and fun.

She didn’t sit primly at the booth either. Once I sat down, she moved closer, making sure we stayed as intimate as we could be in this public setting. I melted as she cuddled close, placing my arm around the top of the booth, allowing her to move closer.

“I only did what you told me to… what was your phrase… sow my wild oats? Wasn’t that it?” she giggled. Her hand traced up my leg, finding a member hungry for her touch.

“Yes, I did,” I said, my laughter joining hers. “You took that advice to heart.”

“Thank you for that, my love,” Marla said. “It really was fun. Had great lovers, and not-so-great, though all were enjoyable in their own way. I obsessed about my lack of experience over the years. Mainly when you and I went through our periodic dry spells. I won’t worry about that any longer.”

She sensed me tense, quickly changing the subject. “How about you? Sow some oats of your own?”

“Sure… though I ran into some young women with serious kinks.”

“Do tell…” she laughed.

And we did. While we ordered and drank, we talked. Luckily, I didn’t order that wine. She ordered a Blanton bourbon rocks, smiling at the surprised look on my face. ‘I tried some new things,’ she teased me.

We talked and talked, eventually outlasting our food. A bar two doors down from Jasper’s offered a new venue for the conversation. After we finished the meal, we moved next door, continuing our talking… and drinking.

Marla told me about the parade of men and how much pleasure they gave her. Carson and Raul were prominent in that storytelling. Her tales were full of pleasure, and the vixen thrill of the hunt.

In between stories, she asked why we never played around over the years, or been more active in sharing our sexual favors. She really enjoyed the outside activity, apparently. According to my wife, the playing seemed to enhance her desire for me, not lessen it. This was one of the surprise findings of her fairyland experience, she said.

What could I say? We barely had sexual contact at all in the last 15 years. Saying ‘yea or nay’ might have been tough considering how little we actually touched each other. Not sure I would willingly share her, anyway. It hurt hearing about her adventures now… when I already had an idea of what was coming. I’m pretty sure allowing her to play whenever she wanted… as a lifestyle, so to speak… would have been too much for me. Though, obviously not for her.

Considering how sexual she was in our early years, and how indifferent I became, it always surprised me she didn’t fool around more. With or without my permission.

My thoughts wandered back to one of the fairy dreams as a surge of guilt took over. Another selfish turn, you ass! She always showed interest. The fairy’s hard truth hit me as I listened to Marla talking. Why should she live without because YOU couldn’t care less?

Though something was missing… something major. All the while she talked, I concentrated on her body language and tone. My 30 years of having clients lie to me developed a finely honed radar for disinformation. That radar tripped as I listened.

Everything she said was true, but her narrative… the thread holding it all together… seemed skewed, leaving something important out. She tried to keep everything about the fun… about the pleasure. My own experiences also found those aplenty, but there were just as many difficult emotional turns. Why would she be different? Must be leaving something out…

While I stewed on that, my stories also emphasized the pleasure, but mine focused on the often weird endings. The push away by Isabella, the lesson teaching of Katrina, and of the open kink of Morgan and Carissa.

Several more drinks at the bar definitely got a buzz going. All the while, she moved closer to me in the booth, openly touching. Little doubt remained of where we would end up, as far as my little slut was concerned. I wanted to go there too, but the missing piece needed to come out before I made love to her again. No matter how much I wanted to.

At some point, I said it. “So, tell me about Adam? You never mentioned him.”

I might as well have hit her with a Taser, the way she jerked back. “Why do we need to talk about him?”

“Marla, did I miss something? He was the reason you played around at all. Can I assume this reaction means it didn’t go well?”

She sat there. I could see the emotional turmoil inside, wondering how much to reveal. “Not sure I want to talk about it,” she finally got out.

“Okay… there’s no requirement you do so. But if you do, I’m here.”

Tears formed in her eyes as she stared at me. Must not have gone well. Suddenly, she got up, almost sprinting toward the restroom sign. Her silence filled me with dread about what was coming. Fuck! I shouldn’t have brought it up.

Long minutes later… as I worried she slipped out the back… Marla returned to our booth. This time, she sat primly, no longer touching. Her eyes avoided contact.

“I saw him. We spent several days together.”

Sitting back in the booth, I waited, my heart already showing signs of a cataclysmic meltdown. If she didn’t mention it, it must have been bad.

“He ran into me at Alfredo’s one night. Called me Marla until I turned around. Very weird pretending not to know him. We spent the next five days together.” Tears flowed as I reached my arms around her. The emotion threatened to tear away her resolve.

I touched her hand in her lap. She shuddered, though didn’t pull away. “Marla, no one else is going to understand. I told you I would let you go if you wanted to be with him.”

She nodded, then started talking. About how they met. How intense it became when she discovered she was his ‘one that got away.’ Her surging emotions. After she said that, I pulled my hand back, wondering how bad this would go.

She told me about the trip to Chicago. And finally, about the trip back, and the rough ending.

“He didn’t share the intense feelings you did?” I asked.

“No, Jonah. He did. Even stronger. But for me, by the end of the five days, I understood the core of it was all a schoolgirl’s fantasy. An idyllic love that never really existed, except in my memory. As you suspected, he’d been living with that same fantasy all these years. Pining for me. Wasn’t that the phrase you used? Toward the end of those amazing days, I finally grew up, realizing we would not have stayed together, even in college. Love is more than intense physical intimacy. And we had plenty of that in those five days. I’m sorry if that hurts your feelings, babe. You needed to understand.”

She must have seen my hardening face. “Don’t you see?” she said, taking my hands in hers. “Love includes so many ineffable things that make it real… for life. Adam and I had our chance back in college. And even a second chance, courtesy of the fairy. But it made no difference. No matter how intense the physical attraction, he wasn’t my true love. Never would be.”

There was something else… something underneath it all. My radar was blasting full open now.

“Then who is?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“You, ya big oaf. Why do you suppose I’m here tonight?”

I said nothing, sitting back, letting it sink in. Did I dare to hope the risk paid off? That she actually came back to me of her own choice? Still, that radar continued tingling at full blast. Not the whole story… something else…

She didn’t let me ask about it. “Now, your turn to tell me the truth,” she said.

“Truth?”

“About Carissa. That’s a unique name. It’s the paralegal from your office, isn’t it? The one you always complained about… Have you always wanted her, but were never willing to admit it?”

This sudden turn took me by surprise. I had to pull back from my concentration on Adam.

“What? Carissa?” I got out. Marla let it hang there, saying nothing. “No… it wasn’t anything like that. I went to a movie and saw her there with some friends. At first, I wanted to take out some sick form of revenge. The way she treated the older partners and me. Always left me furious. I planned to fuck her, then dump her hard. Teach her a lesson.”

Marla gasped. “You wouldn’t do that…”

“Well, that was my intention, anyway,” I smiled. “Didn’t work out that way.” So I told her what happened. Going back to her apartment. Her surprising need for submission. How I used all my new skills learned from Morgan. “Marla, I didn’t have it in me. To exact revenge the way I said. The rougher she wanted it, the more I made sure I gave her what she needed. From there, it got out of hand.”

“You fell in love with her?” she gasped.

“Kind of… We made love a lot. Not always the rough kind, either, though we did plenty of that. By the end, it seemed mainly tender and loving.”

My eyes turned away. I could not face my wife, talking about another woman this way. She scooted closer, taking my hands in hers.

“Jonah, tell me. No one else is going to understand,” she smiled, repeating my line back at me.

I looked at her, love surging out of me. THIS is why I loved this woman so much. She understood me better than I understood myself. Marla became the rock of my life for a reason, no matter how many times I pushed her away.

“I guess… I came to a moment like yours with Adam. I wouldn’t be young for much longer. And I finally admitted to myself that these fresh feelings were no substitute for you. In the back of my mind, I figured she would do as a replacement if you left me for Adam. But I decided even that wouldn’t work. I will always love you, Marla. And only you. I’ve known that in every fiber of my being. How you and I lucked out in finding each other so young remains a mystery. But Carissa, even if she brought feelings out of me, would never be a substitute for you… not even close.”

Tears filled my eyes. I stopped because the emotion crowding in would not allow me to continue.

“Still…not easy to say goodbye, was it?” she asked.

“Not because I didn’t want to go. Only because of the hurt I caused her. We connected and she was looking forward to more. Unfortunately, my 27-year-old self couldn’t explain why I had a rendezvous with a 59-year-old future. I felt like such an ass, letting it go so far, and cutting it off so sharply. It wasn’t fair to her.”

The look in Marla’s eyes told me she knew EXACTLY what that meant. That she experienced the same thing. Yet… my radar continued pumping … it wasn’t Adam she regretted. There was someone else.

“The visit to fairyland gave us both our second chances,” I said. “I’ll give the fairy that. It turned out to be a hard lesson to learn, though, didn’t it?”

She only nodded, leaning over to hug me. “Let’s go home, babe. I want to feel you inside me, where you belong. I have missed you too much for just words. I need more.”
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Deep into the night, we made love in our own bed. We alternated from tender and loving to rough and pounding. We used all the youthful vigor we continued to possess, knowing it would be gone in a few days. In the end, I finally understood. Both the rough and tender styles were part of us. We loved each other ‘beyond compare,’ chuckling at my casual adoption of the fairy’s language, in whatever form that took.

But the fairy taught a hard lesson. My love for my wife was not even close to anyone else. Her presence seeped into my very soul. I asked the fairy for a ‘life without regrets’. She delivered. I now knew where my priorities should be.

I suspected the partners would not be happy about my cutting back hours, wanting to spend more time with my wife. Thoughts of going ‘of counsel,’ giving up my operating responsibility, had crept into my thoughts over the last week. I could maintain my law practice, and even be an ambassador for the firm, though I wouldn’t need to work the number of hours I do now.

We had plenty of money, and my partnership share of the firm alone would give me a payout over the next decade. We would never want for anything. The trip to fairyland gave my ambition a death blow. And good riddance. I could thank the fairy for that, at least.

Later that night, after a particularly intense session of passionate lovemaking, I held her close to my body.

“I am so sorry, Marla. For all my years of neglect. For my leaving you alone so much. I hope you can forgive me and let me back into your life.”

