
    
      other2other1 Literotica Stories

      
        	
          Forced Perspective
        

        	
          Double or Nothing Pt. 01
        

        	
          Checked Out
        

        	
          Double or Nothing Pt. 02
        

        	
          Double or Nothing Pt. 03
        

        	
          Double or Nothing Pt. 04
        

        	
          Double or Nothing Pt. 05
        

        	
          February Sucks - The Bus
        

        	
          On the Mend
        

        	
          Total Destruction
        

        	
          Writing as a Loving Wives Author
        

        	
          The Nuclear Family Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Nuclear Family Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Nuclear Family Pt. 03
        

        	
          The Nuclear Family Pt. 04
        

        	
          Abandoned Rage
        

        	
          Happy Birthday My Love
        

        	
          Bed and Breakfast
        

        	
          Guilty Until Proven Innocent Pt. 01
        

        	
          Guilty Until Proven Innocent Pt. 02
        

        	
          Watching the Game
        

        	
          She's Cheating on You
        

        	
          Parenthood
        

        	
          Seven Fifty
        

        	
          The Gander
        

        	
          Through the Fire Pt. 01
        

        	
          Through the Fire Pt. 02
        

        	
          Through the Fire Pt. 03
        

        	
          Through the Fire Pt. 04
        

        	
          The Jump
        

        	
          Friday Coffee
        

        	
          Masked Confidence
        

        	
          Hope is a Heavy Word
        

        	
          Forget Me Not
        

        	
          Disrespect and DNA Pt. 01
        

        	
          Disrespect and DNA Pt. 02
        

        	
          Holiday Gift
        

        	
          Seven-Hundred and Fifty Reasons
        

        	
          Small
        

        	
          One Step
        

        	
          Fly Free
        

      

    
  Forced Perspective

        Harrys family has been hiding secrets.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/forced-perspective

Title: Forced Perspective

Author: other2other1

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Harrys family has been hiding secrets.

Tags: tear jerker, violent, btf, drama, cheating, romance




AUthors Note:
Hi Everyone, I have been reading stories here for years and recently, I thought I would try to write. The result is that this is my very first story. It's a little longer than I expected at just over 48k, as once I got writing, it took on a life of its own. Sorry to all the spelling & grammar police out there. Being new to writing, this is all self-edited.
A few concepts discussed here may not work in the real world, such as legal terms and intellectual property. However, I hope everyone can follow along enough to enjoy the story as a whole.
I would also like to thank a few other writers here on LW. It was some of your stories that motivated me to write. To StangStar06, BigGuy33, Blackrandl1958 & soul71, among many some of your works, gave me the desire to give it a try. Thank you for the inspiration to do this.
If you like this, I have another two stories in the works that I will continue to work on.
Prologue
I practically fell to the ground beside the car, and I could feel myself going numb, my wounds were leaking blood everywhere, and I was pretty sure I had some type of muscle damage on my shoulder. I could feel a dozen scrapes on my arms and shrapnel in my back. I would find out later that this numb feeling was common for the first few minutes after being shot. The body takes time to process things, and nerve endings need to figure out how much trauma is happening and the deeper the wound, the more time the body sometimes needs.
I was starting to lose focus; I could feel the shock beginning to set in and knew I had only a few moments before I lost consciousness. But I managed to move to her and lock eyes; she was bleeding almost as severely as I was. There we're people approaching and voices yelling out. But as I drifted off, all I could see were her eyes; after everything, they were all that mattered.
Chapter 1 -- Growing Up
Families are strange organisms; not one family is alike; the mix of personalities, ages, perspectives and genetics make each family unique. Mine was no different, my name is Harry Other, and I was the middle child in what you might describe as a classic nuclear family, Martha my mom, Roger my dad, and three kids. My older brother Greg is a burly well-built guy like our father; my younger sister Joan build petite like my mom. I am the odd one out; unlike the rest of my family, I have sandy brown hair and have a very slim build. When Greg would bully me, dad just laughed and said I needed to toughen up, "Life is never fair," he always used to tell me. As we got older, we did all the things that families do; we did picnics, outings to the park. I, of course, got all of Greg's hand me downs, even the clothes that were two sizes too big, so my mom just bought me belts and suspenders to hold my clothing together though I was always the one out. Greg and Joan always got new stuff, and I just had to put up with it. I suppose that another thing was that Dad was always harsher on me than the others, Greg was like him, and Joan was always his little girl; Dad described me as 'the mistake'. As I entered into my teenage years, my family never worried if I got left out, and they never worried if I got left at home. My mum would sometimes show concern, but then dad would throw his life is never fair comment out, and I would be left alone.
The one good thing that came out of being left alone so much is that I learned a lot, I studied, I built something, I got into science and technology at school and managed to save enough over a few years of pocket money and odd jobs to buy myself a computer. It was computer parts from a few locations, but I built it and learned how things worked. My refuges from my struggles at home were my studies. I learned physics, geography, biology, chemistry, and history; I also learned English, German, and Spanish. I was as a human sponge with all the hours spent alone in my room. I was a straight-A student with high distinctions and honours from my teachers in all my reports in school. Though it felt like my parents didn't care at home, I would get a well done and a small smile from my mother and a grunt from my father. Greg just made fun of me being a nerd. In school, he had only just passed his remedial math classes.
In the later years of high school, Greg increased the strength and frequency he used to beat me under the guise of 'brotherly love' and dad appeared to encourage it. Joan sniggered but ignored me. Mom caught me trying to ice a bruise over my right kidney one time and held the ice there for me a couple of minutes while telling me not to encourage my brother.
"But mom, I don't do or say anything. I try to stay out of his way, but if he can, he always throws punches as hard as he can whenever I am passing by". I wined, "The way dad encourages it and the way Greg treats me, it's like I was born into the wrong family."
Mom looked like she wanted to say something but thought better of it, instead she said,
"I'll talk to your father and brother about it and get them to lay you off. Not being built like them, I guess they don't think about it." I guess a couple of days later, Mum must have talked to them because Greg started coming into my room every few days when I was asleep, punching me in the stomach. Dad never said anything, but if a man could pull off a combined sneer and a smile, he was it!
I was constantly bruised under clothes that never really fit me. I was careful to ensure that no one at school ever saw the results of the beatings until one day, I was being made to run track for Physical Education class and tripped when someone in a prank threw a metal bar in my way, causing me to fall and open a gash down my arm. I was sent to the medical bay, and the school nurse and older lady called Mrs Erskine asked me to remove my shirt so she could clean and bind the gash.
"Harry, sweetie, it's OK, this old lady has raised three sons, and you haven't got anything I haven't seen; we need to clean this to make sure it doesn't get infected."
Hesitating a few more moments, I took off my shirt, trying to make sure that Mrs Erskine didn't see the latest set of bruises that Greg gave me two days ago. After a few minutes, I relaxed, and while the wound stung quite severely, she cleaned me up and put a nice and tight compression bandage on the wound. When she finished, I turned and put my shirt on when Mrs Erskine saw the massive black and yellow mark running up my back.
"Harry!" she gasped, "Are you ok?"
I tried to play it down, as I had learnt that in my family, no one likes a snitch, "I'm fine, Mrs E" I must have fallen over a few days ago and not understood that I hurt myself."
She didn't buy it for a second, but she said nothing and sent me on my way, I didn't know at the time, but she put the word out among all the teachers that she believed someone was beating me up and to keep an eye out.
One unintended consequence of my being watched by all the teachers at school was that during my senior year, my teachers banded together to help me, although I never knew it. They had figured out that I was not being picked on at school, and as I had no social life outside of school, they thought it was a home thing. The problem was that they couldn't do anything without causing all sorts of drama or talking directly to me about it. It turns out they did the next best thing. As we neared the end of the year, they helped me submit to several universities and ensured that it was a submission for a school a few hours away to get me out of my parent's house. They worked with me to help me choose a specialization, and I found that I wanted to do a chemistry major, so my science teachers helped me submit a scholarship. Taking a risk, my science and chemistry teacher Mr Daniels, who I always got along with, reached out to my parents and arranged a meeting about the scholarship submission. They came to the school a week before the submission date, and five of us sat in the room, Mr Daniels, the school principal, Mr McDonnell, my parents and me.
"Mr and Mrs Other, I don't think you understand the opportunity for Harry here, he is one of the brightest students that we have seen in the last few years, and he very well could have a full scholarship to study at university!" Mr Daniels had been going round in a circle with my parents for almost twenty minutes now.
"That's nice, but as I said before, I am not paying for the boy to go study; he needs a job and to learn his place in the world", he scowled
"Mr Other," Mr McDonnell invited, "What Mr Daniels is trying to say is that the scholarship that Harry is being offered is fully funded. So you don't have to pay for it!"
Dad had no response to that, but it didn't take long before he had another reason
"Well, all these places are out of town, so he'll have nowhere to live, and again I won't pay for that!"
"We have already thought of that, Mr Other," Mr Daniels noted, "I have a cousin who owns a business within walking distance of the university. He's been looking for a junior to help out, clean things and keep everything in his warehouse tidy. It's not glamorous work", he chucked, "Indeed it can be downright dirty and hard work, but it will pay just enough for Harry to have room and board near the university and pay for a few basics like food and his books."
I looked at Mr Daniels funny because earlier, when he told me about the job with his cousin, he told me something entirely different. I would be helping him research and work in a lab very close to the chemistry I would be studying. He looked at me, winked and gave a subtle shake of his head. I took the hint and said nothing
My dad thought about it for a moment, "Well, as long as I don't have to pay and he learns about hard work, and it gets the boy out of my house."
"Excellent, "Said Mr McDonnell, getting into it before dad could change his mind. "I have the paperwork here already for signature. It took another hour, but in the end, everything was signed, and we went home.
I was surprised when Mr Daniels pulled me out of class two weeks later and handed me a heavy set of envelopes. "Your good to go, the admissions board has approved your scholarship, and my cousin Norman looks forward to meeting you over the holidays before university starts and getting you up to speed."
"Mr Daniels, I don't know what to say!"
"Just remember me when you rise to the top." He paused, "Harry, you're going to do well in whatever you put your mind to, your smart, hardworking, and you put others before yourself. All the teachers here at school have had a good idea what's happening at home for a while." I went to retort, to defend my family when he held up a hand, "It's ok, you don't have to say anything or defend anyone, we just know and figured out this would be one of the ways we could help one of our bright stars from falling to the earth and crashing!"
School finished up at the end of the year, as schools here in Australia run on the calendar year, and I found that I finished up third in the school rankings overall. I would have been a tie for first if my parents had let me go on two extra credit off school excursions, but I was again denied.
Once we were out of school, Mr Daniels arranged to come and pick me up to introduce me to my new job. Once we were on our way, he told me to call him Jack, as he was no longer my teacher. Drove over to the next city, which took just over an hour, and he introduced me up to Norman and helped find an apartment for me. It was a fantastic three-day trip, and I got to talk to Jack and Norman like friends. They listened to what I had to say and explained what I would be doing, Norman had put a word in, and I had the choice of two 1-bedroom flats between the school and what would become my workplace. I chose the one closer to work, and it was on floor one of an older but well-maintained apartment block. The building super was a nice older man and told me to call him if I needed any help. On the trip back, Jack and I spoke about what I would be learning, and I think I was excited to see that there may be more to life than being ignored or treated poorly by my family.
The evening before I left, my mother came in with a dozen boxes and began to help me pack everything. "Mom, I can't take all of this on the bus!"
"It's ok dear, I have spoken to your father, and I am going to take you up and these boxes in his truck tomorrow, one trip and you're moved."
Mom almost cried looking at me but came over and gave me the biggest hug that I have ever gotten from her. Once she had her arms around, though, she broke down and sobbed.
"Oh Harry, my precious and beautiful Harry, you deserve more, I could not do much for you, but I do have a gift.
Mom went out of my room and returned with a small box; it was a beautiful A4 notebook and what looked to be an expensive fountain pen. I would use the notebook to record ideas and discoveries in the years to come, and the pen was always on my desk.
"Don't tell your father, but I wanted you to have something that was just for you to... " she trailed off and looked at me, her composure threatening to break. "To... to know how much I love you." Then, finally, she walked out, and I could hear her blowing her nose.
At dinner that evening, there wasn't a lot said
Joan: "Don't be more of a looser than you already are" she just looked at me with contempt and looked back at her phone
Dad: "I'll make sure to find another big brother there to help look after you", he sneered, but I felt it was an empty threat as I didn't think he knew anyone outside of town. "And make sure you don't embarrass this family any more than you already have."
Mom said nothing but looked at me with the more sorrowful eyes I have ever seen
The other gift I got that night came a little before midnight, with Greg coming into my room and trying to beat me senseless. As usual, I couldn't resist, and he laughed at me as he walked out, "So that you remember your place mistake!"
I can't say I was unhappy to be leaving.
Chapter 2 -- Finding my Place
The following year was terrific. I started learning about new chemistry concepts or combined concepts and how to make my own discoveries at university. When I wasn't at university, I was at work with Norman putting the theory I was learning into practice. I got to study to my heart's desire, and I was making my own money for once. Being away from my family for the first time, I had never felt freedom, but if this was it, I liked it. Jack also drove up often to hang out and talk with Norman or me, and I thought he appeared to enjoy spending time with me. In my mind, he became the big brother that I always wish Greg had been. I saved pretty much everything on the money front since I never went out, and when I had enough money, he helped me pick out a car. We talked girls, a concept I was too shy to look at yet and just generally hung out. The only black cloud was that once I had my car, I was expected to head back to my parents for lunch one Sunday a month once I had a car. These were mandatory family gatherings, and dad demanded that I be there. Since I had moved out, Sunday lunch had grown; without me underfoot all the time, my parents and siblings now had an ever-changing group of people around most Sundays. It was almost humorous; my family acted as a burden that had been lifted with me no longer there. I got looks from everyone when I was there, wondering why even though my presence was all but demanded. So I just sat on the couch in the corner and politely waited for the afternoon to end so I could head back to my life. Many people who worked for my father were usually there. I wasn't a fan of going alone and being in the same room as them, but as the dutiful son, I obeyed.
It was during this early time away, learning and studying, that I made a breakthrough. I made a chemical discovery that increased the strength and longevity of certain plastic compounds. However, when a specific inert common compound was added, the plastic would break down into its inert base components in a matter of a few days. When I presented my findings with Norman at work, he just about passed out.
"You're a wizard Harry! this will change our use of plastics globally and make everything a lot more environmentally friendly". Over the next week, we used the lab and repeatedly proved that my formula worked. At the end of the week, we were sitting in his office when Jack walked in, having come up from school, and we got him caught up.
"Harry, I think there are a few things here that Norman and I need to talk with you about. However, if we do them right, then your discovery and formula will make you famous.
Over the next few weeks, Jack and Norman helped me through the process of submitting a patent to ensure that the discovery was mine; right before school ended, I had turned eighteen, so thankfully, I didn't need my parents involved. Jack also helped me do a deal with Norman that would set up a new business together to produce the plastic compound. For his trouble, Jack got a single percentage point in the business. Over the next six months, I went from a low budget university student to bringing in what high-end management consultants do each year. I still didn't have a social life, it was still just university, work and the occasional trip to my parents, but I did do a few things for myself. First, I took out a loan to buy as opposed to rent an apartment, and as usual, Jack helped me find the place, and we went through the motions of buying the place; it was a little further than walking distance, so I would need a decent car as opposed to the 1982 green Mazda 323 that was always on its last legs. We looked around the yards, and that's when I saw her and fell in love!
She was a 2008, 5.0l V8 GT Mustang, secondhand and in good condition, low kilometres, and upgraded suspension. I had to pay a little extra on insurance as I was under 25, but it was worth it. When I got in and started her up, she purred for me and was always keen for a drive. Most Saturday afternoons, you could find me down in the car park washing and waxing her, ready for the next time I went to drive. Along with my mustang, I also went to spruce up my personal image a little. I bought some clothes that fit me; with my thin frame, thanks to my high metabolism, I started to think of myself as more than just a nerdy punching bag for my older brother.
The next time I headed over to my parents for lunch, I had the best drive, opening my mustang up on the highway and getting a few looks as I pulled into my parents' drive. A v8 is not precisely a subtle pulling up, so a couple of people came out to see the noise, including my sister Joan.
"Hey, buddy, this is a private family gathering, invite...." She trailed off as she looked at me for what felt like the first time.
"Hey, sis, it's just your dorky older brother coming back for lunch."
She didn't know what to say. However, a couple of her girlfriends came over to ask about the car and who I was. They couldn't believe that I was Joan's older brother or that I had such a car. It was interesting to be the centre of attention and be positive for once. I couldn't help but smile.
Inside, my mother looked at me and almost cried seeing my new clothes and smile, but she hugged me. Dad and Greg just glared at me like they always did, dad looked upset, and Greg looked angry. After that, my father, brother and sister pretty much avoided talking to me other than a couple of snide comments. But they were listening to almost everything I said.
Mum wanted the details, "No mum, I'm still your Harry, I've just had some good luck for once," Mum had hardly left me alone since she hugged me and wanted to know about my transformation. "A few months ago, I discovered a formula that is going to change the world, and Jack and Norman have been helping me do what they call a patent, meaning that people have to pay me to use my formula". Mum was astounded, "But that's not all, Norman and I have set up a new company to produce the compounds that my patent protects, and he's given me a 30% stake in the company; he's got a 30% stake in the company. We also gave Jack a 1% shareholding, and some international investors have the remaining 39%. So everything is leaning toward it being a huge success".



Dad had a scowl on his face. I think he wanted to say something but said nothing, Greg for the first time in his life, he couldn't say anything to me. "It's only a little bit of money coming in now, however over the next couple of years, I think I could be worth quite a bit, and I get to travel to interesting places to do research." I had left my parents speechless for the first time, and my family had nothing to say. It wasn't praised as I got from Jack, but neither was it insults and berating like normal.
That week I went back to work and study happy, and you couldn't wipe the smile off my face. Each month I would head back to lunch with my parents, and it was different. Of course, I wasn't entirely included, Joan, Greg, and Dad never had any more time for me than they ever did, but mum and a few of the family friends appeared to be interested in what I was doing.
Then one Sunday, I turned up, and mum appeared nervous. I hugged her, acknowledged without too much warmth my siblings and father, and went to say hello to the day's guests. As I mentioned before, mum and dad always had different people on Sundays, and today was no exception. I mingled for a bit; I grabbed a plate of food and went and sat down in my usual spot out of the way to enjoy my BBQ cooked sausages, potato salad, crusty bread rolls, and people watch for a while. While I was not as socially awkward as I used to be, I still didn't interact that well with this crowd of people, especially those my parents hung around.
"Hi, mind if I sit here?"
It was as if I had heard the voice of an angel, I repositioned my gaze, and there she stood. If I appreciated my mustang's colour, forms, and curves, then the vision before me made my car pale in comparison. She was tall and thin, looking like just a bit under 6". She had long soft brown hair that was almost down to her waist, her breasts were small, around 32 A's, but they fit her frame perfectly, her waist was tight, and she looked like she had an amazing ass under the jeans she was wearing.
Her face was cute, big brown eyes, a button nose and soft lips, she wore big thick-rimmed glasses, but they added to the look of her face. I think she had spoken to me a moment ago.
"Ah, sorry?"
She giggled; I think she knew I was caught staring.
"Do you mind if I sit here? I wanted to sit and eat."
"Sure"
"I'm Harry."
"Dianna"
Over the next hour, we talked about everything we could think of, from current movies and tastes in music to some of my chemistry work and cars like my mustang. Dianna was at college learning counselling to become an abuse counsellor, loved dogs, not cats, was a fan of sci-fi movies and was into console gaming. She lived about half an hour out of town, surprisingly on my way back to my unit, and I must say by the time I had to go, I was smitten. We were still chatting when mum came out looking for me.
"Harry?"
"Yes, mum?"
Locating me and walking over to where Dianna and I were sitting, she saw Dianna and hesitated. "Dianna, how are you, sweetie". They exchanged pleasantries; apparently, Dianna had worked for dad recently, which is how she got invited.
"Harry, I was wondering if you could do me a favour, Dianna's lift had to leave early because of a family situation, and as you're going by her house on the way home, I was wondering if you could drop her off for me?"
"Sure, mum, that's if Dianna doesn't mind riding with me?"
She put a hand on my arm, "I'd love to, Harry."
Mum looked relieved; I suppose she wouldn't need to ask someone to go out of their way to drop Dianna off. Twenty minutes later, I was ready to leave, and Dianna was happy to leave with me. I hugged mum, and as I walked out, waved to dad. For the first time, he smiled at me and waved back. Weird.
Dianna was suitably impressed with the ride in my mustang, and we continued to talk back to her place. Finally, she directed me to a small unit complex similar to the one I lived in my first days away from my parents.
"It's not much; two girls and I share a three-bedroom flat, we all chip in and get by"
"I would be the last to judge until recently. I lived in something similar, but just one bedroom and no flatmates."
She looked over at me, and I could see she wanted to say something as we were sitting in my car. "I had a nice time this afternoon; for the most part, your family don't hold you in a favourable light, but this afternoon I saw someone who cared enough about his family that despite the gap between you, you came anyway."
"Dianna, that's one of the nicest things that anyone has ever said to me."
There was an awkward silence as the conversation tapered off for the first time in hours, we both knew that Dianna needed to head inside, but she was hesitant.
"Dianna"
"Yes"
"Ummm" I wanted to ask her out, but I had no idea how. I'd never been attracted to a girl before, and I suppose that no girl had ever paid attention to me,
"Next Friday", she said
"Next Friday?"
"Yes, Harry, you were trying to ask me out next Friday to go and see the new marvel movie weren't you?" she was looking at the dashboard of my car, just a little demurely, blushing and giving me the opportunity that I wanted and felt had been growing all evening
"Yes, Friday!" we exchanged numbers, emails and the usual things. And I wanted to kiss her goodnight, but I settled for an awkward hug.
I drove home, and though I didn't sleep a wink, I was floating on air at my lecture in the morning and work in the afternoon. Finally, after a couple of hours, Norman pulled me aside, "Harry would I be right in assuming that you have met someone?"
Blushing, it just all came out of me. "Yeah, Norman, she's beautiful; I met her at my parents, her name is Dianna, she's studying at college and lives not too far away; Friday night, we're going to go and see a movie." Norman thought it was cute, 'puppy love' he kept mentioning for the rest of the week. He kept me focused, though; mistakes in the lab could cost a lot of money, but my process could have explosive consequences if done incorrectly.
Dianna and I spoke on the phone a couple of times that week, and when Friday afternoon came, I was nervous, so I called Jack. He had talked to Norman, so he had an idea of what I was going through. For the first ten minutes, I gave him Dianna's rundown and my conversation and told him I was worried I'd screw up my first ever date.
He laughed, "It's ok, Harry, some nerves show that you like the girl, but you're going to a movie, so it's not going to be too awkward, for most of the time you will be focused on the movie. So wear your really good dark blue jeans, that white shirt and white sneakers we bought you a while ago, don't forget to brush your teeth and wear deodorant. Just be your usual charming self. You'll do fine."
"But I'm not charming!"
"Harry, I don't think you see it, but the girls check you out all the time; you don't see it. Just yesterday, a couple of the lab tech girls kept their eyes on you as you walked up and down the lab. between your evolving dress sense, being a young guy driving a mustang and the confidence you have in your work, trust me, they notice you; it sounds like this Dianna has noticed and wants to stake a claim before someone else does."
That just made me more nervous.
That night as promised, I picked Dianna up at seven, we drove straight to the moves for the seven-thirty session. We both loved the movie. Marvel always do well with the story, how the film connects, their special effects. This one also had quite a bit of humour, so we laughed a lot. In one hilarious scene where the main character got caught literally with his pants down by his love interest before he could turn invisible, Dianna reached over and grabbed my hand; she was laughing so hard. When the scene was over, she left her hand in mine. I really couldn't complain. However, I think we might need to see the movie again as my attention ended up being split between the screen and my handheld by Dianna.
After the movie, still holding hands, we walked to a café just outside the cinema, Dianna dragged me over, and we sat down and ordered Italian hot chocolates. If you have never had one, you need to, and they are divine. Think of a thick chocolate shake only made out of hot chocolate. It's warm and so thick you can stand a spoon in it. We started talking about the movie we just watched, the potential sequels, then we moved more into personal territory, speaking about what we wanted in the future from our jobs, we talked about my car. I went out on a nervous first date lib and complimented her on how beautiful she looked, dressed in dark jeans with a light blue blouse and navy pumps, her hair was brushed to a sheen and tied back, and she had a pair of thin-framed glasses as opposed to the thicker ones that just fit like her larger ones. However, what made my evening was that we discovered that we had a shared passion, people watching.
Have you ever just sat and watched the people around you, how they walk, what actions they take as they react to the objects and people around them? We found we loved to people watch and make up silly stories as we watched people walk around. One couple, we pretended that they were Russian spies trying to gain intelligence about our little town. Another older couple were hurrying back before the curfew at the retirement home, or the head warden would put them on rations. Another young couple walked hand in hand, kissing every few meters, and they were Romeo and Juliet from opposing houses but finding love! We laughed and smirked, and I thought we had a great evening.
After such a great evening, I didn't want to head home, but it was getting late, so we drove back to her place. Again, I got out, came around and opened her door. She got out and hugged me, but she then surprised me and gave me and gave me a light and quick kiss on the lips, but the effect was instantaneous. Dianna giggled and stood away. "Harry next Friday."
"Yes?"
"You're taking me out next Friday!"
"Oh yes, you've got it; undomesticated equines could not keep me away!"
She laughed, getting the reference instantly.
The next few months saw together almost every weekend and even a few evenings a week. We spent a lot of time talking, holding hands and quite a few chaste kisses. I got to meet her flatmate, Cindy, a slightly older lady. She was blonde and well endowed but dressed conserved, and Dawn, a small and mousy brunette, pretty much kept to herself. I got the opportunity to introduce Dianna to Norman, show her around the office, and met a few of the lab team. I noticed a few of the girls started a little longer than was polite as I introduced Dianna around; perhaps Norman was right, and Dianna was staking a claim. We tended to travel together a lot; she had a little old Datsun, so we often went everywhere together in my mustang. I bought us both pairs of aviators, with hers being prescription. Dianna was a little perplexed and felt guilty because the cost was close to three hundred dollars; however, I think I was falling hard for her and wanted to pamper her a little.
"Dianna, let me buy these for you. What very few people know is that I have quite a bit of money between my patent royalties and the business that Norman and I have; buying you some sunglasses so you can ride with me is not going to affect my bank balance." And we did look good in our matches aviators getting out of the mustang if I say so myself.
I would say we had been hanging out almost two months, really enjoying each other's companies, when the dynamic between us changed again. It was a Sunday as opposed to Saturday family lunch at my parents' house. We both sitting in our usual spot, just out of the way of everyone, and we were engaging in our favourite pastime of people watching. At the same time, we ate a little food when Greg came over to us, waving a newspaper in front of our faces trying to get everyone's attention because he thought he had something that might embarrass me.
"Hey mistake, what's this", he said waving the paper in front of me, "It must be wrong because you are a.... Mistake". He laughed at his poor joke, but what he thought was funny made Dianna's day. She grabbed the page and frowned while she read it a moment, then smiled like a sunrise, looking over at me and winking. This could be interesting!
"Greg, this newspaper article you're referring to thinking to embarrass your brother", she swatted the page with her hand. "Is a feeder article to a much larger piece that New Business magazine is doing on an innovative young entrepreneur getting attention all around the world!"
"So why would the mistake be mentioned. Did he screw up, so the paper put his photo in as a way to highlight his stupidity!" He was laughing at his joke; however, everyone else wasn't laughing. I think they may have sensed that this was not going to go Greg's way. I sat saying nothing, but a big grin was growing on my face moment by moment.
"Actually", she paused for effect, "Harry is the focus of not only the newspaper but the full article; I was there when they came to his office and interviewed him. Although the amount of time that they referred to him as the hottest young entrepreneur on the planet was a little embarrassing," she was proud. "And what I find cool is that Harry, my BOYFRIEND!" She almost yelled the name. "Is being honoured not only for his discoveries in the scientific realm, but the cleverness putting worth over ten million dollars in under a year!"
Everyone stopped; pretty much everyone's jaws dropped. Greg wasn't sure what had just happened. My mother had a combined look of shock and pride; my father just stared, the family friends around were doing double takes and were looking at me, trying to reassess everything they had heard about me. Dianna had a big shit-eating grin looking like the cat the swallowed the canary. Me, I was shocked. My big grin from seeing Greg embarrassed was replaced quickly with a look of total shock. I had just been called someone's boyfriend.
It took everyone more than a moment as we all absorbed different information. Then, in the centre of it all, Dianna looked at me and smiled, pushing her glasses up on her nose, looking like the most intelligent person in the room, to me at that moment she was!
Then I was the focus of everyone's attention as everyone wanted to know everything about the article. Finally, someone took the newspaper and read it out loud, and the questions started. I explained that my patent around the creation and recycling of plastic, and the business that Norman and I had begun to create the compounds using a formula based around the patent, was getting international attention. Big business was buying our product as fast as possible to test it and see if it held up to claims. I knew that when it worked, then we would need to expand capabilities in several countries drastically. The interrogation was relentless that afternoon. Everyone wanted to know how much I was making, was going to be famous, was an opportunity for them to be a part of my business.
My family was mixed; when I described the money and opportunity, they all lit up. However, when I told everyone that investment comes later and that jobs were only for people trained in the industry, they all looked crestfallen. Dad, in particular, had gone from the shook bad to his usual scowl when it came to me. I suppose he thought he was entitled to my discoveries and money just because he was my father. The one funny one was that Joan suddenly started to pay me attention. I guess she thought I was worth something or could give her money for nothing because she was my sister. Honestly, though, while I wasn't above helping out family, I didn't want to provide them with anything. They had treated me as a second-class citizen growing up. They weren't poor with dad's construction business, so in my mind, they could keep their money, and I would keep mine.
There were a couple of other things of note that afternoon. The first one was that when the excitement died down, Dianna came and sat on my lap and planted the biggest kiss I have had in my entire life on me, this wasn't the little pecks on the lips that we had been giving each other, but a full lip lock, I felt a thrill when her lounge danced with mine. After she pulled back, keeping an arm around my neck and looked into my eyes, with a look that I could only describe as sultry.
I was only nineteen, and Dianna was not even six months behind me. Never having been with a girl before, now I was taken.
"I'm your boyfriend, eh?"
"Yes, silly, she said, looking back at me. You are my boyfriend, and I'm your girlfriend."
I smiled up at those big brown searching eyes and pulled her in for another kiss. It was only my second serious kiss, and dammm, I think I loved kissing! While we had been holding hands a lot, from that moment, any time that Dianna and I were in the same room together, you could look at us and see there was always a part of us touching.
It didn't make sense to me at the time; however, something else significant that happened that afternoon followed not long before Dianna and I left. Everyone pitched in, helping to clean up. Usually, that meant the guys cleared dishes away, put rubbish in the bins, and straightened up. Usually, I wiped down the tables and took the garbage collected over to the bins, and today was no exception. Dianna had gone in to help rinse and stack the dishwasher, and when I came in it, it looked like mum, dad and Greg were all talking to her. She seemed slightly flushed and caught my eye but said nothing more of it. When I walked over, mum and Dianna glanced at me, then dad and Greg just walked away. I lead Dianna over to the other side of the room, away from everyone else,
"What's wrong Di?"
For a moment, she hesitated, then looked deep in my eyes,
"Nothing that you need to worry about now."
"But you're worried. Did my parents say something to upset you?"
Again, she slightly hesitated then nodded. For a moment, she thought, then looking down at her hands, she again spoke to me.
"Yes, at the core of it was that they didn't like that I announced your success and that I shamed Greg in front of everyone. They don't think of you the same way I do; to them, you're a failure, but if you were going to be successful, they want it to be on their terms, and I think your Roger thinks he should be in charge; of your money."
I frowned, "Well, Greg did that to himself, and he should have thought about it before opening his mouth. However, he's always been that way. He calls me the mistake because mum and dad were not expecting to have me, he and Joan were planned, I wasn't. He's never liked it anytime that I was put in the spotlight, and not only did you announce the articles and how successful the business that Norman and I are creating is, but you also announced yourself as my girlfriend." She blushed at that. I drew her hand in and kissed it. "As for dad thinking that I should acknowledge him as the reason for my success and let him run my money, that is never going to happen. Outside of Jack and Norman, no one has shown an interest in me or my success until you. But now I also have the challenge to look after someone I am quite taken with, so I'm going to work hard to be the boyfriend that you need."
"Oh Harry", she fell into my lap then while pushing me down on the couch. Mum watched from over in the kitchen but didn't say anything. Sitting in my lap, Dianna put her arms around me and put her head to my chest. She may have cried a little. I don't know.
The next few months, we're like a dream. Dianna and I spent as much time together as possible, she was starting to come to my place a whole lot more, and we had some tremendous make-out sessions. I even got to feel her up a little, and she especially liked it when I would slide my hands up from her waist to brush the sides of her breasts and then down again. I found that she sometimes didn't wear a bra, and while I was tempted to do more than brush the side of her breasts with my hand, I didn't. It was some of the most challenging resistance training that I had done in my life. When we made out, her kisses were passionate, and she had put her thigh against my hard cock more than a few times. I could sense that we were approaching a line. We were getting more and more physical with each other. However, I don't think we were ready; sex was likely in our future, perhaps even our near future, but not just yet.



On the business front, things were getting hectic, the plastic compounds we were making were becoming more and more in demand, and I started needing to travel. A lot of the companies purchasing our product wanted to meet me, the young inventor. Some of the travel was domestic around the country; however, some of it was also international. Often Norman came with me, and we hired a PR firm that sent various consultants with us. Large manifesting companies were falling over themselves to meet with us, and I was shouted to big fancy restaurants for excellent meals. I also got to stay in some fancy hotels at the client's cost. I talked through our patented process in meetings, demonstrated how our compounds would work in manufacturing and gave extraordinary PowerPoint presentations. Each meeting was successful, and Norman was happy as everyone wanted to keep placing orders.
I looked forward to coming home each time through, as I missed Dianna, When I was travelling, we tried to do a skype call every couple of days, and I could tell she was missing me as much as I missed her. I took lots of photos of the cities that I visited, and she loved seeing the hotel rooms I got to stay in as well. She had never really travelled, so having a boyfriend who got to travel was both exciting and depressing for her. I was hoping that in the future we would be able to travel together.
My travel also meant that we missed the next three months of family gatherings. She noted that she only wanted to go if I was with her. I sensed something in the background there; both of us were always invited. However, if I wasn't there, Dianna always had a reason that she couldn't go.
One of the really exciting things was that during our trips is that our investment team assisted us in securing facilities allowing us to begin manufacturing in three new countries, The effect expanding the business exponentially. When we got home from the trip that brought us our third site for Norman and I, along with our senior team, worked our asses off for two weeks straight, all be days and no time off at all, this included weekends. It was a busy time, but everyone knew that we would all be set for life if we got everything set upright. So we arranged that our head office would be the central lab and research centre, while our overseas offices would manufacture our compounds for release into the local markets. This allowed us to maintain control and manage local market conditions rather than create everything and ship compounds worldwide.
As we were working on everything, Dianna regularly brought me lunch, and often she would sit with me in my office or with me in the company lunchroom. We, unfortunately, didn't get to see each other much during this time. Even once we got the management structure out in the initial two-week timeframe, I was still pulling significant hours, sometimes up to twenty hours a day. Finally, by the end of the third week of extra time on work bringing it five weeks since I had gotten home, Dianna and I hadn't even had a date. Finally, she had enough and arranged with Norman for me to have Friday night and Saturday off. She didn't tell me and let Norman inform me, and he chuckled when I started to protest.
"Harry, that girl adores you, she's been trying to see you every day since we got back and you need to see your girlfriend, she knows that your busy and this is important. But Harry, she needs to know she's important to you as well, take the evening off and tomorrow and spend time with her. Hells, you work harder than anyone, make sure you take the next few days, we have got everything in order, and the work will always be there when you get back." He gave me a crooked eyebrow and a bit of a smile, "And make sure to give her some of the gifts you bought for her, let her know how special she is to you!"
So, that evening actually, I did a bit more than that. I let Dianna know I would be home at a reasonable hour and gave her a time to meet me at my apartment. when she turned up that evening, she melted into my arms and kissed me as if her life depended on it. "Baby, I have missed you so much. Lunch at your office doesn't cut being able to hold you!" She perked up and pulled back. "So, where are you taking me tonight?"
"Sydney"
"Sydney? Where's that?"
I grinned, "You know Sydney the city, Sydney Australia!"
I should have told you earlier; however, we live in Melbourne, which is in Australia. A trip to Sydney was something that we had never done. She looked at me, and I could see that she wanted to burst out and scream, a trip away, just the two of us!
"Di, I've missed you so much. I agree with the lunch visits and flying in and out. I just want some us time, you and me!"
I must have said the right thing because I was being attacked and mauled, my beautiful girlfriend kissing me all over the next thing I knew. 'When are we leaving?"
"Now"
"But Harry, I can't. I have no clothes!"
I produced a packed suitcase from behind the couch. "I picked this suitcase up for you overseas and dropped by your place before coming home this afternoon and had one of your flatmates, Cindy, pack you some clothes." She looked awed, and her eyes held nothing but love. I continued, "I bought it for you, so hopefully in the future, you can travel with me now and then when I have to. I missed you so much that Norman had to talk me down from coming home early twice on that last trip." I looked at her and drew in a deep breath. "Di, I've got to confess, I'm in love with you." Looking down at my feet.
I didn't move for a moment, just continuing to stare at my feet. She didn't say anything, and I had no idea if I had just said the wrong thing and might have to go to Sydney alone. I slowly looked up at Dianna and on her face was a giant smirk that I have seen. She lifted her hand to caress my cheek, a tear in her eye.
"Harry, I love you too!"
The kiss, when it came, started slow, arms around each other, our lips softly meeting, tongues exchanged, and I could feel warm tears against my cheek. I was again floating just like that first kiss all those many months ago, and I knew that she loved me, just as much as I loved her.
"We need to go; I have arranged everything for the next few days, just you, me and nothing else!"
We caught an Uber to the airport, jumped on the one-hour long flight to Sydney. We sat in business class, the hostess brought us champagne, and we sipped it together. Neither of us liked champagne, but we enjoyed the experience of sharing it on a plane. It was Dianna's first time on a place as well, and she was curious about everything. Take off and landing, staring out the window, even using the bathroom. A corporate car waited for us as we disembarked, and the driver who was booked exclusively to us for the duration of our trip took care of our luggage and drove us into town. He dropped us off at darling harbour, where we dined upstairs in an upscale restaurant with beautiful views. Dianna was smiling all the time. We tried a few different dishes, enjoyed a couple of drinks and enjoyed ourselves. After dinner, we took a walk along the harbour and strolled hand and hand along the boardwalk.
"Harry?" she stopped as we watched one of the ferry's dock, its passengers disembarking. I could feel this was going to be a serious chat.
"Yes, my love?"
She sighed, "You have no idea how much I love hearing that, but I don't know if I deserve it." We walked over to a bench that overlooked the waters and sat down. This was going to be a serious conversation.
"Harry, I know I don't speak a lot about my past. The reason is that my upbringing was not a happy one. Both of my parents are dead, and I never had any brothers or sisters. Up until a year before I was, I was eighteen, I was a ward of the state, and that time wasn't a highlight of my life."
I nodded; I had never asked because she changed the topic pretty quickly the couple of times I did try to ask. She continued.
"There is a lot of darkness back there. I was pushed into doing things that I didn't want to do and things that I am not happy about." Tears were forming in her eyes, "Harry, you are my first love, the first boy that I ever cared anything about, and when I am with you, I feel wanted, desired and that perhaps the dark things I mention of my past may not be the path of my future. But Harry, I don't deserve your love," her tears we're falling hard now, "I don't deserve it as you are the purest and honest man I know. You give me everything, this trip! In my mind, I never expected anything like this, I was content to be yours in our little town, but you make time for me even though you have the most amazing career and fortune ahead of you. But I am damaged, broken, and I don't deserve you."
I think she wanted to say more, so I decided to give her a bit of confidence.
"Dianna, it is ok. I get that you don't want to talk about your past. I understand that there are some dark things there, which is why I never pushed, but the challenges that you have made it through have made you who you are, the woman I am in love with. We've known each other for over a year and have been dating almost that long. I can tell you that there is nothing that you can tell me that would make me love you any less. Do you need to bury a body? I'll get a shovel, got gambling debts, and I'll go pay them off? I love you, Dianna Brown, wholly and completely!"
She broke down even further. I pulled her in close and went to kiss her, reassure her that I didn't care. But she pushed me back and stood, anger flashing in her eyes
"No, Harry, my beautiful, amazing Harry, I don't deserve your love, I'm not pure", she sobbed more. Finally, I was beginning to feel I had an understanding of what she was trying to say.
"Di, it is ok."
"No, it's not Harry, I'm broken, unclean, and I can't give you the one thing in this world that I want to," She almost crumped to the ground, sobbing and so quietly I almost didn't hear it, "I'm not a virgin."
I knew now this is what she was upset about. She didn't want to talk about something in her past and knew that I had no relationships before her, so I had not lost my virginity, but she had.
I sat down on the ground beside her and put my arm around her as she cried. I thought about what she said as she cried, heaving big sobs of someone who believes they have lost something fundamental to them. People passed us sitting on the ground, a man holding a woman, some asked if we were ok, most just walked around us looking at us but not wanting to get involved. Finally, after a while, I helped her returned to the seat.
"Dianna, from the first moment I met you, I was smitten; you know I never really had any friends, my family saw to that and always made sure to mistreat me at any point that they could legally get away with it. My sister ignored me. My older brother beat me as often as he could till I had black and yellow bruises all over my body. Then, when they would heal, he would do it again. My father openly scorned me, and my mother never defended me." She looked up at me, concern for me in her eyes. "Anytime the family went out if they could leave me at home, they would. If they didn't have to pay for me, they wouldn't, I was only ever given Greg's hand me downs for everything, and they made me do three times as much household work for half the pocket money that my brother and sister had to if I got anything at all. If I didn't get it right, my father would take the belt to me and leave me sore for days." Dianna was now looking at me, scared and a little angry, her brow creasing with worry at what I was saying. "I have never spoken aloud to anyone what I have just told you. I never trusted anyone enough to give them the truth. Any time someone got close to the truth, I defended my family and their actions, I don't know why, but I did."
"Di, you are under the impression that I would discard you because of your confession. However, I love you more than I did a moment ago. Although you told me something you didn't want to, you took a chance to try and open yourself up to me. I know you don't want to tell me everything, and for now, that's ok. I trust you. That you're not a virgin, and I am fine with that. I didn't know before you told me, but I live in the real world and know that virginity at our age in today's society is rare, so I had no expectation one way or the other. I love you, Dianna, and your revelation makes not a bit of difference to me. We are here this weekend because I love you. I am not going anywhere, and I hope that you're going to stay here with me and perhaps a lot longer!"
My little speech and not giving a damm about her background or her virginity brought a new wave of tears. She held me tight and whispered, "It's not fair, I don't deserve you", along with "I love you" for another half hour or so. It was like a bubble around us; nothing else mattered as we held each other tight. When we stood up, I don't think I could have pried her from my side if I wanted to, she produced some tissues from her purse and dried her tears, and we walked to a bathroom so she could fix her makeup. I thought she looked beautiful, but she wanted to feel like she wasn't red and blotchy. Once she felt better and came out of the bathroom, we resumed our walk along the harbour boardwalk and found a little gelato place, both of us enjoying a shared cup of cookies and cream. It was nearing eleven at night, and I felt it was time for us to head indoors, so I got out my phone and called our driver.
I had booked a 3-bedroom suite for us at one of the fancy hotels near the famous Sydney Opera house. It overlooked the water and had a surrounding view of the harbour bridge and the opera house. As we entered the suite, we were both taken by the view. We looked in all the rooms, sat down on the couch in the main room and made out for a while. Kissing her is an experience that I never want to take for granted, and I let my love for her flow through the connection of our lips. I knew that soon we would have to address the sleeping arrangements, but Dianna beat me to it.
"Harry, would it be ok if we slept in the same bed tonight, I have had the most amazing night, both happy and sad, but tonight I just want you to hold me as I sleep. I want to feel safe and help by the man I love!"
I hesitated only a moment, my cock lengthening like a rocket; my only concern was that I could not keep my hands off her, "I would not have it any other way".
We retied to the enormous master bedroom. Both of our suitcases were already in the master, our driver just assuming that we would be sleeping together. I grinned. I was going to get to sleep beside the person I loved more in this world than anyone else. If I was fortunate, I might get to feel her up or maybe get a glimpse of something more. Dianna grabs a few things from her bag, went into the bathroom and threw a kiss at me while closing the door. I slipped into some cotton boxers and crawled into the bed, and what a bed it was. With the business, I have stayed in several hotel rooms and some nice ones. Still, one thing that always gets me is that hotels will advertise a king bed as part of a room. Still, it's two singles put together with a mattress proctor over the top to make it like a king bed, and they are annoying as there is a gap in the middle. This bed was a proper king mattress with high thread cotton sheets that felt like they had been hand washed, not gone through a commercial laundry. There was a range of pillow options, from big fluffy pillows that you would sink into all the way to firm pillows that never changed shape. I tried a few different pillows when the door opened, and I forgot all about pillow choice.
The woman of my dreams was standing there, highlighted by the soft bedside lamps and the bathroom light behind her. She had a massive grin on her face, and her long thin legs bare up to a pair of sheer black panties that had floral embroidery hiding all the right places. From what I could see, there was not much hair under those panties, but there was the hint at something more. Her torso was exposed, showing me her tight abbs. Her belly button was a little raised and had a swirl through it, and it looked gorgeous. Continuing upwards, she had a tiny semitransparent nighty on, but it stopped a little below her breasts. I've mentioned before that Dianna has small breasts; she's a 32A small, but what she lacks in size makes up in quality; the sheer material didn't show everything and didn't hide much. And while I may have given her a feel up a few times. Right now, I was drooling at her breasts. They were perky with youth; however, she had massive areola, the part of the breast that leads into the nipple. So with her small breasts, almost half her breast was made up of a different texture; her nipples were large and raised. In porn, we would call them puffy, and they were straining with her arousal. Moving up, she had removed all her makeup and had her black-rimmed glasses on and a simple hairband holding back her long brown hair.
She raised her arms in the doorway and posed, moving her hips to the side, accentuating her woman's features. "See anything you like?"
My words escaped me, and I was still stuck on her body, going from her eyes to her breasts and then down to her panties where I could almost see her lips. She laughed and fell into bed beside me. Our arms automatically going around each other as another round of passionate kisses occurred. But unlike other times, our hands roamed over each other. I ran my hands over her shoulders and down the side of her breasts before moving my hand over them and squeezing them; heaven! Her hands roamed through my hair and down to my aching cock, at first touching my manhood through my boxers and gasping as she genuinely felt it for the first time.
"Harry, did I do that?" she asked but already knew the answer.
"Yes!" I hissed through clenched teeth as her hand caressed me.
"Do you trust me, baby?" she asked, looking into my eyes
"With my life!"
She smiled, removed her glasses placing them on the nightstand and moved down the bed, making me lift my hips as she pulled the sheet and my boxers down, exposing my cock to someone other than myself for the very first time in my adult life. They say there are two types of guys when it comes to cocks, the those that show and those that grow. Those in the former category have cocks that are the same size hard as they are soft, well, except when it's cold. Then there are those in the latter who tend to grow when they get an erection. I was around five and a half inches when I was soft but fell into the latter category growing a little over two inches when I was horny. That gave me a little under eight inches to work with. I was also thick and cut; my cock head has a giant mushroom where the head overhangs my shaft quite a bit. As Dianna took me in, she had a hard time reconciling my manhood with my slim body. Sure, she had brushed up against me a few times, but boxer briefs constrained me, and pants, not the stiff shaft she now had in front of her, her eyes went wide.
"Harry, oh my sweet, sweet Harry, I don't know if there is a more perfect cock in this entire world, and it's mine, all mine" at this time, she wasn't looking at me. Instead, her eyes were focused on my cock, a bead of precum leaking out as she watched. Then, without thinking, she leaned in and licked the moisture from the head. I just groaned. For just a moment, she looked back at me, grinning, "Does my bay like that?"
"I'm yours" was my simple reply. There was not much more I could say as Dianna returned her focus to my cock.
"Mine", she said and took me into her mouth. If you have ever had a blowjob, that feeling as your cock is taken into a mouth as it passes lips, as you feel your lover's tongue massage the sensitive side of your cock head, it's fantastic to have someone you genuinely love do it is incredible. Dianna took me into her mouth, gently sucking me and giving my tool her utmost attention. Meanwhile, one of her hands made its way over to my balls and gently held them. She spent time trying different things with me in her mouth, running her lips up and down my shaft, sucking my balls and then making her way back. She even tried to deepthroat me but could only get her mouth two-thirds of the way down. I was amazed I lasted as long as I did, but after around ten minutes of her playing with me, I could feel the point of no return approaching.



"Di, I'm going to cum!"
She said nothing and just started sucking the head of my shaft, then turned to look deep into my eyes. That did it; for the first time in my life, I poured load after a load of cum for someone else. Dianna sucked and swallowed every part looking at me, desiring nothing for herself but swallowing my orgasm and making it part of her. When she was sure I was finished, she released my cock from her lips and slithered her way back up my body, kissing me as she came. When she reached my face, she looked at me with a question in her eyes. I responded by grabbing her face and pulling her in for a deep and soulful kiss, our lips met, and my tongue made its way into her mouth. I could taste the remnants of my cum on her tongue, it was a little salty, but I didn't mind. If Dianna could suck and swallow me, then I could accept swapping a little of my seed with her as we kissed.
"Are you ok?" she asked
"Ok, that is the single most amazing thing that I have experienced in my life!"
Her eyes beamed in the soft light; she knew she had done something for me that she was determined to ensure no one else ever got the chance to do.
I grinned at her, "My turn!"
"I thought you would never ask."
I took my time, focusing on her; sitting her up, I ran my hands over her back and sides. When my hands found her breasts through her sheer shirt and held them and kissed the back of her neck, bringing an audible groan from her, I started lifting her shirt off. She held her hands high and helped me take her top off, my lips left her for the barest of moments as I threw the top on the grounds, and I laid her back on the bed, my lips again on hers, and caressed her tight skin, I kissed back down her neck the placed tiny kissed around the base of her breasts moving to one then the other. The tension in her body was tight as I moved and took one of her nipples in my mouth for the first time. I mentioned earlier that while an A cup Dianne has very large areola and her nipples are big and wide, her arousal had made them become like a round top mountain when I began to suck on one nide and then the other of those pale pink mountain tops she shuddered.
"Harry, my love, erghhhhhhh" I didn't know it then, but my sucking had caused her to orgasm. Later we would find her breasts we a massive turn on for her. Lucky me!
Once I had made sure I paid the right amount of attention to her breasts and made my way down her body, I kissed and licked each part of her. Finally, I reached her belly button and kissed it, looking back up at her, and I went to hook my fingers into her panties. She bit her lip and nodded, lifting her hips, and I pulled them down. She was now totally naked, just as I was.
She moved her hips and spread her legs, blushing a little as she showed me one of her most intimate places. Her toned legs and tight ass gave way to one of the most beautiful pussies I have ever seen. Being a tall and thin girl, her mound was tight, but protruding was a set of meaty lips that were almost dripping with moisture, and the sent was one of arousal. She had a thin patch of brown public hair above her pussy, it was well trimmed, and she looked like she waxed the rest. I kissed my way up her legs, up one thigh and down the other, trying to do what I had seen in porn. Well, I was a red-blooded male. Using what I had seen, I tried to do what I thought she might like. I lightly kissed the top of her pussy and then dove in, licking her from base to top, spreading her lips with my tongue and tasting her genuine arousal. I spent a long time down there getting to know her womanhood, driving my tongue into her and sucking her pussy lips. I used my fingers to rub alongside my tongue, building patterns and kept moving.
She shuddered through two orgasms, then clamped her legs on my head and exploded. She gushed, squirting my face with everything she had, drenching me. I held on trying to drink as much as I could, again; in porn, I had seen the mythical female orgasm, called a 'squirt'. However, I never thought I would get to see it. Taste-wise it tasted somewhat like the rest of her arousal, slightly sweet but all woman. The amount of volume surprised me. It just pours out of my girlfriend's beautiful pussy and lasted about fifteen seconds as she moaned, "So Good' over and over.
As she came down from her high, she pulled me up to her and kissed me, a slight haze in her eyes. "How... How did you learn that? I thought you were a virgin?"
I blushed; as a twenty-year older virgin, I have watched a bit of porn. "I have seen some stuff online and just tried to do what I saw and hoped you liked it."
"Mmmmm, my baby has been a little naughty, but he has skills!" we snuggled for a few minutes, just holding each other and kissing lightly. I had never felt more alive or loved as I did at that moment, Dianna snuggled in against me, and my cock rose to strength once more. "Harry Other, are you ready to go again?" I just kissed her, and she rolled me on my back and then shifted back, she raised her hips, and I saw my cock head snuggled against the entry to my pussy, but not yet inside. "Harry, would it be ok if..." I never let her finished as I pushed upwards, and I entered her, Dianna moaned again, and when I moved my hips down, she came with them and collapsed on my chest, my cock firmly inside her. My virginity was hers!
If I had thought that her lips felt good against my cock, then her pussy was yet another out of this world experience. Her walls felt like velvet, closing in around my shaft, the heat my cock felt was just right, and I could feel the light brown public hair landing strip above her pussy rub on mine as she laid on top of me slowly grinding. As we had both cum earlier, we didn't fuck. We made love. I lasted almost half an hour, us taking turns, her riding on top of me, then me rolling her over and me moving my body with hers. As I got closer, she told me to cum inside her, she was on the pill, and there was minimal risk. I thought that I still had a while to go. However, her comment about letting loose inside her sent me over the edge. I began pumping cum inside her almost instantly, causing her to have yet another mini-orgasm.
Again, we cuddled for a while, then Dianna suggested we shower together, which was yet another experience that I savoured. I soaped most of her body, running my hands all over her. I must admit that I got another hardon touched her like that, and she raised a leg off the ground, letting me enter her again as we also had our first shower sex together. Later after cleaning up in the shower again, we dried off and walked back into the bedroom. Dianna frowned, "We might have to call and get the sheets changed. There is almost a puddle in the middle of the bed."
I laughed a little, thinking back to our antics. "Let's worry about that in the morning, my love; there are another two bedrooms here". We pulled the sheets down to let the master bed dry and walked naked into the spare room across the hall, jumped into bed and snuggled up against each other. "Love you", I said as I began to drift off
"Love you," Dianna said, holding me tight.
I woke the next morning to a warm body beside me, an arm over my torso and a hand with a tight grip on my soft cock, she was still asleep, and I noticed snoring quietly. I moved, and she began to wake, so I rolled over and stared at her while she worked up and opened her eyes.
"Good morning my love."
"Good Morning, Mr morning breath", she giggled.
While we had washed last night, neither of us cleaned our teeth afterwards, so kissing was to a minimum. However, it didn't stop us. We fooled around a little. However, we were both hungry, and we did brush our teeth before getting dressed and heading out the breakfast. Watching Dianna getting dressed for the day was like watching art being created. I loved watching her put on her panties and her jeans, she wiggled her ass in front of me, and I had to sit on my hands lest I grab it and we would be starving due to no food. She found a shirt and slipped it on with no bra grinning at me.
"I'm going to tease you all day" is all she said
We headed out, let reception know our room needed changing and headed out to find a café, have something to eat, and people watch. We found a little independent café, found it had great coffee and a decent menu and sat down to people watch and enjoy the day.
Sitting side by side, Dianna never let her hand never strayed far from mine as we enjoyed it.
"Honey, I hope you know you rocked my world last night."
I laughed, "Just as you rocked mine."
"No, Harry, I'm serious, I know I told you I'm not a virgin, and I've had sex twice before last night," she blushed, "It was not pleasant." Then, she paused for a moment, "But last night, you showed me what it was to make love truly. You made me feel special like the only woman on the face of the planet, and I got to do things and feel things that I have never thought I would ever feel."
I grinned, she blushed a deeper shade of pink.
I was curious, so I asked, "Like what?"
She took another sip and looked at her coffee before looking back at me
'Well, I have never gone down on someone before, and if you had asked me yesterday, I never think I would swallow someone's cum, let alone let them cum in my mouth. However, I felt so special doing that for you and will do it again."
She was struggling to voice this, but I was loving how awkward it was making her. She pressed on
"Harry, also, I have never... gushed like that before, ever, not even by myself!" Then, again, she paused, "Baby, you were amazing, and I couldn't get enough of you. I love how you gave me everything. To me, you were a virgin again, and I was glad I got to take you!"
Leaning over, she kissed me tenderly, and we finished our late breakfast and walked around the city for the rest of the morning. I then called our driver, and twenty minutes later we were on a tour of Sydney, he took us to the opera house, we walked around, got selfies and had a great time. He took us to the harbour bridge and managed to get us in just in time for a bridge climb and experience where you get to climb up the bridge over the top of traffic. Dianna and I had a brilliant day. We got dropped back to the hotel room and made love in the spare bedroom, learning more about each other's bodies and what we did and didn't like. I found out more about her erogenous areas and how to make sure she had almighty orgasms.
We showered together, washing each other head to toe, and as we went to get dressed, I stopped Dianna from getting anything out of her suitcase; standing naked, she looked at me.
"I have a surprise for you" I went to the robe and brought out a suit bag, zipping it open. I brought out a little black dress and matching shoes and clutch that I had bought for her in Paris when Norman and I were there for business last month. It was a designer label, "It took me over an hour of going through photos of you with the salesperson speaking poor English to get her size before I was happy with the purchase." She was shocked but pleased, she put on some black panties and then I helped her into the dress. She was shining and twirled around admiring herself; before heading to the bathroom to do hair and makeup.
"Harry, this must-have cost a fortune; you know you didn't need to."
"I wanted to, Di. I have the money, so I don't mind spoiling the people I love, people who will appreciate it, not demand it!
"Demand it. Do you mean like your family?"
It was the first dark cloud of the day, and I frowned as I brought out my suit bag with a new suit that was made to match her dress.
"Yes, I didn't think you knew about that. They have been getting pushier asking for money from me, Joan keeps sending me text messages, and dad leaves voicemails as I wouldn't say I like talking to him. But, he believes that they are the reason I am successful, so he feels that I need to give them their dues!"
Dianna tried not to frown as she was applying eye makeup, eyeliner, I think they call it.
"Your father and sister have both tried calling me while you have been travelling. I've gotten voice messages with them asking me to convince you to help them with one thing or another. They haven't yet been directly threatening, but I have avoided calling them back, and I am not looking forward to the next visit out to their place. It's why I don't want to go there without you. Your mother is nice, your sister doesn't seem to care much, but your father and brother...."
"It's ok, babe, I do understand. You heard some of the things that I had to put up with growing up with last night while we talked, I get it."
She stopped and came over to me, looking in my eyes and giving me a gentle kiss.
"You are one of the bravest men I know, Harry Other, I know I have a hard time talking about my past, and perhaps one day I will be able to talk about it. But in some ways, you have had it worse than me".
We finished getting dressed, and we had a car waiting to take us to an upper-class French restaurant. And later, I had arranged tickets to a symphony at the opera house, but she didn't know. At dinner, Dianna ordered a fancy salmon dish, poached and with superb tender greens. I ended up having a steak with burnt butter sauce and excellently crafted vegetables. We finished our dinner and were contemplating dessert when one of the waiters walking by accidentally dropped an ornately carved box that looked like it held jewellery from the period when there was French royalty. I was instantly out of my seat, asking if the waiter was ok and helping him pick up everything and help him on his way; he acted a little embarrassed but was otherwise fine. Most of the restaurant had stopped to watch the commotion and saw Dianna get out of her seat and move to help as well. The waiter moved away and then turned to watch what would happen next as I stayed kneeling and turned around, holding the small box open with a diamond ring inside. Everyone in the restaurant suddenly held their breath, and Dianna gasped
"Dianna Brown, from the day I met you, you have captured my heart, you make me want to be a better man, your smile lights my way, and your hands holding mine makes me feel like there is nothing in this world that I can't do. This past year has shown me that my soul belongs to you and I would be ever so honoured if you would consent to be my wife!
For just a moment, everyone held their collective breath, and she looked at me, then she remembered to breathe.
"YES!!!!!" she screamed and threw herself to me, hugging me as I stood. I plucked the ring from the box, and she held out her fingers, allowing me to slide the engagement ring on her hand. Everyone cheered, and a round of applause sprang up. She beamed, looking between the ring and myself as the restaurant manager and the same waiter that dropped the ring box came over to us. He congratulated us and comped our entire meal in front of everyone, happy to see an accepted proposal. As he left, another couple came over and congratulated us, and for the next half hour, many people came over. I don't think I had seen Dianna as happy before. The last couple coming over, though, made her gasp. One of her roommates, Cindy, walked over hand in hand with Jack. I had known, but Dianna hadn't known that they had been dating for about a month. Jack had told me, and I was happy. They were only a few years apart in age, and they suited each other. Cindy gave Dianna an enormous hug as Jack gave me a hug like a big brother. We sat back down at the table, and they joined us for dessert. Over a cheese and port dish, I let Dianna know how I planned it all out and had Jack and Cindy fly in this afternoon to wait for my proposal. I then surprised the three of them that I had four tickets for tonight's Symphony at the opera house with a limo waiting outside for all of us.
It was a grand evening; I had my fiancé on my arm dressed to the nines, a man who I saw my best friend beside me and his new girlfriend as well. The symphony's music was amazing, and since we were all dressed up, we felt part of something bigger. Over the proceeding years, when Dianna and I travelled, we would attend a symphony in town. It was around one in the morning when the limo took the four of us back to the hotel, and we parted ways with Jack and Cindy heading to the room I had got for them and us to ours.
"I wonder if Jack's going to get lucky with Cindy tonight as much as you're going to, mister," Dianna then undressed. Taking everything off except her glasses and her engagement ring, she crawled onto the bed and bent over, showing her pussy glistening with her arousal. "Fuck me, Harry. I want you to take your big cock and fuck me!" I think the sun was starting to come up when we finished, and we once again needed to sleep in one of the spare rooms due to the mess we left in the master bedroom. We slept until almost noon, when a text message from Jack woke us up.
"Hey buddy, it's lunchtime. Are you two decent enough to come and join us before we fly home?"
I replied that we would be down in half an hour, and we kissed, got up, showered, dressed and packed. I called reception, and they sent someone for our bags, and we met with Jack and Cindy.
"Whoa, Dianna, are you ok?" Cindy had a slight look of concern for a moment as Dianna used my help to sit down at the restaurant cafe in the hotel's lobby.
"I'm fine, Cin," Dianna responded. "We didn't get to sleep until around five this morning, and I am a little tender from Harry's... attention."
Cindy took a moment and then burst out laughing, Jack reached out with a clenched fist to me, and I gave him a fist bump. After that, we ordered some food, and the girls headed to the bathroom while Jack and I talked about it last night. After my first night, he made sure I was okay, drooping the words 'Harry is da man" several times. We then got onto a chemistry discussion and my upcoming graduation from University. Although, when the girls got back, Cindy was looking at me with a bit of envy in her eyes and a whole lot of respect, when she whispered in Jack's ear, his eyes went wide, and he turned back to me" Holy fuck dude" was all he said. I have no idea what they said, but I felt like da man!
Chapter 3 -- Getting Married and Brining Trouble
We were excited to get married, and within a week of returning, we had set a date of just over six months later to get married. Dianna also all but moved in once we got home. There were not many nights that she wasn't staying over, just now and then to help one of her soon to be former flatmates out while she moved things, we also spoke about her studies, and she choose to do her study remove to be near me. She became a little bit of a fixture around the office, she used the coffee table by my couch for her laptop and books, and while she slowed down her subjects, she still keeps high marks. It was also great as I had her travel with me a little too; while it was mainly for work, some of our clients and investors doated on Dianna being with me and seeing the love of my life, I loved showing her some of the places I had been. We ended up making love in pretty much every city we visited.
On the family front, it was quite a mixed reaction, we made sure that we went to the next family gathering following my proposal in Sydney, and we let them know that we were going to get married. Dianna was very proud of showing off her simple yet elegant diamond engagement right. Everyone's reactions were varied. Mum was excited and couldn't help but smile; I even got a grudging congratulations from my father. Joan was surprisingly the most vocal of the group, heartily approving of our engagement, telling everyone that she'd love to see Dianna make an honest man out of me.



"Oh Honey", was Dianna's reply to Joan down the bridge of her nose, "With how funny your brother made me walk the day after he proposed, I can tell you he's one hell of a big man!" Joan pretty much spats her drink all over the table, and my moth blushed as no one liked to hear about their son's sexual prowess, my father and brother also went red, but I am not sure if it was anger and embarrassment. For the rest of the afternoon, Dianna kept getting looked at by everyone. I was content to sit back and bask in the glory that my fiancé brought my way. It was one of the very few times that no one bothered me.
Another fun thing was that I also got to graduate from university with my degree in chemistry. While I thought about doing post-doctoral work between the business and Dianna, I didn't think I would have the time. Besides, I could always go back later to study. The company was booming. We had over 800 employees in eight locations around the world now. Here at home, we produced the main compound and then shipped that to the other plants to produce the special plastics we had become famous for. The patent I had made it difficult for other companies to produce the compound without paying me a fee, so I knew that Dianna and I would never lack money. It was that front that became the only issue in the lead up to the wedding. My legal team was employed to look after my best interests, which included protecting my assets in marriage or the case of an accident. This meant that they wanted Dianna to sign a pretty detailed prenup.
While she was fine with it, surprisingly, my family were not. At the regular family gathering, we were all sitting around and talking about our upcoming nuptials. I was sitting on one couch with Dianna, mum and dad on another. Joan was sitting with her current boyfriend, Fred; this one was named, or I could have just made that name up; she had a different on every gathering these days. Greg sat alone in his armchair. I don't think there were too many girls out there who could put up with him; he was always self-righteous and thought he could not say or do anything wrong when it often went the other way. I think it was because my dad gave him everything and never pulled him up. Everyone except Dianna and I were against the prenup.
"It's just not right boy, your marrying Dianna and everything should be shared; a prenup is the rich man's way of keeping everything for themselves and never giving it to the little guy." My Dad was saying.
"But Dad, I am one of the rich. And it's not that I have anything to hold back from Dianna," She squeezed my hand. "However you need to understand that the prenup is not just to protect me, but all of my employees. It makes sure that if anything happens to me that everyone, including Dianna, is looked after." Dad looked upset. "Besides, according to the terms of the agreement, Dianna is well looked after in any event. So I would never hold anything back from her."
Dianna squeezed my hand again. "Dad," Dianna had taken to calling my parents mum and dad since we got engaged. I think it makes dad awkward, which is why she did it, "I am 100% in Harry's court. I'm going to sign the prenup because I know that he will always look after me, I've got nothing to lose, and it's the RIGHT thing to do". She stared my dad down, and for a few moments, it was like there was an unseen conversation going on.
At this point, Greg, with all his eternal wisdom, piped in
"If it were me, there would be no prenup; I'd just give her everything and walk away."
Joan looked at Greg
"God, you so stupid!"
"Am not!"
'yes, you are. Whenever you open your mouth and call Harry a 'mistake', you make me wonder if he is or you were"
Mum piped in before it got worse, "Enough you two, this is ultimately between Harry and Dianna; they will make the choices that are best for them."
Dad got up, throwing his hands in the air and walked away, "None of you gets it. Life sucks."
As the weeks led up to the wedding, the invites went out, and people accepted. There was a bit of a breakdown of various groups that we were involved with. There was the contingent of family and friends, I'd asked Jack to be my best man, and Dianna asked Cindy to be her maid of honour. We had a lot of the staff from our office invited; this included a number of the managers from our overseas plants. Even a few government officials and some professional contacts from big business wanted to be seen at the wedding of a young professional like myself. We even had a couple of reporters that had requested to attend. Our PR firm granted that if all the photos and stories were approved before they were published.
Another significant investment we made was buying a block of land and starting construction on a house. It was a big seven-bedroom, two-story house, situated on one hundred acres about forty minutes' drive from the city and an hour from the office and our laboratory. It wouldn't be finished until a few months after our honeymoon, but it was going to be beautiful. The Master was a massive amount of the top floor with big walk-in robes, and my favourite of a double shower with two separate shower heads and an overhead shower rose. In addition, we were getting a big kitchen and family room and a media room, study and multiple car garage. Again, we planned big with the idea that we never wanted to sell. While I was doing well, we did end up taking a small mortgage on everything. However, that would be paid off in a few years if everything kept going well.
I also upgraded my car; I was keeping my original mustang, the thing was a classic, but I bought a new one, a 2020 GT-R series mustang, burnt orange with black racing stripes. This had over 500 horsepower and a six-speed manual gearbox, and you could hear it coming long before you saw it. We bought a brand new Jeep JL series for Dianna, with a hardtop removable roof and all the optional extras like seat and steering wheel warmers, a complete navigation package, and good boot space. With a new house, new cars, and our wedding looming soon, we were looking to settling into a good life with each other. Of course, not everything was perfect; we still disagreed, but were we able to talk it through and never went to sleep angry with each other.
For the honeymoon, I booked six weeks off. We planned a top-of-the-line cruise from Sydney to Honolulu in one of the nicest suites on one of the nicest ships that sailed the southern hemisphere. What was better was that Dianna was banned from devices and disconnected while onboard the ship. After that, it was just going to be us.
The months moved by at a lightning pace, and suddenly, it was time for me to get married. The wedding day was clear and warm; as I stood at the alter waiting for my bride, I felt the butterflies that I am sure that every man gets right before they tied the knot. Jack noticed. "Don't worry buddy, there is always time to run", he laughed, and Greg standing beside him as one of my other groomsmen, because you couldn't have a brother and not have him be there, chimed in.
"Yeah, mistake, run now, and dad and I will take care of her and all your money for you", Jack elbowed him.
Just then, the music started, and Dianna appeared; after a few minutes getting herself in order, she walked down the aisle on Norman's arm. As she had no living family, he had been overjoyed to accept the role of walking to me standing at the altar. Norman had one daughter that was a young teenager. He was dreading the day he had to do the walk and saw this as good practice. They both made it down without incident.
As the ceremony progressed, we took our vows; when the minister asked if anyone objected, we heard a grunt just as we saw mom grab dads hand and squeeze. But that was it, and we were married! The reception was terrific, Dianna had played to my tastebuds, and in place of a standard wedding reception buffet or set menu, she had hired some of the best pitmasters from all over the state. We had a BBQ-off, three different crews had set up two days ago in a field that we hired just for the reception, and they brought seasoned smokers to create ribs, pulled pork, sausages, and wings. Along with sides of cornbread, slaw, and chilli fries, it was a reception where almost everyone went home happy; even my father would have to admit that the food was good.
As the evening progressed, we cut the cake, performed the bridal dance, and did the rounds together and separately for a while. I spoke with everyone making a circuit around the room and Norman, and I even interviewed a reporter about how marriage would help us innovate. I have no idea what I said, but I am sure it was good because everyone was smiling. However, not long into my discussion with the reporter, I noticed that my parents made their way to my new wife. During the last part of the interview, the reporter thought I was missing my new bride as my eyes kept cutting to her as I focused on Dianna talking to my parents. It was the only time that day that she looked upset. My father looked to be saying some harsh words, and my mother looked like she was trying to hold him back. I excused myself, walked over to them, and heard my father finishing his lecture at my new wife.
"Just don't you forget what you owe us, or I'll make sure that the boy does!"
I jumped in, "Just what do you think my darling wife owes you, dad, and why would you need to make sure I know it?"
The three of them noticed us; mum and Dianna blushed; dad looked like he was about to explode, but before he could, mum jumped in.
"Your dad, who has had one too many to drink tonight, was expressing how we introduced you two" wow, nice save mum, I thought. I was going to question it, but Dianna looked at me embarrassed, there was more to the talk, but she asked me to let it go with pleading eyes.
"Not a problem, but if you will excuse us, mum and dad, we need to finish a couple of things and head off to say our goodbyes so this party can break up.
Dianna grabbed me, and we walked back to Norman where Jack, Cindy and Norman's wife June had joined him; we went through the traditional throwing of the bouquet, Cindy caught it, I slapped Jack on the back, but he smiled whispered to me he had already bought the ring. After our goodbyes, we climbed in the limo that work had hired for us, stood up through the sunroof and waved to everyone as we left. When we got to the hotel, I think I spent almost an hour helping Dianna get out of her dress, but it was worth it. She had no bra on, those magnificent tits stayed high and firm, but she stood there in stockings and garters around some very transparent panties. Then, before I could do anything else, she ran for the bathroom. A moment later, I could hear her peeing and could do nothing but laugh.
"So bloody hard to do anything in that dress, I had to get Cindy and Joan to help me twice throughout the day so that I could pee, but at the reception, there was no choice but to cross my legs", she had removed the panties but left the stockings and garter. "Now husband, were, were we?"
That night we made love consummating our marriage, but it was slow, and neither of us went for any record. We were both tired from a long day, but we fell asleep content and happy.
The next day we flew to Sydney and were chauffeured to the cruise ship. We were classified as VIP's due to what we were paying, so we got to board anytime we wanted to and had people take care of everything for us. We decided to board early, and while everyone else was boarding and getting settled, I ordered us a couple of cocktails and sat down with Dianna on our balcony. Our butler, yes, we had a dedicated butler just for us on this trip, delivered our drinks, and we relaxed just settling in. I thought it was an excellent time to address the end of the reception last night.
"Di, are you ok? Last night at the reception, I felt like something was going on in the conversation with mum and dad. So I interrupted, but I'm out of the loop?"
Dianna blushed, took a sip of her drink, took a deep breath and sighed
"You right, Harry, there was something there. But, unfortunately, it's not my place to say anything, it's theirs, but the part that you walked in on was your father pressuring me now were are married for you to give them part of your business. I don't want to lie to you, honey. They say that if I can convince you to do that, they will not tell you some secrets that they have that the belief will destroy us. But, still, you in particular. " she held up a hand, "I don't know everything, but I do know enough to know that it would hurt you, but as I said, it's not for me to say, it's them and telling you without them would cause us more harm." She looked a little downcast. "I am sorry, my love, this is not how I wanted to start our honeymoon. Please understand that I love you so much that I am fighting for you against the ill will they have, particularly your father. I never want to see you hurt, so I will stand in the gap and hopefully, one day, they can tell you?"
I'd been married one day, and we were already into the heavy marriage territory of trust issues. But as we sat and sipped our drinks, I know in my heart that Dianna loves me fully and completely. We sat for perhaps five minutes as I tried to rationalize my thoughts. On the one hand, my wife didn't want to tell me something because she was scared for me and thought telling me a partial truth that wasn't her story to tell would hurt me. On the other, she was my wife, and we needed to trust each other in everything. I decided that I would travel the more complicated path of trusting my wife even though it hurt.
"I can admit this makes me upset. There is a secret here that involves me, my family and somehow your also involved," She nodded, and I sighed, "However, DI, I am going to trust you. I believe that you want the best for me, for us! I am a little fearful, but as long as you stay by my side and help, I will let you lead the way in this."
She got up off her chair, and came and sat on my lap and kissed me. "My husband, my love, I am sorry to have to do this, but I want the best for you and tell you what I do know will cause more pain and not help. So I need a little time to get this sorted for you," again she kissed me. "But this is not the forum for such a conversation, this is our honeymoon, and I believe that you owe your new wife some ravishing!"
So I did; a little over an hour later, our initial lusts satisfied and feeling a little better, the dark cloud of my family pushed back over the horizon, Dianna and I walked hand in hand out and around the ship. At first, our butler, Phil, escorted us. Then, however, we excused him to explore ourselves. Those first few days were magical. We spent time sunning ourselves, hanging out in the spa. We took in shows, got into a few matches of shuffleboard and table tennis. The ship stopped at islands, and we got guided tours of tropical locations. Di had bought a sexy navy blue sports bikini, is sat tight on her toned body, and the bottoms pulled in a little tighter around her ass, exposing more flesh than a usual bikini but keeping her modest. I was a little jealous but proud seeing more than one guy, and even a few girls turn their heads to stare as she walked by.
I must admit that the most fun we had were the evening themed parties. Everyone would dress up to the theme, all white, back to school, Gatsby, great fun. We also got invited to dine with the Captain as VIP's then got a tour of how the ship ran behind the scenes. And, of course, we made love. Every day at least twice a day, we made love. In fact, It was one of the shore days when we had come back from the beach and Dianna had taken off her swimsuit that we both had an experience that we both loved. She had fallen back onto the bed naked and spread her legs. I was very soon naked and climbed on top of her in a classic sixty-nine position. I had buried my head in her pussy. She had waxed it bare for our honeymoon, and I was feasting. Dianna had my cock in her mouth and was running her hands up and over my balls and over my ass cheeks. I had my tongue between her incredible pussy lips, and she was leaking. She was so turned on, I had just sucked her pussylips into my mouth, and I was trying to push my tongue between those pussy lips when Di ran her finger down my ass and over my rosebud. I just groaned while trying to eat her.
She took that as encouragement and started rubbing her finger around my backdoor softly, not going inside, just gently touching while she sucked my cock. I stopped playing and concentrated on the feeling of my wife sucking my cock and playing with my asshole, she did this for a few minutes, and even though I wasn't sucking on her, she kept leaking; she was fucking horny, she took my cock out
"Do you like that baby?"
"Yes", I groaned
"Mmmmm, ok, my love, how about this?"
She shimmied up the bed, taking her pussy away from my mouth until her face was level with my balls, and my rock hard cock was pointing down and touching between her cleavage between her small tits and put her tongue against my balls and started licking and kissing upwards. When she reached my asshole, she began kissing around it and used her tongue to tease my hole all the while. She had put one of her hands on my cock and was slowly stroking me. For a long time, she made love to my ass and stroked me, she worked her tongue as far as it could go, she never once hesitated, it was pure adoration, when she pushed a finger into me she accidentally brushed my prostate, and I lost it. I blasted rope after rope of cum between her tits and down onto her stomach. With the amount of sex we had been having, I was surprised at the volume, and I must admit my balls hurt for a moment. They were forcefully ejaculating. When I stopped, Dianna removed her finger, and I rolled over, falling onto the bed. She looked down at herself painted with my cum and laughed. I was exhausted. I pulled one of her feet over to me and kissed it as we lay there
"That was incredible, my love; never had I thought I would cum so hard from having my ass played with!"
"I know, I wasn't thinking about it. When I brushed your ass, and you reacted, I just went with it. But, you know," raising an eyebrow, "I would love it if you would do the same to me later?"
I smiled, thinking about the incredible ass, "Mmmm, you've got it."
We got up and showered and got dressed for dinner heading out. When we got back later in the evening, my cock was still worn out, but my wife got me hard, and I managed to give her a couple of good orgasm's, though mine was minimal after the afternoon's effort. For the rest of the trip, we were just a couple in love on their honeymoon, we spent most of our time together, and I don't know that I have ever had as much sex as I did while we were on that boat.
When we disembarked in Honolulu almost a month later, we were tired but relaxed, feeling like a newly married couple. I had booked us two nights in an excellent hotel to end our trip, a penthouse loft with views back over the water and the city. The first day we slept and pretty much waited for the world to stop swaying. If you have ever been a sea for any time, when you get back to the land, the world sways back and forth as your body adjusts. Sleep helped a lot. Of course, holding the love of your life was also great. The second day, we hung out by the pool and spoke about what we would do when we got back. Dianna was only a couple of subjects shy of completing her college degree, and she was hoping to spend some time looking for a job. She knew that she didn't need to work from what I made, but she also wanted to stay active, and she wanted to find a way to contribute before we settled down to have kids financially. Speaking of kids, we both agreed that we wanted them sooner rather than later and that once we got home, Dianna would go off the pill, and we would start trying and let nature take its course. We both felt we were old enough for kids and wanted to ensure we were still young enough when the kids left home to keep doing things together. We talked about completing our dream house, which was being worked on, and we would be able to move in in a couple of months. We loved the ideas of barbeques and our kids birthday parties by the pool. That got Dianna wet and horny, and her maternal instincts started in.



"My love, the other day you promised to get me back, and I'm still waiting," I was hard instantly. We got up from our sun lounges around the pool and headed upstairs. Back in our room, Dianna stipped off her top, her large puffy nipples pointing out. She left her bottoms on then kneeled on the bed, leaning forward till her chest and face were on the sheets. Now I have mentioned before how great my wife's body is. She has a slim build overall. Her small breasts frame her body perfectly, but then again, so does her ass. Kneeling on the edge of the bed, her ass pointed towards me, her blue bikini briefs ran across her crotch, then sculpted a tight but womanly ass, just begging to be loved.
I stipped off my shirt and bent down to inspect it. I caressed her ass cheeks with my hand rubbing them then bending in to kiss them, moving closer to the bikini bottoms. When I reached the hem, I cupped my hand onto her clothed covered pussy and began to rub, keeping up my kisses on her ass cheeks. Rubbing her for a few minutes, then pulled off the now soaking bottoms and spend some time eating her pussy from behind while keeping her ass cheeks spread. I could feel her body tense for an orgasm, so I stopped. I didn't want her cumming just yet. Instead, I pulled back and looked at her asshole, admiring for the first time. Sure, I had started and admired her ass, but this time she spread, and I got to look at her little starfish for the first time. The skin leading from her pussy, across her taint and then into her ass was different to her ass cheeks. It looked more elastic than smooth, and it wrinkled into her asshole. There was not a single hair to be seen, and she looked delicious. I leaned in and blew a breath over her ass and down her pussy, and I watched as she clenched. It was amazing. She was panting but waiting, so I got my head back down and starting licking from her clit up to her ass. As I tongued around her ass, her panting turned into moaning, and I went to work. I again brought my hand to cup her pussy as I ate her ass. The smell was not unpleasant, and the taste was clean. I began to eat her voraciously, giving her all my attention. A few minutes later, she was again approaching orgasm and pushed me away.
"Baby, I need you to take my ass. I need to feel your cock in my ass before I cum">
She moved over to the bedside table and pulled out a bottle of lube. "Lay back, you're big, so I want to control this, so I don't get hurt." I laid down on the bed, my cock loud and proud, standing up, waiting to take my wife's virgin ass. She squirted some lube onto her hand then massaged it into my cock. She turned to face me and grabbed my cock, and guided me to her back door and slowly, ever so slowly, she eased me into her rear passage, sinking down inch by inch. Once my cock head was in her ass, she stopped. "It hurts a little, so I am just waiting, baby" a minute later, she let go of my cock and looked at me, easing down my shaft. She bit her lip and kept moving downwards, and I just stayed still, letting her do all the work. It took perhaps five minutes. Finally, however, she got my cock all the way inside and smiled at me.
"I'm so so full, my love. How does it feel?"
"It's like your ass I squeezing the base of my cock, and I can feel I'm touching all the way up inside you."
"Mmmm, I'm gonna try ride you now, ok?"
I nodded; she started moving, and then she brought a hand down and started to rub her pussy, She built up momentum, and I could tell this was going to be a big one. It took her about ten minutes, but she came hard, her ass clamped down on my cock. My orgasm instantaneously rocketed up her back passage, and she released a gush of cum that squirted all the way up my chest. I helped her fall onto the bed without pulling my cock out of her, and once she was lying down, I slowed removed myself from her ass, laying down beside her, our combined juices spread all over us. She reached over and cupped my face
"I love you so much, Harry, that was incredible!" we fell asleep for a while, then got up and made our way to the shower to clean up, Dianna did walk a little funny for about three days, but she also had a smile plastered on her face until we boarded the plane back home.
******
The next few months were amazing. We were loving being married, and we made love all the time; we also spent a lot of time with Jack and Cindy, Norman and June. The house was finished, and we moved in even though the pool and landscaping still needed to be done. Upon my return, we had more orders than ever at work, and all our sites were running at capacity. I was doing about a week a month away from home, two of those trips international on average. However, each time I travelled overseas, Dianna came with me, unwilling to leave my side; having the money helped to afford her to travel with me easily.
During the day, while I worked at whichever site I was at, she would sit in my office and work on little projects designing for the house or emailing people in support forums using the benefits of our counselling course. She also talked to a lot of the admin staff on-site. They were always friendly as it's never a bad thing to be on the good side of the bosses wife. Sometimes she would go and visit landmarks being driven around by one of our staff. We were having a ball, and in some ways, it was a continuation of our honeymoon. When we got home, we got to planning our lives. We still headed up to the monthly family gathering. However, we only got there once every few months, so busy was our schedule. Another notable thing was that Dianna and I agreed to stop taking her birth control pills at the six-month mark after the wedding. We bought some pregnancy tests and then got to making a baby.
A few weeks later, we were up and the family gathering. It was a quiet one with only family. It was also the first one we had been to in a while, and Dianna knew I was feeling uncomfortable as we had told mum and dad we were thinking of having a baby, and they were giving both of us the third degree. Joan and Greg, we're just sitting back and watching, and I was getting tired of being put under the microscope by my family for everything. Every decision or choice that I had made was always the wrong one in their eyes. They had all the excuses. It was too early for us. We should focus on our careers; they thought having a child was not something we should be doing. Even Joan and Greg decided to say they thought we were stupid to consider kids early in our marriage. After a particular belittling series of comments from Greg about how I must be so small because I would need so long to have a child, I was already a pathetic husband, and how Dianna must be with me for my money. I had enough. For years I had been taking shit from all of them. Nothing I ever did was good enough for this so-called family. It was time to go.
I stood, pissed off that no one ever stood up for me unless it involved money. "Di, get your stuff together; we're leaving", everyone looked at me. I was suddenly to focus of everyone in the room.
"Where are you going boy?" the voice of my father asked, trying to be the authority in the room
"I'm going home!"
"Why would you want to do that? We're you family," he responded. I know he never really wanted me here; however, In his mind, I had to come and go on his terms.
For once, I let my anger and disappointment in them shine through, "I don't know that you are my family," everyone looked shocked, "Family care for one another, sure they have a poke at each other now and then, they fight and disagree, but they are there for one another. This family has never stood by me on anything! Whenever I need something any of you," I said, in particular, pointing at my father, "You give me every reason why I can't do something. You belittle me and tell me life isn't fair, so I should give up and just do what you think I should, which is never in my best interest. Not once in my entire life have you ever helped me! I have never had a positive fatherhood experience with you. Instead, you shower love and affection on that asshole when he is the largest fucking screwup I know!" starting to shout and now pointing at Greg while letting my eyes bore into my father. "You give your fucking little princess anything she wants. She just has to pout or pretend that she's upset, and you give in. I once had a great sister, however as she gets older, she becoming more and more a selfish bitch. She has no idea how the world works because daddy does everything for her!
"And you," I said now, not just pointing but glaring at Greg, " Have done nothing but beat be black and blue since I was a kid. I've learnt that I could have gone to the police and had you in trouble with the law for years for what you did to me, mental and physical abuse. You're a bully of the worst kind who belittles others to hide his pathetic inadequacies. What was worse, I defended you to everyone and hid the evidence that covered my body. Just now, You questioned my manhood when you yourself can't hold a woman for more than a month. You know why they leave you! It's because you think your Gods gift to womanhood when that is far from the truth. In your mind, they're all wrong because your parents could do no wrong. Well, let me lay it out for you, BIG BROTHER! You are a pathetic excuse of a man, sure you have muscles, but you have no idea how to use them for your betterment, no idea that every word dropping out of your mouth makes you look like a total idiot and most of the people cringe the moment you open your mouth. Just now, you could do nothing but poor venom at me for some slight trying to tear me down, but just because your cock is under five inches when it's hard, and mine is larger and longer than yours when soft does not excuse your poor and pathetic comments just now, grow up!" I started looking at each of them, "My family cares nothing for me, my sister and my mother could not care two shits about what happens to me, and the only time that Joan gives me any attention is when it comes to money."
No one was saying anything. They were just staring at me as I continued my angry monologue.
"Talking of money, yeah, I have it. Do you know why I never give anything to any of you? Because again, YOU DON'T CARE! I put myself through university because you refused to pay anything, I stood up and created the business with Norman, and you told me I was an idiot! Yet once I was successful on my own merit, you think that you all deserve all the money that goes with it. You think because I have it that I should give it to you without any question. You all love money more than me. For you, in your pathetic minds, it's the only reason you keep me around thinking you might get some of it from me. As I understand, your little construction business hardly keeps you afloat as you live too big for your own capacity, so you keep asking for my money, you keep badgering Dianna to make me give some to you, but none of you can show any reason what so ever that you should get a dime. I don't think you understand the concept of loving someone and letting them gift you money, and what's worse, I don't trust a single one of you. The only one here that gives anything of a rat's ass about me is my wife. I have only come to this stupid gathering for the last few years because she has asked me to. She keeps telling me family is important because she knows the void of not having any. But you know what, starting right now, I will learn about it because I am done you can all fuck right off! Let's go Di!"
I turned and walked, grabbing my keys and wallet from the kitchen bench and Dianna and my phones. I was halfway out the door, Dianna meekly following me before Dad tried to respond.
"Now listen up here boy!"
I whirled back and glared at him, my mother sitting beside him still shocked withered at the force of my expression.
"No DAD, now you listen here, my name is Harry! It's not boy. It's not mistake! It's not any other belittling name that you can all think of, its Harry, and in case you need to spell it as you have never said it, that's spelt H A R R Y, but you know what call me whatever you want from now on because I am done with you and all of this fucking family goodbye!"
Without another word leaving everyone in shock, I walked out and jumped into the mustang. Dianna got in silently beside me. I tore out of the driveway, leaving tyre marks and a lot of smoke burning rubber as I tore away. I glanced back and saw them standing out the front, watching me go. It didn't take long before the calls started, first dad's phone, which I ignored, then mom's phone, even Greg and Joan had a go when that didn't work, they started texting me and then even when that didn't work, they tried Dianna. She wisely ignored everything.
We had been on the road for almost an hour on the way home when Dianna broke the silence.
"Harry, are you ok?"
"No, no, I'm not, Di. I have held all that in for almost as long as I can remember, and it keeps getting worse as time goes by. I am sorry, but after those comments from Greg today, I couldn't stand it anymore. I want nothing more to do with them!"
A tear came to my eye. I didn't like my family; I am not sure if I even loved my family anymore. But, when I looked at Dianna, I felt love, my family; well, that feeling had faded years ago, I was now beginning to realize. For a long time, I had tolerated them, but that's about it. On reflection, it must have been a two way street of just tolerating as from what I could recall of their treatment of me, but for the life of me, I could not understand why a family would treat someone the way they did. I started crying, mourning for the loss of something I never really understood that I had lost as I drove home. Dianna put an arm on my leg.
"It is ok my love. I understand. I am quite proud of you! Look, let's give it a few weeks, and I will step in the void for you. I really don't want to talk to them without you, but in this case, I will be your champion and make sure they understand that we are done with them.
"Di?"
"Yes?"
"Are you ok?
She shook her head, "No Harry, like you I'm not OK. That stuff that I told you I know, I think we will have to speak about it soon. If we are truly cutting your family out of our lives, we need to talk about it. I need to tell you some things, but I'm scared, and as I told you, what I know is it's not pretty, and I don't know everything. But you need to know that I love you so so much, and my love, my life, my very soul is yours. So I will fight for you. I will stand for my man this time!"
She was trembling as she said that. I was angry and pissed off, but she was scared, and I felt myself rise above my feelings.
"We can talk about it now, your trembling. We can find somewhere to stop?"
"No Harry, I need a little time to sort this out; there are things that I need to get hold of. Could you trust me for a couple of weeks?"
"Di, I don't know, I'm worried. I don't like the fear and sadness behind you right now."
She teared up, "I know baby, but if we do this, we do this right, and I NEED to get some things in order before we talk, ok?"
"I don't like it Di, but yes, I will trust you. I get the feeling that this will all change our lives more than I want to admit. However, please don't take long. If anything, this afternoon showed me that I am struggling here in the dark with something I know nothing about, and it scares the shit out of me!"
We spent most of the drive home reassuring each other that it was going to be ok. But, in the back of my mind, storm clouds were gathering. I could feel that Dianna would rock my world with revelations that I would not be pleasant, and she needed time to get ready for it. Damm, this was not going to be fun.
We grabbed some leftovers from the fridge and ate a small meal before getting ready for bed. I would spend the afternoon in the office getting ready for some presentations in the coming weeks, but the morning would be Dianna and I were having breakfast with Jack and Cindy. As we got into bed and kissed, Di grabbed my cock and giggled.
"Baby, did you mean what you said to Greg about comparing cock sizes?"
I laughed for the first time in hours
"Yes, Being brothers, we did see each other naked a few times growing up. I'll be honest. I don't know about hard I made that up. However, from what I do recall, Greg is a LOT smaller than me, soft. I was just so mad that I perhaps went a little overboard."
"Mmmm baby, you know, while you may not believe that you have all his muscles, based on what you said, I think you have the two muscles that are much larger than him where it counts."
"Two?"
She giggled again, "Yes, two, the one down here", she said, stroking my lengthening cock, "And the one up here," she said, leaning in and kissing me between the eyes. "You are the smartest man I know. You're rich yet humble, you have almost a thousand employees worldwide, and even Norman would be lost without you. And not once until today have I seen you lose it at anyone, and today you used logic; you only threw at them what you thought of as truth and nothing more. As I said in the car, I was so proud of you. I love you!" My wife suddenly looked at me in a sultry manner, "Now, mister Other, do you think you have it in you to fill me up and make a baby with me as you mentioned at your parents today?"
My reply was nothing but finding her womb with my cock, and over the next hour, I filled it twice.
********
The next few weeks were a little edgy. Work was busy as we prepared a new variation on my already famous plastics formula, nothing that would require a new or update to the patent. But an ability to yield more product without a drastic increase in the base materials, basically a more significant profit for us. Dianna and I really got into baby-making, and she spent time reading on the correct positions and frequency, clothing options, time of day and everything else you do when you are trying for a baby. She was coming up to her most fertile time, so we would be fucking every two days to try and conceive. I was getting to cum inside my wonderful wife every morning, and every night who was I to complain!
My family was still trying to smooth bridges; apparently, my storm out caused a massive yelling match between the four of them left behind. I have no idea why they were yelling at each other. Sure, I was giving them some truths about them and their behaviour towards me. But I was the one they were raving about, and I was no longer there. When my mother could not get hold of Dianna or me, she tried calling Norman and Jack; both were unaware of the issue with my family, and when I gave them the abridged version, they were sympathetic. After listening one afternoon, Jack was trying to be the peacemaker.
"Harry, you know at some point, you're going to have to talk to them again; why not sooner rather than later. You have said what you wanted, and as someone who saw the bruises on your body more than once growing up", I looked at him, and he held up his hand, "Yes, a few of us teachers saw them, so did a few students, we put two and two together and figured it was either your father or Greg. It was one of the reasons many of us pushed to get you the scholarship. We knew we needed to get you out of that house before something happened that we would have had to take notice of regardless of you defending them. But you did, and you have grown so much. You have an amazing wife, a damm good company, and you will be a great father. However, and I hate that I am the one saying this. You also need your family if you can get them on your terms, and I do stress now that you have had your say to them, your terms!"
I didn't want to admit it; however, he was right and also right that it needed to be on my terms. However, I also didn't know that my terms were about to be ignored.