“What does that mean? You have always been welcome…”

“Not always. One time… the kids in middle school… I came home unexpectedly for a family dinner. The kids looked at me like a stranger. I finished a major case and wanted to reconnect. During the next week, I kept asking you and them to do things. You all seemed too busy. Activities with friends and school for them. Work and friends for you. Finally, you told me to leave you all alone. ‘You pay attention to the kids once in a blue moon. They developed their own lives in your absence.’ I stopped asking after that.”

She clearly remembered the conversation. Touched my face. “You are always welcome in my world, Jonah Yarbrough. We should actually take that cruise we lied about. Might be fun to spend some time together… just the two of us… even without the fairy’s involvement. In fact…”

Marla got out of bed, grabbing the gold ticket out of her purse. “… remember this ticket? It expires on Thursday. At least, that’s the date printed on it. That’s three days from now. Why should we wait? Those three words say so much. I’m wondering if that is our way home. If we both say them into the ticket, maybe the fairy will return us to our former selves?”

“You want to go back to being old?” I asked, surprised she would want that. Especially after the nonstop playing over so many weeks.

“This youthful wrapper is nice, but it’s fake. I want to be real again. You and me. We’ll deal with our lives as we see fit. But it will be on our terms now, not the fairy’s.”

I nodded my agreement. “My guess is you say the three words, and we go back. Want to do it?”

A wry twinkle in her eye caused me to stop talking. She moved back to the bed, yanking the cover off me. Her mouth went right for my shaft, already responding to her loving touch.

She looked up at me from between my legs. “Let’s do it in the morning. I need for you to give me one more of those hard youthful fuckings while you still can!”

“Oh, you slut,” I chuckled. “You’ve asked for it. I’m in control now.”

Already hard as stone, I grabbed her wrists, hauling her down the stairs to our living room. Flinging her over the back of the sofa. I plunged inside, ramming her with all the power I had. She was already sopping wet.

“Oh please, Master,” she said, in her best comical imitation of a submissive, pushing back against me. “Please fuck your slut.”

“I’m going to fuck you so hard, you won’t know your own name!”

She groaned as the pace picked up. “Please… give it to me hard. I want to remember this when we’re old again.”

“Who you calling old?” I laughed, taking it to her with increased vengeance. She cried out with her first release as I continued playing the role of jackhammer. Oh yes, my favorite slut was going to get just what she deserved.


Chapter 18

The Real Us
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Jonah wasn’t kidding. By the time we finally got to sleep, it must have been past 3 in the morning. He treated me like one of his submissive girls, hammering away at my every opening so often I could barely go on. But I did. Hungry for more.

My husband even ran up to his room, bringing back a belt. He trapped me over the arm of the sofa, laying into my ass for several strong swats, as I playfully squirmed, trying to get away… though not really.

He didn’t hit hard, but it stung. And got me so hot, I pushed myself up when he stopped, grabbed his arm, forcing him to the floor. I mounted his stiff rod with a vengeance, cumming several times before he finished his last.

I wanted to be the real me again. No question there. But I would really miss the desire that had filled my every waking moment since our arrival in fairyland. We never figured out whether it was just the way we were when younger… and had forgotten… or whether the fairy did some ‘supplementing’ of that desire. Neither of us cared.

The next morning, we made love twice more. Once on the bed, and another in the shower. He hammered me against the wall while the water poured down. Both of us came so hard and loud I worried Alice would know what we were doing!

I would definitely miss his staying power. But enough was enough. We were ready to end it.

After getting dressed, we stood together, staring down at the golden tickets with those three words emblazoned on the top. Before we could say anything, I reached out, a gesture for him to wait.

“Please promise me, when we go back, that you will make love to me more often. That you won’t ignore me like you did before. Okay?”

He pulled me into his arms, kissing me with such passion I worried my toenails would curl!

“You have my word bond, milady. My stiff rod will ever be at your disposal.” His formal bow and arm gesture of obeisance, like some royal courtesan, got us both laughing, but I pulled him up.

“Not kidding, Jonah. I will hold you to that promise.”

“Not kidding either, Marla. I may not have the same recovery time as now, but this old bull will still have plenty of energy for said humping.”

Jonah pulled back again with a thoughtful expression. “You’ve brought up a good point, though. Been thinking about this a lot over the last week. What have we learned in the last few weeks… from our visit to fairyland?”

He looked at the ticket in his hand, then at me. That gaze shocked me. My husband has always been strong-willed and forceful with his opinions. Though still considerate of others. That look… he was deeply affected by this experience. I wondered what this meant for our future together.

“In a sense, we both got what we wanted from those wishes,” he started, waving the ticket in the air in front of us. “I asked the fairy for a life without regrets. She gave me that… in a way. I still regret what I put you through, but I want you now more than ever. All those regrets seem so unimportant when faced with a future of loving you once again. I promise you here that it will never be like that… not ever.”

The tears coming to his eyes… Truthfully, I have seen more tears in Jonah’s eyes during our visit to fairyland than in the last 30 years!

He still had more to say. “I also learned my selfish brand of love may not be what you need in the future. You’ve put up with a lot of unacceptable behavior from me over the years. Incredibly selfish. Thank you for sticking with me anyway, and I promise to be better.”

He traced his hand up my arm, a loving gesture he had done to me many times over the years. I shuddered at what this meant. His tone seemed so much more meaningful at this moment, as if all the previous times had been fake or just an affectation.

“And you got what you wanted from the fairy, too, I suspect,” he continued. “You asked to be young again, to make the right decisions this time. You did that. Plus… you got laid a lot. A fairy bonus!” he smiled. “Maybe neither of us got it the way we envisioned, but, for me at least, her magic has given peace of mind. I can’t remember ever having such confidence of purpose.”

I nodded. “I love you, Jonah… and will, for the rest of my life. I will always be thankful that the fairy gave us that again, after we came so close to losing it all.”

“Shall we, then?” Jonah said, holding the ticket out. I did the same.

We didn’t know what would happen as we held the tickets out in front of us.

“Love beyond compare,” Jonah said aloud.

“Love beyond compare,” I repeated, his eyes meeting mine for a moment. This was it.

“Love beyond compare,” we chanted together.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then there was a swirl of orange butterflies around us for the briefest second.

And then the room vanished.
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We appeared moments later in a large warehouse. Dust hung in the air as we adjusted to the sudden change around us. I was in mid-scream when I halted. Through the shock of the abrupt transport, I recognized where we were. A Ferris wheel sat against a back wall. Lines of amusement rides arrayed across the space. Signs offering games and novelties hung in racks. They stacked directional signs for parking and exhibitions alongside them. This must be the storage place for the company running the county fair.

We looked at each other, trying to figure out what had happened. Both of us were still young. Yet, here we were.

A flashing light around the corner caught our attention. We looked around the amusement rides to find the Wishing Faery cabinet standing by itself in the middle of an open space. There she was. Sera Wing, her pearlescent wings fluttering slowly. That medallion on her chest blazed as bright as ever.

I sensed her staring at us, eager for our next step. The slot where the tickets came out was flashing, an alternating sequence with the ‘Wishing Faery’ at the top.

“Must have to put the tickets in the slot,” Jonah said.

“What else could it be?” I wondered.

Though as we stepped closer, Jonah abruptly moved away from the cabinet. He walked over, looking at the doors of the warehouse, examining locks and cargo doors, looking at the ceiling. I tried to follow him as he searched the back room, bringing out a trolley, which he wiped free of fingerprints with his shirt.

Picking up his phone, he opened an app I couldn’t see, then reached over, turning the latch on the door, obviously unlocking it.

“I’m not ready yet,” he said.

“What does that mean?” I said. What the hell is he talking about? We agreed to end this!

A honk sounded in front. “Let’s go home,” he said.

I glanced back at the Wishing Faery. I swear she was nodding her approval.

Outside, an Uber waited for us. Jonah answered none of my questions, hustling me into the car. We were totally silent all the way home.

As soon as we walked into the house, he went to his SUV in the garage, emptying everything inside and folding down the seats.

“Jonah! What is going on?” I screamed at him. “I want to go back.”

“We are, we are, only… I had a thought. The thing is just sitting there, doing nothing. Why don’t we steal it? We can keep it in our garage and go back to being young whenever we want to. Wouldn’t you like that? Now that we know how it works, we can disappear into youth for just a weekend, then turn back Sunday night. You would like that, right?”

“The fairy agreed with this plan?” I asked, wondering if being young had made my husband go insane. Since when were we thieves?

“Well… agreed might be strong. But she had no objections. Didn’t you see her smiling when I called the Uber?” Oddly, I had noticed that. Like she was egging him to do it.

“Come on, Jonah. We’re not thieves. How are we even going to get in? You going to break the front window?”

He chuckled. “I unlocked the doors before we left. When it gets dark, we will drive up, load it into my SUV, then bring it home. Set it in the garage. I checked around. They have no security cameras I can see. We’ll get away and have the faery to retrieve our youthful selves whenever we want.”

“Jesus, Jonah. What if we get caught? You’re an officer of the court. If you get convicted of a felony, you’ll be disbarred!”

“No one will find out,” he said confidently. “It’s too much of a stretch. They won’t go from a theft at a warehouse on the other side of town to our garage. No way they would make that connection.”

After he finished cleaning out the SUV and making room in the garage, Jonah grabbed my arm, pulling me inside, right back to the bedroom.

Oh my god! He was on fire. The dominance that he described with his Morgan sessions came pouring out. He even tied my hands to the headboard, taking my pussy apart with his plunges as he tormented my nipples.

All the desire that had fed my playing over the last weeks drove me ever higher. I gave myself to this new ‘master,’ doing everything he asked. I came so many times I struggled to catch my breath.

One time, he had me bent in half, my ankles right next to my ears, arms still tied to the headboard. He repeatedly slammed into me with vicious stabs of pure lust. When I came enough for him, he rolled me over, taking my ass just as aggressively.

By this time, I was out of my mind with the lust that gripped me. I couldn’t get enough.

“Take me… use me… oh my god… I’m cumming again…” These cries came out of me constantly as he continued his relentless assault.