The following night at home, Dianna and I had just finished fucking each other's brains out, and we were relaxing on the bed when she brought up the topic of my family.
"Baby, I think I need to go and see your parents tomorrow."
"What?" I almost spat at her, I was trying to come to terms with what Jack had said yesterday, but it was still hard going.
She sighed, "Cindy called me today and told me about your chat with Jack. Not all the details, but Jack is worried about you. And there is something that I need from them before I can talk to you and clear the air. Besides, if I go there and just talk to your mother without your dad or Greg, it is likely that there will not be any screaming."
I was uneasy about this, and something wasn't right. However, I needed to trust her, "Ok, you call me the moment you arrive and the moment you leave!"
Around two the next afternoon, Dianna headed off in her jeep. She texted me just after she arrived and before she went in. For the next two hours, I was worried. I started trying to call her after seven-thirty. By eight-thirty, I was getting frantic. I called my mother. The call went to voicemail
"Mum, where is Dianna?"
About five minutes later, I got a text back, 'Shes not here.'
I got in my car and started driving. I also started calling everyone. I figured that I would drive the route between our house and my parent's house. Then, if something had happened, I would know. I prayed that nothing had happened to my wife. Calling our friends one at a time, they had heard nothing, but everyone would keep watch and let me know the moment they heard something. Cindy was worried and tried to console me. I let her know I was driving towards my parents, the most likely route my wife would take to see if I could find her.
I made it all the way to my parents, and Dianna's car was parked in the driveway. What the fuck mum, a text saying she's not here? A sense of dread started to build in my stomach as I got out of the car. It was almost ten at night. Everyone would have heard my mustang pull up. My mother met me at the door in her house robe and a panicked expression on her face as I started walking up to the house.
"Harry," she tried to stop me, "Harry, HARRY! don't go in there!"
I pushed my way in the door past my mother, her pleas falling of uncaring ears. Nothing was immediately amiss, but then I heard the noise. It came from my parent's bedroom, I charged through the doorway, and my world ended.
Right there, naked and strapped to the bed on her stomach, hips raised by a pillow, and her ass presented for use was my wife. She was being fucked by my prick of a father. He was pushing his four-inch cock in and out of her, oblivious to the intrusion. My brother was watching and grinning, standing beside the bed, his just five-inch cock hard and looking like he was just getting his steam back. From the juice covering his cock he had just fucked Dianna. My bitch of a sister was also there, naked, sitting on the side of the bed playing with hertits and her hairy pussy. I screamed!
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE!"
As one, they turned my father pulling out on my wife's now well-used cunt.
"Just what it looks like BOY! We are using your whore of a wife how she likes it." He was grinning now.
My brother looked at me and laughed, obviously getting off on the pain they were causing me. A drip of precum started leaking out of his cock, "She's always been our mistake. But, look at how she loves it. Her body loves us in ways you never could!."
I couldn't see blackness was starting to close in. The storm clouds that kept circling my life, breaking a raging storm for my very being. This couldn't be happening; this couldn't fucking be happening. My wife, the woman who rescued me from these people and professed her undying love for me. The recipient of my love. The owner of my very soul, a soul that right now was being destroyed in from of me by my very family. Trust me, she said, trust me and like a fool I did. I stumbled backwards out of my parent's bedroom doorway, falling to the ground in the hallway, and my mother touched my shoulder. I wasn't thinking. I pushed her back hard, she fell and looked at me for a minute, stunned. But I couldn't see, I was in pain, it felt like my heart was about to burst, my chest.
I heard my sister laugh, "I guess we can add fucking cuckold to his list of names now".
The tears started. I got up, not sure what to do. My arms felt like lead. I could feel my pulse in my neck beating like a freight train. Back in the bedroom, I could hear my father groaning. He was cumming in my wife.
I stumbled further back down the hallway, grabbing the entry table by the front door, "Nooooooooooo!" I moaned; I heard them chuckle in the room. My mother was recovering from the push I gave her.
She looked at me, "Harry, it will..." that was the last I heard as I bolted out the door. I couldn't take the betrayal of Dianna and my family anymore. I ran for my car. I have no idea how I got it started. However, I was out of there, I was driving like a bat out of hell, crying, and I had no idea if I would be alive in the next hour, but I didn't care. As far as I was concerned, my life was now over. Every reason for my life was undone, betrayed by the very person that had promised to bear my children.
When the siren and lights started to chase me, I was driving on automatic, doing at least sixty over the speed limit. I didn't care. I sped on. I turned the corners, my tears gone, my rage now welling up inside me. I shifted to sports mode in my overpowered mustang and made the police work for it. It didn't matter that they would already know the car. It didn't matter that my license plates would have traced them to my house. I drove, fuck them, they hadn't just been betrayed by everyone they cared about. Let them bring the whole force and catch me. If I was going down, I'd make it a spectacular end to John Other. Then the thought caught me. But what about my cheating wife? What about my fucking betraying family? If I die, then they would get everything; they would win. I was still leading the police on a chase. I was losing them, but surely they would have a chopper coming in, and there would be more cars ahead. Think! I speed dialled Jack.
"Hey Harry, how's it going? How did Di? Did you find her?"
I had the chase back the tears
"No time to talk, I am in trouble, and I need you to come to bail me out at the police station immediately. Call Norman and make sure my lawyer is updated and there as well. Jack, if you are my friend and I think you and Norman may be my only friends in the world right now, then please do this now as I don't know if I can hold it together much longer."
"Fuck, Harry what's going on?"
"Not now. I need to go, call Norman now and come get me". I hung up
Now for the tricky bit, I drove myself to the local police station a few kilometres from my house and turned myself in. I beat four squad cars there that were chasing me by around four minutes and was already explaining myself to the officer on the front desk when they all came running in.
"Harry, what the hell is going on mate!" it was Tim Redwick, he was an officer in the local and was a year ahead of me in school, we'd gotten to know each other a little over the years, he and I both loved mustangs, so he knew mine, he was a good guy, "I thought someone had stolen your car." He took one look at me and knew something was wrong, "Is Dianna ok?" with the mention of Dianna, I just fell to the floor and started sobbing, my nose started to run, and my chest heaved, sure I had been upset at my parents, but the adrenaline in my system had just run out. I suppose they figured out I was no danger, my keys were with the front desk, and I was at the station. I was incoherent, and to be honest, I had no idea what was going on around me for a while. Finally, someone helped me up from the reception floor, and I was moved. I felt a seat, a couch, and I sat down. I was brought tissues and water, but I sat there in anguish. I don't know how long I was there before I started to come back to myself, but I overheard voices.
"I've checked all incidents around the area, and there is no report of someone being involved with Dianna's description" That sounded like Tim
"Harry told me that Dianna was going to his parent's place yesterday evening. She was after some information that was important to them. Harry called me looking for her around nine-thirty, then he called me close to midnight asking me to get Norman and Paul here because he was in trouble. What trouble is he in Tim? That sounded like Jack
"I don't know, Jack, earlier Harry took several squad cars, including me on a merry chase, he's clearly in major distress right now, but also no one got hurt, and he came right here. So something is very, very wrong."
"Has he spoken about Dianna at all?" that was Norman
"Dianna, noooooooooooo", I groaned
I instantly felt arms around me. Cindy was there, "Shhhhhh, Harry, it's ok, we are here, what's happening, where Dianna".
I fell apart sobbing again, mumbling to myself. Cindy managed to pick out the works, 'Di', 'betrayed', ' 'parents', before I fell to what felt like madness again. I think I fell asleep then.
I woke with a start. I was lying on a couch with a blanket over me, a pillow under my head. I had been dreaming. Dianna was moaning and being doubled teamed by father and brother, one up her ass and one in her betraying cunt. My sister was sitting on her face, and as I watched, Joan got off Dianna's face, and all looked at me smiling. My mother's voice came out of my wife's mouth, "Your just a skate, don't worry, boy, this will fix it all!"
I almost screamed, but I managed to keep it together. I was in some sort of a lounge. On the other side was Norman, June sitting at a table. Tim was there too; however, Jack and Cindy, who I was sure were here earlier, were nowhere to be seen.
My sudden movement caught their attention, and June was instantly by my side, her soothing voice quietly settling me down. "It's ok Harry, your ok. You're still at the police station, it is mid-morning, and it's going to be ok". She was stroking my back; as I sat up, she moved to sit with me. She kept saying it was going to be ok. I had always wondered what maternal love would feel like; now, June was acting more like a mother than mine ever had.
"Where's Jack and Cindy? I thought that they were here earlier?"
Tim, Norman and June looked at each other.
"I don't know if you're ready to hear it, Harry", Norman spoke
I swallowed. I could feel my pulse start to race and my chest tighten.
"Dianna?"
They nodded
"I guess I need to hear it at some point", I steeled myself
"They are at the hospital with Dianna."
"Ok, the hospital, wait, hospital!" I may have been in pain, I may have felt like everything had fallen apart, that everyone had betrayed me, but I still loved her. Was she hurt? Did they end up doing a sex act that somehow had hurt her?
Norman spoke again, "Harry, we have spent the last few hours talking, and I think w have some idea of what happened to you last night. I know that if I were in your shoes, I would feel that what I went through was one of the worst betrayals ever. You feel that almost everyone betrayed you. We believe that what you must have seen pretty much shut your mind and body down. We managed to get three words out of you, and in short order, we had some ideas, so Tim here got a car over to your parent's place to try to find things out."
Tim took over," Harry, there was trouble, and it isn't over yet. Two officers knocked on your parent's door around 2 am; there were lights on, so they knew people were home. It took around 15 minutes of knocking before your mother came to the door. They didn't have probable cause allowing them to enter the house without a warrant, but the report from you was enough for them to question the occupants of the house. It took another twenty minutes of talking to your mother before your father came out and tried to send them away. His position was that there was nothing wrong, it was the only family in the house, and there had been no disturbances other than you coming to their place earlier and having an argument with your wife. He told the officers that he threw you out for disrespecting family and that your wife was staying to be looked after them due to your temper."
He paused to look at me a moment, "How you holding up so far?" he asked
I ground my teeth, "That is not what happened, but I sense it's not the end of the story. I'll keep it together for now.
Tim nodded. Norman and June were also listening; they had not yet heard the report as I was not awake. They just knew that Dianna was in the hospital being looked after.
The result was that the officers had nothing else to go on and no further reason to stay, so they were leaving, however, as your mother closed the door. Your brother came out of the master bedroom naked and mouthing off. "Dad, hurry up, shes waking up, and we need to drug her again before we can fuck her!"
"WHAT!" Norman, June and I screamed at Tim almost at the same time. We were all on our feet in an instant.
"Harry, Dianna was drugged and raped." I could again feel my world closing in. My chest tightened, I started to hyperventilate. This time my anguish was for Dianna; I was there. I was fucking there. She had been strapped down and wasn't moving, But I never really noticed.
"OMG, what have I done! I left her there!" I felt I was going into shock again, "I was in the room, and I thought, I had thought...." I began to fall back down, but June held me up.
"Harry", she whispered in my ear, "Harry, don't fall. Dianna needs you right now!"
She was right. I had betrayed her worse than I felt she had betrayed me. I needed to hear the rest, my resolve locked into place. I think they sensed it, "Tim, can you keep going? I need to hear this?"
He nodded, "It's ok Harry, this is hard for everyone." He took a deep breath. " Apparently, it took a moment of Greg and your parents with a deer in the headlights look before they tried to react. First, your father tried to push the door closed. However, the lead officer pushed the door in and burst into your parent's bedroom, where Greg had appeared from. Next, your brother took off and ran into the back of the house. The officer would have pursued him; however, he had found Dianna. His partner was calling for backup and drawing his weapon as the situation was escalating quickly. They found Dianna strapped to the bed, crying and screaming for you. Your sister was beside her naked and lying back, eyes closed, getting off on the fact that Dianna was helpless and couldn't do anything.
"In short order, there were an additional four officers on the scene, and within minutes, all of them were in the house, and more backup was on the way. Your sister was arrested there on the floor beside the bed, your mother in the front doorway. However, Greg and your father got away. Apparently, they both ran to the back of the house and teamed up on one of the officers searching for them. Then they did the same to a second, both officers are in the hospital, and your father and brother are on the run".
"As for Dianna, she was untied, and the officers covered her with a blanket until the ambulance arrived. Harry, she has some understanding that you were there last night. She's in a mess worse than you. She's sedated but keeps asking for you. Even asleep, she keeps saying that she needs to protect you."
"Well, I need to go then. I need to go to her!"
"I need you to hang on a few minutes, Harry. Due to everything that is happening, you are not under arrest; however, I need a statement from you, and there is some processing to be done. Dianna's in the hospital, and she's safe right now."
"When can we get him to his wife?" June asked
"Soon, Harry, can I take your statement? the sooner we do this, the better."
So for the next hour, I told Tim, along with Norman and June, who had been permitted to stay. What had happened, how Dianna had gone to talk to my parents following my blowup at them. I explained how there were some things that she needed to have a serious talk with me about my family. I expanded further, letting them know how I had been freaking out. I headed to my parents after I got the text message that she wasn't there. How I found everyone in my family practically naked and my mother in a robe and had barged in to see my father fucking Dianna, who was tied to the bed.
I related to them how at the time, I had thought that Dianna was a willing participant and how I fell out and ran, how I was fleeing in pain, driving away and just wanting everything to end. I told my audience how I came back to my senses once I started getting chassed by the police and went straight here to hand myself in, calling Jack to get Norman and a lawyer. I explained how I collapsed and knew almost nothing other than a few flashes once Time arrived, and I fell to the ground waking up here a little while ago.
Tim was making some notes, and he asked about the names and cuckold comments. Something was going through his brain. Finally, I explained, "My father has never called me by my name, Greg has always called me the mistake, so I supposed they thought the cuck comment was belittling me further."
"Harry, This is a sensitive one. When we were at school, you would often come to school in clothes too big, and there was a rumour that you were always walking funny and had bruising. When medical staff did the initial inspection of Dianna, they found that not only had she been restrained, but she also had bruising on her back, consistent with being beaten. Would this be related?"
I could feel the fuse to my anger was lit. My family had beaten my wife as I had been. Drugged and raped, the woman I would walk barefoot over broken glass for was beaten because of me. Fuck! I needed to be strong. I explained how I was beaten by Greg when he felt like it growing up, how the system worked where I was barely tolerated. I told them how my achievements were belittled. It took perhaps another ten minutes till Tim was satisfied, and he asked us to wait so he could file his report.
It took perhaps another twenty minutes before Tim was back, "Ok guys, there are a few things here. First of all, the charges around speeding and evading police arrest have been dropped in favour of you undertaking a defensive driving test. To further smooth things over, I took the liberty to talk to the station commander and put you in for generous sponsorship of a few of our upcoming police charity events. This was by far the biggest issue for you legally, so you are now free". Before I could move, he continued, "I am arranging a car to take you to the hospital. I don't think you are in any condition to drive." looking at Norman and June, "We can also take both of you if you like; however, there is one other issue."
We looked at Tim, "Your mother and sister are being held here." He let that sink in, "Your mother, she's asking for you."
This one was easy, "I don't care, I need to get to Dianna."
Tim Nodded, and we got the rest sorted out. Tim ended up taking me directly to the hospital in his police cruiser while Norman and June took my car home, letting me know they would grab some clothes for both Dianna and me. They would then drive up to the hospital and meet us. When we arrived, I was taken directly to the private suite that Dianna had been given. After coming out of emergency and confirming her status and insurance, she was being given the top tier treatment. She was hooked up to a number of machines and was resting fitfully. When I entered the room, I went directly to her bed and kissed her forehead and held her hand, I don't know if she knew if I was there or not, but she settled down right away. Jack and Cindy came in not moments later, and without releasing my grip on Dianna's hand, we hugged and again cried. The next few days were an emotional rollercoaster. People were coming and going. Norman, June, Jack, Cindy, Tim, some of the team at work that knew both Dianna and I. Word had gotten around that Dianna and I were in some serious shit, and a lot of the city was getting behind us. We got cards and flowers from so many different people. Most I had no idea who they were. That first night I slept in the chair beside Dianna. I think it was about 2 am when I felt a hand on my head, and I looked up to see her awake and just staring at me. My hand had not left hers since I arrived.



"I am so so sorry", was the first thing out of my mouth
"Please tell me you love me?" her eyes desperately looking into mine,
"I love you so much, to think that...."
"Shhhh", she used a weak hand to guide me in, and I kissed her, sweet and gentle. Then, I crawled on the bed and trying not to disturb any of the equipment attached to her. I wrapped my arms around my wife, my beautiful wife that had been through so much. Then we cried together until we both fell asleep.
The following day, the hospital staff bought a unique double hospital bed in, I could stay with Dianna. She had an IV drip and was on some painkillers and other drugs. So she, and by an exemption, we would be in the hospital for a few days.
Lather in the afternoon, Tim and a female officer came by. With them was Norman, June, Jack, Cindy and Paul, my lawyer. Tim and the female officer, Karen was her name, needed a statement. So Dianna asked Paul as our lawyer and me to stay as she talked. It was almost as horrific as what I had imagined.
Dianna had gone around to my parents to talk to my mother about my fight with them. She had wanted to be an olive branch between them and me. However, she also wanted a few of my documents, including my original birth certificate and a couple of other legal documents.
She was there around twenty minutes, sitting with my mother on the couch we always sat on at their place when Joan brought them all a cup of tea. She recalled the tea tasting a little strong but didn't think anything of it until she woke up, naked and strapped face down on the bed a few hours later.
"Oh, look, the mistakes little whore is awake now," laughed Greg grabbing her hair and spitting in her face. "Mr high and mighty mistake thinks this one is so amazing, so pure, that there is nothing she can do wrong. Well, guess what bitch, we're goanna make you ours, and the mistake is goanna raise kids that aren't his," Greg laughed hysterically.
"Enough, Greg," said my dad walking in the room with both Joan and my mother. "The boy's little princess didn't play ball with us the last few years, after everything we did for her. She thinks we forgot and that she's untouchable. Well, now she's going to learn how this family really works." He looked at my sister. "Joan, go and get everything. Martha, make sure that we are not disturbed. Greg welcome the boy's wife just like you would welcome him home."
With that, Greg got a sadistic grin on his face and began to drool and lent over, raising one fist above his head and struck Dianna on the left side of the back. Dianna screamed. "Welcome to the family bitch!"
With that, Joan re-entered the room carrying some vials and needles. She had a big smile on her face. Again my dad instructed and directed. "Now everyone gets undressed. It's time to take care of the guest of honour." Everyone started undressing. While both my father and Greg had some muscles, they both had beer guts and small cocks. "Now, just to explain everything to you, my dear," my father leaned into Dianna, stroking his cock with one hand. "With the exception of the boy, I fuck everyone in this family. But I know you are not going to join us willingly, so we're going to give you a little hand. My beautiful Joan has with her is a strong sedative. They use this for a few different things, including Brian surgery, where the patient needs to be awake but unable to feel. With this drug variant, if we have it right, you will be semi-aware and feel everything, but you won't respond or move. " At this point, Dianna began to struggle against the bonds. "Greg!" another fist slammed into her back. Dianna cried out then stayed still. "That's better. Now what's going to happen is your going to join this family fuck. Greg and I are going to fuck you and fill you with our cum, we're going to do this every two weeks until your pregnant, and you're going to give the boy his treatment so that when you're pregnant, you will make it look like it's his." He laughed, Dianna was applied and tried to scream, Greg raised a fist, and Dianna flinched. The pain in her back was already aching. "Now Dianna, see I can use your name, see how I can be reasonable, I just stopped Greg from striking you again. If you play ball with us, we will look after you.
"Now you're going to let the boy raise our kids, just like their his for a few years. And you are going to play nice. If you say anything, I will let him know we're fucking you, and let me know our history!" Joan then reached over and stuck a needle in Dianna's arm.
"Done, she will just a few minutes Dad," Joan positioned her naked body in front of Dianna. She was disgusted seeing her husbands younger sister naked and enjoying this torture.
"Excellent, go get the lube, you know where it is! Now Dianna, as I was saying, you're going not to say a thing to the boy, or it's all going to come down on you. He will kick you out, and you will be homeless. So tonight, we are all going to have our turns with you, and tomorrow you're going to go home and let him know you talked late into the night, and it was easier to stay here." He didn't know at the time that I had been trying to call Dianna, and my mother had responded with a text saying Dianna wasn't there. Joan handed Roger a tube, though, which he squeezed some on his hand then rubbed it all over Dianna's pussy.
"Dianna, know this, just as he is not my son, we're going to make sure that you will never have his!" he hissed, his now cock entering Dianna as she screamed.
From there, everything got very blurry, whatever the drugs were kicking in. She recalled sobbing in her last moments of awareness, desperately wanting to wake up from the nightmare. She believed they had taken her pussy and ass several times, at some point she thinks they may have peed on her. She recalls having no orgasm; she was just used. At one point, she thought she heard Harry's voice and tried to wake up enough to scream, but she couldn't. The next thing she recalled was a blanket being put over her as she came back to some sense of reality, then coming in and out of dreams and waking up with Harry here beside her.
By this point, she was crying almost uncontrollably. Dianna, my wife, had been beaten, abused, assaulted, raped, taken against her will, drugged and tortured by people that were supposed to be my family. I wasn't upset anymore; I was angry. No, as I listened to her tell the story, I was beyond angry. I was going to destroy them. My Father, my mother, my sister and yes, even my neglecting mother! They would have to crawl down into the darkest pit of hell to find any respite from the wrath that was coming their way. How could any sane person do what they did? For the umpteenth time in my life, I wondered what the fuck I had done to them to have them treat me like this.
After taking Dianna's statement, Tim and Karen bid us farewell and would come and check on us later. Everyone else was about to come back into the room when a thought struck me. I asked everyone to give Dianna and me some more time. They were a little perplexed, but sensing that this was something serious, they closed the door and let us be. They knew a little of what had happened, but I doubted that our friends knew the whole story. As they closed the door, Dianna looked a little worried, and I will admit that I was also a little concerned. My wife had been abused before we met and had also just been used by my own family. I wasn't sure what problems we were facing between us, physically, sexually, phycological. But I knew that she had not gone out to betray me, it might hurt, but I would need to be there for her. Right now, she was still processing. I knew at the very least we were going to need a damm good phycologist for both of us. But at this point, I was pretty sure that Dianna was in a lot more pain than I was. I lent back on the bed and wrapped my arms around her, and just held her for a few minutes, no words were exchanged, and Dianna had broken down again, sobbing. Her hand had again tightened like a vice on my arm. I knew that this would be something that would happen a lot for the next little while. I was sad, we had an incredible relationship, but it had been tarnished. Damm them, why did that have to do something so cruel to me, one of their own blood! That thought brought back the anger, and I seethed for a moment, but the thought of blood brought the idea from before back to mind, which Dianna had just mentioned to me. As Dianna settled down again, I knew I had to ask some tough questions.
"Di, I am not going to ask if you're ok. I know your not. I'm not. And I want you to know that I am still totally and absolutely in love with you even after everything. So I can tell you we're going to get through this, and I would like to get through it together, ok?
She turned and looked at me, she had taken off her glasses, and her beautiful brown eyes were ringed red, her face was blotchy, he nose was running. She was a woman in distress, but as she looked at me, I think she knew I wasn't going to run. She was searching for hope, and she needed an anchor. I so desperately wanted to be that. But I had to know more.
"A few minutes ago, as you were telling us the story, you mentioned something, something that I had never heard anyone say before. Do you mind if I ask you about it? If you don't want to talk about it, let me know, and I'll leave it be, ok?"
She nodded
"You mentioned the statement, 'He's not my son?' Dianna, what did he mean? He's not my son?"
For a moment, she worried, then looked at her hands, then she looked at me. She was struggling to talk and kept looking from me to her hands, but she told me. "My love, this is one of the things I have wanted to tell you. It was why I was after the documents from your mother. One of those documents is an old DNA test that they had on you. Roger is not your biological father".
So many things just fell into place.
"So all these years, they all knew and kept it from me, why?
"From what I understand, they didn't know until you were around three years old, then you started growing up it came to light that your mother had an affair. You weren't built like your father and brother; your hair was the wrong colour, these sorts of things. Honestly, I don't know all the details, but that is where all the anger against you comes from, they view you are not part of the family, you're an outsider to them, they had to put up with you, and I believe that Roger would only provide what he had too and not one bit more. And you might suspect the affair is why your mother never stood up for you. You were her shame, the 'mistake' that Roger thought should never have happened. Greg and Joan are his, but you we're not".
"You knew?"
She hung her head and nodded
"Yes, I found out a few months after we started dating, it was accidental as I was viewed pretty much just one of the family friends at that point, your family didn't know we were dating, and I was loathed to tell them, as you were fast becoming the most important thing to me. I had left my prescription sunglasses at their house. I kind of walked in on Roger, sorry I can't call him your dad anymore, having a go at your mom over something you had done, I think it was over your chemistry patent. He mentioned that since you were not his son, he shouldn't have to put up with your attitude and that you owed him for raising you or something along those lines. They knew I had heard the last bit, so Roger walked out of the room, and Martha confided in me a few things.
She paused for a moment, took a breathe and continued
"There is more, Martha confided in me and showed me the DNA evidence, and she also hinted that she had a letter from your real father to you, but Roger would never allow you to see it. These are what I wanted to get for you. They are the reason I went to their place the other afternoon. I had hoped that I could get Martha to give me the documents without Roger being there, as they should be in your possession. I wanted to tell you so badly, but I couldn't tell you the story because it wasn't mine to tell. I knew Roger would never tell you. However, I was trying to get your mother to stand up for you at least once to tell you the truth".
I sighed. My life was feeling more and more like a mess. I suppose it had been forever. I just never knew. I needed to move forward, though, and I thought of my next question, this one could hurt my already fragile wife.
"Why couldn't you tell me?"
Dianna looked down at her hands and didn't say anything for a long time
"Di, why didn't you tell me? I need to know. There is a pain inside me right now, and I need the pieces of the puzzle to help put me, put us back together."
Her nod was almost unperceivable.
"This is a hard one Harry, do you recall right before our first time, I freaked out, calling myself damaged. I was not the pure woman I was supposed to be, not the virgin that I thought you deserved?"
I laid my hand on her arm, "Of course, I didn't care, I wanted you to be mine, and you gave yourself wholly to me. "
Tears dripped down her face onto the hospital bed, but she continued. "What I could never tell you was that I had an uncle that was still alive before I met you, I didn't know it until I was almost out of high school, but he was a blood relative. The child protection agency thought it would be good to get me to live with a family member, have some stable roots, and all that jazz. Well, good old Uncle Clinton was not the family type. Oh, he took the money all right, but he didn't want a child. He drank a lot and even did some fairly hard drugs. One night he came into my room and", she paused, sobbing, he hand holding mine like her life was about to expire, "He came into my room and took me against my will, he took my virginity and ruined me." she cried, and I held her. I had never even suspected the loving, caring, dedicated sexual vixen that would fuck me three ways from Sunday had such a horrible childhood. "About three months later, he died, overdosed on a bad batch of whatever he was taking. I hadn't been living there very long, but it was one of the worst times of my life. But I was now eighteen, and he left me nothing in his will, so I was back on my own will, only a little money and a just few clothes to my name. I managed to arrange a part-time admin job with a company while I enrolled and started college, It wasn't a lot of money, but it paid a few bills while I waited for the government study allowance. I found a cheap apartment with a couple of girls, which is where I met Cindy. But my issue was the company where I found work. It was a construction company, and you can guess which one."
Yep, one guess MJG Constructions, my former father's company.
"I had been there about six months. Roger always liked to invite people from the office to spend time at his gatherings. I think he thought it built culture or showed he was an awesome boss, something like that". I nodded, we had always been told to be on our best behaviour when the rolling crew of 'friends' attended the regular gatherings. "Well, after six months there was a day where Roger came into the office and spent a whole lot of time talking to everyone but me. I was doing a lot of the admin, assisting in scheduling workers on jobs, getting the trucks rostered, that kind of thing. But after Roger did the rounds, he came and sat down on the side of the desk. He told me that he would like me to come to the next gathering, that he had a son that he would like me to get to know. He explained that you didn't fit in with the family, but as I was 'nerdy looking', his words, that you might like me. I was a bit taken back by the nerdy-looking comment, but he went on to tell me he knew about my uncle situation and that he could keep me employed and keep my history with my uncle under wraps with the company if I would come and get to know you."
I shook my head, putting more pieces of the puzzle together
"So, my father, sorry, I mean Roger, my ex-father, non-father, something like that set us up?"
"Yes, what I didn't learn till later after I announced you as my boyfriend", she smiled at that, the first happy memory all day and I felt the sun peak from under the clouds, "What I learnt was that he introduced us because he wanted a way to get at your money. He knew from your relationship that he could never ask you for money. There was too much risk you would rebuff him. That point stained even the relationship with your mother. So he planned to use me as a lever to get things out of you. However, I quit working there once my college money came through. That happened not long after we met, and he didn't get to use me that way."
"So, how did you know about it then?"
She took a deep breathe, "He told me, it was after I announced us dating, he told me that if I didn't do things his way that he would tell you that my uncle had, done things to me, he told me that he would make sure that you would never touch me since I was a slut and damaged goods."
"How did you respond",
"It was really hard. I was falling for you hard, so I didn't want to lose you. Also, him calling me a slut, hit me hard. Still, I also knew you enough to know you would make your own choices, So I told him that I would be the mediator if you and the family needed to talk about things, but in no way would I ask you for money, that was yours, he could threaten me, expose me, but I would not betray you in that way."
Suddenly it was like a weight that I had run around with for years that I never knew was lifted off me.
"Dianna, before you say anything else, I need to say something to you', she looked at me, and I could see anxiety building. She had just told me something that could end our relationship if I wanted and was ready to burst again, and I felt her hands go even tighter on my arm. I patted her arm in return.
"You are the most incredible, amazing woman I have ever met. I loved you so much before I knew this history. I loved you as the centre of my universe, and I did not think I could love you more. When I saw you on that bed in my parent's room, it was as if everything inside me was torn out, that my heart and soul were removed, and I was just an empty husk. Apparently, once I got to the police station, I was almost catatonic. My world had collapsed so badly. I had loved you so completely that I was lost to everything."
She was about to break, again the tears flowed. She looked down to her lap, "You say loved. Has what they did to me changed your love for me?"
"No'
She looked up at me
"No, if anything, my love for you has become stronger than before, Dianna, my love, you have been used, betrayed, you have fought for me and never once have you done anything that would dishonour me. You went to that house to get something you thought I should have. Yes, you didn't tell me everything, but in the light I day, I cannot fault your logic and even amid this shitstorm we are in, you're still fighting for me, for us. Dianna Other, I could not love you more than I could right now. And I can tell you that there is going to be some fucking wrath poured out on those that have hurt you, you can bet." I paused and got hold of myself. "Baby, I know this is going to be hard, we're going to struggle a lot, but if you have me, I will be there every step along the way!"
With that said, I leaned in, grabbing her jaw and kissed her, deep and long, letting all my feelings of love flow into her. It lasted for a long time before there was a knock at the door. Jack put his head in.
"Hi, is everything ok?"
"No, it's not Jack. We are not ok. However, we have each other, and we will get out of this!" I responded, "But yes, bring everyone in. If Dianna is ok with it, I think there are some things that I think you all need to know".
Everyone came into the room, and with Dianna's permission, I gave a summary of the last week and some of the family secrets that had been kept back from me. As I told them about my former family raping Dianna, Jack and Norman got into a serious pissed off mood. Then, when I told them about the fact that I was not Roger's son, that my mother had an affair or something like that, they were astounded. Then, when I told them about the plan to use Dianna to get her pregnant and extort money from me, they were embarrassed for me.



I laughed, "Well, it backfired. I got the best of them with that, I got an amazing woman that we are going to stay together, and now all that money is going to go into making them all pay!"
We spent the rest of the afternoon talking. After a while, Dianna withdrew into herself as some of the revelations about her past came out. Tim knocked on the door and came in. Everyone else sensed it was time to head off and left, letting us know they would check in with us first thing tomorrow. Tim gave us the update. They had a couple of leads on Roger and Greg, but that the moment they were still at large. My mother and sister were still locked up and had a visit from their company lawyer. Tim wasn't sure if he would be their lawyer much longer after hearing the charges were on the girls and what they would be for the men when they were caught. The company and family finances had not been frozen; however, that was also only a matter of time.
We spent a few more minutes chatting, and he left, letting us know he would keep us informed.
I sent a message to my lawyer letting him know I wanted to talk about bailing out MJG. Despite everything, there were a lot of people that relied on that company for income. If the business was viable, I could perhaps purchase it and keep them employed. However, I wasn't sure the lawyers would need to look at it.
That night we slept in the big hospital bed together, wrapped in each other's arms. Dianna was going to be in for another two days before they would release her, they were doing complete work upon her, and she needed to speak with the hospital counsellor before letting her go. Fortunately, Norman and June had brought clothes and comforts from home for both of us, so we were good for creature comforts. In the morning, we showered together in the tight hospital cubicle, and while I think we both wanted to play as we would typically have, we just washed each other and held each other, feeling just a little bit of safety in each other's arms. Later that day, Dianna's doctor, a woman by the name of Marge Hill, came in. Dr Hill ran through most of the bloodwork, noting that Dianna was in good health and could be released tomorrow despite everything. However, she wasn't done.
"There is something else we need to talk about of a sensitive nature; usually, we do this one on one with the patient, so would it be ok if your husband leaves the room?"
Dianna grabbed my arm, "No, it's ok, dr. Hill, you can say anything in front of my husband."
Marge nodded.
"Ok, I had to check. During your blood screening, we noticed some hormonal indicators in your blood that were a little different than normal. In the trauma that you have been through, some changes are normal, the body goes through a lot of stress, but these indicators are something of more maternal nature," she closed out, seeing if we followed her logic
"Are you saying that I am pregnant?"
Dr Hill nodded her head in the positive.
"Yes, you're pregnant. And after what you have been through, it is the reason why we usually talk one on one; we need to authorise some paternity tests when the time is right."
Boom! There it was, it was possible that not only me, but my fucking ex-father or my ex-brother may have knocked up my wife. I didn't know how to feel, and neither did Dianna. We were both confused. Dr Hill jumped in.
"Look, I know this is hard for both of you, but can I ask if you were sexually active in the lead up to your current situation?"
I gulped and looked a Dianna, and she nodded.
"Dr Hill, we have been trying for a baby the last few months, and before this 'situation', we have been very sexually active almost every day."
"If that is the case, there is a strong possibility that you are the father. However, as unfortunate as this situation is, I do need to inform you there is a possibility that your father or your brother conceive the baby cold."
"Ex-Father and ex-brother", I growled
She nodded, "For what it's worth, I am sorry, however hiding the truth no matter how hard helps neither of you."
"Is it possible that you can give us a few minutes? We need to talk!" I managed to croak out.
"Not a problem. Look, I've got several patients to see, and when I come back, I am going to bring prescriptions for what you will need moving forward; take your time and talk to figure out your next steps."
She looked at Dianna, "Regardless of what you decide to do, know that that man beside you is one of the best I have seen. Not only has he been here with what has happened where most men would run from the hills, but I can see a determination in his eyes that I have yet to find. I just hope that one day I can have that too." It felt like there was a story behind that, perhaps a lost love or something. But Dianna knew she spoke the truth; I was standing beside her. She had chosen to stand beside me in a wildly fucked up situation and had paid a hefty price.
Dr Hill closed the door on her way out, and for the next few minutes, we said nothing and stared at everything except each other. We needed to break the silence and talk
"How do you feel Di?"
"Honestly, I don't know, I'm pregnant, and I didn't know. I know I should feel happy, excited as we've wanted this since our honeymoon, but I am having difficulty being happy. I mean, with everything that has happened," she stopped and swallowed, "What if the baby is not yours?"
"I don't know, my love, I mean in some ways I feel the same, I am so, so angry at them, I feel so helpless and guilty that I didn't protect you, I keep thinking that I failed you. And I am so scared that the baby is not mine. I just wish I could go back in time and stop you from going over there!"
"I know, I don't recall much, but I was scared. The bits I do recall were horrible. I think I threw up once or twice, I remember wanting you to burst in and save me, and I wish I could have been awake to call out to you when you were there. Now, this!" She gestured down at her belly, which was not yet showing any signs of pregnancy, but she was petite, so it wouldn't take long.
"What do we do Di, do we keep it?"
We had never really talked if we were pro-choice or pro-life, and neither of us was particularly religious.
"I don't know. I am confused; what if the baby is yours and we don't keep it?"
I had to agree, "Also, what if the baby is not mine. Does this baby deserve not to be loved by two people that were wanting a baby just because of something done by someone outside our ability to control?"
Dianna agreed
"Harry, if we kept the baby and found out it was Greg's or even Rogers', she shivered, "How would you feel?"
I wasn't sure how to respond, "Honestly, I don't know at this moment. Anger is my first reaction. However, we want a baby, and you're pregnant. Do we know how long it could be before we could have another baby or even if we could have another baby if we did not keep it?
"Right now, we are struggling because all of this is fresh, we're in pain, I do want to believe that I could get past that to hold our baby in my arms, I don't know that I could pass up the opportunity to love our baby just because they came about in horrendous circumstances."
Dianna gave me a mournful smile, "You know you just said 'our baby'?"
I smiled back, "I think this is our choice, we still get the paternity test when we can, but this, I said, putting my hand over her tummy, "Will be our child."
We talked about what this could mean, and while I think we were both a little uncomfortable, we wanted to try this, "Besides, I was not a wanted child, I was a mistake, even if this is not mine, I want the opportunity to show the love that I never got!"
We both agreed, we knew it wasn't going to be easy, but when Dr Hill returned, we let her know, and I could tell she was happy. The following day Dianna was discharged, and we headed home. At home for those first few days, Dianna was always in the same room as me. She was never far away, and honestly, I didn't mind it that way. I was working from home and was planning to head back into the lab in a few weeks. When I did, I wasn't sure how Dianna would go without me; however, I might see if I could get Cindy or June to come round and help her out. We also have a psychologist come each week to spend time with both of us. We had a lot to deal with separately and together. We tried to be understanding, though we were angrier at the family and ourselves than each other in both our cases.
When it was time to head back into the office, I need not have worried; the girls were more than happy to help out, and Dianna understood that I couldn't stay away from work forever. The first day was trying; when I got into work, everyone checked in on me, asking over Dianna. They didn't know the full details. However, everyone knew that something terrible had happened with my family and that my ex-mother and ex sister was in jail while the police hunted my ex-father and ex-brother. When I got home, Dianna was instantly by my side, she tried not to make it too obvious, but everyone knew. So over the next few weeks, we developed a pattern, Dianna would come to work with me a few days a week when I didn't need to be in the lab, and other days Cindy and June would come and spend time with her.
About six weeks after the 'situation', as we were now calling it, Dianna and I renewed our wedding commitment with a healthy bout of sex. It wasn't the most earth-shattering lovemaking episode, and at first, we were both a little awkward, but suffice to say, we both came, and we fell asleep content. I was apprehensive that she wouldn't want me after the situation with Roger and Greg, but honestly, she just wanted me to reclaim her for myself. At the same time, she was worried that what I had seen would put me off her. Honestly, I was a little out of it for the first few minutes, and it's been one of the few times that I haven't eaten her out from the beginning of sex. But we got through it, and over the next few weeks, we got back into somewhat of a regular pattern. The only thing that really got between us was her growing belly. At what was assumed to be 18 weeks, we went for a scan; everything was looking good, and we found out that we were having a girl. I was over the moon, and any paternity issues were locked into the back of my mind. Dianna was showing now, and I think she was relieved that I was getting excited. We decorated the nursey beside our bedroom in pinks and purples and got beautiful vinal decals for the room that our daughter would hopefully love.
I also figured that it was time to put one of my family issues to rest, and I contacted Tim to arrange to go and see my mother and sister. I had not seen either of them since that night. A few weeks before, while I was working. Martha and Joan had been charged with a list of offences as long as my arm. They were due in court in around a month. Until then, they were remanded in custody, as they call it, in jail. Roger and Greg were still at large. Initial reports were that they had been spotted on the other side of the border. However, a more recent report had them closer to home. As a safety precaution, I had twenty-four-hour security guards at the house and work. Both Dianna and I had personal panic buttons with GPS signals, and security could respond on average within five minutes around the area. If we planned to go out other than work, we let our security detail know. Until Roger and Greg were caught, we were a little paranoid as they had abused me for years and raped and beaten Dianna.
It was a Saturday afternoon when we ended up in the visitor's room in the local jail. Tim had come with us and had agreed to sit outside the visitor's room with Dianna while I sat with my mother first then my sister. Both women had decided to meet with me. The room was similar to what you can imagine from seeing the movies, plain green wales, a metal table and chairs bolted to the floor, though there was no one-way mirror that I could see, though there was a video camera up in one corner. The officer who escorted me in pointed that out and let me know it was video only so they could ensure that no one got hurt.
About five minutes later, my mother was bought into the room, and she was in a pair of brown coveralls and white shoes. She was handcuffed, and I was asked if I wanted her handcuffed to the bench, for which I declined. Besides the attire, my mother looked like she had aged twenty years in the last couple of months. Her hair was tied back but not well maintained, her eyes looked sunken, and her lip sported a couple of tiny scars. Finally, she sat down on the seat opposite me, and the guard went out and closed the door. She just looked at me, I wasn't sure who was going to start, but she beat me to it.
"How's Dianna?"
I expected questions about me, perhaps the usual apology. Asking about Dianna was not the first question I expected from my mother.
"She's good. She's outside, and she's pregnant".
For a moment, her eyes took on a stern look, then she relaxed.
"Pregnant, I don't know if I have the right to ask."
"No, you don't. You have forfeited every maternal right you ever had with what you have either done, condoned, supported or ignored that was done to Dianna or me; however, to answer your question at this point, we don't know. We are hoping that it is mine; however, after that night, we know its possible that it could be Roger or Greg's
She nodded, just looking broken, "Harry, I..." she trailed off
I filled the gap. "I'll be honest. I don't know if I should call you Mum or Martha now. I have so much anger in me against all of you. You all hurt the woman I love. So I'll admit I've called you a lot worse over the last few months, there is part of me that wants to call you mum, but I just don't think you fucking deserve it.
She nodded again, "Martha is fine."
"And anticipating the question you are going to ask next, yes, we are keeping the baby regardless. If the baby is not mine, then I am going to love it with every ounce of my being, unlike how your prick of a husband treated and raised me, this child will know love."
"So Dianna told you then?"
"Yeah, it came out. How could you, mum! I mean Martha, it appears that everyone knew that I was not Rogers son, except me. How could you keep a secret from me like that for so many years! I knew I was built differently, but I honestly never suspected as I just thought I got my genes from your side of the family; however, that's not the fucking case, is it?
She looked away for a few moments and brought her hands to her face to wipe some tears away from her face. I looked at her with no sympathy, I had tissues in my pocket, but she wasn't getting them from me. She looked back at me and appeared to be weighing a few things, then came to some decision.
She looked at the wall as she told me where I came from. "Back in my late teens, I had a boyfriend, George. He was a slim guy, quite smart; he made me laugh, he kissed me gently, and we even gave each other our virginities. But not long after high school, George and his family moved out of the area. We spoke at a long-distance for a while, but we both knew it would never work, so we agreed to break up. Back then, women didn't attend university as much as they do now, so I looked for a job, and I ended up working for a construction firm doing bookkeeping. Now I wasn't the best bookkeeper, but I was good enough. However, while I was working there, I caught the eye of one of the labourers, Roger Other. George and Roger could not have been more different in their approaches to me, where George was relaxed and gentle, Roger chased after me, and unlike George, Roger chased hard, he was aggressive, and he wouldn't take no for an answer. I ended up dating him for almost six months before he got me into bed, and it wasn't long after that we found out I was pregnant with Greg. Roger's father demanded that I marry him, so we did, and I gave birth to Greg. It was not long after we had Greg that George came back into town. Your father, I mean Roger, had just started his business, so he was out all the time. George looked me up, and we reconnected." Martha fell deeper into her memories
"It was like high school again. George make me laugh unlike Roger ever could; he brought me gifts and made me feel loved. I suppose it was that feeling, along with Roger being out of two nights combined with a couple of bottles of wine, that got George and me back into bed. Well, suffice to say, I got pregnant again. Oh, I fucked Roger silly when he came home. I felt so guilty about cheating on him, but I never told him that another man had been around until much later. When you were born, Roger was ecstatic. He had two sons, his business was hard work, but he was putting in the hours to make it provide for his family and young sons. He wasn't really home, so I raised both of you as best I could. I pretty much knew that you were not Roger's son, though and got a DNA test which confirmed it. I never told George, and I let Roger fuck me senseless and impregnate me with Joan my guilt was so large. Perhaps about a month after Joan was born, and you were starting a growth spurt that Roger noted that you looked different. He worked on me for weeks, and eventually, he got it out of me that I had slept with someone else, and you were the result." She winced at the memory.
"Roger beat me pretty hard that night, and I think one of the only things that saved my life was Joan crying and needing to be feed. As it was, I had to sit in a chair outside your room, rocking Joan back and forward to stop him from going in there and killing you outright. After that, he pretty much disappeared for a month. After that, I never heard from him; however, the money kept coming for groceries and the house, so I kept my head down and just looked after the three of you.
"When he came home, he demanded everything. When it came to you, he just went cold. He wouldn't speak to you. You were three years old at the time, and once when you went up to him, arms outstretched asking for daddy, he reached out to you, and once you were in reach, he just slapped you. I had to run and pick you up as you cried on the ground. I took you to your room and settled you down. When I came back out, he told me that if I didn't want my bastard child dead, I would keep you away from him. But He said to me that I was never to tell anyone. I don't think he thought the fact of being cuckolded by his wife was good for his reputation.
"So I kept you away from him as much as I could. I think you were around eight when I believe that Roger told Greg, Greg had the same mean streak that had come out in Roger, and I believe that is when you started getting the abuse from Greg."
I nodded. That was about right.
"Roger told me to let you learn to defend yourself and that if I stood tried to stand in the middle, both you and I would be out on the street in an instant as both whore and bastard of a whore. So I let Greg beat you. If he couldn't beat you for some reason, Roger brought me over to him, and Greg got to slap my bare ass till it was red. Usually, later that night, Roger would take me forcefully. Over the years, I had hoped that you would run away or something, but you didn't. Instead, you stayed and took it. I was both proud you could take it, but so sad you didn't react or run away."
"That's because I had no friends, Roger, Greg and Joan made sure of it. I was stupid enough to defend Greg and hid my bruising because I thought that family looked out for each other. I have learnt that's not the case in our family, and that includes my mother."
My jab stung, but again she nodded
"Your right.' She sighed, "I will not defend my actions or myself from you, I deserve every part of hate and anger you have for me, but you deserve to know the truth."



Now it was my turn to sigh, she continued.
"When you got the scholarship, I was overjoyed. Finally, finally, you were going to be able to get out from under the family and make your own way. I had hoped that I would be able to see you free. When you started dating Dianna, I was doubly happy, she had not only loudly proclaimed you hers, but she also defended you when your father, sorry Roger, tried to put pressure on her." There was a slight smile on her lips, "I was actually pretty proud of her that day. Very few people have stood up to Roger over the years".
"The only time before that when someone got one over on him was when you made your discovery and put in for your pattern...."
"Patent", I interrupted
'Right Patent. When you filed for your patent and Roger figured out what that meant, he was livid. He beat me pretty bad that night; he also had both Greg and Joan beat me too. It took almost a week before I could leave the house. Even though I was expected to still cook and clean everything. All three of them took to calling me slut that time."
"Are you expecting sympathy?"
She laughed, but it was a dry laugh devoid of humour, "No, Harry, I don't expect not do I deserve any sympathy from you. Again, this is just about what happened, nothing else.
"I think that was when Roger started planning to try and take your money away from you. I knew that Dianna had worked for Roger, and he had some plot in mind with the two of you together. And when all of a sudden you had nice cars, good clothes, you started filling out a little, and there was passion in your eyes, but most of all you were not sharing your money with the family, Roger got the impression that since he allowed you to live and he believed that you thought he was your father that he was entitled. After all, you were this slut's bastard child that he had been pretty much forced to raise.
"That day when you had your spat as all of us and stormed out, Roger again got angry and started planning. He went off the deep end and was planning to get Greg, Joan and myself to help him kidnap Dianna and impregnate her with his children. He figured that if a child were born that was his and not yours, then you would raise it to age, and then he could claim your money as it was his child, not yours."
"But Mum, Sorry Martha, that's not how it works."
"I know, sweetie, but that was what he was thinking. However, they took the opportunity when Dianna came up that day to get the DNA report and the letter from your real father that I had stashed away. Joan called Roger and Greg and had them on the way home while she drugged Dianna's tea and when she passed out, she slapped me, telling me to know my place, and we waited till the boys got home. I will take to the grave the shame I feel for not getting Dianna out of that place. When Roger and Greg got home, then they stepped her down and... and..." she was struggling
"Beat and raped her", I supplied. Mum nodded. I noticed real tears in her eyes for the first time, and they weren't for herself.
"Roger ordered all of us to strip, and while each of the boys had their time with Dianna while she was out under the effects of the drugs, I was forced to be in the spare room. I was being used to keep them ready for their next turn. So when you came around, I was sitting and waiting for the next person. I threw a robe on and desperately tried to send you away, partially because I knew what you would find, but I was scared they would kill you or, worse, kill Dianna. So I sent the text message when you called, hoping you would think she never came to the house. But I also didn't know the three of them had planned for you to find them with Dianna like that. I am so sorry for that. Neither Dianna nor you deserved any of it. It is all my fault because I was a cheating whore." She never looked at me once, but I could see that the brown prison coveralls were now stained a darker colour with her tears.
"I think I can accept that."
She continued, "I am assuming the rest, you know. I have to believe that as Dianna and yourself as still together that you have filled in a lot of the blanks?"
"Yeah, but I still have a few questions."
"I will do my best to answer them."
"Ok, was Roger fucking Joan?"
"Yes, ever since she was of age, Roger also made Greg fuck me and made me eat their cum out of Joan's vagina. Please don't ask me anymore about that, I will tell you, but I would prefer to leave that incestuous side of things alone."
"I can understand that. My next question, You said you have a DNA report and a letter from my real father. Can I have them?"
She smiled, and this time it was with the first bit of genuine warmth I had seen from her in years.
"Yeah, Harry, you can have them, I was about to get them for Dianna when everything happened, but they are still buried under a false panel in the bottom of my winter clothes draw. If you can get to the house and ask my lawyer to grant you access, you can retrieve them yourself. Unfortunately, I imagine that I will not be able to get out of here in the near future".
"I don't Imagine so. This next one is hard for me to ask. Did I ever do anything wrong that made you not love me?"
Before I could pull away from the table I was resting my hands on, she reached her handcuffed hands over and put them on my hands. "No Harry, you never did anything wrong. It was me that did it all wrong. I thought that by keeping you at arm's length, by taking the worst of the beatings and not helping you, I would protect you from the worst of what they could do to you. But I was wrong. From my perspective, I thought I was doing all I could to keep you safe, though I will admit that perspective was forced through a certain lens. I love you, sweetie, and I know this means nothing to you, and the words sound hollow, but I really do love you. I am so proud of you of everything that you have accomplished. You are ten times the man that my husband is. I may never get the chance to say it again. But I do love you, and I will always love you. I am sorry for everything. You are my son, and I have screwed everything up. However, if today has helped you to get some things right in your head, and it is given you closure to help you move forward, then it is all I can ask for."
With that, the conversation hit a dead end. Mum pulled her hands back, and we looked at each other for a bit. Then, finally, she stood and moved over to the door, and a guard came to open it. As she walked through it, she looked back at me. "One last thing sweetie, they may have called you the mistake, you're not, you were conceived in the act of love between George and me, you are my greatest accomplishment, and if we never speak again, know that I will always be proud of the man that you have become." And with that, she went out.
I sat there for a few minutes. It appears that my mother had it as hard if not worse at home, regularly being beaten like me, but also being raped by her husband, son and daughter. My family was seriously fucked up. I didn't take long, though, before there was a knock on the door.
"You ready for the next one, Mr Other?" the guard asked
"Yep, bring her in".
If mum looked terrible, then Joan looked worse, wearing the same coveralls that mum was. Joan sat down at the table and glared at me. Her hair was short but wild; she had a fresh scar on her cheek and looked like she had not slept in days. When she wasn't glaring daggers at me, she looked around the room like the walls were going to jump out and grab her. For a princess that had everything handed to her, this must have been very different to her. I must admit that while after talking with mum, I could understand her point of view, but Joan, who was supposed to be my sister, was a complete mystery to me.
Again it wasn't me opening the dialogue. "You know, there are a lot of criminals in here that know who you are", Joan told me as a statement of fact.
"And I worry about that; why?"
"There are quite a number of their family that work for you or one of your suppliers. It appears that you're quite a celebrity around town, you young, rich, and help create lots of jobs. Apparently, you happy to help charities, including ones that get criminals on their feet".
"None of this is news to me, Joan. I work hard to support the community. After my upbringing, I want to help people. If it costs time, money or a little sweat, then I'll do it."
"There it is, the self-righteous prick that my family has raised that is not even a blood member of the family, he's so far stuck up himself that he cares nothing for us, and I've been in here almost a month, and all I hear once they know I'm your sister is how great you are for helping everyone. Yet in all this time, you have done nothing to help me!"
I cocked my head to the side, questioning her last statement, "Help you, Joan, after everything that you have done to Dianna and me, why the fuck would you think that I want to help you?"
If she was affected by the venom of my snap back, she didn't show it. "Because I'm your sister, you are supposed to protect me, use your money and influence to get me out of here".
"Why would I want to get you out of here?"
"Again, I am you, SISTER! Don't you care about me? A few of the criminals here found out what we did to that slut Dianna, and they come to find me in the middle of the night and make me do things!" I would not have thought she would be so opposed to it for a woman who made my wife and my mother do what I assumed were similar things. But I supposed it was different when the shoe is on the other foot.
"Joan, let me set the record straight here for a moment, first. Don't ever let me hear you call my wife a slut again. You, your father and your brother all drugged her, raped her, and of course, it was against her will. She is the victim here, not you. And as far as helping you, you can go and fuck yourself. You have the audacity after what you did to Dianna, to what you have done to me, to ask for help!" I laughed hard in her face, and she drew back,
"Let me remind you of why. There was a time years ago when your father was at work; your brother was too busy in his own importance to help you learn to ride a bike, so you that you asked me to help. Do you recall the bike? It was a girl's first bike, tassels on the handles, a basket and a big noisy bell that you liked to ring. As no one else would help, I spent the next few weeks helping you to learn to ride. It was some of the best memories of my childhood, I was helpful to someone, and you were happy and excited to have me help you. For once, I got to be a big brother, and at that time, I had a little sister who loved and adored me. We even went riding around the neighbourhood together, brother and sister just out and about. Not long after that, I suspect your father and brother told you something of the secrets about me that I have only recently learned. Because almost overnight, you grew cold to me, you no longer wanted to go riding. I had been asking for a few weeks, and then one day it happened, when I asked you if you wanted to go for a ride, you sneered at me and told me, and I quote 'Fuck off mistake, if you ever think I am going to ride with a loser like you, then you are sadly dreaming'. It was that afternoon that my sister died. Since that time, I don't think you noticed or that you even cared that I never spoke to you. Every conversation that we had was indirect. Even your prick of a big brother talked to me directly, but you, no, you took my love for you and threw it back in my face. It died with one sentence that you never tried to put right. You can't accept that you are in here because your own selfish actions are your own problem. No, Joan, I won't lift a finger to help you. Actually, I will make sure that you get the maximum time to pay for your crimes. You say they are criminals in here. Well, look in the fucking mirror. Oh, and those help programs that I help fund you mentioned earlier, I am going to make it known that if any of them try to assist you that I will pull the funding they get from me."
I stood, this meeting just about over.
"I asked for this meeting today to see if there was any remorse in your heart. After everything that you did, I wanted to know if you had any regrets about what you did to my wife or if you even cared for me at all. However, from the moment you walked in the door, you didn't ask about Dianna. You never even asked about me. You didn't even remotely come close to trying to apologise or say sorry. All you cared about was your fucking selfish desires. No Joan, you are dead to me, and you better get used to these walls because, with everything you have done, you're going to be here a very long time. And as for money, you will never see a single cent from me. When I walk out the door, if I have it my way, we will never meet again." I took a small object from my pocket and put it on the desk. It was a small figuring of a bike, very similar to the one I taught her to ride. "But I will leave you with this reminder, a reminder of better times when a brother and sister learnt to ride together. I will morn the sister I lost that day. I will always recall fondly the time that time we spent on our bike together. However, I am sure you will remember me for a long time. Goodbye Joan, and go fuck yourself!".
I knocked on the door, and the guard extorted me out. My last look at Joan was her head downcast the little bike figurine sitting on the table.
Sitting in the reception area, Dianna and Tim were sitting and quietly talking. They both rose as I approached. Dianna slide into my arms, her now very pregnant belly pushing up against me.
"How did it go?" Tim asked
" in some ways, just how I thought it would, in others very different. I think my mother is in true regret of everything that happened. She never asked for help or tried to pass the blame for anything; rather, she is trying to take the blame for everything. I also think from what she told me that she has suffered at the hands of Roger, Greg and Joan more than Dianna and I put together." Dianna gasped. "What surprised me is that she asked about Dianna as her first question". I looked down at my pregnant wife in my arms and smiled. "Joan, however, was a different matter. She only wanted me to 'spring' her, never tried to make amends, never asked anything. I think that Roger has truly poisoned her again me, and I will ensure that the charges are enforced on Joan." I gestured to the walls of the prison. "In my view, she can rot in this place."
We talked for a while, and I could sense that Tim wanted to let us know something.
"Guys, I've had a report overnight that one of the trucks from Rogers company yard was stolen last night and that security footage showed two people looking a lot like Roger and Greg breaking in. We're on high alert, and our community watch has been looking out, but please be careful over the next few days!"
We assured him that we would be on the lookout and both Dianna and myself made sure we had our panic devices on us. I also called our security firm and let them know they would double the patrols around the house and the office as a precaution. It had been an emotionally draining afternoon. The conversations with my mother and Joan had tired me out, and with a pregnant wife, she also got tired quickly. So we were happy to head straight home as I was looking forward to a light dinner and some time in front of the TV snuggling with Dianna tonight.
We headed out to my mustang, and I helped Dianna into it. As I helped her in, I realized that I would have to get another car, something easier to get kids in and out. While I loved my car, it just wasn't a practical family car. Perhaps another jeep or a range rover might be ok. But, as I hit the ignition, I thought no, a four-door v8 AMG might be fun. We had not even exited the prison carpark when Dianna started with her questions.
"Harry, are you truly done with your mother and sister?"
I thought for a moment
"With Joan, no, I can't see any resolution there. The knife went too deep, the wound too open, and the scar is always going to be ugly. I said some things there that I am not proud of saying to someone I once called sister, but I won't take them back either. My mother, I don't know. I felt she was pretty truthful with me for the first time, and if it is the truth then, she has been through a lot more than us. Also, a lot of what she told me matches what you told me in the hospital". I snapped my fingers. "Oh, she told me where I could find the DNA report and a letter to me from my real father." I got sad then, "She also told me that my real father was the real true love of her life. I don't know how much she truly loved Roger versus being forced to stay because of three, well, two and a half kids, but I am a little biased when it comes to Roger, so that I couldn't say for sure. There is a part of me that wants to forgive her. I think she truly cares but had no way out.
We had pulled up to an intersection, traffic there wasn't much traffic around this time of the evening, and we were sitting at a red light, talking about the day, emotionally drained but happy to be moving forward when the truck came barreling towards us. Instead of driving through the intersection like normal, as it went through the lights, it swerved, and in the early evening twilight, its headlights lined up directly on my driver's side door. Sitting in the driver's seat with an almost maniacal smile on his face with Greg. Beside him screaming in joy, was Roger.
Chapter 4 -- Fighting for our lives!
They say that there are moments in your life where everything slows to a crawl, your life flashes before your eyes, and you can reflect before you get caught up. I can tell you that everything did slow down from my point of view, but I didn't see my life flash before my eyes, and that was a good thing. I had moments to react, or I would be dead. The way that Greg was driving the truck, they were aimed at the side of the mustang, in moments, they were going to plough directly into my driver's door, and it would crumble and likely kill me. As it was, the momentum would most likely seriously injure if not kill Dianna sitting in the passenger's seat beside me.
Without thinking, I put the accelerator to the floor, and all 550 kilowatts of power in the enhanced mustang engine came to life. The car started to accelerate rapidly through the intersection, but it wasn't going to be enough. The truck had momentum, where I was trying to move from a standing start. They collided on the rear quarter of the car, connecting almost in line with the rear wheel, "HOLD ON!" I yelled at Dianna. The initial impact was causing the screaming of metal and stressing of plastic before it breaks. We were spun out of control, the mustang still under acceleration but all of the momentum-changing from moving forwards into careening sideways. Once, twice and then almost a third time before we came to a stop. We looked at each other.
"Are you ok, are you hurt?" I asked Dianna. She shook her head.
"I don't think I am hurt. Are you ok?"
"Yeah, I think so". I grabbed my panic token, held it up to Dianna and pressed the panic stud. She did the same thing, held it up and pressed the button, and we both saw the tiny LED lights glowing on each, meaning they had been activated. Hopefully, in a few minutes, we would have help. "It's Roger and Greg. They rammed us." I tried to look around the car to find where the truck hand ended up and noticed that it was almost directly in front of us with how the mustang had spun around. We were virtually facing back the way we had been coming. We were lucky the car had not spun further, or we could have flipped over the traffic island on the other side of the intersection. The truck, however, ran into the traffic light pole as it deflected off the side of my mustang. Peering at the truck, I could see that Roger and Greg were a little stunned but climbing down out of the cab. I wasn't sure if we should stay put, get out and run or face them. Staying in the car was not a bad idea. All the windows were intact, which was hard to believe with the force we were hit, though there was a massive crack in my driver's side window.



On the other hand, running would be complicated with a pregnant wife, and I was in trouble in a fight two on one. Honestly, I don't think I could take even one of them. So another option was to stall, get out of the car and try to delay them. If I could get them to talk for a decent amount of time, help could arrive.
I thought delay might be the best option, "Di, please trust me" I opened the door and got out, walking around the car and avoiding the debris of the accident. Several panels from my mustang were littered on the ground, as well as the front grill and some bars from the truck. I moved around to the passenger's side of the car, letting Roger and Greg see me but trying to ensure that they didn't think I had seen them yet. I had to act this one to give us time; I needed them to believe that I had not noticed it was them. I went around to Dianna's door and yanked it open, helping her out to her feet. I then turned towards our two assailants and froze. They were standing very casually, no worse for wear from the accident. However, they looked haggard with worn faces, unkempt beards and tattered clothes. They look like they had lost weight a lot of the muscle generated working construction lost. There was a wild look in their eyes, something of a maniacal let loose. But the scary thing was what they were carrying. In each of their hands, they held a cheap-looking but very deadly looking shotgun.
I moved Dianna and I so the passenger door could act as a partial barrier between us. Of course, they were still some 30 meters away from us, but with guns, you never knew.
"Well, well, well, if it isn't the mistake and the whore, fancy meeting you here of all places", Greg gestured to my car. "It looks like you have been in an accident. Isn't it fortunate that we happened to come along!" his smile was almost genuine. However, it was also dark.
"Enough Greg!" Roger snapped, then fixed his eyes on me. They were holding their weapons casually for the moment. "Boy, you owe me. You and your whore. You should not have gone to the police. You were supposed to do what I told you to do! Not run, not talk, and not talk to the fucking cops! After all, I have done for you over the years, treating you as one of my family, you owe me!"
"I owe you nothing!" was my response, Shit, I thought I should not engage them
"Nothing, how about all the years I clothed you, the years I feed you, the years that I let you exist!"
I took a step towards them. I ignored the threat they and their guns posed for a moment, my anger rising. I had engaged them, so let's have it out. In the back of my mind I knew that help was on the way.
"How about all the years of abuse! The beatings, the bruises, the mental abuse, the abandonment. How about the piss poor excuse for a father you were to me. Your refusal to even acknowledge me as a son!"
He laughed, "Haven't you figured it out? You're not my son; you never were! I allowed you to exist because of my kindness, but I had to do nothing more than that. My wife was a slut and fucked another man behind my back while I was working hard to make a life for us, then hid it from me until it was too late. You're a mistake, unwanted, a piece of dog shit on my boot that I could never scrap off or get rid of the smell!" He was waving the gun but not pointing it. When he looked at me, he noticed I wasn't unravelled or shocked at his revelation.
His eyes narrowed, "Ah, it looks like someone told you, recently if I had to guess too. Haven't they boy? Was it your whore of a mother or the slut of a wife that stands beside you now? Like she has some pillar of virtue! Has your cunt wife told you that she was a slut before you even met her, that she slept with her uncle and has been a slut for your entire marriage!"
Dianna started to protest
It was my turn to laugh. "Wow, just wow! You are one of the most pathetic individuals I have ever met. Yes, my beautiful wife and my sorry mother have let me know that the low life piece of shit standing before me is not my father. And yes, Dianna and I have spoken about her past. I know the truth, and I love her because of how strong she is despite the tragedy of what she has been through. But it was me that figured out that you were not my dad. You have never been. Dad's lookout for their kids, biological or otherwise. They become part of their lives and encourage them to grow and take when they succeed and comfort them when they fall. So Nah, you were never my dad and standing here now I must say that I don't regret that. But you know what's worse Roger. What is worse is that your head is stuck so far up your own ass due to your poor wounded pride that you can't even see that you broke your other children too. I know the truth, not the half-truths and lies that you're telling".
"Well, aren't you a smart one, but that doesn't change the fact that you still owe me boy!"
He raised the shotgun, and I moved out from behind the cover of the door, pushing Dianna to stay there and raising my hands. If I was going to get shot, I was hoping to save her.
"So, what's this then, your piss poor excuse at trying to get payment from me? If this was all about extorting money, then trying to kill me is a fucking stupid way to do it!"
Hey laughed, "You don't get it do you boy? That child growing in your sluts' belly is either mine or my real sons, so with you dead, my child will inherit your money, thereby I win."
"That's stupid logic. Long before any of this stupidity began, I have made sure that neither you will ever see a dollar of my money. Have you never understood why you couldn't get your hands on it? It's because you treated me like shit my entire life. I made sure that no one in your family could touch it if something happened to me. After you did what you did to Dianna, I have already set the wheels in motion to make sure that my money will now be used to ensure you a put into some dark place where the moss will grow on your ass and tiny little thing that you call a cock can never touch anyone ever again!."
I think I was having somewhat of an effect, but perhaps Roger was losing it as he threw back his head and again laughed. He pointed at Dianna standing behind the broken mustang car door. "I fucked her, we all did, and she was a shit lay, but she took our loads all the same. And while you're putting on a brave face, I know you, boy, deep inside your in pain as we made you a cuckold father. Your fucking slut of a mother helped too, your sister drugged her, and Greg and I made her pregnant." As he spoke, he came closer, and Dianna went pale and shrank behind me. Roger stopped a few feet in front of me. "Face it, boy, you're going to go to your grave being outdone by a man much greater than you."
I threw my head back, and it was my turn to laughed hysterically. I needed more time, and I think I needed to take a bit of action. It would be perilous, but it would potentially save Dianna. I laughed deep, pulling my breath into my lungs and making the laugh deep and loud. Roger and Greg stopped; Dianna started as if I had broken.
"Roger, your one fucking stupid son of a bitch, you know that. That child isn't yours or Greg's; it's mine! You maimed my beautiful wife, but she was already pregnant. We have been thinking about a child for over two months, and she went off the pill a month before that. We were doing it twice a day, and according to the doctors, my motility is through the roof. Dianna and I made love twice that day before your little slut daughter drugged my wife. And besides", I looked down at their crotches, "We all know both of you are a little under average, with those little packages you might have thought you were getting in there, but I doubt that either of you could get close enough to a woman to do the deed. Not unlike the good seven and a half that my wife has for her exclusive use!" I had pushed them, insulted their manhood and told them I was better them in bed. Anger was written on both their faces, but also a whole lot of embarrassment. Out of the corner of my eyes in the distance, I could see lights approaching, but I doubt they were going to make it. I was going to have to do something stupid. I held up my hand as they both lifted their weapons to point at me,
"Wait, stop!" I said, just laughing a little to keep up the pretence that I was not a threat and perhaps a little unstable. They lowered their weapons just a little, but I couldn't help having one more dig at them. "Roger, could you tell me, did mum have to go and get artificially inseminated to have Greg and Joan? Because I know that my real father gave mum everything she needed, apparently he was a pretty big guy, his cock made her wet whenever she saw it. He was loving and made her cum over and over again. Apparently, you are a big turd in the sack, and she can never feel you enter her."
I smiled. I could see Roger would only need another slight push before he would react, and I would need to move quickly. "I hear that you are so bad that she needs a whole lot of lube, which surprises me because you are so small. While a son should never hear the details of his mother's sex life, this afternoon, as I spoke to her, it was good to know that you couldn't satisfy a woman even if she was moments from orgasm and needed you to finish her. I won't be surprised now if mum gets out of prison that she'll divorce you and try to find my real father George and marry him."
I had goaded them into attacking me like I wanted, keeping the focus off Dianna. Roger raised the gun, his target at me, Greg also trying to follow, "Fucking George Daniels isn't half the man that I am. He's a fucking bookworm, but at least when I am done with you, I'll know who to go kill next!"
His finger pulled the trigger, and I dove. He anticipated that I would dive right away from Dianna; however, I dove straight forward, directly at him into some of the random car parts that were there. As it was, I got caught by the spread of shotgun pellets. My right shoulder and part of my back hurt took several pellets, and it hurt like hell, but I couldn't stop both Dianna's and my lives may depend on what I did. As I tried desperately to make it under the weapons reach. I drove right into the middle of a few car parts that had come off in the collision, including the rear wheel guard. Without too much thought and using the momentum of my dive, I picked up the panel and tried to throw it at where I thought Greg was standing. Greg's shot rang out; however, it missed me. I didn't manage to land a solid hit on Greg. However, I did manage to knock his weapon out of his hand, and he would need a few moments to review. I knew I still only had moments, and I ended up grabbing the next piece of debris beside me, which happened to be part of my now wrecked mustang tailpipe. I don't know if you have seen them; however, they are a kind of sharp-edged machine metal finish for the part that sticks out of the rear of the car. Now I was not even a body length from Roger. I grabbed the tailpipe and heavied myself upwards, bringing my makeshift weapon straight out in front of me. By this time, Roger had chambered his new round and got it into line directly point blank in my face as I was rising to my feet. He obviously planned to finish things in one final move.
"Goodbye Boy!" he screamed. I swung the tailpipe upwards as he pressed the trigger, and the shot went off. This time the shot missed me completely but discharged near my left ear over my shoulder. I will say this; shotguns are loud. However, I didn't have time to think, and death was a moment away. Now within range of the off-balanced Roger, I used my tailpipe to push him backwards. Roger fell on his ass, and I kept moving. I swung the sharpened edge down and went to use it as a spear. This man had systematically tried to destroy my life and tried to hurt everyone I cared about. I was going to end this by impaling him and remove him from my life.
As I drove downwards, I put all the pain, the hurt, the years upon years of abuse, the feeling of betrayal into that one downwards thrust. He was wide-eyed, seeing it coming. His shotgun had been knocked out of his hand, too far away to his right from him to reach. It would have been useless anyway with no round ready to fire, and my rage had a lot of force behind it. Roger saw his impending doom. The moment stretched just like the accident not long ago, and I could feel the end in sight, but I was surprised as my makeshift spear approached terminal velocity. I was hit from the side by something hard. Greg had abandoned his weapon and shoulder charged me knocking me off course. As I rolled, I could see the lights of our help getting closer, but I still wasn't sure if our help would make it. I was back to two on one, and I was not confident I would get out of this alive. But at least Dianna would be safe. I was also starting to feel a little out of it due to my shoulder and back injury. Greg was back on his feet after the full-body tackle he just gave me. He was stamping his feet like an enraged bull.
"Common mistake, let's go, you and me, I'll wipe the fucking floor with your face and fuck your woman before your body is even cold" I wasn't sure how I was going to get past this. Greg was almost twice my size, even having been on the run for the last few months. I was injured, my wounds leaking blood everywhere; the only advantage I had a few moments ago was surprise. Add to the fact that Greg knew how to handle himself; I was likely fucked. He was going to wait for me to get up, most likely because he knew he could knock me down again and feel like 'the man'. But then luck, at last, went in my favour. As I put my hand down, it came down on Rogers' discarded shotgun. A moment of hope flared as I stood, picking it up and chambered the next round. Swinging the weapon round in front of me to point it at Greg.
He was charging me, a snarl on his face and something sharp in his hand. "Fuck you Greg!" and I pulled the trigger. He never knew what hit him as the full range of pellets hit directly in the chest, and he crumpled. I moved slightly to point the gun at Roger and noticed that he had passed out. While my impromptu spear had not hit him in the chest, It had ended up impaling his right arm at almost the shoulder. A good deal of blood was beginning to pool on the ground around him as I would say his body was going into shock. Well, fuck him too!
Cars were racing towards us now, and they were going to be here any second. I stumbled back to Dianna and found her on her side, gasping for breath, blood also pooling at her side. Her sight was unfocused, her breathing getting raspier, her back looked covered in wounds from shotgun pellets. It appears that during the fight that she had gotten hit. I wasn't sure how bad it was. There were a dozen spots all over her upper back bleeding. It looked like the car door had deflected quite a bit and protected her lower half, including the baby, but she was injured. Try as I might, I couldn't do anything; every ounce of energy I had was leaving me with each movement. My shoulder was an open wound, and like Dianna, my back was bleeding from a dozen spots.
I collapsed down beside her, the last of my energy gone. I think she sensed me there, knowing it was me and not one of the other two. I helped her put her head in my lap. For a moment, her eyes found focus, and we looked deep into each other's eyes. There were no words needed, and for a third time in less than fifteen minutes, the moment stretched into forever. As we looked deep into each other's faces, I had nothing but unconditional love moving between us. She was my soulmate, I belonged to her, wholly and completely, but I knew nothing that I could do to help. She reached up a bloody hand to cup my cheek, a gentle and loving caress, tears now spilling from her eyes. "Harry, I love you!" and she closed her eyes.
Chapter 5 -- Aftermath
My daughter was born only a few hours after the fight, where both Dianna and I were shot. A premature birth brought on by the trauma of the accident, I was absent from the delivery as I was on an operating table under a general anesthetic, having shotgun pellets removed from my shoulder and back as well as a shoulder reconstruction. I was in surgery for over 12 hours and didn't wake up for over two days. Apparently, I passed out mere moments before our security team ran up to us. The ambulance was not far behind, and both Dianna and I were loaded and promptly evacuated for surgery. I was later told that Dianna was in the operating room for around twenty hours. Her labour with our daughter lasted only three hours, and fortunately, everything came together for a quick, if traumatic, delivery. Immediately after, Dianna was rushed and had surgery on her back to remove the pellets and close the wounds. During the fight, I missed that Greg had gotten a second shot off at Dianna while I was grappling with Roger and the tailpipe. It had caught her in the back as she was trying to duck down behind the door. Then apparently, Greg had seen me knock roger down and came to charge me before I could kill his father. We almost lost Dianna three times on the operating table. While her injuries from the weapon discharge were not life-threatening, the lack of blood due to childbirth made her very week.
I was the first to wake, both of us in separate beds back in the same suite we had been in earlier. There were five people in the room with us, not including doctors. On the couch on the other side of the room, Jack and Cindy were curled up, sleeping. Over by Dianna's sleeping form was June, while on a chair sitting between Dianna's and my beds as Norman reading something. But what surprised me was the sleeping form holding my hand in an orange jumpsuit. My mother was there. She was handcuffed to the bed and had her head resting on my hospital bed mattress. But her hand was firmly lodged in mine. I wasn't sure what to make of it, but first things first. I tried to speak.
"Water", I tried to say, but I think it came out like a light groan. But it stirred the room, and soon everyone was around me. Then, finally, Dr Hill walked into the room; someone had obviously paged her.
"Harry, welcome back. Can you look into the light for me, please?" She ran a few tests and was happy that I was waking up. I got a small cup of water and took a sip.
"Dianna?" I managed to croak out.
Dr Hill gave me a small, tight smile. "She's in her bed to your right, she's still asleep, but we expect her to make a full recovery after a successful labour and surgery."
"Labour?"
This time the smile was larger and shared around the room. "Harry, you're a father to a tiny but gorgeous little girl, congratulations. She's currently in the premature ward, and I would say you will be able to visit her in the next couple of days."
After she left, everyone came gathering around my bed. I could see looks of concern at my form, happiness that Dianna and I were alive and some anger that this had happened to us. Then, finally, after a few rounds of your looking like a truck hit you, yes, they were poor jokes, but we did all laugh, my mother spoke.
'What happened sweetie, a few hours after you left the prison, I got a notification that you had been in an accident?"
I explained how Roger and Greg had rammed us in the truck after leaving; and how they must have been waiting for us and chose the right time to make their move. I told them of the fight, How I had shot Greg when he charged me and impaled Roger after he missed me at point-blank range. Then I told them how I had found Dianna by the car and collapsed. I looked over to see Dianna in her hospital bed and saw her eyes open and staring at me, tears in her eyes. Jack immediately ran out and found Dr Hill, who came back and checked Dianna over. No one interrupted Dr hill. However, Dianna's eyes never left mine, and when she was told that our baby girl was born, the tears rolled down her cheeks. Her voice was weak, but vaguely, she recalled the labour, but not giving birth or our baby surviving.



"So, can anyone tell me what happened once Dianna and I passed out?"
Norman jumped in, "I think I can. I arrived on the scene around ten minutes after the first responders. I had been alerted that both Dianna and yourself had pressed your panic buttons, and there was a team heading your way. When I arrived, both Dianna and you were being laid onto stretches and I can tell you the scene was a mess. Apparently, the police only finished the investigation this morning. And I assume that Tim will want to bring the investigation team to interview both of you at some point to validate everything. As I understand it, the intersection is still closed.
"Once you were both stabilized in the ambulances, you were both brought here for treatment. I stayed with the team at the scene, knowing that both of you were in good hands. June, Jack and Cindy met you both here and have not left your sides. You likely know your mustang is totalled. There was also a lot of blood, shotgun pellets and car parts everywhere. Once word got out about the accident, the fight, and that shotguns and people on the run were involved. The media were all over it. And when they found out it was local legend Harry Other, our cities youngest millionaire, they went into a frenzy. I have had media requests coming into the office all day. I've even had movie studios reach out they want to buy the rights!"
Despite my injury, I laughed. Dianna also chuckled, "Who would want to buy the rights to my life, sure? It hasn't been fun, but it's also sad." I thought, "Norman, what happened to Roger and Greg?"
Norman hesitated a bit, then looked at Martha. My mum nodded. "Greg died at the scene. Ambulance crews tried to resuscitate him. However, the damage to his chest was too severe. The police have some working theories about what happened, and I am sure you won't be charged as it all sounds like self-defence. Our legal team are already all over it. Apparently, there is a traffic cam that caught most of it. It's all poor quality video, but it lines up with a lot of what you just said, and I am sure the Police will want to hear it from you". I nodded, I had hated Greg with all my soul, and I wanted him to suffer for all the pain and torture that he had caused me over the years. However, I don't know how I felt that it was my hand that had taken his life.
Surprisingly it was my mother who put that to rest for me. Handcuffed to my hospital bed, and apparently, there was a uniformed police officer outside my door to keep tabs on her. "Harry, I don't want you to feel bad about that. It was always going to come down to you and him. And while I am sad that I have lost a son. I also know that he deserved what he got. Besides, I also know that the son that we all wronged is alive. Besides, when you told us what happened, while I loved Greg, I think I would have pulled the trigger myself if I could have saved you." She cried at the point, and I squeezed her hand.
"Mum, what are you doing here?"
She was still weeping but wiped away her tears. "It was Norman and Tim's idea, I am still to be sentenced next month, but when I heard you and Dianna were in surgery, They reached out to see if I would be willing to come under guard to be here to see you before my arraignment. I have hated what we did to you and Dianna, and I meant it when I told you that I would take this shame to my grave. But, when they brought you in, I broke down, so they hooked me up here," she lifted her handcuffed hands, "And just kept watch."
"I am so sorry for everything I did to you. I am sorry to you are well Dianna, I am sorry I was not the mother I should have been, I should have protected you from Roger, from Greg from Joan, I should have told them where to shove it and just left with you. I am sorry, and I know that I won't ever deserve your forgiveness, but I will always love you! Now that your both awake, I will get them to take me now."
Before even the next heartbeat, I held up my hand, the IV lead hanging from my wrist. This was going to be complicated. "Mom, I forgive you! I know we still have a lot to go through, and I think our family is broken forever, but I forgive you." She cried. I know it was more than she expected, and I was surprised that I was willing to forgive. But upon reflecting on everything various people had told me over the last few months. My mother was also a victim of Roger and his kids. She had also been beaten, threatened, sexually abused. If she didn't do what she was told and keep me in line, I would be killed. She had been forced into incest with two of her three children, and been thrown in jail for her part in the sordid affair. So I felt that the least I could do was give her some forgiveness.
"What about Roger?"
Was that a smile on Norman's face. "Well, he's still alive; however, he lost his right arm and a lot of blood after you impaled him on the car part you stabbed him with, he's had two surgeries already, and he will need another two because there is an infection in the arm. In addition, he's under heavy police guard and is pretty much never going to see the outside of prison walls again for his entire life."
My mother again chimed in, "I've also spoken to my lawyer; once he's stable, I am going to divorce him on the grounds of adultery, mental cruelty, alienation of affection and a few others. I am not sure what will stick, but I should have done it years ago. Oh, I know I still need to do my time inside, but I won't have anything to do with that man anymore. I never truly loved him, but as we had kids, I stayed with him and couldn't figure out how to escape. So there won't be much in the divorce settlement, but I'll be free in one sense.
Next June brought out a manilla envelope and handed it to me, inside was a piece of folded paper and an envelope. "Is this?"
June nodded to my mother. "Yesterday, when the police bought her in here while you were asleep, Martha gave me directions and had me retrieve these for you?"
I looked at mum, and she nodded to me. Everyone watched me open the DNA test results. I wasn't entirely sure what I was looking at. My degree is in chemistry, not biology, so I close it. Someone could help me with that later. Next was the letter. I opened it and began to read,
"Harry,
If you're reading this, you have been told that Roger is not your real father, my name is George Daniels, and I need to tell you that I am your biological father. Your mother and I dated back in high school, and fate tore us apart. Then for a short time, we were brought together, and you were conceived. But Martha was married and already had a child, so we chose to end the affair.
I hope that I can watch you grow from afar and some point in the future, formally meet you and introduce you to my side of the family. I hope you will be proud to know we are a book intelligent but hard-working, we all enjoy a challenge, and I hope you will inherit this from me.
Harry, you are my first child, and I don't know if you will have any siblings when you read this. But, if you do, then I hope we can all meet together.
You will always be in my heart
Lots of love always my son
George Daniels"
It felt like all I had done is sawing between anger and sadness over the last few months, and again I felt tears in my eyes, but this time I felt like they were tears of happiness. I had an actual father. I showed the letter to mum, and she also cried. I then called over Jack and Norman and showed them the letter. After Dianna had mentioned his name to me months ago, I had suspected. However, Jack confirmed it.
"Harry George is my older brother. There is quite an age difference, but that is his handwriting, but this would mean that I'm your...."
"Uncle," I finished, "And Norman, that means your, my second cousin? I have thought of both of you as a family since you helped me out in high school. Since then, both of you have always been there when I needed you. Damm, I can't get away with anything anymore." We all laughed
Mum looked at Jack funny, "George is your older brother?" Jack nodded, and for a few minutes, we watched them talk about the person they knew. It was not long after that that Tim came in with a fellow officer, and it was time to talk my mother back to prison.
She looked at Dianna then me, and she waited to be unchained and handcuffed, "I can't tell you how proud I am of both of you. And I promise you I will spend my every waking moment working towards forgiveness." Dianna surprised everyone by asking Martha for a hug before she left.
After she left, everyone also began to drift off, now that the current emergency was over. For the first time in a long time, I felt like things were going to be ok. It was perhaps seven in the evening when the next surprise was brought before us. Being wheeled in by three nurses and Dr Hill, they brought in a premature humidity crib, inside was our daughter. one of the nurses helped me out of bed and brought my drip over to the crib, while another nurse did the same for Dianna. And then they left us alone for a few minutes. It was hard to hug, but physical contact with each other made me feel a million times better. I could feel it was the same for Dianna.
"Charlotte", Dianna said as we watched our daughter sleep. It was the second most popular name that we had chosen. Beth was our favourite, but looking at our little girl sleep, sensors hooked up to her and a breathing tube inserted to ensure her health. Charlotte was the correct name, and Charlotte she became. As we held each other's hand, we knew she was ours, not just as parents, but genetically, had not yet even been able to touch her, but I knew that she was neither Rogers nor Greg's child. She was mine.
The following month was hard. Both Dianna and I had a lot of recovery to do, there were many loose ends to tie up, and we had a tiny child to keep an eye on. Charlotte, or 'Charlie' as we nicknamed her, would be in the special crib for up to three months before her lungs had developed enough that she could breathe on her own. It could be another two months before she could be released from the hospital to come home with us. We were both giddy with excitement after she was taken off the ventilator, and both Dianna and I got to hold our little girl for the first time. Norman and I authorized a massive donation to the premature babies' ward to appreciate what they had done. We also received the office DNA results confirming what Dianna and I both knew in our hearts: I was Charlies' biological father.
While we were recovering in hospital, Jack also brought George by to introduce us. Both Dianna and I were blown away by the similar features that we shared, and on the comparison, we also saw the family resemblance between Jack and me. George had a wise air about him, had a cool head on his shoulders and told us how he had followed my career from afar, not wanting to get involved. He was widowed, his wife having died three years ago from cancer, but he had a son and a daughter, and he promised to introduce us when we were released. But, of course, his kids knew about me, so there wouldn't be any surprises from their side. I admit that I was a little warry to meet them because my last two siblings had pretty much tried their best to destroy me. Still, once I did meet them, we did become fast friends. Indeed my half-sister, Meghan, came to work for Norman and me within the year doing public relations and today is the head of our public image. My half-brother George Jr. was an academic researcher at a university, and he loved to hand out a glass of wine and chat about any theory that was being discussed.
The last thing that happened right before we were released was the court date for my family. Both Dianna and I were escorted by hospital staff, including Dr Hill. Norman, Jack, George, June and Cindy also came along, and of course, the security detail was now ever-present and always within earshot. As our party was escorted in, we sat towards the back of the courtroom. One of the reasons that we were here was that it was possible that we may have been called to provide evidence. While we were recovering, my arm was now in a sling, and my back itched like crazy, but otherwise, I was doing ok; Dianna also had a consistent sore back. However, it was also healing.
Each of the three on trial was brought in separately; Roger and Joan had public defenders. However, I had retained one of my legal team to support my mother.
The judged banged his gavel and started the proceedings
"I would like to thank everyone here for their time today. Please note that this is a closed court today. This is due to the sensitive nature of the discussion and the spectacular nature in which events proceed. I note that each of the three defendants has retained a separate legal council and requested that they be tried separately. Does the prosecution agree?"
An elderly man with many aides stood and addressed the judge, "We do you honour." The trial was a criminal case due to everything and a matter of the state instead of a civil suit. So it was the 'State verses' of each of the defendants.
First up was Joan. She looked a little better than when I had seen her, but not much. She wore a simple suit that you might pick up at a thrift shop and no makeup. She looked at me a couple of times. The first time was a shock seeing me there; the second time was with anger as she understood that I would not do anything to help her. The last time was much later as the judge read his verdict, and she stared at me, but I couldn't read her. The lawyers went through the list of charges, what they meant and how they played out in both the prosecution and defensive manner. Dianna was called as a witness. However, there was already a statement prepared by our legal team and submitted for this case which the judge was happy to accept.
"With all the evidence presented, how does the accused plea?" asked the judge.
Joan's public defender stood with her, "On behalf of my client, I have been instructed to plead no guilty".
"So, noted".
Next was my mother, and again everything was presented, and this time the prosecution went back to her affair of which I was the result. Her defence pointed out the abuse that she undertook from Roger, Greg and Joan along the way; however, my mother's presentation of the facts never tried to hide her involvement in the matters surrounding my wifes' assault. Several times she looked over at us but never said anything.
"With all the evidence presented, how does the accused plea?" asked the judge.
Mum and her lawyer stood, "On behalf of my client, I have been instructed to plead guilty."
"So, noted"
Next was my former father. He was still looking quite beaten up, the stump of his arm was bandaged, and he had a bit of a limp when he came in. He was dressed in the prison overalls; no suit had been provided for him. He glared up at us and sat down. Again, the lawyers went to town; however, I could tell that his public defended was just going through the motions. His public defender blushed when the charges were read out; he had heard of assault and attempted murder before. However, incestuous relations and rape with the intent to cuckold his son were things that he was not likely to hear again. One unique one that surprised him was that mum had managed to work in that she would like the divorce settled as part of this hearing. The logic was that they were not ever going to be living in the same house again, and it was likely that they were both to be in prison for the foreseeable future, so she would like to get it out of the way. After hearing the case against my mother and then the evidence against Roger, the judge allowed it.
There was not much in the way of defence, A number of pre-prepared statements were read, and it didn't look good for my former father. Even when the reasons for divorce were presented, they made Roger look like a monster.
"With all the evidence presented, how does the accused plea?" asked the judge.
Roger and his lawyer stood, "On behalf of my client, I have been instructed to plead not guilty."
"So, noted. The court will now be in recess until three this afternoon when I will pronounce judgement and sentencing." He banged his gavel and left.
George was waiting outside for us. Norman and George took us to a little café that looked like it had seen better days; however, they told us they had the best-toasted sandwiches and milkshakes. Apparently, George took Norman out a few times as a kid and his nephew to have a great lunch. With everyone, including our hospital and security team, we almost packed out the place. But, the guys were right, great toasted sandwiches. Finally, at three, we all made our way back into the courtroom. The judge came back in and brought us to order.
"This case has some apparent villains and victims; however, there are also hidden heroes and under-appreciated players. Today, we have heard the stories of many people around the three accused here today, and I must admit that I have wrestled mightily in trying to figure out the right course of justice and the proper punishment for each of them.
"On one hand, we have a family potentially torn apart by a wife's infidelity, its impact being heard down through the ages, on the other. Unfortunately, the families chosen reaction was violence and abuse rather than removal and separation like any other family would do in this situation. When this court considers the manipulation of people over a long period and often threatening of lives, including children, this court cannot help but be appalled by particular individuals behaviour. And it is noted that this behaviour has resulted in the death of at least one individual.
"Each of the accused here today has requested to be tried and sentenced separately. As such, this has occurred, and my judgements in this matter reflect that. Accordingly, I would ask that the accused and their representation rise.
"In the matter of the state vs Joan Other, this court finds the defendant guilty of all charges and sentence you to a period of incarceration of no less than twelve years. You will not be eligible for parole for at least eight years, and due to your lack of remorse for your actions, I will be placing a letter for assessment ready for the parole board to consider before reviewing you for parole.
"In the matter of the state vs. Martha Other, this court finds you guilty of all charges except for mental cruelty against Mrs Dianna Other and Mr Harry Other. This court further acknowledges the entered plea of guilty and the acceptance of your actions. I also have a sworn character statement from your son Mr Harry Other and your daughter in law, Mrs Dianna Other attesting to your outstanding moral character once things came to light. Lastly, this court also acknowledges the mental and physical abuse that you were placed under while in the household. It is the judgment of this court that Mrs Martha Other is sentenced to a period of incarceration of five years with eligibility for parole in one year.
"In the matter of the state vs. Roger Other. This court finds the defendant guilty of all charges and sentences you to life in prison. However, this court will not set a parole period as we find the crimes you committed against all parties. Including your wife, Mr Harry Other and even your deceased son are some of the most devious manipulations I have seen in this courtroom.
"In my closing statement, I would like to note the bravery of both Mr Harry Other and Mrs Dianna Other. As the evidence was read, we have heard in this court time and time again the plots and plans against them. However, with each challenge, they stood and worked till they found their way through, they found each other and, in a society, when it is often easier to separate and walk away, when things got tough, they bonded closer. We are honoured and privileged to have them in our midst.



"Bailiff, the defendants are remanded to your custody."
The gavel was slammed for the last time, and it was finished.
EpilogUe
A couple of months later, we got to bring Charlotte home, and that afternoon we had a massive party at our place. Our friends, a number of work colleagues, and almost all of the family I had never met from Georges side were there. Charlotte was the perfect baby, and all the ladies agreed that she was the cutest baby ever.
We went to see my mother once a month and even took charlotte with us a few times. Mum was in a minimum-security prison and was so proud to hold her granddaughter, each time we visited she cried, and always ended with some of the biggest hugs and so many kisses for our daughter. It was like she was making up for lost time. Mum had also started working with some of the victim's groups in prison to get help for what she had been through and help others in a similar situation. When she hit the year mark and was released, we had another big party for her welcome home. It was strange. Growing up, mum had always been stand-offish, however free from Rogers control. She became a different woman, kind and loving, considerate to everyone around her. She would hug me and kiss me whenever she got the chance. She stayed with Dianna and me for two years after that. And to be honest, we needed the help; Charlotte was just over a year old, and we had just found out that Dianna was pregnant again. Having grandma around was a huge help.
After she got out, mum would go and visit Joan every couple of months; however, from what I heard, Joan was still self-centered and even mum was tired of the blame and excuses. She never went to see Roger again, and I had heard that he had it pretty rough on the inside.
I got to know George quite well, we shared a love of knowledge, and while I never called him dad, we did have a strong relationship. He would spend quite a bit of time around our place, and first, I thought it was just about me. But I did have to laugh one night as Dianna was approaching term with our second child when I caught George sneaking out of my mother's room.
Not long after the court case, Jack and Cindy got engaged and then not long after, Dianna gave birth to our son Harry Jr. Jack and Cindy got married when he was three months old. I was Jacks best man, and Dianna was Cindy's maid of honour. Charlotte was the cutest flower girl. We also found out not long after the wedding that Cindy was already pregnant, so they would have their first child within six months of being married.
Work was good, and as life settled into a new normal, I, at last, got the new components done to improve our efficiency. It was over a year since I had set out to complete that project, and it felt good to get it done. In addition, we had expanded our operations, and more and more companies were asking for our product.
Dianna and I kept investing in each other, and sure we had the fights that all couples do. We disagreed on things that don't matter and now and then got into big fights over leaving the kitchen in a mess or forgetting to pick up milk on the way home. But we never let getting upset stop us from communicating. We also picked up a wise tip if you are angry and fighting with each other. Strip naked before continuing the argument. We learnt that a lot of anger at your spouse leaves you if you're looking a the one you love naked, and after a good bout of sex, you could calmly talk about the things that matter in what you're fighting about. Thanks to everything we went through in the early years, we had a few challenges around secrets and sharing. I wouldn't say it was really a trust issue, but a few raw nerves could send one or both of us into a mood. However, one outcome of everything was that Dianna very rarely wanted to be more than five minutes away from me. So we continued to seek help for years afterwards.
The offer from the studios was legitimate, and we had a TV studio pick up our story, and they made quite a good drama out of it. I enjoyed the actor who played batman's portraying me; he's a lot more buff than me but could pull off the nerd look well. But they outdid themselves on Dianna, Black widow, nope. We used the check from royalties each year and put it into domestic violence within families. We learnt through our situation it is not just men that hurt women, but it can go any which way, and we do what we can to help those who suffer.
One Saturday morning years later, we were sitting down to plan Charlotte's tenth birthday party when mum came in looking a little gloomy. She had George on her arm, and I noticed how close they were becoming. Perhaps my mother and father could start dating. But, hey, stranger things have happened.
"What's wrong mum, you look like someone died!"
"Someone did, and I don't know if I care", was her response
"It was Roger, wasn't it?" asked Dianna
Mum just nodded
"You know what, mum, remember the good times and know that we have all moved past all the bad, he tried to break us, but he just brought us together stronger."
"That's the problem, Harry, I can't remember a single good time with Roger, and that is what makes me sad. I wasted so much time. But Life is never fair", she quoted one of Rogers old sayings.
That evening I was lying in bed waiting for my sexy wife to come into the room, and when she did, she didn't disappoint. She was naked, her hips were a little wider after two kids, but I still worshipped that ass, she could still drown me with her orgasm, and those amazingly pert A-cup breasts with her big areola still caught my attention
She giggled, "Well, hello, sailor, "She quoted, seeing the growing mast under the bedsheet.
"You never cease to amazing me, Di!"
"How's that?"
"Despite all we have been through, the good and the bad, you still have eyes only for me. Everyone else would have run to the hills, yet your still here!"
"Do you know why my love?"
"My money?"
She snorted, "No."
"My charming wit and humour?"
She smiled, "Nope."
"Then it must be my cock and my prowess in bed giving you orgasm after orgasm!"
She paused to think, "Well, that one is true, but no."
"Ok, you tell me, why."
"Because Harry, you never ran away when things got tough, you always ran towards me, so I will always run to you too. Never has a woman been so lucky!"
I smiled, then frowned.
"Life just keeps coming, good and bad, it just keeps coming, doesn't it?"
Are you thinking this way because of the news about Roger?".
"I guess, from being a kid to meeting you, starting the company, the events around charlie's birth and everything. Roger was involved in all of that. Of course, I hated him, but there is part of me that just wanted him to want me, to show me something of fatherly love, and now he's gone."
"Don't my love. Don't think like that because he was nothing compared to you. You beat him at every game he threw at you, you not only won but you thrived, but not only that, unlike him, you got the girl!"
When your wife tells you your right, never argue, especially when she spends the next hour making sure she uses her body to show how much the girl was into you.
******
Well, everyone, that's the end of my very first story, I have never written anything before, so I hope this entertains you. Have a great day!
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[Double or Nothing]
Authors Note
Hi everyone, I have been taking my time following my first story. I like long stories, so here is a multi-part story series I am working on. I have three stories in the works, so it takes a little time to draft, find and work with editors for review and edit.
Also, a warning, some chapters will get a little weird as I have not seen the LW theme taken quite in the direction I want to through this story, but that comes later. This first part sets the scene and follows a lot more of the traditional LW format.
I hope that you enjoy 'Double or Nothing Part I.
Prologue
It was one of those Saturday afternoons that you never want to end. Spring was giving way to summer, and the afternoon had been warm but not hot. I had spent most of the morning in the yard, mowing the grass, trimming hedges, working in the garden beds surrounding the house. The result was something that my family and I were always proud of. So now, as the afternoon was moving towards evening and the heat of the day had long passed. I was enjoying some time on the back deck with my brother-in-law. Paul and I were enjoying a couple of drinks while cooking some steaks, chicken, sausages, along with some onions and halloumi for the ravenous hordes inside. In the kitchen, the ladies were preparing salads, sides and bread for our lazy evening feast. I could hear Melody getting the table set while Kim was in the kitchen with Harmony.
My in-laws William and Martha were pottering, helping to get the kids washed up and into their seats for dinner. I heard the rumbling of a car coming up the drive, and I listened to the faint sound of the doorbell followed by a knock at the door. A few minutes later, my father John came out the back having deposited a couple of apple pies and a large tub of ice cream for dessert in the kitchen.
He slapped me on the back, "How are you boys?" he asked in passing, opened the fridge on the back deck and grabbed a drink.
"Great, dad, hey did I hear you come up in the new car?"
"Yeah, sounds great, doesn't it!" Dad had recently retired and decided to spoil himself with a brand new v8 mustang convertible. But, unfortunately, my mum had passed away a few years ago, so it was just him, and being he had worked hard all his life and deserved to have a bit of fun.
"It sure does John; you're going to have to take me for a spin soon!" Paul had a glazed look, thinking of how he would love a mustang, but it was a pipe dream with three kids even if he could get Kim to say yes to a sports car.
We chatted a little more around dad's new car and finished cooking the meat. We placed everything into a couple of alfoil covered trays, each of us carried everything back inside for the feast to begin. Apparently, I had missed the doorbell a second time as we had another two visitors that were certainly not on the invite list.
Walking into the room, the range of reactions and emotions in the room was mixed. The kids were excited, it was dinner time, and they could smell cooked sausages. Melody and Harmony were perplexed; they may have had a vague idea about our guests. However, they had never directly met them before. Paul and Kim were angry, and Dad was suddenly upset. And me, well, I think I had pretty much a range of emotions from surprise, disappointment, anger, fear, and most of all shock. So much so that I dropped the tray of meat I was carrying.
The metal plate hitting the floor brought everyone out from their internal thoughts as they all looked at me.
"um, hi Terry." Carol, my ex-wife, said looking at me. She was tired and worn, and over the last few years, she had put on weight in all the wrong places. Her once voluptuous but good looking curves were now well and truly under layers of not so good looking fat. While I was still quite fit and trim. Most likely even more so since we saw each other last if those hungry eyes were saying anything as she looked at me. I'm sure turning up here uninvited; she had no idea what type of reception she would receive for any of us, but she had to know it would not be a happy reunion.
Our second visitor looked at me as well, 'Hi Daddy," Mackenzie, my ex-daughter, followed up before I could respond. Her head slightly bowed, she looked at me from under a worn baseball cap, one that I had given her when she turned thirteen. Mackenzie looked nothing like the girl who had betrayed and thrown me aside years ago. If anything, she looks broken like her mother and just plain frail.
For what felt like almost a minute, we all just stared at each other. The only noise was the kids at the table. But even they picked up something wrong and started to notice the two intruders stopping them from getting dinner.
I sighed and bent to pick up the try of meat I had dropped, turned around and placed it on the table. I looked and signalled at Martha, who knew exactly who they were and was glaring at them. "Martha, could you get the kids some food. I think this may take a few minutes." She stopped glaring at Carol and Mackenzie. Her gaze softened as she looked at me. Martha knew my pain almost more than anyone in the room. She had been there for me during most of what had transpired over the years. And she would have had a fair idea of what I might be feeling at that moment. My mother-in-law was one of the wisest women I knew, and to cross her family would earn you the ire of not just Martha but her network of friends and community groups. I had a feeling that Carol and Mackenzie had been on the wrong end of her temper a few times now without my direct knowledge.
Her entire vibe changed to making sure all the kids would get feed in, my former family pushed out of her mind for the moment. "No problems, Terry sweetie, you do what you need to. I've got the kids."
I turned back to my ex-family and let my face fall into a scowl. "For the sake of the children that are here, I am not going to say what I want to say right now. However, you need to know that neither of you is welcome here!" I had a hard time keeping my voice calm, and as it was, I almost spat the words. Carol looked upset, but like she expected that kind of reaction, Mackenzie looked like she was about to cry.
Kim had, at this point had come to stand beside me. Melody and Harmony moved to stand on my other side, Melody grabbing my hand, letting me know she was there for me. She now knew these intruders, like her sister Harmony, had a great idea of what I was likely feeling.
Carol gave a big sigh and looked at everyone in the room before once again letting her gaze set itself upon me. There was a time many years ago when I would adore those eyes and just love to look back into them. Now all I saw was a mask of pain, regret and sorrow, which surprised me. "We know Terry, but we need to talk with you".
Shit!
Chapter 1 -- Betrayed
Growing up, if I wasn't at school or hanging out with friends, I was on the job site with my dad, earning a bit of pocket money. I was always helping out with digging trenches or bringing pipe. At school, I worked hard but wasn't an academic, my report cards were good, but I was never going to be a grade-A student. However, I was good with my hands, and it showed in shop class. Dad was a plumber working the residential market primarily, supporting a few builders and doing the occasional commercial plumbing gig. The markets were good where we lived in Maitland; usually, dad had lots of work keeping him busy on site. He had one apprentice, and then when I was available, myself. I was pretty sure that I was going to become a plumber too. I had the build and could pick up on things quickly once dad showed me them once.
I met Carol in junior high, we hit it off and started dating the following year. I thought there was a good spark between us. We laughed at the same jokes, mostly enjoyed that same music and had similar interests in movies. She was a slim blonde with dirty blonde hair, brown eyes, good b cup tits, along with a round ass that was certainly squeezable. Most people would describe her as the girl next door. Not a model, but she could turn a head or two when she wanted. My name is Terry Other. I am tall with a solid build, thanks to working with my dad. I've got shortcut brown hair, brown eyes, and broad shoulders from a combination of genetics and a lot of work with dad on the job site.
To make a long story short, towards the end of high school, Carol and I gave each other our virginities, I'd love to say it was mind-blowing, but we were both awkward and in-experienced. Still, we managed and did a lot of fucking after that when we got the chance. The trouble came, though, when Carol missed her period finding out she was pregnant. There were a few tears and some upset parents on both sides, but we ended up engaged when we had both graduated high school. Not long after we were married, Mackenzie was born. While I loved Carol, Mackenzie was my pride and joy. If I wasn't working, I was spending time with Mackenzie. I was there when she started to walk. Her first words were Dad, and growing up, she enjoyed hanging out with me on the job site just like I did with my dad. Carol wasn't always a fan, but she also didn't mind as it gave her time to head out with her friends without a child in tow.
When it came to Carol and me, it wasn't always an easy relationship. We did many things together, I loved her, but we also had to work at it. I suppose that is just like a lot of couples out there. After Mackenzie was born, sometimes I felt it was like I was in Carol's way. There was never anything overtly said. However, by the time Mackenzie was three years old, I felt like Carol was looking down her nose at my being a plumber. We were friendly, and I would have said loving. We had a fairly active sex life having the usual ups and downs of some months we fucked every day, and sometimes when life got in the way, it could be a couple of weeks between bouts.
All in all, I had thought we were a good couple until I came home one day after a big day at work. It was fifteen years later. I was now a master plumber, certified in multiple plumbing sectors and a range of products, and like my father, I had a few different builders that I worked with. I had gone into a little more of the commercial subcontracting than dad had and was doing alright. As a family, we were reasonably well off, and neither Carol nor Mac went without. School requirements or shopping trips they got what they needed and most of the time what they wanted.
On that fateful day, I got home and parked my truck in the drive of our modest three-bedroom house. Carol's car wasn't there, so I guessed she wasn't home yet. I kicked off my dirty shoes and headed into a somewhat empty house. Furniture, pictures and appliances were missing. At first, I thought we might have been robbed, but it was too orderly, nothing was broken, and things like the TV and my work laptop were still there. I tried to call Carol. It went to voicemail.
"Carol, I've just gotten home, and there appears to be lots of stuff missing; call me when you...." As I walked into the kitchen, I could see the table was still there; however, in the middle of the table was a stack of paperwork and a letter on top. I knew then, so I hung up mid message, my stomach suddenly being filled with bile. The letter on top of the papers was addressed 'Terry', and it felt like it looked back at me, like a coiled serpent ready to strike me. With neither of my girls home, lots of furniture missing and the ominous documents, I knew I was about to have a bad night.
I pulled out a kitchen chair and opened the fated letter. I knew that I could avoid it, but sooner or later, I'd have to read it, so you need to get it out the way like pulling off a band-aid. Carol wrote:
"Terry,
By the time you read this, both Makenzie and I will have moved out of the house. I would like to say that I am a strong woman to face you, but the truth is I don't want to see the look of betrayal that you likely have on your face right about now. I didn't want to have the 'we need to talk' discussion, so instead, I have taken this route.
There is no great way to say this, but I have fallen in love with another man who is much better than you ever were, and both Makenzie and I have moved in with him today. You're going to have some questions, so I will give you some of the things you need to know so you will not try and pursue Mackenzie or me. Your first question will be who. Well, he is Mackenzie's doctor, and I chose him because he can provide for us like you would never be able to as a plumber. Your following questions will be how long, Well I have been seeing Stephen for a year and a half. It was hard to hide it from you, and both Mackenzie and I often thought you would notice, but you never did. I would say that I am sorry; however, I'm not really, and nothing I say would do anything to push aside what I am sure you are feeling right now. Lastly, you will want to know why. Well, that is a complicated question. But it boils down to your chosen profession. You're a plumber, and he's a doctor. He can provide the nicer things in life, whereas you will always be working in the dirt. You have been a loving father, a good husband, and you are good in bed. As I write this, I feel somewhat remorseful telling you. However, for Makenzie and me, you being a plumber is not enough.
I'm sure that there are many questions, but that's all you're getting from me. As far as divorce goes, there are a few things you need to know. Firstly, I have taken all the furniture I want. Everything else is yours. Makenzie has her room as she will not be coming to stay with you for reasons I will make clear in a moment. I have already separated our finances; I've taken half our savings. Eventually, I want half the equity in the house, so we will have our lawyers sort that out. The second document is a set of adoption papers for Mackenzie. Stephen will adopt her; make no mistake, this is what both Mackenize and I are telling you will happen. If you sign them, you will not need to pay child support. Right now, I am sure you are heartbroken, but that's the way we want it. The last document is a restraining order that will be in place until the divorce is complete. It is so that you will stay away from Stephen, Makenzie and me until everything is finished.
I am sorry it worked out this way. But, unfortunately, a plumber can never provide for us as a doctor can. So this is the choice we have made.
Goodbye Terry
Carol."
I must have sat there for half an hour before I moved. All of my emotions were muted or screaming at me. I wasn't sure what to feel right then as both my wife and daughter had just left me with no warning. If the letter was correct, this had been going on for eighteen months, and I was blind to it. I read the letter three times before there was a knock on the door. Slowly I got up and went to the door. It was my older sister Kim.
"Terry, I got a text from Carol saying that you were unwell and needed some help?"
She took one look at me, and suddenly my emotions were back. I collapsed to the ground in the entrance, sobbing. "They're gone".
She sat down next to me. "What do you mean they're gone? Terry, what's going on?"
I still held the letter in my hand and handed it to Kim. She read it while I sat there.
Her neck grew red as she read the letter. "Those fucking bitches!" she almost yelled when she finished the letter. "That fucking slut and her ungrateful excuse for a daughter". I was taken aback by her anger. While Carol and Kim had never been close, they were friendly as sister-in-law's, and Kim was always there for Mackenzie when she needed it. "Now it all makes sense!" She looked down at me. "Common little brother, I need to get you sorted. Sitting here and crying is not how our family works. Let's get you moving!"
She helped me into my bathroom and started the shower for me. I was still in my dirty work clothes, so leaving me with orders to clean up and come back to the kitchen, I spent a good ten minutes in the shower just letting the hot water run over my back. I will admit I spent most of the time feeling sorry for myself and confused about what I had done wrong to lose my wife and daughter in a single moment.
Getting out of the shower, I could hear Kim swearing out in the kitchen. So I dried myself, got dressed, and made my way out to her. She was sitting down and read through each of the documents that Carol had left. She saw me walk into the room and pretty much growled. Normally I would frown on someone opening and reviewing legal documents. However, Kim wasn't just my older sister. She was also my lawyer. So as I sat down, she reached across the table and put her hand on mine.
"How are you doing Terry?"
I looked at her, "I don't know Kim, I think I'm in shock, I mean, I never even saw this coming. I don't know what I did to have both my wife and daughter abandon me with no notice. There was nothing, even this morning, as I walked out the door. I got my usual peck on the cheek from Carol, and Mackenize hugged me and told me to have a good day. Nothing that made me think, this..." I passed my hands over the documents.
Kim frowned. "Terry, In looking through these documents, they are very thorough. I can tell they have spent a lot of time getting them prepared, so all of this is certainly not a spare of the moment thing. It's long thought out and very cold. However, it also brings into focus a few things."
"Like what?"
"Well, I didn't think about it at the time, however over the last several month's Carol has been asking me several things about how the legal framework is maintained around your finances. For example, what's the difference between your business and personal finances. I thought she was hinting at you guys wanting to expand this house or put more away for Mackenzie when she goes to university. However, now I see it was all about this. " she flicked her hand at the divorce papers in her hands. "It also makes sense why Carol wanted me here this evening. She knew that I would represent you, and based on what is here. She wants it done quickly so she can marry this Stephen Morrison."
I nodded, "What about Mackenzie and this adoption she talked about?"
Her mood darkened, "To me, this is the absolute worst thing they have done; this takes you away from being a father. This document," she picked up another large document, "is a fully completed adoption framework. These things can take a long time to process to this point. Of the four signatures required, Stephen, Carol and Mackenzie have already signed, it only needs your signature, and Stephen Morrison will legally adopt her once Carol is married to him."
Again I nodded, feeling the world spiral out of control. "There is not much I can do, is there?"
"There is a lot you can do, but it would be costly, and honestly, with how both Carol and Mackenize have positioned this, the time they have taken, I don't think it's worth it. And Terry, this is not just Carol here. You little princess has been in on this from almost the beginning if I read these adoption papers correctly. They have fucked you over, little brother."
I kept nodding and said nothing, just looking down at my hand in my older sisters. Kim squeezed my hand.
"Terry, look at me." I looked up at Kim, "Right now, your numb, your right with what you said before. I think your body is in a state of shock, and I don't want you to drink though I know that is tempting right now." She smiled, a strange look coming on her face. "In fact, I want you to come with me now to the hospital!"
"Hospital, why?"
"As your sister, I want to make sure you're ok. But, as your lawyer, I need you to trust me." So she packed up the documents, got me into her car and took me to the hospital. Little did I know that trip would change my life forever, having an enormous impact over the next few years.