Somehow knowing we could do this in the future, whenever we wanted, added fuel to the arousal. My youthful husband had become a lustful demon, taking his supplicant to wherever he wanted. And his follower could not have been happier.

By late afternoon, we were both worn out, cuddling close, allowing the adrenaline to dissipate. I was sore, but sated. A deep sexual satisfaction had settled in, unlike anything I had ever experienced before. My husband… still my lover after all these years… had given me an afternoon of bliss to match anything over our fairyland visit. The truth seeped into my heart for the last time and would never change again. I belonged right here, with this man. And nowhere else.

I pulled him in close, kissing with all the passion that filled me. Neither of us wanted to stop, but we were too tired. Sleep found us as we cuddled close.
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When I awoke later; it was already dark outside. Jonah was not in bed, though I heard a noise downstairs. I grabbed a robe, heading toward it. He was throwing together something to eat, handing me a sandwich. I was starving after that activity all afternoon.

“What got into you, stud? That may have been the hottest sex we’ve ever had,” I laughed.

“Wanted to go out with a bang.”

“Oh, you banged me all right. I may not be able to walk regularly for a bit,” I smiled.

“If it’s too much in the future, please let me know. All you have to do is ask me to slow down or stop.”

At no time during his rough treatment of me did I feel he was out of control, or threatened me. Nor did I suspect he would push me too hard. I liked this new side of my husband, stepping up to press my body against him.

“I really liked that, my love. You can be my master any time you want, Jonah, even when we are older. Would you like that?”

He smiled, nodding. “We can figure something out.” I wondered what he had planned for the ‘old’ us.

“Come on, we need to get going,” he said.

The drive there filled me with both excitement and dread. I had never even shoplifted when I was a kid. Even as an adult, I had only gotten one traffic ticket! ‘Are you sure?’ was a regular part of what little I said.

Jonah had no such problem. He chatted constantly about how we would spend weekends as young people. He promised to give me the freedom to play with others if I wanted.

That led to another conversation about how far he would let me go. My thoughts immediately flew to Marshall. The way I had hurt my friend that afternoon, he may not want to see me again in my younger form, but what about as the real me? I had avoided mentioning his best friend in our earlier discussions. They were so close. I didn’t want to interfere in that relationship.

Maybe all Jonah’s talk about selfless love and the willingness to be flexible would allow us to open that door a little. For now, without knowing how he would handle that discussion, I put it on my list of things to talk about… later. After we returned to normal. We needed that return for a bit before I broached a reality-bending topic like THAT!

When we pulled around to the side of the warehouse, he turned our lights off. It was already past 10 o’clock. The place was deserted and very dark. Jonah backed the SUV up to the large door, lifting the tailgate. He spread out the blankets he had set on the floor, ready to receive our precious cargo. Gloves came out of the corner. While he put his on, he threw me a pair of gardening gloves he had found in the garage.

Pulling out his phone, he turned on the flashlight, stepping up to the side door. It opened easily. Luckily, no one had been there since we had arrived this morning. As soon as we entered, the flashing of the Wishing Faery cabinet started again.

Jonah walked up to the box, looking directly at Sera. “We’re going to take you to a new home. Would you like that?” he asked.

I swear the blue medallion flashed even brighter than I had seen it before. The fairy seemed excited, somehow knowing what we planned. Her wings buzzed in response.

Thankfully, the box itself was not too heavy. Jonah leaned it back into the trolley while I opened the warehouse cargo door, and we moved it out to the open vehicle.

“Are you sure we can put her in sideways like that?” I asked. The figurine seemed delicate somehow, not very sturdy. Jonah simply shrugged, having no clue. The way the fairy wings were buzzing, however, we both hoped that meant she agreed with what we were doing.

Gently tilting it forward, we placed the cabinet into the SUV with her back to the floor, scooting it all the way forward to allow us to close the door. The figurine bent slightly, but seemed to find enough strength to stay in place.

Jonah hurried back in, closing all the doors, re-locking them. Then we were off. My excitement spiked hard. All the way back, I remembered an old movie about a middle-aged couple whose husband lost his job, so they became bank robbers! The excitement we felt was surreal, as if both the act itself and the fairy’s own excitement were feeding on each other.

“Well, Sera,” Jonah said, as we backed into our driveway. “Welcome to your new home.”

I wondered for a moment if I would hear a ‘love beyond compare,’ though nothing came. The wings buzzed, and the eyes glowed brilliant green again. I guess that was some confirmation, at least.

As soon as she was in place in the corner, Jonah turned, ready to go back in the house. I grabbed his arm.

“No, Jonah. It’s time,” I insisted. “I want us to be the real Yarbroughs again.”

He nodded his approval. We each pulled our tickets out, staring at the machine. It began flashing again. For the first time, I noticed Jonah had not plugged it into a wall socket. Still, the cabinet had sat in the middle of the warehouse floor without an extension cord, either. Where was the power coming from?

Jonah looked at me, shrugging his shoulders. ‘Magic,’ he whispered with a smile.

I stepped up to the machine, reaching down to the flashing slot where the ticket had come from. Looking back at my husband, I nodded, slipping the ticket inside.

Amazingly, everything went blank again, like I had gone through the same ‘transport’ that took us to the warehouse. A light-headed buzzing fogged my brain for several moments. Abruptly, I felt all the residual aches and pains of my old body. Especially in the lower back. My large breasts had always created an imbalance that no amount of chiropractic visits could control. I cried in relief, touching my hair, now well off my shoulders. I knew it was the real me again.

“My turn,” Jonah said. But before he did that, he took me in his young arms. “Babe, you are so beautiful, wrinkles and all. I promise to love you until the day I die. Young or old.”

Leaning over, he pushed his own ticket in. I knew what he had gone through, must have been just like mine, but watching it, the transformation was instantaneous. I never left his arms. One moment, his youthful strength held me tight. The next, a gentleness took its place, along with the white hair.

“You are the love of my life, Jonah. White hair and all. That will never change.”

“Let’s go to bed,” he said. “I want to make love to you as the real me again, and I am so fucking tired,” he chuckled.

I nodded my agreement. As he led me to the garage door, I looked back at the faery cabinet. She was buzzing her wings and nodding her head. What an experience this has been, all because of a kids arcade game and a fairy named Sera Wing.

Just before I walked through the door to the house, a faint whisper of ‘Love Beyond Compare’ filled the room. Looking at my husband in front of me, I finally understood what she had meant all along.

Indeed, it was a love beyond compare. I grabbed his arm as I hurried to follow him in.


Chapter 19

A Special Machine
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When we finally woke up, it turned out to be nearly 14 hours later, mid-afternoon of the next day. These old bones creaked with the accumulated weariness of the last few weeks, even though it was my younger self who did it all.

Marla was still sleeping. I traced my hand through her salt & pepper hair, smiling. That gorgeous auburn of her youth was beautiful, but I found myself remembering an old Randy Travis lyric. ‘Honey, I don’t care. I ain’t in love with your hair.’

I never felt happier to see those gray streaks.

I got up as quietly as possible, sneaking downstairs to look in the garage. Still disbelieving we did that. Stolen property in my garage. I was already regretting that impulse. As I walked back into the kitchen, I made a firm decision. It had to go back. No matter the risk of being caught, the temptation to use it over and over was too great.

The question now was how to do that. I already re-locked all the warehouse doors. We’d need to come up with a plausible story. Maybe Marla would have an idea.

Just as I began reviewing options, my wife walked down the stairs in her ‘old lady’ robe. She purchased it at her store when Japanese styles were in favor, many years ago. It looked like a kimono, with its pale blue silk, large floral pattern, and floor-length. This time, she wore it differently than usual. I noticed her pointed nipples pressing against the fabric. She was not wearing anything underneath.

“We’ve got to take it back, Jonah,” she said.

“I know… I know. Having the same thought myself. I was so excited about the possibility of being young whenever we wanted. I forgot how risky that would be. And not just of being caught. The temptation…”

“I don’t want to go back again,” she said, walking up, wrapping her arms around me. “I like us the way we are. Want to stay here. Right now. With you.”

I nodded in agreement. What else to say? She was right, of course. Repeatedly going back would abuse everyone around us. Visions of a crying Carissa on the sidewalk and the way Marla described her last day with Adam came flashing to mind. No, our visit to fairyland was over. We needed to face it and move forward.

That day, we spent most of our time doing separate things together. Still, wherever one found themselves, the other appeared right next to them after only a temporary split. It was like we needed to reconnect with each other.

We had both accumulated a lot of work emails and snail mail. With all that was going on, no one remembered to halt mail delivery. We got so much mail that Marla struggled to get it out of our mailbox. Luckily, most of it was junk mail headed straight for the wastebasket.

While Marla sorted through our paper mail, I sat next to her with my laptop. Working through an incredible stack of SP&Y emails proved formidable.

The complexities of our coming ‘home’ needed to be dealt with. After all, we were supposed to have been away for a month on a Mediterranean cruise. Only, neither of us got a tan nor gained any knowledge of the area to talk about.

Marla did research on Mediterranean cruises. Where they sailed. What they visited. We had to have something to say about where we supposedly traveled.

I finally gave up on the stacks of emails. One challenge in being a Managing Partner is that many messages got copied to me, no matter whether I really needed them. With over 1,000 emails, maybe 500 or less truly represented something I needed to be copied on, and even fewer were addressed to me personally.

Marla visited with Alice, telling her of our return. She wanted to practice her new Med cruising ‘expertise.’

When she returned, we burst out laughing as she conveyed our neighbor’s disappointment in the house-sitting of our ‘niece & nephew.’ They were seldom around over the last few weeks, Alice warned. The house was dark for much of the time they were supposed to be house-sitting. Marla promised Alice we would talk to them.

While she was gone, I noodled on how I was going to make good on my promises to Marla. Mainly about cutting back hours and focusing more on our relationship. Staring at the long queue of emails, I instinctively understood resigning my post as Managing Partner, retiring to ‘of counsel,’ would be the only answer.

I cringed at losing my name on the side of the building. But it must be done. Besides, we were in no hurry. That topic would require substantial planning and discussion inside the firm as we chose a new Managing Partner and worked out the finances to make good on my payout.

Before 5 o’clock, we both made calls to our offices, telling them of our safe arrival. We both agreed to return to work the Tuesday after Labor Day.
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That night, we discussed how we would return the faery cabinet to its rightful owner as we chatted at a neighborhood restaurant. As expected, Marla already thought this one through. She suggested we move it out to the driveway early one morning. When we woke that day, we would ‘discover’ it there, calling the county fair operator to ask them if it was theirs. We would protest any knowledge of how it got in our driveway. Hopefully, they would come and pick it up.

When we got home that night, I walked into the house from the garage, but Marla did not follow me. Stepping out to see what was happening, she was standing in front of the faery cabinet. The fairy had the whole flashing blue medallion and buzzing wing thing going as Marla pressed her hands against the glass. They obviously had a conversation. I only heard snippets of words above an occasional ‘love beyond compare’ from the fairy. I’ll say this for her. Our fairy got a lot of mileage out of only a few words!

The only word I did make out was an occasional ‘Marshall’ from my wife.

Marla came back in, nodding at me, heading straight to the bedroom without saying a word. I decided not to press her about it. She would tell me in her own time.

Wondering what that was about, I sat down at the kitchen bar. Suddenly, as if I got it for the first time, all the pieces came together. At every step, when I needed it the most, Sera Wing had appeared to me in a dream. The same must have happened to Marla.

Several of mine used Marshall as the central theme. Did Marla have similar dreams? After my last fairy dream, I knew, without question, that Marshall and Marla loved each other. At this moment, that love was entirely platonic…

The questions swirled in my head as I walked upstairs. Marla was already asleep. I smiled as I noticed she wore nothing to bed, as she did last night. I stripped mine off, crawling in next to her. She was sleeping soundly, but her body responded as if by instinct, cuddling close. Our skin molded into each other, as it had done so many nights over the last 30-plus years.

As I touched her hair, the truth hit me hard. Marshall and Marla’s love for me was the only thing keeping their relationship from becoming much more than platonic. The fairy made that very clear. What was I going to do about that? The fairy implied I should give them both the freedom they deserved. How to do that?

It took me a long time to get to sleep that night, as unfamiliar thoughts came to mind. Oddly, by the time I fell asleep, I was hard as a post imagining our next steps. Should I actually encourage them to be together… like that?!
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“Jonah. Wake up. There’s someone in our garage.” My wife touched me, trying to get my attention.

Sleep came so late, I struggled to respond.

“Jonah,” she said, shaking me harder. “I’m serious. Someone’s down there!”

That finally got me wide awake. I flew out of bed, putting on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. I always kept a baseball bat in the corner of our bedroom, in case something like this would happen. I may not be young and virile any longer, but this old man could pack a punch when needed.

“Stay here. I’ll see what’s going on.”

“Not a chance,” she said, getting on her robe. “I’m coming with you.”

We walked down the stairs quietly. As we got closer, there was no mistake. Someone was in there. We could hear them moving around, talking to each other. A man and a woman, by the sounds of it.

I pulled the door open sharply, rushing into the garage. “What are you doing in our…”

The view brought me up short. It was a middle-aged couple standing right next to the faery cabinet. They looked even more scared than we were, startling as I came rushing in.

“Hey now,” the handsome man said, holding both hands up in obvious surrender. “We didn’t choose to come here.”

The graying-red-haired woman standing next to him leaned in, touching his arm… clearly his wife… “We came for her,” she said to us, pointing at the cabinet.

I exchanged looks with Marla, finally remembering. This was the couple that approached the cabinet after we made our wishes.

“You made a wish, too?” Marla asked. The other wife nodded. Marla reached over, touching the bat raised in my hands, shaking her head. “That won’t be necessary.” I lowered my weapon.

Marla turned to the couple. “You just put your tickets in, didn’t you?”

“How did you…” the wife started. She was unable to finish as the faery cabinet started flashing, those wings buzzing again. Sera Wing’s eyes glowed green so brightly that it completely lit the interior of the garage for a moment.

I don’t understand how the fairy does this, but all four of us immediately grasped where we were. I recognized them as the couple that followed us to the machine at the fair. We both made wishes on that fateful day a month ago.

I set the bat down, extending my hand to the other man. “Jonah,” I said.

“Glenn,” he responded, accepting the hand with a firm shake. He introduced his wife as Cherry. She and Marla hugged a greeting.

“Had a little adventure, did you?” I chuckled.

He looked at me, puzzled. “You too?”

“It was a wild ride. Where did you go?” I asked.

“1994,” Glenn said.

“No shit… back in time,” I chuckled. “Wonder how she did that?”

We all looked at each other as if the answer was obvious, responding at the same time. ‘Magic’ came out of every mouth, causing the room to burst into laughter. Sera Wing appeared to approve of that answer. She seemed happy as could be, with her head nodding, blue medallion blazing and those wings buzzing so hard it looked like she might fly out of the cabinet!

“Where did you go?” Cherry asked.

“We didn’t travel in time. Became young,” Marla said. “In our 20s.”

“We did the same. She did it by taking us back to 1994 to do it.”

“Learn anything?” I chuckled.

The couple exchanged glances with each other, Glenn finally responding, “You could say that.”

His look surprised me a little. A wry grin appeared, as if we shared an off-color joke. I nodded my understanding without him saying more. Marla and I got more sex in the last four weeks than we probably ever did in the past.

I invited them in for a coffee. We ended up talking most of the morning, sharing our mutual adventures in fairyland. It felt good being able to share this craziness with someone else that wouldn’t immediately put us down as full on insane! Who else would believe it?

They needed to go. They needed to return to their life. We hugged and promised to get together again. He seemed embarrassed, looking at me. “Would it be possible for you to call us an Uber? The fairy didn’t send us back with our cellphones.”

I chuckled, ‘of course,’ reaching for my phone, asking for their address. They did not develop the smartphone until 2007.

“Man, I can’t even remember what life was like without smartphones,” I commented as we waited for the Uber.

“You know something?” the pretty redhead replied. “I think it was a better time.”

“You’re probably right,” Marla agreed. “Technology has a lot to answer for.”

“Yep,” I nodded, smiling. “Magic is better than technology, for sure.”

As they got into the car, Marla and I burst into laughter. Meeting Glenn and Cherry at least confirmed the last four weeks wasn’t some mass delusion that we would wake up from. It really happened.

And I was glad it had.
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The next morning, I set my alarm for 5 AM. Marla and I wrestled the cabinet down to the end of the driveway before it got light. All the way down there, I swear Sera Wing looked sad, like she didn’t want to go. I agreed with her, not wanting her to leave either. Yet, it was simply too dangerous and addictive for her magic to be easily available. If we didn’t send her back, the temptation to use her again would be too great to resist.

Around 9 o’clock, I called the main number of the Eightara County Fair management company. They listed it online. Two hours later, a truck pulled up next to the faery cabinet.

An older man got out of the cab, walking up to ring our bell. And when I say old, I mean ancient! Long white hair, a pointed chin with a gray beard that hid none of the deep wrinkles. He seemed ageless somehow, with an incredibly spry step and an open smile. Though his black eyes were like a crow, sharp and piercing, studying me as I stood at the door. His long black coat seemed totally out of place on this hot August day.

“I don’t know how it got there,” I said, as innocently as possible, walking out on the driveway with him. “It was there when we woke up this morning.”

“Thanks for calling,” the driver said. His smile told me he knew much more than he was saying. “We know when it happened. Caught them on our security camera.” I gulped, wondering how clear those images were.

“It was a young couple,” he winked. “Not sure what they wanted with it, or why they abandoned it here.”

“Me neither,” I replied. “Glad it’s back to its rightful owner.”

The man grinned at me, a wizened grin. “This machine is… special, isn’t it?” He looked back at the fairy with an almost wistful air. Surprisingly, for the first time since we’d been around it, the faery remained unmoving in the cabinet, stiff and lifeless, as if she was never more than a machine in an arcade.

The amazing part was that he lifted it into the back of the truck. And I mean lifted it. Not leaned it forward, or used a liftgate. No. He picked the thing up with his arms as if there was no weight involved at all. Marla and I glanced at each other when he did it. Wow! Such strength, and at his age!

Once he tied it down, he spryly jumped down, walking back to us.

“If you ever want to see her… the game… again, give me a call,” the driver said. “Maybe we can do something.” He handed me a business card with only his name and a phone number. It wasn’t the same number I called this morning. “She’d like that, I suspect,” he winked again.

As he drove off, Marla and I stared at the card. How did he know we might want to contact her again? Neither of us had a clue. We stared at the name on his card.

Doc Luck.


Chapter 20

Water Under the Bridge
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That Labor Day weekend, we mainly hung around the house. The crucial difference from virtually every other weekend in our married life is that Jonah did not get on his computer to work most of the time. He never even turned the computer on! I wondered how hard that was for him.

We did some shopping, ate at some local places, even made love in the middle of the afternoon one day. I can’t tell you the last time we did anything like that… at least in our older form!

Something radically changed in my husband. Kind of hard to explain how different he was. The perpetually preoccupied man of the past was gone. I liked that part. Yet he did not obnoxiously dote on me, or follow me around like a puppy-dog.

No, it’s like he suddenly respected me. When we would have discussions about something, he would listen to what I had to say, even solicit a comment. He NEVER did that before. Not that he didn’t listen to me in the past, but his mind was usually made up long before I came into the debate. Or worse, he would not talk to me about it at all. Now, we suddenly became the true partners I always wanted to be.

Friday night, we watched a movie on TV. We cuddled together through much of it. My husband never enjoyed cuddling before. This time, we seldom stopped touching each other. By the time the movie was over, we were necking like teenagers hiding in our parent’s basement.

Soon, all our clothes were on the floor as I straddled him on the sofa. I was finding my pleasure with him inside me while we continued necking. I came and came.

My 55-year-old hips did not handle this position as easily, even though we continued making love until he offered me the seed I craved. I struggled to get off him as we laughed.

When we got into bed afterward, we spooned almost all night. I never loved my husband more. His open display of emotion told me he was feeling exactly the same way.