Kim drove me to the hospital, and we said little on the way; I looked out the window again, wondering what I had done to deserve this. Finally, we made it into the hospital, and we got into the waiting line. It was early evening, so the queue wasn't too bad. Having been through this play with clients before, Kim had asked for a specific doctor, and we were told we might have to wait a while. As we sat and waited, Kim went through the details in all the paperwork. I just sat there, spending a bit of time on my phone browsing Facebook. I noticed that both Carol and Makenzie had 'unfriended' and 'blocked' me. I was a little surprised, though I suppose I should not have been; they had just thrown me out of their lives without a single backwards glance. I spent some time in a few groups, chased down a couple of emails, all for lack of anything else to do. We had been sitting for around forty-five minutes, and I had just put my phone away when I saw an older lady walk in. She had flaming red hair and striking green eyes. She also had milky white skin and an excellent figure for someone I thought was in her mid-forties. She was on a pair of crutches due to her left leg being in a cast. As she came near us, one of her crutches caught on the side of one of the hospital chairs; pushing the crutch out and tripping her, she started to fall. Without thinking, I lept out of my chair and dove to catch her. I was partially successful and rolled as we both went down. I had grabbed her by the waist and made sure she landed on me in place of the hard tiled floor. We both grunted as we fell. After a moment of shock, I helped her back up. She was embarrassed, apologetic and very thankful.
I helped her sit in one of the seats beside Kim and me while one of the duty nurses who noticed the fall came over to check on us. The redheaded woman's voice was like one of those old actresses from Dorris Day movies. It was melodic and spoke of wisdom while sharing compassion with the focus of her attention. She addressed the nurse.
"I'm fine sweetie. This fine young man saved me!"
I blushed at thirty-two; it had been a few years since I had been called young. The nurse checked her details and came back a few minutes later, letting her know that she was checked in and her doctor would be out to collect her soon.
She turned back to me, and we spoke for a few minutes. I learnt her name was Martha, her husband William was parking the car after letting her out at the main doors, not wanting her to walk far. They were from out of town, down Bathurst way, and she had accidentally fallen and broken her ankle about a week ago. This was to be her final check-up before they had the ok to drive home. A few minutes later, her husband came in and joined us. We shook hands, and Martha introduced us. They were a great couple, and you could tell from the way they held hands they were truly in love.
As we spoke, it turned out that William owned one of the major plumbing suppliers around the county, and I knew his company well, having used his products quite often. So for the next little while, we got into some impromptu shop talk. I found talking to them relaxing, and for a few minutes, I forgot everything that was happening to me, enjoying meeting some genuinely lovely people. When the conversation as to what we were doing here, I shrugged, and Kim stepped in.
"It's a little sensitive, so I would need to rely on your discretion if that's ok?" William and Martha nodded their heads.
"Terry here is having a horrible day. This afternoon he returned home to find his house emptied. His wife and daughter had left him with no warning for another man. All he got was a 'dear john' letter. The divorce papers and two of the most disgusting documents I have ever come across in the forms of adoption papers and a restraining order. So, I brought him here for some assessment and treatment since it may not look like it, but he is in a state of shock, and I want medical entry showing to his state of mind."
William and Martha just looked at me. I had reverted to my numb state as Kim told these two people the summary of my story this afternoon. As Kim gave her point of view with my permission, Martha reached over and put a hand on my arm.
There was a single tear rolling down her cheek. "My goodness, Terry, I don't understand how they could do this. You are obviously a kind and gentle soul. Not just anyone would reach out and put themselves on the line to help someone as you did me just a few minutes ago. I know we don't know you, but you don't appear to be the type of person who deserves this type of treatment from two people that you love."
I wasn't sure what to say, but being a big sister, Kim jumped in again, "He's done nothing but love and dote both of those girls for years. His wife states in her letter that being a plumber is just not good enough for both of them and that the doctor they are leaving him for can provide so much better."
William snorted shook his head. Kim continued.
"I don't know what kind of man this Stephen Morrison is, but to do this shows the man has suspect morals."
I heard both William and Martha take a sharp intake of breath.
"Did you say, Stephen Morrison?" William asked.
"Yes, Dr Stephen Morrison," Kim replied. She cocked her head to the side and raised an eyebrow, "Why?"
William looked at Martha briefly, and she nodded her head slightly.
"Excuse me." William stood and walked over to the reception.
Kim and I looked over at Martha; something was going on here.
"William has just gone to change my doctor. You see, I was supposed to be seeing Dr Morrison for my checkup."
It was now mine and Kim's turn to breathe in sharply.
"William and I hold certain, shall we say, standards. And Terry, hearing your sister here tell us your story, I won't be treated by someone who could be so cold and blatant as to steal someone's wife and daughter doing what they have done to you. So we will change our doctor".
A few minutes later, William came back and sat down beside Martha. Not a moment later, the man himself, Dr Stephen Morrison, came waltzing out to find out what was going on. He noticed William and Martha "I'm sorry, Mr and Mrs Delotiz, I'm told you have..." and then he saw me sitting there.
Stephen Morrison was a slightly older man, was heavy set with short sandy blading blond hair and somewhat pudgy fingers. He was a head shorter than me and was carrying quite the round belly to suit his fingers. But Dr Stephen Morrison walked like a man who had a silver spoon stuck firmly up his ass, most likely having been given everything in life and never had to fight for anything.
Looking at me, he suddenly ignored William and Martha. Now I was in his sights, and he looked me over like I was the three-day-old pizza that had been left out on the kitchen bench.
"You, Terry Other, are not allowed to be here!" there was a sneer that had developed in his voice, his bedside manner having been lost in the space of a heartbeat.
Kim stood and interposed herself between Stephen and me. "Dr Morrison, I am Kim Other, Terrys older sister and his lawyer. I will state here for the record that we had no idea who you were, what you looked like or even that you worked here until a few moments ago. "
If Kim's words gave him pause, he didn't show it; indeed, the sneer in on his face sharpened. "That does not matter; he is in violation of a restraining order and needs to leave NOW!"
"As you wish, Dr Morrison, please note that I will be minuting this interaction and your demands. We are leaving now and will seek treatment for Terry at another location."
Stephen laughed; it wasn't a nice laugh either. He couldn't help but try to kick a man when he was down. It must have been the type of asshole he was. "Treatment," he snorted. "For what for being a pathetic loser," He puffed up his flabby chest, "His wife and daughter left him for a better man. Stupid fucking plumber." I noticed that everyone in the waiting room, including William and Martha, looked at him sharply. But stupid is as stupid does, and he continued. "as such a pathetic fucking cuckold, no wonder he needs treatment. But it will be somewhere else as he is not welcome in this hospital and is in violation of the restraining order; now leave before I have security escort you off the property."
Kim nodded. "I will minute your words and your derogatory comments towards Mr Other. And please note that in compliance with the aforementioned restraining order, now that we know you are here, we're leaving." Kim stated. I was beginning to seethe. Standing before me was the pompous ass that had destroyed my family, stolen my wife and decided to make his daughter his. I stood and balled my fists. I could knock this fat fuck out with one punch. Who gives a shit about the jail time. It would be worth it. But, even as I moved toward the asswipe, it was William that stayed me. He put a hand on my shoulder before my anger boiled out, looked at me and shook his head before I did something stupid.
Stephen turned to William and Mathra, now ignoring me, his bedside manner returned suddenly. "Now, Mr and Mrs Delotiz, if you will please follow me, I will do your checkup now. Please understand that what this man has told you is likely wrong and should not influence your treatment decision".
William again shook his head; his hand was still on my shoulder as Kim was packing up her stuff so we could leave. "I'm sorry, Dr Morrision. However, having witnessed your comments just now. A restraining order or not, you disrespected someone in pain while in a place of healing. I cannot in good conscience allow my wife to be treated by yourself, in a hospital like this where people with your standing can casually treat people like the way you have just treated Mr Other here. So we will also be seeking treatment in another location."
He turned and helped Martha to her feet. She got her crutches under her, then the four of us made our way to the front entrance. William stopped and turned as the sliding doors opened, then addressed Stephen one more time. "Dr Morrision, please inform the hospital director and your regional director that as of this moment, my financial support will now be removed from this hospital and its regional health centres. Instead, I will redirect it to other medical areas where its staff are professional. When they ask why I except you will know what to tell them." With that, he turned back to us and left Stephen standing there like a fish out of water, his mouth gaping open.
The four of us ended up going to a private hospital a few minutes down the road. Unfortunately, they didn't have an emergency department. However, they were open, and it appears that William's name opened a few doors. We were assigned a doctor, Dr Marge Hill. I insisted that Martha be seen first, and she came out a few minutes later with the all-clear to travel home. When I was taken in for my consultation, Kim came along with me, giving Dr Hill a high-level summary of what had happened. Dr Hill did several tests on me and took some blood samples.
"Mr Other, it's obvious from the tests so far that you're suffering a mild form of shock following the events of today. What your sister is after are a medical check on your physical state and mental capacity. Most people don't understand that these events can change body chemistry, and most don't think getting checked straight away." Marge smiled at me, "She's looking out for you."
After the tests were completed, including some bloodwork, we went back out to the waiting room, and I was surprised to find William and Martha still waiting for us. We talked for a few minutes, and I found that they wanted to make sure I was ok. Kim let them know I was going to be ok thanking them for their concern. We exchanged details, Martha making me promise that I would call them once a week to let them know I was ok. I promised, and I am happy to say that I more or less kept that promise over the next six months, keeping them up to date on what was happening.
When Kim got me home, she got me into bed and made sure I took the first medication I was prescribed, something to help me sleep and some mild anti-depressants. She tucked me in, kissed me on the head and told me she would check on me in the morning. I slept heavily, not waking until late the following day.
To me, the following months were a bit like a walking dream that I couldn't quite wake from. All I did was go to work and come home to the empty house. After going through the documents, Kim spoke with Carol and Mackenzie's lawyer; grudgingly, she had me sign the divorce papers and the adoption papers with only a couple of minor changes. The advice was that Makenzie was delighted with Stephen, and I didn't need to be her father anymore.
Two things happened about a month before our final court date, where the divorce would be final. First, it was my thirty-third birthday. I got messages from friends, and I even got a call from Martha wishing me a happy birthday on behalf of William and her. Kim and her husband Paul, along with my parents, took me out for dinner. I was very appreciative but very muted. I had hoped beyond all hope that I might get something from my daughter. However, nothing arrived, no messages, nothing. I thought I would try to call, but I suppose that could be harassment under the restraining order and could get in trouble, so I didn't.
The second thing was that a week later, it was Mackenize's fifteenth birthday. So again, knowing I could get in trouble, I did nothing. That evening, about nine, though, I got a text message from an unknown number.
"You should call me to wish me a happy birthday and tell me what you got me for my birthday."
I just about lost it. It was evident that this was Mackenize. For almost fifteen years, Mackenzie was always so excited about my birthday, always giving me huge hugs and trying to spoil me in that adorable way that only kids could. With our birthdays close together, it was always our thing to make each other feel special. I didn't even rate a message on my birthday this year, even with her knowing I was likely lonely and hurt. But come her birthday, she wanted me to call her and tell her what I got her. For the umpteenth time since this all started, I wondered where the caring little girl I used to love and would love to come to the job site with me went. Of course, I didn't call or message her back, but I did punch a wall. I put my hand through it. I was so upset and spent most of the evening with my knuckles on a bag of ice fuming.
The next day, Kim came to check on me and noticed my hand, the hole in the wall and my generally depressed disposition. When she asked what happened, I showed her the text, and she came and hugged me, telling me that she understood.
"Don't worry, Terry, I didn't get the little bitch anything either."
I looked down and at my red and swollen hand. "I did."
"Oh Terry," Her tone softened, "I'm sorry little brother. I know this is hurting you badly." Then, for the next half hour, she just hugged me.
Our day in court came not long after, and I was there with Kim on one side, while Carol was there with her lawyers, curtsy of Stephen, I'm sure. The evil fucktard sat behind them on the other side of the courtroom from us. He kept glaring at me while Carol wouldn't even meet my eyes. Makenzie was at school and wouldn't be in the room for this anyway.
When the judge walked in, both sides presented their final positioning statements. Then both lawyers submitted our agreed financials as of the date of separation when Carol and Mackenize left. Next, the judge reviewed the updated documents. He had seen most of the content before, so he looked at the additional material. He spoke up.
"In regards to the case of divorce between Mr Terry Other and Mrs Carol Other, It is noted that Mrs Carol Others petition to divorce is granted. " Carol, Stephen and her team looked relieved. The judge held up his hand. "However, in the divorce petition, there are a few things of note that I would like to address.
"First off, this court sees more than its fair share of divorce hearings, and it is not often that I get a case of a spouse leaving their partner who, for all intents and purposes, is a loving and caring husband and father. Neither do I often see the case of adoption come up concerning divorce. So when it does come up that something doesn't feel right, I tend to take more of an interest in the why and what is being asked." Carol's legal team lost their smiles and looked at the judge. Kim and I said nothing.
"While there is no legal reason that this divorce cannot be granted, I have to say that I am appaled by the behaviour of Mrs Carol Other and her daughter. To purposely mislead a loving man for many months, conducting a sexual affair while systematically working to leave him and restrict his access to see his daughter is the height of moral depravity. I also have character statements from a Mr and Mrs Delotiz around an incident that occurred the night of separation." The judge looked at me. "Mr Other showed true character, and when presented with one of the parties named in the restraining order Dr Stephen Morrision, in place of conflict, he withdrew.
"As mentioned above, there is no legal reason to stop this divorce. However, based on the individual petitions by both parties. The following will be noted in terms of the division of assets." I could see Carol and her legal team stiffen. Kim was staring at the judge; this was not supposed to happen.
The judge continued. "Mrs Carol Other is granted half of the savings within the joint accounts Mr and Mrs Other held. It is noted that this has already been processed, and the joint accounts have been closed.
"Next, the motion that the full and complete university funds held for Ms Makenzie Other to the amount of," the judge checked his notes, "One hundred and forty-two thousand dollars, be transferred to Mrs Carol Other for her daughter's maintenance is denied." Everyone gasped.
"Your Honor, I object", Carol's lawyer demanded.
"Objection overruled counsellor. As shown by the financial records, Mr John Other has supplied 100% of the funds to this account while Mrs Carol Other has supplied nothing other the years despite having a part-time job. It is noted that one of the documents processed was a demand for Mr Other to abandon the claim to his daughter as Mr Stephen Morrison wishes to adopt Ms Other with both the approval of Ms Carol Other and Mrs Mackenzie Other. As Ms Mackenzie Other is not yet of university age and does not wish to retain the title and name of Mr Other. This court sees no reason that Mr Other should be forced to pay funds towards someone that does not want him." "Those funds will remain in possession of Mr Other in their entirety. Should he choose to provide funds towards Ms Others continuing education following today's ruling, that will be entirely at his discretion."
I was flawed. I had been making deposits into that account for Mackenize since she was born, to find out that I would not have to provide anything to Carol or Mackenize was unexpected. The judge continued.
"The motion that Mr John Other pay spousal maintenance and child support from the date of separation until the date that Mrs Carol Other marries the aforementioned Dr Stepehn Morrison is denied. From the petition and the way, Mr Other was railroaded by Mrs Other and Ms Other. This court finds that at no point was he provided reasonable avenues to respond. It is further understood that Mrs Other and Ms Other have resided with Dr Morision since the day of separation. As per the letter that Mrs Other left for Mr Other on the day of separation. Along with the petitions to this court that Mrs Other and Mr Morrision will marry immediately following my ruling. And lastly, the adoption of Ms Other will occur directly following the wedding. Therefore, this court sees no reason to grant the support request.



Finally, regarding the primary dwelling owned by Mr and Mrs Other, I grant full use of the house to Mr Other with no financial penalties. As previously stated, both Mrs Other and Ms Other already have a new primary residence costing them nothing. If Mr Other sells the current home, he will be required to provide 40% of the profits after taxes to Mrs Other.
No one said anything. I don't think anyone expected this as an outcome.
"The divorce of Mr John Other from Mrs Carol Other is granted, this court is adjourned.
We were ushered out of the court while the next case was being brought in. Kim was ecstatic in the hallway; rarely did a divorce favour the aggrieved party, especially the man where custody was involved, but Carol had hurt herself by leaving that letter and demanding I allow Stephen to adopt Mackenzie.
As we walked out of the court, we passed Carol and Stephen along with their lawyers. As we approached, they stopped talking a looked at us. Kim held my hand and kept me walking past them, a big smug, satisfied smile on her face; Stephen glared at me. Carol looked upset then got angry as we were almost past her. I smiled at them and kept walking. I heard her whisper, "You Bastard!" but Kim kept me moving before I could respond.
That evening I got a call from my parents; mum was feeling unwell but was happy to hear the result while also sad that she wouldn't get to see her granddaughter anymore. Dad was pragmatic but also upset. Paul came around, joining Kim and me, and Kim, Paul and I ended up having burgers and a couple of beers. It wasn't a celebration, no one wins in a divorce, but I had gotten out of everything relatively unscathed financially. The one surprising call came the next day from William and Martha.
"Hey Terry, how are you doing?"
"All things considered, not too bad. However, I feel like my heart will never be the same again, Carol's betrayal hurt, but Mackenzie, I just don't get it?"
"We understand, son," William noted. "We love our daughters like life itself; to have someone give you up for nothing but money and an overweight man with an attitude problem and superiority complex is baffling."
I had to agree with William. It was perplexing. "I have the feeling this is a lot of her mothers doing. While I never saw it coming, looking back. I can see that I was never enough for Carol. She always wanted the latest fashion, spent the money I had quicker than I could make it. I had to make do with a second-hand truck for work while she always had a new Lexus. At the time, I didn't understand. I guess now I do. I wasn't enough for her, and she taught her daughter the same thing."
I could feel a little depressed at the loss of my daughter. I think they felt it too, as William changed the topic
"So what are you going to do now Terry?"
"Honestly, I am not sure, I've been talking with Dad, and I am thinking about selling the house and moving away, so there won't be a chance I run into any of them. I've got my truck, my tools and skills where I can get work just about anywhere, so I feel that space might be a good thing."
There was a moment of silence from them
"Terry?"
"Yes, Martha?"
"Well, William and I have been talking, and we were wondering something?"
My curiosity peaked; ever since I had met this couple, they had treated me like family; despite not knowing me from the guy next to me from that night at the hospital, they had made sure to check in on me almost like I was one of their kids.
"What would you be wondering?"
I could hear some hushed gestures, and something was happening; William cleared his throat.
"Um, Terry, we were wondering if you would be open to coming and working for us?"
"Working for you, you mean at Deloitz Inc?"
"Well yes, recently one of our managers has decided to retire, he's been with the company for over forty years, and we can't find anyone with the right skills to replace him. However, as you're a plumber, you know the product and its use, you could be perfect. Martha has been at me for a few weeks to talk to you, but I wanted to wait for your divorce to be final. So if your thinking of moving, perhaps you would be open to an offer with us?"
I was speechless; this couple had just offered me what sounded like a management position with them.
"Terry, are you there?" Martha asked.
"Um, yes, sorry guys, you just shocked me; of course, I am interested. It could be the move I'm looking for."
We spent the next hour hashing out details, they told me what they wanted, and while it was a little outside of my management experience, the operational details were well in my capabilities as a plumber. They needed me to help oversee the quality of their manufacturing process. As I mentioned earlier, Delotiz makes a wide range of plumbing products sold here in Australia and overseas. They have three locations and several trucks for shipping and logistics. And the key to their success was the quality of their products. So to offer me a role managing their quality was a big thing for both them and myself. They let me know that my base would be almost double my current annual income as a sole trader, and with performance bonuses, it could be a lot more if I put the effort in.
I accepted on the condition that I could pass the contract by Kim before formally accepting. They were happy with that and approved that I was looking out for myself. When I passed the opportunity by Kim, she was very happy for me. It would get me out of town away from Carol and Mackenzie. And she knew William and Martha from the hospital, so she knew my new bosses were good people. So the next day, I accepted and began the process of relocating.
Instead of selling the house, I went to an agent and looked to rent it out. This way, I could get an income from it and not have to pay Carol anything. Within a fortnight, I had someone ready to move in, in around six weeks. For myself, I found a little rental not far from the Delotiz offices; it was a two-bedroom unit with parking and storage giving me enough space for my truck and tools. The rental agency was happy that I would take twelve months at a time rental.
While I was preparing for my move, I also heard that Stephen and Carol had gotten married. That also meant that Stephen had adopted my daughter; well, now she was Mackenize Morrison. I was no longer her father. I thought it would hit me a lot harder; however, it didn't. While I was sad, it was just what happened. I guess I was moving forward with my life.
The night before I left, Mum, Dad, Kim and Paul came over, and we had the most amazing Thai food from a place that Paul had found accidentally. Sadly it was the third last time I saw mum outside a hospital; we didn't know at the time, but she had cancer, and while they were doing tests, mum and dad hadn't gotten the diagnosis.
"So now it's all said and done, you haven't heard anything from Carol or Makenzie?"
"No mum, I honestly didn't think I would, though. I heard they had a big wedding. Mackenzie was part of the bridal party and gushing about her new dad."
"Yes, but I heard there is already trouble in paradise!" said my sister with a sparkle in her eyes
"Really?" I asked
She nodded, "Yes, apparently after that evening at the hospital, Dr Stephen Morron has been put on probation. Apparently, losing one of their large donors and having them walk out to another hospital got them some notice. But, of course, it also helps that some lawyer somewhere was able to provide evidence and witnesses that saw him yelling at an in a patient in an unprofessional manner."
We all laughed, "Some lawyer?"
"Well, I hear she's incredibly good looking and has a sharp mind!" she smiled, "But I'm going to be keeping an eye on Dr Dickhead. I've told the hospital that if any further complaints surface, we will be seeking damages. Their response was to put him on probation, and he had no bonuses coming for the next two years. So I am sure between that and no money from your university account that things are not quite a rosy as it was supposed to be for the newlyweds and his new daughter."
The following day, the movers arrived, took the rest of the furniture away, putting it into storage. I would ship it to me in the future if I needed it. After that, a cleaning crew came in and cleaned the house, ready for my new tenants. I was securing my tools in my truck, preparing for the drive to my new apartment, when I heard one of the few voices I least expected.
"Where are you going Dad?"
Turning around, there stood my former daughter Mackenzie. A little further down the street, I could see Carol sitting in her new Lexus watching.
"Away," was my simple monotone response.
"But dad, why are you going away? Now that everything is done, you can see me again. I sure would like to see you. You can spoil me again and give me the birthday present that I'm sure you got me!"
I grunted and said nothing checking the tie-down behind my driver's cab. Inside I was split between running to my little girl for a hug and screaming at her for how she hurt me.
Mackenzie watched me for a few minutes, then turned that little pouty voice all daughters use to get their way with their fathers. "Daddy, don't you want to see me?"
My response was instant. "No, Not really. I don't want to see you" I turned back to her, letting a little of my anger from the last six months seep into my expression. "Mackenize, your fifteen now, so you are going to need to start learning how the adult world works. And after what you and your mother did to me, right now between you and me, your adult life starts here!" I was trying not to get too angry and trying doubly hard not to swear. "So no, I have no interest in seeing you, in spoiling you or giving you anything."
"But daddy, I am still your little girl, your still my father!"
I almost exploded. Instead, I punched the side of my truck, the metal on the side giving off a metallic thud. Mackenize recoiled.
I left my fist coiled up against the side of my truck, my face to the ground as I spoke to the girl that was once my most precious possession. "No, I am not your father anymore. You and your mother demanded that I give up that right when I came home that day; you left me without any warning. I got no goodbye, told no contact at all for over six months as you both got a restraining order on me!" a single tear rolled down my cheek. I straightened out and looked at Mackenzie. "What did I ever deserve to be treated like that? Can you tell me? Can you Mackenzie?"
I felt terrible berating a fifteen-year-old like that, but six months of pain was rolling out of me. Carol had gotten out of the car and was walking towards us; following the show of emotion, she would be able to hear what I was saying clearly, so I kept going.
"I came home that day, and your mother tore my heart out. I loved her and gave her everything I could. When she needed to go out, I was home to look after you. When she needed dinner done or the place cleaned up, I pitched in. When either of you were sick, I looked after you. If she wanted new clothes or shoes, I made sure she had the money for that. But it wasn't enough." Carol was now standing behind Mackenize, not saying anything. Then, for the first time, I started her down, letting the love that had turned to hatred directly at my now ex-wife. "She took what she wanted from me pretending to return the love I gave her and had an affair that I was oblivious to for almost two years. I was oblivious because I loved her. But that wasn't the worst betrayal. Do you want to know what was Mackenzie?"
She looked at me like a deer in the headlights
"It was you Mackienize, my own daughter," I thumped my chest, more tears rolling. "My own flesh and blood betrayed me. Your mother tore my heart out, but you stood on it and lit it on fire. Never once did either of you bother to check if I was ok. When your new father told you I was at the hospital, did either of you bother to check if I was ok or injured? No! On my birthday, there was no happy birthday, no message saying you missed me. But on your birthday, Makeinze, you tell me I can call you to tell me what your present was. I had no idea what I could do because I was beyond hurt, and you both added insult to injury by putting a restraining order on me when you both left me. Then you both told me to give up my rights to be your father. I was betrayed by those closest to me.
"So no Mackenzie, there are no presents for your birthday, there will be nothing for Christmas or weekends, if you need something don't call me, don't ask me to help you. Both of you almost killed me, so there is nothing from me anymore. I'm no longer your father, and to be honest with how selfish you have acted; I don't recognize the girl I knew. If you want something, you need to go and ask your new father, because to me, on that day when you both left, you both died as far as I am concerned. I will mourn you both for the rest of my life; it's easier to think of you dead than alive with what you both did to me. It will hurt less."
My tears were like a stream falling from my eyes by the end of my impassioned speech, the first real tears I had cried in months. Mackenize, unable to take it, turned and ran back to the car, my heart broke again, but nothing was to be done. Carol tried to catch her, but she ran past her.
Carol turned back to me as the car door slammed, closing Mackenzie off from me, and my now ex-wife let her fury back on me. "How could you do that Terry, she's your daughter and wanted to come and make amends. You're a real first-class bastard. You know that!"
"She isn't my fucking daughter anymore, and I am only that way because of how you acted, but it is not my problem anymore, is it? You made sure of that!"
She glared at me.
"So that's it, you just fucking give up and run away like a pathetic excuse for a man; Stephen was right about you!"
"No Carol, like I told you, you and your daughter destroyed me. You took every ounce of love that I had for both of you and killed it. All that paperwork and those bloody adoption papers! They were months in preparation, and both of you had to be in on it. Your daughter knew you were going to fuck me over. SHE KNEW! The morning you left, you both acted like nothing was going to happen!"
"And fuck me, Carol! The night before in bed, you never gave me any fucking indication you were about to leave." Carol blushed and looked down at the ground for a moment, recalling our last time having sex. "But fuck that, you're a fucking ice queen to make love to me like that, then just walk out the door."
I kept pushing.
"And for the record, I didn't give up; you gave up on me. You forsook our marriage vows and fucked another man becoming a cheating slut. You're the one that acted like a coward and ran away, then did everything to make sure I couldn't follow you. You manipulated Mackenzie to become the same self-centred spoilt bitch that you have become. You could have had the decency to let my daughter be my daughter. But no, you had to fucking have it your way. You did what you wanted to fuck anyone else in your way. So tell me, Carol did you ever love me?"
She softened for just a moment and looked like she was about to start an apology, then something went through her mind, and her eyes narrowed.
"Fuck you Terry! You know what, me and my daughter will be fine without you; Stephen is twice the man you are, and we will be fine without your plumber's wages!"
I laughed. "Yes, he is twice the man I am; you better watch it. The dickheads stomach is quite large. It must be difficult being stuck under all that weight as he pushes that little fat-bellied cock into you. And before you met him, I don't recall you ever complaining about me being a plumber before!"
"You know what, Terry...." I held up my hand and sighed.
"Carol, stop. You and Mackenize have made your choices. You now have to understand that I am no longer a part of anything you do. I have given you the money that the court requires, and as I am no longer part of those choices you have made in regards to you or your daughter, I am choosing to walk away and remove myself from the equation."
"But that money was Makenizes, not yours; you should give it to her!"
"And there we go, again it's about money! Furthermore, now it's all done, you never said you're sorry for how you treated me, how you left, how you so casually turned my own daughter against me, putting a restraining order in place." Carol was looking at the ground now, something like shame on her face. "It's obvious you only came here for one thing, money! So it's not no to giving you anything from that account, but fucking hell no! Neither you nor she will be getting any of that money. When you two chose tiny dick to adopt her, you removed that money as an option for her. You and her new father can find the money if she goes to university; you're the one who keeps saying how much better the slimy piece of shit is. And as Mackenize is no longer my daughter, I will save it for the day when perhaps I have a child that will love me unconditionally and give it to them.
Carol looked like she was about to explode. I looked at Mackenize sitting in the passenger's seat sobbing. I didn't know if it was because I gave her a little dose of life or because she lost me. I would likely never know. I held up my hand again before Carol could say anymore.
"Carol, whatever your about to say is not going to be helpful. We are done. Know that once I loved Mackenize and you with everything I had, I would have given my life for either of you. But know that is gone now, and you won't like what has replaced it if you keep pushing. So go back to your new life and do what you want. I am doing what I want with mine!"
With that, I turned back and kept securing the tie-downs on my truck. She stood there for about five minutes, just staring at me. Then she turned and left. I watched out of the corner of my eyes as she sat in her car another couple of minutes, her and Mackenize talking. Once Mackenize went to get out of the vehicle. However, it looked like Carol held her back. I never once directly looked at them; I just kept finishing securing my tools into my truck. Then, as I was doing final checks and walking around my truck, I noticed the car was gone.
I spent a few more minutes making sure everything was set. The house was clean. I got into my truck and drove away. I wasn't sure what was next in my life, but I would try and be ready for it. Ha, ready for it; little did I know that life was ready to throw me curves that I was never going to be ready for!
********
Thank you for reading part 1 of 'Double or Nothing'. I appreciate all comments and love constructive criticism as I am trying to learn how to be a good author. I've already written about a 1/3 of part 2 where Terry's new life will change how he looks at everything.
Cheers!
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Arthur
"Did you hear me Arthur, you just need to sign the papers, and it's all done!"
My wife, Annie, to whom I had been married for over 25 years, was talking to me. I was trying to listen, but her voice was getting further and further away the more her rant at me was going on.
It all started this afternoon when I came home from work. She was sitting at the table with a glass of wine and a determined look on her face. But, unfortunately, she only had one glass out for her, and she was drinking from that. For what was turning into a challenging conversation, she had not thought I might like or with how the conversation was going, that I might also need a drink.
I knew this would be bad as I sat down. She never asked about my day, just jumping right into letting me know that she was leaving me. Annie had found her 'soul mate', someone who made her heart sing like I never did, and I was no longer good enough for her. I was having a hard time hearing her. The problem was as she was getting louder, her voice increasing in volume. To me however, she was getting softer.
Our story was pretty typical. Annie and I had gotten together in high school and stayed together. Our daughter Sally was born about six months after we got married. She wasn't the main reason we got married, but it was on the agenda. Today, we both had good jobs; while not rich, I would say that we were upper-middle class. We had also paid the house off a few years ago and had a decent savings account.
We often said we loved each other, took regular family holidays, and while we didn't have as much sex as we did when we got together, we still averaged a couple of times a week. I had thought we loved each other profoundly and would have said we were going to grow old together, until this afternoon.
Annie was still ranting; her features were getting red as she continued to tell me what was happening. "Arthur, Arthur! Look at me! It was getting hard to concentrate, but I turned my head to her. "You need to sign these papers!" She kept pointing down at the documents in front of me. Her voice was demanding, but I was having a tough time focusing. It was like the room's light and colour faded away even though the lights were on in the kitchen.
In my head, I was upset, but my body was not responding, and the longer I didn't respond, the more furious Annie became. The last thing I can recall is Annie slapping me. I could not feel the blow. I imagined it would leave a big red mark. But again, I couldn't move, and the world kept going dark.
Sally
It had been a long day, the drive home from university was delayed as there was an accident slowing everyone down. I couldn't put my finger on it when I got home, but the house was eerily quiet. The lights were on, my dad's car was there, however, mum's was gone. When I walked into the kitchen, I threw my bag and books on the ground. Dad was sitting at the table, he wasn't moving, just staring into space. On the other side of the table sat an open bottle of mum's wine and a mostly empty wine glass. In front of dad sat a stack of papers with lots of those 'sign here' tabs.
I walked over to dad and touched his shoulder from the back, "Hey Dad!" I expected him to turn or jump, but he didn't respond. I walked around and looked him in the face, and I couldn't help but gasp. His eyes had glazed over, almost going a milky white, and it looked like there had been tears falling from his eyes earlier, but he wasn't blinking. From his mouth was a trail of drool that was starting to drip into his lap.
I felt panicked. "Dad! Dad! Come back to me dad!" I couldn't help but start crying.
After a minute, dad still wasn't responding. I knew I had to calm myself. I spoke to myself, 'Slow down, Sally, Dad needs help.' I pulled out my phone and called 000 emergency. I let them know that I couldn't get my father, Arthur Other, to respond, They asked me my details and address, and I gave them my name, Sally Other and our home address. They dispatched an ambulance, letting me know it would arrive in around ten minutes. For the next few minutes, I sat there and looked at dad and held his hand. I talked to him softly, letting him know it would be okay.
This man had given me everything growing up. He worked hard but was always at my school events, musicals and ballet. When I was first learning violin, he suffered through hour after hour of ear screeching practice, always encouraging me. Finally, he had put away enough to buy me a Hidersine violin for my sixteenth birthday, it was not the best out there, but it was better than the other practice ones I had. Five years later, I was at university studying music with a focus on strings and violin. I had two other better violins, but that one had a special place in my heart, as it was from dad.
I wasn't sure what to do while I waited. Why was dad like this? What had happened? And I had no idea where mum was. It was then that I looked down at the paperwork and the words 'Petition for Divorce' jumped out at me. What the fuck! I read the first page of the document for a couple of minutes, and my skin started crawling. For no reason that I could discern, mum wanted to divorce dad.
It seemed very likely that dad's state was due to these documents, and judging by how mum's wine was open, she had given dad the documents and walked out on him. People often wonder how emotions change so rapidly. I suppose they have never had this happen to them before. For me, I felt all compassion and desire to be in my mothers' presence die.
Not too much later, the ambulance arrived, and with my direction, they got dad on a gurney and took off to the hospital. I was following behind after locking up the house, so I started making calls as I drove. I called my grandmother, dad's mum, his sister Rhonda, his best friend and then called his manager at work and gave them a quick run down to let them know dad would be off work for a while. I told them I came home and found him unresponsive, and he was on the way to the hospital.
Everyone asked me to keep them up to date on his condition, and his manager told me he would arrange emergency leave for dad and let their boss know. I knew I was putting off the next call as I was so mad at her, but I decided I needed to call mum. The phone rang, and she picked up after a couple of rings.
"Hi Sally my darling, how was your day?"
Wow, just wow, surely my mother was not that naive to think I wouldn't know what was going on. It had been almost an hour since I walked into the house and found dad. Mum also knew my schedule was reasonably consistent, and I would have found him.
"Where are you mum?"
"I'm out and about sweetie..." she trailed off, not wanting to say anything. I could sense her hesitation.
"So, in other words, you just destroyed my father, your husband, and walked out on him without a care then?"
"Oh no darling, I tried to explain to your father about Paul and what was happening, but he wasn't responding, so I thought it better to leave and let him process how we are not going to be living with him anymore."
She was trying to talk like it was a simple thing, however, finding dad as I had, it was more than likely that she just ripped his heart out and thrown it against the wall while he was watching; if my guess was correct.
"It looks to me like you walked out on him when he needed help. Are you that heartless? Do you know what's happening now, or don't you care?" There was anger beginning to leak into my voice.
"Sweetie, don't get angry now, I know this is a bit of a shock, but your father will be fine. I will only ask for what is mine as well as some support while Paul waits to marry me."
Yep, my mother was moving into Lala land.
"Angry, you haven't seen angry yet, mother! And just so you know, I am currently following dad to the hospital, he's in an ambulance, and when I got home, he looked like he had a stroke."
"Oh Sally my, sweetie, I'm sorry to hear that, but...."
"No fucking buts mother, let me ask you, is this Paul you're running off with the same Paul from your work that you keep talking about?"
She hesitated, "Of course, darling." Paul was a man at my mothers work that she never shut up about.
"So, as I understand, he's a dozen years younger than you, and you have been having an affair with for how long?"
Again she hesitated, "Six months."
"Right, so for the last six months, you have been fucking someone from your work behind dad's back. You have been lying to dad and me, hiding your whore's affair. I had no idea you were a slut, and obviously, neither did dad, judging by the state you just abandoned him in. How in the fucking world did you think either of us was going to be happy about it?"
"Well, I suppose not at first, but once we are living with Paul, you will see we are meant to be together!"
We! She had just referred in the plural for a second time. Did she think that I was going to leave dad to move in with her and her boyfriend? I could feel myself fuming. I knew I would say something stupid if I didn't stop.
"I'm going to hang up now before I say something to you that I may not be able to take back. However, let me be absolutely clear. I WILL NOT be moving away from dad, and there is fucking no way that I coming anywhere near Paul, let alone going near his place that you and he are whoring away in!"
"Sally Other!" my mother responded, "I am your mother, and I will not be spoken to like that regardless of you being upset!"
"Then I guess we are done talking." And I hung up before she could say anything else. If she thought I was going to condone what she was doing, she had another thing coming.
She tried to call me back multiple times; then she started calling dad's phone, which was silly because if he could, I doubt he would pick up a call from her. I had dad's phone with me, so I ignored any call from her.
By the time I got to the hospital, the ambulance crew had got dad admitted, and he was in a ward under observation. Aunt Rhonda had turned up and let me know she had also gotten a handful of calls from my mother but wasn't sure what was happening other than her brother was in the hospital. When I explained what had happened, Aunt Rhonda went a deep shade of scarlet, so much so that I could almost see steam coming out of her ears.
"Sally, do you have the documents that bitch left for my brother?"
"Sure, Aunt Rhonda, here."
Aside from Rhonda being my auntie, she was also our family attorney. So for the next hour, we sat there beside dad as Rhonda read the documents and made notes, now and again swearing under her breath. Doctors and nurses periodically came in and out of the room checking on dad.
"Well, the bad news is that your mother is going to get her divorce from your father. The schedule set out here shows that this has been in motion for over two months and had to be served this week, or it would cost her a whole lot more in fees from her legal team."
I shrugged; I had gotten all the justification I cared for from my mother. I was going to make sure that she and dad separated for what she had done.
It was weird. I was never a daddy's girl, I always looked up to my mum, but her move was plain stupid. This was Paul, her 'soul mate's' doing. Regardless mum and dad were not going to survive this if the man lying in bed beside me was any indication.
"The good news is that she got a shyster of a lawyer to represent her. She's going to have to pay a lot to him just for the divorce and a lot more if it goes to court." She grinned, "While my dear brother has the best lawyer in town and is going to get the family discount!"
We smiled at each other for the first time that evening. "Also, some of the claims here where she wants 50% equity in the house and 60% of the financial assets, plus spousal maintenance and child maintenance are likely pretty much ludicrous. I am going to assume from your reaction that you're not going to live with your mother?" I shook my head in the negative.
"Good, okay. I have some initial thoughts; however, we need to see what happens with your dad over the next twenty-four hours. Your mother could already be in trouble for abandonment and mental cruelty."
The next few days flew by, the doctors were constantly checking on dad. Physically he was fine and healthy, however, he just wasn't responsive. I was able to do university study in the hospital chair by the bed, laptop and textbook in hand. Now and then, one of the family would come by to give me a break, and I would go home, sleep for a few hours, change and come back. I will admit I cried a bit at home, alone in the house.
One of the big surprises was the owner of the company that dad worked for came in to check on him. While I knew his manager, Tom, I had never met his actual boss. Tina Williams was a striking woman, voluptuous without being fat, tanned skin, dark raven hair, and with blue eyes that I could say would smoulder, causing any man alive and likely a few women to swoon.
It turns out my dad had been one of a group at his work that had been there for Tina a few years ago when she went through a messy divorce. Her cheating ex-husband tried to take her for most of their savings. And had almost gotten half her business before dad introduced her to Aunt Rhonda. Rhonda had turned the tables, saving Tina from giving any business away and ensuring that Tina got child support for their then six-year-old daughter.
Tina came by several times and was aghast when I told her the general summary of what had happened and why he was here in the hospital. She brought cards from everyone at dad's work and would sit and hold his hand and tell him stories from work while he was away. It turns out that my dad was a bit of a joker in the office, and everyone was missing his antics.
I should let you know, Dad is an accountant by trade and works for one of the financial clearing houses that help banks process payments to financial institutions. It can be tedious work, but apparently, my dad makes the workday just that little brighter for everyone.
One afternoon about two weeks later, I had just come back from a shower and a nap at home. When I walked into the ward, Rhonda and Tina were finishing a conversation. I could tell it had been a little heated; however, their ire was directed at my mother, not each other.
My mother had written a letter of demand to Tina to access all of dad's bonuses over the last few years. It didn't matter that the money had already been paid. The letter required that she receive 50% of them into a nominated bank account within thirty days, or she would be suing Tina.
"Aside from the stupidity of the claim for monies already paid. It sounds like her and her new beau are strapped for cash since I have frozen all of the joint assets while Arthur is checked out." Rhonda was saying a very predator grin on her face.
I laughed, announcing my presence. "Yes, this morning I got my first communication from mum in two weeks, a text message asking if I could give her a few thousand dollars. I have not responded as I am still pretty upset with her. I mean, she has never once enquired about dad since I told her what she did to him!"
Tina had become very defensive of my dad over the last couple of weeks. Whenever my mother was mentioned, her eyes would narrow, and her voice would jump down an octave denoting her profound dislike of Annie Other. It was almost like I could see flames appear around the edges of those smouldering eyes. I just hoped that she never had to sit in a room with my mother, I was afraid that she might burn her to a crisp. I might not like my mother much right now but she was still my mother.
"She has destroyed the most wonderful man. Sally, if it weren't for your father, I would not have my Clarice or business. So many of the office team helped me at one of the lowest times in my life, but your father spent time listening to me. He never judged my ex-husband or me; he just let me talk. No one has ever really done that without offering an opinion. He introduced me to your aunt here, making sure I was looked after. If he were a single man, I would have pursued him with everything I had after the divorce."
I shrugged and let a smile light my face. "He won't be married much longer!"
That brought about realisation, shown on their faces, Rhonda giggle and Tina smiled.
"Thanks, Sally. I needed that. I still can't believe what your mother has done to him or that she cast aside such a great guy. I need to get going to the office, but before I do."
Tina walked over to my dad and, while Rhonda and I watched, bent over and gave him a gentle but heartfelt kiss on the lips. She looked up at us and smiled. But her smiled disappeared into shock a moment later when my dad groaned.
Arthur
As I woke, I could feel soft lips on mine, just the right amount of pressure, and there was a gentle and tender intent behind them that conveyed affection that I had not felt in a long time. I could hear the beeping of a hospital room and groan as almost every muscle in my body hurt. I expected that Annie would be standing over my bed as I opened my eyes after such an affectionate kiss. But standing there was Tina, with a smile on her face.
"Tina?"
From the other side of the bed, Sally and Rhonda approached.
"It's okay daddy. You are going to be okay, you hear!"
My memories caught up to me a moment later, and I realized that Annie was leaving me or, more likely, had left me.
"What happened?"
For the next few minutes, the three of them brought me up to speed on how Sally had found me unresponsive and called an ambulance; how she found the divorce papers finding out that Annie had been cheating on me for months. I found out how Annie had threatened Tina once Rhonda locked our finances until they knew what was happening to me.
"How long?"
"Two weeks, Arthur," Rhonda replied
I looked at Tina, "Um, you kissed me?"
Tina blushed, "Yeah, sorry, I was about to head back to the office and was saying goodbye."
I smiled, "No, it is okay. I guess I'm on the market, so I think it okay!"
Over the next few hours, a litany of doctors came through checking on me. Physical checkups, blood tests, the works. Tina cancelled her visit to the office and stuck around, as did Rhonda and Sally. Among the doctors that came through to see me was a psychologist. As he prodded me, I told him how I came home and found Annie drinking alone, and she told me she was leaving me. Then, as she got more forceful, I told him how the world started to lose colour. Light and sound lost their adhesion, and I found it hard to move my body even though I was getting upset. I had the final memory of Annie slapping and yelling at me, but I couldn't understand her words.
The girls all collectively gasped at the revelation of Annie beating me while I could not respond.
"Daddy, what time do you think it was when you stopped being able to respond?"
"I would say it was around five-thirty baby. Why?"
"Because it was after seven-thirty when I got home and found you, and there was no red mark on your cheek, so I am assuming that mum must have left you there alone for quite some time.



The psychologist chimed in. "It's not unusual for someone in your situation to be abused while you're unresponsive. And in your case, I would say that you went into some type of shock upon hearing your wife's declaration of leaving you. Granted, this is a much more extreme case than we usually hear about, but it does make sense."
Rhonda spoke up, "When Arthur was young, there was a bully a few years older than him. He teased Arthur quite a bit, and one day one of the neighbourhood parents found Arthur lying on the ground in one of the local parks. From what our parents told me, they put him to bed, and he woke up the next morning. No one ever overthought it as he woke up regular as clockwork the next day. But it did happen."
I nodded, "I remember that Billy had been pushing me around and teasing me in the park. After a while, I didn't know what happened, but when I woke up, mum and dad told me I had passed out, and someone brought me home. When I told them about Billy, they went and spoke to his parents. The next day Billy came up to me at school and said sorry." I chucked at the memory. "I don't think he was, but he never bothered me again after that day."
"Well, I think we perhaps have some precedence here." The psychologist mentioned. "In a lot of ways, the mind is still poorly understood. However, if something like this has happened before, it does make sense it could happen again." I frowned. He smiled, "I wouldn't worry too much, with the love and attention of these three lovely ladies, even if something was to happen again, I think you will be well looked after." We spoke for a few more minutes before he excused himself.
I also found myself tired, that might sound strange for someone who had just slept for the past two weeks, but I was. So I sent all three girls home for some rest and told them they could come to visit me tomorrow and make sure I was okay.
The following two days got me back into life, Tina brought me a work laptop and a few simple issues to solve with instructions, only to do them if I was bored. Rhonda dropped in primarily to run through her amended divorce documents and to get me to sign a few documents so she could get to work on ending my marriage to Annie. Rhonda also brought a young detective, Karen Hill.
Detective Hill interviewed me for over an hour about my experience that night with Annie. She thanked me and let Rhonda and me know that we would receive her report in a few days. I wasn't sure if we were filing a complaint against Annie. Finally, however, Rhonda told me to leave it all to her, kissed me on the forehead and left.
On the afternoon of the second day, following my wake up from what Sally was calling my 'check-out', I was released to go back home. Sally escorted me out, and I was surprised when Tina met us at the door and helped Sally escort me to her big suburban SUV. Tina stayed that night for dinner. We ordered take out, she helped to clean up then stayed around to watch TV with us for a couple of hours. When she went to leave, Sally hugged her then made sure that I walked her to her car.
"Tina, thank you so much for everything you have done these past few weeks. I don't know how I can repay you."
"Well, in a few weeks, when you're feeling back on your game, you can take me out for dinner and dancing!"
I blushed. Here I was an afternoon out of the hospital, and the woman whose kiss had woken me up was asking me out. But she was good looking, and I was, according to Annie, to be a single man again.
"Okay, next Friday night after work, that gives me almost two weeks to get myself back to normal?"
She nodded and came and gave me a big hug. It lingered a little longer, and I sensed more of a hidden meaning. As she got into her car, I found it funny that I wondered for a moment the name of the woman I had been married to for almost twenty-five years.
For the next few days again, I had Sally, Rhonda and Tina buzzing around me making sure I was ok. It was nice to be looked after like that. However, the news that Rhonda brought me caught all of us a little off guard that Friday afternoon.
"So this afternoon, Annie was arrested!" she stated.
"What happened?" I asked
"Well, following your statement to the police in hospital, an arrest warrant was put out for Annie based on mental cruelty to a person with a disability. This is based on the fact that you were mentally disabled and unable to defend yourself at the time. Add to the fact that she left you unattended for an unknown period, and she's in quite a bit of trouble."
"What does this mean for the divorce?" asked Tina, who had again joined us for dinner.
That evening she had her eight-year-old daughter Clarice with her. Clarice was watching a Disney movie in the lounge room while we talked. On Monday, I was heading back to work, so Tina would see me then, but I was starting to understand that she was after a little more than an efficient number cruncher in the office. I found myself not minding the thought of Tina and imagining her and what was underneath those nice form-fitting clothes she was wearing each time she came to visit.
Rhonda smiled, "It's likely going to mean a few things go in Arthur's favour. From the status of the bank accounts and house, I'm pushing for a 50/50 split. I know we could go for more after everything. However, I figure that Arthur will want to be fair?" I nodded. "Annie will not be able to touch any of the bonus money that she tried to get from you Tina, I've put a case against her for extortion attached to the mental cruelty charge. It won't do much except stop her touching what is not hers. She will likely be out in a couple of days. None the worse for wear and likely back with the pig of a 'soul mate'."
"What I want to do is get the divorce settled quickly using Arthur's hospital visit and recovery as a pre-text. Then I have plans depending on how she reacts. I will make sure that Arthur does not get anything taken from him that shouldn't be" she smiled.
"So, how long will the divorce take aunt Rhonda?" Sally asked.
"I believe all going well; it should take about three months. After that, if Annie wants to fight anything, I bring in the big guns, and it will take longer but hurt her a lot more."
That night, as I walked Tina out to the car, Sally helped Clarice into the back seat of the big suburban. Tina again hugged me and surprised me with a brief kiss reminding me how I woke up the other day.
"Arthur, I know you are married, and you're an honourable man, so I'm not going to push too much too soon. But I want to stake a claim to you now and let you know that I want you. Of course, I've wanted you for a long time. But I would never chase a married man or dishonour someone's marriage vows. I had it happen to me, and I don't want to cause that to someone else, even if their marriage is on the rocks."
For a moment, I stared down into her deep blue eyes, brushed a lock of her dark raven hair off her face before leaning in to kiss her. But in place of a soft and gentle kiss, I let this be a kiss of passion for perhaps thirty seconds. I knew we both felt the connection. Tina's eyes were closed when I pulled back, and her tongue ran over her lips, savouring our kiss.
I grinned. "That is to let you know I accept your claim."
We turned to look at the girls, both of them giggling as they watched our kiss. Clarice was clapping, and Sally had a massive shit-eating grin on her face. As Tina and Clarice backed out of the drive, Sally hugged me, and we waved them away.
The next few months became somewhat of a rollercoaster. On the one hand, Annie wanted the divorce to move quick. On the other, she wasn't happy with the settlement. It looked like Paul was in the driving seat telling her that she should get the lion's share of the assets. He was feeding her bullshit, and at some level, she had to know it after so many years of marriage. As the settlement demands got more ludicrous, Rhonda had a single call with Annie's lawyer, and while I don't know what was said, all the objections to the settlement ceased overnight.
Tina and I dated each Friday night while Sally started babysitting Clarice, picking her up at school and looking after her giving Tina and me time for dinner, coffee and seeing a show or going dancing. Of course, we never did more than hold hands and kiss, but I had a feeling that the evening my divorce came through was going to be something else.
Now I was back at work, and we were doing well. As a financial organization, we turned a tidy profit, but we weren't in the big leagues; we all did our jobs, got paid well for it and generally had a good time together as a group. I think the staff figured out that Tina and I were becoming an item at some point. Although everyone was happy for both of us, I had to tone down my usual antics. My direct manager, who reported to Tina, made sure to chat around appropriate workplace behaviour as I was practically dating his boss.
About three and a half months later, we got a notification that the divorce would be granted one week from the coming Thursday. There were no courts; however, Annie had requested a meeting to talk before the final decree. I agreed the day before, and we arranged that she would come to the house to see both Sally and myself.
I'd taken the afternoon off work and prepared lamb chops and gnocchi in a burnt butter sauce for the three of us. It was a favourite of all three of us, and I hoped it would make the evening's conversations a little less awkward. Sally got home around five-thirty and went to shower and change, then a little before six, the doorbell rang, and Annie was standing at the front door.
Now, I haven't described Annie in all this time, but perhaps I will now but with somewhat of a now and then look. Before everything went down a few months ago, Annie was an attractive mid-forties housewife. She had cropped shoulder-length brown hair, a curvy mum figure, and while carrying a few pounds more than she liked, she was still very attractive. With an excellent 34-C bust and an ass to match, she was a great looking wife. But, unfortunately, the woman standing before me was almost unrecognisable. Annie had put on a massive amount of weight, she had jowls under her chin and big puffy cheeks, her stomach that always had a bit of a mum tum, now drooped down over her pants, and that curvy mum ass that I used to love and hold had ballooned out.
Moreover, she was wearing baggy clothes that hid more. Now I am not against more significant people, but that wasn't Annie. I think my shock at her body showed on my face. Annie grimaced but said nothing.
"Um, hello Annie, please come in." We walked into the kitchen, and I offered her a glass of wine, which she accepted. We made small talk for a few minutes. She asked about work and if I was taking care of myself. I asked her about work and didn't bother with the looking after herself comment.
"It's what Paul wants. He didn't like how thin I was, so we've been working on bulking me up." She mentioned the unspoken question. I frowned; For over twenty-five years, I had loved this woman. Yet, despite what she had done to me, I still had a lingering concern for her health, even if it was greatly diminished. "You don't approve, do you?" She looked at me.
"No, Annie, I don't. When we were together, you were a good size, healthy. But, I'll be honest, I am shocked at your appearance. You're not looking well, and if I weren't so hurt by what you did, I would be more concerned about your health and try to help you."
"But you don't care, do you," her face dropped. "You and Sally, you're happy and healthy without me here."
"Well, there is a part of me that cares, but when you walked out of here and pretty much left me for dead...." I shrugged, she sighed.
"I deserve that. I did a terrible thing, didn't I?"
"No, mother," Sally had appeared fresh from the shower. "You did a FUCKING horrible thing. You single-handedly ripped a happy family apart, then walked out the door without a care in the world and I, for one, can't understand why dad agreed to let you come here tonight."
"Sally, settle down; your mother knows the situation we are in and how unhappy we all are. Coming here has got to be hard for her. She has asked for this meeting tonight, so I thought the least we could do is be grown up and hear her out. "
Sally wasn't happy; from what I understood, just like me, she had not spoken to her mother since that fateful day. The way my daughter was looking at her mother, this would not end well for anyone--time to change the topic.
I tried to sound happy, "Difficult conversations are not good right before dinner, so let's eat first."
So I served dinner, no one spoke; however, there were many glances at each other across the table. Sally just plain glared at her mother the entire time. After dinner, I cleaned up the table, and Annie asked to speak to Sally alone first.
"No fucking way, you can say what you want to me in front of both of us!"
I was split, but I could see that Sally was determined not to be left alone with her mother. I think Annie could see that too. The look in her eyes was exactly what her mother did to me that fateful night. She nodded.
Annie took a deep breath, she didn't want to do this in front of me, but she looked at Sally. "Well Sally, I wanted to ask you to forgive me for what I did that night. I didn't think things through correctly, and despite everything, I don't want to alienate my daughter forever."
Annie looked at me, "There is more, but I would prefer to say it in private, not with your father present."
"Sorry, mother, but if you can't say it to both of us, then I don't want to hear it."
With that, before Annie could do anything more, Sally got up and walked away. A moment later, we heard her bedroom door slam.
"I wanted that to go better," Annie said softly, more to herself than me.
"I think it went rather well, all things considered," I replied to her, letting her know I heard her.
"Really?"
"Yes, really," I sighed, "Annie, you need to understand that right now, no one living in this house likes you very much." She went to reply, and I held up my hand, "Let me finish and lay it out for you.
"First, you have a long term sexual affair with someone, then hide it from both Sally and I. Next, you serve me with divorce papers without warning, and when I go into 'Check-out' mode as Sally is calling it, you yell, scream, then slap me." Annie looked like a deer caught in headlights.
"Yes, I was aware, and I have memories of most of that time until a little after you hit me the first time. Now let's continue. You then at some point walk out on me when I am unresponsive and leave me there until Sally comes home and finds me in the same state."
Annie was now looking panicked.
"When Sally calls you, you show absolutely no concern for me when your daughter is in obvious distress about her father. You never once inquired about my health until tonight, make unreasonable demands of my workplace, and when you walk in here, it's still all about you. You ask Sally to forgive you, yet at no point have you said you are sorry to her." I paused just a moment to see if it would sink in. "Yes, Annie, I think with all of that said it went really well!"
Annie was now looking at the floor, and there were tears in her eyes. They weren't yet hitting the floor, but they were threatening. I didn't know if they were for Sally, myself or just still all about herself.
I continued, "Now, our divorce will be final tomorrow, and unless you have anything else to say, then I think we have fulfilled your request for a final meeting." I walked to the door and opened it. Annie looked and me and walked out. Once over the threshold, she turned to look at me.
"Arthur, we did have some good years, didn't we?"
"Yes Annie, most of our time together was amazing. You were a great lover, a caring wife and an adoring mother. I don't know what this Paul character has done to you, but I don't see any of the woman I fell in love with within the person standing in front of me. All I see is a lost being who has been manipulated by someone to become overweight, selfish and care nothing more for the people around them than what they can give you next."
She was again looking at her feet.
"You really mean that don't you Arthur."
"Yes, I do."
She turned to leave, then turned back one last time. This time she looked broken.
"Arthur, about the house, Paul told me I needed to ask?"
So that's what this visit was all about. It was nothing about reconnecting with her family. It was just about money. I laughed; Annie looked at me, perplexed as to why I was laughing.
"Go tell your 'soul mate' that you will have your part of the savings and the equity that was in this house in the bank account that your lawyer gave to Rhonda, this time tomorrow. And Annie!"
She looked at me
"Guard that money against Paul, or you're not going to have it long!"
******
The following morning brought the final decree, Annie and I were no longer husband and wife. There was a small part of me that was sad. But it was a very small part, mostly I was happy. The last few months had not been easy for anyone. Now I was free, and at forty-eight years old, I still had a lot of life in me to give.
Rhonda gave me the call and told me pizza was on her tonight at my place. Sally dropped by for lunch at the office. We talked about happier times with her mother when we were a family. I know she didn't like her mother very much, but I know she missed the woman she used to be. Honestly, I did too, we did have a lot of good years together.
Tina, well, I think there was a signal between Sally and Tina when Sally headed off because not five minutes later, I was called to Tina's office, and she slammed the door shut then proceeded to kiss me like the sun would never rise in the morning again. Although, I must admit that I may have kissed her back the same way.
"Can I claim you as mine now Arthur?"
I felt a sore spot on my neck where there may or may not be a bruise rising as she kissed my neck not a moment ago. "I think you may have already done that."
Dinner that night was great, I had Sally, Rhonda, Tina and Clarice around, and we celebrated my freedom from Annie. That same Friday night, when the girls were in bed, Tina and I consummated our relationship. I must have done everything right because for the rest of the weekend, every time she sat down, she squeaked a little like she was a little sore, but her smouldering eyes were burning with a flame that I knew was for me alone.
Six months later, we were married in a beautiful little ceremony on a local lake with many people from work in attendance. We would have liked to get married later. However, we wanted to be married when Sally and Clarice's little brother was born.
*********
It was five years later, Sally, her boyfriend, Tina and I had just sat down for dinner at one of our local restaurants, when five-year-old Keegan asked. "Daddy, who is that lady that keeps staring at us?"
We all turned around, and sitting across the way was Annie. She had lost a lot of weight, was staring at us, and she didn't look happy with herself. We hadn't seen or heard from her since after the divorce. She had never even tried to get in contact with Sally. I excused myself from the family and went over to her.
"Hi Annie."
"Hi Arthur,"
"How are you?"
She looked down at the chicken salad she was eating, "You were right Arthur, you were right about him. Paul convinced me I was his 'soul mate', and you were nothing. But when I didn't get the money upfront, he convinced me to become overweight because he loved me and liked overweight women. When I got the money from the divorce, you told me not to give it to him, but I didn't listen. He blew through it in six months and then left me."



I was still upset at her, but her story didn't have a happy ending as mine did.
"I spent every moment since then trying to regain the confidence he shattered and get back to something like the person I used to be."
She choked back tears and looked at me. After all these years, that look was the Annie I used to know.
"Arthur, I am so sorry. I treated you like dirt. I did it because I was convinced Paul knew everything that you didn't. I left the only man who ever truly loved me unresponsive, and." She stopped and grasped the edge of the table, "You could have died because of what I did! I know you can never forgive me. But I want to say I am sorry."
She was openly crying now. Surprisingly, Sally had come over standing beside me. She was also hearing her mothers apology. I looked at her, and she gave me a weary smile and grabbed my hand. I don't know if it was time, or perhaps she saw that her mother was genuinely sorry for the first time. But her eyes softened, and she reached a hand out to her mother.
Seeing Sally standing there and then holding out her hand, Annie panicked and tried to get up and leave. But Sally was having none of it and blocked her way.
"Mum, stop. You don't need to go anywhere!"
Sally slid into the booth next to Annie while I slid in on the other side. I looked over to Tina and saw her nod. So for the next hour, mother and daughter talked. There was a lot of reconciliation going on, there were quite a few tears, but for once, they were helpful, not hurtful. Once the girls had caught up, Sally and I took Annie over the table and introduced her to everyone else. I could tell Annie was a little upset being introduced to Keegan as 'Auntie Annie'.
After that day, we sort of let Annie back into our lives. Sally reconnected with her mother slowly. Every week or two, they would have coffee. Trust grew slowly between the two but did happen. When Sally got married, Annie did get to play mother of the bride.
Tina invited Annie over to the house now and then for dinner, and at first, I think it was to spite Annie for everything she'd given up, and Tina had gained marrying me. However, while never BFF close, Tina and Annie did have some weird friendship that I never understood.
Rhonda never forgave Annie for what she did to me, though she would be polite to her when they came in contact.
And me, well, with Tina's blessing Annie and I did a little post-marriage counselling. We talked through a lot of our troubles from that time over five years ago. The counsellor thought that Annie might have been having a hormonal issue. However, Annie would have none of it.
"No, I threw away the most important thing to me that day. I had a husband who loved me and a daughter who wanted to be with me. No hormonal imbalance can justify how I systematically dismantled everything good in my life for some asshole whispering sweet nothings in my ear that was shit in the sack and had a dick so small you never knew it was in." She smiled sweetly at me with that statement.
"Arthur and Sally deserved a lot better from me." She cried then used a tissue to wipe away her tears. "Five years it took before I could reconnect, five years I lost with them. I thank God every day that Arthur has let me back in his life. And Tina too." She blushed at the admission. "She had every right to hate me, yet has treated me warmly every time we meet. No, she got lucky getting everything I threw away, and I will pay for that for a long time."
Annie got a lot more out of those sessions than I did. It was valuable to validate that neither Sally nor I did anything to cause Annie to leave us. And she was right. Tina had picked us up and made us a much stronger family.
They say that people pay for their mistakes if they make them long enough, well Paul did. He moved to the next state over and again tried to steal a married woman and her money. Though this time, the husband caught Paul with his wife and turned him into a eunuch. The husband got ten years, but it sounded like he would be out soon if the rumours from Rhonda were true who was now representing him.
Tina and I are still very much in love. I never thought I could ever love as much or as deeply as I had Annie. But Tina proved that wrong. Tina not only gave me her love but gave her very soul without reservation. We still work in her company, and I am still in the same job. We have our ups and downs but never let anything get in the way of communicating when it matters. Her body is still outstanding, and we make love often. We have even made love in some exotic places while on holiday. Usually, it just takes one look, and I'm locking the bedroom door and ravishing her!
One time we had just finished making love, we had showered and dressed, and when we came into the kitchen, we found Sally and Annie talking. We had found out last month that Sally was expecting, so there was a buzz in the room as the girls were planning the arrival of my first grandchild.
"My goodness, Sally, you would think these two were teenagers that way they act. Tina, you need to tell me what you are feeding Arthur. Maybe I can get some of it to feed Fred!"
The girls all laughed, and I blushed. Annie had been dating a little lately, but nothing serious until Fred came along.
"Mum, leave them alone. We all know that daddy has been a man on a mission since that time."
"Since what time, sweetie?" Annie asked.
"You know," Her eyes sparkled with a bit of mischief. "I think that dad's libido kicked up three notches ever since he came round after being 'checked out'!"
Annie baulked, Sally laughed, Tina blushed. Me, I just sat back, smirked at my girls and felt myself harden again looking at Tina. I then got up, wandered back to the bedroom. Tina following a moment later, locking the bedroom door behind her.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Welcome to Part II of Double or Nothing; thank you for the feedback on Part I.
I'm still working to find my groove with editors and of course, thank you to Kite for working with me on the story. I think we all know grammar is my most significant challenge; all my family and employees tell me all the time. This is causing some delay as I work with editors to refine my storytelling quickly. Mistakes that are left are due to my tweaks on the final edit.
Now I am trying something I think is a little different in the context of an LW story, so I am not sure how it's going to work. For context, I know people in a relationship similar to what I am going to do here. I'm drawing on conversations and questions over the years as a base for this part of the story.
Now back to the story; if you haven't read 'Double or Nothing Part 1', you don't need to as you should be able to pick up enough of the story to know what's happening with our main character Terry Other. But if you can spend the time, check it out to get the full context. This part is a long read at over 22,000 words, and we're going to zig and zag a few times in the next couple of parts, so bear with me everyone!
Lastly, I have written Parts III, IV and V, so I am getting edits on part three as I publish this, so cross fingers, it shouldn't be as long between parts.
Enjoy Double or Nothing Part II
[:::: Double or Nothing Part II ::::]
Loaded down with the tools of my trade and all my worldly possessions that matter to me, I eased my truck onto the highway. I kept switching radio stations, looking for something that would suit my mood. Each station felt like it was playing the sombre march of my life from the past six months. Songs of loss, betrayal, or how 'I've been done wrong'. Rock songs screamed pain; classical stations played mournful music, pop songs talked of cheaters and country, well, country songs told how my woman left me and stole my dog. Each station told of my woe but not of my future. In the end, I ended up changing over to Spotify on my mobile, synced into my truck Bluetooth and listened to some casual chill hop tunes, music but no words that I could relax and enjoy the drive.
The reason I was going? Well, a little over six months ago, my wife of over fifteen years left me for another man, a pudgy self-obsessed doctor. Actually, as I recently found out, a surgeon with a superiority complex and a narcissistic sneer that would make a politician cringe. To make matters worse, it wasn't just my wife that betrayed me; my daughter, Mackenzie, bought into what her mother was shovelling and left me as well. As I understood it, she had been working with her mother for over a year, doing the paperwork to have the fuckwit doctor adopt her made me irrelevant in her life.
Then, after all of that was complete, adding insult to injury, both women turned up on my doorstep the day I was leaving town. My ex-daughter, now adopted by the aforementioned fuckwit, Dr Stephen Morrison, wanted me to spoil her and give her presents. I will admit, I was a little brash in my response to her. I told both women they were dead to me.
Neither of them had any idea where I was going or what I was doing, but I'm sure they assumed it was as a plumber, which was my qualification and one of the main reasons they left me in the first place. Apparently, a plumber is not as good as a doctor in their books. So, after the divorce and the crappy adoption process, I was driving about six hours away from Maitland to Bathurst to join Delotiz Inc as their new quality manager.
I had met the owners, William and Martha, the night my ex-family left me with nothing but a 'Dear John' letter at our local hospital. Throughout my divorce, they kept in contact; then, once it was done, they offered me the lead quality manager for their plumbing product range. It was a big deal, and this was why I was now heading south and trying to find the music to listen to that wouldn't make me shed tears, having lost my family.
A couple of years ago, I had bought a second-hand Ford F-Truck and then proceeded to gear it out for my work. I replaced the tray with custom-built toolboxes and installed a new bull-bar with hi-intensity lights and a heavy winch if I got stuck in the mud on a job site. I also installed surrounding lights for night works, giving me the ability to work day or night pretty much anywhere.
The few times Carol, Mackenzie and I had gone camping, the fit-out on my truck had been invaluable. Between my customisation and the four-wheel-drive capability, I was happy my truck could go anywhere. It did use more fuel than a usual ute that was common in Australia, but I felt it was worth it.
As I drove the first couple of hours, I thought about the last few years, and now with hindsight, I could see both women pulling away from me. It was never overt, but passionate kisses from Carol turned into chaste kisses, then pecks on the cheek. With Mackenzie, we would go on dad and daughter dates to the shops or a café where we would talk about everything and anything. It moved from that loving relationship where she loved to spend time with me into a 'dad, what can you do for me' relationship.
I had loved both of them so much I never saw it coming. My sister Kim told me it was because I loved them so much that I made allowances for the inconsistency, never thinking I would be betrayed by those I loved so much. I would still have been ignorant to it all if Carol had not had an affair with Dr Dickhead, and he convinced her to leave me. While I hated the asshole with a passion for stealing my family, I suppose on reflection; if it weren't him, it would have been someone else sooner or later; Carol just wanted to trade up and be rid of me.
At one point, I pulled into one of the highway service centres and filled up my fuel tank. I went inside and to pay and picked up a couple of drinks and snacks. While inside, I caught the weather report on the TV hanging from the wall. There were a couple of big storms coming over later today, perfect! The weather was going to reflect my mood. With the fuel topped off and a quick check on my tie-downs, I was back on the highway and cruising along at a decent pace.
I was hoping that I would make it to my new two-bedroom unit by early evening. I had just over a week before starting with Delotiz Inc, so I had plenty of time to walk or drive around. Being outside Bathurst here in Australia, I also wanted to check out 'the great race' track. Having grown up watching the race with dad, driving around the track was a bucket list item for me. I was also looking forward to checking out the local cafés and bars. Coffee and evening beverages are the staples for a traddie like me, so knowing the right spots would help me make new connections and relationships.
As I continued my drive, I continued reflecting on my life lately, beginning to feel depressed. Despite my recent conflict with Carol and Mackenzie, I still had no real idea why they had done to me what they did. For fucks sake, they pulled out a restraining order on me, preventing me from seeing either of them or doctor dickweed during the divorce process, all the while demanding that I allow Mackenzie to be adopted, becoming Mackenzie Morrison and no longer my daughter. Kim, who was both my older sister and my lawyer, convinced me to sign the documents as with the time and effort that went into everything, this was something that both of my betraying women had done with complete understanding.
The weather darkened with my mood; dark clouds gathered as I drove, almost feeling like the oncoming storm knew of my anguish and pain, deciding to take it out on the ground I was driving. Perhaps if I were lucky, the storm would pass over the Morrison household and lightning would strike the house and burn it to the ground!
As the rain began, my internal anguish continued to build, and I started to feel really sorry for myself. I was sure that my windows were up, but for some reason, my shirt was getting wet with water as I continued to feel the pain of my lost family. So with the weather pouring outside, water from my tears poured inside, and I mourned and drove.
The heavens really opened up then, and the rain started coming down in sheets of water. The rain became so heavy that I had to slow down somewhat, ensuring that I could see the road ahead as lightning split the sky and thunder rolled across my dual-cab cabin. For almost two hours, I drove through the storm, sometimes light and easy other times so heavy I could barely see in front of me. Through it all, I wept. The betrayal, the love, the hate, each signpost I passed gave me distance, each tear a memory of love, each lightning strike outside a reminder of pain.
I spotted another service centre and pulled over; driving in a storm like this is exhausting; it takes concentration. Add the processing of my emotions, and I was pretty tired. I again topped up my fuel tank and pulled into one of the parking bays, falling asleep to the sound of the storm washing the heavy rain against my windows.
It was only half an hour later when I woke, and I must admit I felt a whole lot better. Also, it looked like a large part of the storm had passed. It was still raining, but a lot lighter, and much of the lighting and thunder had moved on. I took it as a good sign, switched back over to the radio on a local country station, started up the truck, then got back on the road.
I was on the road for about an hour before the news announcement came onto the radio.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, we apologise for the break-in our programming; however, the Bureau of Meteorology has just announced a superstorm cell that is developing right behind the storm front that has just passed over the Sydney region. As a result, all residents from Newscastle to Orange are asked to seek shelter due to potentially damaging winds, hail and flooding rain."
For the next ten minutes, they gave details. A few low-pressure systems joined together and used the humidity generated by the previous storm to create a much bigger storm system. I knew I would be caught in it, and there were no real stops for me between where I was on the highway and Bathurst. There was a risk that my truck could catch a lot of hail that could damage and even smash my windows; however, if it came to that, I could shelter under one of the highway overpasses. Being in a decent 4x4 truck, rain wouldn't matter to me as much, as I could drive through everything but the worst weather. So I continued my drive.
Again the rain came, and I focused on the road. Again walls of water battered my truck as I drove. This time though, after crying hard for the last few hours, I was focused, and I kept my mind on the road and what I was doing. At one point, the rain was coming down so hard; I almost missed my turnoff. I was now off the highway onto the road that would lead me to my new place on the outskirts of the city of Bathurst, near Delotiz Inc. It was a good road, but unlike the highway, it had no streetlights, and the road's shoulders were not as broad, so I needed to be careful. I'd say I had been driving for around twenty minutes along that road and expected around another hour at this low speed before I arrived when I caught the light from the corner of my eyes.
It was again raining beyond hard; raindrops fell so hard it was like the entire percussion section in an orchestra was hitting my windshield. Nevertheless, my eyes were focused, watching in front of me and looking to the side when needed. It was one of these sideways glances when I caught the hazard lights of a vehicle up ahead. But the lights were wrong; they weren't parked on the shoulder of the road as they should be. Instead, the lights were almost perpendicular to the road I was driving on and sat at an odd angle.
I slowed right down as I approached and then stopped as I came level with the vehicle that was obviously in distress. It was a late model Land Rover Sport, one of those four-wheel drives with no low gear, but you could still take it off-road if you knew what you were doing. Unfortunately, it looked like it had slid off the road and into a drainage ditch for some reason.
What was worse was that while it had hazard lights turned on, the vehicle's nose was deep in water that looked to be rising. I had no idea if anyone was in the car, so I pulled over and hit my own hazard lights along with all the surrounding custom lights that I had on the truck. While I doubt that anyone would be coming around the road at any speed in this weather, the light would hopefully alert drivers that I was parked on the road.
I threw on an all-weather coat and grabbed my flashlight before I exited the truck. However, the moment I was in the elements, it made little difference. Stepping out of my truck, I knew that I would be soaked inside and out due to the storm. I made my way over to the Land Rover and saw the vehicle firmly lodged in the drainage ditch. It wasn't going anywhere quickly either as it had been pushed against a large tree that had fallen over in the storm into the ditch, its roots still looking firmly grounded on the other side of the drainage ditch.
Using my flashlight, I could see the car had likely slid off the road perhaps a dozen metres up the road and then was pushed down the drainage ditch by the torrent of water until the tree stopped it. In Australia, we drive on the left side of the road, meaning that our driver's doors are on the right. I mention this because I could see the tree pinned the passenger's side doors; however, with the force of water coming down the drainage ditch due to the storm, it was unlikely that the driver's side doors would open easily.
I slid down the partial bank and knee-deep into the water, shining my torchlight into the now fogged up windows to see if there was anyone conscious within the car. Almost immediately, I heard yelling for help, so I wadded into the water a little deeper.
"Help!" I heard a feminine voice.
I knocked on the window hard with my knuckles and yelled back, "Window?". It was hard to communicate due to the noise of the storm. However, I heard her response.
"The car is dead!" There was a note of panic in her voice, obviously being driven off the road then pushed down the ditch would be stressful for anyone, so she was doing well to not be in total freak-out mode. The car's electrics couldn't be out as the Hazard's were working, but I'm sure she knew how windows worked, so the windows system must be broken.
I thought for a minute; I wasn't going to be able to open the door with the force of the water on the door or the tree on the other side, also breaking the window would be difficult and could cause more harm. However, I did have a great big truck with a winch through which I could pull them out, well, hopefully, enough to open the doors. I also knew I had a limited time as the water was getting deeper, and it was always possible the tree could give way and wash the entire car away.
I knocked hard on the window again, and just as I yelled, the rain eased off just a bit. "I am going to get my winch and pull you out, don't move!"
"Ok!" I got the response and also caught the movement of a second person in the passenger seat of the car. Shit, two people, I need to move.
I made my way back up to my truck, jumped in and quickly repositioned it, so the winch was in line with the back of the Land Rover. My winch was a fancy one with a remote. Once the truck was positioned, I got out and began unwinding it so I could hook it to the back of their car. It took about ten minutes, in which time the rain must have renewed its vigour and eased off at least three times.
I noted that the ankle-deep water at the rear of the car when I started hooking up the winch was now moving up to my knees. I also discovered that while Land Rover may be a great car, their recovery points are challenging to get to when you are in a hurry. I wound the chain end of the winch through the recovery point but had a difficult time securing the other end. I ended up securing it to a point where I thought it would hold, then stood back to begin the winching process.
At first, it was pretty slow as the metal cable took up the slack between my truck and the car. However, within a few minutes of careful winding, the car began to ease out of the rising water inch by inch. I wasn't too worried about the weight pulling my truck into the ditch; my F-Truck would easily be three times as heavy with all my tools and belongings. So I wound the car out.
It took about ten minutes as I got the car out of the ditch enough to open the doors. The moment I felt it was far enough out of the water, I stopped the winding. Before I could even make it into the now knee-deep water, the driver's side door started to open. There was still a force of water against the door, so I had to help pull the door open; however, once I managed to help the driver open the door, my life changed forever.
I held out my hand to her, the rain still coming down in buckets and helped her out of the car. Her face was striking, pale skin, and a spattering of freckles was offset by the most amazing mane of red hair I had seen. She was dressed in a dark green skirt that showed curvy hips, shaped that when she walked, I would have bet that every man would be hard-pressed not to look backwards. The white blouse that dry would have accentuated her ample bust went transparent in the rain. She had a white lacy bra on; while it didn't go as transparent as her top, it still got wet. I had to avert my eyes to not stare at her transparent apparel.
She blushed a little knowing there was little she could do in this weather, and I made sure my gaze kept to her eyes in respect to the amazing view she was granting me. And those green eyes, I could have stared into them forever and never known we were standing in the middle of a massive storm where not moments ago she could have been swept away.
And just like that, the moment passed; I helped her stand on her feet and made sure she wouldn't fall over into the surrounding water, then I turned back to help the passenger out of the car and had to do a double-take. If the driver had been fantastic, then I was again struck dumb as I was caught by the vision of beauty climbing over the centre console to make it out the driver's side door.
She was the exact doppelgänger of her sister, and there was no doubt in my mind that they were sisters. Indeed they had to be identical twins. Those same curves, hair, eyes, and freckles on her face were slightly different from her sister, but you wouldn't tell unless you were looking. She was climbing over the console when I looked at her. She was also in a skirt, this one navy blue with a white top, and she had to hike up the skirt to get over the console.
I helped this second vision of beauty out of the car then the three of us wadded out of the water and onto the exposed bank of the drainage ditch. Fortunately, the rain let up at that point, so we didn't have to yell at the top of our lungs.
"Are you both ok?" I asked, looking at them.
They both nodded, "Yes, Thank you!" The twin in the green skirt responded.
"I don't know what we would have done if you hadn't come along!" The other twin in the blue skirt said.
I looked at the winch cable, it was tight, and while the water was still pushing against the car, the tree kept it firmly lodged. I might be able to pull the car out, but it would be an effort, and if the vehicle was dead electronically, I am not sure what I could do.
"Look, is there someone I can call to come and help you? I don't know we can do much more for your car right now; the main thing is that you are safe! I'm Terry, by the way!"



The twin in the green skirt looked back at her car and frowned; the twin in the blue dress looked at me and responded.
"I'm Harmony, and this is my sister Melody; thank you Terry."
"Yes, thank you Terry," Melody said, "We got washed off the road, and I couldn't do anything as the water started pushing us backwards; when we got wedged against the tree, I tried to open my door, but the water against it wouldn't let me open it. When we went into the ditch, the car electrics stopped working, so we couldn't do anything. Harmony was trying to figure out how to smash a window when we saw your flashlight in our windows. You don't know right now how much you are our hero!"
I'm sure if we weren't standing in a storm in near twilight, you could have seen both of us blush; I was no hero; I just saw people in real trouble that I could help.
Melody continued. "As for help, there is no one we can call right now as this stretch of road has a weak phone signal at the best of times, and right now, I bet it's down to nothing. If it's alright, could we get a lift with you? We were on our way to our parent's house about fifteen minutes down the road when this happened?"
"Sure, that won't be a problem. Is there anything... Harmony NO!" I screamed, changing trains of thought mid-conversation. At that moment, everything kind of happened at once.
One of the things you learn very early on when using a snatch, a winch or any other towing device is that you never stand directly in line with the cable under tension whenever you can help it. If there is a lot of stress or pressure on the line and if it was to snap, it can release pounds of force in an instant, being caught by all that force suddenly released can cut a person in two at its worst. Harmony had moved behind the car to look at the cable, not understanding the danger she could be in. With running water against the car, there would be a lot of pressure on that cable. Add the potential for debris floating down; there was an increased risk to be managed.
In fact, that is pretty much what happened; as I yelled the danger at Harmony, Melody turned to look at her sister. Then, an almighty thunk could be heard as a large piece of debris washed downstream with the floodwaters hitting the car's front. From that point, it almost happened in slow motion as I could see the winch cable strain with the sudden horizontal movement of the car.
A massive amount of sheering force pushed the cable in a way it was not supposed to go. But, unfortunately, my rapid recovery point wasn't going to last, and I tried to run through the mud and water the half dozen paces needed to pull Harmony out of harm's way from the cable that was likely to snap in a couple of heartbeats.
We could all hear the twang and sound of metal giving way directly after the debris impact as I moved with everything I had. I literally dove the last few feet grabbing Harmony in a dive that would take her out of the path of the snapping cable and out of harm's way.
Alas, it wasn't quite the right move. Fortunately, the cable itself didn't sheer off; snapping back directly towards my truck, instead, it turned out that one of the D-shackles on the chain became too stressed with the force of the horizontal sheer against the land rovers recovery point and just gave out. It broke the link in the chain, and the entire cable retreated backwards at a slightly different angle bouncing off the cars recovery point and directly at the diving forms of Harmony and me.
Just like the last time I had dived to save a beautiful redhead from danger, I was rolling as I grabbed Harmony, trying to present myself as a shield for her body. I caught her around her waist, my arms going around her back, her chest held hard against me as we dove to get out of the way of the retreating cable.
The world had slowed down to a fraction of the pace that life moves typically. In an instant, I held Harmony tightly against me that I got to look into those amazing green eyes. I saw fear as to why a stranger was grabbing her and tackling her to the ground. I saw confusion as my yell a moment later began to register and then surprise as she looked back into my eyes and saw agony as the cable bit deeply into my left side.
Fortunately for me, it was the large chain that caught me in the side, and thanks to the relatively slow momentum of the cable, it didn't cut me in two. It did, however, catch my left side and bruised it pretty badly, then it continued to move across the back of my left arm, opening a large gash from almost my shoulder to my elbow. Finally, we hit the ground, and time resumed.
"Ehghusghtnjn ne," I had no idea what I was saying; the pain was blooming on my side.
In the next instant, Melody was by my side.
"Terry!" She screamed.
I groaned, and Harmony managed to get out of my grasp, then got a look at my side and gasped.
"Is he going to be ok?" A panicked Melody looked at her sister.
I had no idea what was happening, my side was on fire despite the rain pouring down on us, but I could hear Harmony trying to talk to me. Don't ask how I knew which one of the sisters it was, but I just knew.
"Terry, Thank you, you saved me!" And she bent down and kissed me on the cheek. "You're going to be okay. You're going into shock, and just to let you know, I'm a nurse, so we're going to look after you." I tried to focus.
Harmony asked, "Terry, I need to know if you have a first aid kit in your truck and where it is?"
"Drivers side, front toolbox, green first aid sticker." I managed to wheeze out.
She nodded and looked at Melody, "Mel, I am going to get the kit; it will be faster for me as I know what I am looking for; what I need you to do is keep him on his side and try to hold the wound together." Melody nodded.
"Will do, I will do what I can; come right back; he needs you!"
I felt movement and more pain; well, it was like fire down the back of my arm, but I tried to stay still, my eyes closed. Harmony moved up to my truck, and if I were looking, I would have seen the sexy Melody take off her shirt in the pouring rain and tear it up into strips to try and bind the massive wound on my left arm. Clad only in her wet, sheer white bra, I would have seen one of the most impressive sites that man had ever seen. A busty curvy redhead, biting her lip, trying to tear her shirt up to keep my wound from opening up too much.
A moment letter I felt her kiss me on the lips, causing my eyes to open, and in words that I almost missed, but to this day recall some of the most cherished words I have. "I hope you know that I don't do this for just any tall and handsome hero, just the ones that save my sister and me from certain doom in a drowning car."
Over the next few minutes, she used her torn-up shirt to build a basic bandage that stopped my wound from opening further. It's a good thing, too, as a few minutes later, Harmony got back, and she was upset. "I tripped, and the first aid kit fell open in the mud!"
She saw what Melody had done and calmed down. "Great thinking, Melody!" She looked at me for a moment, I was still sliding into shock, most likely from blood loss, but I had some clarity of mind for a few moments. "Help me get Terry up to his truck. I'll check the bandage, and we can figure out what to do next.
It took us a couple of minutes; on my right side, my good side, I had the scantly clad melody holding me up, and on my left side, Harmony was trying to lift me without aggravating my wound too much. It took some time, but they got me up into the headlights of my truck; I could stand but needed help. I was certainly feeling light-headed.'
"We need more bandaging; he's still bleeding too much," I heard Harmony complain as she looked at my wound. Then, in an instant, she followed her sister's example and had her shirt off, tearing it into strips to further use as a bandage. As a nurse, she did a top job, and within a few minutes, my wound was tightly bound with parts of both their shirts and though I was in screaming agony, it wasn't bleeding as badly as it was a few minutes before. I just wish I had the time to appreciate two largely undressed women helping me. But I was starting to fade.
"How are we going to get out of here?" Harmony asked, "We don't know when someone will come along that can get us to help?"
"I can drive; I'll get us out!" I said.
"NO!" Both girls turned and said to me in unison.
"I'll drive us out; this thing can't be any harder than the trucks at the factory," Melody said, looking at my F-truck.
If I wasn't feeling so out of it, I might have voiced an objection or two. However, it turned out I should not have worried; Melody, despite being a sexy mix clad only in a green skirt and sexy white bra, also had a heavy vehicle license. Go figure!
It took a few minutes; the girls propped me up in the driver's seat while they rearranged the back seat so both Harmony and I could sit in the back as Melody drove. Melody was almost at home in my truck; she wound the broken winch in and figured out the custom spotlights, managing to switch them off. I recall her easily manoeuvring the truck back onto the road and starting back on our journey, to where I had no idea, but she appeared to know where she was going.
The last thing I recall is a soft set of lips on mine; they felt so similar to the ones before but also different. I opened my eyes, a pair of beautiful green eyes looked into mine. "It's ok Terry, we've got you, and thank you. You saved both of us!" After that, things got hazy, and I must have passed out.
[:::: - ::::]
An indeterminate time later, I slowly woke up; I could hear the soft beeping of the typical hospital machines that you hear after waking up from a traumatic incident. There was no way this was a hospital bed, though. It was too soft. Slowly I opened my eyes, it took a little effort, but I looked at a ceiling that was at least twelve feet high with custom mouldings. The curtains were drawn, but I could see it was daylight outside, likely late morning if I had to guess.
My left side was sore, I could feel the wound on my side, and I was hesitant to move. I could also feel the bite of a cannula from a medical drip on my right side and the feel of medical pads on my torso. I tried to shift my weight a little and found that I was having difficulty. The reason was that across my waist, I had the sprawled body of Melody. Her hair was fanned out a little; her arm draped over me in that fashion that people do for people they love and are comfortable with. Turning my head to the left, I found Harmony there; she was gently holding my left hand, and until I moved, it looked like she had been dozing. As I looked at her, her deep emerald green eyes looked deep into mine, and I saw a smile light on her face that was backlit by her eyes.
"Hi!" She said to me simply.
"Hi," I croaked out a tried to smile back.
"He's awake?" Melody said as she lifted herself off my torso and looked at me.
"Yeah, our hero is with us again!" Harmony smiled at me and squeezed my hand.
There are a lot worse things than waking up after a significant accident with two gorgeous sisters fawning over you. Melody looked up at me and gave me the same bright smile that Harmony did a few moments ago. Harmony, however, had switched to nurse mode and started checking me over after a few minutes of taking my pulse, looking into my eyes with one of those lights and listening to my heartbeat with a stethoscope.
"Hang on; I thought only doctors had those?" I joked out.
She giggled back, "And it looks like our patient is not just an amazing hero that saves damsels in distress, but there might be a sense of humour underneath all of it." It wasn't really funny, but she got that I was trying; she held out the stethoscope, "I borrowed this from a friend of mine; he will be by later today to check up on you. First, however, I know the basics to check for following the trauma you went through a few days ago. She picked up the phone beside the bed and waited a moment, "He's awake." And put the phone down.
"Days?" The question in my eyes asked the same thing; Harmony nodded.
"You have been asleep for almost four days, Terry!"
The girls must have sensed the panic in my voice, "Four days, oh my goodness, I need call my new boss and let him know; I was supposed to let him know three days ago I had arrived!" I didn't want to get off on the wrong foot with William and Martha by not communicating what was happening with me.
"It's okay, Terry," Melody grinned at me; it was not the grin of someone who was worried a new friend may be in trouble. Instead, it was the grin of someone who knew something I didn't. "We've taken care of it; your new employers know where you are and what happened, as well they have let your sister know. So it's all in hand."
The sudden tension I had disappeared, and I relaxed.
"Are they okay? William and Martha have been my rock along with Kim for the last few months. I would hate to disappoint them."
I didn't notice until the next voice joined our conversation. "I don't think we could be any prouder of you, Terry. You are one of the most amazing men that we have ever met!" a familiar female voice said.
Standing in the doorway of the enormous room was Martha, and close behind her was William. As they came into the room, Harmony moved over but never let go of my hand; Martha sat down beside her. For a moment, I was stunned; the similarities between Martha and the girls were astounding. While Melody and Harmony had slightly curvier builds, they had the same-coloured hair, though theirs had a wave to it that Martha's didn't. But the eyes, Martha and the girls had the same eyes. Martha leaned over and put a hand on me. William kept the smile.
"Terry, You saved our girls!" William told me in a tone that only the most grateful could give with genuine affection. I looked to Melody, then to Harmony, then over to Martha and last to William. Each of them was beaming at me, and it all connected!.
"These are your daughters?" I, of course, knew, but my mouth was not keeping in sync with my head right now.
"Of course we are silly," Melody giggled, "How many beautiful redhead twins do you know with amazing parents that hire stunningly handsome heroic men as their quality managers!" She said it like it was a matter of fact that everyone knew. We laughed, and I felt a twinge in my neck; I must be pretty drugged up on pain medication, though not much pain from my arm.
Harmony was instantly on me, "it's ok Terry, for the moment, just lay there and don't try to move. In a couple of hours, once Dr Hill has been to see you, we will get you up and moving." I nodded my head slightly.
"Uh, I guess I should ask what happened and where are we. This doesn't feel like a hospital?"
Melody jumped in, "We're all at mum and dad's house; I doubt you remember much you pretty much passed out once we started driving. As for what happened, we got on the road, and once we got a bit further, your phone got service, so we pulled over and called mum and dad from your truck." She paused, "Sorry we used your phone without asking, we lost ours in the car, and we couldn't ask you." She looked a little embarrassed.
"It's ok, Melody, you did the right thing. What happened next."
She beamed at me like I had just praised a new puppy for a new trick, but Harmony jumped into the story.
"Melody managed to get dad on the phone, and we let him know that we had been in an accident but that a man had stopped and rescued us and had been seriously hurt in the process. We wanted to take you to the hospital; however, it turns out one of the main bridges into town had been flooded; it was going to take hours to get you there, so dad told us to bring you here."
William jumped in, "I must admit I was quite distraught when they called me, there was a lot of emotion in the air, and they keep telling me how Terry saved them, and he's hurt. I had no idea they were talking about you until they pulled up the driveway in your truck and had me help you out!"
Melody laughed, "Dad almost threw you back in the truck when we got out without our shirts on, then he saw it was you, that you had passed out, and his entire demeanour changed."
I grinned, "William, I had pretty much no idea what was going on once that cable hit me, so I can tell you, as delightful as it would have been, your girl's honour is very much intact!"
William looked at me a moment with the serious dad expression and then laughed; Harmony leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. Then, a moment later, she whispered in my ear. "If it's a case of honour, we will have to make it up to you later!" I blushed, and I am sure William, Martha and even Harmony had some idea of what she said as they all laughed.
Once the laughter at my embarrassment subsided, Melody continued. "We managed to carry you up here; Harmony redressed your wound while we waited for Dr Hill to get here. The Hills are friends that live a few houses away, so, fortunately, he was able to get here quickly."
I looked at William and Martha, "Dr Hill, is that any relation to Marge?"
"Yes, Simon is her husband; after that evening where we met, I managed to persuade them to move here to Bathurst, and they have been good friends ever since!" William noted.
Martha chimed in, "For a while, we were worried that we might have to get you airlifted; you had lost a lot of blood and had a fever from when you saved our girls. However, Simon was able to stitch you up and get some A+ blood from local sources thanks to you having your donor card in your wallet, and we have just been waiting for you to wake up."
There was silence for a few minutes as we all digested the various parts of the story from everyone's points of view, and I realised that I was not the only hero here.
"Melody, Harmony, I know you think I saved you, but I have to let you know that both of you are also now my heroes, both of you also saved my life! Harmony, if you had not been there to treat Melody or me, if you had not been able to drive, I might not be here!"
The girls had the beginning of tears in their eyes and big smiles on their faces; I could tell William approved of the praise on his daughters. But surprisingly, for someone who had been asleep for almost four days, I was starting to feel tired again.
Harmony noticed, "Okay everyone, I think Terry needs some more rest; he's out of danger, so let's let him get a few more hours sleep before Simon gets here." So she turned to me, "Terry, you're to get some more sleep for now, and once Simon has gotten you checked out, we are going to get you showered and up and about."
The way she said 'showered', I could see a hunger in her eyes that felt like she would like to help me personally. After my past six months with no sex and a beautiful woman hinting at possibilities, my manhood was suddenly hard despite my blood loss.
But a few minutes later, fall asleep I did, feeling a peace I had not felt in months. My eyes closed, and I thought first of Melody as I opened the car door, helping her out of the car; then I thought of Harmony and how she felt as I grabbed her in the dive that had me unconscious for four days. Yes, both of the girls were beautiful identical twins, and I could understand how I could quickly develop feelings for either one.
I slept well for the next few hours and was woken up when Dr Simon Hill arrived. Apparently, a few days asleep in bed had done wonders for my arm; I had a dozen stitches running up the back of my arm but was told that it was healing well. Aside from my arm, the left side of my back was also black and yellow from bruising, and when Simon touched it during the examination, it was a lot more painful than when I first woke up as the pain meds began to wear off. After a complete check-up, I was pronounced healthy enough to get up, which was good as nature's call became pressing after days in bed. Simon left to speak with William and Martha, and Melody closed my bedroom door.