Early Saturday afternoon, his focus changed. Jonah began talking about Marshall. It began innocently, with Jonah asking me about the time his friend came over when water leaked in the garage. Jonah, of course, was at the office working on the latest case. Our friend was no plumber, but he helped me find the source of the water. It took us a couple hours of ripping drywall away while the kids ran around in the puddles on the garage floor.

Before we finished laughing about the mess, the memory that mattered came to me, unbidden, unspoken. My eyes moved away from Jonah. He seemed to understand what I was thinking.

I remembered spending a lot of time that evening in close quarters to his friend, frequently touching. We were both so soaked in water that my shirt was virtually transparent. Somehow, Jonah realized it was the first time I had an impulse to take that touching further. The kids, tired of playing in the water, were down in the TV room watching a video.

At some point, we both leaned forward at the same time, looking at the source of the leak. Turned out, a pipe burst in one of the kid’s ‘Jack & Jill’ bathrooms. We touched, pressing our shoulders against each other. Marshall’s hand came up, tracing along my arm. His eyes smoldered with the desire he no longer hid.

I felt the same, reaching my hand out to touch his chest. He pulled my chin, turning my head to kiss me. I shuddered at the desire that filled me, responding to his passion as our lips found each other for the first time. I saw the hard shaft poking out of his jeans.

Before anything else happened, he pulled back, pretending to be casual about it. ‘I’ll go down and shut off the water. Better call a plumber,’ he said. He helped me to my feet, walking out of the room.

How did Jonah know about that water pipe and Marshall’s helping me? I never mentioned it to him. Guilt had always been a powerful partner with that memory. Especially knowing I would have gone further if my friend followed that kiss with something more. But he didn’t. Marshall and I never came close to a physical moment again.

The rest of that Saturday afternoon became a walk down memory lane with me and Marshall always ending as the star attractions somehow. Each of the memories seemed to be the ones where Marshall and I came really close to consummating our passion, though never did.

Jonah seemed to be aware of them all! One of those fairy dreams, maybe? How else? I certainly never told him. My husband was so disconnected at the time, I’m not sure he would have cared, but that didn’t change the fact that I never told him. Jonah subtly guided the conversation in that direction. Why?
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Early that evening, I was fixing us something to eat when I heard Jonah on the phone.

“Yeah, just back. Come on over. Marla’s fixing dinner. You can eat with us.”

Moments later, Jonah walked into the kitchen. “Marshall is coming over for dinner. You have enough?”

“You invited him?” I asked. Normally, it wouldn’t have been a problem, though after sharing so many Marshall memories, I suspected my husband had something else in mind.

“Sure,” he said. “He’s all broken up about a whirlwind romance with a woman last week. Young woman, apparently. Came into his life, then abruptly left.”

“Jonah, maybe we need to talk before…”

He stared at me a moment, an odd smile on his face. “Yes?”

The front door rang before I said anything. Jonah welcomed his best friend. He hugged us both. “Great to have you back,” Marshall said. “Hope you enjoyed the trip.”

“We did, we did,” Jonah said. “Let me fix you a drink. You can tell us about this mystery lady that captured your heart.”

“Broke it, you mean. And I know just the drink. A good Deanston 30 would soothe any beast suffering through the agony of said destruction!”

“Sorry, bud. That will not be possible,” Jonah said, obvious embarrassment showing. “I was reaching into the cabinet a few weeks ago and hit the bottle by accident.” Jonah used his hands to show the resulting explosion on the floor.

“Oh no, please say it isn’t so! Can I mop it up with a sponge? There should still be some left,” he joked.

Our friend, the comedian! But he was failing miserably at covering his genuine heartache. I turned away from him, burying my face in the fridge. Tears filled my eyes as I shuddered, knowing who it was that caused the hurt.

Jonah found another acceptable Scotch, leading our friend into the den. I listened from the kitchen, not wanting my husband to see me crying about his friend.

Apparently, Marshall met the woman at the grocery store, of all places. They went to lunch after that and she spent the next four days with him.

“So beautiful,” Marshall said. “Looked a lot like Marla when she was young. Long auburn hair, large breasts.”

“Did she now?” Jonah said, looking at me standing in the kitchen. “Appeared out of the blue, abruptly leaving only a couple of days ago.” His look at me was hard. The fairy must have told him!

“Hard to believe, isn’t it?” Marshall protested. “It was a whirlwind romance, like something out of a movie.”

“How old was she?” Jonah asked.

“Not sure, mid-20s, I’d guess.”

“Mid-20s? You’re 59, you old coot. Robbing the cradle with that one,” Jonah teased. Again, my husband looked at me, his face now an open question. I turned my head toward Marshall, avoiding Jonah’s penetrating stare. Shouldn’t have turned away like that. Too obvious.

“And my age became a problem a few times,” Marshall said. “I struggled to keep up the pace.”

“Couldn’t have been that bad,” I asked. “With all that running you do… should have been fine.”

“Not the act at our age,” he chuckled. “It’s the recovery.”

Thankfully, the oven buzzed before I dug myself any deeper. I invited them both to the table.

For the next hour, we talked with our friend. Marshall went on a little more about the girl that broke his heart, but thankfully the conversation moved on. Mainly, we talked about the cruise that we were supposed to be on. I did most of the talking, using points gathered from the various websites.

The whole topic made Jonah uncomfortable. He didn’t like the idea of lying to his friend. Not about this, nor anything else.

During the meal, we consumed several more drinks. Thankfully, the mood was moving away from the somber heartache. I got up to clear the table, depositing the dishes in the sink. As always, Marshall got up to help.

Unfortunately, my hair was a lot shorter now. As we both deposited dishes in the sink, his eyes glanced down, apparently noticing a small mole on my neck, behind my ear. It had always been there, never making a difference in the past because my hair was too long to see it. Now, with a chance to inspect it… up close…

He grabbed my shoulders abruptly, pushed my hair out of the way, staring at the mole. He spun me around, looking me straight in the eye. I melted on the spot, unable to hide all the turmoil inside. After making love to him every day for nearly a week, my feelings were open to him.

He stepped back from the sink, looking over at Jonah, then back at me. There was an edge of emotion tinged with anger.

“Is one of you going to tell me what the FUCK is going on?” he almost shouted at the two of us.

“What?” I asked, still not knowing what happened.

Marshall shuddered. Trying to control the emotions threatening to explode. “I’ve been around you a lot over the years, Marla. Never had a chance to examine you closely. But I KNOW that mole on your neck. Know it in the fucking biblical sense now. Someone better tell me what is going on. How did you get that mole in that exact place… just like the girl I’ve been talking about all night?”

My eyes flashed over to Jonah. He smiled back at me. There was no doubt now. He knew it all along. “Tell him, Marla. We both deserve the truth.”

“Marshall… I’m so sorry,” I said. “It’s so difficult to explain.”

Jonah looked at me for a long moment, previous words and memory pieces finally coming together in his head.

“He’s the missing ‘someone’ you refused to tell me about, isn’t he?” Jonah asked.

I must have looked like the proverbial deer in the headlights as Marshall looked back and forth between us. Finally, I nodded yes.

“Is someone going to tell me what the fuck is going on? I keep asking the same thing and all I get are riddles.”

Jonah sighed, standing up. “Before we do that, my friend, I think we all need another drink. A big one.”

The shocked look on Marshall’s face was almost comical.
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We all migrated to the living room, drinks in hand. Jonah and Marshall sat at the sofa ends. I stood trembling in the doorway. These men would know all my secrets before this conversation was over. Our lives would never be the same.

“You may have guessed,” Jonah began, “that we didn’t go on a Mediterranean cruise. That was the story we told people because, frankly, what else could we say?”

He looked at me. I shrugged. “Who would have believed us?” I said.

“I want to put this on the record, before we begin,” Jonah said, “that what you are about to hear is going to seem fantastical in the extreme. Unbelievable even. If it hadn’t happened to us, we would have accused you of taking drugs or declared you totally insane. But I swear by all that we mean to each other… that everything we are about to tell you is the truth.”

Jonah looked at me, nodding his head toward Marshall. I knew what he wanted… what needed to be said. I couldn’t say it. Instead, I moved over to the sofa, sitting right next to my best friend, not next to my husband. I struggled to breathe, to get my emotions under control.

I looked over at Jonah again, pleading with him, not really sure what to say. Jonah simply nodded his head again.

“Go ahead,” my husband said. “Tell him.”

I took another deep breath, placing my hand on Marshall’s thigh. He looked down at me, seeming more confused than ever. His eyes kept flashing between Jonah and my hand.

“Marshall, last week, you knew me by a different name,” I said, shuddering at what would happen next. “You knew me by… Marlee.”

“Oh my god… what?” Tears formed in Marshall’s eyes, matched by my own sorrow exploding inside me.

“Four weeks ago,” Jonah began, “Marla and I walked around the County Fair. There we found a very interesting arcade game. One of those where you put your money in the slot and make a wish? I’m sure you’ve seen them. It seemed like harmless fun at the time. We put our dollars in and made wishes. We both went totally outrageous! Mine was for a life without regrets. Marla wished to be young again. You get it… meant to be a joke. Fortunately, or unfortunately, the game turned out to be real.”

Marshall gasped, now looking straight into my eyes. I could barely maintain contact as tears threatened to return.

“A magical faery named Sera Wing occupied it,” Jonah continued. “The faery granted our wishes. When we woke the next morning, Marla was 23, and I was 27. She returned us to the way we were back then.”

After that, Jonah told an abridged version of the entire story, of what we did, and how we reacted. About his vow to set me free to pursue a college flame. How I turned that into two solid weeks of debauchery when the old boyfriend turned out to be a bust.

As the story drew on, my husband stopped. His stare was crystal clear. ‘Your turn.’

“Some things happened along the way that I wasn’t proud of,” I said. “I needed to get away from the temptations. After spending nearly three weeks downtown, going from hotel room to hotel room, it was time for me to come home. But when I did, Jonah was gone. I mistakenly thought he left me because I got out of control. Turned out, he took a cabin at Bear Lake for a few days. I didn’t know that then. So, I moved down the street from us. To the residential hotel on Prairie View?” Marshall nodded. “I was shopping for some groceries one afternoon, when someone came up to me on Aisle 7.”