As I tried to stand up, both Melody and Harmony were there with me in an instant, helping me to stand and providing me with the stability I needed. I was clad only in a pair of boxer briefs, and I must admit the effect of two beautiful women suddenly supporting me was that I got semi-hard on the way to the bathroom.
"I can take it from here, girls." as they supported me to the toilet, this was something personal that I did not want to be watched for.
They laughed, "We're not sure Terry, your still pretty weak." Melody said with a grin, "I think you need a hand!"
Before I knew what was next, Melody had lifted the toilet seat cover, and Harmony was helping me out of my pants. They both helped me sit down but made no move to leave the bathroom. Melody proceeded to move to the shower and turn it on, then started undressing.
As I watched Melody start unbuttoning her blouse, Harmony moved over and squatted over me, not quite sitting on my legs, but she reached down and held my hardening manhood downwards while her amazing breasts almost touched my face.
"Relax, Terry, we've got you now, and we are never letting you go!" she said softly.
It took a few minutes, but I managed to answer natures call; in that time, Melody had the shower up to temperature and was clad only in a tight black thong and matching lacy bra. Through the sheer material over her breasts, I could see raised nipples, excitement duplicating precisely what I saw in her eyes.
Harmony stood and took off her clothes while I sat there; she had navy blue briefs on and no bra. As she undid her shirt, I just about lost it. Like Melody, her large round D-Cup breasts were heavy yet firm; the darker pink areola were crinkled, her nipples stood proud and excited. I looked from them to her eyes as she smiled and then to Melody, who had also removed her bra, showing me a set of identical breasts.
"Enjoy, darling," Harmony said; the girls looked at each other, then nodded and turned around before, in unison, they removed their panties. I didn't know where to look as two pairs of ladies underwear were removed from two absolutely amazing asses. They were well rounded and beautifully pale. As they bent over, I looked to one, then the other; they showed me their rosebuds, amazing me. Then continuing to bend over further, showing me their lips, puffy and complete, just a hint of moisture on both of them. It felt like forever before they stood and turned back to me, huge grins on their faces.
"Come on, hero, let's get you showered," Melody giggled, turning back to me, amused by my gapping expression. My manhood was at full mast in respect for them as I continued to stare over their bodies.
Harmony produced a plastic sleeve for my arm, along with some waterproof medical tape and proceeded to ensure it would not get wet. Then, the three of us made our way into the large double shower. It was a little close with the three of us, but all I had to do was stand there; the girls got a couple of washcloths and proceeded to wash me down with the cloths and liquid soap. Nothing was said at all as they washed me, and each time they washed down my body, they would grab my cock, giving me a light stroke, then move on. Each time they stood, they made sure my hands brushed over them. Despite my wounds, they were gentle. Harmony, in particular, took gentle care of the massive bruise on my left back.
After around ten minutes having cleaned pretty much all of me, and I do mean all if you catch my drift, both girls stood and pulled me in for a deep and sensual kiss, first Melody and then Harmony, while they both grabbed my cock and began stroking me.
"This is for you, our hero, cum for us, hard!" Harmony whispered into my ear as Melody kissed me deeply.
Moments later, I groaned and blasted rope after rope of cum at the shower wall despite my resistance efforts. Finally, my knees gave out, but the girls were ready, supporting me through what was one of the most intense orgasms I had ever had.
After that, they helped me out of the shower, dried me off and put me back to bed. I was asleep in moments and slept through to early evening.
A few hours later, I awoke rested but surprisingly, alone. I had expected the girls to be with me. However, I need not have worried as Melody came into the room checking on me a few minutes later.
Kneeling on the bed beside me, she kissed me lightly on the forehead, "We knew you needed more sleep, so we've been helping mum and dad get ready for dinner." She jumped off the bed and moved to a chest of draws on the other side of the room, showing me a pair of sexy calves in some cut off denim shorts. "Now you're awake, I'll help you get dressed, and we can eat!"
"Thanks, Melody," I paused, wondering how to address earlier, or honestly if it even happened, it was so surreal. "Um' was that a dream I had earlier?"
She giggled as she laid out underwear, jeans and a shirt.
She came back over and sat on the bed beside me, laying a hand on my cheek and looking deep into my eyes; I was transfixed by the intensity of her stare and felt something pass between us.
"No, Terry, it wasn't a dream. There is a lot for us to talk about, but Harmony and I have talked a lot over the past few days, and we decided that we are both claiming you if you will have us." She looked at me deeper, blushing slightly, "Will you have us?"
I just looked at her, lost deep in her eyes. It was as if hours had passed as we stared at each other, and I would have been happy for hours more. "Yeah, Harmony, I will if you will have me... but!"
Her look held a question.
"We go slow, I know there is something there between both Harmony and yourself with me, and I can't exactly say no to amazing things like this afternoon. I feel like I could easily fall in love with both of you, but I am still raw from my divorce, let alone not recovered enough physically to look after you both."
She nodded, affecting a sage-like pose again, sitting down on the bed. Harmony entered the room, hearing my discussion with Melody. I sighed and continued.
"Besides, who am I to say no to two of the sexiest women I have ever met that are saying they both want me, and it sounds like there won't be any jealousy." They both looked at me and smiled, shaking their heads. "We just need time, and of course, there is the matter of your parents."
Both girls laughed.
"Don't worry about mum and dad; I think mum has already figured out that we both like you more than a bit, and we will all talk about it with them when the time is right. For now, though, you're right. So we take it slow and help you recover."
The girls helped me to dress with a minimum of touching. Harmony checked the dressing over my wound, and both of them led me out to the kitchen. It turned out that I was in a guest bedroom on the ground floor of William and Martha's massive family home. William's grandfather had built the place almost eighty years ago. It had eight bedrooms, ten bathrooms, a formal and casual lounge, two kitchens including butlers pantries and a six-car garage. When I heard that William's grandfather built it and asked for the story, William grinned as he gave me the background.
"My folks hail from the aristocracy in England. My great grandfather was the Earl of Lancashire and had a large brood; while my grandfather inherited a lesser title, he would be the last generation of his line to have a noble title. So he and my grandmother decided to immigrate here to Australia and make their fortune. Well, they came with a decent inheritance, and my grandfather chose to go into manufacturing. After a few years, he found that plumbing supplies were an under-serviced area, and my family found its niche. So he bought the five hundred acres that this house is situated on, started Delotiz Inc, and then got to building the family home and business that has been passed from generation to generation."
I looked around the room appreciatively, "It's amazing, William, and thank you so much for taking me in and looking after me. Outside of Paul, Kim and my parents. It's been a little while since someone has taken such good care of me."
"Think nothing of it; I need to make sure my new quality manager is nursed back to health." He winked at me as Melody placed another chicken enchilada on my plate. I had eaten three already, along with two chicken legs and pasta salad. At the same time, Harmony poured me some more ice tea.
Martha grinned at her daughters doting on me, "William, I don't think Terry is going to have any issues the way these girls are looking after him. But, girls, you need to let Terry have some space!"
"Aw, mum," they said in almost unison.
We all laughed and enjoyed the meal.
The following week, I was pampered from dawn till dusk; Simon came twice more to check on me. However, with Harmony nearby, I had someone redressing my wound and ensuring my recovery was as quick as possible. There were a few more showers where the girls helped me wash, sometimes together, someone just one of them. We played a little, though it never went further than that first time. We also spent a lot of time just talking, finding out common and conflicting interests. I found it slightly weird almost dating two very comparable women at the same time.
I wasn't sure what to do; I didn't want to overstay my welcome, even with the girls' attention. So when I mentioned that I needed to get into town and settle into my apartment at the end of the first week, the girls looked like they would cry. It was William who put a stop to it.
"Terry, please don't be too upset, but I called the unit complex owners and cancelled your lease. Martha and I would like you to stay here with us for the next little while. You can stay in the guest bedroom, and once you're up to it, you can come into the office with me, so you don't have to drive before your arm is ready." He looked at me, then glanced at his daughters, "Besides, I don't know that my girls would talk to me again if I let you leave!"
Melody walked around to William and hugged him, then kissed him on his balding head. "You're the best dad!"
He looked at me again, "Sorry if that was a little presumptuous on my part. But, with what you have done for my family, this is the least I can do until you're back on your feet."
I was a little shocked that they would do this for me, it was a lovely house, and I couldn't ask for better accommodations. I also couldn't complain about the company as well. Though our relationship had only been going a couple of weeks, it felt like a few months. The girls were quick-witted and intelligent. They knew how to laugh, knew how to have a frivolous or serious conversation. Like many twins, they were on some type of wavelength where they knew what the other was thinking.
As I recovered, I had some dark moods thinking back on Carol and Mackenzie. Melody and Harmony sensed it and spent a lot of time talking with me, asking me questions and helping me to process what I was feeling. There was still a lot of anger in me, and they never once shrank away from me when I was upset. This was a vast difference from Carol; when I was upset back in my old life, Carol would tell me to get over it and walk out of the room. With the girls, one of them would always be touching me as I processed things, and over the intervening years, we never went to sleep upset with each other.
At the end of the second week, Simon came around and removed my stitches, praising Harmony for her care of me. Melody pouted a little until Harmony shared the limelight, letting Simon know that Melody had done almost as much in taking care of me. I was placed on moderate painkillers once a day and given a sling to keep my arm in for the next month. The arm itself was itchy, and the scar was tender but was going to be okay. Harmony told me that I would likely always have a small scar, but as she hugged me, she told me she would love it as it was a sign of the night I saved them.
My evenings were glorious; more often than not, I would fall asleep with one or both girls snuggled up to me. Hands undoubtedly roamed, and a level of passion was exchanged, though we never crossed a line to total sexual intimacy even though I wouldn't have said no.
The following Monday was my first day in the office. I was living with the boss and couldn't drive, so I'd be commuting with William, and surprise, surprise, Melody. Melody was the office manager for Delotiz Inc. She looked after admin, logistics and helped in finance and Human Resources. William drove a new Ford F-Truck similar to mine, purchased within the last year. While he drove, Melody sat in the back with me, holding my hand and smiling while talking about a few of the people I would be meeting.
That first week in the office was a little surreal; everyone pretty much knew me before I arrived, the story of how I had rescued the girls well known in the office folk law. First, I was introduced to my team, which consisted of three people in the quality department. They mostly walked the manufacturing floors following set processes to test or stress components, validate their quality at random intervals, and report results. My role was to oversee and adjust procedures as various new raw materials were brought in and then report outcomes to the entire management team and quarterly reports to the board.
For the most part, I found everything was well established; after a few days of reviewing reports, I walked the floor with Sally, one of my team, running through some of the PVC pipe joiners we produced.
"I think if we increased the join thickness by three millimetres during this part of the manufacturing process," I said, pointing to a manufacturing diagram. "We would be able to strengthen the join tensile strength by roughly five times," I was also holding one of the ninety-degree joiners in my hand. "I know a few times I have wished that I had a stronger join when laying a large amount of drain pipe in a trench."
The floor manager, Doug, frowned. "Yes, but that would be a large adjustment through the heating process".
"Can you spare some time over the next week and walk me through it so we can see if it's doable?"
Doug looked at me for a few moments; Sally and I waited. "Sure," he replied, "Can it work tomorrow at ten?"
"Not a problem, Doug," I grinned; Sally exhaled, "I'll look forward to it!" I responded.
As we walked away, Sally let out a huge breath. "Damn, Terry, you did well."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, Doug always hates it when people come and tell him how to make his products better. He's been running the PVC floor for over a decade. Making a suggestion and being so new would usually have caused Doug to throw a tantrum and tell you where to go. Instead, when you asked him to sit down and work it through, I think you showed him that you respected his opinion."
"I don't know him, and he doesn't know me, so I thought that working together to see if we can increase the quality of our product would be beneficial to everyone."
"Keep that attitude, and you'll go far as the head of quality," Sally concluded.
Over a couple of weeks, we ended up having several meetings with Doug around a range of products. Once he saw that I was genuinely interested in his input, combined with my hands-on experience as a plumber, he brought out a whole host of ideas. We worked on the ideas and made small but efficient changes to some processes, resulting in increased quality without costing us much in raw materials.
At the end of my first month, we had just pulled up home. Yes, home; I was starting to think of William's house as my home. Melody came over to me and held my good arm, stretching up to kiss me on the cheek.
"What was that for?" I asked.
"Does a girl need a reason to show affection to someone she cares about?" She grinned back at me.
"No, but that felt like a thank you for something else other than a general affection for me?"
Melody looked taken aback for a moment. "Damn, Terry, you are good, yes, that was a thank you, but it was for work. I know it's only been a short time for you on the job, but I am already getting some feedback about how well you're doing. Even Doug is telling people how clever you are, which is saying something!"
"I don't know, Melody, your mum and dad took a risk on me; I just want to make sure that I do a good job. I just bring my experience using products to help us make them better!"
Melody shook her head and took my hand in hers as we walked inside; she led me to the couch, pulling me down with her. This was the first time since we had met she was dismissing what I was saying.
"It's more than that. We've had a few plumbers come through the company over the years. Most of the time, they have the attitude that they know better, but with you, you take the time to listen and combine different experiences while being gracious to everyone involved. Every day I see why my parents wanted you to come and work with us." She blushed, "You're just the perfect package."
I laughed without a response, and Melody snuggled into me. Ever since I had met the girls, I knew there was something between us. Even though the betrayal of my ex-family still stung and was a constant source of our conversation, it was beginning to fade into the background as both Melody and Harmony showed me their affections. My problem was that I liked both of them, and I could see myself in a relationship with either of them. They told me they both wanted me and had told me a few times now. Considering I had both of them sleeping in my bed and more than a little adventurous shower activity with both, I again thought about being with both of them in a relationship. We must have been sitting for around fifteen minutes before Melody said something, sensing my thoughts.
'Are you OK, Terry, you feel like you are struggling with something, and it feels like it's not about your old family?"
I shook my head, my good arm hugging her a little tighter. "No, just processing through everything from the last couple of months. I was hurt badly by Carol and Mackenzie, and your mum and dad have been like a second family to me during this time. So I must admit I am happier than I thought I would be. But there are still a few things I am trying to figure out."
"Like what?"
"Feelings, mainly. I don't know how to explain it yet. So much has happened over the past year that I never thought would happen. But it leaves me wondering about what's next, so I don't know how I feel about a couple of things." I think she understood what I was trying to say, but I was having difficulty meeting her eyes.
"I think I understand. To be hurt so bad, then uproot your life and change everything would be daunting," she gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "But then to rescue a couple of damsels in distress and be injured before finding out they were the daughters of your new employers. Then on top of everything, both girls feel a connection, and without any jealousy, want to be with you." I nodded, she put a hand to my cheek. "Sweetie, trust me, I understand; if I were in your shoes, I would likely be confused too."
I looked up at her and met her eyes, nodding slightly. Then, she pulled away from the casual hug we had on the couch and looked at the door with expectation. At that moment, the front door opened, and Harmony walked in, having just gotten home from the end of her shift at a clinic in town. We paused for a moment and said, "Hello," and Harmony proceeded to sit down on the other side of me and looked at both myself then Melody, sensing a serious conversation.
Melody continued.
"Terry, I hope you know that we are here for you, that includes both Harmony and myself. We are not going to abandon you or throw you out of our lives. In the short time, you have known our family, you have done more for us, sometimes not even knowing who we were. I know that mum and dad think the world of you," she blushed, "and well... Harmony and I, well we...." She was stammering, "I think we could be falling in love with you!"



The look on her face was one of severe vulnerability. Looking at Harmony in turn, she was also blushing almost an identical expression on her face.
"I know girls, the closer I get to both of you." I squeezed both their hands. "The more the nightmare of Carol and Mackenzie fades."
They squeezed my hands back.
"But I don't know what everyone around us is going to think if I was to introduce my girlfriends, plural, and then explain they are identical twin sisters."
Melody laughed. "Well, first of all, STUD! Every man you ever meet will be jealous of you. No doubt giving you high fives and fist bumps into eternity."
We all laughed.
Harmony chimed in, "Terry, I get some of your talking about here, but I think we can help in a few different ways. First, why don't we see if we can get your mum and dad along with your sister and brother-in-law up here soon for the weekend? It will do you a world of good to see them rather than talking to them over the phone, and you can introduce us as your girlfriends and see how they react!"
Martha laughed, standing in the lounge doorway she had been listening for a few minutes. "That's a great idea, Harmony, and just to give you three my two cents worth, I think your relationship is cute. As a mother, I never thought I would watch both my daughters fall for the same man, then not fight like banshees out of hell. But, then again, I can't complain as something between you three makes sense to William and me.
We all thought about it for a moment.
"Look, Terry, I know my girls love you; also, William and I think of you as the son we never had. We will figure out how it works moving forward, but right now, dinner is a few minutes away, and all of you need to clean up."
The girls took me to my room and then undressed me and got me in the shower. We managed to scrub each other down, and there were a few passionate kisses, but dinner was almost ready, so I was left hanging, my hard-on having to be contained by a pair of jeans.
After dinner that night, we called mum, dad, Kim and Paul and arranged for them to come up on Friday in about a month and spend a long weekend with us. After that evening, though, Melody, Harmony and I became almost inseparable. Often Melody and I would finish work, then drive into town and pick up Harmony when she finished her shift at the local clinic or hospital, whichever location she had a shift at. Fortunately, most of her shifts were daytime shifts that were pretty close hours to standard work hours. So we ate together a lot.
I found that between the three of us, we were similar in different ways. Some of the silly things that I have discovered strengthen our relationship include that Melody loved lasagne like I did, while Harmony was partial to Kraken Rum like myself. Also, Melody was a huge Star Wars fan, and while Harmony liked Star Wars, she was a massive Marvel geek. I adored watching them talk about movies and their geek side of things. I wasn't into it quite as much as they were, but I did enjoy good sci-fi action movies.
I found that Melody liked to dress with a little more flare with her shoes and wraps, while Harmony went for a little more muted fashion but liked to show a little more leg or cleavage. Of course, a couple of times, the girls tried to pretend to be each other, changing clothes to try and trick me. But it never worked.
One time we were at a restaurant in town, an excellent Italian place that we all liked. The girls had excused themselves to go to the bathroom; in the meantime, one of the staff we had gotten to know had come over and chatted to me about the upcoming country fair when the girls returned. I think he was taken with the girls; I guess who wouldn't be, they were stunning examples of the female form by anyone's measure. As they sat back down, he took a look at Harmony's post-work clothes and addressed her.
"Harmony, I was wondering, is your family attending this years country fair?"
She said, "Yes," and stood for about five minutes talking about the coming event. The grin on my face grew until I started laughing.
All three of them looked at me. "What is it, Terry?" The twin dressed in Melody's clothes said.
"I'm sorry, George," I looked at our waiter, "However the girls have been trying to play a joke on me at your expense. You see, that is not Harmony that you have been talking with for the last five minutes; it's Melody." Three sets of jaws dropped for two different reasons.
"How did you know?" George asked.
I shrugged, "It's hard to explain, but there is a multitude of reasons that the girls look different. But for the most part, when I look at them, they FEEL, different to me."
"Really?"
Again I shrugged, "Yeah, I don't know if I can explain it, but I can just tell."
Melody grinned, looking at Harmony, "We will see about that!" She said; her sister gave a sly little grin back.
Over the next month, in the lead up to my family coming to visit, the girls were constantly trying to trick me into thinking they were each other. Sometimes they would try to lead me into believing they were themselves but then try to act differently; other times, they would try to swap clothes or rooms or do things differently. One time, Harmony tried to come to work as Melody; I let her get almost to lunchtime before I gave her a complex task that only Melody would have the knowledge to do.
"Your dad needs this report in an hour," I said to Harmony; I could see she was trying not to panic and give away the ruse. She thought that she had fooled me this time.
"Sure, sweetie, it will be ready as usual."
"Awesome, oh and by the way...."
"Yes?"
"You should most likely call Melody and get her to come to help you with it." I walked away laughing. William caught me laughing, walking out of Melody's office, and Harmony sitting there getting caught out. He raised his eyebrows, beckoning me.
"What has my daughter done now?"
"Nothing, the girls tried to trick me again; they thought I wouldn't notice, so I lined up the day to catch them out."
"So you noticed that?"
"Yeah, from the moment Harmony got in the car pretending to be Melody, I knew, so I kept making more requests of her here in the office till I gave her a task that only Melody could do here in the office."
We laughed about that for a few minutes.
"I had a feeling they were trying to get you. I usually wouldn't accept that when it comes to business, but knowing you and your relationship with the girls, I thought I would see where it goes." he paused and looked at me. "You know, very few people can tell the girls apart, even up close. However, almost from the moment you met them, you know which of them is which."
He got up, went to the cabinet at the back of his office, and returned with a bottle of Michter's Whiskey and a couple of glasses. It was a little before lunchtime, and it wasn't unheard of William to do this with a manager. However, with the topic of conversation, I was wondering where it was going. He poured us both a measure.
"I guess it's time that I ask how you're finding it here?"
The question caught me a little off guard; I thought we would keep talking about the girls and my developing relationship with his daughters. But, instead, I smiled as I took a sip of my whiskey.
"Honestly, I love it. The people are great, the work is interesting, and I feel like I am making a difference to my fellow plumbers out there in the world. I mean, I can't thank Martha and yourself enough for the opportunity. You gave me something when I was at my lowest, and I hope that I am meeting your expectations." I paused, a sudden thought coming to mind that it was not all sunshine and unicorns.
"Why is that William? Have I not been meeting your expectations?"
He snorted, looking at his glass, already a third gone. "Quite the opposite, Terry," he looked up at me. "Everyone loves you. You care and listen, you don't yell at people, and when you find an opportunity to improve our quality or process, you bring the right people along and share the credit. Our old quality manager, Tom, was well-loved but very stagnant in his ways; you have brought so many new ideas that I think we will need to look at new growth projects before the end of next quarter, at least double what we were expecting."
He looked at me thoughtfully for a moment, that look that all bosses can give to their staff. But it wasn't a critical assessment, more of a soul searching look. "In all honesty, we all love you here, and I am hoping that we were meeting YOUR standards. In some ways, it's easier to talk to you than the others because of how close we are," I nodded, "In others, it's a lot harder....."
I watched him as he took a larger swallow of his drink; there wasn't a lot left in his glass now.
"What I mean to say is that ever since you rescued the girls, I can see the obvious connection between the three of you. I know they spent most nights in your room; I'd have to be blind not to see the affection between the three of you." He sighed. "Terry, I'm going to be blunt. When I look at you, I see the son that I never had, but it's hard seeing the three of you together; they are my babies after all." He trailed off.
It was my turn to take a big swallow of my drink. I felt the liquor burn a little as it flowed down my throat. I thought for a few moments how to respond, I had known William for just over a year now, and I knew this topic was as hard for him as it was for me.
It was my turn to sigh, "You're not wrong William, the affections that I have for both of them are growing every day. Even today's little stunt by both of them makes me feel loved by both of them."
William looked at me, "I thought it was funny, but you say you feel loved by them for trying to trick you at work?" he raised his eyebrows.
"When I was growing up, my older sister Kim used to tease me as all older siblings do, it was never mean spirited, but she would push me to better myself. She would challenge me to always look for the hidden truth when she picked on me. She would be trying to help me most of the time, and she was always there for me when I needed it."
"I feel the same way with Melody and Harmony, we have spent so much time talking, and yes, there has been a lot of physical affection." He glared at me for a moment, father instincts coming into play, but then softened, and he waited for me to continue.
"For the past month, the girls have been trying to trick me in different ways to make me think it was each other. But, even today, they never denied it, and there was always a grin or a glint in their eyes. They may have been testing me, but they would never do it to hurt me. Every evening, they make sure to talk to me about it, ensuring they have never gone too far or hurt my feelings. I never got that consideration from Carol or Mackenzie!"
I looked down into my whiskey glass. "I know that I am still hurt by what Carol and Mackenzie did to me. However, both Melody and Harmony have made a lot of that fade into the background. Oh, I know I still have a lot of processing to do, feelings to sort out and more than likely disagreements with my ex-family to go through. It's just..."
"Just what, Terry?" William prodded.
"I think, no, I know, I am falling in love with both of them." I let my shoulders fall, the admission to their father sealing one wound left by what I left behind, but opening another being in love with two sisters and telling it to their father. "They are both different, yet when I look at either of them, I don't feel complete without both of them."
I looked at William, who was sitting and rolling the last tiny bit of whiskey around his glass as he contemplated me.
"I have to apologise, William; I likely should not have shared this with you, as these are your daughters. I know how much family is to you, and talking to you about this is likely harder to hear from me than it is for me say, and I know how hard it is to say."
He snorted again, much like he did that time back at the hospital when Dr Dickhead was ranting at me; it felt like he resolved something in his head.
"You're right Terry; I love my daughters like there is no tomorrow; there is nothing in this world that I wouldn't do for them. Martha and I have been watching the three of you over the past few months, and I won't say watching you and them is easy, but Terry," he paused for effect. "They WANT you!" Melody doesn't want you separately from Harmony or vice-versa; if their conversations with Martha and I are any indications, they both want you equally. It might be strange and an unconventional relationship, but if you make my girls happy, then I am not going to stand in the way."
"And, sure as their father, you sitting here telling me this is hard, but I think you might be wrong. I believe your struggling with this more than anyone right now. You love two girls wholly and completely. Can I give you a word of advice?"
I nodded, taking another sip of the beautiful whiskey.
"Just let it be for now; those girls will get what they want when they put their minds to it, and when they work together, there are very few forces, their mother and I included, that can stop them. Having watched you, I know that with whatever happens, the three of you will always be close."
I gave him a sly smile, "William, I have to say that you're very casual about this considering you're talking to a suitor for your daughters."
"Terry, since the girls hit their teenage years, I can count on one hand, between the two of them, how many guys they have dated. When one has shown interest in a boy, the other carries out the scrutiny. This is the first time that I think they have been in sync on a guy. And honestly, I like you. You ending up with my girls works for me as I know your character and quality. After what you went through with Carol and Mackenzie, I know you would never hurt either of my daughters."
We spoke for a few minutes more, and when we stood to walk to the manufacturing floor together, we heard footsteps retreating quickly from the other side of Williams office door. Opening it, we noticed two flames of red hair retreating into Melody's office. Poking our heads in, we could see that Melody had joined Harmony; both looked embarrassed. I wonder how much of the conversation they heard?
[:::: - ::::]
The weekend my family had come to visit was a little bitter-sweet for me. They marvelled at the house, were complimentary but teasing about my blossoming relationship with the girls, and we had a grand time reminiscing about past times. Everyone heard stories about my childhood; Kim told tall tales about how she teased me at school. We even fondly remembered some of the family times with Mackenzie growing up. By the end, I was a little sad. However, they were fond memories even if someone else's actions had fouled them.
It was then that the next blow in my life landed. My mum, Josephine, had been quiet all night. But suddenly, she commanded the conversation, and everyone fell silent.
"Terry, we have something we need to tell you. If you recall, a few months ago, right around the time of your divorce, I wasn't feeling well. So we had some tests, and we have just had them redone and verified."
I knew this wasn't going to be good, there were tears in mum and dad's eyes, but mum continued.
"I have cancer."
Several things in this life can get you upset; I'd been through a few already, but hearing that my mother had cancer was not one that I was ready for.
"Mum, I know this is silly, but are you sure?"
My dad John, jumped in, "Yes, son, we're sure, from what we know, it's a fairly rare type of bone cancer. There are treatments, and we don't know what the future brings, but we wanted to let you know." My dad, the master plumber who had been there my entire life, and I never saw him cry, had tears streaming down his face as he told us. Although, I must admit, so did everyone.
For the next hour, we all sat around; Harmony went inside and brought out her tablet and asked mum and dad for details so she could look up points around the type of cancer and treatments. She spent a few minutes browsing sites, generally ignoring Dr Google for medical sites she knew and gave a good breakdown on treatments and success rates, which she was happy to report were relatively high.
At the end of the sad conversation, everyone started drifting off to rooms. Tomorrow being Saturday, we were all heading into town after a late breakfast for some shopping. So after a while, it was just Kim, Paul, Melody, Harmony and me along with the remainders of a jug of sangria that Martha had made earlier.
"So, how is mum really, Kim?" I asked at one point.
"She's devastated, little bro," Kim said sadly. "I've only known a few more days than you, and I must admit I have cried myself to sleep more than once in that time. I mean, come on, this is mum!"
"I know!" I almost exploded, "After everything this past year, I hoped that we would catch a break!" I felt Melody slip her hand into mine; Harmony slipped her hand into my other hand. I looked at Harmony.
"I know cancer is always serious, but how serious is this one?" I asked Harmony.
She thought for a moment before responding, "It's pretty rare from what I can tell, and if caught earlier enough is less of a worry. However, it can move quickly in later stages, being that it can affect the bone marrow."
"I suppose that I am going to have to let Carol and Mackenzie know at some point." I slumped forward; of all the hard conversations that I would have to have, that one was going to be upsetting.
Kim looked at me, "Not yet, Terry; those bitches can wait a while until we know more around mum's treatment." I felt there was more.
"What are you not saying, Kim?"
She looked at me and sighed; a lot of that was going around lately.
"After you moved a few months ago, it took less than a week for Mackenzie to reach out to mum and dad and ask to see them."
"And you didn't tell me because?"
"Well, at the time, you had just had your accident and were recovering thanks to your eternal helpers here." She smiled at the girls. "We didn't think in your condition that you needed to know."
I gulped and shot a glare at Kim. She held up her hands in defence.
"Terry, we were not trying to hide anything; it just didn't come up once you were feeling better."
"So tell me what happened?"
"Well, mum and dad were upset; they loathe what Carol did to you and were obviously disappointed in Mackenzie, but they still love her, so they agreed to see her. The dickhead, Stephen was the one to bring Mackenzie over; Mackenzie introduced him as her new father, and mum just about hit the roof."
Kim gave me a sad smile.
"Their meeting lasted less than five minutes; dad asked Dr Dickhead to wait outside, and when he insisted that his daughter would not enter a house that he couldn't, dad asked them both to leave. Mackenzie cried and told them they were not being fair. She cried that she hadn't seen them on her birthday and hadn't gotten her birthday presents from them."
"Well, at that point, mum fired up and told Mackenzie pretty much what you did about being a selfish little bitch. Mum told her how she was disappointed that she had lost a loving granddaughter and that she was ashamed of what she had done to you.
"Mum actually said that?" my mother never swore.
"Yeah, dad laughed when he told me, though there wasn't much humour in his eyes. Anyway, after that, dad asked them to leave again; they got into dickheads's BMW, Mackenzie crying and as they drove off dickhead gave mum and dad the finger out the window. That's the last mum and dad have heard from them."
"He sounds like a right royal prick!" Melody exclaimed.
"Well, he's not getting an easy run from the hospital at the moment," Kim told us and proceeded to tell us all how he was on probation with no bonuses for two years following his treatment of me. "From what I gather, he does have a trust fund. However, it's limited, and it appears there is not much left in it, so between Carol and him, they have not been entirely living within their means for the last few months."



I snorted, "Well, they had been fucking behind my back with Mackenzie's blessing for the last few years, so I don't give a shit if they're doing well or not." I thought a moment. "Actually.... I hope not."
Kim laughed the first genuine laugh for a while. She looked at my girlfriends.
"Um, girls, would you mind if I spoke to my brother privately for a few minutes?"
"No problems, Kim," Harmony said and got up, giving me a big hug; Melody did the same a moment later. Paul kissed Kim, and the girls looped arms with him as they went inside. We watched them wander in smile both of us smiling at Paul being uncomfortable escorted by the two beauties while being watched by his wife.
"Terry, aside from mum's news, I also have a couple of other things to tell you."
I think she saw the panic in my eyes; I wasn't sure I could take another blow tonight.
"Relax, little brother; it's mostly good news."
I waited.
"You're going to be an uncle!"
I just about jumped over the table to hug her; she let me know that they were a little over twelve weeks but hadn't said anything due to my accident and recovery. I was a little pissed but understood. We spoke for a few more minutes, and I could tell she was genuinely excited but a little scared about being a parent.
A few minutes later, her mood darkened as she changed topics.
"Terry, the other thing I need to tell you is that Carol has filed a motion against you for keeping the university money. She and dickhead are adamant that it belongs to them. Of course, they say it's all for Mackenzie's education, but who knows."
I shrugged, looking at my sister. "It doesn't surprise me, Kim. The day I left, and I got my chance to give my rant at Carol, I got the impression she was only minimally upset about what I said. All she wanted was the money; everything else was window dressing. So what are your thoughts?"
"I've written back to the courts and referenced divorce findings. Of course, I don't expect anything to come of it, but you need to know." She looked at me with a question in her eyes. "I assume that you haven't touched it?"
"Don't need to; my annual salary alone is almost double what is in that account, and the bonus that William is talking to me about if we keep performing is also significant. Not to mention...."
I swept my hand around me in a grand gesture.
"I'm staying here pretty much rent-free. I've tried to give William and Martha money for rent, but they refuse it telling me that hero's money is no good with them."
Kim laughed.
"Yes, and speaking of Hero's, what's the real deal with you and those two?" my sister asked, grinning at me.
Kim and I had always been close. When she and Paul got serious years ago, I was her confidant. Even before my issues with Carol and Mackenzie, Kim always knew my mind.
"Honestly... I thought it would take years to feel something again. But when I look at them, I get a tingle that I never even knew with Carol."
"You mean one of them, right?"
"No, Kim, both, I feel differently about both. We all like different things, but I feel love for both of them in equal measures. It's all growing at the same rate, and I can't think of starting a relationship with one without hurting the other."
"We have been talking about it between the three of us, and the girls both tell me they want me together, not one on one. And in my mind, I can't separate them."
Kim looked at me a moment, it had been a while since my big sister studied me, but it was there now.
"Terry, I don't know if I have the right advice for you, but one thing I can tell is that both those girls feel pretty much the same about you."
We sat for a moment.
"Have you fucked them yet?"
I just about spat my drink.
"Kim!"
She laughed, "I'm serious. Have you slept with them yet?"
"Well, sort of, most nights they fall asleep in bed with me, and they have helped me shower as I was recovering," I blushed at the memories, especially that first time, "But no, I haven't had sex with either of them yet."
"Why not?"
I looked at my sister, "Seriously, I am one guy, there are two girls, and they're sisters, that's just...."
She dismissed my concern with a glance, "Look; if I am right, both those girls adore you. I've been watching the way they look at you, how they touch you. They know the conflict in you, which is why they are talking to you about it. Suppose you could date both of them or sleep with both of them, and they are okay with it. Who is to tell you not to. Our society accepts pretty much anything these days anyway!"
Part of me loved the idea of dating and making love to the two beautiful sisters, and more than once, I had drifted off to sleep hard as steel thinking about sex with them as we all fell asleep on my bed.
"I don't know, Kim; it's not me."
"Bullshit, little brother, I saw your face just now; you were thinking of both of them together with you in bed, I'm sure of it!"
I blushed; Kim was usually right.
"I'm not going to deny that it's every man's fantasy, but still...."
"TERRY!!!"
"What?"
"This is a lot more than a crush; I can see it written on their faces; even now, I can see it in your eyes. It's not just about fucking them; it's not just a fantasy; you truly are falling in love with both of them, aren't you?"
I paused and looked at my drink, "Yes..."
"Then you need to step up your game. I get it, you're a little messed up because of Carol and Mackenzie, but I guarantee from what I've seen tonight that they feel the same about you. So for fucks sake, Terry, do something!"
I looked at Kim then took a swig from my glass.
"Kim, I'm a little scared; I don't want to lose either of them; I don't think either of them knows how much they both mean to me. We do everything together; if I am out on the town, I'm with them. If I am home, I am with them. I don't want to screw that up. To me, it's pretty much double or nothing!
Kim laughed.
"Oh my poor, poor little brother, you have it bad, don't you."
I smirked for the first time, "Yeah, I guess I do! I love them, Kim, both of them, wholly and completely." It was the first time I had openly admitted it; talking with Kim, it felt right to confide in her.
"Look, Terry, I am going to give you some womanly advice. First, take action because if I'm right, and you know I usually am, they are going to take matters into their own hands!"
"What do you mean by that?"
"Call it women's intuition, but I know they aren't going to wait much longer for you to get with the programme. And you're not going to be expecting it when they come for you." She grinned.
We spoke about the girls for another ten minutes before Paul came out for Kim and told her it was time for bed. Apparently, my pregnant sister's husband wanted to ensure she got a good night's sleep every night. So we followed inside, and both Melody and Harmony came downstairs. They were in cotton nighties that didn't quite hug their curves, but I could tell they didn't have bras on underneath. They gave both Kim and Paul hugs and wished them goodnight before grabbing me and dragging me to my bedroom, and ushering me into bed. They climbed in on either side of me and held me.
"Good Night Terry," Harmony said in a sultry voice, kissing me lightly and sensually on the lips.
"Good Night Terry," Melody said, repeating her sister's tone and the kiss on the lips.
When I awoke the following day, on my right was Melody, her head on my shoulder, her breathing light like she was only just asleep and any movement would wake her. On my left was Harmony, she was awake, and her emerald green eyes were looking at me. They were both in the sheets with me, and I could feel their warm bodies against me, skin on skin. As Harmony watched my eyes open, I felt her hand wander down towards my morning wood but stop short of its target.
She smiled at me, "Good morning, sleepy".
I smiled back as the words woke Melody; she rolled over a little more, gently kissing my chest and trying to bury herself into me. I could feel her hand on my chest and her breasts pressed into my sides. Harmony blushed and spoke.
"Terry, we have a confession to make." Harmony said.
"Yes?"
Melody pulled her head up off my chest and sighed. Then, responding to the question, I shot her sister. I was getting used to the twins responding to each other in some ways.
"When we went inside with Paul last night, we kind of went into my old room and overheard the end of your conversation with Kim where you were talking about us."
I was suddenly fully awake, and my immediate reaction was embarrassment that I wanted to pull away.
"Terry," Harmony responded while Melody pinned me to the mattress. "We are sorry we eavesdropped; however, Kim is correct. We are both in love with you. At first, you were the hero who saved us, but we have both had feelings that have developed over the last few months as we got to know you more. More than friendship, and while both are different, our feelings complement each other. When we heard what Kim said last night about dating both of us, in some ways, we feel that you already are, with how you treat us...."
Melody continued, "When we heard your confession to Kim and the confusion you were in, we decided that we would take action ourselves. We have been talking about this for a few weeks now; we're sisters and twins, so we both want you, and there is not much off-limits. Do you want us?"
She looked at me with pleading eyes, deep green, shiny for someone who had woken up a few moments before, but there was a sparkle in them that agreed with the words that they had spoken.
"Yes," I looked at both of them, letting the final barriers of resistance in my mind melt away. They were smiling, and I felt them both lean in further against me. "But how, I mean both of you, with me, how would that work?"
Melody laughed, "He's still a guy, just thinking in the physical."
Harmony giggled, her hand slipping another couple of inches towards my enhanced morning wood. "Terry, Melody and I have spoken about this. We are okay to share you; we have always watched out for each other, and you already know that being naked in front of each other is not an issue for us. And before you ask, no, we never have, nor will we ever have a sexual relationship with each other, so you can keep that fantasy to yourself!" I snorted; I had entertained the notion but dismissed it as a fantasy, much as the conversation I was having now. "We would like to love you together though if we are to move forward in a relationship, we are open to seeing how we go all having sex together, though you will be our focus."
I think we all blushed.
"Damn, well, the focus and love of two beautiful women that love me at the same time, what man in his right mind would ever say no to that? But, girls, what will everyone think?"
Melody snorted, "Mum had already spoken to us about it a few weeks ago; she has watched us growing closer and is cautious but happy for us."
I was trying to think of the next thing to say when Harmony leaned in and kissed me thoroughly on the lips. This kiss wasn't the chaste gratitude kisses I had gotten in the past; no, this was a soul exchanging kiss, full of passion and need. Our tongues danced as her hands eased even further towards my manhood. I could feel Melody kissing my neck and chest until she latched onto one of my nipples and gently sucked, making me groan and used her tongue until she saw Harmony pull back from me.
"My turn!" she said happily.
With that, Melody then pressed her lips to mine, and again, I felt the exchange of souls. Her kiss was with as much the passion that Harmony had, though she used more tongue. When she pulled back, I looked at both girls, now my girls, and saw not a trace of jealousy in either gaze.
"You felt it with both of us just now, didn't you?" was Melody's question
"Yes, though I don't understand it, but yes, there was something there with both of you. Something I have never felt before, even with my ex-wife."
For the next ten minutes, we exchanged kisses and touches in the range of a lover's embrace. Harmony's hand continued to make its way to the base of my cock, and I had handfuls of breasts to play with. I could feel she was mere moments from grasping my cock when there was a knock at my bedroom door. But, like teenagers caught doing something, they shouldn't everyone retreated just a little.
"Terry, can I come in?" It was Martha.
"Sure, Martha." If this relationship was going to happen, then I suppose the sooner we all got used to it, the better, and that included family.
Martha opened the door and walked in; she saw the girls wrapped up around me and stopped. I wasn't quite sure what she was thinking for a moment until she smiled, coming and sitting on the end of my bed.
"It's okay girls, your father and I have been watching the three of you for weeks, and William told me he spoke with Terry the other day. But girls," she paused and looked at both her daughters. "If this happens and you both claim Terry as yours, I never want to hear either of you complaining about the other. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, mum!" they both said in unison.
"And Terry!"
I gulped; I felt like this was the shakedown.
"Yes, Martha?"
Her gaze hardened. "While I know you are one of the most honourable men I have ever met, don't think for a second that I won't gut you like a pig on market day if you hurt either of my girls!"
I gulped, she smiled.
"It's okay, Terry, I would say this to any suitor of my girls, and that I only have to say it to one man is both easier and more difficult. You three are going to cause quite a bit of gossip around town. Now breakfast will be ready in a bit, so I want the three of you to get up and come join everyone else."
With that, Martha got up and walked out.
"A pig, eh?" I looked at the girls.
"On market day," Melody giggled and then kissed me.
"Well, a really good looking pig," Harmony said, sitting up and shaking her breasts for me.
We spent a few more minutes kissing, and the girls got up. They were topless, and I was admiring the view, and I must admit that, when they both bent over, I wasn't sure if I could get out of bed as we all got dressed.
Breakfast was good, bacon and eggs with hash browns, spinach and of course coffee. The girls sat beside me, and while there were several looks exchanged, nothing was said. Kim smiled at me all breakfast and afterwards cornered me outside while everyone else went to get ready.
"With how those two are acting with you this morning, you took my advice and made your move, eh?"
"Actually, no," she cocked her head and looked at me.
"But what I just saw...."
I grinned back at her, "They were eavesdropping on our conversation last night from up there," I pointed to Harmony's old bedroom window. "And chose to take the matter into their own hands when I woke this morning; I had two almost naked beautiful women in my arms. And no, before you ask, nothing happened as we were interrupted, but we agree that there is something there between the girls and me and that we are going to see where it goes."
She laughed, "My brother, the stud muffin, goes from being done over by a cheating skank and duplicitous daughter to two women who eclipse both in beauty and devotion. But, Terry!"
"Yes?"
"Be careful, please!"
"I will, Kim."
The next couple of days were great with the family. William arranged for Dad, Paul and me to get a hot lap on the Bathurst supercar track while the girls went to a day spa. It had been years since I had so much fun. There was no pressure, no commitments to be somewhere by a particular time, no demands for money; it was just casual fun where everyone had a good time. Then, of course, when everyone came back together, the girls hung onto me whenever they could, sometimes together other times separately, it felt good to be wanted.
When my family headed back to Maitland, I agreed to come up for the weekend in a couple of months when mum came out from her first cancer treatment. I would also use that time to catch up with a few friends and follow up on the legals regarding Carol and Mackenzie.
The girls and I continued to develop our relationship, and generally, they spent their nights in my room. Most nights, all three of us slept topless and more than once, I had awoken with my hands holding their magnificent breasts. As identical twins, they both were towards the top end of a C-cup, their areola was dark pink, and their nipples stood out quite a bit when they were excited. I must have spent an hour that first night exploring their chests, kissing, caressing and as hard as a rock.
The girls, for their part, felt up my body and the first time, I felt both their hands together on my hard cock on our bed; I must admit I came right there and then, coating their hands. While our physical connection was growing day by day, so was our emotional connection. I felt the spark was fanned into flame with both girls. The fact I was in love with both of them still confused me, but I loved both of them differently but equally.
Everything changed the Wednesday night before I was heading back to Maitland. We had just finished dinner; William, Martha, the girls, and I were sitting down in the living room, each of us with a book to just chill out. The conversation was light, the atmosphere casual. Harmony was reading 'Pride and Predigiuce' and laughed. I looked over at her; her eyes were alive with joy as she smiled at what she was reading; I tickled my foot against her calf where we were touching, and she looked over at me. "I love you," I said without pause, and the room stopped.
It took me a moment to realise that I had just said out loud what I was feeling, and I almost baulked.
"I mean..." I paused; I looked over to Melody, who was now looking at me wide-eyed and felt like she might be missing out, "No, what I want to say is that I love both of you."
Alright, it was time to lay it all out there and say the words.
"Melody and Harmony, ever since you have come into my life, I have felt alive in ways I never thought possible. That I have two amazing girlfriends that love me so much and allow me to love you back is more than I ever thought possible." I leaned over Melody, "I love you, Melody," and I pulled her to me for a kiss. I then leaned over the other way, "I love you, Harmony," and I pulled her in for a kiss. Then it was awkward; William and Martha were sitting there watching. We had not kissed in front of anyone else until that moment.
The girls had dropped their books and had melted into my arms. Both of them were making puppy dog eyes at me; William cleared his throat. "Terry, it's ok; I think we have all had a chat, and we are all grown up enough to know what's happening; this is new to all of us. Just look after my girls, please. Trust me, I never want Martha to take you to market!"
The slight jibe cleared the air, all of us laughing. We all put our books down and, over the next hour, spoke clearly and openly about the three of us being in a real relationship together. I again positioned that I had fallen in love with both of them, and the girls then told me they loved me as well. When we retired that night, I snuggled into my girls, and they held me tight, their kisses light and loving. I thought we were all drifting off when Harmony spoke up.
"Terry?"
"Yes?"
"I want you to take Melody first!"
I was falling asleep feeling loved, but suddenly I was awake.
"Sorry?"
She grinned at me; she was in her usual position on my left while Melody on my right tucked into my chest; we both looked at her.
"I know it's only a matter of time, my love, before we give ourselves to you completely, and I've been thinking about it. But, I want you to make love to Melody first before me."



I reached out the cupped her cheek. "Why Harmony?"
"Because Melody is a virgin, and I'm not."
I looked at Melody, and she nodded. Harmony continued.
"As you know, Melody and I have not dated a lot; we have tended to protect each other from guys until you came along." I nodded; this I had heard from both William and the girls.
"Well, when we were nineteen, I had a boyfriend, Chad," Melody scowled; Harmony blushed. "Chad and I dated for about six months casually while I was at university for nursing school, and while Melody disapproved of him, I still kept seeing him. One night we went out to a party and had a few drinks. Before I knew it, I had let him between my legs, and he fucked me."
A tear rolled down her cheek, and Melody reached out a hand to her sister. "In the morning, I woke up in a strange room alone; I had dried cum all over my thighs but no idea where he was. I was feeling vulnerable, and when I got dressed, I started searching room by room for him." She paused. I could feel this was hard for her; I slid my hand under hers, squeezing while Melody continued to have her hand on the other side.
"When I found Chad, he was naked and was snuggled behind a well-known university slut, Charlotte; I cried just feeling used. I could see that she also had cum leaking from her, so I just ran. I ran out of the house and came home, spending the next three days in my room crying. Melody and mum were able to get out of me what happened and helped me. Chad never called me again; the next time I saw him on campus, he stopped and went the other way. I heard later that someone talked with him. Melody and I believe that mum and dad were involved ensuring Chad never had anything else to do with me. But we never confirmed it as we never spoke to anyone about that night again."
I moved a little, pulled Harmony over to me, and rolled her slightly on top of me, kissing her. I looked into her eyes.
"Thank you for trusting me enough to tell me that. I promise that I will never make you feel so.... used. I think you know that your sister and I love you."
Melody moved back, giving us room, never letting go of her sister's hand. Harmony nodded, a few tears rolling down her face; she kissed me again then looked at Melody.
"I know Terry, and I love you so much, but I have had my first time, and I want you to give Melody hers before you give me my second,"
"Okay," I said.
"Okay," Harmony said and smiled at me.
"Melody," I turned and looked at my other girlfriend.
"Yes?"
"Take your panties off, please."
Both girls went wide-eyed. However, Melody shifted, and she lifted her hips and pulled the black cotton briefs she was wearing over her hips and down her legs, then she laid back on the bed in the place I had just vacated. While we had been naked in the shower several times and there had been some playful caressing, this was to become a new level of intimacy. I could see she was embarrassed. I leaned into Melody and kissed her, then started nibbling down her body. I kissed her neck and breasts but kept moving south, my mouth leaving a trail as I made it to her belly button and those amazing creamy thighs. I moved around to position myself to eat her out, but she was breathing heavy, and her legs were tight. I looked over at Harmony; her chest was also heaving as she watched, her nipples hard, but I kept most of my focus on Melody.
"Melody, honey, I want you to open your legs!"
"Terry, um..", she looked at me unsure, but there was something else, her face was nervous, but her eyes had that gleam of building lust.
"Melody, I'm asking you, open your beautiful legs; I want to see you."
In moments she spread her legs, and I got my first good look at her most private areas. Her firm milky white thighs led into a mound with puffy pussy lips that, when excited, were thick and meaty. Her clit was slightly extended, and there was just a hint of moisture that I could see. I also caught her smell; it was clean and fresh but gave me a tang of arousal, telling me how turned on she was. On top of her mound, she had a thick red bush trimmed into a triangle, pointing directly to the top of her mons.
I kissed my way up those thighs, and Melody's eyes went wide as she realised I wasn't going to fuck her just yet.
"Terry, you don't have to...."
"I want to, my love, relax and let your man please you."
With that, I went to work. My mouth lightly brushed her extended lips. Melody groaned with what was the first time another person had touched her sexually. I worked on kissing each part of her labia, gently sucking on her clit, then running my tongue up and down to her pleasure. I looked up at her face, her eyes were closed, and she held the bedsheets in balled fists. I think she was getting close to an orgasm. I kept running my tongue over her clit, keeping her on edge as I looked at Harmony. Harmony was kneeling on the bed and had one hand tweaking one of her nipples and another in her panties as she watched us. She was looking at me eat her sister out and then focused on my eyes looking at her.
"I love you!" she mouthed as she watched me eat out her sister.
I kept it up for another five minutes before Melody exploded, and I mean, exploded, I wasn't expecting it, but Melody was a squirter. In my experience with Carol, her orgasms made her a little wet, but that's it. Melody simply soaked my face and grabbed a pillow screaming into it as her hips tried to rise and fall through her orgasm. My face was soaked, but my grin plastered my face more than her cum.
"Oh my God, Terry, Oh my GOD!" she moaned as she came down and lifted the pillow off her face. "I never.... Oh my God, I just...." Then, finally, she stopped and drew in a big breath. "I love you, Terry Other; please come and kiss me and then before anything else, can you do the same for Harmony. I want you so much right now; I want to feel your cock deep inside me, but she needs you as much as I do, more as her first time was nothing like that!"
I climbed up her body and kissed her, her juice still covering my face; she kissed me deeply, and within a moment, I could feel her pussy soaking my boxer briefs grinding on my cock. Then, finally, she bit her lip and pushed me away.
"Harmony!" was all Melody said as she pushed me away.
Looking over at Harmony, already stripping her panties and lying down on her side of the bed. I should tell you that Melody and Harmony were not true identical twins at this point. Well, they were, but as Melody had a thick triangle of hair above her pussy, Harmony was waxed bare and smooth. As she laid down, I grabbed the sheet, wiped my face, and slid over to lay beside Harmony. I kissed her and looked into her beautiful eyes.
"Baby, I want to wipe away that bad memory; I belong to both of you, there is no one else, and I am going to love you forever and make sure you know how special you are."
I then began kissing down her breasts and sides just as I had done to Melody. When I moved around between her legs, she closed them just like Melody did; she smiled at me. Melody giggled beside us.
"Harmony, open your legs, baby."
She bit her lip then shook her head.
"Harmony, my love, open your legs and let me see you!" I repeated as I had with Melody.
She looked over at her sister, and something passed between them, then she looked back at me, her smile playful.
"No!" she said, smiling at me. "We all need to be naked; we want to see you too!"
So this was the game. I quickly stood on the mattress hosting the three of us and, without ceremony, pulled my boxer briefs down, exposing my hard rock erection. My cock is decent, it was just under seven inches long, and I was cut. My girls had nothing but lust in their eyes, and as I watched Melody licked her lips, and her hand went straight to her pussy. For a moment, Harmony relaxed her legs and almost opened up. I knelt back down between her legs.
"Now, Harmony, baby, open your legs and let me see you."
She did. I repeated the same process I had with her sister; I kissed her thighs and teased her labia and clit. Her taste was almost identical to Melody, but then again, it was slightly different too. I worked her pussy for nearly fifteen minutes before she came; she moaned hard as Melody did, but she didn't quite squirt like Melody, but when she came, her cum flowed out of her like a river. I lapped up as much as I could, and like her sister, before I could clean my face, she beckoned me up and kissed me.
As we kissed, she cried, " I love you, Terry, that was incredible." Then, she paused and looked at Melody. While I was eating Harmony, Melody had been playing with herself. "We love you, Terry, you're now ours, and we are now yours!"
We lay down for a few minutes naked in the afterglow our their orgasms, and they just snuggled me. It didn't take long, though, before they again took notice of my hard cock.
"Look, Harmony, our poor man has been looking after us, and what does her get?"
"Us!" Harmony replied, and before I knew it, I had the two of them kneeling over my erection. They both played with me for a few minutes, giving me strokes and playing with my balls. At one point, a massive drop of pre-cum leaked out of my cock head. Melody rubbed it on her finger and licked it up, "Oh wow, it's different to what I thought, kind of sweet."
"Let me try," Harmony said.
So for the next few minutes, they played, each taking more of my pre-cum and giggling as they made me groan. It didn't take long before Melody lent down and licked my cock head, causing my cock to jerk in their hands. Again, harmony laughed, "I think he likes it!" after that, they kept getting bolder as they proceeded to take turns licking and sucking my cock. What was even better for me is that with the way they were kneeling on the bed, I had a good view of both their asses; I ran my hand down their cheeks, trailing over their rosebuds and their pussies, both of them moaned.
"Harmony, why don't you try sucking on the head while I stroke him?"
"Mm okay," and she started sucking while Melody stroked.
It didn't take me long before I was ready to explode, and I had been trying to hold back for a while.
"Girls, I'm gonna cum!" I moaned about three seconds before I did.
Harmony pulled back as Melody stroked me, and I unleashed a cum like never before. Spurt after spurt of creaming white cum was released and arched high, hitting several places, including Harnomys breasts, Melody's thighs, my stomach and even one on my neck.
"Wow!" Melody said, "Terry, that was incredible. I never knew a guy could cum that hard!"
I laughed, "That's all you girls; you both turn me on like nothing I have ever felt before!"
Melody looked at me, searching, "Terry, how long before you can go again?"
"I'm not sure."
"Not long," Harmony smiled at me. "We're going to help him.
With that, she turned and put her breasts in my face, I started kissing and sucking on one. A moment later, a second breast joined, and I had one breast from each of my girls in my mouth for the first time at the same time. I groaned, and I felt my cock stir to life again. In moments I was hard. The girls pulled back.
Harmony looked at her sister. "See Melody, not long. Now it's your turn. Let our man make you a woman!"
Melody blushed and looked at me.
"How do you want it, baby?" I asked. Melody thought for a moment.
"I want you on top." As she laid down and again spread her legs. I laid on top of her and positioned myself.
"You ready?" I asked.
"Yes, my love, and don't worry, while I am a virgin, I don't have a hymen as I have used a lot of toys over the years!"
I felt myself slip inside her. After our playtime earlier, she was wet and ready. She groaned; as I bottomed out, I could feel the back wall of her cervix and the entry to her womb, pretty much a perfect fit. I built up speed, and within a few minutes, I was pounding her hard into the mattress. She wasn't quite cumming, but she was close. And while all of us guys like to think we're superman, I did have to slow down after a few minutes.
"So good, baby," she whispered as I paused, still deep in her, "But now you need to claim my sister!"
Cupping my cheek, I felt her rise with me as I pulled out. Harmony was already laying back and pretty much panting as I lined up my cock with her hungry womanhood. I slowly but firmly entered her. In moments she pulled me to her and kissed me as I bottomed out in her just like Melody. I moved slowly again, building up a pace and fucked Harmony for all I was worth. But, again, not being superhuman, I couldn't keep the pace up forever, and I was beginning to feel the tingle of orgasm. Finally, I stopped and leaned into Harmony.
"Are you ok?" I asked.
She kissed me again, "Are you kidding, stud? You are amazing; we are never letting you out of this bed if this is what fucking is like!" we all laughed, and I felt Melody move closer to us. I was still balls deep in her sister as she kissed my neck. Harmony felt my cock twitch inside her as Melody kissed me. "Melody, caress his ass and balls; I want our man to cum a second time."
She did, and it had the effect, "Fuck!" I yelled. I had to pull out quickly, shooting my second load of the night all over Harmony as Melody reached in and stroked my cock, getting the maximum amount out of me.
After that, we wound down. We all took to the shower, cleaned each other off, and changed the bedsheets before falling asleep and a satisfied heap. Part of me wondered why I didn't compare any part of that to the sex that Carol and I ever had, but I found it was no comparison. Where Carol and I enjoyed a good romp, I never felt any type of connection that I did with Melody and Harmony. Well, I suppose that was a comparison, so there! I also found it interesting that there was no jealousy between the sisters; as they said, there was no intimate touching between them, yet they didn't shy away from encouraging each other with me. I fell asleep feeling like the luckiest man on earth.
The following day William and Martha looked at us with smiles, they never said anything, but they knew. And I suppose, given the touches and smiles on our faces, it was pretty obvious we had taken the next steps in our relationship even if they didn't hear the noise from my room during the night.
We had one more night together before I drove to Maitland, and I would like to say we had a repeat performance, but it wasn't. We made love, and I made sure both my ladies fell asleep happy, but we were also sad that I would be gone for a few nights right after taking that big step of intimacy.
My drive back to Maitland was uneventful; the weather was clear all the way, there were no storms, and the radio played country songs that spoke of young love and the bounty of the land. I got to my parent's house a few hours earlier than expected, and mum and dad were already home from the hospital. Mum was looking a little frail, and her eyes were a bit red from crying. I gave her a big hug, and we spoke while I made everyone a cup of tea. Eventually, they asked about the girls and blushed as I told them yes, we were now officially dating. I caught them up; they congratulated me and had the good grace not to pry into my sex life, though I think it may have been pretty apparent that I was sleeping with both of them.
That night I crashed in the spare room, which was Kim's old room now converted for guests; dad had my old room as his study. I Skyped the girls for a while before bed; Harmony and Melody were still sleeping in my room while I was gone. They said because it smelled like me, it was like I was there with them while they slept.
When I woke around six the following day, I dressed in some casual shorts, a t-shirt and headed downstairs. Dad was already up, reading the Saturday paper. We spoke for a few minutes, letting me know that mum was still sleeping.
I texted the girls with: [Good morning, my beauties, I hope that you had an outstanding nights sleep, call me when you wake up]
I then offered dad that I would head into town and grab a few coffee's and breakfast wraps for mum, dad and myself, which he thought was a great idea, so I jumped in my truck and headed into town.
Fifteen minutes later, I walked into Maitland Central, a coffee shop of good reputation. I placed my order and sat down to wait. I hadn't received anything from Melody and Harmony, yet so I messaged them again to let them know I would call them in a few hours after I had gotten breakfast for the family. Within a few minutes, my phone chirped.
They responded with a picture of them both in bed; the sheet was pulled up over them but still exposing a good amount of cleavage but nothing too scandalous, with the message: [OK stud, we love you!]
I was laughing at the picture, imagining everything under the sheets, when once again I heard that voice, the voice that I hoped that I had left behind and I never wanted to hear again.
"What's so funny?"
Standing in the doorway was Mackenzie. She had her hands on her hips and a scowl on her face that reminded me of her mother last time we spoke. Looking at her, even a little before seven in the morning, she was dressed up in designer clothes, had a half dozen rings on her fingers and a big gold necklace around her neck. Her hair was held up with an expensive hair tie, and to me, it looked like she was wearing a lot of makeup for a fifteen-year-old girl.
I could see that her mother and her new father, Dr Stephen Morrison, the dickhead, were coming up behind her. They hadn't seen me yet, but it was only a matter of moments. Suddenly the smile dropped from my face.
Shit!
[:::: Authors Ending Notes ::::]
Thank you for reading Part II of Double or Nothing. If you have made it this far, thanks for sticking with me. I know this was a little less about the conflict between Terry and his ex-family and more around him finding love with gorgeous identical twins. A little bit of a cliché fantasy, but I hope to try a couple of things in the upcoming parts of the story if I get time.
If you didn't like the twins part of the story, that's fine; I must admit that I'm writing more for myself than anyone at the moment and just want to tell a story.
If you've got here and you're looking for the conflict that forms the core emotion of a Loving Wives story, Part III will get into it for you. Carol and Mackenzie are back on the scene, and there will be a good dose of Dr Dickhead for good measure.
As always, all feedback is welcome, and I love reading what you liked and didn't like; sometimes, it influences what I write next; other times, I ignore it. But, I'm learning that's part of being an Author.
Cheers everyone!
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[:::: Authors Note :::: ]
Welcome to Part III of Double of Nothing. Thank you for all the great comments around Part I and Part II. For those of you who have asked, I am seeing this as a five-part series. And yes, the last part was a little sappy and clichéd, but I did point that out to you all at the beginning.
If you haven't read Part I or Part II, click on my profile and give them a read; it will provide you with some context for what you are about to read and those of you who like to point out where laws, plot lines or story points could never happen in real life. You are right; however, in this world that I am writing, it can happen; I am enjoying learning to write and tell a story, and since I have a full-time job and a family to look after, I don't get enough time to research everything, so I do make compromises. A big thank you to Kite for helping me edit!
Let's pick up with Terry meeting with Mackenzie, Carol and Stephen at a coffee shop.
I hope you enjoy Part III of Double or Nothing.
[:::: End of Part II ::::]
"What's so funny?"
Standing in the doorway was Mackenzie. She had her hands on her hips and a scowl on her face that reminded me of her mother last time we spoke. Looking at her, even a little before seven in the morning, she was dressed up in designer clothes, had a half dozen rings on her fingers and a big gold necklace around her neck. Her hair was held up with an expensive hair tie, and to me, it looked like she was wearing a lot of makeup for a fifteen-year-old girl.
I could see that her mother and her new father, Dr Stephen Morrison, the dickhead, were coming up behind her. They hadn't seen me yet, but it was only a matter of moments. Suddenly the smile dropped from my face.
Shit!
[ ::: Double or Nothing Part III ::::]
For a moment, I sat there studying the face of the girl I once thought I knew; she had changed so much in the months since I had seen her last. Sure, some of those changes were likely teenage hormones, but most of it was her mother and the dickheads influence. In another year, she would be unrecognizable as the happy daughter that I once raised.
She must have wondered if I caught her question as before her mother and adopted father could arrive. She looked at me, and I looked back; the sneer that developed on her face looked way too much like Dr Dickhead for my taste.
"I said, what's so funny?" she repeated.
"Mackenzie, you shouldn't be so rude..." her mother started saying, walking in the door, then saw me, "Oh, Terry." She looked at me for a few seconds, her face dropped. Dr Dickhead, aka Dr Stephen Morrison, then noticed me. Still, before he could say anything supporting the developing sneer on his face, a look that almost matched his new daughter. Mackenzie stepped in and showed me that we genuinely were no longer related.
"Don't worry, mother, anything I say to him." She pointed at me, "wouldn't be rude. I figured that since the asshole was laughing, I would find out what was so funny!"
I was stunned by the language she used. The dickhead looked at me, then laughed, hearing Mackenzie's words and seeing the look on my face. He was having trouble holding in a look of glee. The few morning patrons in the store looked at a teenager showing disrespect to someone and shook their heads. I was surprised at one thing though, Carol looked embarrassed.
I shook my head and recovered; sighing, I looked at the three of them, then stared at my former daughter. "What I am laughing at is nothing that you need to worry about, Mackenzie."
Even with such a simple response, both Dr Dickhead and Mackenzie rallied, ready to have a go at me. Dr Dickhead, in particular, started tensing up his body, shoulders rolling like he gearing up for a fight. Thinking things might go south, I switched apps on my phone, hit video record and put my phone away into my t-shirt pocket. The top of my phone was poking out with the camera lens pointed towards what I was looking at. I looked silly, but I now had a recording, just in case.
"What did you say, asshole?" Mackenzie repeated the insult.
She now had a smug smile on her face, acting like she was bullying a kid on the playground at school. I looked at her like a strange kid off the street, giving me lip but looking for a backhand.
"Mackenzie, when did you ever learn such disrespect for people in a public place." I shook my head, unfolding myself from my seat and standing in front of her. "I don't understand it, and how can you be so rude as to gain the disdain of everyone else watching?" I asked, gesturing to the other patrons of the café.
Then, looking directly at her, for a moment, her arrogance withered as she came to realize what I was saying. She looked nervously around, seeing the peoples' stares as they looked at her, some nodding in agreement at my statement.
I looked at her, put my hands on my hips and put my dad voice on, "I asked you, young lady, when did it become the right thing to treat people with such disrespect in public regardless of who they are or your feelings towards them? I raised you better than that." I told her.
She was now looking unsure of herself, but then the dickhead stepped in.
He bristled at his own self-importance. "Mackenzie can call you an asshole, asshole! Because she's my daughter, not yours." He sneered at me again. "And it's not disrespect to call a piece of shit like you whatever she wants, regardless of the location.
"Besides cuck boy," he chuckled at his reference, "I thought since your wife and daughter left you for me, a greater man," he puffed out his fat chest, his hands tapping his fat pecks. "That you couldn't stand it here, so you tucked tail and ran away at your first opportunity. So, what the fuck do you think you're doing back here in my town, asshole?"
He was now strutting pridefully about the café, holding himself like the dictator of a small country. For myself, I began to feel rage that I was working hard to reign in.
I was built solid and well-muscled, having spent years as a tradesman working construction sites. Even in my new job working for Delotiz Inc as their quality manager, I still did a lot of heavy lifting helping out the floor staff. As a result, I kept most of my tone and muscle mass. The dickhead, by comparison, was short and rotund; he was a surgeon at the Maitland hospital and, for some reason, when it came to me, had a superiority complex that didn't know when to quit.
Perhaps it was the fact that he had an affair with Carol, my now ex-wife, for almost two years. He had convinced her to leave me, or maybe it was that he and Carol convinced Mackenzie to betray me and have him adopt her, taking everything that I held dear that made him think he was better than me. Or perhaps he felt that he was better than me since I was just a plumber and he was a doctor. But in a fair fight, there was no doubt that I would clean his clock in seconds. He was just too stupid; the stick shoved too far up his ass to understand that.
By now, several customers had gotten fed up with the scene and were walking out. I must admit that I would have done the same if I was in their position. The café staff were standing there, not knowing where to look. Carol was looking a little shy, but she was still standing by dickhead; Mackenzie was looking reenergized with her adopted father's rant at me.
I sighed for the third time in as many minutes and thought the softer approach might diffuse the situation. "Not that it's any of your business. However, I came to visit my parents."
The dickhead laughed. "Ah yes, the poor fucking excuses for grandparents that rejected my beautiful daughter when I brought her to visit them." He had a big self-satisfied smile on his face feeling superior.
My face went beet red, and I would have knocked him out in another two seconds for that comment had the waitress at the counter not called my name, looking a little panicked about the escalating situation. However, the momentary distraction allowed me to pull back from punching him into next week. 'Deep breath', I told myself, disengaging from the aggravating trio.
I walked over to the counter, picking up the food and coffee. I mouthed the words "Sorry" to the poor worried girl behind the counter. She gave me a small smile, thankful for my comment. "Okay, I'm leaving now." I made sure it looked like I was addressing everyone in the room, but it was primarily for the recording occurring in my pocket.
I said nothing as I walked past everyone, including my three antagonists, briskly moving outside into the early Saturday morning air. I hoped that the confrontation was done. I could walk away and chalk the meeting up to an unfortunate run-in. But nope, Dr Dickhead just had to keep pushing. As I got a dozen steps from the café. He turned to follow me and called out.
"Hey, where do you think you're going asshole," he spat. "I am not done with you yet, and you don't get to walk away until I tell you." He was almost shuffling, trying to catch up. "So now that your fucking piss ant sponsors aren't here to protect you, you're in my town now, and you'll do what I fucking say!" He was, of course, referring to William and Martha, who had caused him a lot of grief after our first meeting.
I turned, looking at him, cocking my head to the side; the guy was delusional. He had Carol by the hand while Mackenzie was following close behind. For her part, Mackenzie's arms were crossed over her chest in a defiant teenage pose.
While I didn't want to, I again tried to deescalate the salutation, if nothing more than for the video. I hurled words that, even as they rolled off my tongue, made me feel like I could vomit. "Listen, Stephen; I don't want any trouble, you want to hear it fine, you won. My wife and daughter," I shifted my gaze to them, then back to the dickhead. "They betrayed me in one of the coldest ways possible and chose you over me. I lost, and right now, I don't want to be anywhere near any of you."
I looked at Mackenzie and felt an aching in my chest, sorrow at what I had lost. "In less than a year, you have managed to take one of my proudest achievements and turn her into a self-centred conniving little bitch who by the time she becomes an adult will wonder why she's had a dozen different boyfriends and can't get any of them to stay more than a month." Mackenzie's arms dropped, and she went a little pale as her mother did inside the store. "She will wonder why the friends she has only want to talk to her when they want something and why they will ignore her if she ever wants a heart to heart if there is nothing in it for them."
Dr Dickhead laughed.
"You're an idiot cuck boy," he responded. "My daughter will have the pick of the boys, and she can date who she wants for however long she wants. When it comes to friends, because she's MY daughter and not the daughter of a pathetic plumber, she already has more friends than she can count compared to when she was with you. And she's not selfish. She's confident." He leant towards me and said quietly, "That's all thanks to me!"
I shook my head; this poor excuse for fatherhood had no idea. He thought being a father was all about them making him look good or just that his presence would make them better. I would bet that helping her was something he never thought about. What was scary is that he would likely lash out at either Carol or Mackenzie when he didn't get what he wanted at some point.
Unfortunately, his little speech and berating of me had encouraged both Mackenzie and Carol. At the mention of privilege, Carol lost her earlier shame around her daughter's behaviour and joined in. Carol looked me up and down, first at my casual shorts and t-shirt, the pluggas on my feet, then over at my truck and shook her head.
"You talk about behaviour, but you should be thinking about your presentation. Look at you, Terry, not even a year after our divorce, you're dressed like a homeless bum, and you're driving the same old truck." Then, she snickered, "I bet you don't even have a job, and you've moved back with your parents because you have blown all the divorce money."
I shook my head again mournfully; they had no idea. Furthermore, Dr Dickhead couldn't help it and just jumped right in, thinking that Carol had pegged my situation correctly.
"Ha, so it comes to pass that you're such a pathetic fucking loser you have spent all your money." He said jovially. "I hope that doesn't include my daughter's university money." He shook his head in a mock show of piety. "How your mother and father must be ashamed to have such a poor example of a son. No wonder my girls left you for me!"
I growled. "My parents have nothing to do with this, and that is not her money, nor is it yours, and what I do with it is of no concern to any of you," I said firmly but quietly, the warning of my growing anger being missed by them.
"Like hell, it isn't, you fucking little prick." he all but exploded at me. Funny calling me little while he had to look up at me. "You should have just handed it over when you were supposed to and then fucked off to whatever shit hole you fucking plumbers go to."
He sniffed the air toward me, thinking he had a sense of humour. "I bet it smells like piss and shit just like you do." He put on a mock chivalrous accent. He threw his pudgy hands out in a mock gesture of benevolence. "I rescued these poor damsels in distress and lifted them out of the shitty mud you lived in. I gave them purpose!" he dropped his hands and then gave me a 'death' stare, thinking to intimidate me.
"And that fucking money was not yours. It was my daughters, asshole. You were supposed to give it to us," the dickhead snarled. Then he smiled, "But no worry, the courts will see it mine!" he said in triumph, referring to his recent attempt to sue me for a large amount of money I had put away over the years for Mackenzie's university one day. Unfortunately for them, the courts had decided that as Mackenzie wanted to be adopted by the dickhead and I was the only one who ever put into the account, they were not welcome to the significant chunk of change residing in it.
My hand started to strangle the bag holding the breakfast wraps, and I steadied the cardboard coffee tray I was holding. I was getting more agitated by the second, this piss poor excuse for a man was just a tub of lard, and I am sure a lot of this theatre was to try and provoke me. If anything, he had put on more weight since I saw him at the hospital almost a year ago. I counted to ten, breathing in and out, staring at him. Carol, for the second time that morning, went white. She had seen me angry a few times, and while I had only had a couple of fights in my life, she knew that I could throw a punch or take one if needed. She could see this ending badly and put her arm on her new husband's fleshy forearm.
"Stephen, darling. Let's leave the poor man alone; he's already feeling bad that he lost Mackenzie and me." Perhaps the words were supposed to make him stand down, but it encouraged him.
He crowed and laughed. "Yeah, he lost, I won. But, tell you what, asshole. If I ever take a shit so bad it needs cleaning, I'll give you a call, but unless you give me that money, don't come to any hospital near me, or I'll make sure that you get the wrong medication and never leave!"
I was startled; he just threatened to kill me if I had to go to the hospital. "Did you just threaten me, Dr Morrison?" With every fibre of my being, I wanted to punch him into next week, but I needed to stay calm and in control for the recording.
Mackenzie then decided to jump in and continue the verbal barrage, not clever of her.
"My father doesn't threaten asshole. If he says don't go to his hospital, or you will never leave, then it's a promise!" she spat.
"She's right," the dickhead said and nodded his head sagely.
I think he was missing the issue of what he had just admitted. Even if I didn't have a recording, which of course, I did, just the accusation of him threatening someone in a hospital would be a scandal that he could never shake.
But he couldn't keep his stupid mouth shut and continued. "That's a promise, asshole. No one will know when I give you the wrong medication. Without your rich pricks to protect you, no one will even question me."
He then took a step up to me, raising his fist at me. "You had the audacity, with your bitch of a sister, to threaten me on my fucking turf, my hospital, you prick. You caused me to be put on probation for two years, two fucking years with no additional money, but I still have to work all the hours. So, you owe me, and I'm going to take it out of your hide or your blood. So no, it's not a threat. It's a fucking promise!" He threw his arms wide. "You are dead fucking meat because I'm the fucking king round here. You're just a fucking shitty plumber that no one in the world gives a shit about; if they did, my girls here wouldn't be with me, would they?"
He put his arms down and went to turn away, then quickly turned back and flicked his fat arm upwards, knocking my coffee tray backwards and into me, spilling the hot liquid all over me. He smiled, then turned and walked away, "Common girls, let's leave the fucking plumber in the mud where he belongs!"
Mackenzie walked away with dickhead, but Carol came over to me as I bent down to pick up the spilled cups, they were now almost empty, but I couldn't leave rubbish on the ground. She put her hands on hips and stared at me; her stare alone felt like she would try to melt me if she could.
"You couldn't leave it alone, could you, Terry." She said in an exasperated tone.
I stood back up, dripping with hot coffee and faced my ex-wife. "Leave what alone, Carol?"
"Us, him...." She gestured wildly around, "you just had to antagonize Stephen, didn't you? Just get it through your thick head, Mackenzie, and I are his now, not yours!"
I stood back up, slipping my phone from my shitty little front shirt pocket to my shorts pocket.
I sighed. I was doing that a lot this morning, "Carol, I don't know if you witnessed the same conversation I did. However, I tried to walk away a few times. I never spoke in a derogatory way to you, Mackenzie, or your poor excuse for a husband." I looked at her and noted for the recording, "and never at any point did I threaten him or raise my fists to him as he did to me." My phone was still recording in my shorts pocket. I hoped it would pick up this part of the conversation.
She shook her head, "It doesn't matter. I chose him over you, so your mere presence antagonizes him thinking I could leave him to come back to you."
I laughed at her; my presence antagonised him, really. "You choose a self-obsessed fat tub of lard over me?" I gave her an incredulous smile and shook my head. "Tell pencil dick that he's got nothing to worry about. I would never have a cheating skank like you back in my life!" She took a step back at my rebuke.
"You really think that I would ever take you back? Fuck no. Someone who would toss me away like yesterday's newspaper without a second thought after years together. You think I could ever take someone who disrespected so badly back into my life." I shook my head, dismissing her. "Go away Carol. You disgust me."
She was still standing there, not sure what to make of me. Perhaps she thought I could forgive her stupidity. I was pretty sure that I would never forgive her. Maybe someday in the far future, I might not be as angry about it, but forgiveness, I don't know that could ever happen.
"If you thought I came back for you, you're kidding yourself. I only came back because of mum's...." I had started talking without thinking, then stopped, about to spill the beans about my mum's cancer. I looked at Carol; she picked up on that last part.



She looked at me with a bewildered look, softer than a moment ago. "Because of mum's what Terry? Despite everything, you might think, I do care!" She tried to say.
"When all evidence has shown me the exact opposite?" I shot her a questioning look. I shrugged my shoulders, "Nah, it doesn't matter anymore, Carol, you made your bed and now you and your daughter need to lie in it.
"But I do warn you, today your husband crossed a line. You not only said nothing when those other two sprayed derogatory comments and threatened me, but you even joined in when your precious money was involved. Remember when I said if you push me too far, you won't like what you find?"
Carol nodded. I could see her eyes go a little wide, recalling the last conversation that we had.
"You pushed."
Carol blushed, and without another word or parting gesture, I turned and walked over to my truck to get out a towel I kept in the back to wipe things if I was on site. As I opened the truck door, Dr Dickhead called, well, more like bellowed for Carol to join him, and Carol almost ran back to him. By the time I had finished wiping myself down, they were gone.
The Maitland Central café was very apologetic when I went back in. They replaced the coffee free of charge even when I insisted I pay for the replacements. They told me the Morrison's had been visiting the café for a few months, and while initially friendly, they had gotten snider and snider and browbeat several customers. I thanked them for the complimentary coffees and their compassion, then headed back to mum and dads, taking me another forty-five minutes to get the second set of coffee's and get home.
When I got back, mum was up. Also, Kim and Paul had arrived. Kim was now starting to show her pregnancy, a tiny baby bump, but pregnancy had not subdued my sister's passions.
"What the fuck happened to you, Terry?" Kim asked, seeing my clothes and me covered in coffee.
"I unexpectedly met the unholy trio, Carol, Mackenzie and dickhead," I replied, using my pet name for all to hear.
"Oh, they did this to you?" Mum asked, also appraising me and the coffee mess all over me.
"Yeah, well dickhead did, however Mackenzie, in particular, didn't hold back from having a go at me. She is not the little girl I remember at all." I frowned. I thought I had shed my tears for them, but I had fresh ones on my face now as I thought of the sneer and disrespect she had shown, but my heart ached to see her, to hold her and go back to what we once were, even though I knew it would never happen.
Mum came over and gave me a big hug, then one of those tissues that all mums appeared to have at the ready was suddenly in her hands. I took a moment and thanked her. Then I handed mum her half-strength latte, dad his long black and a lukewarm brekkie wrap each. I took a sip of my replacement coffee and sat down on one of the kitchen chairs, careful not to mess up the kitchen with my ruined clothes.
"It's okay, son. One day soon, Mackenzie will wake up and come to realize what she has thrown away." my dad tried to soothe me.
"Will she dad?" I said, "The contempt and language she used on me today makes me think otherwise."
"She will, son, she will," he replied, nodding his head.
Just then, my phone rang; it was still covered in coffee, so I responded with speaker.
"Hey there, our manly stud, your girls are missing you. We need your body back here to keep us warm at night. But enough about our needs of your hard body and long amazing cock. How's your morning going? You didn't call us back." Harmony blurted out. I blushed; everyone around the tabled looked at me and a moment later started laughing.
"Hey girls, it's Kim here, your manly stud muffin is turning bright red right now, but it's good to know my little brother can still take care of business." This time everyone, including me, laughed.
I found my voice. "Sorry, my loves, a bit of a long story and not a nice one, but can I call you back in five? I need to clean my phone as it's covered in coffee from a spill."
"Sure, lover," Melody chirped, laughing at my obvious discomfort on the other side of the call. "Call us back soon!" and they hung up.
Everyone looked at me.
"So..." Paul said, looking at me, "Melody, Harmony, and you, that's not just our imagination?"
"Nope, I'm dating both of them." I grinned at my brother-in-law.
Kim snorted. "And sleeping with both of them at last, am I right, Terry?"
I flashed a smile at Paul and Kim. Then a more edgy look at mum and dad, who were looking at me, with not quite judgement in their eyes. Of course, they had been there when the girls had ended up in my room, but to move from sleeping in the same bed to having sex with two women, let alone twins, I was expecting some judgment.
We were all a little surprised when mum cleared her throat and spoke up for me. "Kim, let up on him a little; I do not doubt what we saw. If he is in a sexual relationship with those two wonderful girls," she emphasised the word 'wonderful'. "My son would be very respectful towards them."
"I love them, guys," I told them, shrugging my shoulders. "There is something with both of them that I never had with Carol, and it defies what I can explain; it just is. It's been there since that first night I saved them. Firstly, it was buried under gratitude, but it's developed, and now I can think of nothing else besides spending time with them. In a few years, who knows? I hope it continues to grow!"
"So...?" Paul repeated a grin on his face.
"Oh, for fucks sake, Paul, he's sleeping with both of them, aren't you, little brother."
"Yes, with both of them." I replied.
"And...?" He asked, giving me that grin that all guys give when they want to know the erotic details from a friend.
I laughed. "Yes, the sex with two incredibly gorgeous, redheaded identical twins that love me as much as I love them is fucking incredible!" He laughed at my crude admission.
Kim slapped Paul on the back of the head hard, and I excused myself to clean my phone and call the girls. When I stood up, though, Paul put his arm out for a fist bump. I pounded it, grinning. "My man!" he said as I pulled my arm back and grabbed a dishcloth for cleaning my phone.
The call with the girls went well. I sat out on my parent's back deck for the next half hour, sipping my coffee and telling them everything that happened. They gave a lot of 'He said, and she said, what!' questions when I told them about my conflict earlier this morning with my trio of haters. They could hardly believe that people could be so rude and insensitive, let alone a child that I had raised.
"You know Terry, if our kids ever talk to someone like that, I'll go old school and wash their mouth out with soap," Melody said as I finished my tale.
Harmony and I laughed; I could hear the girls moving around in the bathroom; Harmony was on shift this afternoon, so she would be getting ready.
"Hang on, our kids?" I asked. Everything went quiet.
Then I heard them both giggled, "Yep, baby, at some point in the future, you're going to give both of us babies. We're going to be your baby mummas. You will never have to worry about another Mackenzie ruining your life; we won't allow it!"
I was stuck on the fact they wanted kids with me. "You both want to have kids with me?" something must have registered with them as they dropped the giggles, and Harmony jumped in.
"Of course, our love," she said, using the twin's combined term of endearment for me. "You're our man, and we want to give you children to love." She paused. "But not right now, and only when all three of us agree." There was a slight note of concern in her voice. "Terry, are you okay? You're not against having kids with us, are you?"
I thought for a moment, "No, girls, I'm not. I'm sorry if my reaction scared you. But honestly, I don't know where I am on kids right now, I'm thirty-four, and after seeing my fifteen-year-old daughter treat me like shit today, I guess I'm not quite there."
"It's okay, baby," Melody soothed, "We understand. We shouldn't have started this conversation on the back of a negative confrontation with Mackenzie. I wish I could have been there to see it. I would have jumped on them and gouged their eyes out."
I laughed, a picture of Melody going ninja on my former family in my mind. "Thanks, baby; well, I do have a video of most of it." A lightbulb went on. "Hang on. I've got a video of it!" I said excitedly.
"What do you mean, Terry? Harmony asked.
"Dr Dickhead, he threatened me, but I thought there could be trouble when I first saw them, so I put my phone on record in my pocket to capture any confrontation. I'm not sure that it could be used in court, but..."
"Go talk to Kim and let us know Terry!" Melody said.
"And call us back; I need to leave for work in about an hour!" Harmony finished.
'Okay, my loves, I will. I love you both!"
"Love you too!" they both said in unison, and we hung up.
I walked back inside excited.
"I have it on tape!" I announced.
"Eww, I don't want to see you getting it on with your girlfriends," Kim said in mock humour. Then without a pause. "And Paul, if you ever want to be able to have a second child with me, don't open your mouth and say what you were about to say!"
Both Paul and I looked at each other and grinned. Then, I looked back at Kim.
"No, not that, well not this time," I winked at Paul. He laughed. "No, I have a recording of my meeting with Dr Dickhead earlier!"
'What, how?" Kim asked. Mum, dad and Paul also looked at me with questions in their eyes.
"When I knew there was going to be trouble, I hit video record and put my phone in my pocket; it's possible that I caught the entire conflict on tape, including the honourable Dr Morrison threatening me."
With that, we sat down and crowded around my phone screen to watch what transpired, the video was jumping most of the time, but you could tell who the players in the show were. The audio was a little scratchy at a few points as the mic on my phone rubbed up against my pocket; however, you could pick up most of the conversation clearly, except for the last part with Carol when I put my phone in my shorts pocket, but even that could be heard if you listened.
"Wow!" Kim said as we finished watching, "Fucking wow!" she sat back pondering.
"Is Carol's new husband in as much trouble as I think he is?" my dad asked.
Kim replied, a big smile growing over her face. "Oh yes, he's in a lot of trouble! And being that it was a public place, there is no law against filming him."
She thought for another moment. "There could be some issue with consent, especially as there is a minor in the form of Mackenzie involved; however, I'll make some calls and see."
She continued a gleam in her eye. "The threat he made to you about visiting the hospital alone could have his medical license revoked if it came out. But to openly say to you that he would make sure you would never leave the hospital, he could be looking at jail time."
"What about Mackenzie," I asked, a note of concern in my voice. Of course, I might want her out of my life for what she had done. But that didn't mean that I didn't love her in some way or wanted to see her in legal trouble.
"I don't know Terry. Mackenzie could be in a world of trouble over this. She might be a minor. However, her words of turning a threat into a promise are pretty damming."
I nodded, "I need to think. I know now that it's likely scorched earth policy with this incident, but she was once my daughter, and she was also once your niece."
"I know, bro, but she made her bed as you said to Carol!" Kim replied.
We talked about what occurred for a few more minutes before I excused myself to call my girlfriends again before Harmony went to work. I filled them in and told them that I would send the video tomorrow morning when they could both watch it together with me on the phone.
For the rest of the day, we put the majority of our attention on mum. She was recovering from her first cancer treatment, chemo, and was feeling quite tired. Paul and I went around the house, cleaning the yard and doing a few chores that dad didn't have time to do while looking after mum and working during the week. In the afternoon, we reminisced again on the old times from when Kim and I were kids. Mum laughed at telling the same old stories we did at the Delotiz a few months ago, but she didn't mind; we were family.
When I went to bed, I called Melody as Harmony was working, and we spoke for about an hour about nothing in particular.
Tomorrow being Sunday, I planned to go to church with mum and dad. Afterwards, we would do the family fish and chip lunch and hang out a little more. Then I would drive home early Monday morning, ready to be back at work on Tuesday.
Sunday church was good. I caught up with a few people I hadn't seen in a while. I got a few commiserations on what happened with Carol and Mackenzie. And felt perhaps that I would be burnt to a crisp sitting inside a church for sleeping with identical twins who I was madly in love with.
Nothing happened, though, and I escaped the church with no fire and brimstone. However, I determined that I would talk to someone religious about what God might genuinely think about me with Melody and Harmony at the same time.
At lunchtime, I was reminded how good the local fish and chip shop was as I sat and ate lunch with mum, dad, Paul and Kim. I loved the calamari. It was handmade and just melted in your mouth. So, I was happy to finish the last one from the plate when a knock came at the front door. Of course, we weren't expecting anyone, and I admit my heart dropped when I saw who it was.
Standing outside waiting for us to open that door was my former family. Carol stood there with Mackenzie. Carol looked upset, perhaps a little worried, and Mackenzie, well, she just looked pissed off. I was happy that there was no sign of Dr Dickhead. Finally, after all of us looking at each other, my dad answered the door.
Opening the door, dad launched straight into them. "What do you want, Carol? I was sure after the way your treated Terry yesterday, this would be the last place you should want to visit?" Dads tone with firm but polite.
"I know John," Carol began while wringing her hands together. "But Terry said something yesterday, and I saw something in his eyes. I don't want you all to think I don't care, but..."
Dad interrupted.
"Carol, forgive me, but I honestly don't think you do care. The way both of your treated Terry yesterday was disgusting. I have never seen such disrespect towards someone you once professed to care about!"
"I never said..." Carol started, but again dad interpreted her.
"You didn't need to say anything, Carol. Terry has the whole thing on video. We saw what you, Mackenzie and your new husband did. Frankly, I am ashamed that we ever called either of you family."
"But John, Terry said something, something is wrong, and he wouldn't tell me what. So, we thought we would come to bury the hatchet and see if we can help." Carol was trying to appear sincere, but dad wasn't buying it.
"A little too little too late to try and show any compassion, don't you think?" Dad shook his head. "No, Carol, there is nothing you can do to help, and quite frankly, we're not going to tell you what is happening. You have not been family for some time, and while that does sadden me, this is a family matter, and it's not for outsiders. You need to understand that is what you and your daughter are now, outsiders.
"Both of you have shamed yourselves and hurt this family in ways I don't think you comprehend." He looked down his nose at them. "And let's not even talk about the patrons in the café leaving in disgust with your foul language and disrespect yesterday towards my son."
I watched from my seat on the couch during the entire exchange. I looked at Mackenzie; she wouldn't meet my eyes for more than a second but kept looking back at me repeatedly as dad and Carol spoke. I kept my face neutral even though I had both anger and sorrow ranging in my heart in almost equal measures.
The conversation between my ex-wife and my father was almost over.
"And Carol."
"Yes, John?" she said, her voice a little nervous.
"Terry was right about one thing. Neither of you appears to understand that everything you're doing and how your actions are perceived will not end well. For example, as far as this family goes, you've burnt your bridge with us, you walk alone, without us, and now Mackenzie's issues are entirely your problem."
What do you mean?" She asked, shocked. I don't think until that moment she realized that getting rid of me would also mean they got rid of my family.
"Your daughter," Mackenzie looked sharply at the man she used to call 'Pa.' "Mackenzie is not on a good path. If you don't help her shed this selfishness and disrespect for people that your husband is encouraging, she's going to be very lonely as she grows up!"
Mackenzie bristled, "That's not fair, Pa!"
"It IS fair, Mackenzie; I SAW the video. I saw how you treated the man who raised you. I watched how you treated him. I am disgusted with you." He spat. "All my son ever did was love you, both of you! Those fancy clothes and shiny things you wear now will eat you up a piece at a time. You're exchanging your soul for shiny things that will not bring you happiness, young lady."
Carol looked down, shame in her eyes again. Mackenzie looked past her grandfather to me and opened her mouth again. She was trying to look important to me.
"Yes, but these," she gestured to her clothes, some of the arrogance from yesterday morning back. "Are things that no plumber can ever provide." She began to puff up with false pride, staring at me. "My new father takes me to places, gives me presents and doesn't need to dig in the dirt or clean people's toilets to make a living." That horrible sneer I saw yesterday again appeared on her face.
Dad just about lost it, "Mackenzie, let me remind you what I do for a living, I dig in the dirt and clean people's toilets too, so does that mean that I am as disgusting to you? Am I as bad as the man you're now sneering at, whose only crime was to love you?"
She stopped; her face dropped suddenly as what she said hit home. "Of course not, Pa, you're a good plumber." She was trying to recover. She had not anticipated that her grandfather's profession would cause conflict.
"So, tell me, Mackenzie, if I am a good plumber and my son, who you used to love and call dad, is a bad plumber, what is the difference between us?" my father asked. His neck was getting a little flushed, and I could tell there was anger within him that he was trying to keep from bursting out.
Mackenzie looked lost, and Carol stepped in, constantly misreading the conversation and deflecting the blame.
"That's enough, John! Don't torment the girl. We all know this is Terry's fault. He just ran away when he should have made amends with us. He could have been part of our lives."
Dad shook his head, "This is NOT my son's fault, and I am tired of hearing that from you. Grow the fuck up, Carol." Everyone gasped. "You think that Terry should have stayed and been reminded every day of how both of you betrayed him. To have you rub it in his face that both of you so callously tossed him aside so that he could be told off every time you saw him." He leaned in just a little, "Or how you tried to extort money from him, money he had put aside, money you demanded, even after both of you threw the fact of adoption in his face. Give the man a little dignity. He worked himself to the bone every day to provide for you."
Mackenzie stepped back in, and her words cut me to the bone. "But he could have seen me! I wanted him to see me. It doesn't matter to me that Stephen is just a better father and a better man! I would not have cut dad out of my life forever. Mum told me it was just until I was adopted. Then, dad could have seen me again!" Mackenzie almost pleaded; to me, it sounded coached. But there was a crack in her armour, and it showed for the first time since the incident at the coffee house. It was also the first time that I heard her call me dad. I just about broke and ran to her, but my pain held me back. I had told them I would mourn them, and I still did.



Dad bristled like a storm cloud with thunder and lightning gathering over his head, threatening to rain hail. Both Carol and Mackenzie took a step back. "You think that poor excuse for a human being is a better father? What planet are you living on? He's no father!" He clenched his fists like I did yesterday. Then, he lowered his voice, getting himself under control.
"You're almost sixteen. It's been over a year since you abandoned; no, don't give me that look; you abandoned your father! The only time you reached out was when you wanted something. Then, just now, not fifteen seconds ago, I listened to you disrespect him again. You belittled him to his face. You called my son a terrible father. Both of you keep preening on about this doctor, your new father, your mother's new husband, but did either of you," He looked at both of them, "Ever think to reach out and see if Terry was okay?" He paused for a second. "You had your new family. Who did Terry have?"
"He had you Pa; he had Ma, uncle Paul and auntie Kim!" Mackenzie responded.
Dad nodded, "Yeah, you're right. He did, and we saw him often. But that was only a few nights a week, a lot of the time, he was home alone, no family to come home, and a restraining order stopped him from fighting for his family. Not once, not bloody once did you think about him or how he must be feeling; both of you only ever thought about yourselves!"
Everyone paused, shocked at dad's words. Dad very rarely swore, even on the job site. The fact that he did earlier showed how angry he was. We sensed he almost did at his granddaughter. Dad's fists were clenched tight, skin pale. Carol and Mackenzie were looking a little pale themselves.
Again, his voice got quiet. "My son left because you thought of nothing but yourselves; you saw something you thought was better, money! And to my deepest shame, both of you ran straight for it, leaving love behind. But by abandoning him, you also abandoned us!" he hissed. I now stood and moved towards the door, placing a hand on my dad's shoulder. I needed to stop this before it went any further.
"It's okay, dad, you go back inside. I will walk Carol and Mackenzie to their car." He turned around and looked at me, and for the first time, I saw the tears in his eyes. He nodded to me, patted the hand I put on his shoulder, and then went inside. I gestured to my former family members, and they walked in front of me somewhat diminished in stature. When we approached Carol's car, a new upgraded Lexus I noted, they turned to me.
"Ladies," I said calmly before they could say anything. "I do not know what you thought to accomplish coming here today, but after yesterday you had to know it wouldn't end well."
"Terry," Carol started, "We just thought..."
"No, Carol," I interrupted, "You didn't think. This is MY family, it's not yours anymore. If you want, go and talk with your parents or with HIS!" they knew I was referring to dickhead.
"But Terry, Stephen's parents passed on years ago, and you know my parents live in England. Surely you don't want your daughter never to see her grandparents again?" Her voice started soft, but her voice gained an edge as she spoke. She kept going.
"Mackenzie is wracked with guilt over everything," she began. "When you deny her access to you, when you turn her grandparents against her, deny her access to money that is hers..."
I held up my hand. Carol stopped. She knew when I did that it wasn't going to be pleasant. I had only done it to her a few times, even when we were married, but she stopped. I kept my voice low.
"There you go again, deflecting the blame from where it belongs, never accepting responsibility for your actions." I looked at my former daughter. "Mackenzie?"
"Yes, daddy?" there was a hint of a tremor in her voice.
"What's your name?"
"Mackenzie, dad, you know that!"
"No, what's your full name?"
"Mackenzie Rossie Oth..." She started to say 'Other', then stopped. "Morrison." She looked down. I nodded.
"Morrison," I repeated; I looked at Carol. "So, you see that her last name is Morrison, not Other. Have neither of you grasped in the least what you did to me?"
"Daddy, I never...." Carol held a hand out and stopped her.
"Yes, Terry, we did. We knew what we were doing would hurt you, but we thought you would get over it in time. Mackenzie just wanted her father. Do you know in the first month she cried for you every night?" It felt like Carol was trying to make me look like the bad guy. That made me upset.
"No, Carol, I didn't know that, but then you know the exact reason why I didn't know she was upset, don't you!"
She looked down at her feet, knowing precisely what I was going to say.
"The restraining order," I spat, a little venom slipping into my voice. "That fucking restraining order! I couldn't talk to my daughter; I couldn't ask her how her day was. I wasn't allowed to hug her, give her advice or even be in the same room as her."
"And don't even get me started on how I got ignored on my birthday. I was devastated. But more than likely, neither of you gave it even a thought. I was unable to do anything, and as I told you that day, the way both of you acted was planned, cold and calculated to cause me maximum pain."
I was now ranting and angry, but I kept my voice low. "But that pain was encouraged by the new man in your life. I told you last time that both of you tore my heart out. To this day, it hurts at the core of my being. The only way I could survive was to move, move away from the pain you caused me. I am still mourning for you both, and even now, talking to you fills me with such anguish that I feel like I would implode if I drop my guard."
Both women now had tears on their faces, but I didn't stop. Instead, I drew a breath and pushed forward in a hushed tone.
"What killed me the most was that the day you both left me, the day my old family died. In the morning you left, you acted like nothing was wrong. Did you know why I never noticed what you were planning to do?"
They shyly looked at me, and both shook their heads that they didn't, stupid!
"Love..."
I let the statement hang for a moment.
"I loved both of you with everything I had, I trusted you both with my life, and I trusted that both of you had my back, that in return for me loving you, you would do the same."
"But daddy, I still love you!" Mackenzie blurted out.
I focused on my former daughter. "Mackenzie, your concept of love has become warped and twisted. Today you're professing that you love me. But yesterday was a different story. Do you know what you were calling me as you all tried to bully and threaten me?"
Mackenzie looked down at her feet again; she said nothing.
"Mackenzie, do you recall what you were calling me?" I asked again firmly.
After a moment, she nodded, giving me a muted nod.
"Yes." She said, almost whispering.
"What was it? What were your calling me if not dad?" I asked.
She looked up at me for a second, then back down at her feet. There must have been something exciting down there the way they were both looking down.
"Asshole..." she said quietly, almost shamefully.
I nodded, "You called me an asshole, someone that right now you're calling dad and saying you love me. Do you see how I'm confused right now? Do you understand why I am wondering about your love for me? Today, you're saying you love me, but yesterday you screamed names at me and let's not forget that you threatened me. You all but said it was okay for me to be killed!" My voice was still low, but it was intense.
"But daddy, it was," she stopped, "It was..." she couldn't finish.
"It was not a nice thing to do." Carol ended for her daughter sighing. "But Terry, what do you want? It's not like you can go without seeing your daughter."
I gave my ex-wife a glare, "Carol, you are just as bad. Right now, you are guilty and ashamed, but yesterday you were just as encouraging of your daughter as that poor excuse of a man you now call husband. As I told you, I mourn both of you as you had died," Mackenzie gasped, recalling my words.
"Everything that both of you have done. Every action has cost me so much, and never have either of you shown any remorse." I paused for a moment and gave them a questioning look. Then, when neither of them said anything, I asked Mackenzie, "What happens next time I see you? Will I be the asshole again, or will I be a dad?"
"You'll be dad!" Mackenzie proclaimed, tears rolling down her cheeks. I didn't know if they were for how she treated me or because she was being called out. This is the issue with broken trust, the lens through which you view emotion is cracked. Mackenzie continued, "I'm sorry, daddy, I... I... I should not have said what I said. But I promise I will do better next time!"
I nodded, "We will see Mackenzie. I am a long way from trust with you right now. I will admit that there is still love in my heart there for you, but it's buried deep under a whole lot of pain and a decent amount of anger. What you did yesterday, the names you called me and how you endorsed threats to my very life is not easy to get over and erodes any love left in my heart for you. It won't take much more for it to go altogether." Mackenzie was openly crying now, and I turned my attention to my ex-wife.
"What about you, Carol?"
"What about me?"
"What will I be next time?"
She looked at me a moment, then sighed, "Terry, I never thought it would be this way, but I don't know. Perhaps soon we can sit down and talk. It's all a mess."
"Sorry, Carol, but there won't be a sit-down. And tomorrow morning, I am heading back to my new life." They looked at me. "No, I will not tell you about it, but I have a chance to be happy, and I'm taking it."
"Do you have a new girlfriend, dad?" Mackenzie asked, a questioning look on her face behind the tears.
"You don't get to know that Mackenzie, just like you don't get to know about the family business, which is why you turned up here today," I looked at Carol. "That is why you turned up here today, wasn't it, or was it about money?"
Both girls looked away shyly, I snorted.
"I thought so. Look, ladies, I think this conversation is at an end. If we talk much further, it will move into the territory of money, which I am sure is the real reason you're here. That conversation will not end pleasantly for any of us. So, let's part ways now before anything else."
Carol sighed, "Okay, Terry, but you know the conversation isn't finished." She looked at me expectantly, the tiny bit of remorse and regret in her voice gone and an implied threat now given in her tone; she wasn't learning.
"I know, Carol, but as I told you yesterday, you pushed, and you will not like what you see moving forward if you stay on the path you're following. So take that as a fair warning."
Carol's face hardened, not getting the reaction she wanted.
"You know that Stephen is going to destroy you. You will be left with nothing. I'm trying to at least leave you with some dignity before he's through with you. Trust me; it's better that you give us what we ask for now, rather than be left not just a cuck ex-father and ex-husband, but broke and wishing that you took our good graces when it was offered."
I laughed aloud; this woman could change her mood and emotional state at will. How did I never see it? Mackenzie looked a little scared, she had seemed contrite and remorseful enough, and after trying to give some apology to me, she was again caught between myself and her mother. Carol was looking at me with a stern questioning gaze, not only wondering why I ignored her implied threat but actively laughed in her face.
I stopped and looked at Carol, "My traitorous and adulterous ex-wife, former holder of my heart and soul, betrayer of my love and spurner of my affection." With each twisted term of endearment stripped away, she looked pale yet again. "I don't just say these things to hurt you. I tell you these things so that you understand the emotion and motivation of what I say next."
Carol looked at me, her eyes just a little scared. Mackenzie was frozen in place, scarcely daring to breathe.
"I am not the same man you betrayed and left behind. I've been broken and in more physical and emotional pain than you can understand. But worst of all, the three of you keep PUSHING ME!" I raised my voice, "I will tell you here, and now so you can go and report to your tiny dickhead, lard ass of a husband that none of you has even the slightest idea of what I am capable of.
"You insult and taunt me talking about dignity. Take a hike! Your threat is empty and shows how shallow and pathetic you have become. You talk that you will destroy me. I don't think you have the faintest idea what will happen if you don't all back off."
I growled and leant into Carol, "So tell the fuckwit to take the win of you and my former daughter." I looked at Mackenzie, who shrunk down into herself. "I wouldn't piss on any of you if you were on fire right now." I looked back at Carol, letting the ire in my heart reflect in my eyes.
"This is the last time that I take threats on my being, coerced in finances or any other rude or demeaning comments without consequences."
I straightened myself up and let my emotions fade away to be replaced with a much more pleasant demeanour. "So now. I won't wish you, ladies, a fond farewell, but neither will I curse you as you leave."
I stood back, indicating the conversation was over, and they looked at me for a minute. But Carol, at last, got through her head I wasn't going to say anymore and grabbed Mackenzie's hand and guided her to the car. She then got into the car and started the engine. Mackenzie wound down her window, looking at me with a tear in her eyes.
"Daddy, I'm sorry."
My heart broke all over again; damn, despite everything those words told me, there was still love in my heart for her. I nodded, trying not to show any emotion.
"I truly want to believe you are sorry, Mackenzie, but let your actions show your determination to show me how sorry you are and don't ever let me see you act like you did yesterday again, okay?"
"I'll try."
Not the ringing words of determination I wanted, "Don't try, make it happen, Mackenzie, farewell." I walked back up the drive to the house as they drove off.
As I reached the porch and watched them disappear from view, from behind me, I felt my mothers' arms encircle me
"Are you okay?" she asked.
I thought for a moment, "That was both much harder and much easier than I thought it would be. But at least there was no screaming at each other." It was a close thing, though, I thought as mum released me from her hug and dragged me back into the living room, where we all sat back down.
"So, what do we do now?" mum asked.
Following the conversation and threats from Carol, I summarised the discussion with Carol, Mackenzie and myself to my family.
Sitting and listening, Kim was in lawyer mode, and we all looked at her as I finished. She was sitting with an early afternoon glass of red wine and thought for a few minutes. She wasn't drinking it, just holding it as she thought. Remember, she was pregnant. The wine was a focus for her. I'm sure Paul would drink it for her later.
"Well, I think we need to prepare an action for the threat of bodily harm made against Terry by Dr Dickhead. Regardless of anything else, what he did yesterday is a huge professional no, no! The other threats and Carol's words to you just now don't have any legal basis that could be taken seriously in a court of law. And you also need to take into account that any action taken in any way could kill any remaining affection that you have for either Carol or Mackenzie."
I looked at my family, "There is no love for Carol left in me, and she's gone a long way towards losing any civil conversation between us ever again, but Mackenzie... I don't know."
My family could feel the conflict in me. Yet, while I was so hurt by what my former daughter had done, there was still love as I discovered standing in my parent's driveway. Mum took my hand and squeezed it.
"It's okay, Terry, we know this isn't easy. I still love Mackenzie, too, despite everything she's done!"
I nodded my head, gaining more sympathetic nods from everyone. Finally, I looked back at Kim.
"I think we should go after Dr Dickhead. How long will the action you're talking about take to get ready?" I asked my big sister.
"A few weeks, perhaps a month. I will need to run through the video and make sure we have a clear case of threat against you. But if we do it right, he will hurt a lot. You may even be open to damages!"
"Well, I don't need any more money. I have a great job, and I'm pretty sure my girlfriends are rich!"
We all laughed. We knew the Delotiz family were well off.
I looked at my family. "But that aside, I don't want to rely on them. We Others had our pride and look after ourselves, fight our fights, that sort of thing." I told my family. I loved my girls, but I needed to fight my fights.
Everyone nodded, and Kim looked at dad, "Dad, I know you meant well. However, I wish you had not have mentioned the video."
"Sorry," He mentioned; Kim patted his hand.
"Oh, and dad," Kim mentioned, a grin forming on her face. Dad looked at his oldest child.
"I'm not sure where you got that potty mouth with Carol earlier, but language!" she wiggled a finger, and everyone laughed.
For the rest of the afternoon, we sat around and continued the family conversation. We spoke about mum's cancer treatment, spent some time talking about my relationship with the girls, talked about Kim's pregnancy and a lot of time about what to do with Carol, Mackenzie and Dr Dickhead.
Later that afternoon, I got a text from an unknown number.
[I'm going to destroy everything you hold dear asshole, you're fucking dead cuck boy, you hear me, DEAD!]
I must have struck a nerve with Dr Dickhead, as I don't think there was any doubt from who that text came from. I wanted to reply but instead showed it to Kim, who chuckled and took a photo showing the number, the message, along with the time and date for the text for evidence.
We spent a few more minutes discussing why he felt so threatened by me. Everyone knew I was never going to go after Carol ever again. I laughed with Kim when we talked about perhaps, he was threatened in the bedroom. That, just perhaps, there was more than a shred of truth about him having a small dick.
Later in the afternoon, I called my girls and filled them in on the conversation with Carol and Mackenzie. They were still angry at them on my behalf but were happy that it ended without coffee everywhere this time. I told them about the text I got, and they laughed at my masculine reasoning, agreeing that he must be small and a lousy lover. Melody thought that Carol must have to fake her orgasms as there was no way she was getting what I gave her when we were married.
"And you have two high libido girlfriends to look after. Which we both know you do to our complete satisfaction!" was Harmony's reply causing us all to grin.
We talked and laughed a while longer. I felt good knowing I had their love. I let them know I would be on the road early tomorrow and home in the early afternoon before saying goodnight and getting some shut-eye.
My drive home was easy, and I enjoyed that I now thought of Bathurst as home. For my home was where Melody and Harmony were. The rest was just window dressing. That evening our reunion was wonderful, and I made sure the girls were satisfied, so much so that both of them were walking funny the next day.
At work, a little after lunchtime, I was sitting down and reading a couple of reports around the output for the last few days when Sally came in and sat down in my office.
"So?" she said to me.



"So?" I queried back; my eyebrow raised.
"Is it true?" She asked.
"Is what true?" I replied. I had the idea this was not a work question. Over the last several month's Sally and I have developed a professional friendship. We laughed and joked and got on well.
"That you're dating Melody and Harmony at the same time, and that you're the reason Melody is sitting funny today, yet has a huge smile on her face?" Sally was grinning at me.
"And what if it is?" I asked, trying to keep any hint of emotion from my face, even trying to look a little upset.
She lost the smile, "Oh, um sorry Terry, I didn't mean... I mean, um..."
I laughed, "Look, Sally, it's going to come out sooner or later, and yes, I am dating both of the twins at the same time. And as for walking funny, let me just say, I was away for a few days, and Harmony is walking just as funny as Melody is today."
Sally's eyes almost bulged out of her head, "Really?"
"Really!" I laughed.
"Wow, just wow, I never thought... I mean... Oh shit, sorry, Terry!" she stammered and kind of glanced at my crotch. I laughed again.
"It's okay, Sally, it's only been a few months, though I think the connection has been there between the three of us since the beginning. Though if you had told me I would be dating identical twins a year ago, I would have laughed you out of the room."
We spoke for a few more minutes before Melody popped her head in the door, hearing our laughter.
"What are you talking about?" she asked, smiling.
"You actually!" I smiled at her.
"Really, what about me?"
"Well," Sally said coyly, "Terry here is going to talk to my boyfriend and let him know how he can make me walk like both Harmony and yourself are today." She laughed as Melody blushed. Then my girl got a look of lust in her eye.
"That's easy, Sally, just make sure that he loves you so much that you want to feel him fuck you to the moon and back four times in that one night!"
Sally was taking a drink of water and just about spat the entire thing at both of us.
"Four times is that twice each?"
'Nope, Terry here got me four times and Harmony three times; He loves us both a lot!"
Sally looked me up and down with an appraising eye.
"Damn, Terry, I would not have guessed!"
I went a little pink, being embarrassed for some reason but laughed again, "Nor would I, Sally, I never had this kind of stamina in my previous marriage. I think it's something that the girls are putting in my water!"
It felt good that Sally and what ended up being most of the crew at Delotiz Inc didn't judge me for dating both of the owner's girls. Instead, most of the guys gave me the 'you dog!' look. Our conversation with Sally must have gotten around because the girls around the office eyed me up like a prize bull at the country fair.
There was also a subtle change in how everyone treated Melody around the office. She had always been William's daughter, though now she was my girlfriend. In the office, we were always professional. Of course, we would steal the occasional chaste kiss. But never the less, everyone knew and, for the most part, respected my dating of Melody and Harmony.
The same occurred when Harmony visited the office, and the first time I was sitting with both girls in the lunchroom, we got a lot of stares. However, Sally also came and sat with us, and it soon became normal that I was dating two girls at once. It also helped that I continued to excel in my role as quality manager. I studied hard when I could and worked with the team to continue making subtle changes to our processes to keep our quality and make us more efficient.
For just over three months, my life was perfect. I had a great job, loving girlfriends that looked after me more nights than they didn't, if you get my meaning. I was seriously in love with both Melody and Harmony and could not see my future without either of them. Most people around the office and even in town where we frequently ate and hung out had gotten used to seeing the three of us as an item. Now and then, we would get some older woman throw a couple of harsh words at us, but we never took any offence.
Once I bought the old girl insulting us a coffee, it took the wind out of her sails. Later she came and sat with us, and by the end of the afternoon, she was very apologetic about her original point of view and told us a few racy stories about her youth and dating four boys at once. But, see, you never know, never judge! The old girl, Betty, invited all three of us to her church to meet with their congregation in a few weeks. We smiled at her but made no commitments.
Mum had been for another cancer treatment and was doing okay, I didn't head up to Maitland, but Melody, Harmony and myself spent a lot of time video calling mum and dad.
We had also submitted an initial legal brief against Dr Stephen Morrison, aka Dr Dickhead, and the hospital, along with the video that I had taken that day out the front of the Maitland Central café. Kim had managed to get witness statements validating the altercation, and the Morrison's had been asked not to return to the café. So far, nothing had occurred other than the submission. Kim let me know that since there was no immediate physical threat, as I was in a different city, it could take up to six months for the matter to be brought before a legal authority.
The Maitland Hospital had acknowledged the claim but had not communicated anything in discipline or defence of Dr Dickhead. Kim thought they would wait and see what the case did when brought before a court, then take action according to the court's decision. Apparently, he was a gifted surgeon, so my view was the hospital was not letting him go before they had to. That way, they could continue to use his services.
It was Saturday afternoon; Melody, Harmony and I were sitting down in the lounge doing one of those massive multi-sided jigsaw puzzles. You know the ones that are ten thousand pieces and have the same picture on both sides but at right angles, yep, hard. Well, we were having some fun doing that while talking about potentially visiting Betty's church when Kim gave me a call.
"Hey there, big sister, you got some love for your little brother," I said, picking up the phone in a cheerful tone.
"Terry..." her tone cut my mood immediately.
"Kim, is everything okay?" my entire demeanour changed; the girls stopped and looked at me.
"No, Terry, it's mum. She's been taken to hospital with chest pains." I could hear in her voice she was a little lost.
"Okay, um... okay... hang on, I'm going to put you on speaker; the girls are here with me." So, I put the phone on speaker as the girls huddled around the phone, the jigsaw puzzle forgotten.
Kim cleared her voice and blew her nose. "Okay, team, here is what I know. A couple of hours ago, mum started feeling unwell then started having severe chest pains. They called her doctor. He recommended that she go to the hospital."
"Do you know if the pains were in her breathing or down low on her diaphragm?" Harmony asked, going into medical mode.
"I'm sorry, Harmony, I don't." Kim started crying, she was days from giving birth to her first child, and this had to be taking a toll.
"It's okay, Kim. I take it dad is with her?" I asked.
"Yes, but Terry, I don't know what to do. I mean, this is my mum!" she cried. I just wanted to jump through the phone and hug my big sister. But I could see the empathy in both my girls' eyes.
"Kim, I'm going to make a couple of calls and come up and be there for mum, dad and you. I've got a few leave days up my sleeve, so there shouldn't be an issue for me to take a week off."
We spoke for a few more minutes, then rang off. Next, I called William, who was out to lunch with Martha and some friends, to ensure I was okay to take a week off. Once he approved, I called Sally and made sure she could cover for me, then headed to pack a bag.
A few minutes later, my girlfriends came in.
"Terry," Melody started, "Harmony is going with you."
I looked at them. Harmony nodded, then went out of the room and returned a moment later with a bag and started packing with me while Melody came over and gave me a hug and a kiss.
"We spoke about it, and while I want to go with you, we have that new supplier coming on board this week, so I need to be around the office, but Harmony can take the time to come to look after both Josephine and you."
I was almost moving on automatic, but at that moment, I felt nothing but love from my girls as I looked at Harmony moving with determination. And then looking at my precious Melody, looking into her eyes, I knew it hurt that she couldn't come with us, but she knew I had to go, and she was sending Harmony with me. What I loved most was that there was not a hint of jealousy in her eyes. Instead, there was just concern for me and my mother. I grabbed her chin and pulled her in for a kiss, feeling her melt into my arms. Then she pulled back.
"Okay big boy, you need to pack!" She said seriously. "I'm sure Josephine will be okay, but you and Harmony need to go." She bit her lip as she looked at me. "I love you, Terry!"
We packed clothes and essentials for the next twenty minutes and then got my truck ready for the trip. Then, after exchanging hugs from both Harmony and myself to Melody, we got on the road for the long drive to Maitland from Bathurst.
While there was a sombre mood most of the way, it was the first time that I had company for the drive. Harmony called her work and arranged for the week off before we were even an hour on the road. We had Melody on the phone most of the time, and then both kept me from brooding over much with our impending hospital visit. What I recall most vividly, though, is that Harmony's hand was always touching me, letting me know of her compassion and that she was there for me.
We arrived in Maitland in the evening. Having made great time, we headed straight to the hospital. Unfortunately, it was the same hospital that Dr Dickhead worked at. I hoped that he wasn't working, and as we were in a very different section, there was little chance of running into him. However, Harmony had called dad and gotten the details of mum's whereabouts. So, we parked and were sitting with mum and dad in short order.
Mum looked unsettled but was not in much pain. So, after both Harmony and I got hugs from both parents, we settled down. Harmony had picked up the chart at the end of mum's bed and looked at it.
Harmony nodded a couple of times and smiled at my mother. "It looks like they're taking good care of you Josephine, your vitals are good and strong, and the tests they have run should let us know if there is anything to be concerned about."
"Well, they do have me on some pretty strong pain medication, so I'm not feeling too bad right now. The doctor earlier is letting my cancer specialist know what's happening and is hoping I can head home soon if we are all in the clear!" mum responded.
I smiled, "That's great mum. Harmony and I are here all week, so whatever you need, we are here for you!"
Dad jumped in, "Thanks, son, you and Harmony can stay at our place. Is Melody also going to be coming up to visit us?"
I could sense a bit of a smirk on dad's face. Over the last few months, dad and Melody had built a bit of a friendship, and the awkwardness around my dating two women, let alone identical twins, had given way to a joking demeanour as well as a sense of fatherly pride.
"Sorry, John," Harmony responded, "Melody couldn't get away this time, but we promise she will be able to visit you with our man soon!"
We talked and even did a video chat with Melody, William, and Martha from home in Bathurst for the next half hour. Finally, however, it was almost the end of visiting hours, so we said goodbye, got a hug from mum and dad and headed to their place. Dad let us know that he would be along later and to just make up the spare bed. On the way to my parent's place, we called Kim and spoke with her and Paul for a few minutes, letting them know we had already visited mum and were on the way to mum and dad's place.
We arranged for breakfast the following day with Kim, said our goodbyes and arrived at mum and dads. I have a spare key for emergencies, so we let ourselves in, set up the bed, and showered. Unfortunately, it's a small shower, so we cleaned up separately. Then we climbed into bed and video called Melody on facetime. She was already in bed when she picked up.
"How are you guys?" Melody asked as I held my phone, and Harmony snuggled into me so we could both be on screen.
"Good, Melody, we are at John and Josephine's and snuggled in, our big stud is doing okay, but I can feel that he's missing you!" Harmony said.
"Aww," Melody moaned, her eyes on the screen focusing on mine. "Terry, I love you and wish I could be there with you two."
"I miss you too, baby; I don't feel complete without you here with us!" I responded.
"Harmony, can you make sure to look after Terry for me? You know our man. He's going to need lots of extra love from you without me there!"
"You know I will, Melody, but right now, I think we all need sleep. It's been a long drive. Can we call you in the morning before you head to work?
"Yes, but first, give Terry a kiss for me!" Harmony leant in and kissed me!
"This is from my sister; she loves you so much!" Harmony said, giggling as I heard her sister's amusement as well.
I looked back at the screen, "Melody, I love you too!"
"Thank you, our love, see you both in the morning!" she said and hung up.
I exchanged kisses with Harmony, and we snuggled in and slept.
Harmony's phone ringing awoke us. Melody was face timing us.
"Wake up, you guys!" was her cheery reply as Harmony handed me her phone. "Terry, you didn't pick up your phone, so I had to call Harmony!"
"Sorry, baby, I must have it on silent."
'That's okay, our love," she said, using the term the girls used jointly for me. "I just needed you to watch me get up!" Suddenly there was a lot of movement, and I saw a beautiful redhead, my Melody giving us a show.
She put the phone at the end of our bed and made an act of stretching and yawning, then rubbing her ribs to entice me. After that, she pulled the covers down and slid out of bed, the camera showing me her glorious thighs and ass. She had the camera angled, so she was just in the frame as she turned and bent over, naked and giving me a further look at her glorious ass. Then she stood and picked up the phone and carried it into the bathroom. Harmony giggled from lying on my chest; her hand held my very hard morning wood.
"Harmony, I take it our man is now up?" Melody asked her sister.
Harmony giggled again. Then before I could do anything, she snatched the phone away from me, pulled the covers down and turned the phone to show her my raging hard-on.
"Yep, he's up!" was her simple reply to her sister.
She handed the phone back to me and pulled the covers up but kept her head down there, enveloping my shaft with her mouth.
It was Melody's turn to giggle. I watched as Melody started doing her makeup in the mirror. The phone on a ledge gave me a perfect view of her breasts and face as she applied blush, eyeliner and lipstick. She cocked an eyebrow getting her blush ready and looking at me on camera. "She's blowing you now, isn't she?"
"Yes, how did you know?" I groaned as she asked.
"Well, first of all, Harmony didn't come back on camera, second there is that look you're giving me, and last I can almost taste your cock right now." I looked at her raising my eyebrow. She scoffed at me. "You know it's a twin thing!" she said.
For the next few minutes, Melody talked to me as Harmony blew me. I couldn't last long, though; this was one of the more erotic things I had ever done. Getting a blow job while talking to her naked sister on facetime was something I don't think many men ever get.
We spoke for a few more minutes as Melody got dressed, and I got a little one-on-one video time with her as Harmony headed to the bathroom for her morning duties and cleaned up from my wake up. We exchanged I love yous, and I handed the phone back to Harmony to talk with her sister while I had my turn in the bathroom.
Dad had left a note that he had gotten in around one in the morning and he would sleep late calling us when he woke up, so we got dressed and headed into town for breakfast with Kim.
"Hey there, mumma bear, how is my future nephew going today?" I asked, sitting down across the table from Kim after hugging her.
"Not too bad for carrying some organic mass that feels like an over-inflated beach ball that won't stop tap dancing on my bladder!" she grinned back at me, tapping her pregnant stomach. "I swear when he's born, he's going to be doing household chores till he's twenty for the discomfort he's giving me right now!" Kim thought that her first child would be a boy, Paul thought it would be a girl. So, the rest of us mostly stayed out of it, anxious to meet our new niece or nephew.
We laughed and exchanged banter for a few minutes, Harmony asking a few things about how she was feeling. My girlfriend was always interested in everything medical as a nurse.
As the server came up to us, I ordered a cappuccino and breakfast wrap for myself and a half-strength latte with fried eggs on rye bread for Harmony. Kim just stared at us.
"What?" I asked as the server walked away to place our orders.
"What would you have ordered if Melody was here with us?" Kim asked, a grin on her face.
"Easy, a cappuccino and bacon and eggs, no toast but with a hash brown on the side." I grinned at my sister.
"Pussywipped!" was her reply as she laughed back at me.
For the next hour, we sat and talked about everything from mum and her cancer to Kim's impending labour to how Melody, Harmony and I were getting on. We even spoke some about Carol and Mackenzie. I finished my coffee reflecting on my former family and found a lot of my anger towards them had dissipated after that last chat.
When it came to Carol, I found I didn't hate her, but I didn't care about what happened to her. Thinking of Mackenzie, there was an ember of love, and I was confused seeing her in both her bitch mode around Stephen and then the remorseful girl the day after. I just wasn't sure what could happen with her as she got older. Had I lost my relationship with her forever?
"Penny, for your thoughts, little brother?" Kim asked softly after the silence went on for a few moments longer.
"He's thinking about Mackenzie," replied Harmony.
"How do you know?" asked Kim.
"When he's thinking about Carol like he was a moment ago, his eyes go blank, and his mouth draws into a line. When he thinks of Mackenzie, his eyes drop, and he gets a lost puppy look. It's sometimes hard to see, but Melody and I have come to know it well over the past year."
I smiled and leaned over and kissed her.
"And that is why I love you and your sister so much!" I responded.
"So sappy," Kim looked at us, my sister loved to poke fun at me, but there was always a massive amount of love behind it. "Mind you, if Paul could pick up on my moods that easily..." She stopped mid-sentence. Harmony and I stopped looking at each other and looked at Kim.
"Kim?" I asked.
She had a strange look on her face, somewhere between surprise and embarrassment. For a moment, she looked panicked as she looked at us and then we heard a sound like water running.
"Fuck!" she moaned, "my water just broke!"
Everyone in the café helped out for the next forty minutes while we waited for an ambulance to arrive and take Kim to the hospital. By the time they arrived, Kim was having mild contractions, but they were pretty far apart. We'd called Paul, and he was en route to the hospital and would meet the ambulance there. Harmony and I would follow in my truck. The café staff were terrific and refused to let us pay for the meal. We promised we would be back once Kim and her baby were delivered safely.



Kim spent almost nineteen hours in labour, and after what, from the visitor's lounge, sounded like more than a bit of swearing from my sister, little Candice, my first niece was born. But, other than the long labour, Kim was doing well, and my niece, well, she was perfect. I was honoured to be the fifth person to hold her. My mum and dad had come down from the cancer ward once their second grandchild was born, and we were all suitably awed.
When Kim introduced auntie Harmony and demanded that I facetime auntie Melody as Harmony snuggled my new niece, my mind went back to a conversation where Melody and Harmony told me they wanted kids with me. At that moment, as I looked at Harmony holding Candice, I saw it; I could have more children. Melody, who was watching Harmony on the rear camera of my phone and my face on the smaller insert from my front camera, must have seen something.
"Terry, can you call me back?" she asked.
"Sure, babe."
I ended the call and let everyone know I was stepping out to call Melody privately. Harmony gave me a knowing look and whispered, "I love you," while cradling and cooing my niece.
I gave Melody a call, "Hello lover, what's up?" I asked.
I could feel a pause. This was serious, "Terry, are you okay?"
"Fine, well actually, I'm great. Mum is on the mend and should be home soon, Kim and Paul now have little Candice, and I have you two. Why do you ask?"
"Well, our love, I saw the look you gave Harmony as she held Candice, and..."
I laughed, "You want to know if I would have children with you?"
I could feel her blushing as we spoke. "Yes, well, with both Harmony and I. It was in your eyes just now, and I could see it in Harmony too, seeing it made me... well, it kind of turned me on." She admitted I laughed.
"Melody, honey, if I'm honest, I did have that thought about having children with both of you, and it made me feel great. Would it be okay with you if the three of us had a serious talk about this next week when we make it back home to you? I'm not saying we try next week, but I want us to have something of a plan."
Melody squealed, "Oh My God, yes, Terry! Yes! You don't know how much I want both Harmony and me to have kids with you." I think she swooned.
"Watching Harmony, just before, I think I do." I was grinning, the thought of kids with my girls was growing on me, and honestly, it had been since that first time they mentioned it. "Look, Melody, we should only be here for another couple of nights, and then we will be home to you. Will you be okay till then?"
"I miss you so much, Terry, but yes, just promise me that you'll hold me extra tight once you're home!"
"You got it, beautiful!" I replied.
"Excellent, now take me back in and hand me to my sister!"
I walked back into the room, and Harmony just finished handing Candice back to Kim for a nurse. Harmony held her hand out for the phone and walked out a moment later.
Kim looked at me, eyebrow raised as she helped little Candice latch on, "See pussy-whipped!" she said, I laughed.
The next couple of days were great. It was about a five-minute walk between the maternity ward and cancer ward. Harmony and I had spent a few hours with mum in the morning. She was looking forward to heading home. The change in medication had helped with the pain. The doctors had some new information following some scans to prepare for her subsequent treatment in the coming months. Mum was full of energy and looking forward to being a doting grandmother again.
"Now, don't wait too long before you give me some more grandchildren with your beautiful girlfriends, Terry!" she grinned at me as I blushed.
Harmony grabbed my arm and wrapped herself around my side.
"You can bet on in Josephine!" she said, my blush deepening. "The three of us are talking about it!"
I changed the topic, and we spoke for a few more minutes about getting mum home and that we would have a good family dinner for the four of us before we headed off tomorrow.
"Harmony, would it be okay if I spoke with Terry alone for a few minutes?" asked my mother.
"No problems, Josephine."
After Harmony was outside, mum gave me a severe look, looking at me from her hospital bed.
"Terry, I know how much you love both those girls, and I am correct in thinking there will never be a reconciliation with Carol?"
"No, mum, there will never be any chance of Carol and I getting back together. And yes, I love both those girls fiercely. I know it's a strange relationship, but I truly can't see one without the other, and they have never shown a single iota of jealously!"
She smiled and nodded, accepting my statement on Carol and the girls. "I can see that, and I see how much they love you, but what I need to ask is that between the three of you...." She hesitated.
"Mum?"
For a moment, mum got a little choked up. "I need to ask you that if anything happens to me, I mean if we can't beat this cancer. I need the three of you, Kim and Paul, to look after your father!"
Mum was now crying, and I pulled her into a big hug, and for a few minutes, we just held each other, mother and son.
"Mum! I don't want you going anywhere, but you have my promise; we will all look after dad!"
"Thanks Terry, you don't know how much that means to me."
"No problems, mum, tell you what. Harmony and I were about to head down and see Kim. So why don't you come with us? We can then come back and finish packing before we head home." I held her hands and appealed to her maternal instincts. "I'm sure grandma could hold Candice for a few minutes?"
She hesitated, then smiled. "Okay, Terry, you win. I'll come with you."
We walked out, and Harmony gave me a questioning look. I shook my head slightly, indicating we would talk later, letting her know mum would come with us to see Kim.
If you have ever walked through a hospital, you know the words 'rabbit warren' is apt. There are corridors, offices and wards everywhere. Still, everything forms a purpose, storing medical supplies or giving the hard-working hospital staff places for breaks or paperwork. Over the past few days, Harmony and I had found the best route between cancer and maternity wards and frequently walked backwards and forwards.
Today, mum and Harmony walked a dozen paces before me, talking about everything and nothing. I smiled. I was seeing mum with one of the two women I loved, and it warmed my heart. I also had to admit mum had never talked so freely with Carol as she did with Harmony or Melody. Sure, she spent a lot of time talking with my ex-wife, she was friendly, but mum never just walked and talked about everything and nothing like she was doing with Harmony right now. It made me appreciate just how much Melody and Harmony had not only changed my life over the past year but also how my parents and sister had so readily accepted them. It was also amazing how the local community around Bathurst had accepted our unorthodox relationship with relative ease.
I watched my mum holding Harmony's arm, chatting about grandkids, and I smiled again. Over the last couple of years, I had gone from happy family to beaten-down husband and father, to rescuing hero, and onto lover of two incredibly gorgeous sisters who I would lay my life down for in an instant without hesitation. But there was also a good chance that mum would beat cancer and live to see the additional grandchildren I was now thinking of giving her with my girls.
As I was coming up to the corner that the girls had just rounded, I paused. Something felt wrong. There was movement behind me, but it felt aggressive and full of malice. I felt the hairs on the back of my arms stand up. If you have ever been outside at night with no lights and something is moving in the bushes, you will know that feeling; it's an eerie fight or flight reflex. I thought that feeling was impossible to have here in a hospital, but I had it strongly.
All this went through my mind in but a few seconds, and as I turned to look back and try to understand why I felt unease, pain blossomed in my left shoulder. It was acute pain, like something had stabbed me. Then, not even a heartbeat later, a second pain occurred mere inches from the first. Then, continuing to turn, I found the dickhead himself, Dr Stephen Morrison, standing there, having done something to me, a triumphant smile on his face.
"I told you, you fucking loser, never to come near my hospital, or you would never leave!" he screamed at me.
"What... What have you done?" I asked, my now shaking hand reaching for my back and pulling loose two syringes that had been mostly injected into my body.
He just smiled back at me.
From the moment I had met this man, no going back further, from that evening when I walked into my former home and found my wife and daughter gone, stolen from me with nothing but a 'dear John' letter and a set of documents that destroyed my life. I had been angry at this piece of shit. He had stolen my wife, usurped my daughter and flaunted it in my face. At each step, he had positioned himself as some type of alpha male, flaunting that he was a doctor and a surgeon, each time I met the dickhead, he taunted me, each time I fought to keep my anger, my rage in check. Finally, in one of the few conversations since our divorce, Carol had hinted that he felt threatened by me, thinking I would be stealing her back. Looking at the snivelling, overconfident fuckwit before me, I could understand why.
When you think of doctors and surgeons on TV shows, you always see good looking actors. They have confidence, and they act with purpose and meaning. They're always calm under pressure and make quick life-saving decisions that make you want to rally for them as they save the patient. But unfortunately, I saw no one like that when I looked at the smug victorious smile on the dipshit in front of me. I couldn't understand how this guy was a doctor, let alone a surgeon of any repute. He was fat, balding and even through his smile based on whatever he injected me with, he was a sweaty unhealthy mess.
"What have you fucking done to me!" I roared at the little toad. I looked at the two syringes in my hands.
"Tsk, tsk, Terry, my friend, you should watch your language in your final moments." He laughed, standing back. "It won't be long before you fall asleep due to the concoction I just gave you." He smiled an evil little smile, "but suffice to say that you will never wake up again, and I will never have to worry about Carol wanting to come back to you because you'll be dead!"
At the moment, Harmony came back around the corner at a run, my mother not far behind her. They both stopped.
I screamed, and all of the anger, all of the hurt, all of my feelings of betrayal came out. No more was I going to sit idle; no more would I accept this fucker messing with my life! "You fucking, pompous little shit, I've told you I want nothing to do with either of those treacherous bitches. I wanted nothing to do with you, a slimy, fat fuckwit of a failure either." I was starting to feel a tingle in my fingers.
Taking a step towards the dickhead I clenched my fists. He backpedalled a step but looked behind me. His eyes went wide. Then he found that shit-eating smile of his again, seeing Harmony holding onto my mother.
"Well, well, Terry, my boy, I have to give you some credit. She's much better looking than Carol. I supposed you can now die happy, knowing that once you're gone, I'll take your new love and fuck her hard and give her pleasure you never could."
"FUCK YOU!" I screamed again and lunged at him, he took yet another panicked step back, and I swung a right hook, with every bit of strength, every bit of anger, every bit of pain this piece of sewer trash had visited on me, into his jaw.
My fist connected!
The punch launched him upwards and sideways into the corridor wall a few steps to his left. I could hear the connection and feel his jaw move sideways while his skull stayed in position for just that one moment. Momentum then caught up, and his body moved like a rag doll, and he must have bit his tongue as blood squirted out of his mouth as he crumpled to the ground.
When he hit the ground, his eyes rolled into the back of his head; he groaned, having passed out and then the smell of him having pissed himself reached my nose. I spat on the floor by his feet and stumbled. Whatever he had injected me with was working fast.
Harmony was there instantly, her arms under me, "Terry!" her eyes searched mine, and she could see I was losing focus quickly. The immediate threat removed my anger, quickly dissipating.
"He injected me with these," I handed the two syringes to her, "That's Dr Dickhead, and you recall me telling you he told me that I wouldn't walk out of here if I came to his hospital. Well, I guess he's not going to walk out either." I chuckled then collapsed to my knees, the drugs now taking effect quicker and quicker.
Harmony came to her knees with me, sliding us to the wall on the opposite side of dickhead and hitting a black button on the wall. Alarms started sounding throughout the corridors. She took my head in her hands and looked deep into my eyes.
She was crying, "Terry, stay with me as long as you can, baby; every moment you can stay awake gives us a better chance to help you."
I nodded; a halo was developing around Harmony. A glow emanated from her even as the rest of the world blurred. I smiled. "You're beautiful Harmony. I love you and Melody so much!"
"I know, baby, we love you so much too," three security guards came running up, a doctor close behind. Harmony handed him the two syringes. "That asshole," she said, pointing at the dickhead. "Injected my boyfriend with whatever was in these telling him that he would kill him. I need you to figure out quickly what is in these so we can save my man!"
I looked at Harmony. My body was feeling tired, the edges of my vision blurry. Then, I heard a phone ring. Fast words were spoken. For a few moments, I lost focus and then felt the cool press of plastic against my ear as Harmony held her phone to my ear.
"Terry, baby, what's going on?" my other amazing girlfriend, Melody, started saying over the phone. I looked at Harmony into those amazing green eyes. I could be lost in them forever without ever having to take another breath.
"I punched the little shit, I mean the big dickhead, I mean doctor fuckwit," I was starting to lose it, slurring and mixing up my profanity. Harmony smiled.
"Harmony told me baby, Terry, Terry, are you listening," her voice was panicked, and we all knew I was fading.
"Yesssshhhh," I slurred.
"Baby, we need you to stay with us. We need you, our love!" Melody was crying through the phone. Looking at Harmony, she was openly sobbing as well.
"Terry, our amazing sweet, Terry, please don't go. We're not ready to give you up so soon after finding you." Harmony whispered.
"Tiiirrred," I replied.
By now, more doctors were swarming around Harmony and me. Finally, she was forced to stand away, taking the phone with Melody away with her. A couple of security guards lifted me onto an awaiting gurney at the doctor's direction, and I saw mum wrap her arm around a crying Harmony.
I had a final moment of clarity where our eyes met, "I love you!" I mouthed, and she returned the gesture.
"We love you too!" she replied.
They started moving me down the corridor. I could feel them pushing me fast, so I closed my eyes. Sight and sound drifted away from me as the drugs finished their work. I was loved and had found happiness, I wasn't alone, but as my consciousness ebbed into nothingness, I did wonder fleetingly if I would ever wake up.
[:::: Authors Ending Notes ::::]
I hope that you all enjoyed part III of Double or Nothing. I found this one quite hard to write due to some real-life situations that have influenced some of this story. I will be covering that a little more in Parts IV and V.
Towards the top of the story, I use the word pluggas. This is an Australian reference to flip-flops.
When I was planning Part III, this point was about 2/3 of the way through what I wanted to cover. However, I felt this was an excellent point to leave and change up the story a bit.
I look forward to bringing you Part IV soon.
Many thanks for your support.
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Hi Everyone, Welcome to Part IV of the Double or Nothing series. As a new author, I've enjoyed writing and building a story. I've gotten so much feedback from so many people that it's been great. Some of you love the story, others not so much. But I've noticed that the comments and private messages have all shown me that you engaged with what I am writing for the most part. And that is what I have been aiming for!
One other point everyone brought up was the gap between parts. As a new author, I must plead some ignorance. When I posted Double or Nothing Part I, I had not started Part II, and in some ways, I did not understand the passion all of you had in wanting to see the next part so quickly. Thank you for that passion.
As always, a huge thanks to Kite for jumping in and editing with me, He's showing me a lot, and it's helping me to enjoy writing but to polish the story and close gaps that I have a hard time seeing.
One of the most significant criticisms outside of my grammar (yes, I know) is that the plot and dialogue are too long. Well, just to let you know, that's just the way I write. I like to work on my characters; I want to get their motivation and understand their thoughts or feelings. So, that takes time, making my stories a little longer.
What you're about to step through in Part IV is quite long in the telling, there is a lot that I want to get through in this part of the story, and I want to try a couple of different styles. There are a few elements that I would love to have explored further but didn't feel fit the main narrative.
I want to caution you that I've got both religious discussion and more legal scenes in this part. These scenes are to progress the story and are not written to offend anyone as I am sure most of you have different points of view to those that our characters hold. So please try not to be offended and just enjoy the writing.
You have been warned.
I hope that you enjoy Double or Nothing Part IV.
[:::: End of Part III ::::]
I looked at Harmony. My body was feeling tired, the edges of my vision blurry. Then, I heard a phone ring. Fast words were spoken. For a few moments, I lost focus and then felt the cool press of plastic against my ear as Harmony held her phone to my ear.
"Terry, baby, what's going on?" my other amazing girlfriend, Melody, started saying over the phone. I looked at Harmony into those amazing green eyes. I could be lost in them forever without ever having to take another breath.
"I punched the little shit, I mean the big dickhead, I mean doctor fuckwit," I was starting to lose it, slurring and mixing up my profanity. Harmony smiled.
"Harmony told me baby, Terry, Terry, are you listening," her voice was panicked, and we all knew I was fading.
"Yesssshhhh," I slurred.
"Baby, we need you to stay with us. We need you, our love!" Melody was crying through the phone. Looking at Harmony, she was openly sobbing as well.
"Terry, our amazing sweet, Terry, please don't go. We're not ready to give you up so soon after finding you." Harmony whispered.
"Tiiirrred," I replied.
By now, more doctors were swarming around Harmony and me. Finally, she was forced to stand away, taking the phone with Melody away with her. A couple of security guards lifted me onto an awaiting gurney at the doctor's direction, and I saw mum wrap her arm around a crying Harmony.
I had a final moment of clarity where our eyes met, "I love you!" I mouthed, and she returned the gesture.
"We love you too!" she replied.
They started moving me down the corridor. I could feel them pushing me fast, so I closed my eyes. Sight and sound drifted away from me as the drugs finished their work. I was loved and had found happiness, I wasn't alone, but as my consciousness ebbed into nothingness, I did wonder fleetingly if I would ever wake up.
[:::: Part IV ::::]
My mouth felt like I had been drinking Bundy rum for three days straight, you know that feeling when you can't quite get your lips together to try and rub some moisture in your mouth. That was the feeling I had as I slowly returned to the living world.
I was flat on my back in what must have been a hospital bed. I can also say that aside from the feeling of a dead cockroach in my mouth. Enormously heavy limbs and a monumental effort to open my eyes. I could feel that almost every part of me was beyond sore.
However, my hearing was working at least because as I came to, I could hear snoring. I tried almost successfully to move a little, and the snoring stopped, I felt the pressure lift from my torso, and I heard a voice that made me relax.
"Terry?", the question came from one of the two voices in this world that could wake me from the dead. Indeed, that's what I felt like now. But her voice stirred me further awake.
Melody!
Eyelids fluttering, I pushed myself and worked hard at opening my eyes. It was dark out that much was sure as the light in the hospital room was entirely dim and artificial. As my eyes started to focus, one of my two beautiful girlfriends was lying on my hospital bed with me, her usual spot curled up on my right, holding onto my torso. Melody had always loved to sleep on my mid-section. Ever since we first met, that was her place, and despite my laying here in a hospital bed, she had managed to curl herself like a cat onto the bed without affecting my prone position, ensuring her claim on me.
"Harmony," Melody whispered so someone on a chair beside my bed, "I think he's waking up."
Almost immediately, a second vision of beauty, the identical twin of the woman who was until a few moments ago, laying on my torso, stepped in and looked at me. I tried to focus on her, my second girlfriend in the dark. There was no difference between the two women, I loved them both without reservation, and I knew without a doubt they both loved me.
"Well, hello there, handsome, welcome back." Harmony smiled, softly grabbing my hand, squeezing it. I lightly pressed it back, the effort feeling monumental. Finally, she leant in and looked into my eyes, smiling, seeing me try to focus.
"It's okay, our love." She said, using the term of endearment that the sisters had adopted as our relationship developed. "Don't try to move or talk yet. You have been out of it for a while, and we need to walk you through a lot. But for right now, you don't need to do anything but try and relax!" my sexy nurse girlfriend told me.
I tried to smile but found it hard around the tube down my throat. I started to feel like I would choke until both girls tried to calm me.
"Try to relax, Terry. We had to get a tube down your throat to help you breathe. It will feel uncomfortable. But now you're awake; I am sure the doctors will remove it quickly." Harmony explained.
"You scared us so much, Terry, but you amazed us by pulling through," Melody said. Her eyes held a sternness and pain that spoke about how worried she was about me. Then she smiled, leant in and kissed my forehead. "It's okay, our love. I know you have questions, but right now, relax, we are here, we're not going anywhere, and the answers are coming."
Harmony again looked me over for a moment, then looked up at a drip, summoned the duty nurse, and together they pressed a few buttons on the dispenser.
"Go back to sleep, Terry," She spoke softly. "We will be here when you wake up, and trust me, baby, you will feel a lot better after a few more hours of sleep."
She was right. I went back to sleep and woke up a few hours later as the sun was rising when a doctor came in the check on me. Neither of my girls had moved. After doing some initial tests, Harmony helped him remove the tube from my throat, an altogether unpleasant experience. He then followed up with a few more tests while Harmony handed Melody a cup of ice chips. Melody fussed over me for the next half hour, fed me ice, and waited until it melted in my mouth before feeding me another one.
I tried a few times to speak, and it took me a while before I could find my voice.
"What happened?" I said in a gruff voice.
The girls looked at each other, "Terry, there is no easy way to say this, but you died." Melody teared up as she spoke.
"What?" I rasped out.
Harmony nodded. "Twice actually and almost a third time before the hospital staff figured out how to stabilise you."
At that moment, my memories of the brief fight with Dr Dickhead, aka Stephen Morrison, came back to me. Harmony interrupted my thoughts about what happened and continued.
"The emergency team managed to get you to the ER within minutes. I think you passed out on the way. Then," she said, the sorrow she showed on her face as she relived the memories. "They managed to more or less figure out one of the drugs fairly quickly. It was a common anesthetic meant to knock a patient out for an operation. The second drug, though, was much harder to identify." She was holding my hand for all its worth.
"Based on the fact the moron was a surgeon, they worked on the assumption that he was trying to dose you with something causing the heart to slow, where an overdose would cause your heart to stop beating all together." She sighed, "We still don't exactly know what was in the second one, and both syringes are in a lab being analysed for the police."
"So why am I not dead?" I asked, genuinely intrigued.
Harmony smiled. "Good care, a medical team that knew how and when to defibrillate. It's why you feel like you have run a couple of marathons. All your muscles seize for brief periods between the adrenaline shots and the electrical stimulation from the shocks."
Yep, I hurt all over.
"How long have I been out?"
"Three days," Harmony responded, again squeezing my hand. I blew out a breath, almost like last time I had been injured.
Melody leaned in and kissed me. I knew she wanted to tell her part of the tale.
"I was sitting in that meeting with dad and the new supplier when I felt like I would be sick. I felt something wrong almost immediately. It felt like Harmony was caught in some abject horror, and I could feel it. So, I excused myself from the meeting and called Harmony immediately. She let me know you were hurt and put you on the phone," She was now lying on the bed beside me, he hands holding onto my hospital gown as she cried softly. "When the hospital staff got to you, Harmony had to step away, then Josephine and Harmony were following her into emergency to see if they could save you while I was a mess on the phone."
"Dad immediately knew something was wrong when I entered the room again, upset and empty as I had never felt before. Our man had been assaulted, and I was not close enough to help!" she was sobbing, now recalling the incident.
For the next few minutes, she cried snuggled into me on the bed while Harmony came around and rubbed her back. Then, once she had settled down and felt better just gave me a couple of kisses and demanded that Harmony get the chance to as well, to which I, of course, obliged. Finally, she sat back up, holding onto me as if I might evaporate into thin air, but with a look and a nod from me encouraging her, she continued.
"Well, I gave dad the quick overview. Once he and our new supplier heard what was happening, the supplier was happy to reschedule. So, within two hours, dad, mum and I were on a flight here to Maitland. They had brought you out of emergency and into this room by the time we were walking in."
"William and Martha are here too?" I asked.
"Of course they are, silly," Melody smiled, wiping her tears. "They are at home with your mum and dad. They have been here with us every day. Terry, you are our family. I know mum and dad. They think the world of you. They were just as upset as us when we first saw you, unconscious and hooked up to so many machines. They will be in later this morning." Melody gave me another hug. "In fact, you can expect the entire clan today once they know you're awake." She continued holding me and rested her head back on my torso, sighing contently.
For a few minutes, I got lost in my thoughts. As I did, I ran my aching hands through Melody's hair as Harmony looked on and smiled at me, reaching for my other hand and lifting it to kiss it.
I realized I hadn't asked one of the obvious questions. "What happened to dickhead?" A frown appeared on my face.
Harmony smiled, and it wasn't a friendly smile. Instead, it had the look of a predator looking to devour her prey.
"He's been arrested and is currently over in the secure prisoner ward. You hit him good baby. Your punch dislocated his jaw and fractured his cheekbone, and tore several muscles in his face. He also bit a chunk out of his tongue and has his entire face wired shut for at least the next two months."
I flexed my right hand with which I had smashed him; it felt just a little sorer than the rest of me. It was the hand that was running through Melody's hair. She felt the movement and smiled, then she grabbed my hand and kissed it just like her sister was with my other hand, knowing what I was thinking.
"I should also let you know that a couple of detectives will want to talk to you now you're awake. But you're not in any trouble from what I have been told. The dickhead's arraignment hearing will take a couple of months because he can't talk," Harmony told me, as she kept smiling.
I nodded, then sighed. I had narrowly beaten death again.
As the early morning turned into day, my parents and William and Martha came in once they got the message that I was awake. Mum looked better, still frail with the cancer mediation, but stronger than when I saw her just a few days ago.
Mum hugged me. "I was so scared Terry, Harmony and I turned back when we heard you yell, and then after I saw you knock that... that slimy asshole." She smiled. Her rare use of a curse word causing us all to laugh.
"Well, after that, you collapsed, I didn't know what to do. If it weren't for Harmony looking after me, I would have collapsed too. So, we sat in the emergency room chairs, waiting until you were brought out. Terry, I am so sorry. I never thought someone could do something like that!"
"Neither did I, mum, neither did I." I responded, "I knew he felt somewhat threatened by me, and there was no way we would be friendly to each other. But I never thought he would go this far. I do wonder if we will ever find out what tipped him right over the edge?"
"Who knows," William said, "Then again, after the sexual prowess you show with my daughters, your ex-wife would have to be somewhat unsatisfied with him."
Everyone looked shocked for a moment. I don't think anyone expected a comment like that from William. Then, in the next moment, everyone started laughing, it was a deep laugh, tears were running down our faces. For the next half hour, we told joke after joke laden with sexual innuendo, until Paul and Kim came in pushing little Candice in a pram.
"Well, I see that everyone is in high spirits, and it's great to see you awake little brother." My sister said, a smile on her face, but she also looked relieved. "So, what was everyone laughing about?" she asked.
"Your brother's bedroom ability driving Dr Dickhead wild with rage and obviously, his ex-wife has buyer's remorse in bed at home!" Martha said.
Again, the entire room went dead quiet. Again no one expected a comment like that from the demure and proper lady of the Delotiz clan. Again, the room burst open in laughter.
Kim looked over at me and winked.
Around lunchtime, everyone except Melody and Harmony headed back to my parents to rest. Then in the afternoon, the doctors got me out of bed to check me over and worked me through stretching my muscles. Melody helped me with my first shower in a few days, helping me and generally holding me. Every part of me hurt, and I had more than a few muscle cramps that Melody was happy to massage out.
All going well, I would have the result of my latest bloodwork tonight. That meant the hospital could release me tomorrow. I would be stiff and sore for a few weeks, but I could continue my recovery at home if my bloods were clear.
Once released, the plan was to have lunch with mum, dad, Paul, Kim and my new niece, then William and Martha would fly home that evening while Melody, Harmony, and I drove home throughout the night.
While waiting for my results that afternoon, I got a visit from the two detectives working the case against the dickhead. First, they took my statement about the incident. They let me know that I would likely be required to attend his arraignment hearing.
The following day I was, to my relief, released. We had a great afternoon with the family, and after food, laughs, and some impromptu family photos, we all headed home.
Melody, Harmony and I drove home, Melody driving this time, and we had a great time singing bad road trip songs, playing the number plate game. That's where you make up words from the three letters shown on Australian number plates. Melody won that with the letter L.C.D. Most are used to it, meaning Liquid Crystal Display; however, with a smile on her face after seeing the plate, she busts out with, "Little Cock Doctor!" See why I love my girls.
I was home and back to work without too much fanfare. Everyone was happy to have me back, and once I told the story a few times, got shouted a few beers, we all got back into the daily grind.
I also spent some time with Pastor Dan from Betty's church. On one particular day, we were sitting at a great coffee shop in Bathurst, talking through my life over the past few years. Then once I told the story and got to what I wanted to talk about, he stopped me and started to recount a few things.
"So, Terry, it's been a little over six months since Betty introduced us, and I can say that Melody, Harmony and yourself have added quite a bit of spice to our little congregation." We both laughed at that. I smiled as we recalled some of the comments as people understood I was dating both sisters.
"I understand the anger you feel towards your former family, and I can also see why you felt the need to relocate after they had done what they did to you. The church tries not to judge, but I don't think I would have handled myself as well as you did."
I raised my eyebrows, he laughed.
"My job might be a Pastor in a church, but I am still just a man, as fallen and broken as the person next to me. Had I been in your shoes, Pastor or not, I could see how I would have reacted... differently."
We sat contemplating that for a few minutes, sipping our coffee.
Dan smiled and sipped his coffee. He was a younger man and was employed full time by the church; he had a beautiful blonde wife and a four-year-old son that loved life and could always be found in some trouble. I found I liked this guy. I had been raised around the church; my parents were regular churchgoers to their little Anglican church back up in Maitland. Dan wanted to think he was more non-denominational. I liked that he preached God without fire and brimstone. He preached grace and forgiveness, but he always worked towards pushing a real relationship with God regardless of where you were personally. I liked that. It worked in my situation.
He looked at me, eyebrows raised, leaning forward onto the table.
"Now, with all of that happening, you're asking me how you should feel because you want to marry both Melody and Harmony, correct?"
I shrugged, he laughed.
"Terry, you have one of the most incredible stories that I have ever heard of, and trust me, I have heard a few." He smirked. "And for some reason, I think your story still has a few chapters to go yet!"
I shrugged again, "I would have described my life before Carol and Mackenzie left as just ordinary like everyone else's. But since the fateful night, I have learnt to take nothing for granted." I looked at Dan.



I continued, "Dan, I believe in God. However, I don't believe that God should be forced down anyone's throat. It needs to be each person's choice. But I would like to marry my girls in a church without judgment, including my own, and I would like your thoughts and your help."
Dan looked at me for a moment, I felt like he was sizing me up, trying to determine the best way to tell me it wasn't going to happen, but he did surprise me.
"Terry, in the Old Testament, it was common that a man could have several wives. The story of Abraham gave us Isaac and Ishmael, where Abraham was father to both with different mothers. Only once Christianity and modern Judaism moved into western culture following the emperor Nero that marriage became a one-on-one relationship."
He looked at me, seeing if I was following him so far, I was.
"However, despite how things were back then, the reality is that you cannot marry both Melody and Harmony. The laws of our country allow only for a one person to one person marriage. At the same time, I know that some people live as husband and wives, plural, or vice-versa. They are not married in the legal sense."
We sat for a minute. I proposed a thought.
"Dan, what if I was to marry one of the girls only? Of course, we sign all the legal paperwork that I married one of them, but what if there was a civil union or something like that with the other, not marriage?"
"I'm not sure, Terry. Honestly, I have never heard of someone trying that legally and certainly not within the Church. Besides, even if we could do that, which of the girls would you marry and would the other not be jealous? One of the only reasons I am even entertaining this idea with the three of you is that both Liz and I have watched you as we have come to know you, and we see the same love and devotion that we see between ourselves. So, is it, like I said before, unorthodox? Yes, is it wrong in the eyes of God? I can't honestly answer you. But if you want to be married, then you must choose one and only one to be legally wed to."
He looked at me one last time.
"May I ask why you're pushing this now? You have almost everything going in you're favour right now. Of course, I would love to see you married. But would it not be better to stay as you are and be on an equal footing with Melody and Harmony? You almost died from what you tell me. Why not take it slower?"
"That is precisely why, Dan." I replied, "I almost died; when I awoke, both girls were there, their love, their fear, their commitment. It was there as plain as day to me; there has always been a connection between all of us. In my head, I don't see two women. I see the three of us bound just as much emotionally as physically. If you had told me this a few years ago, I would have laughed in your face.... Today, I could never separate them from each other. I belong to both of them entirely, so I want to be married to both of them."
We spoke for about another hour about different ways it could work. By the end of our chat, I had a fair idea of what I would do and how I could make it work. I was going to marry my girls, and I would be theirs forever.
Everything proceeded as usual for the next few weeks. I snuggled with my girls every night. Sometimes we made love, others time we just read books or did puzzles or cooked meals together. I could not get enough of just being with them.
One Saturday evening, we were having a barbecue out the back. Kim and Paul had driven down to Bathurst for the weekend. It was under the guise of Kim consulting with me around Dr Dickhead's upcoming arraignment. Honestly, though, I think they just wanted a weekend away. Kim told me Dr Dickhead had his jaw unwired this week, and for the first time in a few months, he could speak without writing it down. However, he was still in the secure wing of the hospital. To go anywhere else would mean being remanded in custody. After seeing Carol and Mackenzie, Kim told me that the two detectives that had questioned me had spent over three hours talking to him.
Kim was ginning. Somehow, she had a transcript of the interview. Although she wouldn't tell, when I asked how she got it, she touched the side of her nose, letting me know it was a secret.
"Most of the interview is boring, run of the mill cops asking questions, but if you turn to page fifteen, you will find an interesting exchange on why he made good on his threat to attack you," Kim said. She had a strange smile on her face. Her eyes were positively glowing with delight.
I grabbed the pile of papers, flipped to page fifteen, and started reading aloud so everyone at the table would hear.
Now keep in mind we're reading a transcript here. Much of the emotion and feeling needs to be inferred from what we're reading. In my mind, I saw Detective Rodriguez sitting in a room with the dickhead, grey walls, a metal table and a single light overhead. I assume that the dickhead was slumped in his chair. He would have known he was screwed.
Let's read:
[ D Rodriguez ] So, Dr Morrison, we have already established and validated through security footage and by your admittance that you attacked Mr Other with the intent to kill. But what we do not yet understand is why; would you care to explain that to me?
[ Dr Morrison ] Because I couldn't take it anymore.
[D Rodriguez ] What do you mean you couldn't take it anymore? I thought we had established that Mr Other never contacted you, never threatened you, and until the point where you tried to kill him, never touched you physically?
[Dr Morrison ] Because he humiliated me again, that's why.
[D Rodriguez ] How did he humiliate you, Dr Morrison?
[Dr Morrison ] My wife...
[D Rodriguez ] What do you mean your wife, Dr Morrison, had Mr Other been threatening your wife, his ex-wife?
[D Morrison ] No, the asshole was too noble for that, my wife, well, she talks in her sleep.
[ D Rodriguez ] And how does your wife talking in her sleep cause you to want to kill Mr Other?
The suspect pauses for a long time before responding
[ D Rodriguez ] Dr Morrison?
[ Dr Morrison ] Since we married, at least once a week, my wife Carol has a dream in which she begs the asshole to take her back, tells him how she made a mistake, she tells him...
The suspect again pauses
[ D Rodriguez ] Dr Morrison, in the dream, sir, she tells him what?
[ Dr Morrison ] She tells him how much better in bed the asshole is than me, how he is a magnificent lover, that he takes her to astounding heights, how much larger his cock is than mine and how she barely feels my much smaller cock inside her. Every time we go to bed, I know that my wife still craves the body of that asshole. Her dreams make me feel that I could never be as good a lover as him. When she's sleeping, she tells me how much smaller my cock is than a fucking plumber.
[ Dr Morrison ] Do you get it now detective, when I saw the asshole walking down the hospital corridor, I had no choice but to kill him. Just the night before, Carol had been moaning the assholes name in her sleep while she masturbated herself! She got herself off while asleep thinking of HIM, not me, HIM!
[ Dr Morrison ] So the next day, when I saw him walking through the hospital, I remembered I told him never to come to my hospital. At that moment, I had to become a man again. I had to take back my domination over my wife; I had to take him down.
[ Dr Morrison ] And now the asshole is dead. My wife will never be able to get back to him. She will never be tempted to run back to him, back to his well-toned body and big cock that she continues to dream about and make herself orgasm over while she sleeps. At night, she continues to tell me about him while she orgasms. I've had to listen to it, put up with it. But now she is mine again now that he is dead.
The suspect and officers are silent for some time
[ D Rodriguez ] Dr Morrison, I am assuming that you believe you killed Mr Other from your statement?
[ Dr Morrison ] Of course, with what I gave him, he's dead, and that redhead bitch and the assholes mother watched me do it! Of course, I got hurt, and I know I've got some legal trouble to take care of, but he's gone, and I'm still here. This will all be just a bad memory in a few years, but his wife and daughter will always be mine while he is in the grave!
The suspect laughs
[ D Rodriguez ] Dr Morrison, I will let you know that your attempt to deprive Mr Other of his life failed. He is alive. While he was seriously injured following your attack, he is still alive, and as far as I know, he has fully recovered.
The suspect yells and is incoherent
There were another six pages of the interview transcript. However, we were all roaring with laughter by the end of that section. At least now we knew why he hated me so much.
I went inside and brought a new round of drinks out for everyone. Even Kim was drinking wine tonight, having expressed enough for little Candice for her subsequent few feeds. We laughed at a lot of topics for the next hour, all of them revolving around the dickhead, and Carol's apparent buyer's remorse in bed
Later, we inquired how Paul and Kim were going as parents.
"It's fucking amazing," my older sister was exclaiming. "As tired as I am every damn day, I wouldn't change being a mother for the world."
"And I've never had more fun with Kim's tits ever!" Paul blurted out. A couple of beers loosened him up.
Everyone once again roared in laughter, and Kim stood up and rubbed her tits in her husband's face before sitting back down and taking his hand with affection.
"So ready to start working on the next one?" Melody said, a slight smirk on her face at the show of affection.
"Yep," Kim said, "But I need to wean Candice first; apparently, breastfeeding is a natural contraception, sure I could still get pregnant, but the chance is a lot more reduced." She got a smouldering look on her face and looked at her husband. "But that's not going to stop my Paul from trying to knock me up, is it, sweetie?"
I was always in awe at their relationship. My sister was crass and sometimes a bit bitchy, but she only had eyes for her husband. They flirted shamelessly, and in many ways, they still acted like they did while they were dating in their early twenties.
Then Paul turned the tables.
"But what about you three?" Paul looked at Melody, Harmony and me, "When are you three going to give me some nieces and nephews?"
I almost choked on my Kraken and coke. Again, everyone laughed, though, this time at me. William and Martha bristled a little bit, and they tried to pay more attention without looking like it. Of course, they hadn't said anything, but I am sure a few grandkids would be welcome now that the three of us had pretty much settled into our relationship.
"Actually," Harmony started, "the three of us have been talking a little about kids for a few months now."
Melody nodded, "Terry knows that we want kids with him, and we know our man wants kids with us." Her tone was final like there was no discussion; it was a fact.
I sighed, but it was my turn to nod. "Yes, the girls are correct. We have been talking for a while now."
For the next hour, we sat around talking kids, Melody even pulled out her phone, and we did one of those photo apps that took two people and showed what their kids would look like. I have to say that I made pretty good-looking kids with everyone, including Paul, which had us all roaring in laughter.
I was in my element, surrounded by people I loved. They expected nothing but my time and attention. So, when Martha announced dessert, I went in to help her, got a couple of things I needed, headed back out after talking to her, and helped dish up some warm apple pie and homemade vanilla bean ice cream. Perfect.
Before the evening felt like it had wound down too much further, I stood and called everyone to attention.
"Before we all retire to the evening, I've got a couple of things that I would like to say."
Everyone looked at me.
"A couple of years ago, I thought my life was ending. I wasn't sure what I was going to do or how I would recover from what my previous wife and daughter did to me. I was hurt and angry, and I can admit now I was very confused. Then I had the offer from friends to give me a new job in a new town that got me away from everything, for which I am thankful to this day."
I nodded and gestured to William and Martha in thanks. They held each other's hands and smiled back at me.
"Then, on my way up here, I get caught up in the storm of the century, a storm that changed my life forever for the better." I smiled at my girls. "In that storm, I found two of the most beautiful and feisty creatures that I have ever laid eyes on. And, as much as they tell the story that I saved them, they also saved me. Today I know that without them, I would be empty, bitter and way angrier than I should be. With my girls in my life, I have more love and acceptance than I ever thought possible. And though I know that life will always have its challenges to throw at me, I know that I can face these troubles with both of you holding my hands.
Everyone around the table was smiling. Melody and Harmony were beaming with pride.
I moved and knelt on the ground. Unlike a traditional marriage proposal on one knee, I put both knees on the ground showing the girls I saw them as equals in everything, including my love. The girl's hands went to their faces, and everyone took a collective gasp. Even Martha, who was now holding a phone with my parents on facetime. I had asked her to facetime them when I stood so they could witness the announcement. I didn't tell her what I wanted to say, but I think she had an idea.
I pulled two identical ring boxes from behind my back and held them in front of me.
"Melody, Harmony, in the past almost two years, you have shown me what true love is. You gave me yourselves both of you equally without any hesitation. You took a broken, uncertain man and built him up into a man who loves both of you without hesitation and with a passion that I know no one else could ever have." I paused. "And if they tried to get between us, I'd break their jaw and put them in hospital!" everyone laughed.
"Melody, Harmony, I honestly don't know what the future will bring for us, but I know I want it together with both of you, and if you will both have me, I would ask both of you to marry me?"
"YES!" two identical voices screamed out in unison.
"Melody first," Harmony whispered as the girls helped me stand up.
I pulled the first diamond engagement ring from its box and slid it onto my first fiancé's ring finger. It was a gold band with a single diamond surrounded by tiny royal blue sapphires. Melody bent down and gave me a big kiss, mouthing, I love you.
"Now, Harmony!" Melody said loud enough for everyone to hear.
I pulled the second ring almost identical to the first, except the diamond was surrounded by purple sapphires. Harmony also bent in and kissed me, deep and loving. "I love you, Terry Other," she said softly. The girls melted themselves into me as we faced the table. Harmony, as always, was on my left and Melody on my right. Everyone was cheering, and the girls spent the next few hours comparing the rings and planning our double wedding like all women do. Mum and dad congratulated us and looked forward to the day before saying goodbye and hanging up.
After that, things wound down, and everyone retired. That night though, I was treated to the sight of two naked twin sisters wearing nothing but their engagement rings and doing everything they could to please the man they loved.
Around the office and in our social circles, it soon became known that I had proposed to both girls, and I was aiming to marry both simultaneously.
It was about a week before all three of us had to head back to Maitland for Dr Dickheads first court date when we sat down and started to talk about how the marriage would work in the legal sense.
I knew the topic would come up sooner or later. So, I let the girls know the plan I had knocked together with Pastor Dan and just this week had begun to include Kim as my lawyer.
"Girls, as we know in this country, we can only have one of you legally recognized as my wife. Now I've spoken at length with Dan, and he's agreed to perform the ceremony as if you're both marrying me at the same time." I let them know.
"I've also spoken with Kim, and we're drafting a legal document that will be very similar to a marriage. It pertains to our rights with each other. It just won't be able to be registered as a wedding." The girl's faces dropped a little.
"However," I continued, "The language that we're putting in the document will mean that we can refer to each other as husband and wife," I thought a moment, "I mean wives. We need to choose who is in which role. But know that I love both of you equally, and there will be no difference in my eyes. Do either of you have any thoughts?"
The girls looked at each other and nodded.
"Yes," they both said in unison.
With only a slight hesitation, Melody spoke up, "Terry, Harmony will be the one to become your legal wife. I will be the one who signs Kim's legal document."
"Why is that?" I asked.
Melody continued, "There are a few reasons. First, Harmony is older."
"By about ninety seconds," I snorted.
"Well, yes, but it's one of our reasons. The second is that Harmony always sleeps on your left side; that is the side you will hold your wedding ring on."
"Okay, I also think that's a silly reason, but I get where you're coming from. Any other reasons?"
"Yes, Terry, this one is the important one, but there are a few things you need to know to explain it." Harmony told me as she grabbed my hand.
I looked at both my now fiancé's and waited. "As you know, mum and dad are quite well off, and Delotiz Inc is a generational family company. Any direct descendant in the family will inherit the company and be responsible for what happens with it. However, there are a lot of responsibilities and restrictions. The company, the money, and even this house is all tied up in a legal trust and framework that gives us a certain lifestyle but does not allow us to abuse the money and privilege afforded to us to the detriment to the following generations."
I nodded, having some idea of how the family finances worked.
"Melody and I are the only direct descendants of our parents. Dad has no siblings, and thereby, along with mum and dad, currently we four are responsible for the trust. As you marry both of us, this brings you into the immediate family and responsibility for the trust as well. When they come of age, any children that we have will also have those same responsibilities. If any of us decide we want out, we can't take what we think is our money and go, we have to sign a document, and in return, we get a bit of money, but when it runs out, that's it."
"So, what does this have to do with marrying you in place of Melody?" I asked Harmony.
"Terry," Melody started, "Harmony is a nurse, while you and I work from the company. While she has not left the family and is still a part of its benefits, she doesn't directly contribute to its growth. That doesn't have a huge effect right now. However, in later years and retirement, Harmony would get a lot less income than I will, not having directly contributed to the trust's growth." Harmony nodded.
Melody continued, "However, by becoming your wife and with you working for the company, she will have the same benefits that I do." She paused and smiled at her sister. "Not that I would ever have held anything back from my sister, but everything is arranged that the family will continually support and grow the company and, of course, the family trust."



Harmony sent her an air kiss, and Melody responded with a wink.
"Alright, I'm with you now. But Melody, are you okay with signing the legal agreement?"
She sighed and looked at Harmony, then me, "Yes, our love, as long as I can call you my husband, and have your children, I will be happy."
That night we went through the details with William and Martha, who were very supportive and impressed by the framework of the legal agreement that Kim was putting together. With all those details being sorted out and a plan on how I could marry both my girls, we looked at a date a little under five months away. Kim assured me that we would have the legal agreements ready, and Pastor Dan was happy to do a private ceremony in the church for the three of us.
When the week of the arraignment hearing for Dr Dickhead arrived, Melody, Harmony and I all took the week off work and decided to drive from Bathurst to Maitland in my truck, but in place of driving right through, we took the scenic route, it took us just under three days to make the drive, but we stopped at several beautiful little towns, checking out bakery's, cafes and other little tourist style gift stores.
As a former traddie, I loved trying out the bakery vanilla slice, though I knew I would have to do an extra-long run for the calories when we got back home. The girls bought some clothes from some of the little craft shops, and we got a couple of looks when the three of us checked into the BnB with one king-size bed but three occupants. In the first BnB on the first night, the older lady checking us in asked if we wanted to set up the rollout bed. Melody replied with a giggle.
"No, our fiancé sleeps with us in the one bed every night!"
The old lady was lost for words for a moment and then put on a faux smile. I'm sure she was trying to bore holes in the back of our heads as we walked away, but we were getting used to unusual reactions to the three of us being an item.
The second night, at different BnB, an older man checked us in. He asked almost the same question, and Melody gave virtually the same response. However, where the lady the night before baulked, the old guy just got a huge grin and gave me a fist bump. The girls giggled, and as we walked away, I'm sure they swayed the hips a little more. I certainly felt their hips bump against my thighs more often than usual on the way to our room.
We arrived at mum and dad's house, got settled, and spent time hanging out with my dad. Mum was back in the hospital, having had her latest cancer treatment yesterday. She would be in for a few days, so we made plans to visit her once we knew what would happen with the arraignment.
Once Kim arrived with Candice, we played with my niece. She was growing quickly and was particularly taken with the twins. She kept looking between them and loved it when one held her while the other played peak-aboo. Once Candice settled down and was happy being held by Harmony, Kim gave us the dickhead's arraignment hearing details.
"It should be straightforward, Dr Dickhead," she laughed at our name for him. "Dr Dickhead, will be brought in, the charges against him read out, if the judge has any questions, he will ask them. This may include witnesses like yourself or Harmony. Then the judge will ask for a plea, either guilty or not guilty, and lastly, the judge will set probation or custody arrangements, and that will be it."
"So will we, what is the term, will we be called and sworn in?" I asked.
Kim laughed, "It's possible. You may need to prove who you are, but it is straightforward, and it's the judge asking the questions. There will be no cross-examination like you see in the movies."
We talked for another few hours until Paul showed up after finishing work with a whole lot of Thai food, and we feasted. Even Candice got a feed when Kim produced a shawl from a baby bag and fed her daughter. I must have stared a bit too long at my sister feeding her daughter.
"You mean to say you have two stunning finance's with those amazing breasts, and you're still checking out your big sister's tits?" she laughed at me.
I laughed back. "Well, first, you're right, my finance's have amazing tits, second for a big sister, yours were the first tits I ever got to see even if they were nothing but nubs, and lastly," I gave her the finger and a big smile, "I'm a guy, and I love tits."
Everyone laughed. Paul put down his beer to say something, but Kim cut him off.
"Paul, if you say what your about to say that, I'll cut your fucking dick off and make you use a dildo on me for the rest of your life!"
"What, I wasn't going to say anything!" he exclaimed, but he was smiling. Paul's parents had passed away years ago, and his older brother lived in Canada, so naturally, our family was his.
Melody laughed, "You were about to ask to see our tits since Terry gets to see his sisters?"
It looked like Paul would make that joke, but a second later, everyone choked on their drinks as both Melody and Harmony flashed everyone else in the room. My dad blushed bright pink, Kim spat her water back in the glass she was drinking from and Paul, well Paul sat wide eyed just staring even as the twins put their shirts back down, and me, well I just sat there with a smile a mile wide like the cat that just ate the fucking canary.
"Now that is the only look any of you get, but we keep our man happy with these girls," Melody giggled as she rubbed her tits. "And no one outside of family ever gets to see them."
"Lastly," Harmony looked at all of us, then settled on Paul, "Say anything to anyone, and I can tell you that your wife will be the least of your worries!"
That started another round of laughter, and we enjoyed the evening. Paul gave me grin after dopey grin and fist-bumped me all night. Later as everyone was settling down, I was up in our room, and the girls were in the bathroom when I got a knock on the open door.
"Mind if I come in?" my sister said.
I gestured, and she came and sat on the bed.
"How do you three fit in this bed?" she asked, smoothing the bedsheets.
I shrugged, "I don't know, it's our first night trying it, but we will make it work. We always do."
She touched my arm.
"That's what I love about you, Terry; you had every right to run away, become bitter and twisted by what Carol and Mackenzie did, but you didn't. I think that those girls rescued you just as much as they love telling how you rescued them."
I shrugged, "You're right, Kim."
She looked at me with concern. "Terry, tomorrow it's very likely that Carol will be in the courtroom. As your legal counsel, can I advise you to stay as far away from her as possible? Your discussions tend to be... passionate!"
We laughed.
"Not a problem Kim, if I don't need to talk to her, I won't."
"Good." And she stood, walking out the door, but as she reached the threshold, she turned back.
"And Terry!"
I looked over at her. She brought her hands to her breasts and cupped them.
"Thanks for noticing my tits all those years ago. These girls belong to Paul and Candice now. And with breasts on your finance's like they showed us tonight, it feels good to be still perved on my by dirty little brother." She grinned.
I blushed but laughed, "Hey, that's what little brothers are for!" I dropped my smile. "All jokes aside, I couldn't ask for a better sister than you Kim, I do love my big sister."
"I know, Terry; I love you too."
The next day at the appointed time, dad, Kim, Melody, Harmony and myself were seated in the courtroom gallery with a dozen different people who I had no idea who they were. We were all awaiting the arraignment hearing of Dr Dickhead. Technically, he was still a doctor at this point, but we were sure that it wasn't going to be for much longer before the medical board stripped him of his title, today would be telling.
A few moments before the hearing started, a lawyer came in and took the bench for the defendant. With them came Carol, dressed conservatively and looked like hell, she didn't look our way, and for the most part, all of us paid her no attention as she sat down right behind the defence bench. Dr Dickhead was brought in through a side door by security and given a seat beside his legal team. I don't think he noticed me because he just sat down and stared at the floor.
We all stood as the judge came in and sat once he called the hearing to order.
"This is an arraignment hearing for Doctor Stephen Morrison on the charges of," he paused and looked at his brief. "Assault with intent to cause bodily harm and attempted murder. Both on the person of Mr Terry Other. I also read here that you have verbally accosted Mr Other twice before the incident in question here today. Is this correct, Dr Morrison?"
One of his legal team spoke up.
"Your Honour, on behalf of my client, I would note that neither of the incidents you mention has any bearing on the charges levelled against Dr Morrison."
The judge raised his eyebrows, "Council, I note your name from the brief is Mr Morrison, your relation to the defendant?"
"I'm his cousin, your honour." The dickheads counsel replied.
"Well, Mr Morrison, even though you're family, I believe you should review the evidence against your client before entering my courtroom. According to my brief in the lead up to this case, I viewed an alarming video where your cousin, the defendant, Dr Stephen Morrison, verbally abused and then threatened Mr Other's life. Have you not viewed this video on behalf of your client counsellor?"
He tried to deflect. "Your honour, we had petitioned after the incident that the video not be included in legal proceedings and paid the appropriate.... fine, to both the courts and the medical board. The video was not supposed to be part of any evidence. And I ask that it be removed as part of the evidence in this or any future hearing."
I looked over at Kim, and she had a smug look on her face. Initially, my dad let slip that I had taken the video when Carol, Mackenzie, and Stephen accosted me outside Maitland Central café. Their legal team had gone into overdrive right away. It sounded like they had immediately worked to place a court order attempting to suppress the use of the video, and this is what the dickhead's counsel, his cousin, was referring to now.
I caught Kim's eye, and she gestured to me to keep an eye on proceedings. If they thought money would hide the behaviour from that day, they would be sadly mistaken.
The judge looked amused. "Mr Morrison. First, whatever order you believed you had regarding your client hiding his behaviour was not processed legally and would never have been approved upon review."
"Second, whatever money your client paid does not cover any legal action when a person's life was threatened." The entire defence side of the room deflated.
"Third, this is more personal from my point of view, but I can tell you that I have watched the video, and I am not impressed with your client's conduct or your client's family."
The judge continued. "The video that your client tried to suppress is in support of the matter we are here discussing today. That is that your client, Dr Stephen Morrison, assaulted and attempted to deprive Mr Terry Other of his life. Does your client understand the charges?" the judge looked at both men.
Dickhead and his cousin both swallowed, his cousin responded. "He does, your honour."
"Good," The judge then looked over at all of us in the gallery. "Is Mr Terry Other here with us today?"
I stood and acknowledged the judge, "Yes, Your Honour, I am."
Both Carol and the dickhead turned to look at me for the first time. Carol had surprise written on her face, Dr Dickhead contempt.
"Mr Other," the judge asked, "Would you be willing to respond to a few questions?"
"My legal council is here with me, Your Honour. I would be happy to respond to questions; however, would it be fine if she comes forward with me?" I asked.
The judge smiled, "Of course, please approach".
Kim and I walked into the main area of the court and sat down at what would usually be the prosecutor's bench. Kim whispered to me, to be honest and look to her if I needed any help.
"Now, Mr Other, this is just a hearing, and I was hoping that I could have you fill a few gaps for me." he shuffled some papers looking through what must be various reports and documentation about the history between myself and the Morrisons.
"Mr Other, can you tell me your relationship with the defendant?" asked the Judge.
"Um, sure, Dr Di... I mean Dr Morrison, is married to my ex-wife and has adopted my daughter as his own. Outside of three separate interactions, I do not have, nor do I desire any relationship with him or my former family." I was trying to keep calm. But honestly, I was nervous. The other time I had been in court was for the final divorce hearing. In that meeting, I had said nothing.
"Understandable, Mr Other, may I ask, today, do you have contact with your ex-wife or your... um, daughter?"
"No, Your Honour, including today, I have only seen Carol a few times since the divorce, and most of those have been unpleasant for both of us, and I have only seen Mackenzie a couple of times," I replied.
"So, you would say you have no relationship with your former wife or daughter?" he asked.
"No, I have no relationship with them, Your Honour." I shook my head. "The day that everything occurred, I received the divorce paperwork, their adoption request for Mackenzie and a restraining order against me to see any of them until the legal proceedings were complete."
I sighed and looked at the judge, he was leaving the floor open for me to continue, so I did. "I took it hard, Your Honour. I took it that neither Carol nor Mackenzie wanted me in their lives anymore. I felt pretty low, and with those three documents, it was like they were telling me that I was not good enough as a father, husband, and provider. In fact, Carol had told me that I was not good enough as a plumber in the letter she left with those documents. So no, Your Honour, I have no relationship with my former wife or daughter."
"I see," the judge responded. He looked at me for a moment.
"Can you tell me why you recorded the video from the incident at Maitland café?" He asked.
I squared my shoulders. "Yes, I had come back to visit my family as my mother had been recently diagnosed with a rare bone cancer." I heard a gasp from the other side of the room. I could tell it was Carol. She hadn't known, I continued. "Well, I had come to visit my mother following her first treatment and wanted to get some coffee and breakfast for my mother and father, so I went to where I knew the best coffee was, Maitland Central." I smiled and heard a couple of agreements muttered under their breaths. Most people knew Maitland Central. They use Wolff Coffee which is well known here in Australia. "Anyway, I had just been texting someone when my former daughter started the confrontation. I tried to walk away and not cause too much of a scene. However, Dr Morrison chose to pursue the matter. Back in the café, I sensed that conflict was coming, so I chose to record the interaction just in case, to protect myself in case of a legal matter."
"Did you inform the defendant or your former family that they were being filmed?" the judge asked.
"No, Your Honour, I will admit I was hoping for no confrontation, and as my legal counsel has subsequently informed me, we were outside in a public location. There was no legal reason why I could not be filming." I supplied to the judge seated before me.
The judge nodded. "Now, Mr Other, are you able to tell me how you felt following the threat in the video by Dr Morrison?"
"Honestly, Your Honour, I wasn't worried. Dr Morrison had a sexual affair with my then-wife for almost two years. Then he, my former wife and former daughter planned to try and devastate me as much as possible, from what I could fathom.
"So, as you can no doubt understand, Your Honour, I had a bit of anger I was carrying around with me. I'm also fit and healthy. I have an active male libido." I heard my girls chuckle along with a few others in the gallery, "I work out at least twice a week, and from my youth, I knew I could handle myself in a fight, so no, Your Honour, I wasn't apprehensive about any threats."
"Mr Other, are you saying you expected to get into an altercation with Dr Morrison?"
I laughed, "No, Your Honour, the good doctor," I glanced over at him a moment, and he was glaring at me. "Was the one who started each incident, I was never going to go after him, but if something did happen, I wouldn't hold back either."
"Okay, Mr Other, can you explain what you were doing at the hospital that day?"
"Sure, I had come to town urgently after my mother had been taken to hospital with chest pains due to her cancer. While in town, my sister, my council beside me, also gave birth to my niece. So, I was moving between cancer and maternity wards for a few days. On the day in question, Harmony, one of my girlfriends who was with me, my mother and myself were walking to the maternity ward to help my sister get ready to check out when Dr Morrison attacked me."
"One of your girlfriends, Mr Other?" the judge looked at me, eyebrows raised, I blushed, and most of the room, except for Carol, Dr Dickhead and his cousin, laughed at my expense.
"Okay, leaving your prowess as a single man alone, were you not worried being in the hospital where Dr Morrison worked that you would be in danger?" The judge asked.
"Again, no, I wasn't, Your Honour. I thought it was possible I could run into him. However, I never thought he would try to carry out his threat. As a doctor and surgeon, I always thought there was the... what do they call it? The Hippocratic Oath, do no harm."
The judge glared at Dr Dickhead, "Yes, Mr Other, you are correct. You should not have been worried. Okay, moving on, only a couple of more questions, what is your current health status following the incident?"
"Well, whatever was injected into me was serious enough that I died twice in the emergency room and I am told it almost happened a third time. I was out of it for a few days, and it's only due to the care and attention of both my family, and the amazing medical teams at Maitland hospital that I am here today."
I smiled. "I can say, Your Honour, that I have made a full recovery with no side effects from my time in hospital."
"I see," the judge replied, noting and looking through the papers. Finally, he looked at me with a gleam in his eyes. "Just one last question Mr Other, taking us back to the conversation earlier, you mention that your former wife and daughter left you because you were a plumber, correct?"
"Yes, Your Honour that is what I am told."
"Are you still a plumber Mr Other?"
"I am still certified as a master plumber, Your Honour," I replied.
The judge chuckled, "A very legal response Mr Other. Let me phrase it a different way. What is your occupation today?"
I could see how this was going. This judge must have been done wrong in a previous life as he was giving me a chance to rub it in Carol's face a little.
"Well, today, I am employed by Delotiz Inc as the national quality manager across each product line for domestic and international distribution."
"Very impressive, Mr Other; it appears that you are more than just a plumber."
"Thank you, Your Honour."
"That will be all; thank you for your time, Mr Other."
With that, we retreated to our seats, Carol's gaze followed me as I sat back down with the girls, and they each took an arm and held it tight. We all then had to listen to a rebuttal of pure drivel from Dr Dickheads legal counsel. They tried to point out how Dr Dickhead was an upstanding member of the community, except for my incidents. At one point, the judge looked over at me and raised an eyebrow looking at how both Melody and Harmony were holding onto me, I smiled back at him, and he stifled a chuckle.



After everything was said, the judge brought everything back into focus.
"Mr Morrison, with everything that has been said here today, your client should understand the seriousness and evidence that has been presented today. So how does your client plead?"
"Your Honour, at the insistence of my client, I am entering the plea of not guilty." The dickhead's cousin looked away from everyone as he said it.
No one said anything. Everyone thought he would plead guilty and throw himself at the court's mercy. Aim for a reduced sentence. How he could believe he was innocent and walk away was beyond me. For a moment, I tensed and could feel myself getting angry. Melody and Harmony tightened their grips on my hands; Melody leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.
"It's okay, our love, let it go. We're here for you," she whispered.
With effort, I did.
"So noted," the judge responded. "I must admit that I am somewhat surprised, Mr Morrison, Dr Morrison, I shall review all evidence and based on the conversation today, I will make my recommendations for trial. "
"Bail will be set for Dr Morrison at two point five million dollars. In addition, Dr Morrison will be required to surrender his passport, submit to be fitted with a GPS tracking bracelet and will be required to check into the department of corrections once a week until the case is resolved. Based on the evidence presented, I would also note that I do not believe that Dr Morrison is a serious flight risk or likely to re-offend."
The judge looked at Dr Dickhead.
"Dr Morrison, do you understand and accept these conditions for your parole, and I would like to hear the words from you, not your council?"
He stammered, "Ye...Yes, Your Honour, I accept and understand the terms."
"Good, now in closing, I have one more comment, Dr Morrison. It relates to this whole matter from the start of your affair with Mr Other's wife till now, are you listening?"
We all were listening with rapt attention.
Dr Dickhead gulped, "Yes, Your Honour, I'm listening."
The judge leaned on his bench a little and stared down at Stephen Morrison like he was a piece of dog shit that had been sitting on his lawn for a week. "Based on what I have seen and heard today, I would usually put a restraining order in place against you, to stop you coming within one hundred meters of Mr Other or his family, but I'm not going to do that, do you know why?"
"No, Your Honour," he replied nervously.
The judge smiled, and it wasn't friendly, "I'm not because Mr Other has shown that he can hold his own against you even under duress. On the contrary, he has stated here today that he wants nothing to do with you, so I suggest that any time you see him turn the other way and walk away, else you end back in the hospital."
The dickhead gulped and nodded. He also turned very slightly to look at me. I caught the look and winked at him but said nothing. The judge sat back and nodded.
"I would note, Dr Morrison, that you have ninety days to amend your plea. If I were you, I would seriously consider your options? After the ninety days, a court date will be set based on the plea at that time. This hearing is adjourned."
We all rose as the judge left. Dr Dickhead was escorted out the small door with his two counsels, including his cousin, lastly followed them, Carol glanced back briefly at us.
Afterwards, we sat at the coffee shop outside the court in the winter sun. It was now early afternoon, the breeze was light with a soft chill, and we enjoyed a late lunch.
Harmony looked at Kim, "So, how did we go?"
"Pretty much as expected, your man, though," Kim looked at me. "He did extremely well."
"He's good like that," Harmony explained like it was common knowledge.
"Hey, I almost lost it when dickhead entered that no guilty plea!" I complained.
"I know, baby," Melody said, "but you had us there."
I leaned over and kissed her, then leaned the other way and kissed Harmony, "Thank you, my beauties, I must admit it felt good giving it to Carol, new life, new job, and I l must admit, I enjoyed the raised eyebrows around the room when I mentioned girlfriends!"
"Fiancées, you mean!" Harmony said.
"Yes, fiancées, sorry girls still getting used to that, but soon it will be wives!"
Melody giggled; Harmony looked at me, thinking, "I know our love," She paused, "So I take it Carol was the woman down the front sitting near the dickhead that looked like her head was going to come off and do a full three-sixty as you spoke?"
"Yeah, that's her!" Kim replied for me.
"Pfft," Harmony snorted, "I didn't get a good look at her, but she certainly lost out big time."
We all laughed at my expense for a while, my phone buzzed, and I saw it was a message from one of the last people I expected, Carol.
[ Terry, I know that you don't want to talk. However, I would like to see you about some things. Would you be able to meet me on the courthouse steps in 15 minutes? ]
I frowned, and Melody noticed, "What is it, babe?"
I showed her the message, then Harmony, then Kim.
"Surely she gets that I don't want to see her. I'm sure I said that in front of everyone, including her today?"
"I know, baby," Harmony cooed. She looked at me thoughtfully for a minute, then looked at Melody, then Kim. They both nodded. "However, I think you need to go over there and talk to her. Just keep your cool and think of us if you need to."
"And don't forget, you can always walk away," Meldoy added.
I couldn't disagree with my girls when they knew I needed closure. So, I sighed and couldn't see that they were wrong.
I met Carol a little after fifteen minutes later on the courthouse steps.
"Hi Terry, you're looking good." She started awkwardly.
"Carol," I nodded at her.
"Come on Terry, that's your only words to me after fifteen years of marriage, I know I hurt you, but it's been two years now; surely your anger isn't as strong towards me?"
I looked at her for a moment. Every move, every conversation over the past few years had a plan. But, for the main part, that agenda always centred around money. I set my jaw and gave her what could only be described as a judgemental, unbelieving look.
"Carol, how I feel towards you doesn't matter, and I know you didn't ask me here to find out how I'm doing. Since you left me, you haven't bothered to ask me once, and I never thought for a second this conversation was about how I feel, so what's this all about?"
She looked taken aback for a moment, shocked that I would be so deadpan. Then, she lifted a gentle hand to her chest, trying to affect sympathy.
"Terry, have I been that heartless?" She tried to affect a sorrowful look, but I wasn't buying.
She continued trying to be personal, changing the topic. "So it sounds like you are dating again. Was it one of the girls I saw you with within the hearing?" Carol asked. She must have missed the plural word in the hearing that everyone else heard.
I felt my face harden. I didn't want to talk to Carol about this, "Yes."
She nodded, getting a little lost in her mind as she worked towards what I believe was asking for something. "That's good, and you're now a quality manager, not a plumber. That's a good trade up, isn't it?" she said more to herself than me. Her hands started fidgeting as she looked at me.
I sighed. "Carol, Like I've told you before, I'm not interested in telling you anything about my life. I've told you that I had a chance to be happy and with very few exceptions..." I trailed off and gestured at the courthouse, trying to get her to see my interactions with her and her husband were the one black cloud still hanging over my life. "Now tell me, what is this all about? Why did you want to see me?"
She sighed.
"Terry, because of you, we don't have any money coming in. Sure, we have the basics covered by Stephen's trust, however with his bail and parole, it wipes out over half of the fund available, and we're having to get a special release just to do that."
She looked up at me.
"I was hoping that you would be open to reconsidering giving me Mackenzie's university fund so we could ensure we have money for things."
I looked at her dumbfounded for a minute, or it might have been longer because Carol had to prompt me. This woman was living in a different universe. She really had no concept of the pain she had caused or concept of when to quit.
"Terry, did you hear me? With everything happening and us not having as much money coming in, I wondered if you would consider letting me have Mackenzie's university fund?"
I started to smile, and Carol did too for a minute, then she lost the smile as my smile turned into a big open mouth smile, then I started laughing. That moved into a big hearty laugh the that built from my diaphragm, causing tears to gather in the corner of my eyes. Carol became embarrassed, so I stopped laughing and guided her over to a wall on the courthouse.
"So, Carol, let me see if I have this right, your pathetic shit of a husband steals you from me trying to give you the 'good life' as you call it. Convinces you to betray me and adopts my daughter, spinning the same bullshit to her, and like the total back-stabbing bitches you are, you both leave me without warning."
I continued.
"He threatens me with your blessing, then when he gets the opportunity tries and almost succeeds to kill me. Leading us here!"
I gestured to the courthouse we were standing in front of.
I started counting off on my fingers. "Because of all of this is he's going to be fired, will never practice medicine again, or even hold a job in any medical field again. In addition, he is likely going to spend the next twenty or so years in jail, thanks to his actions.
"And now you want me, the person that you all wronged, the person you abandoned for money, to give you money that you don't deserve because you think it's my fault and I have a duty to you, correct?"
She squared her shoulders and looked at me with a small amount of arrogance. "Well, I wouldn't put it quite that way, but essentially correct, if not for me, then do it for your daughter. Mackenzie and I have a certain standard of living to maintain, and with Stephen unable to work due to you, yes, that's what I want."
I looked at her, stunned. "Carol, if you were anyone else, I'd say you're batshit crazy!"
"But I'm not, Terry, you know that." She smiled, thinking I was, at last, coming over to her side.
"I know Carol, and knowing you and every conversation we have had in the last two years, I can say you're a certifiable fucking lunatic!"
She lost her smile, then stepped back, and I laid into her.
"Your fucking standard of living means nothing to me. When we were married, we made do with a very happy bottom line; our necessities were met every month." I started talking with my hands. "You've just told me how much your fuckwit of a husband has in his trust, and for the average person, even after bail, that should be more than enough to get you thought until you can find a job." She baulked, "Yes, a job Carol, you remember what it's like to have to work to live?"
"However, it now sounds like you and your daughter are not happy with working like us mortals do. But, again, what you want isn't yours. You didn't work for it, and you in no way deserve it."
I was getting upset. I tried to breathe.
"Now, your fucking fat assed, pathetic excuse for a husband tries to murder me in a hospital, and you have the gall." I drew in a tight breath and glared at her throwing the dickheads words back at her. "No, you have the fucking audacity to ask me for money so you can buy more fucking useless designer clothes or other useless shit!"
The old anger was back, but then I recalled the transcript that Kim showed me, and I settled myself and changed gears while Carol stood looking a little panicked.
I smiled, "Carol, do you know why your tiny dicked husband hates me so much?"
While I was scolding her, she looked at her feet like she had the last time I gave her a serve. But now, she looked up at me.
Her voice was quiet, her eyes questioning. "No, not really. Stephen never really told me, but he would get upset any time Mackenzie or I mentioned you. It happened a lot more in the mornings."
I laughed, "Carol, are you aware that you talk and move around in your sleep?"
Her questioning gaze intensified, her head cocking to the side. "Of course, Terry, you have known that since high school, but what that has to do with anything?"
"Carol," I repeated, "You talk and move in your sleep. When we were married, you would often speak your dreams. Your dickhead of a husband was getting to hear your dreams at night."
"So?" she barked, perhaps a little embarrassed. "That has nothing to do with why he..." She trailed off.
"That means nothing," she looked up at me with the most honest questioning, searching look I had seen on her face in years. "I mean, Stephen couldn't have heard that could he?" I don't know if she suspected I knew anything or had put two and two together; I didn't care. It was time for her to feel some pain.
"Yes, Carol, your asswipe of a husband, hates me and tried to kill me because when you're asleep, in your dreams, you dream of coming back to me. You dream of me accepting you back then fucking you senseless. You dream it so much and so often that you finger yourself to orgasm while you are asleep. In your dreams, you tell me what a mistake you made and how tiny Stephen's cock is.
"You do it so often that one day after you did it again while he was listening and hearing you finger yourself, he saw me in the hospital and couldn't take it anymore. So, the poor pathetic moron snapped, trying to kill me." I clicked my fingers in a snap in front of her eyes.
Watching her face, realising what she had done was dawning on her like a sunrise. Watching her horror was like therapy.
I dropped my voice low and quiet. "Carol, Stephen may have made me a clueless cuck for almost two years while you had your affair with him. But from the day you left me, you've been so sexually unsatisfied that you keep dreaming about me fucking you, of us making love as we used to as I would leave you panting, that sheen of sweat across your brow following your multiple orgasms.
"You recall the feeling of my cock pounding you, how I would eat you till you came hard and loud. You're so repressed now that you miss my mouth on your breasts and the kisses that I gave you as we spooned in the morning, my hard cock against your thighs as we said the words that lovers do."
The look on her face was beautiful anguish and surprise, arousal. I leaned into Carol and in a low soft sensual voice.
"But for Stephen, he's a knowing cuckold to your dreams. He knows that he will never be able to please your body as I can. So, he will be chasing a sexual dream he can never live up to!"
I stood back, and I felt calm for the first time since this whole mess started. Carol was panting slightly, lust written in her eyes.
"Terry...." Carol wasn't sure what to say.
I stood back. "No Carol, no more, you threw me away for a dream. Now those dreams have turned on you and shown the fuckwit you threw me away for what a pathetic loser he is. Go back to your loveless marriage and regret everything that you threw away. Goodbye, Carol!"
Before she could say anything else, I turned and walked away. I was not tempted to look back; I felt good. I had a smile on my face. I didn't care about her at all.
My good mood lasted quite a while after that. My relationship with the girls continued to deepen and mature, our wedding plans progressed nicely. Work was going well, and I felt I was getting in the groove of managing quality within Delotiz Inc.
My birthday came along, and the girls took me out for a fancy dinner, then out to one of the local clubs for dancing. To say the three of us where the focus in the club was an understatement. The girls dressed up in matching skin-tight green dresses, their hair done up, making them look like a couple of models straight out of a fashion magazine. They dressed me in a form-fitting navy-blue suit with an open shirt, doing my hair up and making me feel like I was a million dollars.
Three times that night, guys came up to me asking for drugs. Each time was when the girls excused themselves to go to the bathroom. I asked the second guy why he thought I would be selling drugs after I turned him away. His response had me laughing for the rest of the night.
"Dude, you have two of the most amazing looking women hanging off you tonight. They haven't got eyes for anyone else but you. We'd kill for just a look from them." He then looked at me appraisingly. "And lastly, you are dressed and built like you own the fucking joint, so we just assumed."
I have to say my ego had a significant boost for the rest of the evening. We kept dancing till the early hours of the morning. Then, after the club, when we got home, my girls looked after me three times before falling asleep in a tangled mess.
I didn't get anything from Carol or Mackenzie for my birthday, no messages, no card, no well wishes. But just as in previous years, I didn't expect anything. I suppose I held some hope after my last chat with my former daughter, but it was a lost hope. However, when her birthday came a few days later, I thought I would try to reach out. I had the number that she texted me from during her mother's initial separation and divorce. So, I tried to call after lunchtime in my office. It went to voicemail.
"Um, hi Mackenzie, it's dad; well, I suppose it's just Terry these days." Stumbling in my voicemail, I wasn't sure what to say, so I kept going.
"Sorry, this is hard for me. I know today is your birthday, so I thought I would take the opportunity and try to connect with you. I'd like to see if we could rebuild something following on from the last time we spoke in person." I paused a minute. "Our lives have gone in different directions, but I do miss my little girl, I miss our time together, and I miss being able to spoil you just a little bit here and there." I paused again. "Anyway, I just wanted to wish you a happy birthday, and I hope you have a great day. Bye."
I hung up and sat there for a minute. Melody walked in a moment later and sat down on my lap, wiping away a single tear I didn't even know was there.
"What's wrong, baby?" she asked, concerned.
"Nothing, oh, I just tried to call Mackenzie to wish her a happy birthday, it's today, and I just thought there might be a chance to open up communication," I told my fiancé.
She caressed my cheek, "Aww baby, you are the most amazing man I know. Even after everything they have done to you, you are still willing to put yourself out there for your daughter." My phone chimed, "See, that's more than likely Mackenzie thanking you for your message."
I looked at my phone, and it was Mackenzie, but it wasn't to thank me.
[ Fuck off and die, asshole, you put my father in jail, my mother is distraught after talking with you, and you call to try to make it like you want to reconnect with me, you disgust me! ]
It was followed up a moment later with another text.
[ If you want to do something for my birthday, give me my university money so I can at least buy myself something I want for my birthday. Otherwise, keep being an asshole of a sperm donor! ]
I was appalled, but then the final message came in, putting the final nail in the coffin of the relationship with my daughter.
[ You know what, asshole, don't give me anything for my birthday, just like the last few years. I'm old enough now that I will sue you for it, so get ready because I will sue you for everything you've got, Fuck You!!! ]
I dropped my phone, slid back into my office chair, Melody still in my lap.