“But you were young,” Marshall protested. “Please don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re old now. You’re our age again. How…”

“I told you it would be hard to believe,” Jonah interrupted. “Turns out, there was an expiration date.”

Tears formed in my eyes again. I hardened my nerve, looking up at our friend. “And I knew that,” I said. “To my eternal shame, I knew that even before we started. Please understand, my dear friend, I never intended to hurt you.”

I squeezed his thigh. Marshall visibly jerked, standing up abruptly, pacing the room.

“Dammit, Marla. How could you do that to me?”

I looked over at Jonah, pleading for some help. He gave it to me, in the way it needed to be done.

“Tell him the truth, Marla. The whole truth. We both need to hear it.”

I shuddered, unable to say anything. The tears now came in buckets. I sobbed openly, unable to continue. Neither man changed position to console me. They waited. I finally got control of myself, looking at my husband first.

“I’m sorry, Jonah, if this hurts your feelings, too. Seems the only thing I’m good at lately.”

I looked at Marshall, taking a deep breath. “I love you, Marshall Chadwick. Have ever since we met. Unfortunately, the circumstances were… complicated. That love never found an outlet, no matter how strong my feelings became.”

I sighed. All the shared love over 30 years and 5 incredible days finally came pouring out. “You felt the same. Don’t deny it.”

I could see the tears forming in his eyes as he kept flicking back and forth between his friends. His secret now laid bare. “

“But your sense of honor, and your love for your friend, would never allow it to come out. And I respected that about you. It made me love you even more, because I knew… no matter what… that we could always depend on you.”

I needed to stop for a moment, allow my emotions to get back in check before the hard part began.

“When you met me as Marlee, I did… well, let’s say I had been sexually active for several weeks. I saw our meeting as an opportunity… an opportunity for me to let that love out into the open, to let it take physical form.”

I stood up, wrapping my arms around my friend, who was still looking at me with such hurt.

“You had to feel it too. Even from the first, when we made love to each other. This wasn’t some girl you met at the grocery store. I looked so much like Marla…” I pulled his tear-filled eyes down to look at me. “Even if you didn’t actually understand it was me, I looked so much like her you let those feelings out. For the first time in our lives, we found a moment to be free, to really love each other…”

I couldn’t continue. The sobbing would not stop now. Jonah stood up, taking me in his arms, allowing me to let it all out.

“You see, my friend,” Jonah told Marshall, “here was the trick of Sera Wing. The fairy told me all about it. Not directly, but she fed me memories and images that I couldn’t have known on my own. About you and my wife, how much you cared for her… and for me. About the sacrifices you made to stay true to us both. She did not spare any egos either. I came under intense criticism for the way I had treated Marla over the years. And about my neglect of her and the family. Everything that happened… it was all my fault from the start. The fairy made that very clear. That was a hard lesson for me to learn, but a valuable one.”

I turned toward Jonah, gripping him in my arms. “Please forgive me, Jonah. I should have been more open with you all along.”

“Shush,” he said, shaking his head, touching my lips softly. “Water under the bridge… water under the bridge.”

He pointed at Marshall, inviting him to sit back down. As soon as he did, my husband directed me to sit right next to him again, picking up my hand, placing it back on his thigh. My husband sat on the loveseat across from us.

I looked up at Marshall, but his eyes were on his friend.

“Now,” Jonah said, “it is time for us to decide where we are going from here. This may come as a bit of a surprise to you both, but I approve. I think you should remain lovers. In our current time.”

We both gasped at those words. Did my husband just give me permission to continue making love to his friend?


Chapter 21

A New Beginning
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“I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it, both in my more youthful form and over the last few days after our return,” I said. “I don’t want to keep you two apart any longer, yet I don’t want her to leave me, either. I propose we adopt… what some people might call an unconventional marriage.”

I nodded my head, smiling at the gasps coming from both of them. My resolve settled in firmly. This was the right approach.

“It’s not really that much of a change, except the allowed physical aspects. Marla, let’s face it. You’ve always had two husbands. Marshall was more a husband to you than I ever was. When I was playing the ambitious lawyer, he was here with you and the kids, helping them to grow and keeping you company. It was he that helped the kids learn to ride their bikes, not me. When that pipe burst in Jackie’s room, it was he coming to the rescue. I was too busy.”

Emotions came so strong I had to stop for a moment, gather myself, regret taking their toll. So much of this was my fault. Yet, it’s too late for that now. And I wanted it this way. My firm resolve returned.

“I’m simply proposing we formalize that arrangement. Not with contracts, but with understanding. I propose we openly share Marla for the rest of our lives. How we actually do that needs to be discussed. We probably need to buffer some rules around it. Not really sure. Just started doing research online. There’s a reason threesomes have not been common in most human societies. They’re inherently unstable. Emotions often interfere.”

I took another deep breath, knowing this was the crux of our future. “That won’t be a problem for me. Even if she leaves me for you completely, it will be only what I deserve.” They both tried to protest. I just held my hand out to quiet them. “We all know it’s true. The only reason she stayed with me at all was because you talked her out of leaving every time. This is a fact. The fairy showed me many, many of your memories.”

I stared at them for a moment. Marla and Marshall avoided my eyes… Marla flushing a deep red. “Like the time I missed Jackie’s birth. You visited a divorce lawyer, but Marshall pleaded with you to give me another chance.” Marla gasped, surprised at my knowledge of the incident. “As I said, Sera was not sparing in what she showed me. But it’s a lesson I have taken to heart.”

I got up to refresh my drink, then did the same for them. While I did that, I watched as they whispered to each other. The growing realization of what this meant allowed her to move even closer to him, leaning her head against his chest, stroking his leg. I just smiled.

The real lesson of Sera Wing was not that I deserved to be punished. Not at all. I had taken care of Marla in every other way. My love for Marla had never been in doubt. Sera simply wiped away all my petty jealousies and selfishness. I genuinely wanted the best for my wife. There was no question. She needed this to be truly happy.

As I fixed the drinks, my confidence in this decision grew stronger. I took my time… to allow them a moment. I figured they needed to adjust to this new beginning. While I did that, my thoughts veered to the future.

I was sure she wouldn’t leave me for him. After all we had been through, she had plenty of opportunities to leave me over the years. But I no longer wanted to keep her from expressing that love for Marshall. And I was good with that. Even happy.

Another Sera lesson came flashing into my mind, hardening both my resolve and my cock. I chuckled, staring down at the hard shaft poking out of my cargo shorts. I had beaten off a number of times to the idea of them getting together lately.

Did this make me a cuckold? Not really. I didn’t LIKE the idea of her being with him. It didn’t arouse me by itself. What got me going was knowing how happy it would make her.

My wife was a sensual woman… a reality I had ignored for many years… at my loss. That didn’t change the fact. If I needed a reminder of that, all I had to do was look at all the guys she was with during our visit to fairyland. There would be plenty of her love to go around, even if that meant my spending an occasional night alone.

When I walked back into the living room, juggling our drinks, they were actively kissing and fondling on the sofa.

“Um… shall we continue?” I said, coughing softly. They quickly separated, guiltily pulling apart, like a couple of kids caught by their parents. Chuckling, I handed them the drinks. “We should probably finish our conversation before you get started.” My warm smile made sure they understood I was not upset.

Marla giggled, but did not move away from constantly touching my friend. Her hand continued stroking his leg. She looked up at her lover, then back at me. “Are you serious? You would be okay with my being with him?”

“Surprisingly… I am. In fact, this might be the weirdest development to come out of our visit to fairyland. It gets me quite aroused. I have even been wondering whether we might share you… at the same time.”

That caught them by surprise! Even with all the debauchery of the last four weeks, Marla had not taken on more than one. At least, not that she told me! I chuckled at her reaction.

“You would want that?” she said.

I smiled at her. “Yes, my love. And I think you would like it too.”

My smile became a full-out bellow of laughter at the surprised look on Marshall’s face. “You not happy with this new direction we are taking, my friend?”

“Not sure what to say,” Marshall replied. “All those years of avoiding contact and now… good to go? Just hard to absorb, especially after that incredible story.” He looked down at Marla. “I have never tried to hide how much I love your bride. She has always been the joy of my life.” I nodded, I understood. “But this… openly being with her in front of you… It’s a little hard to accept.”

“It is,” I chuckled. “I get that, but I want you to understand this is not something I am using as a form of punish for past misdeeds. It’s not like that. There’s always been this sexual tension between you two. I always knew it. Yet I was so focused on my career, I just let it hang there, creating even more tension. Our visit to fairyland taught me we must allow love to flourish. I promise you here, that will no longer be a problem for the two of you.”

For the next hour, we talked. About how this would be done. How often she would sleep at his house. How often at ours. She would continue to be my wife legally, even if the three of us now defined that arrangement in broader terms. I did not mind her being openly affectionate with him right in front of me. She could be naked around us anytime she wanted! I loved her body just the way she was; I told her. Marshall assured her he felt the same.

All the while we talked, I could see the change in my wife’s body language. The artificial reserve she had developed whenever Marshall was over had disappeared. Funny, I had never noticed it before, at least not consciously. Now, in its absence, that tension was glaring! She could finally let herself go around him.

At some point in the conversation, she excused herself, walking into the hall restroom. When she came out, both my friend and I gaped at what we saw. She was totally naked. When she returned to the sofa, she leaned back, draping her leg over my friend’s. When I smiled, obviously encouraging her, she physically relaxed more, spreading her legs further. I could see the glistening folds of her sex. My wife was clearly aroused by what was to come.

Marshall leaned down, tracing along her side, touching her bare breast, for the first time… at least in her older persona. Yes, indeed, we were off to a new beginning for the new Chadwick/Yarbrough household.

I smiled at them, standing up. “I think you two should ‘discuss’ this new arrangement on your own. A liquor store near the BT Center has a Deanston 30 in their special collection. They are holding it for me. I’ll be back in about an hour.” I reached over to lightly pinch her nipple, causing her to giggle, then walked toward the garage door.