"What have I done Melody, what have I done to deserve such hatred from my own flesh and blood. At mum and dads, I honestly thought we might one day be able to reconnect. But this!"
I was stunned by the ferocity and disdain conveyed by Mackenzie's messages. For a few minutes, neither Melody nor I said or did anything. Then she looked at me.
"Terry, baby, you have done nothing wrong. This girl has been twisted and taught to think that you are nothing. We know that Dr Dickhead got out on bail, so he's likely been ranting day and night about you and how you destroyed his life as well as Carol and Mackenzie's and that has affected her response to you."
I nodded. The feel of Melody's hand on my arm was soothing. She picked up my phone and went to my desk phone. While I watched, she dialled what I thought was Mackenzie's phone number. After a moment, someone picked up the other end.
"Hello, is this Ms Mackenzie Morrison?"
I only heard Melody's side of the conversation.
"Listen, Ms Morrison. I just wanted to confirm that you sent the texts to Mr Terry Other's phone a few moments ago?"
She was listening
"I see; oh, it doesn't matter who I am, Ms Morrison, but yes, I am sitting in the room with him right now."
Again, she was listening, a frown on her face.
"Okay, Ms Morrison, I will let him know and thank you for confirming it was you. I doubt that we will talk again." And Melody hung up.
"Sorry baby, but your former daughter is a right royal cunt!" my fiancé told me. I had never heard her use that word before. It showed how pissed off she was. She settled back on my lap and, for a moment, said nothing while she gathered her thoughts. I could feel how upset she was, and I started to rub her back. She looked at me when she felt the action, and much of her anger melted.
"She confirmed that it was her that sent the messages, and that she wants that money and that she is going to get legal advice and sue you." Then, Melody told me with a frown, "she said to me to tell you that you ruined her life and that you should eat shit and die. I'm sorry, Terry. If you saw any remorse in her up in Maitland, it's been well and truly ground out of her now."
I hung my head, "I know Melody, this feels like the end of our relationship. I had hoped that one day I could reconcile with her. But I guess that now off the table."
Melody wrapped her arms around my neck, "I know our love," she cooed. "I know you're hurt really bad and that you hoped that there would be reconciliation."
She leant in and kissed me, then pulled back and looked into my eyes.
"All I can tell you is that Harmony and I are there for you. Neither of us likes what they have done to you, but at the same time, if they hadn't, you never would have come into our lives."
I smiled then kissed her, "I know Melody. I guess we will just wait and see the next step. Part of me can't help but wonder if that last conversation with Carol or being in court with Stephen pushed things with Mackenzie."
"Of course, Terry, you can bet on it. That girl sounded almost coached in her responses when I spoke to her. I'm angry with her on how she could hurt our man, but a small part of me feels sorry for her. In a few years, she will be filled with anger and regret and not know where to put it. The question is do you want to be there for her when that time comes?"
I thought for a moment, seriously considering her query.
"I don't know, Melody. I feel so devastated when I think of Mackenzie. I don't know I could be there for her if she turned up on my doorstep one day. So, I suppose it's time to close that chapter of my life at last. "
I looked up and smiled at her again.
"On the other hand, I have two beautiful women that I am madly in love with, that I soon get to marry and who both want to have children with me."
"Mmmm baby, you know just how to make a girl's ovaries react." Melody said and kissed me again.
"What's this talk of ovaries?" Sally, my second in command, mentioned walking into the room.
"Terry is talking about making sure both Harmony and myself get barefoot and pregnant."
Sally laughed. Over the past year, she had become close with me, and she was one of only two bridesmaids for our upcoming wedding. Kim was to be the other bridesmaid.
"From the way you girls walk half the time, I don't think it will take Terry long."
"Practice makes perfect," I spoke.
"Oi, you stay out of it." Melody said, "Sally and I are going to talk about your amazing lover prowess and not to you about it."
I stayed out of it. However, Melody may have rubbed her ass on my crotch a little harder than necessary as they talked.
That night, we filled Harmony, William, and Martha in on the call with Mackenzie. Then we called Kim and gave her the summary. They were all appalled and agreed to focus on the wedding, waiting to see if anything came of Mackenzie's threat.
It was only a month before the wedding when Kim received the papers of Mackenzie suing me for the money in the university account. The court date was set on the Monday following my marriage to the girls.
We were due to fly out for our honeymoon that Monday evening, so plans got changed. William arranged for us to get a chartered flight on Sunday afternoon, then again to Sydney following my appearance in Maitland court at ten Monday morning. This way, we could make our international flight to Honolulu in the late evening.
The Delotiz family trust had gifted us enough for a ten-day all expenses honeymoon. As we planned, I knew that the matter with Mackenzie would be resolved in court one way or the other, and I could move on with my beautiful brides.
Despite any issues about the three of us getting married in the church, the wedding itself was terrific. Pastor Dan had enlisted help from several of the congregation members to decorate the church with assistance from Martha. During the ceremony, William proudly escorted both his daughters down the aisle. They were wearing matching gowns with a wedding train that joined behind their dresses, indicating their willingness to be wives together. Most of Deloitz Inc staff were there with their partners, and William had flown my parents up for the weekend along with Paul, who was my best man, Kim as bridesmaid and Candice, who was now becoming aware of her surroundings and laughed at everything.
When Pastor Dan smiled and said, "You may kiss your brides!" I got to kiss both my girls, to applause from everyone. When we signed the registry, Harmony and I signed the official wedding papers, witnessed by Pastor Dan, Melody and Paul.
And then, we all signed the final signature pages of the legal agreement Kim had put together for Melody to be legally bound to me in a civil relationship. The main document we had already signed and initialled. It outlined that in all but the official terms, I was Melody's life partner, and while we would not be married, we had agreed to many things taken for granted in common law between a traditional married couple. Kim had even gotten the signature page printed on the same type of paper as the official wedding registry.
We had about a hundred people at the reception afterwards, and I danced with both my brides individually while William and my dad took alternate turns with whichever of my brides I wasn't dancing with.
I also danced with both Martha and my mum, who was growing ever frailer. She wasn't winning against cancer, but her doctors had advised her that neither was she losing.
But while each round of treatment burned part of the cancer away, it also took a toll on her. We had heard some encouraging things around a new treatment that could use a bone marrow transfusion in combination with a particular new chemo drug, but that was a few years away. But it was hope.
Most of the crowd hung around till we left near one in the morning, our hotel room was provided for by my mum and dad. And yes, we did consummate our marriage, but it had been a long day, and we drifted off quickly after a short lovemaking session.
In the morning, refreshed, we made love again, and my girls gave me a precious gift. Both of them gave me their anal virginity. For me, I had never fucked an ass before. However, with a good amount of lube, I first took Harmony's ass, then twenty minutes later Melody's. I must admit I liked feeling my cock buried in their pussies a lot more, but the taboo aspect and the fact that both of them came really, really hard was well worth it.
After checkout, we dropped back home to knowing grins and a light lunch with William, Martha, mum, dad, Kim and Paul before heading to the private air-strip for our flight to Maitland. Mum and dad, along with Kim, Paul and Candice, would be flying with us.
I hadn't thought much about the court hearing around Mackenzie's claim. However, as we took off, I opened the brief that Kim had given me.
It was to be a closed hearing, as while Mackenzie was above the age of consent, she was still legally a minor. She could sue me as an adult, but it could only be in family court, and proceedings would be closed to all but immediate family. This meant that only the dickhead, who was now officially no longer a doctor, Carol, Mackenzie, myself and our legal representation could attend.
Mackenzie was suing me for the original one-hundred and forty-two thousand recorded in the account at the time of the divorce between Carol and myself. In addition, she wanted an additional two hundred and fifty thousand dollars, claiming mental cruelty and financial hardship.
As my wives were not allowed into the proceedings, Paul and my girls would sit at the café across the road from the courthouse while mum and dad headed home. Kim and I would be in court together and see what happened.
We didn't see them until we were called into the courtroom for the hearing. They entered by another door connected to another hallway. So, on my side, it was Kim and myself. The Dickhead and Carol were dressed in what I had come to think of as their court clothes. While Mackenzie was dressed up in a smart suit but had multiple necklaces and rings, showing what I am sure they thought was high-class living. But in fact, it just looked tacky on a now seventeen-year-old girl.
It took a couple more minutes for the judge to come in, but that was enough time for me to receive the death stare from dickhead several times.
At his prompt, Mackenzie showed nothing but contempt for me drawing her thumb across her throat and mouthing the word 'asshole' to me with dickhead leering and smiling at his adopted daughter's behaviour.
I turned back to the front of the court, trying to show no emotion, Kim put her hand on my arm and told me it would be okay, get through this, and I could head to my honeymoon with my wives. That made me smile.
A moment later, the judge entered, and my smile increased while dickhead and Carol frowned. Today, our judge was the same one that granted our divorce in family court last time. Kim squeezed my hand as we stood in respect to the court.
"All right, this court is in order," the judge said, and we all sat.
He looked over the papers for a few minutes, looked at Mackenzie, and then over at me.
"So, it feels like we have all been here before. Mr Other and Mrs Morrison, I had you here in my court a few years ago, did I not?"
"Yes, Your Honour," I replied. Carol just nodded.
Looking at his papers, then at Mackenzie, "And I assume you are Ms Mackenzie Morrison, former daughter of Mr Terry Other and adopted daughter of doctor.... sorry Mr Stephen Morrison. Correct?" I stifled a laugh at the apparent gaffe by the judge.
At her lawyers urging, Mackenzie replied," Yes sir, I mean yes, Your Honour."
"And today we are here because you're suing your biological father for," again he looked at his notes. "Your university money and additional charges of mental cruelty and financial hardship. Is that correct, Ms Morrison?"
Again, prompted by the lawyer, "You are correct, sir, I mean Your Honour."
Again, silence from the judge as he read some more. "I see here that your adopted father recently attempted to kill your biological father and almost succeeded. According to the report I have here, your biological father died twice in the emergency room." Mackenzie turned towards me, a shock on her face. Neither Dickhead nor her mother had told her, if her reaction was any indication. I just kept facing the judge.
"So as a result," the judge continued. "Your adopted father has been stripped of his medical license, is awaiting trial for attempted murder, and is only here today through special consideration to you as a minor in this hearing where you have brought charges against your biological father."
The judge again looked at Mackenzie with a questioning glare. "Ms Morrison, could you please explain to me why you are suing your biological father?"
For the entire exchange, Mackenzie was staring at me. She never heard the judge.
"Ms Morrison?" her lawyer tapped her arm, she turned back to the judge. "I'm going to take it from the way you have been staring at Mr Other that you had no idea that your adopted father tried to kill your biological father or that Mr Other almost died.
"No.... um No, Your Honour, I did not." Mackenzie suddenly looked unsure.
"So, Ms Morrison," the judge asked. "Let's change it up a bit here. Based on what you know, can you please identify to me how Mr Terry Other, your biological father, has caused you personally any type of mental cruelty?"
"Um, well, see, it's like.... he..." Mackenzie was suddenly very unsure of herself. She looked to her mother, then to her adopted father, then back at me, both had scowls on their faces, but they were aimed at me. I kept looking ahead.
Her lawyer stepped in.
"Your Honour, if I may, Ms Morrison's claim of mental cruelty is based around Mr Other's unwillingness to leave her father alone." The judge looked amused at the lawyer's comments but didn't stop him.
"Mr Other came in contact with her father several times, each of them leaving the family in distress. This is the reason for this charge of mental cruelty."
"I see, Mr... Forsythe, is it?"
"Yes, Your Honour."
"And how long have you been practising law, Mr Forsythe?"
"Two years Your Honour."
"I see, two years, and how many cases have you dealt with involving inter-family matters where people are suing each other based on poorly undocumented and unsubstantiated evidence?"
"Um, this would be my first one, Your Honour."
"Yes, it does sound like it's your first one, Mr Forsythe." The judge smirked. "Mr Forsythe, Ms Morrison, let me catch you up on a couple of things. First of all, in all the documents I have before me, I do not have a single piece of evidence that shows that Mr Other has been cruel or unfair to his former daughter. In fact, the police reports and the video evidence that I have seen show quite the opposite."
The judge looked at Mackenzie.
"Ms Morrison, do you often call your biological father who raised you for most of your life an, and I quote, 'asshole'?"
"Your Honour, I object," Mackenzie's lawyer said, "Ms Morrison cannot be asked to sustain a crude comment like that."
"Overruled Mr Forsythe, I have it here in the form of confirmed text messages sent recently to Mr Other, and in video evidence submitted in the case currently before the courts where Mr Morrison tried to kill Mr Other." The judge said calmly. "I ask again, Ms Morrison, do you call your biological father an 'asshole'?"
She stumbled and blushed but tried to respond. "Um, I am embarrassed to say yes, Your Honour, but I didn't know Stephen tried to kill him if I had known..."
The judge held up his hand.
"I was not asking you to explain, Ms Morrison. I was asking a simple question. Now another question Ms Morrison, has your biological father ever abused you before you and your mother left him? Did he ever withhold love and affection?"
Mackenzie looked at me. I just sat and looked at the judge, not daring to look at her.
"No, Your Honour, he was never unkind." She had her head down.
"Thank you, Ms Morrison, one more question." The Judge said. "Following the day where you and your mother left your biological father for your adopted father, had Mr Other ever abused or mistreated you?"
Mackenzie looked at me again, then at Carol, then the dickhead. The dickhead gave a slight nod, trying not to be seen.
Her voice was hushed. "Yes, your honour, many times."
The judge sat back. I was about to yell an objection before Kim grabbed my hand and squeezed. I got the message and said nothing.
"Could you please expand on the abuse that you say happened many times, and Ms Morrison, you may be a minor, but even a minor in court can be in a lot of trouble for lying?" Asked the judge.
Mackenzie looked at dickhead again, getting a nod, then looked at me. For the first time since the judge entered, I looked at Mackenzie. She was scared and lost. But now, I could not help her.
Kim spoke up for the first time.
"Objection, Your Honour, I believe that Ms Morrison has been coached on her responses."
"Sustained counsellor, and I agree. Security, would you please escort Mr Morrison out of this room for the remainder of this hearing. Mr Morrison, if you think my eyesight is so dull that I was not catching your visual cues and hand signals to Ms Morrison when you thought no one was looking, you're sadly mistaken. I am very close to finding you in contempt."
"You can't do this," the dickhead yelled, "that asshole needs to pay for ruining my life. I'm not telling my daughter what to say, just making sure she knows how to say it, so everyone knows the truth!"
"SILENCE!!!" The room went quiet. "Mr Morrison, you are now held in contempt of this court and will be held in the court watch house until determined if you have violated your parole from your own legal case. Security remove this man!"
For the next few minutes, everyone watched as security removed the dickhead from the room, screaming obscenities and vowing revenge against me. Those dreams of Carol's must really have done a number on the poor fuckwit's psyche.
The judge called everyone back to order.
"Now, Ms Morrison, I will ask you again, has Mr Other ever treated you poorly, abused you in any way at any time?" he asked, "I would like you to look at me and no one else as you tell me, and if you need to you may explain."
I saw Mackenzie shudder a little, Carol looked at me, and everyone waited. Then, at last, Mackenzie spoke, but it came out as a sob.
"No, sir, he has never treated me poorly. I know he was upset and angry when we left him. I know we hurt him when we left, yet he tried to teach me even as he was disappointed in me. He has never treated me cruelly. My father... I mean, Stephen has been so mad at dad since we came to live with him. Mum and Stephen keep telling me how much better off I am now and how dad would have been cruel to me if I kept in contact with him after the divorce."
Tears were streaming down her face now. Kim held my hand tight, but I was trying hard not to feel affected. Sure, I could feel a tinge of pity for her. And there might be an ember of love buried in there for her. But she had done everything to snuff any affection for her. And because she was my daughter, it felt worse than anything her mother had done to me. Besides, if she took lessons from her mother, this could all be an act.
Mackenzie continued. "When Stephen and dad had the fight at the hospital and dad punched Stephen, I got told that dad had lied, that he had gone after Stephen and got Stephen fired. I was told again and again that all our financial problems were because of dad. I didn't know." She looked at me despite the judge's request to just look at him. "I didn't know that Stephen tried to kill him."



She cried. "Daddy, I am so sorry, I didn't know. I really didn't."
My heart moved an inch or so at her declaration. The embers in my heart warmed, but they didn't burst into flame. I looked away from my former daughter. I couldn't afford to look and feel anything for her.
The judge spoke again, "Ms Morrison, can I have your focus again, please?" Mackenzie looked up at the judge. "I thank you for your honest response. I think that is the first time you have given us the truth here today. At this time, I would invite Mr Other or his council to respond to the charge of mental cruelty."
Kim spoke up, "We thank Ms Morrison for her honest testimony just now, however at this time, we have nothing to add other than we continue to refute that claim of mental cruelty."
"So noted, thank you, councillor, I think we can safely dispose of this claim, can we all agree?" The judge looked at all of us and gained consent from both sides.
"Now onto the case of financial hardship," he said. "I am having difficulty reconciling this one, Ms Morrison. In your parents' divorce settlement, the finances originally defined as university funds for yourself, I allowed to stay with Mr Other as you allowed yourself to be adopted by Mr Morrison. This was because your biological father was the only person that contributed to that account. Since your mother and yourself had chosen to walk away from him, place a restraining order on him and have Mr Morrison adopt you, I felt the funds forfeit. In your mother's letter that she left your biological father, she noted that the reason was that he could not provide the finer things in life as a plumber." He held up a copy of the letter; Carol went red seeing it after all this time.
"Now, as you removed yourself from his direct care, I cannot understand how you can blame financial hardship on him. Would you care to explain? Mr Forsythe, you may respond on behalf of your client as I believe she is still upset from the previous discussion." The judge said.
"Yes, Your Honour," He looked at some paperwork before him, "Well, the Morrisons' view that their current financial situation is directly attributed to their interactions with Mr Other after the divorce.
The judge nodded, "I follow you so far, counsellor, but your logic may be flawed. Please continue and give me the reason why the Morrisons' financial difficulties are Mr Others fault?"
"Well, Your Honour, if Mr Other had not continued to meet with doctor, I mean Mr Morrison, then Mr Morrison would not have been put on probation. He would not have threatened Mr Other, not have assaulted him and lost his job and put them into a situation where they now have to rely solely on Mr Morrison's trust fund to survive."
The judge sat back in his chair and picked up a pen, eyeing Mackenzie's lawyer.
"Mr Forsythe, I am not sure if you heard how ludicrous you sounded when compared against the evidence I have before me. You state that Mr Other is responsible for the Morrisons' financial situation and needs to pay them? Because from what I see here, it was the Morrisons who did the abuse. So much so that Mr Other died twice! All because he happened to be in the Morrisons' location each time." The Judge was enjoying the lawyer's discomfort.
"Yes, Your Honour, we maintain that if Mr Other weren't in those locations, Mr Morrison would not have done what he did, and the Morrisons would not be in the situation they are in right now. So, Mr Other needs to pay financial restitution for that."
"I see...." I think that was the judge's favourite phase.
He turned to Kim and me. "Would you care to respond?"
"Of course, Your Honour," Kim said, "While my client can acknowledge interaction that has resulted in the altercations with Mr Stephen Morrison, Mrs Carol Morrison and Ms Mackenzie Morrison. At no point does my client accept fiscal responsibility for these interactions."
Kim took a breath.
"We live in a free society where we choose our interactions with people. In each of the incidents where my client interacted with the Morrisons, he was approached by them. He never initiated the contact. In each interaction, except for the incident in the hospital, where my client had been injected with unknown drugs. My client tried to remove himself from the situation. In each interaction, it has been my client who was abused. "
"Further, it is our position that the Morrisons could have chosen not to interact with my client and just walked away from interaction with my client. If they had, they would not be in the financial situation they are in today. Had they kept to themselves, we would not be here. Their situation is cause and effect."
The judge looked at Kim.
"An interesting position, councillor. And one I agree with in these circumstances."
I looked at Mackenzie again. She had missed all of that interaction. She was still sobbing in her chair. Carol was still looking first at Mackenzie, then at me.
"Well, under the circumstances, I rule that the money stays in the hands of Mr Other, I think that..."
I raised my hand, "May I speak, Your Honour?"
The judge looked at me. "Of course, Mr Other, on what would you like to speak?"
I drew in a breath like the councillors had when they spoke. This was not going to feel good.
"Your Honour, I can tell you right now that I have no love for my ex-wife. She so casually tossed me aside for someone else that I will never forgive, nor will I forget what she did to me. I also have been wounded by what my daughter has done. How she has treated me over this past couple of years has hurt a lot. So much of the love and affection I once had for her is gone."
"I can understand that, Mr Other. I see that more often than I like in this job. What is it that you're trying to say?"
"I would like to perform a final gesture to my daughter," I said.
Mackenzie looked up at me suddenly, and hope was in her eyes.
"Your Honour, I have built a new life over the past couple of years. But to get there, I have had to go through physical and emotional challenges largely caused by both the ladies on the other side of this court and the di...." I smiled. "The man you removed earlier.
"Through everything, I have managed to find love again. Indeed, we have just gotten married this past weekend and plan to go on our honeymoon after we conclude here today. I have found that I may never want to see either my ex-wife or former daughter again. I want to move forward in love with my new family and continue to forge a new life, to be happy."
The judge raised an eyebrow. I put my hand out to Kim, and she pulled out the document she thought I wanted. Her look was, 'do you really want to do this?' I didn't, but I wanted closure. I wanted it done.
"This document is something my legal counsel has put together. It states that I will pay the one hundred and forty-two thousand dollars from the bank account I originally intended for Mackenzie's university funds into a special trust account."
Carols mouth was hanging open. I don't know what Mackenzie thought; she was staring at me, still crying.
"The money in this trust can only be drawn down on for Mackenzie's living expenses and education costs when she enters university. As she is seventeen, Mackenzie will be able to enter university next year, so if she is successful, most of her tuition and costs can be covered by this money. However, if she does not enter university, then the trust stays inaccessible until she reaches thirty years of age, at which time she may draw down on up to five thousand dollars a month.
"The only other condition that I have is that never again shall either Carol or Mackenzie Morrison have any interaction with me."
On the other side of the room, I heard Mackenzie take a breath. The judge just looked at me.
I explained. "Every time my ex-wife talks to me, she asks for this money. Since the divorce, I have not touched the account. I am tired of fighting over it, so I will give it to Mackenzie under the conditions I just discussed. I cannot handle the heartbreak that occurs every time I have contact with my daughter." I kept speaking clearly, but I knew tears were streaming down my face.
"I cannot stand to know if I will find the loving girl I raised or the young woman who hurls me abuse and calls me names. Yet, even now, after so much pain and heartbreak, a part of me wants to run over there and hug her, hold her and tell her how much I love her."
I heard Mackenzie sob. If I were to look around the room, most people, even Carol, would have a tear in the eyes. "Your Honour, I cannot move forward with my new life if I keep having to look backwards. These women have hurt me, but I know I can heal if I let go. My new life with my new family beckons to me. But if I can do this one last thing for the young woman over there, the girl I once called daughter, then walk away without allowing, excuse my French Your Honour, but without allowing the dickhead, Stephen Morrison, access to that money, I think I can find some peace. So much of my life would be different if he did not seduce my ex-wife. I would likely still be divorced, but I may still have a relationship with Mackenzie.
"Anyway, this is my offer to Mackenzie. Thank you." I concluded.
I turned away, grabbed a tissue offered by Kim and wiped my eyes.
The judge cleared his throat, "Would you like to add anything, counsellor?"
Kim also cleared her throat, "Yes, Your Honour, we have set the timeframe to accept the agreement at thirty days from today. Should Ms Mackenzie Morrison not accept this offer in that time, the offer shall become void, and my client will retain the funds."
"I think that is fair, council." The judge nodded, responding. "Okay. In the matter of mental cruelty, the matter is concluded in favour of Mr Terry Other, with no financial impacts on either party. Each side shall cover its own legal costs.
"In the matter of financial hardship, I again conclude the matter in favour of Mr Terry Other, again with no financial impacts on either party, again each side shall cover their own legal costs.
"The financial offer on the table to Ms Mackenzie Morrison is noted but is outside the bounds of this court.
In my closing statement, I would like to address Mrs Carol Morrison. Mrs Morrison, may I have your attention?"
Carol squared her shoulders, "Yes, Your Honour?"
"Mrs Morrison, it's not often I address someone in the gallery, however in closing, I believe I need to give you a caution. In every interaction, your husband, your daughter, or you have with your ex-husband. Much of what is documented portrays you in a poor light. Much of what has transpired is directly or indirectly due to your actions. You believe you are in a very tough spot financially, which I don't believe is true."
Carol swallowed.
"It is not my place to tell you how to live your life. However, I would suggest you need to give a lot of thought to your current situation and that of your daughter. And I suggest that you steer clear of your ex-husband moving forward regardless of what your daughter chooses to do about the university trust. Let him move on. It sounds like he's happy. It feels like you need to find some happiness for yourself too."
"Yes... yes, Your Honour." Carol replied.
"That is only advised, Mrs Morrison." The judge admonished, he looked at the room. "Well, this has been entertaining, but I really don't want to see any of you back here again. This court is adjourned."
And with that, we were done. Kim took the agreement over to Mackenzie's lawyer, and we got out of there. Over at the café, we found Paul and the girls eagerly awaiting news. I was a little melancholy after court, so Kim told most of it, including my impassioned speech towards the end. My wives were proud of me and held onto me tight, continually whispering love in my ears every few minutes.
We spoke for around an hour, and at one point, Kim pointed out Carol and Mackenzie leaving the courthouse. The dickhead wasn't with them. They were in the distance, so it was hard to see them, but they looked hunched over and worn out. I could honestly relate.
Our honeymoon was amazing. During those ten days, I got to know my girls' bodies better, and there was not a part I didn't get to kiss or touch, and I know they can say the same. We wore very little clothes the entire time, and even when we did, the girls in their tiny bikinis were appreciated by not just me but also everyone around, men and women alike. When we went out, I must admit I walked ten-foot-tall, an incredible, curvaceous redhead on each arm, their swimsuits hugging and accentuating each curve, showing a good amount of flesh while hiding away the treats that only I got to see. By the time we returned home, I had almost forgotten all about my previous life.
It was a footnote, but Mackenzie had signed the agreement, so Kim took care of everything and moved the money into the trust. She asked if I wanted to know the university course that Mackenzie would take but, I declined, I felt that part of my life was now done.
It was two months later that we found out both girls were pregnant. They had both gone off birth control a month before the wedding and didn't tell me, the little minxes. They both came down with morning sickness within a couple of days of each other. Some tests and trips to the doctors confirmed that I would be a father again, twice over. Mum and dad, William and Martha, were thrilled. I got ridiculed and hive fives in equal measure around the office.
We were all in for a shock when we got to the twelve-week scan. Both my girls were pregnant with twins. I wasn't sure how we would handle it, four babies, all at once, but as I snuggled in with my girls that night, I knew we would handle it together.
Kim and Paul couldn't believe it, and Kim gave me shit for weeks about how much of a horn dog I must be to knock up two girls at once, each with twins. Kim also let us know that she and Paul had fallen pregnant again, and Candice would get a sibling to go with her new cousins. So that made five new babies in the crew.
Our only dark cloud was that mum was getting quite fragile. Her cancer had progressed. It wasn't looking good, and we were all worried. Harmony talked with several specialists, and before she was too big to travel, we visited three cancer specialists, one up in Brisbane and two in Sydney. After looking through mum's medical data, they all advised just making her comfortable and keeping the treatments going in her local hospital.
At that point, we all convinced mum and dad to move to Bathurst. This way, they could be close to us and help out with the babies when they were born. It also would ensure we were close to mum for support.
By the time the girls were six months along, we had mum and dad moved into a little place about fifteen minutes down the road. Dad was working part-time for one of the local builders, and mum generally had someone hanging out with her day or night.
We'd also convinced Kim and Paul to move as well. They moved into a house close to mum and dad's. Kim was about a few weeks ahead of the girls and grumpy. Paul and I had to take care of most of the move, while Kim scolded us for everything being wrong as we moved boxes. She was nesting.
My niece Candice thought it was all a grand adventure through it all. She was getting into talking in complete sentences and thought it was funny when mummy told dad to move the same box into three different rooms within minutes of telling him to move it the first time. She also loved rubbing the pregnant bellies of her mum and aunties, feeling the babies kick. Both Melody and Harmony were getting big quick. Being a little ahead of my wives, Kim was quite large as well.
I also should note that the aircon in the house was cold. It was a lot like that scene from Father of the Bride, part two where Steve Martin keeps changing clothes going in and out of the house. All three pregnant ladies were craving the cold, so we made sure they were temperature controlled at all hours of the day.
Towards the end, it was also one of the few times that my wives didn't snuggle with me at night. It wasn't that they didn't want to. It was too difficult for them. I cuddled each of them separately in our bed each night, and we made do with falling asleep holding hands until the kids were born.
When it was time, it all happened at once. I've mentioned the twin connection before. Well, my girls certainly had it in labour too. At thirty-eight weeks, they went into labour within two hours of each other. Being they were carrying twins, we all agreed it was safer for a caesarian birth. Both my girls were prepped in operating theatres side by side as I was walked between them, nervous as anything.
First born from Melody was my son, Adam. He had a huge shock of brown hair and a set of lungs that any father could be proud of. Next was my angel, Grace with Harmony, she was bald and quiet, but in those first minutes after birth, she had striking green eyes! Next was my third daughter, Beth, born from Melody. Like her brother, she had a fantastic set of lungs. And last was my second son, John, named for his grandfather. Harmony and I were going to call him Colin. However, his features were so much like my father's that we chose to honour dad.
Three days later, Kim went into labour and gave birth to Candice's little sister, Holly. We would be raising a brood between us, but I knew while chaotic, there was no place I would rather be.
I almost came to regret those words for the first six months. With four new kids to look after, no one got an ounce of sleep. There were always nappy changes. The girls were constantly feeding one of the kids. I can say we almost killed each other a few times. But from about six months, all four of them started sleeping through the night, and we managed to find a rhythm, and our intimacy returned with a vengeance.
The kids were almost two years old when we lost mum. She held on as long as she could, and we fought alongside her every day. She spent as much time with her grandkids in her last days, giving so much love and affection even in her frail state that I hope the kids have lasting impressions of her as they grow older. There is almost a wall of photos with her holding all six of her young grandchildren along mum and dad's hallway. Dad was sad but proud. Mum had fought every step of the way, never giving up. We knew it was close when she asked the five of us to come and see her one Saturday afternoon.
We spent an afternoon doing what we always did as a family. We made jokes and remembered times growing up. We laughed about the chaos we now found ourselves in with six kids to raise all at once. I think mum knew it was time because she started with my wives when she asked for a few minutes alone with each of us. She hugged Melody and Harmony tight even though her skin was hanging off her bones and her muscles had no mass.
"I love you both so much, my beautiful daughters. You have made my Terry so happy. I never thought I would see the joy in his heart again after what Carol did to him. But you both came into his life through thunder and lightning and mended his heart and mind so well that I can never thank you enough."
More platitudes of love were exchanged between the women, and my wives were crying when they came out, and Kim went in with Paul while I held my girls, our kids quietly watching a movie in the background. After a few minutes, Paul came out tears in his eyes, asking me to head in. I sat on the bed. Kim was already crying, holding and hugging mum like a little girl of twelve again.
"Oh, my babies," mum said in her weak, strained voice. "I love you both with everything I have. And I don't think a parent out there could be any prouder than I am of you two. I have watched you both grow, but I love how you have always been close, even as adults. You have learned to love and help each other through pain. But I have something I need to ask both of you."



"Yes, mum, anything?" I responded, Kim just holding on to mum, desperate to keep her from slipping away.
"I need you to look after your dad, he's trying to be strong, but he needs both of you to help him through what's coming. He's still got a lot of years left here, and I don't want him to live life with one foot in the grave. Your father is my great love, and I will always be there with him. Even death will not keep our love from each other."
We were all now crying. I recalled a few years ago when mum asked me something similar. Even now, as she continued to fade in front of our eyes. No doubt, she was in pain and hurting from the ravages of cancer, but she thought of her husband. "Now, promise me you two. Look after your father."
We cried, holding onto our mum. "We promise, mum. We will!" Kim said through her tears. We cried a few more minutes, holding onto each other with nothing but pure family love and acceptance. Then mum asked to speak to me alone. Finally, Kim dried her eyes, patted my shoulder and left the room.
She drew me to her, and I held my mum gently as she leaned into me. "Oh, my boy, my beautiful Terry, I have loved seeing the man you have become, slow to anger, and even then, you're an honourable man. Even when Carol and Mackenzie hurt you, you tried to do the right thing."
I shook my head, "Not always, mum, there were times..."
She interrupted me, "I know Terry, none of us is perfect, not even your mother."
"Surely you jest. I thought you were saint Josephine."
She laughed. We could hear the rattle in her chest as she did.
"No, not always. Your father and I have never told anyone this, however before you and Kim were born, your father and I had a rough patch." I hadn't heard this one. "Your dad worked very long hours as we had just bought our first house. I worked at the bank as a teller, but your dad wasn't around a lot, even on weekends. So, when some assistant manager at the bank started making moves on me, I was flattered."
I was floored, had my mum cheated on my dad? Mum must have seen it on my face, and she smiled.
"No, I never cheated on your father, though it could have gone that way if we didn't have an incident at a gathering a few weeks later. You see, it was there that I noticed Cindy Phillips making some moves on your dad. He wasn't exactly resisting, and Cindy saw me watching and smiled, putting her hand on your dad's shoulder and acting like she would take him away from me.
"You see, Cindy also worked at the bank and had seen the assistant manager flirting with me. So, she figured if I could flirt, she could try to take away my hunk of a husband."
"What did you do?" I asked.
"Well, I dropped everything, demanded he take me home and fuck me like his life depended on it." I laughed. Mum very rarely swore. For a few moments, mum was lost in memory.
Her eyes found focus on me, and she smiled at me. "I'm happy to say he did, and he did it so well that your sister was born nine months later. A couple of years later, so were you. However, had it not been for that bitch Cindy, giving me that smile and putting her slutty hand on my husband's shoulder while I watched, our lives could have been very different."
We both thought on that for a moment, the implications certain moments in our lives had on all of us.
Mum kept talking. "Terry, I know you will never forgive Carol, and perhaps you never should. But what of Mackenzie? Is there enough left in you to forgive my granddaughter?"
I looked at my dying mother and swallowed, "I don't know, mum, I have not really thought about it in a couple of years. She hurt me badly, and I don't know what I would do if I saw her again."
She nodded.
"Terry, please think about it. I'm not asking you to run out, find her and bring her back into your life. You have so much going on right now with your four and Kim's two that I doubt trying to talk with Mackenzie would be wise." She smiled, "By the way, do you know Kim is pregnant again?"
"Yeah, she told me this morning." I smiled back.
"I feel good passing on that I have so many grandchildren. At one time, I thought I would only ever have Mackenzie."
"I know, mum, and I won't make any promise, but I will do my best if I ever see her again."
She patted my arm. "That's all I can ask, sweetie, that's all I ask."
After that, Dad had some time with mum and came out smiling and crying, "It's not long guys, she knows it and has asked if we will all come in to be with her." He spoke.
Paul, Kim, Melody, Harmony, dad, and I sat on the bed with mum and told stories and bad jokes for the next hour. The kids came running in and out, giving particular love and affection to their grandmother. They didn't know what was happening, but they knew grandma was sick. At times there was laughter and other times tears as the afternoon wore on. Soft touches by my mother and on her told of our love for her.
She slipped away from us while we were talking about Kim's new baby. They thought this was going to be a boy. We heard mum laugh and say it was going to be a boy. Then we all looked to see her smiling, but the life had left her eyes. Her chest had stopped moving, but she looked at peace even though the presence that made her mum was gone.
The rare bone cancer that had claimed her body had taken its toll, but it never dampened her spirit. Josephine Marie Other was quiet and sometimes unassuming, but she always loved us without reservation. That evening all of us cried, leaning on each other in our grief.
It was just over another year, Kim had given birth to Joseph, named after mum, and we were enjoying a family barbeque with the end of a warm spring Saturday. Dad was there with the rest of the family. He'd been gloomy for a few months after mum's passing but woke up and started living again one day, telling us that she wouldn't like it if he moped around after her death for the rest of his years.
Dad, Paul and I were bringing in the cooked meat, and all our kids were sitting around the big family table like a ravenous horde when I noticed the two uninvited guests. Most of us were in different streams of thought, with the two women standing there.
[:::: Back to the beginning ::::]
The metal plate hitting the floor brought everyone out from their internal thoughts as they all looked at me.
"Um, hi, Terry," Carol, my ex-wife, said looking at me. She was tired and worn, and over the last few years, she had put on weight in all the wrong places. Her once voluptuous but good looking curves were now well and truly under layers of not so good looking fat. While I was still quite fit and trim. Most likely even more so since we saw each other last if those hungry eyes were saying anything as she looked at me. I'm sure turning up here uninvited; she had no idea what type of reception she would receive from any of us, but she had to know it would not be a happy reunion.
Our second visitor looked at me as well, 'Hi Daddy," Mackenzie, my ex-daughter, followed up before I could respond. Her head slightly bowed, she looked at me from under a worn baseball cap, one that I had given her when she turned thirteen. Mackenzie looked nothing like the girl who had betrayed and thrown me aside years ago. If anything, she looked broken like her mother and just plain frail.
For what felt like almost a minute, we all just stared at each other. The only noise was the kids at the table. But even they picked up something was wrong and started to notice the two intruders stopping them from getting dinner.
I sighed and bent to pick up the tray of meat I had dropped, turned around and placed it on the table. I looked and signalled at Martha, who knew exactly who they were and was glaring at them. "Martha, could you get the kids some food. I think this may take a few minutes." She stopped glaring at Carol and Mackenzie. Her gaze softened as she looked at me. Martha knew my pain almost more than anyone in the room. She had been there for me during most of what had transpired over the years. And she would have had a fair idea of what I might be feeling at that moment. My mother-in-law was one of the wisest women I knew, and to cross her family would earn you the ire of not just Martha but her network of friends and community groups. I had a feeling that Carol and Mackenzie had been on the wrong end of her temper a few times now without my direct knowledge.
Her entire vibe changed to making sure all the kids would get fed, my former family pushed out of her mind for the moment. "No problems, Terry sweetie, you do what you need to. I've got the kids."
I turned back to my ex-family and let my face fall into a scowl. "For the sake of the children that are here, I am not going to say what I want to say right now. However, you need to know that neither of you is welcome here!" I had a hard time keeping my voice calm, and as it was, I almost spat the words. Carol looked upset, but like she expected that kind of reaction, Mackenzie looked like she was about to cry.
Kim had, at this point, had come to stand beside me. Melody and Harmony moved to stand on my other side, Melody grabbed my hand, letting me know she was there for me. She knew these intruders, like her sister Harmony, and had a great idea of what I was likely feeling.
Carol gave a big sigh and looked at everyone in the room before once again letting her gaze set itself upon me. There was a time many years ago when I would adore those eyes and just love to look back into them. Now all I saw was a mask of pain, regret and sorrow, which surprised me. "We know Terry, but we need to talk with you".
Shit!
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
So here we are everyone, back at the beginning, there was a lot that happened in this part, and I will admit I had tears in my eyes as I wrote the scene with Josephine passing away. I had a very similar experience with my father a few years ago, so there was a lot there for me.
I hope to have the next part out in the next few weeks and I have already put a draft together for Part V, where everything comes together to conclude our story, however I am in a need of an editor to help me complete the story as Kite who has been helping me on this series has had to decline editing Part V due to personal reasons. If your keen to help out, send me a private message.
If you are still with me on this journey, thank you. Writing for me is helping me to process a lot of emotion, and if you get something from what I write, then all the better.
See you next time!
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Thank you to everyone for walking the journey of Double or Nothing, my first significant foray into the world of writing stories. I have learnt a lot, enjoyed seeing your comments and love the encouragement that many of you have given me. I'm sure we all know that this story will not be everyone's cup of tea, but I enjoyed writing it.
If you haven't read through them yet, please check out Part I, Part II, Part III & Part IV before reading through Part V. It will take a bit of time, but I think it is a good read. And I know once this is published, I will be reading from the beginning all the way through to enjoy reading the story.
This will be the last instalment from me for the Double or Nothing series. Hopefully, we will bring a conclusion to most of the plotlines started. As per previous parts, this will be a long one at over 26k, so make sure you have some snacks and a drink on your bedside table.
To let everyone know, while writing Part III, some personal challenges caused me to rethink how I wanted to end the series and it went a different way to how I originally planned. I will explain more in my author ending notes.
Lastly, I would like to express my gratitude to Kite, who put his hand up to help guide me as an editor after my self-editing of Part I. We can all agree that he has helped fix most of my grammatical errors and smooth, complex plot points, so they flow much better. Thank you Kite!
I would also like to thank a couple of editors who prefer to remain unknown, you know who you are, thanks for stepping in for Part V, as Kite was unavailable for this part due to personal reasons.
Many of you have been asking for it, so now we're heading right back to the beginning. Carol and Mackenzie have turned up unexpectedly to Terry's family BBQ.
I hope you all enjoy the final, Part V of Double or Nothing.
[:::: End of Part IV ::::]
The metal plate hitting the floor brought everyone out from their internal thoughts as they all looked at me.
"Um, hi, Terry," Carol, my ex-wife, said looking at me. She was tired and worn, and over the last few years, she had put on weight in all the wrong places. Her once voluptuous but good looking curves were now well and truly under layers of not so good looking fat. While I was still quite fit and trim. Most likely even more so since we saw each other last if those hungry eyes were saying anything as she looked at me. I'm sure turning up here uninvited; she had no idea what type of reception she would receive from any of us, but she had to know it would not be a happy reunion.
Our second visitor looked at me as well, 'Hi Daddy," Mackenzie, my ex-daughter, followed up before I could respond. Her head slightly bowed, she looked at me from under a worn baseball cap, one that I had given her when she turned thirteen. Mackenzie looked nothing like the girl who had betrayed and thrown me aside years ago. If anything, she looked broken like her mother and just plain frail.
For what felt like almost a minute, we all just stared at each other. The only noise was the kids at the table. But even they picked up something was wrong and started to notice the two intruders stopping them from getting dinner.
I sighed and bent to pick up the tray of meat I had dropped, turned around and placed it on the table. I looked at and signalled to Martha, who knew exactly who they were and was glaring at them. "Martha, could you get the kids some food, I think this may take a few minutes." She stopped glaring at Carol and Mackenzie. Her gaze softened as she looked at me. Martha knew my pain almost more than anyone in the room. She had been there for me during most of what had transpired over the years. And she would have had a fair idea of what I might be feeling at that moment. My mother-in-law was one of the wisest women I knew, and to cross her family would earn you the ire of not just Martha but her network of friends and community groups. I had a feeling that Carol and Mackenzie had been on the wrong end of her temper a few times without my direct knowledge.
Her entire vibe changed to making sure all the kids would get fed, my former family pushed out of her mind for the moment. "No problem, Terry sweetie, you do what you need to. I've got the kids."
I turned back to my ex-family and let my face fall into a scowl. "For the sake of the children that are here, I am not going to say what I want to say right now. However, you need to know that neither of you is welcome here!" I had a hard time keeping my voice calm, and as it was, I almost spat the words. Carol looked upset, but like she expected that kind of reaction, Mackenzie looked like she was about to cry.
Kim had, at this point, had come to stand beside me. Melody and Harmony moved to stand on my other side. Melody grabbed my hand, letting me know she was there for me. Like her sister Harmony, she knew these intruders and had a great idea of what I was likely feeling.
Carol gave a big sigh and looked at everyone in the room before once again letting her gaze set itself upon me. There was a time many years ago when I would adore those eyes and just love to look back into them. Now all I saw was a mask of pain, regret and sorrow, which surprised me. "We know Terry, but we need to talk with you".
Shit!
[:::: Part V ::::]
I never expected my former family to come to my world here in Bathurst. First of all, legal documents required Mackenzie to stay away from me if she wanted to access her trust fund money for university. Next, there was the point that both of these women had continually blamed me for every screwup in their lives when in actuality, they had made poor choices each time I was around them.
As I previously mentioned, Carol wasn't looking great. Unlike my wives Melody and Harmony, Carol looked like she had not been keeping in shape at all. There were long lines on her face, and her body was no longer very attractive. Looking at her now, she looked more like a potato than a shapely mother in her late forties. All in all, she looked like someone that had given up on life.
In contrast to her mother, Mackenzie, my former daughter, had lost a lot of weight. She looked gaunt in a lot of ways, her skin appeared to hang a little from her frame, and each of her movements looked a little forced or painful. She didn't have the vibrancy of a woman in her twenties.
No, despite everything they had done, I doubt either of these women would willingly turn up on my doorstep without warning and not have a valid reason for it. With how they looked and after pretty much every conversation that we have had over the years, I thought they were likely after money.
For the last few years, Carol's new husband, and Mackenzie's adopted father, Stephen Morrison, we called him the dickhead, had been in jail, he had been given thirty years after pleading guilty of aggravated assault and attempted murder on yours truly. I hated the man with a passion, and I understood the feeling was mutual. Though in a way, I felt sorry for him as my family and I believed that he snapped because of the fact that my ex-wife at one point had regular sexual dreams about me while sleeping next to him.
I scanned the room and everyone in it. There were my beautiful wives, Melody and Harmony, my father, John, my sister and her husband, Kim and Paul, my in-laws, William and Martha, and my former family, Carol and Mackenzie. Everyone was looking at me for whatever was going to happen next.
Returning my gaze to Carol and Mackenzie, I let myself contemplate them. Emotions that I hadn't felt in years returned. Anger for their betrayal, how they just left me for another man because I wasn't enough for them. Every interaction was disappointing as they hurled insults. Every conversation displayed hypocrisy as they demanded money from me.
I wanted to throw them out on their poverty stricken asses. But there was something that held me back. Despite my rising emotions, this was my home, and I counted to ten and contemplated my next steps while they looked at me.
I sighed, "Come on, let's go sit out the back and get this over with." I looked to Martha with the kids and then Paul. "Martha and Paul, would you guys be able to get the kids fed while we talk out back?"
"Sure, Terry," Paul said as he sat down beside his daughter, Candice and my son, Adam. Between us, we had seven children. I had two sets of twins, one with my legal wife, Harmony, and one with my assumed wife, Melody. To complicate matters further, Melody and Harmony are identical twins. As far as we knew, twins giving birth to two sets of twins from the same father had never occurred. So, one or two medical journals wrote about us over the past few years. We had consulted but drawn the line at going public and doing interviews, I love my wives and my kids, and I didn't want to put them through the circus that could happen in the mainstream media.
The group of us walked out the back, sitting at the big family table on our back deck. The lights were on through the garden that I had just maintained earlier that day, so it looked great and had that fresh-cut grass smell that eased everyone's emotions.
I sat down on one side of the big table, Melody sitting down on my right, Harmony on my left in their usual spots. On the other side of the table, Carol and Mackenzie sat down, Kim sat down on one of the end seats. A few moments later, dad and William came out with a pitcher of water and glasses for everyone, a Kraken for Melody and I, wine for Harmony, then excused themselves and went back inside to help with the kids. I think they knew that this needed to be private.
Harmony filled glasses, gave everyone a drink that didn't have one, then sat back down and waited. It took a few minutes, but Carol started.
"Terry, you have a beautiful place here. I never expected..." Carol choked back the rest of her reply, realizing she was falling into old habits of belittling my station in life.
Melody looked down her nose at Carol, that look that all women can give someone they don't like, and spoke on my behalf. "Thank you, it's an amazing place, and it's been in the family for generations. Of course, now that Terry is our Husband, he's part of that family now."
Carol and Mackenzie stared at me.
"Our Husband?" Carol asked, not following, "I know that Terry remarried, for which I assume it was one of you two. Which one did you marry, Terry?"
I laughed, "Carol, I would like you to meet my wife, Mrs Melody Other." I gestured to Melody. She straightened up and beamed.
"Congralu..." Carol began.
I interrupted, "Carol, I would also like to introduce you to my other wife, Mrs Harmony Other. And yes, you are hearing me correct I am married to both of these beautiful women."
Carol baulked. Mackenzie just stared. The girls and I just smiled while Kim giggled. Finally, after looking back between the two of us and as the girls grabbed my hands and brought them up together, Carol looked at Kim, who nodded.
"Oh yes, Carol, after you tore his heart out, my little brother saved the lives of both these amazing women getting seriously injured in the process. They fell in love with him, so he married them both. Your ex-husband has been so in love with them that he has twins with each of these women and, as I understand, keeps them both very satisfied." my older sister laughed, and when she said 'satisfied', there was no doubt in anyone's mind what she meant.
Mackenzie found her voice. "You mean you're sleeping with both these sisters simultaneously?" she was trying to wrap her head around it.
"Yes, Mackenzie," Harmony responded, a bit of a giggle in her voice. "Your former father sleeps with both of us each and every night. Neither my sister nor I can bear to be without him, from the very first night, he has given us his love without reservation. He is our rock and gives everything he has, never asking for anything. Neither Melody nor I can understand how either you or your mother would ever have walked away from such a loving man." Mackenzie blushed.
Melody jumped in without a single breath of pause, following her sister. "And as a father, oh Mackenzie, he dotes on those kids like there is nothing more important in the world. Harmony and I could not ask for a better man that will teach our kids the proper respect of people in this broken world. He lives for those kids. We just don't understand why you would have given him up?"
Carol spoke up. The bitterness in her voice could be heard "that's because you have him here." She gestured to the house and gardens, "He has money now, status! When we were his family, he was only a plumber."
Even after all these years, Carol still didn't get it.
Harmony spoke up, venom now dripping from her words, "You really are a stupid bitch, Carol." Carol stared at Harmony like she had physically struck her. "We would love Terry just the same even if he had nothing. Indeed, all our man had when we met him and fell in love with him was what he had in his truck. For Terry, material wealth means nothing. He treats his family like kings because he loves us, and we, in turn, have given him our very souls to hold in his hands. We would gladly have walked away from all of this," she made the same gesture that Carol did, "If keeping it meant we could not have him. We know that this man, our husband, the very same man you threw away, would give his very life for us without hesitation. Indeed, he almost did the night we met.
"But, can you ever say the same, Carol? Can you ever say that you would do anything for your family to put you out of your comfort zone?"
Harmony was staring down Carol, like a bear about to eat a captured meal. Carol looked like she wanted to run.
"You had the love of a man who would have given you anything, and he did." Melody continued, "And we know that you know he is an amazing lover, he knows how to please us together in bed, and my goodness, Carol, you know this man can make you cum." Melody purred, and Harmony joined in a moment later, a soft growl of affection towards me in their throats. Carol went a deep red. Mackenzie was trying to look anywhere, but at us and Kim laughed down the her end of the table.
It was Kim's turn to grab our attention, "Everyone, I know we could talk about my brother's sexual prowess all night long. However, we need to pull our focus back to Carol and Mackenzie." We all looked at the thoroughly embarrassed women sitting across from me.
"There was a reason that you came to be here tonight. However, I guess my first question is how did you find us. This address is not listed, for privacy reasons, and second, how did you get through the gate?" Asked my sister.
"Mum and I drove here to Bathurst a week ago," Mackenzie stated, her expression somewhat muted. "We watched your office to see you come and go over the past few days. Then, when we spotted dad's truck, we followed you back here. Tonight, when we drove up, Pa had just driven in, so we drove in a bit behind him before the gate closed."
"A little unorthodox, but it got you here, however it still doesn't explain why you are here?" Kim asked, then continued. "Mackenzie, the agreement for your trust states no contact with Terry. So, you have to know that Terry really doesn't want to see you. My brother has been rebuilding his life without you two in it, and I think it has been almost a year since he thought of either of you!"
"About eight months, Kim," I responded, my voice cracked just a little. "The girls know I take the afternoon off on Mackenzie's birthday every year and come sit on the deck here to lament what was." I couldn't look at Mackenzie, and as often happened when I thought about her, there was a single tear upon my cheek.
"We let him have an hour or two out here quietly for reflection. He sits with his rum and just stares into nothing. But when the sun sets, he comes back in and looks after us like he does every other day of the year." Melody reported for me, the look she gave Carol and Mackenzie wasn't quite hate, but I don't think it was far off.
I now stole a glance at Mackenzie. She was staring at me, tears threatening to erupt from her eyes. After all these years, despite every effort to move on and deny myself, I felt the embers of love for Mackenzie reignite deep in my soul. I tore my eyes away from her as I couldn't let anything become alive for them. I would not let her nor her mother ruin the life I had built with my girls here. My wives tightened their grips on my hands, knowing my emotions were starting to swirl within my mind.
"So, what are you doing here, Carol, Mackenzie?" Kim asked, also sensing my growing conflict.
They looked at each other.
"We didn't have too much choice," Carol started, her eyes downcast. "Things haven't been great for the last few years. In fact, they have been downright horrible."
She looked back up at each of us for sympathy but found nothing more than blank stares and people waiting for their questions to be answered. She sighed and continued.
"Right after Stephen was sentenced, I knew that we would never be a couple again, he was going to be in prison for a long time, so I divorced him. It took a few months, but his lawyers kicked us out of the house as it was his before we married, we got a little money, but not a lot, and since then, Mackenzie and I have been living in a two-bedroom townhouse on the outskirts of Maitland."
"Are you looking for sympathy, Carol?" Kim asked.
"No Kim," Carol said quickly, sounding contrite, not deceitful. "After that last day in court when Mackenzie heard what Stephen had tried to do to Terry, she fell apart, and I knew that I had burnt every bridge I ever had with Terry. There was no path of redemption for us. I heard that day, he had remarried, but I never expected that he had married both of you." She gave a wan little smile. "Even at my most attractive, I could not compare to one of you, let alone both of you, and let's face it, my better days are behind me." she sighed again for sympathy, receiving none. "After that day, I understood that I had not only destroyed my relationship with a man that gave me everything, but I had done everything I could to destroy Terry's relationship with Mackenzie."
Her little smile became lost as she went blank, staring into nothing.
"Oh, I could try to justify my actions by saying that I was encouraged by Stephen and that he was the true fiend behind it all. But we all know that isn't true. I could have divorced Terry and married Stephen but helped Mackenzie keep in touch with her father, but I knew I had to destroy Terry because if I didn't, I could never fully commit myself to Stephen."
"Why?" I asked, my voice cracked. I was curious for the very first time since this all began. I wish I wasn't, but I was. For the first time in so many years, I felt Carol look at me, not just to assess what she could get out of me, but genuinely look at me as if she cared what I thought.
She sighed, "Because I still love you, Terry. I knew if I didn't destroy you, I would want to get back to you someday. The affair with Stephen was a thrill, but he was only ever interested in himself. He was also sterile and had one of the smallest dicks the world has ever seen."
The wan little smile returned at that admission. But I could feel my wives want to scream, admittedly so did I, but I squeezed their hands as they did to mine, and they said nothing. Carol continued.
"You were right that day in front of the courthouse, Terry, when you told me I dreamt of you. I dreamt of you taking me back and fucking me till I couldn't walk, making my mind blank with the pleasure of your body like when we were young." She briefly looked at her daughter, "Sorry Mackenzie, but it's true, I dreamt that your father would fuck me, forgive me and then make love to me forever. In my dreams, I didn't care that he was a plumber. I just wanted to be loved. Unfortunately, Stephen never did truly love us. To him, we were props to make him look better.



"They were my dreams, but when I woke up, the bitch that I had become woke up with me, and suddenly I was Mrs. Stephen Morrison, and Terry again needed to be destroyed. So, Stephen fed that mindset, and at the time, I didn't know that it was me moaning out loud in my dreams that made him snap."
I had little sympathy for her, and she knew there would never be any reconciliation. But I must admit it did resolve a few questions as to why. "So, you're divorced and living in a unit in Maitland. It still doesn't explain why you are here?" I asked.
"Well, as I said, I knew that we had destroyed any chance at a relationship with you, and after the divorce from Stephen, I had to stop Mackenzie several times from trying to contact you, or she would lose that trust fund. It was helping us pay for the apartment while I had an admin job for a local real estate firm. Moneywise we were ok, not great, but like when we were married, we were doing okay together as mother and daughter. We came to accept that this was our life and perhaps may have never talked to you again, however about six months ago, Mackenzie started getting tired. She would come home and pretty much collapse. After a few doctors' visits, we found out that she has a rare form of bone cancer..."
She stopped there, letting it sink in.
"The same as mum did?" I asked, starting to grind my teeth.
"Yes, Terry, we didn't know at the time, but yes, the same as your mother. We ended up at the same specialist that Josephine did, and about three months ago, he figured out that you were Mackenzie's biological father."
Mackenzie was looking at me with fear in her eyes. She knew that she was sitting with me but didn't know how to speak to me. She needed something.
"So, what is it you need, Carol, Mackenzie? Is it more money that you're after?" I said, getting angry. Despite the horrendous nature of cancer and watching my mother waste away, I was upset that everything came back to money with these two.
Harmony put a hand on my arm before I could lay into them, "No Baby, for once, I don't think it's money they're after this time. On the contrary, I think it's you they need."
"Me?" I asked of my wife. I noticed that Carol nodded as I looked at Harmony, a questioning look on my face.
Harmony put two and two together, "Yes, Terry, when Josephine was in her final days, if you recall, they were looking at a new treatment for this type of cancer that included a bone marrow transplant and a series of plasma injections that could help fight cancer alongside traditional chemotherapy. Am I right, Carol?"
"Yes, Harmony, is it?" Carol asked, her voice quiet. Harmony nodded, "Your're right. While our budget for Mackenzie's care is tight, we can manage, and after everything we put you through, you may think I'm a cruel bitch. But Mackenzie would not let me ask you for money. I would not ask if we didn't desperately need it but for the procedure, we wanted to ask you if you would consent to formal testing to see if you are a match to donate bone marrow for Mackenzie's treatment?"
There it was, my daughter, one of my betrayers, needed my help. There was a chance that I could save her life. I looked at Mackenzie, and she stared back at me. There was still a lot of fear behind those eyes. She was justifiably scared that I would say no to the test. But there was also fear that I would reject her as a person again. She was likely worried I would never accept her after everything she had done. Me, I didn't know.
The silence stretched a few minutes as we all again retreated into our own thoughts. Melody moved her fingers, her thumb stroking the back of my hand. Harmony just held me, letting her strength flow into my being.
"Kim," I looked to my sister, "Would you be able to take Carol and Mackenzie inside for a few minutes? I need to talk with my wives for a little bit."
"Sure, little brother, Carol and Mackenzie, come with me." And she led them inside.
"Well, My Loves, what do you think?" I asked when the screen door closed.
"Mackenzie is unwell, that is for sure." Harmony said, looking at them retreating inside. "Her skin is pale, and she looks a little malnourished. She does show the signs of someone with cancer. And it looks similar to your mum." She delivered the statement with a grimace, knowing that would be hard to hear.
"Yes, from the last time I saw her, she doesn't look well. But what I meant is what do you think I should do?" I asked
"Baby," Melody said, "I get it. They both hurt you badly, and to be honest. I wanted to crawl over the table just now and scratch your ex-wife's face off as she talked. But, for fucks sake, she's still holding a torch for you." She growled, then she sighed, "But your little girl is sick, and no matter what she has done to you, there is a chance that you could save her life. Would you deny her that chance just because of your feelings?"
She was correct; I wouldn't let my feelings get in the way of saving a life. I sighed, "No, I wouldn't, I looked at her, and all I saw was my little girl, scared and in pain. I had thought my feelings for her dead, but they weren't." I put an arm around both of my wives. "But I can't do this without both of you... I'm not strong enough."
"We are here for you, our love," Harmony told us, "Neither Melody nor I want you to face this alone. But I think you need to do one thing first."
"What's that, I asked?"
"I think you and Mackenzie need to talk, just the two of you." Melody finished for her sister. Harmony nodded.
I felt panic. This was not something I wanted to do, at least not yet. "No, I can't... I mean... I don't know if I can deal with that!"
"Terry, My Love," Melody cooed, hugging me, "We know you can. You need this more than anything."
"What about Carol?" I asked, trying to change the topic.
"Fuck Carol," Melody sneered, all trace of caring suddenly gone. "That bitch deserves everything she gets for what she did to you." Then, her face softened, "But Mackenzie, no matter what, is your flesh and blood. I don't know if you can ever forgive her for what she did. But you may be able to help her survive cancer that killed your mother, shouldn't you at least try?"
I looked at her and sighed. "That's playing dirty, Melody, bringing mum into this."
She blushed slightly but shrugged, "I may not like Mackenzie very much. That one time talking to her on the phone assured me of that. But that doesn't mean I want to see her waste away and die."
"A valid point. Harmony?" I looked at my other wife. "I take it you agree with your sister?"
She nodded, "I do, Baby, and you should talk with Mackenzie first. You got something like closure with Carol that day outside court, but never with Mackenzie. Honestly, I don't think either of you had the chance to talk."
We sat for a few minutes, nothing said, But I thought there was no time like the present. "Ok, would you girls ask her to come out and sit with me?"
Both rose kissed me, and I watched their sexy MILF asses swaying as they walked into the house. Finally, I stood up, drained the rest of my drink, then dragged two chairs over to the verandah's edge, sat back down and contemplated what would happen next, while overlooking the backyard.
A few minutes later, I heard the back door open again, and soft footsteps came up behind me, then Mackenzie sat down beside me. I looked over, and she held out a drink for me.
"Kraken and coke, Melody, I think it was, told me to give this to you. She said your other one would be empty." I took it and thanked her. In her hand, she had a juice.
"You don't drink?" I asked.
"Not anymore. I can't with the medication that I am taking. Once I was eighteen, though, I got into drinking rum and coke like you, though I mostly drank Bundy as I couldn't afford Kraken."
I snorted and looked back out at the gardens, "Rum, eh?"
She sighed, "I know this sounds offensive after everything I did to you, but I knew you liked rum, and while at first, I hated the taste, I drank it because, in my own way, I felt like there was at least one part of me that had a connection to you when I had a rum."
I took a sip of my own rum, savouring the flavor of the Kraken, she took a sip of her juice, and we sat in silence. It was awkward, but we were both lost in our individual thoughts.
I broke the stalemate, "So what are you studying at university?" I asked.
She waited a moment before replying. "I had to pull out this year due to the treatment schedule, but I was studying an applied mathematics degree. I had hoped to get a job doing crypto or data modelling in the IT space. Applications of blockchains and those types of things."
For the first time in several years, I laughed at something she said, not as a rebuke to something she had done, "You know I have very little idea of what you just said."
She laughed in return. It was shallow and followed up by a cough that rattled in her chest much as it had with mum.
She looked at me, her gaze questioning. Then, she took a deep breath like she was summoning courage. "I really fucked everything up, didn't I Dad?"
I winced at the use of her term dad. My heart was beating a mile a minute, just talking to her. My head was telling me to ignore my feelings and play it cool.
Before I thought about it too much, I replied, "Yes, Pumpkin, you really did!"
The tears she had been holding back were released, and she sobbed. The last time I called her pumpkin was the morning they both left me. I just sat there as she wept. I sipped my rum, looking out over the backyard, inside; my heart was breaking, but outside was stoic. After a few minutes, Mackenzie recovered somewhat, wiping tears from her eyes and pushing her hair back behind her ears.
Her voice was low, and she started talking to herself more than me. I had to strain to hear her. "I must be one of the stupidest fucking daughters that ever lived. I threw away so many years to be with a mother who only cared for what clothes she wore and a fucking dickhead of a man that cared nothing more for me than using me as a trophy to his success."
She looked at me, noticing me looking at her and raised her voice a little so I could hear her.
"And look what it got me, a one-way ticket to misery, I haven't been happy in years, and now that I need my father, my real father, not some dickhead wanna be, he wants absolutely nothing to do with me."
I looked at her and chuckled. She chuckled back as a pure reaction to my laugh.
"What's so funny?" she asked, then paled. I laughed as we both recalled the last time, she asked me that question.
"Mackenzie, I never stopped loving you, though I will admit it felt like I had at times. There were so many layers of hurt, so many things that you and your mother did and said that made me wonder if you were even my biological daughter."
Despite being sick, she looked like she might sprint away from me at that comment. I raised my hand in a wait gesture.
"But I always loved you. So right now, Mackenzie, I'm scared. I'm scared that if I move to open up my heart to you, you'll throw it down, stomp on it and light it on fire like you did that day so many years ago."
"Then why are you laughing?" she asked, her voice again quiet, her eyes downcast.
"Because you called him dickhead. Very rarely does his real name pass any lips in this house, and if the kids aren't around, that name is what we call him the most."
She laughed, a new light coming into her eyes. But the eyes got serious.
"Did he really try to kill you?"
I nodded and took another sip of my drink. "So even after that day in court, your mother never told you what happened?"
She shook her head, "No, I asked, but she refused. But honestly, I don't think she knows the full story even now, and I believe she holds herself accountable for at least part of it."
"So, she should," I said forcefully, then sighed, "I really don't like your mother at all, Mackenzie, and what I am going to tell you may make you hate me again, but I have never lied to you, and I'm not going to start now, okay?"
She nodded, somewhat scared again, "Okay, Dad."
I looked at her, looked at my daughter's face and saw her eyes for the first time in years, they were brown like mine, but there was now a slight grey tinge to them, likely cancer or its treatment, perhaps both. I sighed yet again.
"Mackenzie, If I am honest, I don't know that your mother ever truly loved me, and I don't know if she even knows what real love is. Sure, she says she does, but I don't see that she gets what it means to love someone.
"When we got together in high school, we had so much fun that it was obvious to everyone that we would end up sleeping together. And we did. You were the result, so we ended up getting married. I'm not sure that was the wisest move."
Mackenzie looked at me, a puzzled expression on her face.
"See, I was always going to be a plumber. It was in my blood. I was raised on the job site, and even now at Delotiz I manage to get out and help the team here and there. Your mother knew this, I thought she loved me as I loved her, but then the Dickhead happened.
"Badda-bing, Badda-boom, I'm no longer good enough, and she trades up without a second thought to me. And to make matters worse, she takes you along for the ride. So love... no, I don't think she has a clue."
I looked at Mackenzie, then back out over the gardens and took a sip of my drink. "But your mother and I did have fifteen good years together. At that time, I loved her with everything I had. But it didn't work because she didn't understand what love was and always held something back."
"What do you mean Dad, what did she hold back?"
I didn't hesitate, "Her acceptance," Mackenzie looked at me. I explained, "I never knew what that meant until I met Melody and Harmony. You see, my girls accepted me for who I was, every part of me, the good, the bad, everything. When I was happy, they laughed with me. When I was upset in those early days, they held me tight. When I was horny well...." I smirked
"Too much info!" Mackenzie said but smiled back.
"But with your mother, she never accepted me. Oh, I think she cared about me in some weird way where I fit into her neat compartmentalized life when it suited her, but she never accepted me. I could have been a lawyer like Kim or owned a big business, and I still think we would have divorced because she couldn't be happy with what we had."
"When I got home that fateful day, I thought about ending it once I saw what you had both done. I could accept that Carol was leaving, that hurt me, but you had left me and asked me to let you have someone else as your father." I teared up but took a breath-holding it in against the memory.
Mackenzie looked at me then shook her head. She also appeared back on the verge of tears. She shook her head. "It's no excuse, Dad. There is no excuse for what we did to you. My only reason is that I was fifteen years old and doing what I was told. But fifteen is still old enough to know what I was doing was wrong and could have questioned it, even though I didn't."
She didn't cry, but I could feel shame radiating out from her as she hung her head and continued.
"When mum and Dickhead," she stopped and smiled, "when mum and Dickhead, first told me about going to live with him, I was upset. I didn't understand how I could live with him and still have you as my dad. Over a period of weeks, they both told me all about how exciting it would be, that you would be fine. They kept telling me that you would be better even without us there. And we would have lots of new clothes and jewellery. Mum told me I needed to keep it a secret until it happened, so I did. I liked shiny things, but they weren't everything to me then. I stupidly trusted Mum. Once we moved out, I asked Mum and Dickhead to take me to see you, but after a couple of weeks stonewalling me, they told me I couldn't see you until Dickhead had adopted me. "
She was struggling, wringing her hands together, but kept talking. I just kept sipping my drink and looking out over the gardens.
"I may have been a little naive, but even I knew something was wrong. But Mum and Dickhead kept buying me things. They bought me new clothes and jewellery to try and fill the gap not seeing you created. They took me out and showed me city sights I had never seen before. I got three trips to Sydney in the first six months as they tried to appease me. At night in my room, I missed you and cried when I thought you didn't want me."
My armour was cracking hearing her talk, but there was a subtle anger building in me too, a renewed anger towards Carol and Dickhead. I let my emotions soften only towards Mackenzie as I replied, "Oh pumpkin, that was never the case. I wasn't allowed to see you. That restraining order said I had to keep away from Dickhead, your mother and you. I would have been thrown in jail if I had violated it knowingly. I thought you didn't want me. Your mother...."
We sat in silence as I let that thought trail off.
"Mackenzie, I'm trying to put this together. This is the first time we have talked, I mean, really talked since before this all started years ago."
I sat and thought, I was pulling pieces of information, conversations and documents I had read over the years together, and it felt like some things were finally making sense. "Do you mind if I ask something? If you don't want to answer, it's okay."
"Dad. If you need to know, no matter how much it hurts, I'll tell you if I can." She replied, her voice almost pleading.
"A few months after I left, I came back to see your grandmother. You didn't know, but she had just had her first cancer treatment. You saw me in Maitland Central." Mackenzie bowed her head, embarrassment written all over her features.
"What happened? If you were so devastated, why did you treat me like that?"
It took a minute or so before she responded. There was a lot of disgrace and pain, but surprisingly some anger directed at me. Finally, she took a breath and settled herself. I was getting there was going to be a lot of that in this conversation.
"When I first saw you, you were laughing at something on your phone. It had been months since I had seen you. If you think back to the day we came to you after the divorce and before you left for here." I nodded, "Well, we saw you by your truck that day, and you let both Mum and I have it." I nodded again. "Well, I cried for days after because I couldn't understand why you didn't want me to be your daughter. In some ways, I was coming to understand that I had done this to you and driven you away. But I was upset because you just left." I wanted to reply, but Mackenzie saw me take a breath, then took a page out of my book and held up her hand.
She shook her head, "I know now that you went away because of how bad we hurt you. Just like Mum said earlier, and to my eternal shame, the three of us had done our best to destroy you. Each of us for a different reason, but we all did. Something in me broke when you hit the side of your truck, telling me how much I had hurt you. When you just up and left, it never got fixed. Honestly Dad, it's still broken today.
"But when I saw you in the café that morning, you laughed like you were happy again. Watching you, it felt like I never meant anything to you. So, to me, it wasn't fair, you were happy, and I wasn't."
She looked and cocked her head at me, "I know it doesn't matter, but can you tell me what you were laughing at that day?"
I smirked, "Sure," I pulled out my phone and went to my photos. I scrolled through till I found the picture of the girls. "Melody and Harmony had been looking after me, helping me recover from an accident... I'll tell you about it later... but by the time they sent me this photo, they had both decided that both wanted me and sent me this photo flirting with me." I showed Mackenzie the photo of my girls smiling in the picture with nothing but a sheet coving them.



Mackenzie smiled, "You really struck the jackpot with them." She paused, the smile fading, and continued her story from her point of view.
"Anyway, when I saw you there smiling, you weren't devastated like I was, knowing that Dickhead and mum were right behind me and how they had been talking about you running away from us, I kind of snapped.
"Mum had only been married to Dickhead a short time, but already he was belittling you every chance he got. You were scum, a dirt bag father who would abandon his daughter, a poor lover and a lousy husband. Mum always agreed with him, so when I saw you happy and I wasn't, despite the clothes and the trappings, I was mad at you, and everything the dickhead said appeared a good thing to take out on you. In my mind, if I wasn't happy, then you shouldn't be. I'm sorry, Dad, I went too far."
"Yes, you did," I responded. She kept going, her pain so evident that I gave a deadpan response.
"When we left and went home, the dickhead was ranting and raving about how he would destroy you. You had already cost him a lot of money when you walked out on him at the hospital with that couple. They were a big deal with their yearly donations to the hospital region, and to lose that money, meant that we lost a lot of money too."
"That couple was William and Mattha, Melody and Harmony's parents."
Her eyes went wide, "Did you know that then?"
I shook my head and smiled. "No, it was later that I met the girls. But back to you, you and your mother came to see me the next day, and it was like you were a different person. You were more the Mackenzie I knew, not the bitch I saw at the café. What happened?"
She nodded, "I felt horrible that night and cried myself to sleep again. I knew I had hurt you again, but when I heard mum say she would head to my grandparents to try and get my university money from you, I begged to tag along. I wanted nothing more than to say I was sorry. I wanted to try and escape the nightmare my life was turning into."
She appeared lost for words, and for a few more moments, we both sat and contemplated what happened and its results that weekend. Finally, I wasn't sure if Mackenzie would say anything, so I prompted.
"When you and your mother drove away, I hoped that we might be able to reconnect, but later, your birthday came along."
Her voice was a moan of anguish, "My birthday, I so royally fucked that up too, didn't I?"
I snorted, "Yes, you surely did. That was when I truly felt all the remaining warmth and love for you die," I paused. "Or I thought that was the case."
She looked at me. She was shaking slightly. I longed to reach out to her, but I couldn't. Instead, we had to run the haunted house of memories to see if there was light or darkness at the end.
Her voice was shaky, but she spoke. "I know, Dad. At the time, I felt so vindicated in how I acted. Now all I feel is shame. At the time, the dickhead had only been home for a couple of days after being released on bail. He and mum were screaming your name, though I think it was for different reasons. They both agreed that you were the cause of their troubles. And what was worse was they kept saying there was not a lot of money anymore. I am ashamed to say that I'd gotten used to having new clothes, and Mum had taught me to expect them. I didn't know that he had tried to kill you."
She paused. "He really did, didn't he?"
"Yes," I snorted. "And he almost succeeded. I really did die twice with whatever he injected me with. My heart stopped twice while I was in that emergency room. But I am here today because of an amazing medical team and some TLC from Harmony. So, Mackenzie, the text?"
She groaned again, dreading the topic and her fuck ups. "Dad, I want to hear more on what he did, but I know this is about you. On my birthday, I saw your number come up, and I knew it was you. However, not ten minutes before, Mum and the dickhead were screaming bloody murder about you. When I listened to the message, I got mad, wondering how you could do this to us. Did you hate us that much? The dickhead had been telling me that now I was seventeen that I could sue you for the money, so I sent the text. It was one of the worst things I have ever done. Because until we were in that courtroom, I thought I was right, and you were just a vindictive ex-father that wanted revenge on us."
Her voice dropped an octave. "I never knew the truth till that day in court. I never let myself see the truth that we were in the wrong." I could hear the pain in her voice. "I never really thought I would lose you till I heard he tried to kill you. At that point, the broken part of me fell into a pit."
I recalled that day, Mackenzie just started crying as we told the story in court and never stopped even as the hearing was adjourned, and they ushered her and her mother out into the separate corridor.
She continued, sadness enshrined on every word, "I never even knew about the offer and the trust fund until about three days later when the lawyer that dickhead got me tried to explain it to me. All I could do was stare at you. I never heard a thing. When I heard about the conditions, I lost it again. I told them to shove the agreement. It was Mum who got me to sign it. Telling me that I had no chance of ever being loved by you again, so I might as well take your money."
She looked over at me sitting there, watching her. "I would have violated that agreement a million times over just to hear you call my name and have just one hug from you, Dad. I didn't need any of your money. I just wanted to go back in time to when you loved me, and I could be your daughter again." With that, she broke down completely. Mighty sobs wracked her frail body, tears falling from her eyes, "I just wanted to be your little girl. I just wanted my dad!" she cried to herself, holding her arms around her midsection as she drew shaking breaths and rocked side to side, twisting in a self-imposed agony.
I watched her for a couple of minutes, trying to keep myself calm, trying to keep my stoic exterior, and then I couldn't hold it in anymore. I felt the embers of love for my daughter, cold and almost inert for years, burst into life, heat searing my soul as I watched her break down. I reached over and, with effort, dragged her chair to mine, picked her up as if she weighed nothing and held her. Her cries became a wail. I wrapped my arms around my little girl and held her there on my lap. She balled her fists to my chest for the next ten minutes and sobbed. I rocked her backwards and forwards like she was a child in my arms again, not a twenty-two-year-old woman. I did not want to let her go, my tears rolling down my cheeks, both our tears staining the verandah below us. In the meantime, she kept crying 'Daddy!" And at that moment, I would not have let go for anything in the world.
Slowly, as the moon started to creep into the sky, our emotions wore themselves out. Our cries softened to sniffles, and Mackenzie just laid there as I held her. She had relaxed now, gently holding herself against me. In all the years since my journey had started, I had only rarely given myself the fantasy that it would be possible to hold my daughter again. It almost felt as if a piece of my soul had been restored.
My eyes were closed, and I held Mackenzie lightly, rocking back and forth with her when Melody's hand touched my shoulder.
My wife smiled tenderly at me, a sense of pride in her eyes aimed not just at me but also Mackenzie. "I'm sorry our love, I know this is important for you and Mackenzie, but the kids want to come and say goodnight."
Mackenzie looked up at me and sniffed, then smiled.
My daughter looked at Melody. She was a little worried but let me go, trying to give me a smile that didn't appear like she would burst into tears the moment I stood up. "It's okay, Dad. We both needed that, but if you need to put your kids to bed and you promise me you will come back so we can keep talking, you can go tell them goodnight."
I went to rise. Melody smiled, "I'll stay out here with her if you like." I looked at Mackenzie.
"Actually, Mackenzie, would you like to come with me and help tuck in your brothers and sisters?"
Both girls gasped, "Dad, I don't know if I can. I mean, there is so much..."
I interrupted.
"Yes, there is, Pumpkin, but I would rather have you by my side right now than here. We can keep talking after they are all in bed."
Melody helped Mackenzie and I up, and the three of us walked back inside. Everyone looked up as we entered. We had been outside for almost an hour, and everyone immediately noticed the tear stains on both my and Mackenzie's cheeks. Our red eyes were hard to miss. Carol immediately stood and walked towards us.
"It's good to see you two talking...." She started to say.
"Carol, it's my kid's bedtime right now, and Mackenzie and I need to keep talking."
She nodded, "I understand, Terry. I can wait."
I shook my head. "Carol, this will be a late one with a lot that both Mackenzie and I need to talk about. At the same time, my family has been gracious in looking after you for the past little while. So, I think it would be better if you headed back to your hotel."
She looked to Mackenzie, then back to me, ignoring everyone else.
'Ok, Terry, Mackenzie and I can come back tomorrow". I felt Mackenzie grab my arm and tighten her grip. I had my course of action.
"Sorry Carol, what I mean is that Mackenzie and I want to keep talking tonight. However, you don't need to be here. Mackenzie can stay here tonight, and we will look after her. However, you don't need to be here."
Carol bristled, and I could see some of her former indignation return, "What do you mean, Terry, my daughter needs me right now? I brought her here. You can't just throw me out like common garbage!"
"Why not bitch, you threw my amazing husband away like that!" Harmony said snapping her fingers and coming down the hallway to stand in the arch. She crossed her arms as she leant into the doorway, and her eyes could kill when looking at Carol, but she smiled when she looked at me. "Terry, the kids are ready for their story now, don't be long." Then she turned and walked away. I know she put more of a swing into her hips as we watched her walk away. I heard Melody chuckle behind me. She knew exactly what I was looking at.
Mackenzie cleared her throat. "Mum, it's okay. I'm not a kid anymore. I am twenty-two years old. Dad and his family will look after me. We can meet up in town tomorrow." Mackenzie squared her shoulders but never let go of my hand. "But right now, I need to keep talking with Dad. It's been almost seven years, and I am not letting go of this chance."
"But..." Carol started.
"No buts Mum, you are not helping this situation, and with what Dad and I have been comparing notes on so far, having you here will make things a lot harder!"
My ex-wife glared at me. "What have you been telling her, Terry?"
"Not much, Carol, in fact, Mackenzie has been doing most of the talking, but I think with a new perspective. It's amazing how reviewing the memories of a fifteen-year-old who was coerced into adoption by her mother and the man she was having an affair with replay when she's older..." I just let that sit with everyone for a moment.
Carol began to steam. She most likely thought that if she were thrown out, then Mackenzie would be too. I supposed an hour ago, that was a possibility. Now, I wasn't sure, but I hoped I might be able to restore something with my daughter following the discussion and emotional hugs not long ago.
Mackenzie spoke again. "Mum, it's alright, but I think you need to leave and let me reconnect with Dad. I'll be fine." With no further discussion, Mackenzie left my side and escorted her mother out of my front door to her car before it could escalate further.
I was halfway through reading 'the Hungry Hungry Caterpillar' to all the kids when Mackenzie came back in escorted by Melody.
I paused and let Melody sit down beside me on the right like she always did. Harmony was on my left, and then, to my amazement, Mackenzie sat down with the kids in the middle of the floor. By the end of the story, the kids wondered who the strange woman was.
"Adam, John, Grace and Beth, this is your big sister, Mackenzie Morrison. She is my daughter from my first marriage, before I met your mothers." I introduced them.
"Actually, it's Mackenzie Brown," she corrected. I raised my eyebrows.
We also introduced Candice and Holly, her cousins. Then for the next few minutes, the kids asked her lots of the questions that young kids do. They wondered how she could be Daddy's daughter and be a grown-up. If she was a grown-up did, she have kids like all the grownups they knew did. But young Grace asked the awkward question.
"Sister Mackenzie, what's wrong with your hair?"
I'd noticed earlier that Mackenzie had not taken the hat off all night; however, we all gasped as she did now. Sewn into the hat I had given her at thirteen years of age was a wig of brown hair. Under the wig, Mackenzie was bald, a common side effect of the chemo cancer treatment.
She put her hand on Grace's arm, "Grace, I am very sick, and the medicine that I need to take makes my hair fall out."
"Does it hurt?" Adam asked.
"It does a little," Mackenzie smiled, "But I try to be brave as much as possible."
For a few more minutes, the kids asked questions of their new big sister until Kim came into the room. Kim did a double-take at a bald Mackenzie but recovered quickly, clapping her hands.
"Okay, Kids, that's enough. Leave Mackenzie alone. You can talk to her in the morning. However, it's past all your bedtimes, so sleep!"
After the kids were in bed, Mackenzie gave my dad a huge hug. When he saw her bald head and understood she had the same cancer as Mum did, I watched my usually stoic dad become emotional as he held his granddaughter for the first time in almost seven years. They spoke softly for a while, and then John, along with William and Martha, said goodnight and went to bed.
Martha hugged me on the way out and whispered. "I know you're hurting again, Terry. I also know you are confused. But you're doing the right thing, she needs you to make her world right again." I responded by nodding and hugging my mother-in-law tightly.
Paul and Kim also retied, telling us they would listen to the kids and give us more time to chat.
Melody, Harmony, Mackenzie and myself headed back outside and sat down.
"Mackenzie, are you okay if we sit down with you and your dad?" Melody asked.
She nodded, "Yes... sorry, I can't tell you both apart?"
The girls laughed, "It's okay, for most people, it takes a while, I'm Melody, and this is my sister Harmony." She leaned in and, in a conspiratorial tone, said.
"If you want a cheats way to tell us apart around your dad, I usually sit on his right side while Harmony always sits on his left."
'Why is that?" Mackenzie asked.
We told the story of my fateful drive, our meeting in the storm, and I showed her the jagged scar on the back of my left arm that Harmony, as a nurse looked after when it first happened. She always tended to my left in the early days to look after my arm, so it became her side, and Melody took my right.
"So that's the reason I am always on his left," Harmony completed the story.
Mackenzie wiped tears off her face as she looked at me, pained, knowing what I had been through because of her mother and herself. She then looked at the three of us and cocked her head to the side.
"So, the three of you are married?"
"Yes," all three of us said in unison, looked at each other and smiled.
"So, how does it work?" asked my daughter. "I mean, do you sleep in the same room in separate beds? How does dad choose?"
"Oh no, Sweetie," Harmony explained, "we all sleep in the same bed. From the moment we all met, we have always slept in the same bed."
"So how does it work... you know?" she said, embarrassed.
The girls laughed
"You mean sex?" Melody asked, purring slightly.
My daughter blushed, "Yeah?"
Melody leaned into the table a little, her mood serious suddenly. "Mackenzie, what you need to know is that Harmony and I share your father equally, there is no separation between the two of us, and no, before you go there, we have not, nor will we be intimate with each other. However, yes, we work your father together, so more often than not, he works us together!"
She leaned back, smiled again, looked at me, and blew a kiss. I caught it in my hand put it to my cheek before I blew one back. Harmony reached over in front of me, snatched it out of the air, and brought my air kiss to her cheek.
"You see," Melody said, looking at Mackenzie, "Just like traditional marriage, we are one flesh and my sister and I love your father with everything we have."
"So, how do you get around the law?" Mackenzie asked, intrigued.
I jumped in. "Well, technically, I am married to Harmony. That is what is registered with the government. However, we also had Kim put us together a unique legal agreement for which we all signed that gave Melody the same rights and privileges. It can't be registered with the government as a marriage even though it's all legal. Honestly, I don't get all of it, but I am sure Aunt Kim would explain it to you."
Mackenzie put her head down a little. "I don't know that Aunt Kim likes me much after all I put you through."
"It's okay, Mackenzie," Harmony placated. "You're right in that Kim and Paul will take time to adjust to you, you did do some horrible things to your dad, and they had to be there for him."
Mackenzie looked like she was going to cry. Harmony continued in a softer tone.
"But in this family, we don't hide the bad things we do. We need to own them, talk them through, deal with them and move forward. You have a lot to make up for, that includes Kim. You should also know that Melody and I, for a long time, haven't thought much of you either."
Mackenzie was edging closer to crying but held back the tears, then nodded, saying nothing. Harmony stood up, walked around to her, sat in the chair beside her then pulled her up into a hug. Harmony lowered her voice again, talking to her like she did our children.
"But what we saw tonight was something we never thought we would see between our beloved husband and you. We have seen the start of reconciliation. And that would never have happened if you were not a hundred per cent honest with your father. He's been hurt badly, but he isn't a cruel soul. If he can find it in himself to forgive you, then we his wives can only do the same."
Melody lent on my shoulder and hugged my arm as Mackenzie hugged Harmony. She was crying again and holding the other woman like she had known her for years. Harmony closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around her as I had done earlier. "It's okay, Sweetie, just let it out." She told my daughter and kissed the top of her bald head.
It took some more time, and at one point, Harmony opened her eyes, looked at me and smiled.
Mackenzie's eyes were a bright red, there was snot pouring out of her nose, and she was hanging onto Harmony like her life depended on it. Mackenzie was raw. She looked at me, her eyes screaming for help. She then looked at Melody holding my arm, over to Harmony she was holding onto and then looked down into her lap.
"I am so sorry, everyone, each of you. Daddy, I love you so much, and while I can't undo anything I've done, if you will let me, I would like to try and make it up to you with as much time as I have left."
"Mackenzie," Harmony said softly. "It's going to be okay. We've got your back for whatever happens next. Hopefully, everything works out, and you have a long time to make it up to your father. But no more of that fatalistic talk. Deal?"



She gave Harmony a soft smile as Harmony gave her a napkin from the table to clean up her face.
"Deal," replied my estranged daughter.
We sat for a few minutes, and Melody just held onto me, leaning on my shoulder and now and then turning her head to kiss my shoulder. Finally, after the third time, I drew her up and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips. Mackenzie, who had been watching, giggled.
"Well, I guess it's true. My dad does have a thing for redheads!"
We laughed, "I think that's obvious, Mackenzie," Melody said, "your dad is married to us."
"No, I mean redheads as mum was a redhead too!"
Melody cocked her head with a questioning stare. "We've met Carol. She's not a redhead. She's a dark blonde, almost brown."
I blushed, knowing where this was going, as did Mackenzie. Now Harmony was giving me the questioning stare, then both my wives looked at me, "No way!" they said in unison, that way that only identical twins could say when they put two and two together.
"The carpet doesn't match the curtains." I blushed, laughed and shook my head.
Melody slapped me, "You dog, all these years, and you said nothing."
"Well, to be honest, I've been spending most of my time thinking about two other redheads and trying to forget my ex-wife."
It was correct to say as I got bedroom eyes from both my girls and a 'Dad too much information' look from Mackenzie.
Melody looked back at Mackenzie, "How did you know Mackenzie?"
She looked embarrassed. "Well, I suppose you guys are pretty open about your bodies, and I'm learning that I can't be embarrassed, in hospital." She sighed, "When I was fourteen, I went to ask Mum about something. I am usually a brunette when I have hair, but I was a light red colour below. Mum told me then it wasn't unusual, it does happen and that I got my colour from her.
We all laughed, but Mackenzie suddenly got a disturbed look.
"Dad," her tone had gotten serious again. "If I had known even half of what I know now back then, that mum was already having an affair with the dickhead, and was going to make us leave you and try to adopt me. I would have given her what for and chosen to stay with you for better or worse. I've missed so many years of feeling this loved, cared for or that I'm more than just a burden."
We looked at her questioningly, while we knew the dickhead would never love her like a real daughter. We always thought Carol looked out for her daughter first. Finally, Mackenzie took a deep breath.
"I know that Mum loves me and she cares. But even with my cancer, I am more about status to her. At first, I was the new daughter of then Doctor Dickhead." We all smiled at the reference. "Then in the last year, it's all been, 'my daughter has cancer' and working the sorrow angle. But Mum is still about her, and I feel like I am just the reason for her to gossip.
"But in just the last few hours, I've been able to talk, cry, and laugh. It has hurt as much, if not more, than the cancer treatment. And I have not liked reliving some of the things I have done to my dad." She glanced at me then looked down at the table again. "But I haven't felt like any of you were rejecting me. With Mum, when it got hard, she would walk out of the room and leave me to deal with it myself. It was like she was ashamed of me."
She looked at all of us.
"I have done all of you wrong, Dad in particular, but I was so rude. I need to apologize to the three of you because even with everything I have done wrong, and even if none of you ever forgive me, I have felt more love here in less than a day than seven years with Mum and Dickhead."
All of us fell silent.
"We will get there, Pumpkin, it's going to take time, but we will get there, okay?" I said my wives were nodding.
'So why is your last name now, Brown?" Harmony asked Mackenzie.
"It was Carol's maiden name," I responded before Mackenzie could reply. Mackenzie just nodded.
"After everything I had done, I couldn't contact Dad to ask if I could take the last name, Other, back, so when Mum divorced, Dickhead I removed the last name, Morrison, from my name and went with Mum's madden name." A sob escaped her lips. "Even then, Mum wasn't happy. She thought that I should keep the dickheads last name as because he had adopted me, I was his legal daughter, and she thought part of his estate should be mine since Mum wasn't going to get much in the divorce."
We sat silently for a few minutes, all of us lost in our thoughts.
Then we changed the topic to happier things. We told Mackenzie stories about our years together. We recapped our meeting, talked through dating and some of the early reactions we got to the three of us getting around town. We told her about some of the trips we did to the US and Europe, how the girls tried to teach me to ski, and how I kept falling over till I discovered snowboarding. Finally, we just sat and told her of our lives day to day with the kids.
Around ten, I could see that Mackenzie wanted to keep talking, but she was past tired. I walked her to a guest bedroom, showed her the bathroom and towels for the morning.
"Grampa's room is the next door down, and ours is the one next to the kids' room if you need anything, okay, Pumpkin?" I looked at Mackenzie.
Before I could respond, she smashed herself into me. I wrapped an arm around her, "I love you, Daddy." My twenty-two-year-old daughter told me. I tightened my arm.
"I love you too, but you need sleep. We'll talk more in the morning. Alright?"
"Alright." She responded.
We said a last goodnight, and when I walked into my bedroom, the girls were already in bed. I took a quick shower and threw on a pair of light cotton boxers. I slid into the middle of the bed, and my girls snuggled in, one on each side.
"I checked the kids a few minutes ago," Melody said and smiled. "None of them are in their beds. They are all on a pile on the ground. Uncle Paul set it up for them."
I kissed her, "Thank you, My Love. I feel bad that all this happened on family BBQ night."
"Don't be," Harmony said and leaned in for her kiss. "Tonight, was unexpected, but I saw a miracle that I never thought I would see."
Both Melody and I raised our eyebrows at her
"I saw our man's soul restored. For as much as we both love you, the hole that Mackenzie left was one we could never fix, and tonight we saw a part of you restored."
That night I fell asleep with my wives in my arms, and I slept deep and peacefully.
The following morning, the family got all the kids ready for breakfast in town. Harmony, Mackenzie and I headed into the hospital early to get my test done for marrow and plasma compatibility with Mackenzie's treatment. It would take about two days to get the full result set back.
Carol called Mackenzie, and Mackenzie let her know that she was with me getting the test done and that she would let her know where we were later. I could feel a gap between mother and daughter that I had never seen. I got that sense following our conversations the night before. It was possible that as Mackenzie and I were reconciling which brought us closer, the rift between her and Carol would widen, caused probably by what we were learning was manipulation of not just me but a then fifteen-year-old girl.
We caught up with everyone at one of the Bathurst breakfasts places we liked to frequent, Everyone in the family was there. I smiled seeing three generations of family together. It was mayhem, kids running around, parents and grandparents having coffee and the serving staff trying to look after everyone.
One small thing I found was that Mackenzie was always on one side of me or the other during those early days. Melody or Harmony would relinquish their spot so Mackenzie could sit next to me. A few times, when we would each have one of our four children on our laps, little Grace, in particular, would always gravitate to Mackenzie, and I often found her following Mackenzie around when she could. Out of my four, she took to her older half-sister and always wanted to be around her.
Carol came to join us at one point but didn't stay long. I think it was the hard looks my girls gave her and that Mackenzie kept telling her that she was fine and didn't need her constant attention. So, when Carol started to talk about how hard it had been with just the two of them and how Carol had to give up so many things for Mackenzie's treatment, everyone ignored her, even Mackenzie.
Two days later, when my tests came back, the shit hit the fan with Carol. I was a perfect match to Mackenzie, and if done immediately, we could work into Mackenzie's treatment schedule without too much fuss. Mackenzie's doctor was already in Sydney, so I arranged for a week off work, and I would take Mackenzie to Sydney for the initial procedure in forty-eight hours.
"You've got to be kidding, Terry, Mackenzie, and I can't just up and go to Sydney like that. We need things... I need to be able to arrange things so I can be there." Carol was bitching at me as we told her what we would be doing. So, we were sitting back out on my back deck again, just the two of us, while Harmony helped Mackenzie pack a few things and Melody took care of the kids with Paul and Kim.
"Carol, this isn't a negotiation. This is happening regardless of your schedule. We have an opportunity to do the procedure the day after tomorrow in Sydney."
"Terry, there are things to sort out, hotels to book. I can't get there, so it can't be done." I could almost feel her stamping her foot under the table.
I smirked, "That doesn't matter. You don't need to be there."
"What.... What do you mean?" Asked my ex-wife.
"You're not the one having to undergo the procedure. Mackenzie and I are. And as for flights and accommodation, I'll cover all of that."
"But I need to be there."
She was getting flustered, and some of her old anger came through.
"What right do you have to say what I can or cannot do with my daughter." My ex-wife scolded me. "Remember she's not even your daughter anymore, so fuck off, Terry, she can't go till I say she can!" Carol crossed her arms, glaring at me.
"Mother, would you truly stop me from getting the best treatment because it doesn't fit your schedule or social life?" Mackenzie said, walking up and joining us. "And don't you dare take that tone with someone who can save my life, regardless of him being a stranger, a friend or your ex-husband."
Carol backpedalled, not having seen Mackenzie standing there watching the last couple of minutes of our conversation. "Well, no, Dear, of course not. Terry was being stubborn. So, I was laying out a few facts for him." Carol was flustered but gave me a knowing smirk.
Mackenzie came and sat down beside me. Carol could barely hold her emotions in as Mackenzie reached down and held my hand.
"So, these facts," Mackenzie started. "It sounded to me like you were rubbing it in Dad's face that you forced him to give me up." Mackenzie's eyes narrowed. "Or is it more that your coerced your teenage daughter to sign adoption papers that took me away from my father."
For a few minutes, the girls traded barbs until Mackenize lost it.
"YOU LIED, MOTHER!" she spat, screaming the words.
"All these years, I thought that Dad didn't come near us because he didn't want us. I thought he ran away and never spoke to us because you and the dickhead told me he was just a poor plumber and not a real man. But it was YOU! You're the one that lied. You cheated on my father with that pathetic excuse for a man."
My daughter had been thinking over the past few days, and she let go at her mother. Carol wasn't sure what was going on.
"When Dad and I spoke the other night, and as we've continued chatting the last few days, we have talked about many things." Mackenzie let the comment lie with the three of us for a minute.
"Through talking to him, I now understand that you never loved Dad. And, if we look back on what you did to me and how you manipulated me, it was almost as bad as what we did to him. I honestly doubt you even love me." Mackenzie angrily told her mother.
"Mackenzie, Sweetie, how could you..." Carol said, she was losing control of the conversation so quickly.
"Easily," she cut her mother off, "These last few days reconnecting with Dad, talking with Melody and Harmony, meeting my little brothers and sisters." She smiled at me. "I have gotten more love and acceptance here than any time I have with you or that dickhead of a man I am ashamed to have recorded as my legal father."
"Mackenzie Grace Brown!" Carol said, becoming indignant, pushing the chair back and standing. "How dare you. Who's been the one taking you to the hospital, making sure you get your medication. Who drove you here so we could beg my ex-husband and your former father to save your life?"
"Yes, Mother, that was you, but let me ask you this. Was there ever a time that you took me to the hospital that you didn't take a selfie of yourself for Facebook or Instagram? Has there been a time you weren't seeking pity from the hordes online at my expense? Was there ever a time picking up my medication that you didn't seek a 'poor me' from the staff about your situation with Dickhead or how he's not supporting you with my illness?"
Carol's mouth started flapping, but no sound was coming out.
"And it took me, yes me! Almost six weeks to get you to drive here to ask Dad. You refused to do it, saying that Dad wouldn't want anything to do with us. Both you and Dickhead haven't given a care in the world about me if it wasn't convenient.
She looked back at her mother, "On paper, it may say that the dickhead is my father, but I know who raised me. Despite everything you and I did to him, how we treated him, he never batted an eyelid before arranging for the test and then arranging a procedure to try and save my life."
"That's not fair, Mackenzie, not fair by far." Carol protested. "It was me who arranged for your care, and it was me who got us out of Stephen's house when he went to jail. I was the one who drove us down here. Just because Terry's a match doesn't mean he can take you away from me without talking to me!"
"He IS talking to you, mother!" Mackenzie said, getting exasperated. "That's what this conversation was supposed to be about. There is an opening that Dad and I can get the procedure done when it will be effective before my next treatment. He's willing to do this for me. Why aren't you?"
Carol had nothing to say, then looked at me, her eyes narrowing.
"I knew it!" she proclaimed, "This is all your doing, Terry. Not even a week after we come here to beg you to help, you turn her against me."
"I'm doing no such thing, Carol," I replied calmly.
"Bullshit, Terry, my daughter couldn't function without me a week ago. Now she wants to fly to Sydney with a man who hasn't given her the time of day in seven years."
"MOTHER!" Mackenzie exclaimed. "This has absolutely nothing to do with you. So, for once in your entitled life, can you just shut up and understand that I NEED this procedure, or I am going to DIE!"
We watched as Carol deflated. Mackenzie changed tack.
"Mum, do you remember about six months after we left, Dad?" Carol suddenly glared at her daughter. Mackenzie held up the hand for a pause. "Yes, Mum, we left Dad. He never left us. His coming down here directly resulted from what we did to him."
She let that sink in a moment, then kept going.
"Do you remember right before the divorce was final, I was begging you to take me to see Dad? You again told me he was happier without us. So, you and the dickhead took me to Sydney to distract me. You both took me out, but you know what?" Carol looked at her, "You never once asked what I wanted to do. I was crying for my father. You took me to dinner and a show, but it was about you and him. Not about me."
Carol shook her head. "No, it wasn't, Sweetie. It was about you. You were just a teenager. How were you supposed to know what you wanted to do?"
"You ask," Mackenzie replied angrily. "You ask me, I would have loved to do a thousand things, but you know what the kicker was on that trip?"
She paused for dramatic effect.
"That night, the dickhead, decided that he would take you out without me later in the evening. And you didn't even bat an eyelid. In fact, you laughed at the idea. You left a devastated fifteen-year-old girl alone for hours in a hotel room, never asking if I wanted to come or if I could order room service. You didn't even check on me when you got back."
She shook her head at the memory. Carol had a blank look on her face. I tried just to stay neutral and hope neither of them saw me.
"When we got back to Maitland, the dickhead berated me in front of you for my having the gall to order some ice cream while the two of you were out. Do you remember what you said when he told me off?"
Carol looked down, shaking her head.
"You said," and she took on a pretentious tone pretending to be Carol. "Stephen darling, she will know her place better next time and ask before doing something for herself that affects us."
I joined Mackenzie in a glare at Carol.
"Know my place." Mackenzie said softly, "That's what you said. After that, you and Dickhead went to court, and you didn't get what you wanted, so you both threw Dad under the bus to everyone around you. I was still hurting but went along with it because I was confused. I loved you, Mum," she groaned, "And with you making me think that Dad didn't want me, I tried to cling to you and make you happy, to make Dickhead happy, even though I was desperate. You and I were both wrong."
"Look, Mackenzie." Carol flashed her eyes at me, looking for support, but got nothing but a blank stare from me in reply. "This is not the time or the place..."
"Are you kidding, Mum? Seven years, not including the time of your affair, and we can't talk about this. It's just the three of us. Everyone else is letting us be, if not now, when?"
Carol again started making fish shapes with her mouth. Finally, I decided it was time to jump in.
"Look, Carol, I think you need to understand that Mackenzie has a few things to work through like both of us. More even than you and I. We were adults at the time. But Mackenzie had to deal with all of this as a teenager."
"She didn't," Carol retorted, "We gave her everything, clothes, trips, the best schools."
"What about love?" I replied.
"She.... She had that too. Stephen and I loved her. We gave her everything we had."
"I think you are confusing what love is. After every conversation, don't you see it? Don't you get it?" I sighed for dramatic effect. "Carol, our daughter never needed things. She never needed to be an ornament to be used and put back in the cupboard for next time. She needed time and consideration. Love as a parent means accepting what she needs over your desires."
I glanced over at the house where my wives and children were. "I have learnt over the past seven years that love means doing everything for everyone else because it shows them you care about them, it means accepting who they are or what they do, just because they are someone you want to be with."
I sighed and shifted my gaze back to Carol. "When you turned up the other day with Mackenzie, you both told me about Mackenzie's cancer. I had to dig through so much hurt that I even thought of saying no." Mackenzie gasped and squeezed my arm.
"I thought both of you were out of my life for good. Indeed, now I have a good job where I am appreciated, four incredible kids to fix the mistakes I thought I made. In addition, I have a love of two great wives where even one of them gives me far more love than you ever did.
It was my turn to rant, so I drove my point home.
"Years ago, I was sitting out here with Kim, talking about my girls vs. both of you." I looked at Mackenzie, patted her hand holding mine, then looked back at Carol. "At the time, I was falling in love with both of them and was having a hard time reconciling in my head that I could be with both of them at the same time. Finally, on the back of one of my comments, Kim looked at me and said, 'double or nothing, eh?' At the time, I agreed. But it means a lot more to me today than it did back then.