Before I got there, Marla came up behind me, still naked, wrapping her arms around me. “Thank you, my love. I know this must be costing you something…”

“Truthfully, babe. Not really. I just want both of you to be happy. You both mean so much to me. We can make this work. I’m pretty sure my little slut will have plenty of desire for the both of us, don’t you?”

I pulled her chin up, kissing her hard. All the love I had for her went into that touch as our tongues danced in practiced delight.

“Maybe, if you’re not too worn out by the time I return…” I said, pulling back, giving her a wry grin. “… we can see about that sharing.” I reached down, tracing her slit with my finger. She was soaking wet. “For now, I think it’s time you found your peace with your new lover.”

Spinning her around, I tapped her sharply on the ass. “Now get! Loverboy awaits.”

Before she could react, I walked out the door.
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I found a new peace in my heart over the next hour. Replacing Marshall’s gift had been a mission ever since I had consumed the bottle in a drunken rage. He deserved better than that.

Surprisingly, I seldom thought about what they might be doing. They had many years of lust bottled up. I just hoped, by the time I got back, that they would still be in the mood for the sharing. I had watched a little threesome porn in the last few days to learn the cadence and some approaches to take. This kinkier lifestyle was definitely new to me.

By the time I got back, the living room was empty. I deposited the new Deanston bottle in our liquor cabinet, walking upstairs. There they were, in our bed, clearly in the afterglow of a torrid session. The bedclothes were a mess and my wife’s disheveled hair and swollen lips told me all I needed. They were talking to each other when I walked into the room.

Doing another round tonight might ask too much, I chuckled to myself. Thankfully, we had a king-sized bed. She invited me to join them. I took my clothes off, scooting in beside my well-fucked bride. My wife lay between us, her legs draped over her two men, exposing a pussy that was a mess of his cream and her arousal. I pulled a sheet over us. We were all asleep moments later.

Sometime during the night, a warmth enveloped my shaft. I came awake with a start as pleasure suffused my crotch. Marla’s mouth was clamped down softly, my rod now responding to her efforts. I noticed the bed moving. Looking over, I saw Marla on her knees. Marshall was behind, pushing himself into her welcoming sex.

I leaned back, watching the action. My wife was enjoying herself very much. Before I was fully hard, she trembled with her first orgasm, lifting off my shaft suddenly. Her cry of pleasure made my heart sing!

But she wasn’t done, and neither was my friend. Marla waved Marshall off, crawling onto my lap, impaling herself on my shaft. For the first time in my life, I felt the warmth of my wife’s well-fucked pussy. My groan of pleasure caused her to smile.

She leaned forward, offering her breasts. From long practice, my wife knew this was one of my favorite parts. I took her breasts in each hand, pulling them toward me. Her lips fell to mine as I grabbed her hips, punching upward as hard as I could. Her moan came through to me, but I wasn’t ready for that.

I pushed her up, resting her hands on my chest as I signaled for Marshall to join us. He was happy to do so, shoving his cock aggressively down her throat.

“Fuck her face hard,” I told him. “Grab her hair, force it in. Give her no choice. She loves that.”

My wife melted as her two lovers took her apart. Marshall rammed his cock down her throat while I grabbed her hips, pressing her down on every upward thrust. When she came, I almost lost it myself the way her entire body shook on top of me. Luckily, I didn’t.

Listening to Marshall groan, I suspected he was getting close. I lightly tapped his leg. “Pull out when you’re ready. Cum all over her face.” Marshall nodded, returning to savage that open mouth.

Marla was getting close again. I hoped he could hold out. I felt the sensations even before she whimpered the approaching blast. “Now,” I said to him, grabbing her hips, savaging her hungry pussy with thrust after thrust. Marshall pulled out, using his shaft for all he had, furiously pounding it with his fist until his cum exploded all over her face and chest.

My wife mewled as her orgasm came at the same time. I could see the impact each rope of his white cream had on her, as if it sizzled her skin with the heat, making it more intense. My cum followed shortly, extending the release further as she flopped on top of me. Her breasts, with those hard nipples throbbing for all to see, swayed back and forth with each of my stabs upward.

She heaved, trying to catch her breath as she tried to recover, eyes closed. Her hands found my chest to lean on. I tapped Marshall on the leg again, mouthing ‘do this.’

I scooped a load of his seed in my finger, pressing it into her mouth. Despite her heavy breathing, she eagerly sucked it. Her lover did the same for another scoop. Soon, we were playfully feeding her everything he had deposited on her body, to the obvious delight of my wife. She sucked each finger dry as it found another load.

The quizzical look on my friend’s face brought a smile. “Your first time cumming on her face?” I asked. “Even last week?” He nodded it was. “You’ll see. She really likes that. We did it a lot when we were younger. Want to do that more, my love?”

“Oh yes,” she said, in between heaving breaths. “I love that. That orgasm was SO intense! I want to do that whenever you two want.”

“I thought so,” I chuckled, signaling for Marshall to get back into bed. The nightstand clock said it was only 4 in the morning. “Let’s get some more sleep. This is likely to be an active weekend.”

“I hope so,” Marla said, rolling off me.

I got up, returning with a couple of warm washcloths, handing one to Marshall. With mine, I cleaned what remained on her face and chest, and wiped away the mess we had left down below.

When I returned from throwing the washcloths in the hamper, my heart almost stopped. My wife was spooning with her new lover. They were already gone. I thought for a moment of going to the guest room, allowing them this time together… decided against it. I had better get used to this, I thought, as I crawled into bed… asleep moments later.
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When I awoke, I felt a weight on my chest. Marla had her arm draped across me, her body pressed against mine. It was a position she regularly slept in. I smiled. Share and share alike, right?

Gently, I lifted her arm up, easing myself out of bed. I put on a robe, heading downstairs. It was already 8 o’clock. This old body needed coffee! Our daughter was an absolute coffee fiend. Her regular mug had an emblem emblazoned on the side. ‘Instant Human. Just add coffee.’ I wasn’t that bad, but a couple of good cups in the morning always got me going.

While the Keurig did its magic, I opened the fridge to see if we had any eggs. We had been gone so much over the last month; I wasn’t sure if we had anything. Regrettably, we didn’t. No milk or bread, either. I briefly thought of running to the store for some supplies while they slept.

Marshall didn’t let me. He came down the steps in a pair of my gym shorts and a T-shirt. “Hope you don’t mind. I borrowed some stuff. I’ll need to abscond with a drawer, keep some stuff here,” he said.

I smiled with a nod. “Good idea.”

My friend surprised me, walking straight up. His arms hugged me close. I laughed, shrugging him off. “The permission was for her, not me,” I laughed. Maybe it’s a hetero thing. Not sure. I’ve just never been comfortable with open displays of affection with other guys. He smiled, understanding, stepping up to the coffee selection. I knew what he meant, nodding my acceptance. He sat on a kitchen high-top stool.

“Hard to know what to say, Jonah,” he said. “This change… our relationship… it’s transformational. It’ll shape everything we do in the future.”

“Lot’s of unanswered questions still, for sure.”

“So many… where to start? Here’s one. I go to Caribbean resorts in the winter. Get away from the cold. Can I take her with me? Leaving you here alone for a week?”

I looked up in the air for a moment, as if figuring something in my head. “Why not? We’ve already agreed she can stay with you on alternating weeks if she wants. What difference does it make where you are sleeping?”

He smiled. “Got a point there. But it’s not about the trip exactly, it’s about the risk of competition. If I take her to say… Cancun… will you be pressured to one up, taking her to… Paris or something? And what about gifts? If I buy her a watch at Christmas, will you need to one-up with a new car? I’m worried we will start competing for her affections in a way that damages our relationship.”

“THAT I can answer,” I replied, sitting next to him at the bar, sipping my coffee. “I felt it last night when I came to bed and you were spooning together. There will be uncertain feelings and an occasional hurt when she chooses you over me for some future thing. It’ll happen. No question it will.”

I steeled myself, growing ever more certain. “But I’ve decided. It is Marla’s choice to make. If she consistently chooses you over me, say… deciding to move in with you full-time… I will not seldom object. She deserves whatever happiness I can give her. I had my chance to make her happy all those years. YOU were the one that did it, saving our marriage while you were at it. You sacrificed your feelings for decades.”

We both heard some movements upstairs. I touched his shoulder. “Look, my friend. I have loved you since the 4th grade. Have always considered you my best friend. And you repaid that trust by supporting me… and her… long after I deserved to be kicked to the curb.”

“Come on, Jonah. It wasn’t like that.”

“Sure it was. Remember, the fairy showed me the memories. You going home to beat off to satisfy the need that raged inside you. The conversations convincing her to stay with me when all you really wanted was for her to come to you. Over and over… for decades! Now it’s my turn. I continue to trust you, knowing you won’t abuse that trust. And neither will she. If I feel a minor discomfort or hurt because of a perceived slight, I’ll live with it. If it gets to be more than I can stand, well… you know that too. I will have no trouble telling either of you.”

“I want that,” Marshall said. “I really do. I want you to tell me if…”

“Tell you what?” Marla said, coming down in her kimono robe… with nothing on underneath!

“Hey, this is man-talk.” I teased in my gruffest ‘manly’ voice. That got them both laughing as she gave it right back… Marshall joining in the teasing. The comfort I felt at that moment would stay in my memory for years to come.


Epilogue
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The smell of antiseptic stung my nose as I blinked awake in the hospital bed. My chest ached, tubes ran across the thin blanket. Marla slept in a chair beside me, her hand wrapped around mine.

I tried to squeeze back, but could barely move my fingers. She stirred at the faint pressure, eyes flickering open.

“Jonah…” Relief flooded her face as she leaned in close. “The doctor said your heart attack was not too bad. You’ll be up and around in no time.”

I managed a weak smile. The memory of the pain… like that creature from Alien coming out of my chest… would stay with me forever. As I screamed, falling to the floor, gripping my chest in surprise, Marla rushed to me, yelling for Marshall to call 911. My 76-year-old body had finally betrayed me, but Marla’s presence soothed the sting. That’s all I remembered until just now.

Over the next few days, Marshall visited often, cracking jokes to make me laugh, then wincing as he lowered himself into the chair.

“All those years of running finally catching up with me,” he said ruefully, stretching out his leg. “These knees are killing me.”

His marathoning days were long past. One knee had already been replaced and the other looked like a good candidate by the end of the year.

Once I returned home, Marla became caretaker for both her old men. She fussed over our pills, made us healthy meals, and rubbed Voltaren gel into our aching joints. And at night, she curled up between us, holding each of our hands.

Our passionate romps of younger years were long past. But it didn’t matter… Her loving presence was the only rejuvenation we needed. Thanks to the magical wish so long ago, she had more than enough love for both of us.

On sleepless nights, I thought back to our early days together, cringing at how I’d neglected Marla. If not for the fateful meeting with Sera Wing, would resentment have corrupted our marriage? Would I have missed out on decades of joy with both Marla and Marshall?

Funny, as I look at the two in bed with me, I had to chuckle to myself. We spent all that money on a new house at Bear Lake, having it designed with two Master Bedrooms so she could switch off sleeping with each of us. In the end, we slept in the same bed so often, we could have saved the money.

As I settled into my ritual cuddle with my Beloved, her gentle snoring already gave me everything I needed. On the other hand, Marshall’s snoring… not so much. But I was used to it now. Mine was likely just as bad. Marla didn’t seem to mind.
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The breakroom coffee pot gurgled as I entered. Carissa stood waiting near the pot, turning as I entered. Her hips seemed to shake, ready for her planned saucy taunt. “Have a good weekend, old man?” she purred. “Get any action?”

In two strides, I had her pinned to the wall, one hand tight around her slender neck. She gasped, eyes flying wide. I leaned in close, letting my body press against hers.

“Is that how you address your Master?” My tone dripped with sexual control.

“No… no, Sir,” she stammered, her voice full of that same need I had tasted so many times at the Bear Lake cabin.

“I thought we agreed you wouldn’t treat the older partners that way.”

Confusion clouded her face. Her body remembered the message, but her subconscious couldn’t marry it with the man. I felt her tense and quiver against me.

“I’m sorry, Sir, it won’t happen again.”

She was panting now, helpless arousal rising fast. I stepped back, releasing her neck.

“See that it doesn’t slut.” With a brusque nod, I turned, moving toward the door. “Glad we could have this discussion.” I smiled, then walked out before I broke character, bursting into laughter.

She trembled as I left the room.

Later, I made a call to my colleague, Aaron Kane.

“You should ask Carissa out,” I suggested casually. “I think you’d really hit it off.”

I said nothing of her proclivities, but Aaron’s knowing smile told me he understood my meaning completely. I knew he was into all the BDSM stuff. He just needed the right partner to unleash that side of him again.

The following week, Carissa received notification of the prestigious SP&Y law scholarship I had recommended. Her gratitude shone in her eyes when we passed in the hall. But any sass toward me was now replaced by shy respect.

Sometimes all it takes is meeting the right person to set you on your proper path.
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The smell of pancakes drifted up the stairs as I slowly opened my eyes. What a dream! I hadn’t had one that vivid since the faery slammed me with my own memories so many years ago. It was a fun one though, as I remembered Aaron did ask her out that week. Now, fifteen happy years since they wed, I’m certain my friend Aaron Kane was just the right person for Carissa.

Marla’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets tossed back. I smiled, picturing her and Marshall in the kitchen, bumping hips at the stove while they laughed over the sizzling batter.

I stretched and sat up, wincing slightly at the ache in my chest. The doctor said it would take time to regain my strength after the heart attack. But I was still here. That’s all that mattered. This old coot could still enjoy quiet mornings like this with the two people he loved the most.

Voices and clinking dishes floated up from downstairs. I shuffled to the bathroom, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The fairy may have restored my virility all those years ago, but time still etched its mark. My hair was more silver than brown now, my tall frame a little more stooped.

But my eyes were still bright with happiness. After washing up, I made my way down the stairs, holding tightly to the railing. Marla spotted me first and hurried over, wrapping her arm around my waist in support.

“There you are! I was just about to come get you for breakfast.”

She kissed my cheek, the familiar floral scent of her perfume bringing a smile to my face. Across the kitchen, Marshall looked up from setting the table, his smile just as warm.

“Morning, Jonah! Hungry?”

We settled around the table, passing platters laden with pancakes, eggs and bacon. It was a heavy breakfast for my weakened condition, but I welcomed the company. As we ate, Marla and Marshall chatted about their upcoming trip, flashing each other grins.

“You sure you’ll be alright here alone?” Marla asked, reaching over to squeeze my hand.

I nodded, spearing another bite of pancake. A week on my own while they went to Hawaii didn’t bother me. I knew Marla would call every day, and I’d enjoy the peace and quiet.

More importantly, I knew without question that every beat of her heart belonged equally to Marshall and me. The fairy’s gift of unconditional love still filled our lives.

After breakfast, I curled up on the couch with a book while Marshall & Marla cleaned up the breakfast dishes. I glanced up from my book to see Marla looking at me with her loving smile as she shared her loving moment with Marshall. It may have been the greatest gift of them all. To see her so happy with him… with us. I smiled, turned a page.

For the next hour, Marla bustled around packing. The peals of laughter drifting in from the other room told me Marshall was ‘helping’ too. I smiled again, turning another page.

Our unconventional life together may have slowed with age, but it was still filled with profound joy. All thanks to the choices we made so long ago in a magic booth at the fair.
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My wife and I penned these chronicles as a cautionary tale for anyone who finds themselves before a magical wish-granter. Consider your heart’s desire carefully… you may receive more than you bargained for. But if you open your mind, the experience could transform your life in wondrous ways neither logic nor fear allow.

As someone wise once told me, when it comes to life and especially when it comes to wishes…enjoy and learn.
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In realms of enchantment, where dreams take flight,

There dwells a fairy, a shimmering light.

With wings of gossamer, delicate and bright,

She weaves love’s magic, in the depths of night.

A whisper of hope, she carries on her breath,

With powers profound, she conquers love’s depth.

She listens intently to hearts that confide,

Their wishes for love, they can no longer hide.

With a wave of her wand, she sprinkles stardust,

Granting desires, love’s sweet lust.

For those seeking solace, a partner to find,

She bestows upon them, a love entwined.

She ignites the flames of passion anew,

Binding two souls, in love that’s true.

She mends broken hearts, with tender care,

Creating a tapestry, a love beyond compare.

In twilight’s embrace, where secrets reside,

She dances on moonbeams, her presence implied.

With a twinkle in her eye, she works her spell,

Guiding love’s journey, where destinies dwell.

Oh, fairy of love, so gracious and kind,

With each wish granted, hearts intertwine.

In your ethereal realm, love’s essence persists,

Forever enchanting, in eternal bliss.

So let us believe, in your mystical art,

That love can be captured, from the depths of the heart.

For in your realm of magic, dreams do come true,

Through the fairy’s touch, love blooms anew.


If you enjoyed this book…


One More Bite at the Cherry

By Paul Garland
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A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

Since college, Glenn and Cherry's enduring love has remained unwavering through the ups and downs of life. When a magical twist of fate transports them back to 1994, they view it as a wistful glimpse into the carefree days of their youth and a second chance to 'do it all over.'

But Cherry finds herself tempted to explore missed opportunities and unrequited crushes from the past. As she indulges secret fantasies and illicit romances, Glenn struggles to keep their marriage alive and witnessing his wife's awakening challenges him in ways he never expected.

Meanwhile, a former flame of Glenn's has reappeared, conjuring up temptation to explore what might have been. As Glenn and Cherry navigate the turbulent waters of desire, their commitment to each other is put to the ultimate test. Will their secrets and past regrets create fissures in the foundation of their lifelong love? Or will indulging long-held fantasies rekindle their passion and strengthen the unbreakable bond they share?

Caught between reliving the past and finding their way back home, Glenn and Cherry discover their love may be potent enough to conquer anything - even the allure of old flames that burn bright. The Wishing Faery Chronicles, "A Second Bite At The Cherry" is an adult urban erotic fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long.

A Second Bite At The Cherry features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with cuckold and hotwife themes.
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Click here to sign up for the mailing list.


About the Author
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GK specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus  on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 70-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.


Also by GK Grayson


Try these other books from GK Grayson.
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WATCHING MORGAN:

CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed. This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

My Sizzling Barbecue

The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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BEING SET FREE series: These husbands set their wives free to be the hotwife they want to be. Turns out, being a MILF to college boys was just wanted they wanted... as a start. Soon, that wasn't enough. The three book series is available as a bundle, called Being Set Free.

MILF Set Free

MILF Set Free 2

Eileen Set Free

Being Set Free (bundle of all three books)
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ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan


OTHER AUTHORS FROM

OAKVIEW PUBLISHING

GK GRAYSON

(Hotwife/Cuckold/Multi-Kink)

Being Set Free (series)

BigPlay (series)

Bree Likes to Play (series)

Brynn’s Need (series)

Catching a Big One (series)

Chasing Pleasure: An Erotic Collection

Finding My Inner Hotwife (3-Book Bundle)

Haunted for Pleasure

His Cuckold Craving

His Wife Wants to be Shared

The Hitchhiker (series)

Hotwife Surprise (series)

Invited to Paradise

Loving My Best Friend’s Wife

Mentor (series)

My Hotwife Inside

My Professor Taught Me What Hotwife Meant

My Wild Girlfriend

Nikki’s Desire (series)

Our Celtic Awakening: Flynn’s Journey

(Co-authored with Peter G Johnson)

Page Becomes a Hotwife (series)

Reliving My Story

Seduced By My Client

Stacy Emerges (series)

Talia Goes on a Date (series)

The Evolution of Marriage | Season One (series)

The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two (series)

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan

The New Employee is a Big Deal

What Beth Wants (series)

The Wishing Faery Chronicles (series)

GEORGE KEITH

(Romance/Fantasy/Thriller)

Capturing Her Dreams

The Nudge

JORDAN SMITHSON

(BDSM/Hard Cuckold)

Finding What We Need

Given to the Doms

His Cuckold Life (series)

Kelly’s Training (series)

Macy Takes Control (series)

Officer on the Scene

Rapture at the Supper Club

She Needed Him

Supplying What She Needs

The Joy of Submission (series)
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