"Carol, what I have come to understand is that just like the gambling term those words are based on, you left me with nothing. I walked away with nothing, but when Melody and Harmony came into my life, I took a punt even though it hurt to open myself up and doubled down.
"You pointed out that I have everything now, and you're right. I have money. I have two wives that are infinitely better than you were, and I have four children that I adore." Carol was beginning to splutter, but I wasn't finished.
"I have an amazing house, and despite the circumstances, I have an opportunity to see if I can restore a lost relationship with Mackenzie. I can help save her life. But, if that means that I have to exclude you from the process if your feelings get hurt, you need to understand something."
Carol looked at me.
"I'm perfectly fine with hurting your feelings!"
Mackenzie laughed beside me before Carol could find her tongue.
"Listen, Mum, you might not like this, but it will happen. Dad is taking me to Sydney tonight, and we're going to go through the procedure tomorrow evening. I think Dad was right in what he said earlier. It's better if you drive back up home. He can take care of me for a while."
Carol continued to protest. I guess she just couldn't see past everything said to her. Then, finally, our conversation turned into a decent argument. And the more she protested, the further the gulf between her and her daughter became.
From the story Mackenzie told, and others I have heard since that first weekend of restoration, I have come to understand that what Carol and Dickhead did was close to abuse.
And trust me, I get some of it. Families fight and disagree. I had two stunning redheaded wives with Irish tempers that could bring you to your knees. But my point is that families don't always get along. However, even when you disagree, you need to be responsible. You don't leave your child alone for hours in a strange city without supervision and limits, in a hotel room. But Carol couldn't see that, and that was where things started falling apart when it wasn't about her.
Later that evening, Melody, Mackenzie, and I headed for the airport and Sydney. Harmony wanted to come, but someone needed to stay with the kids, and it sounds like she lost rock, paper, scissors, two to three against her sister.
The procedure itself was straightforward for me. They put me under a general anesthetic, extracted some marrow and then grafted the marrow into Mackenzie's system, hoping that her body would accept it. I would also be giving regular blood donations not long after each of her Chemo sessions. The idea was that my blood would restore her system quicker than it could recover independently. Honestly, I don't know the science behind it, but it had worked with three other patients in the US with this type of cancer, so we went for it.
After the procedure, Mackenzie chose to come back with us to Bathurst, much to her mother's dismay. Carol had gone home thinking that Mackenzie would return to Maitland after the initial procedure.
The next few months were sometimes awkward, Mackenzie had moved into the house, and it took some time to adjust to having her there. She got most of her stuff shipped by friends, not trusting Carol to send it. She spent a lot of time with the kids during the day and would often sit with my girls and I in the evenings. We spoke a lot about her time with her mother and Dickhead. Melody, Harmony and myself became appalled at some of her stories. Mackenzie and I spent a lot of time crying and reconnecting.
Overall, though, I was happy having her back in my life. But everything changed again on the day of my birthday.
I woke up early on my birthday to the feeling of lips on cock and another set of lower lips on my face. Melody was straddling my face, and I dove into her pussy, my half-waking brain still getting what was happening. I pulled her to me, my tongue slipping into her folds and juice leaking over my tastebuds. I looked up and saw her breasts and hard nipples. She looked down at me and grinned.
"Happy birthday, our love!" she moaned.
Harmony, meanwhile, was positioned and sucking my cock and holding my balls. Another finger had made its way to tease my rosebud, no penetration, just the feeling of pressure. It didn't take long for me to fire a load off, and Harmony swallowed like a champion. But before I could even think about softening, Harmony's mouth came off my cock, and Melody took her pussy off my face and quickly slid her pussy onto my hard cock and started riding me.
Harmony moved up and kissed me, "Happy birthday, Sweetie." She said, then did what her sister did and climbed on my face having me lick her pussy. For the next half hour, both sisters swapped places, letting me lay there as they fucked me like a birthday wake up in bed should be done.
After a shower and getting dressed, the three of us stumbled out to our kids having breakfast and William, Martha, and even Mackenzie gave very knowing looks.
"Happy birthday, Daddy!" all four of my young kids said together. Then, for the next twenty minutes, I got the focus of four ferocious kids as I opened their gifts, socks and card covered in crayons.
From Melody, I got a brand-new Remington .308 bolt action rifle. I had taken up target shooting around a year ago. From Harmony, I got a very lovely 16x50 scope that must have cost almost as much as the gun. William and Martha had bought me a spotter's scope for the range, and I don't know where she got the money, but Mackenzie had bought me a top-of-the-line bipod stand. So, I now had a complete set of gear for long-range target shooting.
I sat on the couch about to start opening boxes when Mackenzie approached. She was apprehensive as she sat down on the coffee table beside my gifts.
"What's wrong Pumpkin?" I asked.
Without saying anything, she brought out another present. This one looked years old. The wrapping paper was ratty and threatened to tear open in a few places. I blinked.
There were tears in her eyes, and she handed it to me, and her voice croaked, "This is for you, Dad."
I opened the card. And she told me, "I wrote this the week before your birthday over seven years ago." The card was plain, a golf ball on the cover. On the inside was a note.
Dad,
I don't know what I have done to make you not want to see us these last few months. I really miss you, but Mum says we can't talk to you because soon Stephen will be my new dad. I'm not sure I want a new dad. I miss my old one.
I hope that you have a happy birthday.
I love you Dad
Your daughter
Mackenzie -- xoxoxo
I put the card down gently and looked up at Mackenzie, then down at the present. The room was silent. Even Mackenzie's four tiny half-siblings were watching quietly. I carefully unwrapped the gift, and inside were three items.
The first was a plain black cotton shirt. Back then, I wanted a shirt to wear after a shower, something light and comfy in the evening, and I guess that Mackenzie had overheard me talking with her mother. The second was a pair of cotton boxer shorts with love hearts. The third was a small pocket knife, a Leatherman, one of those utility knives with many gadgets. On the side was written.
My Dad, Terry Other, love Mackenzie
I looked up at Mackenzie again, then back down at the gifts, then back up at Mackenzie.
"Thank you," I croaked out, then I almost yanked her off the coffee table she was sitting on and into my arms. We were both crying. I whispered, "I love you, Pumpkin."
Melody picked up the card, read the inscription on the knife, and joined the hug. Harmony soon followed. Over seven years, Mackenzie held onto that gift, never knowing if she could ever give it. Then, finally, little Beth came over to us as we sat on the couch and gave me one of her little hugs. First, she looked up at me, then over to Mackenzie, then over to Melody.
"Mummy, did Dad not like Sister Mac's present?" she asked.
"No, Sweetie," Melody said, "I think he likes Sister Mackenzie's gift best of all!"
"Better than mine?" John asked.
We all laughed, "I love all your presents the same, but daddy has been waiting for that gift for a long time, and your big sister was finally able to give it to me." I told them.
We got the kids sorted out, and Martha volunteered to take them to daycare today, giving Melody, Harmony and myself the day off usual parenting duties. So along with Mackenzie, we decided to head into town and have a birthday brunch, then perhaps do some shopping. As we were getting ready, the next surprise of the day arrived.
"Terry, there is a man at the front door with a package you have to sign for?" Melody said, questions in her eyes.
I laughed, "Most likely another birthday present. I hope this one is cash." I signed accepting an A4 sized envelope, and the guy said thanks but stood there. "Is there something else?"
"Yes, sir, I need you to read the paper inside and give me a response to one of the times listed on the letter." The courier said.
I broke the seal, wondering what the gag was and started reading the letter inside.
"You have to be shitting me!" I exclaimed, and not in a good way.
"What is it, Baby?" Harmony said, holding some shoes as she walked down the hall from our bedroom.
"The dickhead, is requesting a video conference today. He notes that he has something important to talk to me about." I re-read the details, "He's given me three times, ten-thirty, twelve-thirty or three-thirty today that we can video conference, something called Microsoft Teams."
I looked at the courier, "You're not a courier, are you?"
"No sir," The man replied, "I am actually with the Department of Corrections. Should you accept one of these times, I am to give you instructions on connecting and talking with the person in question." He looked embarrassed, "I'm sorry it looked like you were about to head out."
"We were. It's his birthday," Melody replied, taking the document from my hands and reading it.
I looked at the guy standing there waiting for our reply. "Fuck it, just like this twat to know how to ruin what was looking to be a good day." I looked at the guy from corrections closer, "I got laid this morning, got an amazing set of presents and was going to have a great brunch with my wives and my reconnected daughter, and now the dickhead wants to talk; on a matter of urgency."
"I'm sorry, Sir, I can understand the poor timing, but I need a response?" the man said, blushing at my honesty.
I looked at Melody, and she nodded. "Make it the first one, ten-thirty, let's get it over and done with, at least that way we can still do lunch. What do I need to do?"
The guy was leafing through a folder, "Do you have a computer with Internet access and a webcam?" he asked.
"He does. Just give that to me." Melody said, "I'll get it sorted."
He gave us the details and a number to call if we had any issues and left.
I informed Harmony and Mackenzie that we would be delayed and why. They were both dismayed, but like me, intrigued. Why would the dickhead want to talk?
Melody worked her magic. She set the laptop with Microsoft Teams up for me then 'cast' the screen to the TV so that the three girls could also see dickhead without appearing on the screen with me.
At the appointed time, we connected and waited. Then, there were two people on the screen. The first was the dickhead, Stephen Morrison; the second was a Department of Corrections officer. The officer spoke first.
"Mr Other, thank you for agreeing to meet with Mr. Morrison today. I am here to lay out some ground rules. First, while this call is private, just the same as an actual visit, the department retains the right to monitor the call if any sensitive or incriminating information is discussed. Do you agree to this condition, Mr Other?"
"I do," I replied.
"Then I'll leave you to it. This call has a duration of thirty minutes. Should you require longer, a new call will need to be scheduled." Then he upped and walked out of the room.
I looked at the dickhead.
"So..." I asked.
"You know I hate you, right." The fat man wheezed; his voice had a rasp that, while always annoying, just screamed, look at me, I'm a self-pretentious idiot. He also looked like he had put on weight. Before prison, he was pudgy, or I would have embellished on the fact that he was a little overweight, but now he had ballooned out like the kid in Willy Wonka's factory that turned into a blueberry. What can I say, prison is a bitch!
I laughed, "The feeling is mutual, Dickhead, the feeling is most certainly mutual. You are the singular cause of pretty much every negative thing that has ever happened in my life!" I responded.
Before he could jump in, I started counting off, "First, you seduce my wife and have an eighteen-month affair with her.
"Second, you convince her that she should leave me for the oh so superior specimen that is you."
I scoffed. I kept ticking off fingers. 'Third, you coerce my daughter to abandon me."
He was smiling. "Fourth, you threatened me in a public place when my mother had just been diagnosed with cancer."
He lost a bit of his smile, "And, last but not least, you tried to kill me. Like a boil on the ass of society and life in general, I can't understand how you keep breathing, let alone have anything to say that I am remotely interested interested in... So?" I concluded.
I will give him one thing; he didn't just react to my verbal baiting. He thought for a minute before responding.
"You know," he began. "When Carol and I first started our affair, we tried to be discreet, she did hold affection for you, and I was happy to have a piece of ass as nice as hers. Boy, as we can both fondly recall, she could suck a load." He smiled. I shrugged.
"Then, over time, I found that she was unhappy with being married to someone like a plumber, someone who waded in other people's shit for a few dollars an hour." He was trying to bait me in return, but I wasn't rising to it.
"I could offer her the finer things in life. I was one of the surgeons at Maitland Central Hospital. I had money and a great house that we got to fuck in regularly. Did I mention that she had a great ass?" he raised his eyebrows at me. "The first time Carol let me fuck her ass, I knew she was mine. You never got her ass, did you?" He had a smug smile on his face.
I shrugged, "No, but I never really wanted her ass. My cock was too large for that opening. I would have bet that only something tiny could get into that hole."
The dickhead lost his composure. I could hear some stifled giggles coming from the other room as the girls watched. Then, in a moment, he dismissed the comment.
"Yes, once her ass was mine, she was mine. It didn't take too much more to get her to leave you. But my masterstroke was convincing her to get Mackenzie to let me adopt her. Depriving you of any parental affection." He grinned. "Even now, while I am here in jail, Mackenzie is mine. I've spoilt her with trips, jewellery, clothes, and things you never could. Even now, your daughter is living the high-life, your ex-wife sobs for me, waiting for my release so that we can be a family again."
It was my turn to raise a questioning eyebrow but kept my face neutral. He wasn't keeping up on recent events and still believed that I knew nothing of him and Carol divorcing or that I was assisting Mackenzie in her cancer treatment and that she was, of course, in the other room watching this call. Nevertheless, he took my expression that I was interested in, and was on the hook for his discussion.
"Oh yes, Carol can't get enough of me, my body and my intellectual brain. Mackenzie likewise hangs on my every word, seeking advice on the right investments and university courses. Your move granting her the university money was gratefully received. Both of them were so grateful to have the money and be rid of you out of their lives. Mackenzie, in particular, celebrated that night with friends then commiserated with me a month later as I had to come here." He gestured around him, making out that he was there by choice, not because of a guilty plea.
I sighed, getting a little tired of his self-aggrandizing lies. I could also hear some muffled cursing in the other room where no doubt Mackenzie, despite her illness, would be raging. I had come to understand how much she loathed the man I was looking at on-screen.
"So, again, we're here. What is it that you want?" I asked.
"I want to grant you access." He stated simply.
"Access?" I replied.
He affected a sigh, then spread his hands like a televangelist preacher offering Sunday morning salvation. I recall the gesture from our meeting in Maitland Central. It wasn't effective then, nor was it now.
"Yes, access, Terry." I paused. He caught me simply by using my name, not an insult. And he knew he got my attention. He continued, "Because you are not in your former family's life anymore, you would not be aware of a few things that have happened." He paused, trying to let that sink in.
"I'm offering you access to your ex-wife and former daughter in return for some assistance if you follow me..."
I snorted, "And why do you think I would be interested in talking to my ex-wife or my former daughter at all? They threw me under the bus for, as you put it, fancy trips, kick-nacks and some type of intellectual superiority. So, forgive me if I don't see anything superior in the fuckwit I see before me. But my question still stands. Why would I want access to see them?"
He leant forward, like a man about to tell a secret.
"Because despite everything you hold against Carol, against me and more importantly against Mackenzie. She is your flesh and blood, and when I tell you this, you will want to see her more than anything in the world. But I have a price to allow it."
By now, it was pretty obvious the direction he was going. He wanted to extort something from me to tell me Mackenzie had cancer. So, I decided to play dumb just a little longer.
"I still don't know why I would be interested in talking to them, let alone wanting to help one of the few people in this world that I have justifiable cause to want to beat the living shit out of if we were in the same room. How's the glass jaw, by the way?" I returned his early smirk.
He smiled and shook his head, "Terry, Terry, Terry. My stupid ignorant and poor shit shovelling plumbing cuckold. My jaw is nothing, and when I tell you my secret and that the only way you will get access to Mackenzie is through me, my jaw will mean nothing, and you will beg me to help you."
"For fucks sake, Dickhead, enough with the fucking dramatics. You're a loser, a criminal and from what I understand, fucking pathetic in bed. So, get with the program!" I spat at him.
He laughed. He thought he had me.
"We're almost there, dumb plumber, first my price."
"Ok, Fuckwit, I'll bite. Let's hear it."
He laughed, "First off, I want you to commit to paying me one hundred thousand dollars. It doesn't need to be upfront. I've got a few years to collect. But I want some money for my trouble. Capeesh?"
I wanted to laugh, but I held my tongue, "It sounds like you have more than one condition?"
"I do. I also want you to have your bitch of a sister talk to the DA and convince them on your behalf to reduce my sentence."
"Hmmm, ok, you want money, and a commitment to reduce your sentence for some earth-shattering information on my estranged daughter that you think will have me fawning all over you. Let's not talk about why both of those could be illegal. But it must be some terrible secret."
"It is," he replied. His smile was massive, thinking he had me over a barrel.
"Well, first off, I can easily bypass you and just call Carol or Mackenzie myself. Did you think of that?"



His smile froze, it didn't drop, but he kept it there. Then, he decided to lie again, "You won't be able to. They have different numbers, and they are now living somewhere else that you won't find them. You're just a fucking plumber with no resources."
If he only knew. He doesn't appear to recall my new job, and perhaps he never looked it up.
"So, I can't find or contact them, and the only way to get them is through you. Is that what you're saying?"
"Yep."
"So why, why would I?"
He paused and dramatically let his smile drop. "Because Mackenzie is dying, even now she's sick and can hardly move."
"Really?"
He now affected a most serious persona.
"Really, and while I know we have had our differences, if you help me out, I can get you in contact with Carol and Mackenzie so you can say your goodbyes to the girl you once called a daughter. Today is your birthday, so I arranged this meeting because I wanted to give you this present.
"You scratch my back, and I'll give you the present of access to Mackenzie because I know you still care about her despite everything. I'm not a total monster." He tried to say to me sagely.
I started laughing. I let the laugh build from the tips of my toes, curling them. My chest took massive breaths as I laughed, tears began streaming down my face, and I slapped the table in front of me a few times. All the while, he sat there and smiled. Then, as I wound down, he got serious.
"Terry, it's not a laughing matter, Mackenzie is dying, and you need me to be able to contact her and say goodbye. If you don't, you'll carry that around for the rest of your life. Besides, I wouldn't want to stop MY daughter from seeing her sperm donor one last time before going to the grave."
I toned my laugher back, waving him away while signaling the girls.
"Oh, sorry, Fucktard, I think you mistake my laughter for someone who gives a shit. Honestly, it couldn't be further from the truth. This has been one of the most entertaining conversations I have had in a while. You're right. Today is my birthday, and your offer has really entertained me. But I need to lay a few things out for you before I give you an honest and true answer to your request for us to 'scratch each others backs as you call it, alright?"
"Alright, if you will be serious, I can bear with you." He responded.
All three girls walked into the room. They were all dressed up, ready to take me out. Melody was in a light blue summer dress, had done her makeup and had her hair pulled back. Harmony likewise was in a yellow version of the summer dress and had her hair pulled back like her sister. Mackenzie was in some jeans and a summer blouse. She had her hat with the wig on and looked equally mad and upset.
I held out my left arm, and immediately Harmony came into the video frame and sat down on a chair she brought with her. She grabbed my hand and leaned in for a quick kiss. Then, we turned back to the camera together.
"Stephen, I would like to introduce you to my wife, Harmony. She was with me in the Maitland Hospital the day you tried to kill me. I don't know if you recall her. Harmony and I have twins now."
He nodded, "And?"
I smiled and held out my right hand. Melody came onto my right side, also with a chair, sat down and leaned in for a kiss like her sister. Again, we looked back to the camera together, and the three of us smiled, while the dickhead frowned, Mackenzie still off the frame, smiled, seeing the game I was playing.
"This is my other wife and Harmony's twin sister, Melody, with who I also have twins. So yes, I have four children between these sexy milfs!"
His eyes went wide, and I nodded.
"So, we will get to your proposal, but first, let me give you my rebuttal about my ex-wife. I love these two women like life itself. They are sexual dynamos in bed and fuck me to heaven and back several times a week. This morning for my birthday, they woke me up with a threesome that most porn stars would be jealous of!" my girls beamed at the sexual praise.
"So, when you decide to tell me about your exploits with my ex-wife, let me tell you that Carol doesn't have a clue in bed compared to just one of my beautiful wives. Now imagine me in bed with both of these stunning busty beauties simultaneously, working their bodies and enjoying my long thick cock as they give their bodies to me freely."
I smiled, "But I also know why you hate me; did you know that? I know you hate me because your wife, my cheating whore of an ex-wife, remembers my abilities to fuck her senseless and dreamt of it with you in bed at night."
Stephen kept looking away, then back to the screen, his eyes darting between Melody and Harmony, who were smiling and thrusting their chests out.
"I'm not a three-minute man, Stephen. I like to make a woman feel every touch, every kiss. I want her to feel loved and to cum hard and often." The girl's nipples started to show as they got aroused by my talk to my nemesis.
"So, I can understand that Carol, who talks in her sleep, moans my name as she dreams of me taking her to sexual heights you never could. Because its not just that my cock is so much larger than yours. Its that I made Carol cum with every fibre of my being. To this day, I know that she would drop everything to feel my cock deep in her traitorous cunt rather than your dump and run.
"But why would I ever want used goods. And I let you in on just one of my secrets." I leaned in just like he did. The girls just smiled big smiles at the screen. "I've known she dreams of me while in your bed for years, and as I told her, you may have made me an unknowing cuckold for eighteen months as you seduced and fucked my wife behind my back. But by virtue of your small cock, fat belly and inability to know how to love a woman. She could never forget the orgasms I made her have. I made you a knowing cuckold be virtue of her dreams alone." I sat back, and he was steaming
"But.... But... You're just a fucking plumber! Youre not married to them. Fuck you, Asshole, you're lying." He spat, spittle flying as he struggled to accept what I was saying.
Harmony piped up laughing. "Sorry, Dickhead, but Terry, here is our man. And trust me, its not just his big beautiful cock. He has a magic tongue and fingers that, oh shit, look, just thinking of our man is turning us on," she said, gesturing to her hard nipples now very obviously poking through her sundress.
I preened and glanced at the screen slightly sideways.
"So, Stephen, as you can see, I have no interest in reconnecting with Carol, and this brings us to secret number two in addressing your request. I love being a plumber. Sure, there have been days when I've had to clean a septic tank, and during my apprenticeship, I had to unblock a toilet. But it's honest work, and I don't resent a day of it. However." I let my face brighten. "For several years now, I haven't been just a plumber..." I let it sink in. "Since I left Maitland, I've been the national quality manager for Delotiz Inc. In fact, my beautiful wives here are the owner's daughters and the future heirs to the company. Now I'm sure you recall William and Martha Delotiz, the lovely couple that was with me the night we met?" I raised my eyebrows. We saw realisation dawn on his face.
"Yes, Dickhead, that's right, they are my wives' parents. So, you think I am broke? On the contrary, I am part of a family that has access to more funds than you can imagine."
Again, I paused, letting it sink in. He took the bait.
"So what, Asshole, you're a Greek god in bed who can fuck sisters. But without me, you won't be able to find Mackenzie and talk to her before she dies, and now I know you have money. You need to pay me half a million before you get to speak with your precious little Mackenzie.
I affected a wounded pose.
"Stephen," I said thoughtfully, using his name to show I was considering something, "The way youre talking and trying to extort money from me for me to see my daughter, it sounds like you never cared for her?"
He laughed a very bitter laugh and shrugged.
"Not really, no," he admitted, "She came as a package deal with Carol. Carol thought the idea of me adopting her and putting the restraining order on you would ensure Mackenzie stayed compliant and keep you out of our lives. You would be so pissed off. I never gave two shits about some moody teenager who cried almost every night for her father."
Mackenzie was still off-camera and it was like the last vestige of her love for her mother was disappearing. The dickhead continued.
"Though I will admit that while a pain in mine and Carol's ass most of the time, she was useful now and then, that day outside the café when she had a go at you and when she took you to court when you left that voicemail on her birthday, I almost loved her. And her mother couldn't wait for her to grow up and get out of the house so Carol and I could travel the world together.' He shrugged.
"Mackenzie was a means to an end for both her mother and myself." He focused on the camera again. "But she's not my fucking flesh and blood, and I don't give a rats ass if she lives or dies, but I know you do, Asshole. So, you're going to pay me what I want, or by the time you find out where she is, it will be her fucking grave."
"So, it's like that?" I responded and looked at Mackenzie.
"Damm right," the dickhead said smugly and folded his arms over his chest.
"Look, as much as this has been fun trading barbs and insults with you." I looked up and held out both my arms. Both Melody and Harmony scurried back at the unspoken signal, and Mackenzie slid into the frame and onto my lap.
"I don't think you'll get jack shit from me. But I do thank you for an entertaining story for my birthday. We will all be telling this story for years on how you tried to blackmail me."
He had nothing to say, so I finished up.
"So here are the real facts, as opposed to your lies. I know Carol and you are divorced. I know that the only loving you get now is from Bubba in the showers, and it will be like that for years to come. I also found out the truth of what Carol and you did to my precious daughter here." I kissed her cheek. "I now have five exceptional children. And also, by the way, Mackenzie's cancer treatment is going fantasticly. She's not quite in remission, but we hope to have everything beat soon with the bone marrow transplant, blood transfusions and new chemo drugs." I looked at Mackenzie.
"Look, Pumpkin, I know that technically this asshat is your father, so is there anything you'd like to say."
Mackenzie looked at me, kissed my cheeks and giggled. "Thanks, Daddy," she said to me. Then she looked at the screen. "Listen up, Dickhead, you and your whore used me as a confused teenager in your little game to break up my family. And you know what, I get it. You're a slob with fewer manners than a drunk bogan on a night out in Logan. And yes, I'm aware you have a dick the size of a triple-A battery. But I heard everything on this call just now. And I've spent the last few months begging forgiveness from my real father for what I did to him."
"So don't call, don't write, don't try to fucking contact me again. I hope that my dad, Terry Other, forgives me for what I did to him one day. But hope that I never see you again because if I do, you will wish that you had never been born, you bottom feeding pond scum. Get back to your fucking cell and rot!"
With that, she got up and walked off the frame. She was breathing heavily and shaking a little. Melody, Harmony and I watched her. Then without another word, we looked back to the screen, and the three of us simultaneously gave him the finger with a big smile on each of our faces and disconnected the call.
Happy birthday to me.
[::: - :::]
A few days later, it was Mackenzie's birthday, falling on a weekend. We arranged an afternoon BBQ with the family. Dad, Paul, Kim and the kids were there. In addition, I invited Carol and warned her to be on her best behaviour. She was on notice after everything that we had been learning, and when I told Mackenzie that she was coming, Mackenzie had to be talked down from calling her and telling her not to come. I had to promise that if her mother caused any issues, she would be asked to leave.
I wasn't entirely unhappy that the relationship between mother and daughter was sliding downhill. Over the past few months, many revelations showed that Carol was much more devious and manipulating than any of us thought. The surprise visitor that neither Mackenzie nor I knew was coming was Mackenzie's old boyfriend, Ben.
Ben met Mackenzie only a year ago at university, and they had been exclusive from almost the first day they met. Apparently, when Mackenzie was diagnosed and started getting really sick, having to pull out of her advanced studies, she had broken up with Ben and told him he deserved better than a cancer-ridden girlfriend that may not live to see the year out.
I didn't hear anything about him because Mackenzie really cared for him and was heartbroken that she had to give him up for what she perceived as his own good. So, she was surprised when he turned up. He had been pestering Carol for months, and she had gotten pissed off with him, gave him what for and told him Mackenzie was now living with her birth father, who owned Deloitz Inc down in Bathurst. Not entirely true, but flattering from my ex-wife.
He had done some research and managed to find his way to Melody. My wives were coming to understand that she was almost as much a victim of her mother, if not more, than I was. And when Melody heard the story from Ben, she immediately invited him for the weekend. When he walked in the door, and Mackenzie saw him there, she dropped her glass onto the lawn, and they ran to each other, hugging and crying. For the rest of the day, she rarely let his hand go except to hug someone or show Ben something. Mackenzie looked happy, Carol, not so much.
Two significant things happened that day. The first was when Mackenzie was opening presents. My wives had taken Mackenzie shopping and got her an entire new wardrobe that morning while we were setting up the BBQ. Gone were many old tattered, worn designer clothes and in their place a new looking style that didn't need to be brand name to look good.
William and Martha had bought her a new iPad with keyboard and had committed to helping her start back into her studies. Dad gave her a new laptop with the same intent.
Kim gave her a huge hug and kissed her, welcoming her back to the family and giving her three limited-edition bottles of rum, Bundy, Beenleigh and Kraken. Later on, I corned Kim and asked if she was crying, and she mentioned that pollen had her allergies playing up. But she was happy that Mackenzie was back.
I had three presents for her. As we sat down to open them, everyone gathered around. The first one was a very high-end journal and writing pen. I explained it was for her cancer journey moving forward. I wanted her to write down her thoughts and feelings, the highs and the lows, so she could look back and celebrate the journey after she beat the illness in the years to come. Everyone aww'd at the gift.
The second gift was like the ratty present Mackenzie had given me a few days earlier. The gift wrapping was a little torn. The card a little faded, but as she held it in her hands, we both started to cry. Both of us understood the significance of the gift. She opened the card. It had the picture of a bunch of cartoon teenagers on the front at a party. On the inside, the caption 'Party On! Happy Birthday was stencilled on the card. However, like the inside cover of my card, I had also written a note.
My Dearest Mackenzie,
I miss you so much, and I don't know if you'll ever see this. But please, please come back to me. I love you so much, Pumpkin.
Love Dad
(Your REAL dad!)
I was in a pretty low place when I wrote that card. I didn't know what to say, but it said enough. Mackenzie dropped the card and came over and hugged me. She told me she loved me and whispered how sorry she was.
A few minutes later, she was opening the ratty old present. Inside was a new set of sleepwear, an oversized t-shirt to sleep in, and a very expensive scientific calculator. She had been after it for months for school. But at over three hundred dollars, yes really, three hundred for a freaking calculator, it took a while to save for.
She loved it, and while the calculator was pretty much obsolete with modern smartphone technology, the calculator always sat on her desk, pride of place moving forward.
The last gift I handed her was a simple manila envelope. Inside was a piece of paper with a legal statement that Mackenzie's adoption by Stephen Morrison was reversed. If she signed the bottom of the document and had it witnessed, she was once again Mackenzie Other, daughter of Terry Other and Carol Brown.
I must have held my restored crying daughter for almost ten minutes, but it was tears of joy this time, unlike our first reconciliation meeting. When she was settled enough and went to sign and ask for witnesses, almost everyone volunteered. The only person who didn't was Carol.
It took over eight years, but I finally had my daughter back.
The other interesting conversation was with Carol. Everything was starting to wind down and people were heading inside. Mackenzie was showing Ben the house and I assume her room. The father in me wanted to go break it up. However, she wasn't a teenager anymore. She was in her twenties and was grown up. I already had a walking talking daughter by her age, so I couldn't begrudge her wanting time with her man. My girls had taken the kids inside with Kim for baths and set them up with a movie. Paul and Dad cleaned the BBQ, and I cleared up the trash before heading inside. I had just dumped the last bags into the bins when I turned and was confronted by Carol.
"I hope to hell you are happy, Terry!" she started, then just stood there, hands on her hips and looked at me. It had been quite some time since I saw her, and I must admit she still hadn't improved in the looks department. She still had the general feel of a potato with arms and legs, perhaps a Ms. Potato Head?
"Um, I am, Carol. These days there is a lot of things I am generally happy about. Today, for example, has been a great day, nice weather, celebrating our daughter's birthday... Is there something in 'hell' that I am supposed to be happy about you're referring to?" I asked.
She threw her hands up in an exasperated fashion and turned and started to walk away. I went after her. I caught up with her on the back deck.
"Carol. You can't throw a comment out like that and walk away."
"Of course I fucking can, Terry." She spat, "Never in all these years did you ever get it."
I looked at her. "Get what, Carol, I have no idea what you're talking about. Stop throwing cryptic comments. Yes, I'm happy!" I said frustrated, I didn't want her here, but it was for Mackenzie.
She just looked at me, steam billowing out her ears. Then she paused and deflated, almost falling into one of the chairs on the patio.
"Ever since high school, Terry, you have been my rock, my stable place. For fifteen years, I took you for granted. You never questioned me on the small stuff and did as much as you could for me as long as you could."
She looked up at me as I sat down opposite her.
"We had a child when we were eighteen, just out of high school. After that, there was nothing for me but Mackenzie and you. I became so unhappy. I thought the grass was always going to be greener, everywhere I wasn't."
I nodded, not quite seeing where this was going.
"I always pushed your buttons and always took what I could because you were beneath me. I mean married to a plumber." She snorted. "My friends were married to consultants and lawyers, respectable jobs." Then, she started just looking at something on her arm.



"No one said anything, but I know they all thought it." She made a voice like it was a judgemental friend. "There goes Carol, married to that plumber bloke."
She looked at me, "I bided my time for fifteen years, taking what I could from you, without trying to cross the line."
I nodded. This I knew.
"When Stephen came along, he swept me off my feet with his money and career. He was confident, and when he found out I was unhappy with my life, it didn't take much to seduce me. But, he was worse than useless in bed, though he made up for that with his money and status. My friends now saw me as someone, not a plumber's attachment."
She sat for a moment, some internal thoughts processing and then suddenly looked up at me, her eyes on fire.
"But you, you had to go and fuck all of it up. You couldn't just give me what I wanted. If you hadn't gone to the hospital that night and given me Mackenzie's money as I asked initially, I'd still have Stephen's money, his privilege. I'd still have my social status and everything that went with it."
I sat back appalled. I had hoped this was going to be an apology. It wasn't. Carol stood up and started pacing.
"Stephen and I were happy, Terry. We were HAPPY! You would have been a distant memory in a few years, and Mackenzie would have come around and learned to love Stephen. We could have been a happy family. You just couldn't leave us alone."
"Carol..."
"No, Terry, you sit there and fucking listen to me for once. You ruined my life. You never did what I wanted you to do. You did what you thought was right, not what I needed. And then you end up here with those two ... whores!" She spat.
I stood, anger now flashing in my eyes.
"Carol! You do not speak..."
"SHUT THE FUCK UP TERRY!" she bellowed at me. "I'm speaking, not you." I stood there, stunned, in all the years I had know her, Carol had never screamed like that.
Her tone turned to angry pleading, "Every time you get your way, I always lose. You keep taking everything from me. Its all your fucking fault." She pointed her finger in my face, glaring at me. "You took my daughter. You took all the money. You took my status. It's always about YOU! Why can't you just fucking go away and fucking die, Terry!"
She kept going.
"I have a dead-end job, and no way to climb the ladder for promotion. I'll always be the wife of that surgeon that snaped and tried to kill you because of my dreams. It's your fault. You have this fucking mansion and more money than I can understand. You are respected in the community, and I'm avoided. You ended up with those two redhead sluts and a brood of brats, and you left me with nothing!"
"Are you done, Carol?" I asked, crossing my arms and glaring at her.
"Hardly, you have ruined my life, you always berate me, so now its my turn."
I couldn't believe this, my family had kindly invited Carol and she was ranting at me in my own home about the happieness I had created with Harmony and Melody, when she tossed me away. I glared at my ex-wife and took in a breath to let her have it when we were intrupted.
"Oi, Bitch!" Melody yelled.
Neither of us had noticed Melody and Harmony approach and take a defensive stance half a step behind me. Then, a half dozen steps back, Mackenzie stood in the doorway, her eyes wide and angry.
Once we noticed them, both my girls strode forward, and first, Harmony slapped Carol hard on the face, then Melody slapped the other side before she could recover.
"You bitch!" Melody hissed, "Despite everything you have done to our man and his daughter, Terry convinces Mackenzie to let you come into our house as a guest for Mackenzie's birthday. No one and I do mean no one! Likes you, and we don't want you here, but we invite you because your daughter is living with us while our husband saves her life. It's her birthday, so we're nice."
Harmony picked up on the next breath.
"But here you are acting like your shit don't stink screaming at our husband and calling us whores."
Carol was sitting on the group stunned, just looking at them in turn. I crossed my arms over my chest and watched my girls work a smirk on my face.
"Well, in that last one, you're right." Melody grinned, "We are whores, but we are exclusively Terry's whores. Did you know he can make me squirt almost a meter high with just his tongue!"
Carol baulked.
Harmony went on the attack. "Now you just pissed us right off by screaming at him. Your self-righteous act has no one fooled. Your so-called friends never cared that our man was a plumber. They always made you feel awkward because you're a fucking gold digger. So, you strut and make yourself out to be something you're not."
Melody nodded and continued the barrage. "That's why you have nothing. You can't get it into your head, it is you that's the problem, not Terry. In all the blame you're laying at our husband's feet. You can't name a single time where he came looking for trouble himself. Every conversation, every conflict, every injury that our Terry had sustained to the point of death was a direct consequence of your actions!"
Mackenzie had come out and was now standing beside me.
"They are right, Mum, from the day that we threw Dad out of our lives, he never once sought us out. On the contrary, we were the ones that prodded him. I am ashamed of what I did back then, and I am so thankful that he has allowed me to become his daughter again, today of all days." She smiled up at me, and I smiled back.
"Dad has saved my life, Mum. He gave part of himself so that I might have this chance to beat my cancer. When we threw him out, he saved two amazing women from drowning in a car then dove in front of them saving them from a broken cable, causing injury to himself, just because of who he is. My dad is the most amazing, loving and caring man in the world. So much so that he needs two wives." She smiled. "Just to ensure all his love doesn't escape."
"But Mackenzie," Carol whined. "He took everything from me. He took it from us!" she pleaded.
"Oh, grow the fuck up, Mum," Mackenzie spat. "Every setback we had," she looked at her mum, "is of your own making. Dad never went for vengeance. It was you that couldn't let it go. Dad told us not to push, but we did. He didn't need to take action against us, though. We were the ones who destroyed ourselves. I am just glad I was able to get my head out of my own ass before I ended up like you or worse."
"And as we're arguing, do you want to bring up how you treated me. You always chose the dickheads point of view, betraying me in front of him and always telling me to just do what he wanted so he'd be happy. I was your daughter. Did you once stand up to him on my behalf..."
Carol looked between the four of us standing there. My girls were glaring, just looking for another opportunity to slap Carol again. Mackenzie looked very disappointed in her mother, and I was upset but trying not to step in the middle of what had become a fight between four females.
Mackenzie sighed, "Look, Mum, the family was really nice to invite you here today for my birthday and while it was nice seeing you. I think you have more than worn out your welcome...."
"Are you kicking me out?" Carol said incredulously.
Mackenzie paused. I found my voice.
"No, Carol, Mackenzie isn't" All four girls looked at me. I waved them away and looked at Carol.
"I am!" I said. "You have worn out your welcome here a hundredfold today, and I would like to say that you are not welcome here again for any reason." I looked at Mackenzie. "If our daughter wants to see you, she can meet you somewhere other than here. But Carol."
She looked at me.
"To answer your question." I smiled, "I am hugely fucking happy! Let's go!"
I helped her up and held her arm as I escorted her inside, got her coat and handbag, and walked her to her car. It wasn't until her car door opened that I let go of her arm. I leant over gave her a last and final kiss on the cheek.
"Carol, it's time that you stopped pushing and went on with your life without us. Goodbye!"
"But Terry, you can't."
"Oh, but I can, Carol, see this is my family home, and you're now trespassing on my property. If you have an issue, then you should write to my lawyer. You've met her. She's one of the people back up at the house glaring at you out the window. She's also my older sister and she, like my wives and kids, loves me so much that if I were to ask, she wouldn't hesitate to destroy you. So cut your losses, Carol and get the fuck off my property."
I turned and walked back up to the front landing, and everyone came out and joined me, watching Carol. On either side, my wives stood as they always did, my support and the context in my world. In front of me stood my four young children. Holding onto Harmony's hand was my now restored Daughter. I knew she was sad about the final snapping of her relationship with her mother, but she knew she had support and a lot of love now she was restored to me. Holding Mackenzie's other hand was Ben. He didn't say much, but I could see his love and dedication towards her regardless of her health.
Off to the side stood Paul and Kim, all three of their kids standing with them and behind was William, Martha and my dad, John. I had been through a lot over the past eight years, I'd almost lost everything, and if it wasn't for all of these people standing with me today, I might not have made it.
After just staring at Carol in her car, everyone started heading inside.
"Dad," young Adam asked, "Is that mean lady going now?"
I tussled his hair, "Yes, Adam, she's gone, and I don't think she's coming back."
"Good! he said and ran inside to join his brother and sisters. Then, I heard my dad yelling "ice cream!" for dessert.
'Dad?" Mackenzie said as we stood on the front landing.
"Yes, Pumpkin?" I said.
"Ben's going to stay the night, okay?"
"Sure, we can make up one of the spare rooms, though we are running low with everyone here."
She shook her head, "No, dad, he will stay in my room, okay." It was a statement, not a question.
I suppose this is how William and Martha felt when their daughters latched onto me. I was lost for words. My daughter was going to have her boyfriend stay in her room for the night, on her birthday!
Melody and Harmony giggled; Melody responded. "That's all good, Sweetie. Happy birthday."
I mumbled the same, she might now be twenty-three and a grown woman, but she was still my daughter.
My wives wrapped themselves around me and kissed me, distracting me from everything else.
"It's okay, Baby," Melody whispered while kissing my neck by my ear. "This will be just what she needs. She's a smart girl, and I'm sure you're not going to be a grandfather too soon."
Harmony snorted at her sister's comment as I wrapped my arms around my girls. I was still looking at Carol sitting in her car.
I felt love radiate from these two amazing women who had picked me up and not just restored me but gave me so much more than my old life. But then, I looked at Carol sitting in her car, trying to will herself to move, and for a moment, our eyes locked, and I just felt pity for her. She would never know love as we did, never feel that warmth that it doesn't matter your situation. You are just there for those you love. Carol would never understand that if you have the ones you love, you can make it through just about anything.
At last, my ex-wife started her car, and we watched as she drove out the driveway and hopefully out of our lives. If she had only grasped the concept that love was what you gave, not what you got, we would all be in very different places today. But unfortunately, I don't think Carol would ever figure it out, and she would forever blame everyone else around her for the reasons she lost everything.
We watched as she drove out the gate, and I heard laughter coming from inside. I could hear everyone laughing, but I smiled as I heard Mackenzie laugh. Finally, Melody and Harmony dragged me inside, and we all gathered around a giant birthday cake and sang happy birthday to my daughter.
Life was good!
[::: Epilogue - Five years later ::::]
The letter had come in the mail almost a week ago, but she hadn't opened it, she hadn't dared. Bills were easy to deal with. She either paid them or ignored them till she had the money to pay them. That evening as she entered her tiny apartment, a short walk from her work, she threw her bag on the couch and went into her tiny kitchen. She heated some leftovers and poured herself a small glass of cheap red wine as she stretched. The limp she had now from the accident four years ago ached, and there were days when she couldn't walk without a cane. Her being grossly overweight from regular overeating and depression didn't help.
She sat back down on the couch, turned on the news, ate her bland dinner, and sipped her wine. They didn't go together, but it was what she could afford. When she put her bowl down on the side table, her hand brushed the letter, and she recoiled like it would bite her. For long minutes she just stared at the letter, then sighed. Then, finally, she brushed her oily hair back, picked up the letter with swollen fingers, and opened it.
While not quite neat writing, it was handwritten. His words could always be easily understood. After all, she smiled at the spelling and grammar mistakes; he was a plumber, not a scholar. With a sip of wine, she read.
Carol,
I hope this letter finds you in a better place than when we last saw each other. I hope that your injuries have healed and you have found some closure to the events that occurred. I can't say I was happy with how you reacted, but neither could I blame you for all of the actions your former husband, who we call called 'the dickhead', did. Who knew he would be on a work release in the hospital that day? But he's now dead, and you again caught the brunt of your words and actions.
All I wanted was for both of us to be there for Mackenzie's last treatment, and I thought as an olive branch to ask you along. I might not have liked you for a long time, but you were there at the beginning of our daughter's cancer journey, so I wanted to allow you to be there for the end. But, unfortunately, actions just got out of control.
It took almost a year for Harmony to be able to walk again after you and the dickhead assaulted her. Today she is almost totally recovered though her leg still gives her pain when the weather cools down. Overall I think you are lucky that the dickhead died that day, or I have a feeling that his testimony would have put you in jail alongside him.
Next, what were you thinking, everyone knows that there was no way I would ever have slept with you as you claimed to Harmony, and she knew it. And just to let you know, Melody's hand has healed from the gunshot wound she received as the dickhead tried to kill all of us. Know that there is no forgiveness from any of us for whatever your part in the plot was.
I should let you know that my love for my wives has deepened further. We love each other more every day brought on by that day when they showed unconditional love saving both Mackenzie, your ungrateful ass and me. Their love holds me upright when I think about you and how much I hate you.
Again, you couldn't leave things alone and had to encourage the dickhead and ridicule me when you saw a perceived advantage. If you hadn't, he'd still be alive, and these last four years would not have been so challenging for all of us.
Believe it or not, Mackenzie told me to write this letter to you. She told me to be honest, so I'm giving it to you straight up.
Speaking of Mackenzie, our daughter, she makes me so proud. Not only did she beat cancer and get her degree. She married Ben, and they have just had their first child. Can you believe we're grandparents! I suppose after all this time. This is the real reason for the letter.
Mackenzie and I talk about you all the time, but she hasn't contacted you again because she's pissed off and ashamed of you, Carol. After the dickhead died, she became embarrassed to be your daughter. I tried to tell you so many times that you needed to learn to be for more than yourself, you needed to have compassion and respect for those around you, you needed to understand what true unconditional love is. But you never did, so you lost the relationship with your daughter, her husband and our new grandchild.
Enclosed are a couple of photos of Mackenzie, Ben and little Jordan. He's feisty and has these big brown eyes and strong hands. Mackenzie says he's going to become a plumber just like her grandfather. I'm not sure about that, but he's got my support if he wants to.
I wouldn't expect an invitation to birthdays and baby showers. There is not a lot of goodwill for you within any of the family. Part of that is my fault as I just have nothing good to say about you. I wish I could say I am sorry about it, but the larger part of me will always be angry for everything you have done to cause my family pain.
And before you go blaming me for everything I said above. I will remind you that this is all on you. You caused this all to happen from the day you cheated on me, Carol. It's all by your hand that you have fallen. So, by your hand, you're going to have to stand yourself up because none of us that once loved you will give a shit about what happens to you.
I don't know if I will write to you again, perhaps in several years if the anger dissipates. But none of us wants any contact with you. So please do us all a favour and don't write back.
(Struggling to say it, but fuck it!) Regards,
Terry Other -- Your ex-husband
p.s. I love writing this to show how much love there is in my world, husband to Melody Other, husband to Harmony Other, Father to Mackenzie (Other) McDonell. Father to Adam, Grace, Beth and John. Grandfather to Jordan McDonell.
Carol read the letter three times, then carefully folded it and put it back into the envelope. In her small bedroom, she had a box of treasures. She put the letter into the box alongside photos from an age ago. There were photos of her and Terry on holiday, smiling and having fun in Bali. There were photos of her pregnant with Mackenzie, the glow of a young expecting mother. There were even photos of Terry in his work gear on the job site. He was working hard to provide for them. When she looked at the images, she smiled sorrowfully. She had lost so much, basically everything, because she never saw that what she and Terry had back then was love. She stared at the photo of the young Terry, strapping and smiling, posing for the photo, happy that he had her attention for a few moments.
"I'm sorry," she whispered to the photo. But even as she cried alone, no one heard or even cared.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Notes ::::]
Wow, if you're still here reading with me after over 100,000 words and five instalments, thank you. I enjoyed writing this story. My first big story with what I hope was a lot of emotion that you could all identify with.
I will also admit that a couple of parts had me crying as I wrote them. Josephine's death was very close to home as it had a lot of parallels to my father's passing. The reconciliation between Terry and Mackenzie also had me shed a few tears as I pictured them sitting and reconciling the pain they were both in. There have been a couple of times with both my wife and daughter where I have been in that situation. I hope the emotion came through.
I must admit I was not sure whether Terry and Mackenzie would reconcile. The original plan was to burn the family (BTF). When I started Part III, I honestly thought of having Terry donate but shun her. And yes, from that very first pro-logue, Mackenzie was going to have cancer, and some of you even messaged me that. So nicely done! But the real reason I think I let them reconcile was my friends who recently lost their twelve-year-old daughter to a six-year battle with cancer. My wife and I have supported them the entire time, and I wanted to respect and honour their struggle. After attending this little girl's funeral, having Mackenzie reconnect with Terry felt right. To have Carol continue to burn herself for no reason other than she was a bitch also felt right.



In Terry's letter to Carol in the epilogue, you will have noticed a story there that isn't told. I had planned that as a part six, however as I wrote the final confrontation at Mackenzie's birthday, it felt fitting to finish the story. I may go back and write something later, but I want to get on with a few other stories first. So, if anyone wants to write the events mentioned in that final letter, drop me a private message with what you would like to attempt, and I'm happy to give permission as long as it ties in with this ending.
Next for me, I have a couple of one-shot stories I want to write, including my take on 'the car in the driveway that I'm excited to write. I have an idea for a story about a homeless guy and two different series, including one called "The Long Road Home". This one is based on the dream I had that got me writing. And another called "Swings and Roundabouts" is about a guy who's screwed over three times by different women.
And many of us are here reading LW stories more than anything else because we're caught up in the emotion or the angst that our characters find themselves in most of the time. LW stories are also harder to write because they are not just about sex. So, if you are reading this and want to have a go at writing, I would encourage you to try. You have nothing to lose, and I love reading stories as much as I like writing them.
Lastly, as I mentioned at the top, I huge thanks to Kite and my two other stands in editors who wished to remain anonymous for editing. This story would have been a lot harder to write without your input and assistance.
Again, thank you, everyone, for reading 'Double or Nothing', and I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
See you next time
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Many LW writers have had a turn at George Andersons, February Sucks. It is an excellent story with some authors going for the full burn, others reconciling, and others going different routes. I have loved all of the different versions as most writers tried to work with most of the characters and the various 'personalities. In some ways, it feels like an LW author right of passage to submit a version or alternative to this story.
I've been pondering a version myself for a few months, and as February is again upon us for my understanding, I wanted to explore things a little more from Linda's perspective. If she genuinely regretted her actions, what would that look like? I wanted to try and keep some of the characters similar to GA's original. This also means that if you're into the BTB side of this story, you might want to steer clear of this one as it focuses on reconciliation. If you like the burn, I recommend you read 'February Sucks -- Big Time' by Saddletramp1956, his burn version is one of my favourites.
When we look at what attracts us to the tale of Jim and Linda, I have been asking myself why, what is it that hooks us in with their tale, and why have so many of us wanted to write our version? I have come to believe that we engage with this story because, in many ways, we feel that Jim and Linda could be us. They love each other, and the lead up shows us how much they want to be together and be a family with their kids. But, until Linda walks out, Jim and Linda are committed to each other, that sudden unexpected betrayal creates a knot in us that we need to be resolved. This is likely why George's story is so popular.
Now, as an Aussie, I'm used to writing the Australian way. I have tried to write a little more American for this story. If I slip a few Aussie words in, please forgive me.
I would like to thank Burke for getting in and editing with me, I've made a few changes since his edit, so of course, the mistakes are mine. Lastly, I have reached out to George Anderson for permission to use his original story as a baseline but have not heard back from him. So, I'm taking a punt that he gives his approval, and I acknowledge the original storylines and characters are his.
Let's pick up from where the detestable tight-end changes Jim and Linda's lives forever.
I hope you enjoy 'February Sucks -- The Bus.'
[ :::: From GA ::::]
"Hi, I'm Marc. Would you like to dance?" He was standing behind Linda's left shoulder, holding his hand out to her.
I felt Linda gasp as she dropped my hand as if it were a hot potato. I watched dumbstruck as she turned her back to me, gave Marc her right hand (it almost disappeared in his big paw) and gracefully rose from her chair.
"Hey, man, now my feelings are hurt. I thought she was just dancing with you tonight." Dave smiled as he needled me.
"Yeah, that's what I thought, too," I groused.
"Relax, Jim. It's just a dance." Jane tried to soothe me. I tried to believe her, but I couldn't help having a bad feeling about this.
The band played a couple of fast songs, and our whole table watched them dance. So did everyone else in the room. Marc was good, far better than I was, and Linda was clearly enjoying herself. Her partner and her dress combined to show her off to perfection.
"Don't they look great together? Come on, Jim, let's join them," Dee invited, clearly trying to distract me.
"Thanks, but no."
The next song was a slow one. I watched Linda melt into his arms, fitting perfectly as though she belonged there. He was good at that, too. Lots of practice, I'll bet, I thought to myself sourly. Marc said something to Linda; she smiled sweetly as she responded. He wasn't doing anything I could legitimately object to. He didn't dance any closer to her than I danced with Dee or Jane; his hands didn't go anywhere they weren't supposed to.
Another slow song, a ballad this time. I could see the band leader watching my wife and her partner, taking his cues from them. Marc was smiling as he held Linda in his arms; he was clearly pleased with whatever was going on. I'd seen enough. I rose from my chair, and felt Jane's hand on my arm.
"Wait, Jim. Let her have this. Don't ruin it for her."
I jerked my arm free, and then I looked at Linda's face. She clearly wanted to be exactly where she was, and nowhere else. She did not want any interference from me. I slumped back into my chair. Finally, the song ended. Marc nodded at the band leader, who started a faster song. He and Linda left the dance floor, smiling at each other, but not touching, not even holding hands. Linda gave him a last brilliant smile as she turned toward our table and Marc turned toward his.
The difference between a woman's best smile and her second-best smile isn't much. Unless you know the woman well, you probably wouldn't notice it at all. As Linda neared our table and our eyes met, her best smile faded to her second-best. I knew then that we had a problem.
"I keep telling you that you're the most attractive woman in here," I whispered in her ear as I seated her. I reached for her hand, and held it in both of mine. "Is it time to take the next dance back to our room?"
For just the tiniest moment, I could have sworn Linda was afraid. Her eyes widened and I could feel her hand trembling. She covered the moment quickly, though, and looked away from me, across the table.
"I'm sorry, everyone, I just have to go to the restroom right now. Linda, come with me?" Dee's voice could be heard far beyond our table. I was too preoccupied to wonder why she had to broadcast this to the room at large. Linda looked at me apologetically.
"Sorry, Jim. I can use some freshening up, too." She rose and left, without answering my question. Of course, the conversation immediately turned to why no woman who is out with a group can possibly go to the restroom by herself. I had just started to wonder why my friends were working so hard to keep the conversation going on that topic, when Dee came back. Alone.
"Where's Linda? Is she okay?" I practically shouted.
"Relax, Jim," Dee said, smiling. "Linda is fine, she just has something to do. You don't need to worry about her. She is a grownup woman, you know." Upon which my friends started teasing me about how much I worried about Linda. It's true, I did; she worried about me the same way. I put up with it for about five minutes, and when Linda still hadn't returned, I'd had enough. I got up and headed for the bar, taking an empty plate with me as an excuse. I approached one of the female bartenders.
"Excuse me, but my wife went to the restroom about fifteen minutes ago, and hasn't come out. She never takes that long. Could you please go, or send someone, to be sure she's all, right?"
The bartender gave me a dubious look. The plate in my hand gave me an idea.
"The wings are great, and she likes spicy food, but every now and then she gets a reaction. Really, I just want to know she's all right. Her name is Linda. Here, let me show you a picture of her." I put down the plate and pulled up Linda's picture on my phone. The bartender was beginning to look somewhat sympathetic when there was a voice at my elbow.
"She's all right, you don't need to check on her." Dee was addressing the bartender. "Everything's fine. I'll take care of this." She placed a five on the counter. I wondered why the bartender looked at me with what seemed like sympathy as she pocketed the bill.
"What... why... but she went there with you? because you asked her?" I was completely confused.
"Jim, she's not in the restroom. She has left the club."
"Left? Without me? Why? What's the matter? Why didn't she tell me? Where did she go? Is she all right?" I still didn't get it.
"Let's go to the end of the bar where there's some privacy." I just went where Dee dragged me. It was quieter in the dark corner at the end of the bar. Dee looked me in the eye.
"Jim, Linda loves you. She loves you and the children more than anything else in the world, and she always will, and you know it. But she is spending tonight with Marc."
I stood there with my mouth open, looking stupid as my world ended. Pictures whirled madly through my mind, or what was left of it. Linda at the top of the stairs in her beautiful blue dress. Linda at dinner; Linda at the club; Linda as we fed wings to each other. Linda in Asshole's arms. My anger rose.
[:::: February Sucks -- The Bus ::::]
"So, on what was supposed to be a special night where we celebrated Valentine's Day, where I got us a hotel room to celebrate our love, my LOVING WIFE, walks out to go a FUCK another man!" I just about screamed in her face. "She didn't even have the decency to look me in the eyes and tell me that she was leaving me."
"Jim, Linda isn't leaving you..."
"Then where is my wife, Dee? Can you point her out in this crowd?"
"Jim, you need to calm down. People are starting to stare. It would be best if you accept this. You're a good man!"
I stood and walked away from Dee before I did something stupid, like slapping her. I was angry, I was hurt, I was devastated. As I walked back to my table, each step felt like a part of my soul was being torn away. As I approached the table, Dee was trying to follow and I reached for my jacket. Dee was trying damage control.
"Jim, you need to stop. You are making way too big a deal out of this. It's only tonight, and she will come back to you tomorrow. After that, everything will be okay, you'll see."
I whirled on Dee, "You think everything is going to be okay. You facilitated my wife to run away with another man if I am correct. You didn't need to go to the restroom, did you? Your role was to get me out of the way so my oh so loving wife could cheat on me?"
There was a gasp at the table, and for a moment, Dee looked embarrassed, then she took a prideful stance. "Yes, Jim, Linda asked me to do it because she knew you wouldn't go along with her night with Marc. But, Jim, you should understand, it's Marc freaking LaValliele." She softened, "Linda loves you, Jim, but she is being swept off her feet by an amazing man. Let her have her night of passion. She deserves this! You love her too much to let this hurt the two of you."
Like a volcano, my emotions were starting to erupt. "You stupid cow, you obviously have no idea what love is, and to think she DESERVES this. What the actual fuck Dee! Did I deserve to have my wife of TEN YEARS and mother of my TWO CHILDREN walk out on me with no reason whatsoever? I came to this club with all of you tonight to celebrate our love despite a shitty month. I planned to take my wife back to a hotel room reserved for the two of us to make love to her all night. So, tell me, Dee, my dear, faithful friend, do I deserve to be shit on like this, do I?
She just stood there. I turned back to the table.
"So, what do all of you think of this?"
Every one of them averted their eyes. They knew she walked out with Marc.
No one knew what to say until Dave spoke up, "Jim, are you going to be, okay?" Dee sat down beside him, just staring at me.
"No, no, I'm not, on what was supposed to be a night of celebration, of affirmation of our love, I've been made an unwilling cuckold, and your wife helped make that happen."
"Jim," Jane spoke up, "Can't you see your way past this? I mean you and Linda, what about the kids?"
"Exactly, Jane," I snapped. "I had done nothing but love my wife. So, when you all stopped me from interrupting her from dancing with that asshole, I loved her. I loved her right up until she walked out on his arm to go and fuck him on our night, not his, not hers, ours and in Linda and I. So how do you think I'm feeling right now? How do you think my kids will react when they learn at some point in the future that their mother left their father for a night to fuck another man on a night that was about their parents?"
I looked at each of them and then settled my gaze at Dee, glaring at her. Of course, Dee couldn't look at me.
"And I'm sure she's thinking about how much she loves her kids right now. So, tell me, if the prick had singled you out, would you have gone and been thinking about your kids, would you have been worried about what Phil was thinking."
Jane stammered, "Jim, it wouldn't be like that." She avoided looking at her husband, message sent.
Jane then tried to stare me down. "Look, what if it was the other way around? What if there was a fantastic Sports Illustrated model here tonight and she wanted to dance with you then offered to spend the night with you. Can you honestly say you wouldn't be tempted? Would you turn her down?" Jane had always been the motherly figure of the group, trying to be wise and always look at the angels.
"Name a person that would not be tempted," I responded. Jane and Dee sat back and smiled. I continued. "But of course, I would turn her down. I'M MARRIED! And tonight, was supposed to be about affirming love, not tearing it apart." I replied, none of them, now even Jane could meet my eyes.
"You know what, I obviously don't know any of you." I pulled out my wallet and dropped a twenty on the table. "That will pay my tab. I think you can all pay for the slut I came here with tonight." I turned and walked out of the club.
At the door, the bouncer gave me a look. "You going to be okay man?"
I glared at him; he knew. I could guess it happened before. "No," and I kept walking, ignoring his follow-up.
It was cold out, and my anger cooled somewhat on the walk back to the hotel. But, underneath the rage, I felt a deep sense of loss. My best friend had just walked away without a second glance, with nothing but the consideration to have someone stop me from following her. I wondered if Linda would ever feel this pain, or did she even care. She had been my love, my best friend, my life partner, and she had walked out tonight without a word like I was nothing. It wasn't a business trip away from me or a drunken night out. I was right there with her, one moment holding hands and kissing me, then next abandoned.
I walked through the Maddison hotel lobby in a daze, lost in my own thoughts. I caught the elevator up to our floor and got out my room card. I was going to grab my bag, well, the bag with both mine and Linda's stuff, including some new sexy lingerie she bought and wanted to show me. I would just grab the bag and leave. Just as I was about to open the door, I heard a noise. It's one of those noises that you hear in the throes of passion, and I knew the voice. It was the sound of my wife moaning. She was in the middle of an orgasm in the hotel room I had booked just for our romantic night out without the kids.
Linda had brought Marc back to our hotel room.
I must have stood there for just on five minutes before one of the staff came by. "Sir, are you alright?" the guy asked, shaking me out of my reprieve.
"Everyone keeps asking me that tonight, no, I'm not. In there right now is my wife fucking another man."
He gulped. "You're not going to do anything stupid, are you, sir?" he asked.
I looked at him. He must have been nineteen and would have had no chance again if I got physical. I sighed.
"No, not going to do anything stupid." I handed him the room card and just turned and walked away.
As the elevator took me down to the lobby, I was lost, my marriage was over, I was a pathetic cuck of a loser, I must be, I reasoned, my wife dropped me like a ton of bricks and brought her lover back to our hotel room to fuck him. Tears began to fall from my cheeks, and my feet tapped onto the tiled floor of the hotel lobby. My vision became blurry with the tears pouring from my eyes, and I am sure I got more than a stare or two as I walked. I was defeated and had no idea what to do next. I was totally and utterly numbing at that moment to everything going on around me.
From the corner of my mind, the part that was still working was my kids, Linda didn't care about them, so I should. Making a decision, I meandered my way back outside to the cold. I walked, lost in my own personal hell and wasn't paying any attention when everything went black.
[:::: Linda ::::]
I woke the following day in the hotel bed feeling sore and satisfied. Marc had fucked me and ridden me hard, and I must admit that I loved every second of it. He had a chiselled body, his cock was huge, and he knew how to fuck. I must have had a dozen orgasms in our time together.
I turned, and beside me laid Marc. He was still asleep as I rose and went to the bathroom. After seeing to my morning needs, I looked in the mirror. I had that well fucked glow. My hair was a mess, and I even had some remains of Marc's semen on my breasts. He had tried to get me to swallow, but I didn't do that despite him being a force of nature. He also tried to take my ass. Again, he got rebuffed.
I started the shower, and the hot water felt good, my stiffness from sex with Marc being soothed by the hot water. I sighed. The sex had been animalistic and passionate. Marc had seen what he wanted and taken it.
I was interrupted by the shower door opening and Marc stepping in. "Room for another?" he asked. In a few minutes, he was again inside me, making me groan, bringing me to another orgasm. Afterwards, we dressed, and he asked if we could have breakfast downstairs. I giggled as I agreed.
Over breakfast, we got a couple of looks. I was sitting with Marc LaValliere, so it made sense. While we ate, a lot of the talk in the room was of an accident outside the hotel last night. Apparently, some guy had been hit by a hotel shuttle bus. He was severely injured with multiple broken bones and numerous internal injuries. There had been a lot of blood, and witnesses said he appeared in a daze, not seeing the bus as he stepped out right in front of the moving vehicle. No one had any idea who he was, but everyone saw him come out of the hotel.
Marc chuckled. "Poor shmuck, he probably had his girlfriend break up with him and was crying too hard." I laughed too, but something didn't feel right. There was a queasiness that I couldn't shake hearing the reports on the poor guy.
After breakfast, Marc offered to take me home, which I accepted. I guessed that I would have a lot of making up to do to Jim. I could understand he would be upset. Sex with Marc was terrific. I had enjoyed it immensely, but it was a one-time thing, and though great, it was nothing close to the love that Jim gave me. So, I knew I would have to be extra loving to my husband for a little while.
On the ride home, Marc was friendly; we talked, and he laughed. "Linda, I have a lot of one-night stands, but if you ever want a repeat, I'd be happy to entertain you."
He dropped me off at home, and I pulled my suitcase behind me, unlocked the door and walked inside. The house was cold and dark.
"Jim? Jim, I'm home." I was trying to sound my usual self; I didn't want to upset Jim any more than I had. "It's me, the same me as always!" There was no response. I wandered around, and I discovered he wasn't home. Surly after the club, he would have come home?
I called Dee and asked if she knew where Jim was. She told me he blew up at the club and left. No one had heard from him, she said to me in a dismissive tone. Then, she changed the topic "But Linda, how was it, how was spending the night with Marc LaValliere?" Her voice sounded dreamy.
I giggled, "It was great, Dee. He most certainly knows his way around a woman's body. I don't think I have had that many orgasms since my honeymoon!"
Dee laughed, "it sounds incredible, and I have to admit that I'm a little jealous. But you're going to have to suck up to Jim seriously. When he left last night, he was more pissed off than any guy I've ever seen."



I sighed, "I know Dee. Once I find him, I'll need to say I'm sorry and likely a few other things. I can imagine he's pretty upset."
"Upset," Dee snorted, "he was raging, but he's a good guy Linda. He will get over it; he loves you. Jane and Phil thought the same thing. They called this morning to check on things before they went to pick up their kids."
Linda gasped, "The kids, Dee, I got to go. Mrs Porter still has Emma and Tommy. Hopefully, Jim is with them."
I rang off with Dee and quickly made my way to Mrs Porter's house.
Emma and Tommy gave me great big hugs and showed me a drawing they had been making. Then, as I told them to collect their stuff, I asked Mrs Porter.
"So, you haven't heard from Jim?" I tried to ask politely without sounding too worried.
She looked at me funny, "No dear, I thought this was your special night, and he'd be with you?"
I blushed, and she caught it, and her look spoke volumes.
"Linda, you didn't do something stupid, did you?" she asked in that tone that grandmother's style of judgement that started to make me squirm.
I stammered, "Of... Of course not. Jim and I just took different paths home, that's all."
I grabbed the kids and got out of there. At home, the kids asked how our night out was. When Emma asked where daddy was, I responded that I was sure he'd be home later and distracted them with popcorn and a movie, Disney's Frozen, of course.
I called Jim's phone.
"Jim, it's me. I know you are most likely upset, but where are you? I'm worried, and the kids are asking after you. Please call me back. I love you." Those last few words felt hollower than I wanted them to as I hung up. I felt like I wanted to say more but didn't know how or what. I sat down on a stool in the kitchen as a single tear escaped and fell to the bench below.
Somewhere inside me, I could feel guilt beginning to eat away at me. Something wasn't right; I knew Jim would be upset that I left and went with Marc; he loved me, so of course, he'd be troubled. But I wanted to believe that with that same love, he would forgive me. But he never got the kids, and he would never forget his kids. I was beginning to think a single night of great sex with a local celebrity wasn't worth what I was starting to feel, and I had no idea where my husband was.
[:::: Jim ::::]
I groaned. I felt like I had been run over by a train, everything hurt, and everything itched. I couldn't move my arms or legs, and evening opening my eyes hurt. The last thing I remember was walking out of the hotel, tears hot on my face despite the cold. I was going to call a cab and make my way home after discovering that Linda had taken that wife stealing asshole, Marc LaValliere, back to our hotel room and was fucking him. After that, nothing.
"He's coming too," I heard a voice say. I managed to open my eyes and found a pretty blonde nurse standing over me. "It's ok, sir, don't worry right now, you're in the hospital after a bad accident. You can't talk as you are on ventilation, so for the moment, relax."
She spoke calmly with me for a few minutes, and I learned her name was Ellen. I couldn't do much more than move my eyes and blink; she smiled as I tried to communicate. "Take your time. We will cover everything over the next few days. Do you have anyone we need to contact right now?"
I thought for a minute, shook my head then nodded.
"That bad, eh?" Ellen replied I think my eyes were telling a story. "Okay, for the moment, just relax. In a few hours, we will get the tube removed and get your details."
Later, a doctor came in and removed the tube, and Ellen fed me some ice chips while the doctor questioned me.
"How are you feeling...?" He asked.
"Jim," I croaked out.
"Jim," he nodded, "Well Jim, how are you feeling?" he repeated.
"Like I was hit by a bus," I replied.
He couldn't help it; he laughed. I looked at him questioningly, "Sorry, Jim, but I'm sorry to tell you that you were hit by a bus," he got serious. "You are actually quite lucky to be alive. Both your legs are broken, as well as your right arm. You had a serious concussion, and your lungs ruptured as well your spleen. You almost died on the way here. If the ambulance had been any longer, I don't know that we would be talking." He ended quietly.
I took a minute to take it all in.
"How long have I been unconscious?"
"Just under five days, and with the seriousness of your injuries, you're going to be here for at least another few weeks, perhaps longer. So, we need to make sure your organs are going to heal."
We spoke for another few minutes, and I laid there, three of my appendages in casts, and the other had been strapped down to keep me from moving overmuch.
Nurse Ellen came in holding some forms and undid the strap holding my left arm. She smiled. "Now, Jim, was it?" I nodded. "Good, now I need a few details around your insurance, contacts, that sort of thing." She looked at me with a critical eye. "And I get that there is something else going on. For example, you had a wedding ring. Would you like me to contact your wife?" she asked tentatively.
"No," I said sadly. She nodded with something approaching understanding.
"Who then?" she asked
"Let me give you the details of my mother," I said. My mother, Ruth, lived about two hours away. I asked Ellen to contact her but told her to let my mother know that she was not to talk to my wife. "Tell mom that it's all about an old friend from home. she'll know what to do."
Ellen smiled, "Got it, and Jim!" I looked at her, "Welcome back!"
Mom arrived four hours later, a whirlwind of worry and activity. Mom was a widow; my father had passed away from a heart attack several years ago. Nevertheless, she was active in her retirement community. I was the youngest of three kids, but she had the energy of someone in her forties rather than a sixty-four-year-old.
After doing the usual mother hen doting and looking sufficiently upset at my injuries, she sat down in the chair beside me.
"So?" she said.
"Yeah, it's that bad," I replied, referring to our use of the family code word to talk to no one.
For the next hour, I described in detail the events of February leading up to our postponed Valentine's Day evening, how I booked the Maddison, how we went to the club and danced. How Linda left with Marc LaValliere, how one of our 'friends' distracted me so they could escape. Then upon being devastated by Linda's betrayal, I went back to the hotel room to pick up my bag and found them having sex in the romantic retreat I had booked. Last I told her how I unknowingly walked into the bus in my anguish, ending up here.
My mother was appalled. I had not seen her this upset since dad died. However, it wasn't just sorrow. It was rage. She was going to blow a gasket if this continued, and I needed her to be focused right now.
"Mom, I need you to check on Emma and Tommy. I have no idea what Linda has done or where she is. She may even still be with Marc LaValliere for all I know."
She steamed but calmed a little at the mention of her grandchildren. "You've got it, sweetie. Shall I bring them here to visit you?"
"I'd like that, but not Linda, okay?"
"Don't worry, that slut isn't getting anywhere near my son." her eyes flashed. I just felt sad.
"Mom, I still love her, but right now...."
She patted my arm, "I know, sweetie, I know. And I'm angrier right now than I have ever been. I can't believe that she could do this."
"I know, mom, and like you, I can't fathom it. I always thought Linda and I would be together forever."
We sat and stared at each other for a minute, both of us lost in our thoughts.
"Will you be okay for a few hours if I go and pick up the kids?" she asked.
I nodded, and she kissed me on the head, grabbed her stuff and headed off.
I again lost myself in thoughts of what I had done to be so thoroughly shat upon by my wife.
[:::: Linda ::::]
The doorbell rang, and I ran and opened it. I had hoped that it might be Jim. Every day I became more desperate; every minute he wasn't here with me, I felt worse knowing that this was my fault. I had driven my best friend away.
In the doorway stood my mother-in-law, Ruth. But this wasn't the kind, gentle Ruth that I had known. There was a hardness to her that I had never seen. I had called Ruth a couple of times asking if she had seen Jim. The last time two days ago, she had asked what happened, and all I told her was that we had a disagreement and I hadn't heard from him and was trying to find him.
"Ruth, what are you doing here? Has Jim...."
SLAP!
Ruth's open palm connected with my cheek firmly and with a force that I never knew a sixty-four-year-old woman could have.
"Slut!" My mother-in-law almost yelled at me. Then she just barged through the door as I stood there stunned. It had been over a week since that night, and still, no one had heard from Jim. I was going frantic and had even filed a police report. But Ruth must know something. Despite the stinging on my face, which I know I deserved. I shook myself and responded.
"Ruth, I don't know what...."
Her eyes glared, and nostrils flared as she regarded me with utter concept, even hate. I took a step back. This was not going to go well. Ruth must know something of what happened.
"You know exactly what you did, you disgusting whore. You abandoned my son to go fuck some other man," she snarled at me.
I was intimidated by the woman's ferocity and knew she was correct, but without thinking, I went on the defensive. "But Ruth, it was Marc LaValliere. You know who that is?" I was trying woefully to justify myself. But even as I said it, the words rang hollow even to me.
She spat, physically spat. On my floor, "Of course, I know who it is. He's some self-important pussy hound that plays football and is getting off on seducing married women. And it doesn't make a lick of different who he is, you betraying bitch. You destroyed my son's heart. And what is worse you had all your friends help. Jim is devastated, but I'm here to take the kids to go and see him."
I was starting to cry. It wasn't supposed to go like this, "Let me get my stuff. I'll bring them.."
"No!" Ruth exclaimed, "He doesn't want to see you. I'm here to pick up his children to go and see him. That means without you." Her eyes were blazing with malice. I collapsed to the floor, sobbing. "What have I done?" I said to myself.
The moment stretched on for minutes, neither of us saying anything and some of the enormity of what I had done at last began to break through the self-imposed barrier I placed on my mind. I was still trying to justify that it was just sex and Jim would love me enough to get over it. I didn't want to face the reality that I was lying to myself.
"Linda," I felt Ruth's hand on my shoulder, her voice softened. I looked up, tears and snot flowing down my face. "You have taken a love that was pure and white, then with no regard for the feeling of your husband, dragged it through the mud tearing it apart, piece by piece with each step you walked away from him with another man. You left Jim alone and embarrassed. You cuckolded him in front of people that you both called friends.
"Part of me wants to beat you an inch from death so that you have an idea of what you have done to that man who loved you more than his own life.
"Can you believe that not moments before you became a dirty slut, you had asked my son to take you away so you could make love? I know I can't believe that someone can shift from love to abandoning someone that fast." She was talking calmly. "Right now, Linda, you disgust me; you're a whore of the highest order."
"But Ruth," I pleaded. "I love Jim. I don't know what happened. Marc just came up and, and I...." I couldn't finish.
She shook her head, "I get attraction, Linda, but we're humans, not animals. We don't just rut the other person because we attract them. We make a conscious choice to be with our partner. Four you that was my son, your husband, and he deserved more than that from you."
I looked at Ruth, and she just kept the blows coming.
"He is in more pain than you can ever imagine right now. And he wants, no, he needs to see his kids, and it needs to be without you."
I kept sobbing on the floor. I had hope that Jim was blowing off steam. I knew once he wasn't home that he was more than upset, but I always thought he would come home and we would work it out. The one night with Marc and all the orgasms in the world was not worth this.
Ruth left me sitting on the floor, going and finding Emma and Tommy. A few minutes later, they came out excited to go and see their dad, but finding me on the floor distraught, they became concerned.
"What's wrong, mom? Tommy asked.
If only I could tell him, if only I could tell my son how much I'd screwed up his life with one stupid decision. I cried, unable to respond. Ruth was right; I had destroyed Jim; I may have ruined my family. Neither Jim nor my kids deserve what I had done. Ruth squatted down in front of my kids.
"Kids, mom is having a hard time because right now she can't come with us to see your dad. But she will be here when I bring you back later this evening, and you can tell her all about your visit. Okay?"
I looked at them, and they appeared to accept that. They came over and hugged me, letting me know they loved me and I could see daddy soon. I managed to pick myself up and wiped my face to help Ruth out to the car with the kids. As we strapped them in, Ruth stopped to speak to me. Her handprint was still bright red on my face.
"You need to know right now. Things are going to get a lot worse. You have torn this family apart, and while you are number one on my shit list right now, dear daughter in law. You have two children to look after." She paused, "I advise you to be ready for some shocks this evening when they get home. They are going to have some stories to tell you." Behind the anger she had at me, there was pain and sorrow.
I stood motionless on the driveway as Ruth got into the car, backed out and drove off without another word. I knew that my world was going from bad to worse, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.
[:::: Jim ::::]
As mom came in with Emma and Tommy, they were delighted to see me and then cried seeing me held up like a pinata in my hospital bed. When they asked what happened, I told them.
"I got hit by a bus," I told them.
They looked at me.
'Seriously, kids, I got hit by a bus, and they brought me here."
Emma asked, holding my left hand with her brother. "But dad, why couldn't mom come and visit? She needs to know what's happened to you."
I squeezed her hand in mine, "You can tell her tonight, but kids... mom and dad," I sighed. How do you tell two young kids what had happened? "We've got some adult things to work through. But you need to know we love both of you, and we will always be there for you."
Emma looked at me, "Mom did something bad, didn't she?"
I looked stunned; my mom also drew in a breath.
Emma continued. "Mom cries a lot when she thinks we're not looking, and Mandy at school told me her dad said the same thing to her when their parents got a divorce. Mandy's mom ran away with her boss leaving Mandy and her older brother with their dad." She looked at me with a question in her eyes. "Are you and mom getting a divorce?"
I looked sad. How is it that in today's society that divorce is so common, the breakdown in marriage occurring on such a regular basis that young children don't even blink an eyelid asking the question?
"I don't know, sweetie," I responded, not trying to answer her first question.
"Did mom do this to you, dad?" Tommy asked.
I laughed, "No, son, I really did get hit by a bus." I told him.
The kids sat with me for the next hour, and we talked about my accident. My nurse, Ellen came in and smiled seeing my kids with me, then brought in some permeant markers asking if they would like to be the first to sign my casts. So, they spent the next half hour drawing on both my leg and arm casts. And I must admit I felt better than I had in days just having the kids with me.
But I was getting tired, and mom sensed I needed rest.
"Common kids, I think your father needs to sleep, I'll take you home, and you can come to visit him tomorrow. Perhaps you can bring him some clothes and his iPad."
They smiled; they liked my iPad to watch movies, usually Frozen, on it.
[:::: Linda ::::]
I was a mess. My eyes were puffy and red, my mouth was dry, and my nose was sore from blowing every couple of minutes. I sat in the front lounge room with a box of tissues, just staring out the window, wondering when the kids would be home and if Jim would be coming with them. Then, finally, a little before eight in the evening, Ruth's little ford pulled into the drive and Ruth and the kids got out.
I met them at the front door, and both kids gave me a hug that lacked warmth. Then, they trundled off to their bedrooms, Emma in particular glaring daggers at me. They knew something.
I looked at Ruth, there was still anger there, but its intensity had diminished somewhat.
"Linda, can I sit down with you for a few minutes? We need to talk."
With a sense of foreboding, I sat with Ruth down on lounges.
She took in a deep breath. "Linda, the reason that no one heard from Jim is that he's in the hospital."
I gasped, and my hand went to my chest, "Hospital, Ruth, Jim is he..." I didn't know how to ask the question.
She shook her head, "No, he's not dead. Well, he almost died. The night when you broke him, he was hit by a bus outside the Maddison hotel."
She stopped and looked at me. It wasn't a welcoming look as she waited for me.
"He was hit by a bus.... Outside the Maddison...." I tried to take it all in. Then, moments later, the conversation sitting with Marc having breakfast, the afterglow of sex still all over me, came flooding back into my mind.
"NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooOOOOOOOO!!!!!!" I screamed from the very core of my being. My complete betrayal of my husband hit me. I had giggled at Marc's comment about the guy being hit by the bus because his girlfriend dropped him. I screamed and screamed; my best friend almost died because of me.
The kids hearing my screams came running from their bedrooms, trying to hug me as I dissolved into a puddle on the ground by the couch. It was my fault, all my fault. My husband, the man I loved, had been utterly destroyed. His mind, his body and soul were all broken because of me. I was aware of my kids crying over me for a while, but I didn't have it in me to respond. Then I heard another voice calling out.
"Linda," Ruth was saying through the haze, "Linda!"
SLAP!
Again, I felt the sting of my mothers-in-law's hand on my cheek. But at least she used the other side this time. My left cheek was still stinging from earlier.
"Linda, snap out of it. Your children are here." Ruth admonished me.
I looked, and Emma and Tommy were holding me and crying as well.
Over the next half hour, the kids wouldn't leave my side. They held onto me as Ruth sat down on the other couch, essentially watching, I kept crying, and the kids tried to console me. I didn't want it; I didn't deserve it. At last, we reached a point where we were all settled enough that I could send the kids for a bath. They were old enough to sort that out themselves, so we sent them on the way.
Ruth and I again sat together.
"So, are you getting a feel for how badly you fucked up?" Ruth asked me, a deadpan look levelled against me.
I sniffed and gave a wane little smile, "As much as I feel right now, I'm sure it's a tithe of what my husband is feeling." I sobbed, "I really destroyed everything, didn't I?"
"Linda, that is the understatement of the year." was Ruth's reply.



"Will you tell me about his injury's?" I asked, trying the change the topic.
For the next five minutes, Ruth proceeded to tell me how Jim had broken bones, ruptured organs and a variety of bruising. We were interrupted by the kids, and both of us put aside our talk getting the kids into bed. They were exhausted from the trip to the hospital and crying at my earlier meltdown. So, once we got them settled, they went off to sleep quickly.
When we went back out to the lounge, Ruth asked for a glass of wine.
"Linda, I'm staying here for the moment. I'm not asking. I'm telling you. You have fucked up this family, and I need to be here for everyone." She looked at me accusingly. "Even you. So, I'm having, and you're giving me a god damm glass of wine."
I hesitated a little but gave my acceptance. If there was any chance to make this right, Ruth might be my only path forward. I went to the kitchen, poured her a glass of wine, and we sat back down in the lounge.
Nothing was said for a few minutes as she looked out the window at our garden, Jim loved to work in our garden, and as the weather warmed up and the snow melted, he would usually spend a couple of weekends making sure everything looked amazing.
"What were you thinking, Linda?" Ruth asked, still looking out the window. "I mean, were you and Jim unhappy, was he unsatisfying in bed. What were you thinking?" she never glanced my way.
I hung my head in shame. "I wasn't thinking, Ruth. I honestly wasn't thinking. As Marc danced with me, nothing went through my mind. Then he suggested we escape. Nothing entered my mind as I told him about the hotel room. Nothing went through my mind until I got home and found the house empty. So, I have no justification, no excuse, nothing."
Ruth then turned to look at me. Her gaze was like a hawk eyeing a rodent from the air. Then she frowned.
"That's not a very good response Linda. Were you unhappy?"
"My goodness, no, Jim has always gone out of his way to please me."
"Was he not cutting it in bed?" she asked, holding her wine and an eyebrow raised.
I blushed, talking to his mother, "No, Jim and I have always had an amazing sex life."
"Did he beat you then?"
I was shocked, "Ruth, you know better than that. Your son would never lift a hand to a woman, let alone his wife."
"Sorry, Linda, but I am trying for the life of me to figure out why you would disrespect my son so much that you not only left him for some muscle-bound freak. But you also took that freak to the hotel room that Jim had booked for a romantic evening of loving and sex between husband and wife."
"Marc is not a muscle-bound fr...." I caught myself.
Ruth raised her eyebrow again.
"How did you know?" I asked Ruth. Bile began rising from my stomach. "Ruth, how did you know that I was with Marc in the hotel room?"
"After you abandoned Jim for your little once-off night. Jim didn't know what to do. You had just humiliated him in front of your friends, and he was upset like you have never known. He decided to come back to the hotel room and get his bag before coming home and getting the kids. He'd pulled out his room card, and right before he opened the door, he heard you moaning through an orgasm."
I started hyperventilating. No, he didn't hear that, no, my poor Jim. Ruth continued.
"He told me he must have been standing there for about five minutes before one of the hotel staff interrupted him, so Jim went back downstairs, it was then in a daze, having just had his loving wife destroy his very soul that he was hit by one of the hotel's incoming shuttle buses."
I looked at Ruth, her eyes were again accusing, and there was no compassion in her demeanour at all. I took one look and saw her disgust and threw up. I hadn't eaten correctly for days, so there was little but bile in my stomach. It burnt my throat as it came up, the acid spewing forth from my mouth and over the coffee table and rug in front of me. I dry reached, unable to calculate the pain I had put my husband through. I fell to my hands and knees from the cough, heaving as I had nothing left to throw up.
A few minutes later, Ruth handed me a washcloth and a bucket.
"Here, clean yourself up. Then let's clean up this mess." She said simply.
We cleaned up my vomit, took the rug outside, and hosed it down. We said nothing else as we hung the rug and walked back inside.
Ruth looked at me coldly, disgusted at what I had done. I know I deserved every part of it. I had let another man take me to bed. I uttered a good night and went to bed saying nothing else. I tossed and turned for hours, wondering what else I had done to hurt the man I loved.
[:::: Jim ::::]
The following week, I felt a whole lot better. After a couple of days, they cautiously got me out of bed to stand with the aid of two orderlies to check my movement. Unfortunately, I would be confined to a wheelchair for the foreseeable future. Two broken legs and a broken arm meant I couldn't use crutches. I was worried about my insurance but found out the hotel was paying for everything as their shuttle bus hit me.
My mother bought the kids to see me most days, and she let me know that Linda wasn't doing very well. I was passive any time Linda was mentioned on the outside, but inside I was all over the place. I was still really hurt physically and then broken on the inside by her betrayal, but I felt sorry for my wife. Mom believed that Linda was genuinely remorseful for what she did, telling me about her physical reactions to some of their conversations. But mom admitted she had no idea what the next steps were.
We spoke privately about divorce, and I knew it was a real option, and it's where my head was at, feeling like the only way forward.
I managed to call work and inform the management I was in the hospital. They let me know I had plenty of leave to have a few months off. But to get better and come back soon.
I spent a lot of time thinking about Linda, about what she did and why. I felt we were happily married. Even when she went dancing with the asshole, I never thought she could betray me as she had. It sucked that I still loved her like crazy, but I didn't know what to do. It sounded like she was sorry I got hurt but was there any more regret for what she did?
I also called a lawyer friend from high school. He dealt in corporate law but gave me a reference to a family lawyer, Annabelle Brown, who agreed to come in and meet with me to go over my situation.
When she arrived, I was stunned to see a gorgeous blond with curves in all the right places and no wedding ring walk in the room.
"Jim, I presume", taking one look at me and calculating everything, this woman was sharp as a tack.
She pulled out a seat, sat down and pulled out one of those yellow legal pads.
"So, let's start at the beginning," she said
For the next three hours, I told my story about the planned romantic evening with my wife, Marc LaValliere's seduction of my wife, my finding them fucking in the hotel room I reserved and then walking out and getting hit by a bus.
She made notes, had me repeat parts several times and asked questions. She also frowned a lot.
"Well, Jim," she said when I finished the retelling. "I won't beat around the bush. With your injuries and what I am sure we can get from witness statements and security camera's, I can likely secure you a favourable settlement in a divorce, a settlement from the hotel and likely a settlement from the LaValliere management team. Of course, none of them will want this to go public. So, your accident puts you in an excellent position."
She paused.
"Is this what your want?" she asked.
"I don't know, from LaValliere, certainly, but Linda. Despite everything, honestly, I still love her."
She nodded, "Jim, this isn't unusual, granted; you're a more extreme case than I usually work with, but you need to decide what you want to do and quickly."
"How much is it going to cost," I asked.
"My fees," she dismissed, "don't worry, by the time I'm finished, the hotel and LaValliere will cover those. If you divorce your wife, it will be a fifty-fifty split, though you need to be aware she will likely get the kids, and you will need to pay child support."
I nodded. I expected something like that.
"Look, let's get all three started. All of this takes time so go for it." I told her
She nodded.
"Jim?" she asked hesitatingly. I looked at my new lawyer, "I've been doing this a while, and one thing, while hurtful, is that I think you need to talk to your wife before we serve her divorce papers."
She held up a hand as I frowned at her, "I know, I know, your hurt and I understand how much more your pride is wounded, your trust shattered. I see this all the time. Even for us lawyers who make our money doing this, we see no winners in divorce. But you have children with her, Jim. Think of them. Talking to your wife before starting everything will help you in the long run." I sighed; she was right. "Just think about it, okay?"
I would.
[:::: Linda ::::]
Dee called today and asked after Jim, I put the phone on the kitchen table on speaker as I grabbed a box of tissues and told her the basics while crying over the phone, and I was surprised about how unsympathetic she was.
"Well, Linda, I'm glad he's not dead, but it serves him right. He should have stayed with us so we could look after him instead of going after you while you and Marc had your night of passion."
'Dee, how can you say that? Jim's in the hospital. He almost died because of what we did. And he didn't go after us. I took Marc back to the hotel room that Jim booked for us without thinking."
Dee snorted, "So what? It's not like he needed it. Look, right now, Jim needs to spend this time and get his head on straight. Your night with Marc was everything you thought it would be, correct?"
"Well, yes, I think so," I responded quietly, no longer convinced of that fact.
"Well then, there you go. When Jim gets out, just look after him." She paused then said, "Perhaps in the meantime, you should hook up with Marc again and get some loving. If Jim's out of action, you'll need some relief." Dee giggled.
I was appalled. I had already destroyed the man I loved, despite the great sex. Why would a friend tell me to compound that mistake by cheating on Jim again? Finally, I was coming to see it was not worth it. I would trade just one hug, one kiss from Jim to wipe away the memories of that night. If I could go back in time, I would have refused that first dance with Marc. It wasn't worth this pain.
"Linda?" Dee queried when I didn't respond.
I shook my head. "Sorry Dee, but it doesn't matter what I did, I destroyed the best man I know. And I asked you to help me. So now, when I regret it, you tell me to go to Marc again when I tell you what happened. Dee, you're not a good friend."
'Linda, I'm sorry I didn't mean..."
"No Dee, I think you did mean it," I said, getting angry. "I saw your jealous eyes that night in the bathroom as I betrayed my husband, you wanted it to be yourself going with Marc, not me, and every time you bring it up since the wistfulness in your voice betrays you." I heard her gasp on the other end of the phone.
"Linda..." she started to say. I cut her off.
"If you want to spend a night with Marc so badly, I'll give you, his number. I can't un-fuck him or my marriage. Yes, Dee, the sex was great. But let me tell you something, Jim has given me much stronger orgasms that lasted a lot longer than anything Marc could do. My time with Marc was a fantasy I should never have let myself have."
"Linda, it's okay. You don't need to tell me this." Dee was trying to backpedal.
"No Dee, I think I do, you want the truth, yes Marc was a skilled lover, he was big and strong, his cock felt amazing, but it was all about him, I was just along for the ride and got off because I was stupid. Jim," I paused and bit my lip lost in memories of my husband and me in bed, "Jim could put Marc to shame in bed every day of the week. When Jim takes you to bed, he looks after you. Your needs come first. Jim knows how to please my body in ways that Marc has not even got a concept of. Jim knows how to use his tongue, and he knows how to touch you to turn you on. Marc just fucks and makes you think he's amazing. Looking back now and telling you this. I am ashamed because, for all Marc's supposed prowess in bed, he will never be half the lover my husband is."
"Linda, you don't have to justify it. I'm sorry I went off on Jim, and maybe I wished I was you being swept up, but it was you, and you're the one who walked out the door. Not me." She said, trying to get out from under the conversation and her responsibility.
"And there's the rub," I said to Dee, "I'm the one who walked out the door. I'm the one who fucked her life and her family. I'm the one who, if I had kept my head, wouldn't have her husband in the hospital.
"Dee, I think you need to stop calling me. You should have told me off that night, not encouraged me to go. I think I need to find some better friends and hope beyond all hope that Jim can find it in his heart to forgive me. If I have to crawl naked over broken glass to get him to forgive me, I will. I would strip this instant and do it just to hear his voice."
"That's a bit overdramatic, isn't' it?" Dee asked.
"No, Dee, I don't think it is. I honestly don't know if even that would be enough, I've killed everything, and I'm sorry I ever let my cunt rule my mind. I'll forever regret that night, and every feeling of passion, every touch I felt, even the feeling of my orgasms that that asshole Marc gave me is now nothing but regret. If Jim divorces me, I won't fight it. He deserves so much better than me. Goodbye Dee."
I hung up the phone.
As I sat down and cried, my anger at Dee retreated to be replaced with more regret. I never noticed the shadow retreating down the hall or the phone held facing me.
[:::: Jim ::::]
I was feeling a little bittersweet at the moment. But, in two days, I would be released from the hospital. My recovery was going well, the organ damage I had sustained was healing, and my legs and arm, other than being itchy, were healing how they should, according to the doctors.
But getting out of the hospital also meant I had to go home, which meant I had to face Linda. I had not seen or talked to her since she left me that night, and from what I understood, she was having a hard time with things, which made me angry even though she was the main reason she was having a hard time. I felt bad because she felt terrible. How screwed up is that.
But I still had two days, and I suppose a conversation with Linda was a given. I'd had many people come through to visit me. My mother came by with the kids most days, my older brother and sister had dropped by, and I'd had a few people from work drop by. I'd given new humour to the old joke of being hit by a bus to get out of work. It also got back to me that a few people had heard the rumours about Marc and Linda, but I told everyone that I needed to recover not worry about rumours.
That afternoon it was just before dinner. I was sitting watching TV. Mom was in the process of dropping the kids home and let me know she would bring me a burger and fries back. I was pondering the upcoming and inevitable conversation with Linda when David and Dee walked into the room.
Dee laughed. "Linda wasn't lying; it does look like you got hit by a bus," Dee said as they walked into the room.
I scowled, "What are you doing here?" I asked.
"Intervention," Dee said dismissively. I looked at David, and he didn't look happy.
"Why?"
"Because you need to pull your head out of your ass and forgive Linda," Dee responded matter of factly.
"Dee, you of all people have no right to waltz in here and demand anything. You are dammed lucky that I'm talking to you and not asking security to remove you after what you did!"
"After what I did?" she looked at me incredulously.
I nodded, "What did Dee do?" David asked.
"She enabled my wife to cheat on me," I stated.
David snorted, "Jim, I don't know what you think. Yeah, it was a pretty shitty thing that Linda did to you, but Dee didn't enable it. Did you, honey?"
"David, I...." Dee began, but David caught the look in his wife's eyes.
He looked at his wife. "Dee, tell me you didn't really enable Linda to walk out with Marc and held Jim back as he accused you that night. Did you?"
"David, Linda deserved..." Dee started.
"Oh fuck Dee, you did. We thought Jim was just acting out, rightly upset. But it WAS you that ensured that Linda left with Marc, then you stopped Jim, you ran your bloody womanly interference that put Jim here!" he accused.
"No, David, Linda wanted to do it. I just helped..."
"Like hell you did," David started. He looked at me then back to his wife, "Jim was right that night. You could have convinced Linda to stay, not enable her to cheat on her husband. And don't get off on the fact that Linda 'deserved' to commit adultery with another man. There is no right way to fuck around on your husband. So, Dee, if Marc walked up to you, would you feel you deserved to run out on me and fuck him, then think it wouldn't affect us?"
"David, I..."
"You know what, save it, Dee, I'm disgusted with you right now." David looked over at me. "Jim, I am so sorry; we should have believed you and backed you up that night. But unfortunately, I was listening to my obviously delusional wife. I guess we all need to look at our wives' fidelity. I think Dee's is pointing a different direction."
Wow, I wasn't expecting that. I thought all of them approved of Linda's actions that night.
"Common Dee, I don't think either of us deserves to be around Jim right now. Let's go!" Dave said.
Dee complained, and David dragged her out. She yelled for me to get my head out of my ass as she was handled out the door, and they were gone.
A little later, Nurse Ellen came in, and we spoke about David and Dee's visit until my mom turned up. She sat down and deposited a burger and a large side of fries with gravy over them on my hospital table. I told her about David and Dee coming around and how David dragged Dee out of the room, her still spouting nonsense about me getting my head right.
She looked a little miffed.
"What is it, mom?"
She looked at me and hesitated, then pulled out a letter and placed it on the hospital table in front of me. On it in large writing were the words 'Jim' in Linda's big and bold writing.
"Do you know what's in this?" I ask as I picked up the letter, suddenly nervous.
"More or less," she nodded. "we've been talking, and she's spent the last few days writing this. But after you read it, I also need to let you know something else. So, I'll leave you alone for a few minutes to read the letter. And Jim."
She looked at me, trying to decide on what to say.
"While in no way do I condone anything she did, that woman has more regret inside her than any person I have ever met. So, judge her, but please don't hate her." And with that, she left.
I opened the letter and for a moment just looked at the pages. They were written in Linda's cursive handwriting, always elegant, and for a moment, it made me smile. I read:
Jim,
There are no words that I can write that can express the remorse that I feel for what I have done to you. I took your love, your devotion and everything, then trashed it in in a single moment of stupidity that has not just affected you and me, but our kids, our family and our friends.
You deserve so much more, and I will forever mourn the loss of our trust that night. I've been trying to put things together around how stupid I have been, and I will try to be as honest as possible here. I think I owe you that at the very least.



First off, please never think that I don't love you. I was stupid and forgot how much I love you, but I do love you, and your absence over these past few weeks has shown me how much. When I heard you were in the hospital because of what I had done, I screamed, when I heard it was you that was hit by that bus outside the hotel I wanted to die. It should have been me that was injured, knocked over by that bus. And it should have been me that almost died; you didn't deserve anything I did to you.
Jim, I love you with all my heart. That will never change. However, no more can I claim to be your perfect wife. I didn't just break you, and I see that now; I also broke me. And honestly, I don't know how to put either of us back together. But, if I could give anything of myself to make you whole again, I would without a moment's hesitation.
I cannot express how sorry I am that I ruined our night out, February drove us all a bit crazy, and this was supposed to be our night out to be just us. I dressed that night for you and you alone. I can't believe how I sullied that night. To let you know, I've burned that dress and the lingerie from that night. I don't deserve those things. I gave them to someone else when they were meant for you, so I got rid of them.
And Jim, I'm sorry, I took him back to our room, again I wasn't thinking, I never thought you would turn up to the room. I don't know why I assumed that, but when your mother told me what happened. Well, I think I have a small understanding of how much you hate me, having heard what you heard.
Jim, I'm sorry, but I want to talk about Marc for a minute and what I did. When Marc approached the table, I swooned. I felt all my logical thinking go out the window. Here was a local football hero wanting to dance with me. I hate to say it, but I never thought about you or the kids. I thought only with my uterus. To my eternal shame, I became a slut. When Marc asked me to slip away, I don't know why I said yes. I asked Dee to cover for me and let you know that I loved you and it would be alright. I naively thought I'd come home, and we'd reconnect. How stupid that sounds now. I broke something precious to me for what feels like forever and completely.
I need to let you know. Marc was not a better lover than you. In many ways, he was inferior, but he did know how to fuck. That word is so disgusting in my mouth now, fuck. Marc fucked me. Yes, he was strong and powerful, but he was selfish. Disgracefully, at the time, I did enjoy it. But I know now it was nothing compared to what we once shared. As part of my humiliation, I have gone and gotten an STD test, and while I know it makes sense that you will never touch me again, I'm clear. While Marc was arrogant, he wasn't cruel, and I don't have any feelings of love for him, now I find that I dislike him quite a lot.
If he asked me to leave you for him, I would say no, even if we didn't have Emma and Tommy. If I could go back in time, I would corner Dee and myself in that bathroom and slap myself to stop me from making the single biggest mistake of my life walking out with him. And Jim, you need to know you did absolutely nothing wrong. You are the perfect husband, father and lover. All of this, it's all one hundred per cent on me.
Hearing about you in hospital and the injuries I caused over the past couple of weeks has been torture. Most of my waking thoughts and many of my dreams have been coming to support you. My dreams torture me with your broken body, and I wake screaming most nights. I am broken that you're hurt, and I can't help you heal and worse, I am the one who hurt you.
The one ray of light in this gloom I have dragged us into has been your mother, Ruth has not given me an inch of grace since the moment she arrived, but neither has she stopped helping me. Your mother is one of the most upstanding women I know. If this is the end of my life with you, then I will try to model my next life around your mother's example.
Lastly, I expect my infidelity and my actions will lead to our divorce. Jim, I won't stand in the way, and I won't fight it. You may keep the house and have primary custody of the kids; I don't deserve to come between you and them. I ask you to allow my visitation because I love them almost as much as I love you. When you serve me, please let me know? I'd prefer it to be private rather than public, but if you feel the need to humiliate me because that is what I did to you, I will accept it publicly.
As I stated initially, I am sorry, sorrier than I can ever express. I hold onto the hope that you can forgive me, and to use that at the close of this letter is selfish, but it is my desire.
I will always love you. My heart, regardless, will always remain yours.
Your stupid and regretful wife
Linda
I reread the letter again, and then a third time. Emotionally I had no idea where I was. I expected Linda to be proud and arrogant or brush responsibility under the rug with the classic 'I only love you,' or 'we'll be stronger after this'. But what I just read came across as someone who was living in pain and regret. They wanted permission to own their mistake and didn't blame me at all.
I also re-read the part where she noted that Marc wasn't as good a lover as I was, and I had to smile.
Mom came back in and looked at my smile.
"I take it the letter wasn't all doom and gloom?" she asked.
"I'd be lying if I said parts of it didn't hurt. But I also know Linda is hurting almost as much as I am. Although, perhaps emotionally, she's hurting more.
"She is Jim, and I want you to listen to something." Mom pulled out her phone and played most of the conversation between Dee and Linda a couple of days ago. My jaw dropped as I listened to her tell Dee off. First, I winced at her broken glass comment. Then I smiled again when she described that I ran rings around Marc in bed.
"She's hurting Jim. She knows she did wrong, and Linda wants to hold you, but she also knows your discussion about one and done and expects your life together is over."
I thought for a minute. I knew a couple of tears ran down my cheeks. I didn't care. Mom watched me.
"Mom, I miss my wife. I don't want her gone, I want to throttle her, yes, but there is an old question of people who have been cheated on. Am I better off with her in my life or without her? I am incredibly hurt, but I know I'm better with her. I just don't know how to make that happen."
Mom smiled.
"I do," she looked to the door, "Linda!" she said loudly.
In a moment in the doorway stood a very diminutive version of my wife, she very hesitantly came forward, and fresh tears started falling from her face as she looked at me lying in the hospital bed.
"Jim?" she said quietly.
"Linda," I chocked out. I hadn't seen her in weeks, and unlike the woman who walked out on me, this woman looked split between locking herself with handcuffs to my bed and running crying out of the room. Ruth stood up and guided Linda to the chair beside the bed.
For a few minutes, Linda looked at my casts and the wires running up out of my hospital gown and then up to my eyes. Her eyes we full of worry, pain and fear. "Does it hurt?" she asked.
"Nah," I responded, "it's all fake to make you feel bad." I winked at her.
She gulped and almost bolted. Ruth held her in the chair.
"Jim," she scolded me, "Linda is taking a big risk coming here."
I looked at my pitiful wife. "I'm sorry, Linda, I couldn't resist. Honestly, I've still got some great pain mediation being fed into me, but I'm itchy under the casts."
Without thinking, she reached out and grabbed my good hand, "Oh baby, what have I done!" she broke down, "What have I done!" she repeated over and over. But she never let go of my hand. I squeezed it, and she stopped and looked at me.
I sighed. It was time to stand up to the vow, for better or worse. I knew in that instant that I was better with her than without her. I gave her a small smile. "Linda, I need you."
With that one small statement, she stopped crying and stood from the chair, looking at Ruth. "Ruth, could you please grab the kids from Mrs Porter and take them home for the night? I need to be here with my husband." Then, she smiled ruefully at me, understanding that she may have crossed a line by taking charge, "Regardless of the outcome."
I watched as my mother smiled. She came over and hugged Linda, then whispered something to her. Mom then kissed me on the forehead and headed off.
After she left, I asked, "What did mom say?"
She looked scared, "She told me that if I hurt you again, there was no place in this word far enough away for me to hide where she wouldn't find me and string my entrails from the nearest fence post."
Then she smiled.
"Then she told me to look after my husband."
For the next hour, Linda and I talked about my injuries, what treatment was and what needed to happen for my recovery moving forward. Eventually, we fell into an awkward silence.
"Jim?"
I looked at her. Some of the worries had disappeared. But there was still a lot of fear.
"What about us?" she asked, her voice was shaking.
I sighed, "I don't know Linda, do I love you, yes. I know you love me, and I know how regretful you are. I want us to get past this, but there is a big problem. Do you know what I mean?"
I looked at her, she nodded.
"Trust." She spoke.
"Trust," I agreed, "In trying to get past the issue of trust. What happens next time someone like Marc LaVaillere comes along, and your brain shuts down. You have already shown me the absolute worst disrespect while I was there holding your hand in front of friends. But what happened next time? Can you promise me you won't fall off the wagon?"
'I would never..." then she stopped and looked at me, "No Jim, I can't, I want to say right now I am yours forever, I would never hurt you to bring you back here again, but I can't." she paused and looked at me. "This world isn't perfect, and I want to promise it, but I can't. As much as you can't promise me that you won't go after some sexy supermodel to get back at me someday."
"But Linda..." I started. She cut me off and squeezed my hand in a loving gesture while shaking her head.
"No Jim, I love you, and I wouldn't complain if you wanted to get back at me by sleeping with someone else, even though I know it would be the worst pain I can imagine. I know that because you have been going through it. But, if it brought you back to me, I would push you to do it. But I know it wouldn't. You would torture yourself over your infidelity like I am. I'm dirty Jim, unclean, and no shower takes this feeling away from me. I wouldn't wish you feel like this with everything else I have put you through."
She paused.
"As much I want to say, I would never again betray you. I am the one who broke your trust, and I also know you can't make the same promise. I know if I were in your shoes, I wouldn't."
She wasn't wrong, I might not trust her, and she had a point in reciprocation. But nevertheless, a part of me wondered what a hospital shower with the lovely nurse Ellen might be like or bed the beautiful Annabella Brown.
I sighed, "I take your point."
She laid a hand on my arm and looked at me intensely.
"Jim, I love you, and I know it's going to take a long time to rebuild the trust, But I want to try though, with every part of me I want to try. If you don't want to, I will understand. I won't fight a divorce."
I looked at my mournful wife. She was raw and vulnerable.
"Linda," she looked at me hopefully. "I'll be honest, in addition to a lawsuit again your boyfriend," she winced, "and the hotel, my lawyer, is putting together a divorce petition." Linda gasped, but her grip tightened on my hand.
"It's okay, Jim, I won't fight it, I deserve it, but I don't want it. Is there any hope? Is there anything I can do?" she sat down, crying, her hand still holding mine.
"You've already done it," I said, and she started weeping. I squeezed her hand.
"Linda, you have already done it," I repeated, she looked up at her, and I gave her a small smile. "From what mom has been telling me, along with your letter, and I heard your phone call with Dee. I know we've got a long road to go, and I'm not going to lie, it's going to be hard, But I'm willing to try to rebuild something. Not just for Emma and Tommy, but for us too."
It was like the sun coming out after a thunderstorm. Linda tears stopped, and her smile brightened the room. Since we went out that night, I felt hope for the first time.
[:::: Linda ::::]
That evening in the hospital with Jim, it felt like I was reborn. I'd been given a second chance to keep my husband. We moved him into the guest room where Ruth stayed when we got him home. It was easier for his wheelchair while he was in his casts. We moved Ruth into the master bedroom so I could stay with Jim. His recovery was slow. There was a lot of exercises we had to get him through daily. I was never more than a mere moment from his side. He never complained when I had to help him to the bathroom or when I helped him shave.
His situation also helped us regain our intimacy. Jim could only have sponge baths with three limbs wrapped in casts, so while I wiped him down, I made sure to clean his genitals thoroughly. After a few days, Jim started getting a hard-on as I cleaned him. I never asked but sucked him off and swallowed his load, something I had never done for anyone before. I told him it was efficient and to keep him clean, but I think he knew I was just trying to make it up to him.
The day he got his casts off, I wanted to jump him right into bed, but his limbs were sore, so I massaged his limbs, and he fell to sleep quickly. That weekend though, Ruth had taken the kids away, and I let Jim take me, and oh my goodness, he rocked my world like never before. Marc LaVaillere had nothing on Jim that weekend. Part of me thinks Jim was trying to prove a point, but after almost two days, as we lay exhausted, we said nothing but fell asleep content in each other's arms. I knew I would be walking funny for a week, but I was happy. I belonged to my husband again. I was never again going to give him any cause to doubt my devotion to him.
One other thing is I also let Jim take my anal virginity. He was loving and slow, used lots of lube, and I must admit I came hard. Neither of us were going to get into anal other than a bit of extra fun now and then, but I felt good for having let my husband reclaim me and giving him something no one else had or would ever get.
As a couple, Jim had a few mood swings early on. But we made a point to talk through any anger he had or regret that I had when I would occasionally become despondent. We found that communication helped us find our way back to each other more than anything.
We learnt that David and Dee had separated. Apparently, Dee had continued to maintain it was okay for me to have my night with Marc. She couldn't understand everyone, including me, who saw it as the biggest mistake ever made.
And Marc LaVaillere, well, his legal team settled out of court for just over three million dollars to Jim, usually, a suit like that would go nowhere, but after being hit by a bus that could be quickly drawn back to the time Marc and I spent in that hotel room, his lawyers said it was better to avoid the scandal. Add that to the additional four point two million Jim got from the hotel plus medical expenses. So, he's doing quite nicely.
I say him because while Jim didn't divorce me, I did speak with his lawyer Annabella Brown and asked her for a postnup protecting Jim's money. Jim protested, but I insisted. I would never go silly again, but I wanted Jim to know it would never affect him financially if I ever did.
Emma and Tommy were ecstatic to have their parents back together and loved we were so much more attentive to them than ever before.
After a few months, we started going out again, and I always stayed close to him. I had my husband back, but we were both still broken in many ways, and I needed Jim to be my rock.
[:::: Jim ::::]
It's a year later, and we're back to that month we all hate February. My injuries have healed nicely, and other than a few pains on a cold morning, I can do everything I can before I got hit by a bus.
Linda and I are doing well. However, it hasn't been smooth sailing, and when we talk about it, we both agree if it hadn't been for the bus, my mother and me being in a hospital, things might have ended up very different. My lack of presence due to the hospital caused Linda to regret what happened immediately, so she didn't just sweep it under the rug and try to make me think it wouldn't affect us. She has seen a counsellor regularly, and despite a lot of psychobabble, just Linda getting to talk to someone disconnected from our lives helped her immensely.
One of the surprising relationships is between my mother and Linda. Mom was so much a part of the story; Linda now talks with my mom about almost everything.
My time in the hospital and isolation made me understand how much I need Linda. Some of you may think I should have thrown her to the curb, and there is part of me that agrees. But I just think of myself as a forgiving man that knows I am better with her by my side, and I know my wife will forever regret her actions of that night.
Again, we have chosen to head out and spend the night at a hotel and go to a club. Linda has made a new dress and bought some matching lingerie. This time, she didn't make me wait to see it but modelled the lingerie and put on the dress for me. I must say that was fun as I helped her out of it not long after.
We got a suite at the Maddison, I now get my rooms complimentary, and we're heading back to the same club. Our group of friends have taken the painstaking time and effort to try and get back in my good graces. I doubt I will ever need to buy a drink again while hanging out in the group. The notable exception to our group is Dee. After our discussion in the hospital and subsequent separation from Dave. Dee got so mad at David for doubting her that she went out and had a one-night stand and ended up getting pregnant. David isn't the father. They recently divorced, and David, more than any of the crew, had been hanging out with me commiserating around what we now call LaValliere syndrome.
The same as last year, Linda's dress made her turn heads all over the place. I was both nervous and proud. Our conversation was light, nothing serious. The band was playing, and we danced a few dances. Linda kept her hand in mine or was constantly rubbing my leg. I think she was as nervous as I was. No one at our table asked anyone other than their spouses to dance. Dave was careful to ask only a few single ladies for dance, and any time a married woman came up and asked, he smiled and politely declined.
I guess it was around ten in the evening when the atmosphere changed. A group had arrived for the reserved areas, including Marc LaVaillere.
It was Phil who spotted him doing the rounds, but unlike last year, Phil groaned, "Don't look now, but it's Marc LaVaillere.
He wandered over to our table and took one look at Linda, and started sizing her up. Linda was holding my hand tightly, just like last year. She was ridged as he held out his hand.
"Hi, I'm Marc. Would you like to dance?" Like last year, Linda gasped and let go of my hand like a hot potato. My world started to close in, and everyone around the table was about to object as again my wife turned her back to me. In that split second, I wondered if my life was about to end.
SLAP!
Linda's hand connected with Marc's face with one of the mightiest sounds you have heard, most of the club stopped everything and looked. She had let go of me and turned for maximum leverage. Suddenly sliding out of the booth and standing, Linda followed up a moment later, kicking him in the balls, and as he collapsed, she spat on him.



"You're a fucking bottom feeder, Marc LaVaillere, you almost ruined my life this time last year, and you have the fucking gall to walk in here and pretend you don't know me to try it again!"
"Lady, I don't...." suddenly, his eye went wide.
"Lacy, I recall you," he smiled at her then turned to look up at me. "Keen for another round, I'll rock your world again, and you will never need to think of this cuck again."
"You dickhead, it's Linda." Dave corrected him, glaring at someone who contributed to his own marriage breakup.
Linda purposely put her heel into his hand as she turned to me. Marc moaned. "Darling, I think you need to take me back to our room and fuck me hard like you always do, then follow it up with that oh so sweet lovemaking that makes me gush. I find that I need to get the poor taste of LaValliere out of my system, he fucks like a Neanderthal, but has no technique." Linda moved and helped me out of my seat. "Oh, and Marc," She bent down. "I should let you know that while you look alright, you're actually a pretty average lover."
She glanced from him to me, then back to him. "Tonight, I am going to get fucked by a real man, bye!"
When we walked out of the club, the bouncer, the same one on the door as last year, had a massive grin on his face and fist-bumped me. As Linda melted into my side, I felt ten feet tall. That night Linda and I didn't stop fucking till the sun came up. She made sure I fucked her mouth, her pussy and her ass and would not stop grabbing me possessively and mouthing the word 'mine' any time for the next week.
The following week, we read in the paper that Marc LaValliere would have to be sidelined due to a hand injury this season, and to make matters worse, videos had started arising of him hitting on wives around the place. As a result, he was traded to a lesser club in another state, and within a year, his pro career ended.
Linda and I found out a few weeks after that night we would become parents again. Linda cried and held me thanking me for forgiving her. I held her and laughed. She looked at me, and I noted, "I do have to say I was worried, but this February didn't really suck."
[:::: End ::::]
[:::: Authors End Note ::::]
Thank you, everyone, for reading my take on February Sucks. Again, respect George Anderson for writing a great story in the first place and then allowing so many of us to have a go of our variation.
Some of the reconciliation in this one came from someone in my immediate family who went through their spouse cheating on them many years ago. They separated for a time but came back together. Today they are still married and have a child. I have talked to both of them, and they have admitted how difficult it was to get past the infidelity. It was from the person cheated on that I first heard the term better with them than without long before I heard it here in an LW story.
See you in the next story.
John Other



        On the Mend

        When your wife meets you in the Little Black Dress.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/one-the-mend

Title: On the Mend

Author: other2other1

Category: Loving Wives

Description: When your wife meets you in the Little Black Dress.

Tags: accident, btb, dream, cheating wife, disability




[:::: Authors Note ::::]
{Note: Due to a typo in the title when I published the original, I have resubmitted a new version with the title stored and a couple of other issues fixed}
In my last story, I wrote my first full-on reconciliation story. Knowing the story would get a lot of mixed reviews, I did smile a little as I hit publish. However, I also rushed it out wanting to have it released in February in line with its namesake, and there were a few mistakes that were not ironed out. As I continue to try evolve my writing, I want to try tackle different scenarios seeing what I put together. Some people will like it, others not so much, but I am working to become a better storyteller regardless of the topic. I hope everyone can appreciate that. This story is based around one of the LW story styles that I like and always enjoy reading, the classic Little Black Dress, where the unknowing husband comes home, finds his wife dressing up and leaving him while she goes on a date. This is my version of this scenario, we're moving right to the other end of the spectrum with a large amount of burn involved. I was surprised at how this story came together. A few of the themes it deals with were not in my original plotline. But I did enjoy how it worked out. As you all know, I am not the greatest in regards to grammar, and in the immortal words of Korban Dallas, "Lady, I only speak two languages, English and Bad English." I think they wrote that for me, but I'm learning. So I would like to thank my fellow editors for their help in working the kinks out of this story, turning my words into something readable with what I hope is passable grammar. I hope you enjoy 'On The Mend'.
[:::: On the Mend ::::]
[:::: - 1 - ::::]
For a Friday, work was hard. One of the machines on the factory floor broke. I spent most of the day working with the engineering crew diagnosing a series of hardware and software issues that left the entire team exhausted. My business of the last dozen years is a printing company that I started on the north side of Sydney, Australia. This one particular Friday evening, I pulled into the garage and parked, leaning back in my seat for a minute. I was tired and just wanted the day to end. Being the owner of a printing company that printed commercial and one-off printing items was always tiring. On the home front, I was frustrated as my wife of over fifteen years, Louise, had not been too affectionate to me recently. I'm a touchy-feely guy. It's the little kisses or arm touches, along with some good lovemaking, that keeps me energised. Recently though, Louise has been withdrawn and moody. She's a 'quality time' girl and adores when I give her my focus. I try to regularly, but it's hard when your wife pushes you away and you have a company to run.
Introducing myself, I'm Cameron Other. Forty-two years old, and between Louise and I, we have two daughters. Our eldest, Carrie, is an eighteen-year-old physical copy of her mother when she was younger. She's intelligent, headstrong and knows what she wants. She is in her third year of university studying engineering and wants to come work with me designing new printing machines when she graduates. Yes, I'm sure you think she's eighteen and in her third year of university? Well, she's that smart. You will also note that I said Louise and I had only been married fifteen years. That's due to our second daughter, Sara. We were happy unmarried with Carrie; however, we got married when we found out we were pregnant with Sara.
Sara is our hippy child, for lack of a better term. She goes with the flow, doesn't have strong opinions on much, and usually takes the path of least resistance. She is as intelligent as her sister but chooses not to apply herself that way. At fifteen years old, she's a social butterfly spending most of her life with friends or glued to her phone talking on Discord.
Both our girls were out for the weekend. Sara was staying with friends, Carrie was out with her boyfriend, Robbie. I expected them both home sometime Sunday afternoon, leaving Louise and I home alone. I sat thinking about the week and started decompressing work from my mind. With the girls out, perhaps Louise and I might get to sort through a few of our recent challenges with a couple of drinks and a little honesty.
I got out of my truck, a two-year-old Ford Ranger, grabbed my bag then walked into the kitchen. Louise wasn't around, so I grabbed a tumbler, poured myself a Kraken and coke, my drink of choice, threw on some mellow tunes sitting down. I was staring at the paint on the walls, just trying to let the day go in my mind. The broken machine was sort of back up and running but would cost us at least ten grand in lost revenue. More if we didn't get a proper fix next week. That was a good chunk of wages for my staff in the Sydney market.
Tearing me away from my internal dialogue, I heard movement and the clicking of heels. My wife Louise walked into the room, taking my breath away. Louise is about three months older than I am and has always been a sexy woman from my perspective. Having given birth to two children and now in her forties, she had gained a little weight, but she went to the gym regularly ate right most of the time, so she kept the curves in the right places. She was what most people would call a natural dirty blonde, had large brown eyes, and for me, despite our recent issues, Louise was my everything.
She was dressed up, ready to go out, wearing a little black dress that hugged her curves, pushed her 32C breasts up, showing just the right amount of thigh to be tantalising while not scandalous. Her hair was pulled back, and she had make-up on. Her handbag was almost bulging as she placed it down on the table, looking at me.
"You look good, my love," I said, and she smiled at me.
I sighed, taking a sip of my drink. "I'm sorry Lou, it's been a huge day, and I just don't have the energy to head out to dinner tonight," I said apologetically, looking her up and down.
She again smiled at me, but there was no love in her eyes this time. Something inside me shifted, feeling my day going from trouble to downright shitty.
"That's okay Cam," she said her tone a little shaky. "I wasn't planning on you coming out with me."
I looked at her. We had very rarely gone out separately in all our years, and even when she had the occasional night out with her girlfriends, she never dressed up like it was a date.
"You weren't?" I said questioningly. I took a large gulp of my drink. "Then why are you dressed up like we're heading out on an extraordinary date?"
For a moment, Louise looked unsure of herself.
"Cameron...." She looked down at herself and stopped.
"You're leaving me?" I asked. Louise was startled.
"No, of course not, Cam...," She tried to reach out, but I pulled away and laughed bitterly.
"Now you're about to tell me that this has nothing to do with us, that it's something you have to do for yourself. You're going to tell me you deserve this after raising two children and being dedicated to our family." I raised an eyebrow at my rapidly deflating wife.
I looked at her sizeable bulky handbag on the table. "Judging by your bag, you weren't looking to come home tonight. So, it's great to see that after all these years that you are so casually walking out on our marriage without giving two shits about what this is going to do to us." I threw the words at her, my voice taking on an accusing, argumentive tone.
"Cam..." she stopped and looked at me. This time I didn't interrupt her. She sighed then spoke quietly. "We both work so much, and I know you're doing this for us. But my seeing Roger will only be for a while..."
"Roger, as in Roger Fellworth, head legal counsel at your work? Roger Fellworth, who is married with three children under ten, that Roger Fellworth?" I asked.
For a moment, my wife didn't reply. But the panic in her eyes told her that I knew exactly who her paramour was. It caught her by surprise.
She again sighed, "Yes Cam, that Roger, he's been so good to me these last few months... Since you haven't been here, he's...."
"Bullshit!" I exploded.
"What?" Louise said, surprised at my sudden outburst.
"You heard me, Louise, I said, bullshit. You are rationalising your way into having an affair. Sure, we work a lot, but saying that I haven't been here is a load of absolute bullshit, and you know it. You're the one that has been pulling away. I have been trying to spend time with you for months, but you give me the cold shoulder. At least now I know why. You're out fucking around on me." I stood suddenly, my chair scraping on the floor.
"Cameron, I am not fucking around on you." She stammered. "Tonight, I mean this weekend was to be our first time." She said sheepishly.
"Right, so you're going to become even more of a slut, not just one night, but an entire weekend of cheating on me." I glared at her a moment, then turned, stalking into the kitchen for another drink. I was beyond tired after work. But I needed another Kraken. I was pouring a double as Louise moved to stand in the doorway of the kitchen.
She was angry, not shy about her feelings for the first time.
"Cameron Other, I am not, nor have I ever been a slut. But, unlike you and your first love Rose, I have never been with another man in my entire life. Roger tells me that I am not cheating on you because I am telling you what is going on. It's only cheating if I hide it."
"That's low Lou, bringing Rose into this, that is a low blow, and you know it." I almost growled at her. But she at least had the decency to look away.
"And you dead wrong, dear wife, it's cheating if I don't accept it, and I do not accept you taking another man to bed. I assume that your new man is having the same conversation with his wife?"
She stammered again, "I.... I don't know." Now looking down at her shoes.
I snorted, topping the double Kraken off with some coke then turning to look at Louise. Her face was a great mask of emotions.
"Most likely, he's lying his ass off about having to be away and will be uncontactable."
I changed tact.
"Has he kissed you yet?"
"What?" Louise asked.
"It's a simple question, has Roger Fellworth kissed you yet?" I annunciated the question.
She blushed, "Yes."
"Has he touched your breasts?"
Her head snapped up, glaring at me, "Cam, that's none of your..." Then, she again looked down, "Yes."
I nodded, "Have you given him a blowjob yet?"
She said nothing as I asked the question turning away, but I saw her nod.
"Well, that says it all, doesn't it?" I was trying to control my anger. "My wife stopped giving me attention, rebuffing my attempts to be close to her, all the while getting more and more physical with another man. So, I guess that's it. We're done here," I said, walking out to the back deck, slamming the back door open so hard that it shook the house.
I sat down on a chair at our back verandah table fuming. A hard day at work, I wanted to come home to be with my wife, now she's telling me she's betraying me.
It must have been about five minutes before Louise appeared in the doorway.
Louise came out trying a softer approach. "Cam... I do love you, but I need to do this. I have just felt so stuck for the last year. Roger has been so understanding. So it will just be for a little while, you'll see."
I kept staring out to the yard, not looking at her. "No Louise, you don't get it. It would help if you turned to me. 'I' was supposed to be your best friend, your partner. But you have given yourself to another man and denied me the ability to be there for you. So now I don't know that I will ever be there for you again."
She didn't move.
"Cameron," she said softly, firmly but with a note of trepidation. "You can't walk away. Roger tells me that if you do, I will take everything from you, I'll be able to take half your business away, I'll get the house, the kids and then it will be easy to turn them against you."
Her voice grew stronger as she strode forward, putting an arm on my shoulder. I turned, looked at her, disgusted at the sight of her, pulling my shoulder away from her touch.
"You would do that to someone you just proclaimed to love? You would cheat on me, threaten me, then believe you could get away with it?" I growled.
"I would not want to," my wife told me. "But Roger has advised me, in court, I will always be the one that comes out on top. You don't have much choice. I am sure that I will get this out of my system and return to you. You will be alright, you're stronger than me."
For the second time that night, I stood suddenly, but this time I whirled, glaring with hate in my eyes at the woman that at that moment I still loved for some reason. But the hate and anger I felt held its sway.
"You selfish, unfaithful cunt." I hissed. She took a step back. "You dare profess love to me thinking that from this moment on that I have any intention of staying married to you. So, you tell me I don't have a choice. Well, fuck you, Louise. You have shown me that I have no idea who the fuck you are. You aren't the woman I married. It's like something alien has taken you over. The woman I loved would never say that she would destroy me using my kids against me. So, who the fuck are you?"
"Cam... I..." She stammered. I let the anger pass as suddenly as it came choosing a rational path for a minute to see if I could talk some sense into her.
"Louise, if you love me as you say you do, then call this off, right now. I don't know if we can save our marriage with what you have just told me. You've been intimate with another man, even if you haven't fucked him. 'IF', you call it off now and we go to counselling, I promise you that I will try to understand what you have been going through. I will try to forgive you of your betrayal."
"My betrayal?" she whispered.
I nodded.
"Counselling?" she again whispered.
"Yes, Louise, counselling. You might not see it right now, but our marriage is in its death throws from what you just laid out. So, call it off, and let's get some emergency counselling. I'll call Rose now, then we can get her here tonight to help."
Louise threw Rose at me earlier; she was correct that Rose was my first love. But it wasn't meant to be, as we ended up in different locations, falling in love with different people. But Rose and her husband Toby were very close friends to both of us. I had never thought that Louise would have used Rose and my history against me in an argument until tonight. Rose was also a therapist, and Toby had become one of my closest friends over the years. We complimented each other just the right way. Of course, it helped that we looked at the world with similar views on everything from Religion and Politics to sex and fidelity.
It also helped that our kids had grown up together. Robbie, Rose and Toby's son and Carrie had been as thick as thieves since they were born. They had been dating as a couple since the fifth grade. Given a few more years, I knew that their relationship would continue to flourish given the right nurturing environment.
"No, Cam, I don't want Rose in the middle of this." She said defiantly.
She sighed.
"Look, Cam, I get how angry you are, you might think I don't, but I do."
I went to correct her; she held her hand up.
"Let me finish, you think I don't love you, but I do. You're right in that those threats were wrong. I should not have done that. However, it doesn't make it any less true."
I looked at the woman in front of me, wondering if the alien spawn affecting her brain was multiplying.
"I'll make you a deal; I know that I have hurt you. But Cameron, I am going this weekend with Roger. I will go to counselling when Roger and I are done. It might be a while, but if you feel that counselling is that important to you, then we will go when Roger and I tire of each other."
"And what about the girls?" I asked.
"What about them?" Louse asked.
"How are we going to tell them that we're separating?" I said in a deadpan voice.
"Cameron, we're not..." She stopped talking suddenly, sighing. "We are not separating. I've told you that sooner or later Roger and I will run our course. I'll come back. The girls will not be affected."
"I again call bullshit." I looked at her. "And what about me, while you're off having your fuck fests with Roger, what about me. Where is the love for me?"
"What.... What do you mean?" Again, Louise hesitated.
"Louise, I'm a touchy-feely guy, you have pulled away from me, we haven't had sex in over eight weeks. You haven't so much as kissed me in over two weeks. I do not feel any love at all right now, Louise. So, what am I supposed to do?"
She looked at me like the thought had never occurred to her. She hadn't figured out that I might need something, some attention or consideration.
"I don't know." She looked down. "Roger says I need to be his for now."
I again exploded, my emotions rising in disappointment, rage and sorrow. "Fuck Roger! Oh, hang on, that's what you're going to do and not give a shit about your husband."
"Cameron, that's not..."
"Fair!" I all but screamed at her interrupting. "You're going to say denying me, your husband for a piece of shit, cheating on his own wife and denying me your body is fucking fair!"
Louise took another step backwards. I picked up my glass, drained the contents then threw it against the concrete wall our barbeque was leaning up against. It shattered, and I found my soul shattered with it. I sank back down onto the chair; my shoulders slumped, I could feel hot tears running down my cheeks.
Neither of us said anything for a few more minutes until a loud car horn sounded, coming from the direction of our driveway. I looked at Louise, seeing the indecision in her face for the first time. I turned back to look at the desk feeling like an empty husk.
"Just go," I whispered. I don't know if she heard me or not, but when I turned back, my wife was gone.
[:::: 2 ::::]
I don't think I moved for about half an hour. The confrontation with Louise had devastated me more than I would have thought. But it was my phone sitting in my pocket that stirred me. My daughter Carrie was calling. She had forgotten her bag of clothes for the weekend, wanting to let me know she was on her way home with Robbie to grab them.
"Sorry dad, mum's phone just went to voicemail twice, so I thought I would call you." She told me happily, chatting away about the BnB Robbie she were going to this weekend.
I sniffed, trying to hold it together. "It's alright, sweetie, your mum's not home right now. But I'll make sure your bag is at the door ready for you to grab so you and Roger can keep moving."
She didn't respond right away, "Dad?"
I sighed, "Yes, sweetie?" I tried to sound normal. She wasn't buying it.
"Who's Roger?" Carrie asked me the question explicit in her voice.
"Sorry, I meant Robbie, sorry Carrie, I meant Robbie." I can't believe I made a mistake like that trying to backpedal. Carrie was a bright girl, though, and I had been busted.
"What's going on?" She paused when I said nothing, "Common dad, you're worrying me." She said.
"Nothing Carrie, I'm just having an off day. First, I had some trouble at work, then your mother and I had a disagreement, so I'm just emotional," I replied. I didn't want to lie, but I didn't want to tell the whole story to my eighteen-year-old daughter.
"Dad, stop working around the truth. You're trying to throw me off the scent of something. What has mum done?" her tone was accusing.
I tried to dismiss her, "It doesn't matter sweetie, I'll be fine. You just caught me in a moment. I'll have your bag ready for you. Don't let our troubles ruin your weekend. Love you Carrie." I quickly hung up, feeling like scum trying to hide the truth from my daughter.



I went inside, splashed some water on my face, then I got Carrie's bag from her room, placing it just inside the garage door where she knew I would put it, so she could grab it and go. It wasn't the first time one of my girls had forgotten something.
I grabbed a broom and was cleaning up the shattered glass when Carrie came screaming through the back door straight at me.
"Are you alright, dad?" she asked. She was looking up at me through her brow, a look of concern on her face. It was a look that Louise had given me many times when she was worried about me. But it was a look that I never saw this evening as she told me of her plans to fuck another man.
I shrugged, trying to brush her off, returning to sweeping up the glass on the ground.
"Sure, sweetie, I put your bag in the usual place," I said monochromatically.
I bent down then began sweeping the glass into a tray that I could throw into the bin while they watched. When I stood up, Robbie was also standing in the doorway, a frown on his face. I couldn't fool anyone.
I pulled out a chair, slumping down into it. Carrie pulled out a chair and sat down opposite me, grabbing both my hands squeezing them.
"Dad, you're not alright. Mum called me back not long after I spoke to you, I could hear she was in a car, and it sounded like someone else was in the car with her. So what's going on?"
I looked at my daughter. I think she saw something broken in my eyes; their gleam gone.
"That fucking bitch!" my daughter almost yelled, bringing Robbie back in a hurry.
"What is it, baby?" Robbie asked, sensing his girlfriend upset. He looked over at me. I was still not saying anything; I felt old, depressed.
"My mother is cheating on my father." She said matter of factly.
"No... Really?" both Carrie and Robbie then looked at me. I slowly nodded my head.
"She gave me an ultimatum earlier then left with her lover a while before you called me." I acknowledged sullenly.
They sat with me for the rest of the night. Then, Rose and Toby turned up at some point. Robbie appeared with takeout Thai, a fresh Kraken bottle, and wine. I slowly told all four about Louise's betrayal, her ultimatum, and everyone was appalled.
"Daddy?" Carrie asked, "Does mum not remember the pre-nuptial that you both have in place?"
When Louise and I got married, I was starting my printing business. My parents had given me a six-figure chunk of change to help with the initial capital. Their lawyers put together a pre-nuptial agreement that laid out several things. This included that if either party cheated, they walked away with nothing but their clothes, fifteen per cent of the shared marital assets, while the house, cars and kids would stay with the offended party. The business was always off the table to Louise in any separation or divorce.
I shook my head, "I don't think your mother was thinking at all, sweetie. Remember she told me it's not cheating if she told me about it."
Carrie snorted. "Daddy, there is no excusing cheating, regardless of her telling you or not. It sounds like she had already cheated on you emotionally for months. Both Sara and I have noticed that things weren't right between you for weeks now. We just couldn't figure it out."
I nodded, then it dawned on me, "Oh my goodness, Sara, I need to talk to her. I need to let her know it's going to be alright."
Carrie grabbed my hands again, "Daddy, please don't lie, it's not going to be alright, mum has killed something in you tonight, and I don't know if I can forgive her."
"She's still your mum," I replied, my tone coming across as more of a whine than anything.
"Mother or not, there is no reason to do what she did to you." She said harshly, then squeezed my hand again softening. "Sara and I will be fine. I'll talk to her in the morning. She knew something was wrong as well."
We ate, but I found I had three helpings of the delicious Thai food despite my mood. However, after eating then talking with Carrie, Robbie, Rose and Toby, I must admit I felt a lot better.
"Everyone, would you mind if I spoke with Cameron for a little bit?" Rose asked a little later in the evening as topics moved from Louise, and I felt myself withdraw somewhat.
The other three took that as a cue heading inside.
Rose sat down on the chair facing me that Carrie had abandoned. I think she saw a look on my face, then looked over her shoulder towards the back door where the other three had gone, then back to me smiling.
"You have an amazing daughter there, Cameron!" Rose said.
I nodded, looking back at Rose.
Rose was a beautiful redheaded woman. As I mentioned earlier, she had been my first love. We dated on and off for a few years through high school until we went to different universities. She had then fallen in love with Toby, and not long after, I had met Louise then until tonight had been utterly in love with my wife.
That Rose and I had given each other our virginities at schoolies week after becoming legal age never bothered either Louise or Toby. It was history but never got in the way. Rose and I were close, despite or because of our history, but neither of us would ever dream of betraying our spouses.
That our kids were dating enforced our family togetherness, Carrie and Robbie knew a little bit that Rose and I had dated when we were young. None of us hid that. We also knew that now they were both eighteen, Carrie and Robbie were sleeping together, but we knew how much they cared for each other, not stand in their way. Carrie did confide in Louise and I that they had slept together the first time on Robbie's eighteenth birthday. It was her birthday present to him.
Rose tapped my foot with her's bringing me back to the moment.
"How are you Cam, don't lie to me. I know you almost better than anyone?"
I shook my head.
"I don't know, Rose. I mean, I knew we were struggling, but this." I gestured into the air. Then, more quietly, "I still love her Rose, I hate what she has done to me, to us. I hate it, and I want to scream; I want to cry, I want to hurt her and her boyfriend, but right now, I still love her." I said in an anguished cry.
Rose nodded, now in full psychiatrist mode.
"How can you deal with this Cam?" she asked.
I eyed her for a moment. "Rose, cut the bullshit psychobabble," I smirked sadly. "It doesn't work on me. I've also known you too long." She smiled in return, having brought me out of my moment.
"But to respond, what can I do? Well, separation is on the cards at the very least. Most likely, divorce enforcing the full pre-nuptial agreement. I begged her to stay, Rose, even after she admitted to me that she gave that prick Roger a blow job. I begged her to stay; I told her we could get counselling. But what do I get, threats she would take everything from me, then turn my girls against me."
Rose nodded.
"Cam, you're right, and I think you know that I can't be your counsellor on this. I'm too close to both of you. So tomorrow we will see about finding you someone to talk with. But both Toby and I are going to be there for you through this. You know that Toby and I think the world of you. I'm sure that Robbie and Toby are now trying to talk your daughter off a ledge of wanting to destroy her mother.
"I don't think we've seen Carrie this pissed off since Candy Taylor asked Robbie to the junior school dance." She laughed.
I quietly laughed in return, "You're right. Thanks, Rose. I'm sorry for this. You don't deserve to be in the middle of it."
She dismissed me. "Don't worry Cam; we're here for you. Trust me, if it had been you stepping out on Louise, then we'd be doing the same for her, talking about your destruction."
I sat back, "Rose, I would never..."
Rose smiled at me, "Relax Cam. I know you wouldn't. That's why I felt free to say it. You and Toby are two of the most loyal men I have ever met, and if you two looked similar, I would have thought you brothers." Toby was relatively short at just over five feet, but he was stocky, all muscle with blonde hair and blue eyes. Me, I've got a mop of brown hair. Thanks to my work, I'm tall and fit, but not in Toby's league.
"I think that's why I fell in love with him; his personality reminded me of you." She said wistfully, momentarily lost in memory.
We both laughed. It was an old conversation having long ago ceased being awkward, proving that today Rose and I had a deep friendship.
For the next hour, we talked through my feelings, mainly sadness and betrayal mixed with rage and a sense of numbness that I couldn't explain, but Rose understood.
Later we walked inside, finding Robbie and Carrie snuggled on the couch; Toby was sitting on one of the other lounge chairs watching a movie.
"Hey all," I said in greeting.
Immediately, Carrie was at my side, hugging me.
"Are you alright, daddy? She asked, concerned. I looked over at Rose, she smiled.
"No sweetie, I'm not, but I am so glad that all of you are here. It would be a lot worse if you weren't." I replied.
She hugged me.
"Dad, Robbie and I are going to stay here the night. We don't want you left alone."
"But Carrie, what about your weekend away?" I asked.
Robbie dismissed my concerns, "Cameron," he said, "I can tell you right now that there is no place that Carrie and I would rather be right now. We can have a weekend away anytime, I have already gotten credit for the BnB while you talked with mum, so we can reschedule soon. But Carrie was right. In light of what has happened, I think you need us here."
I couldn't argue, then we broke up the evening after that. Rose and Toby said goodbye with promises to bring over breakfast in the morning. I told Carrie and Robbie goodnight then that I would shower and read in bed for a while to get my mind off things.
"We'll get you some coffee in the morning dad, I know I'm not going to sleep well tonight, so I can only guess how you're going to." She told me.
I gave her a sad smile, thanked her, gave her another hug, kissed her forehead before retreating to my room. I had a shower, at last changing out of my work clothes, walked back into the bedroom, sighing.
The room had reminders of Louise all through it. To rub it in, she even had a number of clothes on the bed she hadn't put away when she packed for her weekend without me. Those I threw on the ground or into the closet with the intent of throwing them in boxes with the rest of her stuff tomorrow.
I was in bed on my iPad reading one of the latest books in the Spellmonger series, a fantasy series that I loved following for years, when my phone chirped. For a moment, I thought it might be Louise, but it was Toby letting me know that they were home and thinking about me. I gave them a thank you with a thumbs-up emoji. He responded they would see us around nine tomorrow morning.
I was about to put my phone down when I had a thought. I pulled up the find my phone app sending a ping to Louise's phone. It pinged to a location a couple of hours away in the Blue Mountains, I sighed. I screenshotted the ping for my records to prove that she was running around on me, which brought me to the thought of our security system.
We had one of those Swan Security systems that recorded the audio and video with mounted cameras around the house, leading to a hard drive in a cupboard. We had eight cameras spaced around the place. The ones in the front yard were set up to send Louise and I an email if they detected movement. Still, all the cameras were recording all the time until the hard drive filled up, then the cameras started overwriting the earlier content. The drive itself held up to a week of content for all eight cameras, so I logged on looking at the back patio camera from earlier tonight.
Sure enough, the camera caught the footage of Louise and I discussing her infidelity when I had walked outside. I also checked the front feed and watched a large guy get out of a new looking BMW, greeting Louise with a kiss before they jumped in the car driving off. I now had an iron-clad confession and video of her leaving me to sleep with Roger Fellworth, along with the ping from her phone proving that she was not in my location.
I pulled out my laptop, logged into the Swan Security system proper, exported the videos into an email along with instructions to begin divorce proceedings. As I was struggling with the wording for my lawyer and had just attached the videos to the email, my phone rang; it was Louise. She must have still been awake with her lover hearing the 'Find my Phone' ping.
I let it go to voicemail. A moment later, I got a notification of a voicemail. I played it.
"Cameron, Roger and I heard my phone ping. We're telling you now, don't do anything stupid. Sooner or later, we will finish, we can talk, then you can do things my way. If you do anything other than what I tell you, Roger will destroy you, and I will take everything from you." I heard Louise say.
I heard Roger chuckling in the background.
"Yes, little cuck boy. Trust me that it's not going to be forever. Still, if you say anything to anyone, I will take a personal interest in taking you apart piece by piece until you've lost everything. Your wife, your kids, your business and let's not forget any respect you ever thought you had. When Louise and I are done, she will come back to you. Just play ball, and everything will be alright."
"Now, Louise and I need to get back to loving. I believe that she was about to give me her ass before you rudely interrupted, something I don't believe you have ever had."
As they hung up the voice mail, I heard both of them laughing.
I sat stunned for a moment. I had heard a lot of crudeness over the years, but the disrespect and outright arrogance of the guy flipped a switch in me, So I decided that it was time for their destruction, not my own.
I reworked the email, noting that I not only wanted divorce papers served to Louise at her work as soon as possible but that I also wanted a suit against Roger Fellworth. My quick google search showed there was no law in Australia for alienation of affection, but I wanted my lawyer to do something. I wanted them to hurt. I also wanted Louise and Roger's workplace sued for loss of income within my own business for either encouraging an affair or not being aware of misconduct that caused me mental distress, causing my own business to suffer.
I knew the suits were not likely to go anywhere; however, just suing all parties in addition to divorce and enforcing the pre-nuptial agreement would put a massive dent in the arrogance of the pair. So, as I hit send, I knew I didn't yet have the details of Rogers's wife, but if I could find them, I would contact her, letting her know what a cheating prick her husband was.
[:::: - 4 - ::::]
I want to say after I sent the email, I slept well knowing I was taking action against the cheaters, but that would be a lie. I tossed and turned till the sun came up, even hearing Carrie and Robbie get up before I closed my eyes. I listened; it sounded like Robbie headed out to his car to get the promised coffee. I threw on some pants and a shirt then headed out to the kitchen.
As I walked into the room, Carrie saw me and gave me a big hug asked me if I slept. I shook my head.
"Me neither," she responded. "I tried, but I just couldn't. I just don't get how mum could do this to you," she complained, "I mean to us, it's not just you!"
We spoke about her university degree for a while, trying to stay away from the topic until Robbie returned with three very welcome large coffees.
I sipped the magnificent brew; I always loved a cappuccino, the chocolate on top just enhancing the taste of the coffee as it danced over my taste buds. At the same time, both Carrie and I sighed.
Robbie laughed, "You two are exactly the same." He turned serious, "So no sleep either, huh?"
"No in, fact, I was quite busy emailing my company lawyer when I got a voice mail from Louise after I did a 'Find my Phone' ping."
I spent the next ten minutes explaining how I put together a package to start the divorce sue Roger and their workplace after playing the voicemail that Louse and Roger left me. I could see Carrie trying to hold tears as she heard the message.
"That woman is not my mother." She said quietly as she used her coffee napkin to wipe her eyes. "My mother could never be so cold as to insult my father or let another man belittle her husband like that."
Robbie and I wholeheartedly agreed.
It was around ten in the morning when we started wondering where Rose and Toby were. They had told us they would be bringing breakfast with them around nine, so we were getting concerned an hour later. Robbie tried first his mother's phone and then his father's. Then, when he couldn't get through, I also tried them.
I called Mamma's House, the breakfast café that we always went to, the owner, Josie, an elderly lady in her sixties that we had all come to know, confirmed that Rose and Toby had picked up breakfast about eight-thirty on the way to my place. When I hung up, I started getting very concerned.
I was picking up my keys so that we could head out and go search for them when Robbie's phone rang. He picked it up, and within a minute, he was on the floor, his face pale. I took the phone from him.
"Hello, this is Cameron Other. I'm Robbie's girlfriend's father. Who am I speaking to?" I said.
"Mr Other, this is Police Constable Colleen Sharp. I have the unfortunate news to let Robert know that his parents have been in a major accident."
I drew in a sharp breath looking at Robbie, almost comatose on the ground. Carrie had her arm around him, desperately looking up at me. I asked the question.
"Are Rose and Toby alright, Constable?"
There was a pause, "Mr Other, I take it that Robert can't talk right now?"
I told her that was the case.
"Mr Other, are you able to get Robert to give me verbal acceptance that I can talk to you about this matter?" I managed to get Robbie to say yes. The officer paused, taking a breath. "Around eight forty-five this morning, the Getting's car was impacted by an out-of-control B-Double Semi-Trailer that brakes had failed. In the resulting accident, their car was almost destroyed. I'm sorry to say that Mrs Getting's is currently in surgery right now. Unfortunately, Mr Getting's didn't make it."
I think I went as pale as Robbie, sinking to the ground, Toby was dead, and Rose was in surgery. I cleared my throat.
"Which hospital?" I asked hoarsely. Carrie was now looking panicked, mentioning a hospital. I could see she was also on the verge of tears, knowing something serious was wrong. I swallowed hard, now was not the time to lose it.
"They are both at Royal North Shore Hospital. Can I assume that you and Robert will be there soon?" she queried. I could hear a note of sadness in her voice. She was being professional, but I could tell this stranger was struggling.
"Yes," I croaked out, getting details of where to go and what to say when we arrived.
Within five minutes, the three of us were out the door. I kept to the speed limit even though I wanted to floor it. We were outside of the hospital's trauma surgery within half an hour. The nurses were doing their best to calm us down.
Questions including how is Rose doing, where is Toby's body, will Rose make it, what about the other driver were asked repeatedly. PC Sharp came in and introduced herself. We spoke for the next twenty minutes. Once again, Robbie gave permission for me to act as his representative; she gave me the story.
As Rose and Toby were driving, the out of control, fully loaded truck smashed into their car, resulting in nothing but scrap. On the driver's side, Toby had copped most of the force of the impact, his side of the car all but merging with the passenger's side.
He died on the way to the hospital of multiple injuries, including a skull fracture and numerous punctures throughout his torso and upper body. There were other injuries, but I won't say them here as they are too graphic. Accidents like this are horrendous.



Rose was also in critical condition. She also had a minor fracture on her skull; she had multiple lacerations and two broken legs. However, the most significant issue to Rose was the loss of her left hand as well as part of her left forearm. It was crushed when the semi collected the car. The surgery team were working hard to suture the wound as well as fix several other punctures. In addition, Rose had extreme blood loss thanks to being unable to staunch the blood flow, but fortunately, if there is such a thing in this type of accident, her mangled arm was above her head when the emergency crews pulled her, so thankfully, she had not bled out.
The rest of the day was a haze of conversations and calls. I have to hand it to Robbie. After an initial bout of shock, he sat with me for the afternoon while we waited for news of Rose and started calling people. We called his grandparents first, then Toby's brother up in Brisbane. We called Rose's brother next; when the people from the mourge came, both Carrie and I had to help Robbie through the forms for the passing of his father.
Carrie called Sara, and within an hour, she was at the hospital, hugging Robbie and crying with Carrie. After a while, she looked at us.
"Where's mum?" she asked innocently.
Carrie and I looked at each other.
"She won't be coming," Carrie said bitterly.
Sara looked at Carrie then over at me.
"I take it that's Rogers doing?" my youngest daughter asked darkly.
To say that Carrie and I were rocked in a day where everything that could go wrong did was an understatement.
"Sara, are you saying you know something about your mum and Roger?" I asked quietly.
Sara nodded her head solemnly; fresh tears started to fall down her face.
"I saw mum bring in some new lingerie a couple of weeks ago, I asked if she had bought them for you, dad." I looked as her shoulder sagged.
"It took a few days of pestering her, but at one point when she wouldn't tell me that the underwear was for you, she got upset at me then blurted that it was for a date for some guy named Roger, telling me there wasn't a chance in hell that you would ever get to see it."
"Sara, why didn't you say anything?" Carrie's tone was carrying a very accusatory tone. If my youngest daughter's pose could get any lower, she'd be a puddle on the ground.
"I don't know. I don't..." she looked at Carrie. "We've been talking about how apart mum and dad have been recently. I didn't know what to do, so I stayed away from home as much as possible once I knew something I didn't want to know. I didn't want to face mum," she looked at me. "Or you, I'm sorry, dad."
I pulled her into a hug.
"It's okay, baby girl. I wish you would have said something, I didn't know till last night, but it's alright."
She started crying, "I'm so sorry, dad, if I had said something, then perhaps Auntie Rose and Uncle Toby..." she never finished the thought, instead of breaking down.
We only left later that evening to have showers and get a change of clothes. I brought Carrie and Sara home with me, we sorted ourselves out, then Carrie took her car back to the hospital with Sara while I followed behind them.
I think it was around four in the morning, Sunday when they brought Rose out of surgery. She was battered and bruised, in critical condition, but alive. She would be in the Intensive Care Unit for at least a few days. They wanted her to wake up and make sure there was no brain damage before taking next steps.
Even in his grief, Robbie was gracious to the doctors and asked to meet the surgical team that had laboured for hours to save his mother's life. I had never been prouder of my daughter's boyfriend, and I earnestly hoped at that moment that one day I would be able to call him my son-in-law.
We spent the rest of the day at the hospital. I had grabbed my laptop and phone chargers at home, receiving a confirmation that papers had been drawn up ready for serving to Louise, Roger and their workplace Monday morning. I was relieved I had a bloody good lawyer, better the Roger I was betting.
I also contacted my duty managers at work, ensuring they would take the load for a week as we had a family tragedy and I needed some time. I wouldn't tell them I had more than one emergency, but they knew their stuff and would keep things running. One piece of good news was that one of my support team managed to fix the remaining issues on the machine that broke Friday throughout Saturday.
That afternoon, we started working with Robbie around planning Toby's funeral. Robbie left a message with their family lawyer so they could get instructions. It wouldn't be needed as long as Rose pulled through, but Robbie was trying to be prepared.
We talked through the funeral for a few hours, joined later in the afternoon by Edwina, Rose's mum, an older woman in her early seventies but still as sharp as ever. She hugged her grandson then gave me a huge hug. Edwina had always treated me like a son. She loved Toby but always spoke of me as the one that got away from her daughter in joking tones. She let us know that Camilla, Toby's mum, would come by later in the week once she could get someone to drive her from her retirement village as she couldn't drive.
We spoke easily for the afternoon, Edwina sitting with us in the hospital waiting room as we planned. I wondered if the staff would move us on; however, when I asked a nurse if we had to move, she shook her head.
"No, this, unfortunately, happens more than you would expect. But, as long as it's not too busy, then you are welcome to stay. We know the grief you are all going through right now, I know you need to be close to Mrs Getting's while you wait for her to wake up."
I smiled at her response, thanking her.
Time flew by as we all talked and reminisced. Louise was only mentioned in passing, and once Carrie brought Edwina up to speed on Louise, any time no one was watching her, there was a dark scowl on her face.
It was about eight o'clock Sunday evening when I picked up the call on my mobile without looking, all our phones had been ringing hot all day as news of Toby's passing and Rose's injuries circulated.
"Hello, Cameron Other speaking," I said as I watched as Robbie, with an arm around Carrie, hugged her, smiling as I watched the two young lovers look into the eyes of each other. I saw an exchange of 'I love you's' followed by a gentle kiss. In their mourning, they were falling more in love.
"That's not the way to great your wife." I heard Louise scold me over the phone. "I told you not to make waves, or you would regret it. Roger is fierce and will take you down if you have said anything to anyone. Where the fuck are you, Cameron. You were supposed to be home when I got here."
I'm not sure what happened with Louise over the weekend, but if there was any of the uncertainty or regret left that I saw Friday night, it had been removed by the shrew of a woman now talking to me on the phone.
"Louise..." I said, disdain dripping from that single word. All conversation stopped around me, everyone looking at me simultaneously.
"That's me, you great lunk. Where are you and where are the girls. If you told them anything, I told you I would turn them against you. So, you had better get home now or I will make you regret..."
I hung up mid-sentence. I wasn't interested in threats. Tomorrow, Louise would find out that her neatly constructed narrative would unravel.
"The slut just got home." I shrugged.
"We could hear her dad," Sara said quietly. "I don't know why you picked up the call in the first place," I had spent a few hours today talking one on one with my youngest daughter. She had apologised again and again for not saying anything, but once she heard the breadth of deceit from her mother, she was almost as incensed against her as Carrie.
"Dad, in the divorce, I will be living with you, alright?" Sara told me suddenly as we talked earlier.
"Of course, baby girl, of course," I said as I hugged her.
Back in the now, I looked at Sara smiling.
"It was instinct. I picked up the call without thinking. It just took me a moment to get my bearings." The next moment, my phone started ringing again, Louise of course. Over the next ten minutes, she tried to call a dozen times. Then she tried calling the girls.
Half an hour later, Carrie got tired of it.
"What?" she screamed at the phone, picking it up.
Louise was admonishing our oldest child for her tone.
"Mum, stop. I have absolutely no interest in talking to such a deceitful cheating cunt right now. I am here with my family. Including my sister and father. We're in mourning right now, and we don't need you interrupting our grief."
I could hear Louise screeching down the phone with a string of curses and swear words that I never knew she could put together, let alone say to her daughter. The gist was that she thought that Carrie was talking to her about the breakdown of the relationship between Louise and me, not the death of Toby and Rose hanging to life by a thread. I realised that Louise had no idea what had happened.
Louise carried on for another moment before Carrie interrupted her.
"Mum, I have no intention of having you scream at me anymore, and before you start, yes, daddy has told us everything also, so you know, I have zero interest in living in the same house as you. You are a slut, mum. You had a man who loved you as well as children that adored you as role models. Now you've traded dad for a fuck buddy that is most likely going to drop you like a hot potato, and you have lost the respect of both your daughters."
She paused, her mother obviously talking.
"Yes, both Sara and I, yes, Sara told us of what she knew. My dad is awesome because he forgave her, and right now, she hates you as much as daddy and I. So, pack a bag mum, because none of us wants you there when we come home."
She again paused, listening.
"No mum, I'm not telling you where we are or when we're coming home. Why don't you call Roger and go to his place?" She did a faux pause for half a second. "What's that, you can't because he's gone home to his wife who has no idea that he's a low life cheating bastard that helped you destroy any respect your family has for you... Too bad mum."
Louse started to reply.
"Sorry, mum, I think they're calling our flight. I will talk to you later," then she hung up.
She looked at all of us staring at her, then pointed to her phone in her hand.
"Wrong number," Carrie said simply.
Despite everything happening and the seriousness of the situation, everyone giggled. Even the nurses at the nurse station opposite us.
Edwina had headed home for the night, promising she would be back early in the morning. Meanwhile, Sara and I were preparing to leave for a few hours. Carrie and Robbie would stay longer, then Sara and I would be back around midnight, trading places, letting them go to have some sleep. Sara and I were throwing our gear back in bags when a trauma nurse came up.
"She's awake!" she said excitedly.
We all smiled, a very nervous laugh came out of everyone. Then, we asked about Rose's condition.
"A doctor is checking her over at the moment, she's really out of it, but as she is awake, you will all be able to see her briefly."
Over the next hour, we cycled through to see Rose, well, what we could see of her. Almost every part of her was wrapped in something medical. She had wires coming out of practically every part of her. Rose's head was wrapped in bandages. However, most disturbing was the wrapped stump where her left forearm used to be.
"Hey there, Petal," I said, using my nickname for Rose. When we first met, I called her my Rose Petal. If anyone other than myself ever called her that, they always got an ear-bashing from her. "You gave us quite a scare back there, but it's good to see you're on the mend."
She couldn't yet talk with a breathing tube down her throat. Of course, she was also still very sedated with what I am sure were some powerful drugs. But her eyes held the question I didn't want to answer. I shook my head, and she knew. A single tear slid out of her left eye, quickly absorbed by the bandages.
I couldn't touch her, so for the rest of my visit. I sat with her, quietly talking to her about how proud I was of her, how she was my family, and we were all going to get better together.
I was exhausted when I left the room, and a nurse handed me a tissue as I walked out. I had been crying, but I hadn't even known it. I thanked her then went back out to the lounge. Half an hour later, Sara and I hugged Carrie and Robbie, heading home.
[:::: - 5 - ::::]
Sara and I were bone tired. We both had time for about three hours of sleep before heading back to the hospital to let Carrie and Robbie take a break, though now that Rose had woken up, we were all somewhat relieved. We smiled as we drove, speaking of sleep, how happy we were Rose was awake, but then both of us frowned as we pulled into our street. There was a strange BMW X5 in our driveway.
"Shit," we both swore at the same time. I saw the front lights were on, so I drove past did a U-turn pulling up on the curb outside our house. We saw the curtains move, but no door opened.
"Should we go in or just drive away?" Sara asked me.
I shrugged then sighed.
"We need to go in, sorry, sweetie, but I don't know it would be safe for me to drive too much longer tonight without a break or some caffeine. So, I suggest we go in. You head to your room, close the door and try to ignore what I am sure is going to be a bad conversation."
"You sure, dad, I can stay with you?"
I smiled. Sara hated confrontation. It was one of the reasons she hadn't said anything to me. But that she was willing to confront her mother with me told me how much my fifteen-year-old daughter was upset with her mother.
I pulled out my phone, hitting record. Sara looked at me, doing the same thing with her phone.
We both exited the car walking up the path to the front door. It was unlocked, we walked straight in. The fine fellow Roger Fellworth, going at us not two seconds after stepping over the threshold.
"Ah, here he is, the little cuckold himself. Come back to ask forgiveness and going to play ball before I ruin your fucking life?" he said coldly, with the arrogance of someone who got what he wanted despite any objection.
Sara walked into the room, causing Roger to come up short. Louise baulked for a moment, her lover handing us a verbal discrimination suit with a minor in the room.
"If you don't mind, dad, I'm too tired for this. I'll turn in and make sure you're up by eleven-thirty so we can get back." She walked past a stunned Roger and Louise, only uttering "Prick" and "Slut" to both of them, saying nothing else. The moment Sara's door closed, they came at me again.
"Louise told you not to say anything to your daughter fuckwit." Roger said, steaming at me.
I held my phone up.
"I am letting you know that I am recording this conversation. It has been recording since we walked in the door and will continue to be recorded until you leave," I said, looking at both of the cheaters.
Louise looked at me, going pale. Roger did a little as well, looking at the phone in my hand and then shrugging.
"Doesn't matter, cuckboy." He smiled.
Roger was an imposing man. He was taller than me and had broader shoulders than I did. However, it wasn't muscle that made up most of his bulk; It was fat. In addition, he was balding and had jowls around his chin. I would say he was late forties, perhaps early fifties. Honestly, I struggled to see why Louise would take up with someone like him.
I ignored Roger for a moment looking directly at my wife. "Louise, I asked you not to be here when I got home tonight, then you insult me further by bringing your lover here. Is there no depth to your depravity?"
"Cameron..." she started but was cut off by Roger. He took two steps forward, getting in my face.
"You listen here, you fucking cuck. We both told you how it was going to be and told you not to say anything. Now I am going to make your life hell." He talked loudly. He didn't care a fifteen-year-old girl may be able to overhear him.
"Mr Fellworth, is it?" I said calmly into his face. "You are not welcome here. I will ask you to watch your language as my young daughter is in the other room."
"So the fuck what." He yelled, "she's not going to tell anyone, and neither are you!"
With that, he swiped the phone out of my hand threw it on the ground, stomping on it before we could do anything. Then, he smiled viciously at me and started yelling at me.
"You're just some fucking hick printer whose wife got so bored with him that she begged me to fuck her. And fuck her I did, all weekend long. I even fucked her ass. I know you never had her ass before. I gave her so many orgasms that she will never want your pathetic little cock again." He smiled menacingly at me as I eyed my crushed phone on the floor.
Louise decided then to join in, I had no idea what he had done to her, but she was in no way my wife anymore with the words she said next. "Cameron, it's true, Roger is ten times the lover you are, but now you have told the girls it's going to go very hard on you. I wish you would not have said anything because now Roger and I are going to have to destroy you."
"Louise, what are you..." I didn't have time to finish as while I was looking at Louise, good ol' Roger swung a haymaker at me. I fell to the ground as it connected, moving with the punch as much as possible, but it still hurt.
"What the hell man, you hit me in my house," I said loudly, rubbing where he hit me.
"So what, Louise is going to back up anything I do to you. I could fucking kill you right now, and she would tell the cops that you came at me, saying I had to defend myself. Don't you get it, cucky boy, I'm a fucking lawyer. I make it how it needs to be. You may think you are some hotshot in the printing world. But my kind makes the fucking green that keeps this world turning." He started laughing. "I take what I want from who I want when I want, and there is nothing anyone can do about it."
I looked at Louise from the ground.
"Louise, is this true? Are you going to back this asswipe up?" I said as I stood to my feet. Roger took a defensive stance, ready to try to fight me. But I looked at Louise, and he relaxed a little.
She stiffened a little but looked defiant. "I'm sorry, Cameron, but yes, I'll back Roger up with everything. Even if he killed you, your just not a man like he is." I looked at her again like she had been hit with the stupid stone. Seriously, what happened to her to become so utterly brainwashed by this waste of a human being.
I shrugged my shoulders, sighing. "Well then, dear wife, there is nothing more to say, but both of you need to leave now, or I will return the sentiment that you just gave to me and unleash hell on both of you that neither of you will be able to look at anyone you know ever again without them ridiculing either of you."
Roger snarled; encouraged by his earlier sucker punch, he made the mistake of thinking he could take me. Like I said earlier, Roger was a big guy, but he was all fat, not muscle. I wasn't as big as him, but working on printing machines all day, I had a solid build, I had also been in a few fights over the years and even done some amateur boxing, so I knew how to fight when needed.
Roger rushed towards me, and I quickly sidestepped him while narrating that he was foolish to attack me in my own home. I tripped him, and he went down, he smashed a coffee table, but he was back up in an instant. Sara came out of her room, hearing the crash and started screaming to leave her dad alone. Louise tried to silence her by grabbing her, but Sara was screaming, trying to break free and run to me.



Roger tried to use the distraction to come at me again, still feeling his bulk was enough to take me down. I stepped forward to meet him, put a jab to his throat, and it called him up short. For a moment, he stood there stunned, his mouth moving like a fish out of water before collapsing to the ground. He looked up at me, not entirely understanding what had happened.
"Sara, look away baby girl," I said.
Once she was looking the other way, I took a wind-up kick to Rogers's balls putting as much force as possible to the guy's neither region. He rolled to the side, gasping for breath. When he moaned, Sara looked back.
"Sweetie, can you please go call 000 Emergency, letting them know your dad has been attacked, and I defended us both. Can you also let them know we have a recording of the entire incident and expect both Police and an ambulance here as soon as possible?" I said.
Sara, who had now wrestled her way out of Louise's grip, ran back to her room, slamming her door shut. Good girl.
I grabbed Roger by the ear, then learned in speaking quietly into the held ear while looking at Louise, my eyes burning hatred.
"Listen up fucktard, you took my wife and came to my house thinking I was going to be something I'm not, but now you're lying on the floor in pain, about to be arrested. You have no idea what you've unleashed or how I am going to fuck up your miserable life. Think you're a big man, I've just made you a eunuch."
I let him drop to the ground as I released his ear.
"What have you done?" Louse yelled as Roger slumped, then she ran around me to him. "Cameron, what the hell have you done to Roger?"
I shrugged, looking at the woman who, but a few months ago, I would have given my own life up for, today I wouldn't piss on her if she was on fire.
"Doesn't matter, Louise, tonight you and the eunuch here didn't even ask after myself or my daughters before you both laid into me. You didn't ask Sara how she was or where any of us have been. You just went along with shithead here and his agenda."
She looked at me, staring as she crouched over her fallen lover.
After a few moments of silence, I filled the dead air. "Not going to ask? Then let me tell you. Because you ran off with the fat fuck for the weekend, our daughter and her boyfriend came to spend time with me because she's not dumb and figured out something was wrong even when I tried to deny it. Before long, Rose and Toby were here as well."
"Oh, Cameron you didn't," She whined.
"No, I didn't. Carrie and Robbie did. They're smart, intelligent and knew how to read between the lines," I responded. "Anyway, they came round to be there for me unlike you were, then went home later that night with a promise to bring breakfast Saturday morning while we figured out how to deal with you and lover boy here." I thumbed my way over at a groaning Roger on the floor.
"Anyways...." I said, drawing the word out, knowing I was getting the hard part. My voice went quiet. "Rose and Toby were on their way over here with breakfast from Mumma's when they were t-boned by an out of control semi, Toby is dead, and Rose is fighting for her life in hospital. It's been all over the news, so if you and nutsack here had bothered to look at the news or even ask, then you may have found out that because of you, one of our friends is dead, and another may not live..."
I let that sink in, but after a moment, Louise had the nerve to snarl at me.
"It's not my fault Cameron. We told you to say nothing. If you had kept your mouth shut, they would be alive. It's your fault they are dead, not mine."
"No, it's not mother; it's yours," our daughter said, standing in the doorway. She looked at me. "Police and Ambulance are on the way." She looked back at her mother.
"I have no idea who you are, but you are not my mother, it's your fault that uncle Toby is dead, not dad's. If you hadn't cheated on dad, this never would have happened." She looked down at her hands. "And it's my fault too. Maybe if I said something to dad, he could have stopped this."
"Sara..." I started to say.
"No dad, I know I should have said something, but the blame lays at her feet!" she said, pointing at her mother. She retreated to her room again, Louise and I just stared at each other.
We could hear the emergency sirens now, no one said anything as two police cars turned up and suddenly mayhem was everywhere. Louise tried to explain that I had assaulted Roger, the reject groaning on the ground. When questioned if this was her husband, she stuttered, explaining that I was, but I had still beat Roger. I gave my version of the story, the ambulance arrived, and a very sore Roger was taken out on a stretcher.
The ambulance left, and I think the police were closer to arresting me because I was the guy assaulting someone, my wife was again swearing that I was to blame for everything when Sara came back into the room.
"Um, I'm sorry, Mr Officer," she said to the guy interviewing us. "But I have a recording here that confirms everything that my dad said, including that the man said he would kill my father and that my mum would lie to protect him against my dad."
She handed the officer a USB drive.
"What, how, Roger smashed your phone?" Louise said, not understanding the police were still in the room listening.
"Mum, dad had a feeling that something might happen, so when I went to my room, I put my phone at the base of the door to record everything." She looked over at the officer. "I'm sorry that I have to say after hearing everything, I don't feel safe around mum. Can you please not make me stay with her? But, she did say that she would back that man up regardless of what he did to dad. I heard him hit my dad at least once. So, I'm scared." Sara said, moving to me and hugging me while glaring daggers at her mother.
It didn't matter after that. Sara, as a minor, had evidence and made a statement against Louise. So, my wife was arrested, taken to the watchhouse for the night. As Louise was led out, she glared at me but said nothing.
After everything, we didn't have time for sleep, so tired as I was, we had a shower and changed. Then, I had a coffee, then drove back to the hospital. When we walked into Rose's room, Carrie and Robbie were sitting in a couple of chairs, leaning on each other. When Carrie saw my face, she gasped.
"What happened dad?" when she saw the bruise beginning to form on my face where I had been struck. We spent the next few minutes explaining the visit from her mother and Roger. I then explained I had kicked him in the nuts making sure he knew I was no cuckold. We heard a muffled grunt from Rose, finding her awake eyes looking at me with sadness.
"Rose," I stammered, "I'm sorry, Petal, if I had known you were awake..." I trailed off, realising I had been relating part of Toby's demise in front of her. Of course, she knew when I'd acknowledged it from earlier, but I still should have been a little more sensitive.
I saw her right arm move slightly, like most of her body, it was covered in bandages, at least one of her fingers was broken, but she tried to lift her hand, I was there instantly, trying to grasp it without causing her further harm.
"Are you okay Rose? Can I get you anything? Do you need a nurse?" I asked then added. "Give me one blink for yes and two blinks for no. She blinked twice, three times slowly. But curled her unbroken fingers against my hand, I didn't move for the rest of the night.
[:::: - 5 - ::::]
The next couple of weeks moved very quickly. Louise's parents bailed her out of jail the following day, then proceeded to call me every name under the sun until Carrie set them straight.
When Louise got to work a few days later, she was just in time to be served by the process server her divorce papers then see the same process server serve papers to the company owner. As a result, Louise was on leave without pay, suspended pending a review and living in her parent's spare room by the end of the day.
She had returned to the house while Carrie and Robbie were there resting, they watched her like a hawk as she gathered a few belongings then did the walk of shame back to her parent's waiting car. Carrie hugged her grandparents but let it be known that her mother would never be welcome in the house again. In Carrie's view, after the altercation with Roger and I, she not only viewed that her mother was a shameless slut, but had blood on her hands due to the accident.
It took almost that first week before they felt comfortable removing Rose's breathing tube even though she was awake. But when they did, her first croaky words were for me.
"Cameron, are you alright?"
I baulked. "Rose, how can you ask that?"
She smiled sadly. "It's alright, honey. I knew about Toby before you told me. I hoped beyond hope, but in the minutes after the accident, we were stunned but awake. We professed our love for each other, but somehow he knew he wasn't going to make it, but I was."
She was crying now. "After I woke up the first time, I was so out of it, but I recall your eyes confirming he was gone."
I sat down in the chair beside the bed, taking hold of her right hand, still damaged, but it was whole, unlike her missing left hand. She whispered to me in a conspiratory tone, even though it was currently just the two of us in the room.
"Last night, I had a dream, though, Toby came to me in the dream, and he was beautiful. He wasn't hurt and looked good." She smiled, "He told me that it was alright, it was his time, the accident was no one's fault, not even Louise's." I looked at her and her smile wained a little.
"I know, right, just like Toby to not blame anyone. Anyway, he told me that he loved me, but it was now my job to look after you. Cameron, he truly loved you like a brother and was so upset at what happened to you."
I looked at her, "Rose, you're the one that needs looking after. Seriously, have you not noticed that you're missing a hand?"
She laughed then, holding up her stump a little, "I am pretty armless now, aren't I?"
I couldn't help it. I snorted.
"I suppose it's my job now to give you a hand when you need it." I retorted.
She groaned, then laughed good-naturedly.
"I'm serious Cam. I miss Toby something fierce, but that dream, I feel peaceful, and he made me promise to look after you."
I held up my hands, she giggled. I smiled back. "Alright, you win. You can look after me." Rose looked smug. "But only after you're out of here. Until then, it's my job to look after you."
[ :::: - 7 - ::::]
As opposed to those first two weeks, the next few months went by slowly. If I wasn't at work, I was at the hospital with Rose. If I wasn't at the hospital, I was packing up the house at home. The girls and I had decided that we would sell the house and move. There was a place just outside of Crow's Nest in Northern Sydney I managed to get for a reasonable price as well as get a decent deal on our current place. The new house was smaller but was close to transport as well as the medical centre. It had three bedrooms plus a study nook, and if you looked out the master bedroom window while standing on your tiptoes, you could see Sydney Harbour in the distance.
My divorce from Louise was in full swing. The girls refused anything to do with her, the few calls they had with their mother did not end well for Louise. Sara, our easy-going daughter, had turned as tough as nails scowling anytime her mother was mentioned.
Carrie had all but moved in with Robbie during the past month, which I didn't mind, though Louise had called me out on it a dozen times, in between calling me a gutless cuckold and pathetic lover. She was not doing well living in her parent's house in a spare bedroom. They had called me a couple of times to see if I could reconcile, but after I played them the audio recording from that night with Roger and Louise from Sara's phone, they apologised then stopped trying to fix our issues.
If Louise's life was on a spiral downwards, Roger's had plummeted like a rock to the bottom of a pond. He had to have one of his testicles removed, and while he named me in a lawsuit, the police have told him he could sue me, but it would end badly for him because he was the one at fault, I could easily argue the defence of my house and family. After a single week's review, his workplace had promptly dismissed him for bringing their firm into such disrepute. They did this to try to get me to drop the suit against them. However, my lawyer had sniffed blood in the water and was negotiating a settlement with them.
Roger's wife had also gotten a copy of the recording somehow. I swear it wasn't me, but I did get some sly looks from Sara a few times. I had no idea how she found her, but one evening I got a call from a Miranda Fellworth, then over an hour, we exchanged stories. She had suspected Roger cheating on her several times, but this was the first time she had solid evidence. It turned out that much of the Fellworth money came from a trust from Miranda's grandparents. It had put Roger through law school many years ago, due to it being a family trust he was not a part of, Miranda told me he would get nothing. They also had kids, one of them had aspirations to be a lawyer, but Miranda suspected that might not be the case once he found out about his father's philandering ways.
Roger was now living in a cheap, night by night hotel on a credit card approaching its limit. He was having little success finding a new job, I honestly hoped it stayed that way.
Rose was doing a little better each day, so a month after the accident, she was able to leave the hospital with a nurse for a few hours so we could all say a formal farewell to Toby. It was strange, we were all sad, but Rose, of all people, smiled a lot, she laughed with people around stories they told, and when she did cry, she always ended up making the other person feel better about themselves.
In terms of injuries, Rose's legs were still in casts. She still had a number of bandages wrapped around her, including her head and her left forearm was wrapped up tight. She had a scar that was still red that ran from above her left eyebrow on her forehead, down over the bridge of her nose and over her right cheek. The doctors said they would be able to fix it with plastic surgery in the future if it didn't heal and fade like they expected it would.
At the funeral, I made sure I was the one to push Rose's wheelchair around as she greeted people. Her nurse smiled at me, never more than a few steps away, but she deferred to me to help Rose.
A further month after the funeral, I was sitting in Rose's hospital room doing accounts and paperwork when I felt her gaze upon me. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, putting down the invoice I was working on.
"What is it, Petal? Do you need something?" I asked, turning to face her.
When I turned to look at her, I was surprised. Rose was staring at me, tears streaming down her face.
"Cameron, I..." she tried to say. Instantly I was there, my arms around her. I held her as she cried, I looked at her monitors, aside from a slightly elevated heartbeat, she was fine. This was emotional. The hospital psychiatrists said this might happen. From the moment she woke, she was concerned for others, not herself.
"Shhh, Rose, it will all be alright, I'm here, I've got you. You will never need to walk alone; you know that?" I said, comforting her.
She cried more, nodded, holding onto me with her good arm, now free of bandages.
"I know Cameron. I just miss him, you know." She looked at me pleadingly.
"I do, Rose. Trust me, I do. Toby was my best friend. I miss him. When Louise did what she did if it wasn't for you and Toby..."
She hugged me tighter.
"Will it get better?" she said in a moment of pain and weakness.
"I don't know," I responded quietly. "I want to believe it will. Toby is gone, but you are still here, and we have our kids. That has to count for something."
She said nothing for a moment. Then I felt her relax.
"Thanks, Cam. I don't know if I would be able to hold it together without you. You're getting wise in your old age; you know that." She giggled softly and nervously.
I stroked her hair a moment, running my hands through her thick curly mane of red hair, then leant in kissing her on the top of her hairline.
"You're welcome, Rose. Without Toby with us or Louise in my life, I find that I require a best friend. You interested in the job?" I asked.
Still holding me close, Rose did the last thing I expected. She reached up and kissed me. I found I kissed her back feeling my heart stir with something that I never thought I would feel for Rose again, romantic love. Then I realised what I was doing and pulled back.
"Rose, I'm sorry, you are my best friend, indeed my oldest friend, and I love you so much, but I don't know, shit, we're still mourning for Toby.
She sighed snuggling into me, without thinking, I wrapped my arm around her as we sat on her hospital bed.
"I know Cam, I get what you say, but I feel something; it's never ever gone away from high school..." she said.
[:::: - 8 - ::::]
That night I fell into a restless sleep. I must have tossed and turned for hours until I, at last, entered what I immediately for some reason understood was a dream. The dream was of a bar that I had never seen before. It was a big bar, I had a feeling that if I tried to walk it from end to end, I would be walking a long time. There were tables everywhere, lots of people were sitting and drinking, playing darts or playing pool. The problem was that everyone was out of focus, I knew they were there, I even said hi to a number of the people I passed, I even got greetings from the fuzzy outline of people, I got they were smiling at me, but regardless of how I looked, they were still out of focus. That aside, it was a pleasant dream, I was considering walking to the bar when I spotted someone who wasn't fuzzy. He was sitting at a table by himself, as I approached, he turned and stood up to greet me.
"TOBY!" I exclaimed, rushing to hug him, but a moment before I did, I skidded to a stop.
He laughed at me. "It's good to see you to Cam, it is alright. You can hug me."
We embraced, then I held him back looking at him, he was looking as good as the evening before the accident, he caught me inspecting him laughing again.
"You look good mate," I said, "For some reason, I know this is a dream, but it is so good to see you."
He smiled, then we sat down at the table; in front of me was a Kraken and Coke, Toby had a pint of Guinness, we sipped our drinks for a moment.
"Ah," he sighed, "Good stuff!" He looked at me.
"So, how are you Cam?" he asked.
I deflated a bit, the dream becoming real.
"Not great, mate," I said to the dream of my best friend. "The divorce from Louise is a pain. The girls are angry all the time. I'm trying to support Rose in her recovery, but it's hard, and I feel like I'm just drowning in it all."
Toby nodded.
"What about you and Rose?" he asked, eyebrow raised.
I sat back to contemplate the dream version of Toby for a minute. He smiled at me, keeping the eyebrow raised.
"What about us?" I asked.
"Come on Cam. We've been friends for more years than I can imagine. You are my closest mate, I know things about you and Rose that could make anyone blush. I know you two love each other."
I snorted, "Of course Toby, she is as close to me as both you and Louise were. Without the two of you in my life, she's now my closest friend. I want to see her get better."
He sighed, "I get that Cam, but what about the kiss this afternoon that had you so restless before you fell asleep and came here, you can't say that meant nothing?"
Of course, my subconscious would dream up a figment of my best friend throwing him at me to make me feel guilty for kissing his wife.



I eyed my friend, "I know it was more than nothing, Toby. I love her, I always have." He smiled at me. I panicked. "Mate, Rose was married to you, Louise to me, sure we dated and even gave each other our firsts, but Toby, that's your wife we're talking about. How can I cheat with her on you?
"Cameron," he said seriously. "I'm dead." His tone was sad but final. "The two of you can't cheat on me, Rose, like you, has so many more years left in her. She needs someone that will love her and protect her as much as I did. Look Cameron, you said it yourself, Louise is out of your life now or soon will be, and you do love Rose."
He looked at me for a moment, it felt like the real Toby was weighing up something important to say, not some figment of my imagination.
"Rose loves you too, Cameron. Sure, she's hurting from my death, but she is desperately holding onto hope that you won't abandon her. In her heart, she holds you dear with the same type of love she does for me. Indeed, she may love you more than me as you have known her so much longer. I mean that." I didn't know what to say.
"You know," he leant in like he was about to tell me a secret, "if Rose and I hadn't met when you two were apart, she was going to hunt you down then get you to marry her."
"What?" I said, almost spluttering in my rum. "How in the hell would you know that?"
"She told me." He smiled.
I baulked at the dream of my best friend, "How could she tell you, you're just some dream of my best friend that for some reason my slumbering mind is using to help me process everything, Rose never said anything to me about that, so how could you know?"
Toby laughed.
"Cam, look around you at the walls, at this pub. This isn't just a dream, and I'm not just a figment of your exhausted mind." He said.
"Bullshit," I replied.
"Cam, it's true. I'll prove it to you." He told me.
"How?" I replied sceptically.
He held up three fingers. "Three ways." He said with a note of humour in his voice.
"First," he held up his index finger. "When you get to hospital tomorrow, ask Rose what the final words I told her were."
I snorted, "I already know that. You were in the car and told each other you love each other."
Toby smiled shaking his head. "Well, that's sort of true, but after that, when both of us knew I wasn't going to make it, I became calm. Somehow, I knew Rose would see the next day, and my final words were, "Love Cameron for all your days."
I started to reply, Toby raised his hand, extending two fingers this time.
"Second, tomorrow while at the hospital, Louise is going to turn up. It won't be pretty."
"Toby, there is no way...."
"Third," he said, interrupting me this time holding three fingers up. "My mum is going to bring Rose and yourself one of those amazing chicken salad sandwiches from the Asian Sandwich shop on North Harbour, letting you know she thought of both of you while she was driving. She will be wearing Yellow sandals."
I looked at my friend. He laughed at me again.
"Toby, how can you know, this is a dream and your dead?" I told my friend.
He touched the side of his nose like it was a secret.
"Honestly, I'm not allowed to say," he told me, "It's a miracle that I was allowed to meet with Rose and you in the first place. But I was asked to meet with you, so I am. I am happy to get to spend some more time with you."
I didn't believe him, but I had to admit I was glad to say I was happy to see him too.
"So, if it all happens that way, what do I do, marry her?" I asked.
Toby laughed again, "That's up to you, my friend, but if you did marry Rose, you would have my blessing." He picked up his drink, dragging me out of the booth over to a dartboard. "Now that is something I couldn't say while I was alive. But love her fiercely Cam, make me proud to be your best friend regardless of what you chose."
For what felt like the next hour, Toby and I played darts, we drank and at one point, I think we were singing bar songs. Some other patrons even joined us though I still can't recall them in focus. Well, except for one other guy, he felt like he looked after the place or was significant in whatever this was. But as we drank and danced, the pub faded from view. My last memory was Toby leaning over me, hugging me, thanking me for being his friend as we said goodbye to each other.
I woke with hot tears streaming down my face. I was sad, but happy too. I even got to say goodbye this time.
[:::: - 9 - ::::]
By the time I was shaved and dressed, I had largely forgotten the dream. I stopped at the office checking in with my managers. Everyone knew I was spending a lot of time working from Rose's hospital room as well as finalising moving house in the next few weeks. My assistant had all my papers ready for the day, accepted the ones I worked on yesterday, then ushered me into a meeting room where I worked with my floor managers for an hour before heading to the hospital. It was around lunchtime when I arrived, Rose smiled as I entered the room.
She had gotten a report from the doctors that while she still had a long way to go, she would be able to go home in a few weeks. She had been complaining that she was tired of the hospital bed for a few days now, while they had managed to give her a bed with a window, she wanted to get out of the four walls.
I was excited for her. Getting her settled in at home would help her a lot. We talked about her getting to sleep in her bed when Toby's mum Camilla walked in. I didn't know Camilla as well as Rose's mum Edwina, but we were casual friends, she smiled as she walked into the room.
"Rose," she said in a warm friendly tone. "You're looking so much better today, and Cameron, you're looking so dashing and handsome. You are so good to look after Rose like this. I know Toby would be so proud of you." She said as she leaned over to kiss Rose. As she did, I noticed a pair of yellow sandals on her feet; I froze. Rose noticed the blood drain away from my face.
"Cam, what is it?" both Rose and her mother-in-law looked where I was looking towards Camilla's feet.
"Is something wrong with my shoe's Cam?" Camilla asked, frowning. "I picked them up yesterday on special."
"No, sorry, Camilla," I replied. "Sorry, it was a dream last night, your shoes just reminded me, that's all," I said, trying to dismiss the thought. Rose continued staring at me a minute while Camilla fussed.
"Oh, before I forget, I picked you both up some lunch from that amazing Asian Sandwich shop in North Harbour. They have the most amazing chicken sandwiches." She said, buoyant and excited to tell us how they make them with everything you can hold in two hands for just six dollars.
As Camilla said the words 'chicken sandwiches,' I mouthed the words with her as I sat down.
"Cam, are you alright?" Rose asked, concerned.
I looked over at Rose, then over at Camilla, to the sandwiches in her hand she was unwrapping for us, then lastly to her yellow sandals. It was a dream, I told myself, just a stupid dream. I tried to tell myself it was a coincidence.
I tried to excuse myself by telling both ladies that I was just tired, Camillia didn't know me well enough to object, but Rose did give me a look that said we would talk about it later. So we ate our sandwiches and Camilla was right, they were terrific. Imagine layer after layer of chicken, lettuce, tomato, cheese, beetroot, pineapple, salt, pepper and a fantastic fruit relish placed between two pieces of very soft but crusty bread, giving you have a lunch that makes your taste buds dance.
After lunch, we sat around talking about nothing, mainly the weather and how we would get Rose home. I started to relax no longer as worried, now relaxing into a post-lunch lull when Louise strode into the room.
Louise was dressed in jeans and a blouse, her hair done up in a bun. If I had to admit it, she looked good, perhaps a little leaner than when I last saw her, but good nonetheless. She was carrying a bunch of flowers and a wrapped gift, but she waltzed in like she was supposed to be there. Shew walked like the last few months never happened.
"Oh Rose, it's so good to see you. You're looking well all things considered." Louse said. She scanned the room then spotted me, suddenly her entire demeanour changed.
"Cameron," she snarled, "What are you doing here? It's your fault that Rose is here and Toby is dead. You have no right to be here. Once I am done divorcing you, I'll make sure that Rose is looked after so she never has to see your ugly face again."
I rose to my feet; thunder clouds were gathering.
"Get out!" a small voice said. Everyone turned towards the bed where Rose was crying, looking away from everyone towards the window.
"Rose, it's okay. I'll get Cameron out of here," Louise said.
"No, he stays, you go." She said tears were leaking ever so slowly down her face. I took a step towards Louise.
"Louise, you need to go," I said sternly. "For once, listen. You need to leave."
Louise had a fit. She threw the present on the ground, we heard a distinctive smash. The flowers were next thrown against the wall. I took two steps interposing myself between Louise and Rose, laying on the bed, Camilla standing stunned in the background.
Louise went on a rant, "What the fuck Cameron, what the hell did you say to her. She knows it's your fault Toby's dead, doesn't she? Why in three hells would she think I have anything to do with her accident or you. You are the one that needs to leave. I'll look after Rose, I'll stay with her making sure she's alright now she's lost her husband," then she looked down at Rose's stump where her left hand used to be. "And with her lost hand, I'll be happy to make sure she is looked after."
I snarled, "What the hell makes you think you can walk in here after over two months without a word and think that you have any right whatsoever to talk with Rose."
"Cam."
I gestured to the bed behind me, "Rose has lost her husband, I've lost my best friend, the kids and I have been here every day since the accident. Where have you been?" I started thundering.
"Cameron," the voice said again.
I kept going. "I know why you're here; you've lost your job, your parents are tired of your skank ass in their spare bedroom, your daughters won't talk to you, so you thought that you would manipulate Rose to trying to live off her until she tires of your bullshit."
"Cameron!" Roses' voice said a third-time insistent. I whirled on Rose, angry at being interrupted into the adoring face of my best friend, instantly my anger melted.
"Sorry," I muttered.
"It's alright," Rose returned; she turned her head to glare directly at Louise.
"Louise, you need to leave, with how you have treated Cameron, let alone the little tantrum you just had. It shows that you are not my friend, and don't you dare use Toby's death as a crutch to blame Cameron. You have become a vile, disgusting creature, I am ashamed to have called you my friend, let alone confide in you over the years."
Louse started to object, Rose held up her stump.
"Save it, Louise, you will not be able to stay at my place. I am no longer your friend, you are not welcome here. Do I need to call security to have you escorted out?" Rose asked of my very soon to be ex-wife.
"Rose," Louise pleaded. "That's not fair. No one is liste..."
"No Louise," Rose interrupted, anger rising in her voice. "What's not fair is that my husband is dead, and I am maimed for life because you chose to fuck over your husband who is one of my closest friends..."
The room went quiet, the only sounds came from out in the hall. No one said anything, then the scowl that I had come to associate with Louise's denial of everyone around her and life in general appeared on her face. She looked from Rose to me, back to Rose, back to me and then finally back to Rose one last time. Each time her gaze shifted, a range of emotions ran across her face. But the scowl remained. As she looked at Rose that last time, venom was unleased.
"Well fuck you then, Rose, I see how it is, your husband's body isn't even cold in the grave, and you're fucking my husband. You hypocritical cunt!" she seethed. "Well, you can shove any help I was going to give you up to your ass and..."
She didn't finish as I grabbed Louise under the arm dragging her out of the room. I turned down the corridor towards the closest outside access, slamming fire doors open again dragging Louise along with me. Fortunately, they were not alarmed doors. Louise was sputtering and cursing all the way, still yelling back towards Rose's hospital room. I knew security wouldn't be far away.
I turned towards my wayward wife.
"Louise, I don't know what the hell is wrong with you, I don't know what flipped your switched from a loving wife and caring friend to bitch from hell, but it stops RIGHT NOW!" I said forcefully at her. Louise, thank goodness, shut up shrinking back.
"Cameron." She said.
"No, Louise, you are done."
"You've broken every relationship around you, from your daughters to your friends to me. No one, and I do mean no one wants you within a hundred meters of us. You've become a narcissistic bitch who appears to care nothing for anyone around you."
The doors opened, two big security guards walked out; they noticed Louise and I.
"You alright there, Mr Other?" Peter asked the bigger of the two security guards.
I dismissed him with a wave, "Fine Peter, Louise here just got a little emotional and upset at seeing Rose laid up in a hospital bed. However, she was just leaving, weren't you Louise?" I glared at her.
Security wasn't fooled by my words, ready to take Louise down. Instead, she looked at me, then the guards shrugging.
"Sure, I'll see you later Cameron." She said.
I shook my head, "I hope not."
The three of us watched as Louise walked away. Then, they escorted me back inside Rose's room, where Camilla and Rose whispered. After seeing that Rose was alright, security left, the cleaners came in to clean up the mess from the present, then twenty minutes later, Camillia also headed out, giving me a massive hug.
"Thank you, Cameron, now you look after her, she needs you," Camilla whispered to me as she hugged me leaving to catch her lift home.
"Are you okay?" I asked Rose sitting down on her bed, now just the two of us. I grabbed her right hand, holding it.
She snorted, "Isn't that what I'm supposed to be asking you?"
I shrugged. "It's been a strange day, but just now with Louise, I felt, I don't know, settled. But, no, I guess it started with that dream last night."
Rose's head jerked to look at me, "Dream?"
I nodded, "Yeah, I couldn't sleep last night when I got home," I blushed, I think she realised our kiss was partly responsible. "Anyway, I couldn't sleep, I tossed and turned, but when I did sleep, I had a dream about Toby in a pub."
Rose nodded, almost as she understood.
"It was strange. It was like I knew it was a dream and it was a big pub, there were other people there, but it was like..."
"They were out of focus." Rose finished for me. Her eyes searching mine, I think my surprise showed.
"Yeah, they were out of focus, well, except for Toby and some other guy. I can't recall the other guy, but Toby was crystal clear, we talked. He told me things that would happen today to know it was more than a dream, Camilla's shoes, the sandwiches, Louise turning up. Toby said they would all happen."
I looked back at Rose, her eyes told me she believed me.
"There was one more, wasn't there?" she asked timidly.
I nodded; how did she know? I looked at her, a tear escaped her eye, and she squeezed my hand. I didn't want to ask the question, both fearing and hoping what it meant.
"Love Cameron for all your days," Rose said quietly but intently, looking into my eyes. I drew in a breath.
"Rose...?" I asked.
She nodded, another tear joining the first as it made its way slowly down her cheek.
"Those were the last words that Toby said to me before we both passed out in the car wreck. They were the last words that he spoke to me in this life."
My tears joined hers, "How did you know?" I croaked out.
Quietly, almost as a whisper. "Toby and the pub, when you told me I knew. He also met me there, telling me how brave I was but that I would need to let go and love you like I always have. He told me that you would be unable to ask the question when it was time but that I should tell you our final words."
With that, we broke down in each other's arms, I wrapped myself around Rose in the fading light of the afternoon, and we cried. As we cried, we spoke softly of the man we knew, the friend, the lover, the husband and the father. We mourned together our joint loss, bonding together further in our shared grief. As the evening came, the noises of the hospital continued around us, Rose made space for me on the small hospital bed, and we continued to hold each other as best we could, both of us suddenly tired. Finally, as we fell asleep, I kissed her head, whispering.
"I love you Petal."
In response, Rose sniffed slightly, responding with, "I love you too Cam."
[:::: - 10 - ::::]
After that day, things got progressively easier for us. The kids, Sara, Carrie and Robbie, found us the following day snuggled together on the bed under a hospital blanket that a nurse must have thrown over us during the night. Sara clapped when we woke up, all of them standing and looking at us sleep. I kissed Rose gently on the lips as I got up, stretching. Carrie smiled and kissed Robbie.
We spent the morning explaining most of yesterday with Louise, leaving out the part about the dream with Toby. Later that week, everyone agreed that Rose would not move home when released but move in with Sara and I. Our new place was closer to the hospital, we agreed that Carrie and Robbie would stay at Roses's place; they would rent out the other two rooms to other university students, with mine and Rose's approval, of course.
By the time Rose was released, she was out of the formal casts, now using some hard fabric casts that could be removed as required so she could continue to heal. We all got a good look at the stump where her left forearm used to be, it was growing healthy skin around it, and while sad, for the most part, Rose was accepting of her disability. In addition, the skull fracture that Rose had was healed. Fortunately, there were no lingering effects other than a slight concussion they managed in the hospital.
Getting her home was one of the happiest days we all had in years. Honestly, I was also a little randy with my new girlfriend coming to live with me. Since that night in hospital, Rose and I had progressed from kissing up to a little light petting. I was worried to go any further, scared of hurting her. But, having seen the blooming relationship between us and having heard our history, her doctors told Rose that she could resume a full relationship once she was home, albeit carefully for the first few months.
The kids had already moved a lot of Rose's clothes and personal belongings over to the new house then had even been presumptuous placing them in the master bedroom with mine instead of the spare room like we discussed. But honestly, I didn't mind the cheekiness of the move.
When we got home, we spent a few hours with the kids talking, but after dinner, Carrie and Robbie headed off back to Rose's old place, Sara made excuses heading down the road to a friend's place for a few hours, leaving Rose and I alone for the first time all day.
"Cameron?"
"Yes, my Petal?" I replied using my pet name for her.
"I know we need to take our time, but I haven't had any release in months. Would you be able to help me to the bedroom and give me a hand?" she said with a grin.
"Of course, my love." I smiled immediately, helping her up. We made our way to the bedroom with a crutch under one arm, myself supporting her under her left arm. I gently helped her to the bed, unstrapping one leg brace, then the other. I helped her out of her shirt and bra, then out of the shorts and lastly, her panties.



I had Rose naked before me for the first time since we were eighteen, I drank in her body like a fine wine. When we were young, Rose was quite skinny. She had flaming red hair, flared hips, and relatively small breasts in the a-cup range. Today Rose had filled out gracefully having a full voluptuous figure. Her breasts were now large and heavy in the low end of a D-cup, her hips were still wide, but her ass had rounded out amazingly. She also had a full red bush over her mound that I could smell her arousal calling to me.
She giggled at me, looking lovingly at her naked body.
"You like this, Cameron my love?" she asked in a seductive tone, moving slightly to strike a pose. She looked at her stump, losing that sensual look a moment later. I immediately pounced on her kissing her lips, running my hands up her sides, and brushing the sides of her breasts. The look of doubt she gave me about her stump forgotten, she moaned.
"Rose, my beautiful Rose petal. I love this. You're so much sexier now, your curves have driven me mad for years, and now I have you all over again."
She sighed, "thank you, my love," she said, "Now show me how well you have aged."
I made a poor attempt at taking my clothes off like a stripper, taking off my shirt and pants. I kind of caught one leg as I took my jeans off, tripping, making Rose laugh. I shrugged off my socks, then dropped my boxers.
"Oh my," Rose said, licking her lips while looking down my body, over my cock, then back up to my eyes. "You have filled out, Cam, back then you were scrawny, now what to do with this hunk of a man before me?" she teased me, a look of love in her eyes that I now knew was just for me.
I collapsed on the bed with her, we laughed and made out. I kissed down her neck, spending a good twenty minutes, yes that long, kissing, licking and rubbing her breasts. Her nipples were a lot more sensitive than when we were teenagers. But while I played with her chest, I let my hands wander below. She had two mini-orgasms by the time I was done, and it wasn't long after I had buried my tongue in her lovely sweet pussy that she had a third.
"Cam, my love, I know you want to please me, I know I want your tongue in me a lot more, but right now, I need to feel you inside me. Make me your woman again. Please, my love."
I needed no more begging, easily siding my six-inch cock into her, causing her to cum before I had even bottomed out. I tried to hold still as she worked her way through her orgasm, her body was still weak, so I didn't want to hurt her. After a moment, she encouraged me to start thrusting, I took it slow and gentle, but she orgasmed one more time before I felt my release pulling out and spilling my seed all over her abdomen.
I quickly retrieved a washcloth from the attached bathroom, cleaning her up. She sighed contently, I then helped her to the shower, gently washed both her and myself before depositing us both in bed then falling asleep in each other's arms.
In the morning, we were woken up by the smell of breakfast wafting through the door, a few moments later, Carrie came waltzing in, a hand in front of her face.
"Cover-up, you two, I'm coming in!" she said, dropping the hand, seeing that we were both covered by the sheet smiling.
"Sleep well?" she asked.
"Amazing, sweetie," Rose responded sleepily. "It feels so good to sleep in a normal bed again." She looked over at me, "And to sleep beside someone you love." suddenly, she sat up, the sheet dropping away, exposing her ample bust. "Is that the smell of coffee?" Then she realised she was naked, "Shit, I'm sorry, Carrie."
Carrie blushed a little, then laughed.
"Rose, don't be. Your breasts are amazing. I hope mine are as firm as yours when I'm your age," she looked sneakily at me. "I know my dad loves them already, I mean again." Rose and I both blushed deep red while Rose pulled the sheet up. "You know what I mean." Carrie then changed topics. "Breakfast is ready, Sara and Robbie are setting up now, so I was designated to come and see if you needed any help getting ready since we figured you would both be naked." She grinned.
"No, it's alright, sweetie, Rose and I can get dressed, I'll help her down in a couple of minutes. Be a good girl and close the door on the way out." I said.
"Yes dad." She gave a mock salute walking out, closing the door and laughing.
They were all laughing when we made it down about ten minutes later. The rest of the morning was casual, our new family felt right, it felt like it had always been that way, and I suppose in one way, it had. We had been in each other lives forever, there was the casual air of a family just being ourselves.
A few weeks later, the divorce between Louise and I became final, our assets were formally split. Thanks to the Pre-nuptial agreement, Louise got very little. She didn't get to touch my business which was worth quite a bit. The sale of our original house stayed with me, and even though I didn't have to, I gave her a check for forty-thousand dollars, which was a little under half of our combined savings.
Why did I do that when with the prenup I would only have to give her around half that, you may ask? Well, it was for two reasons. First, Louise had killed any relationship with us through her actions. I wanted to give her enough money that she could get out of her parent's home and start a life somewhere else. I had heard on the grapevine she had been offered a job in Wollongong, which would mean we would not need to see her again. Giving her that money, I hoped, would encourage that move. Besides, my settlement from her previous work to keep the affair between her and Roger under wraps added a zero to the number I gave her, so I wasn't hurting for money.
Speaking of Roger, it appears he had gotten into a bit of trouble. Once he couldn't get a job, somehow, he ended up selling drugs for a dealer and, on his first-week dealing, ended up selling to an undercover cop, so he's now serving two years for trafficking. It couldn't happen to a more likable guy if you ask me.
It was six months later that Rose and I got married. She was beautiful in her wedding dress with a bouquet over her stump. She was self-conscious about how she looked going through several bouts of depression, but with the kids and I always around her, it never lasted long. Rose also ended up changing jobs but, with her psychology degree, moved into counselling those who had lost limbs like herself. Two years after we were married, she was honoured by the government in the Australia Day awards for her contribution to helping those in need with a disability. In her speech, she thanked her family and friends then called me up on stage with her, citing me as the main reason for her success because I stood by her as she picked herself up after her accident.
It was a busy time. Both Rose and I did several media interviews. We even turned up on a couple of the morning shows, talking through the physical and mental challenges of those with a physical disability. My wife was beautiful, despite her handicap, never let anyone see her worried or cry. Yet, in those times when she was down, she knew I was right there with her to help her stand up again. The love that Rose and I had for each other grew every day, while we did have disagreements, we always forgave each other and never went to bed angry with each other.
We didn't see Louise for about three years after the award. It was Carrie and Robbie's wedding. Now they had graduated university with honours in their chosen fields, had good jobs, but wanted to start a family while they were young. Carrie didn't want to invite her mother; they had spoken twice in three years, both times had been terse and unfriendly. But I talked her into inviting Louise for no other reason than she gave birth to Carrie and should be able to celebrate that fact. Finally, Carrie relented but asked that Louise be seated at one of the tables with regular guests, not with family.
I shrugged. I didn't care where my ex-wife sat, as long as it wasn't near Rose and me. I just wanted to make sure that Carrie didn't look back in the years to come wishing her mother was at least there at her wedding.
In the end, there was a compromise. Louise ended up sitting with her aging parents, who were happy to sit a couple of tables back to keep the peace with their granddaughter and her new husband.
As is always the case with ex-wives at weddings, I was at the bar, grabbing myself a Kraken and coke. It wasn't on the tab, but since I was paying, I could get what I wanted when Louise wandered up, leaning on the bar beside me. She ordered a glass of white wine then turned to look at me.
"I never said I was sorry, did I?" she asked me bluntly, but it was more of a statement than a question.
"Nope," I said, turning around, looking out against the crowd. Rose, Sara and Carrie were on the other side of the room, laughing about something. I smiled.
"But then again, I never thought you would," I said to her, finishing the sentence.
Louise sighed.
"You're right. I was a mess back then, a complete and utter mess entirely of my own making," she said.
"Yep," I said, enunciating the last syllable then taking a sip of my drink. Rose looked over at me, smiled, then frowned as she saw Louise beside me. I gave a slight shake of my head, she nodded, knowing there was no issue.
"I saw you both at the Australia Day awards and followed what you have both achieved since then," Louise said sadly. She was watching my wife, her former friend laughing with our daughters, knowing that she would never be able to enjoy a relationship like that with either of her girls ever again.
"She hates me; they all do, don't they?" Louise said, looking at them, then to me, then down into her wine glass.
"Hate is a strong word to use Louise..." Then, after a moment of reflection, I chuckled, "No, actually, it's an apt word for what they think of you. But as time goes by, the fire dies down. In another decade, who knows, the girls might pick up a phone call from you."
I felt more than saw Louise's shoulder sag. Then she turned to me.
"What about you Cameron? Do you hate me?" my ex-wife asked.
I shrugged. "Hate, loathe, despise, take your pick." I heard the band start to tune their instruments in the background. I smiled to myself. Soon I would get to dance with my daughter.
"But you convinced Carrie to invite me tonight. So if you hate me that much, why?" she moaned.
I turned to look at Louise, and it was the first time I had looked at her all night. She was a hollowed-out woman compared to the person I used to know. Her cheeks were prominent, like she wasn't eating well, but her ass had ballooned out. Her eyes had a haunted look to them, it looked like her hair wasn't just going grey or being covered by a bad dye job, but her hairline was receding somewhat. Overall, I knew this woman I had once loved was broken. I studied her a moment more before replying.
"Louise, no mother should have to miss her daughter's wedding, even if she was a disgraceful slut. But I didn't invite you here to make you feel better. I invited you to make sure our daughter would have a clear conscience going into her own marriage." I paused, then tipped my glass to a passing couple. "That's all, and if I never have to see you again, I'll count myself a fortunate man."
With that, I walked away, joining my family for the wedding dances. I did hear a sob saying, "I'm sorry." Unfortunately for her, the way she acted didn't generate any sympathy.
For the rest of the night, we danced and ate, joked and laughed, and I never saw Louise again.
We did hear from her parents that Louise died a few years later. It was just after Sara had just gotten engaged to a doctor. Yeah, surprise, didn't see that coming. But at Sara's engagement party, we found out that Louise ended up with an ovarian cyst that became infected, passing away in a hospital bed with only her parents around her. She hadn't wanted anyone to say anything to us, sad really.
As for Rose and I, we kept each other honest. When they came along, we doted on our grandkids together. We travelled the world, seeing sights and wonders. We made love in countries all over the globe, spoilt grandkids and even eventual great-grandkids. While age did end up slowing our bodies, there was more than one occasion when we got caught doing something naughty by one of the family. But no one ever really complained. They knew that Rose and I were in love and that love hadn't dimmed at all over the years. Some older people getting up to some risqué fun just proved it. When I looked at my Rose Petal, I saw the girl I loved at eighteen, the woman I married in my forties, the naughty smile on the grandma approaching eighty-two and knew I was going to get lucky tonight, I knew in my soul I would be loved till the day I die.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authoring Final Notes ::::]
Hey everyone, thanks for reading through "On the Mend," I enjoyed writing this one, the draft came together quickly over a single day. What surprised me was when I initially drafted the scene of everyone comforting Cameron after Louise's betrayal. I didn't know they would not make it back the next day.
Thanks all, see you in the next story!
Cheers
John Other.
{Note: Due to a typo in the title when I published the original, I have resubmitted a new version with the title stored and a couple of other issues fixed. Not all of them, of course, if I did, I wouldn't get any comments 😉}
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
So far in my stories, my main characters have gone through hardship, but they have always been strong mentally. Recently, I was thinking a little about a couple of the stories I read over the past few days where the main character did not come off as mentally sound. I found myself thinking about what could lead someone from stability to destruction in a short amount of time. This story is an attempt to do that.
I have noticed from a few of the comments, particularly around 'On The Mend', that the love interest is sometimes a little obvious. So you know, at the moment I don't mind. My main characters always get a positive outcome. I'm not a big fan of our main characters losing, being happy as cucks, or having no end; it's not how I'm built.
With that said, just a warning upfront with this story, there are some disturbing themes and a slightly confronting scene or two, I have tried hard not to go too far into the darkness, and I mean no disrespect to those who have had to face what we are going to read below. I purposely walked a few elements back from my original draft as I felt it was too confronting.
As always in my stories, there is an element to bend from what would likely really happen from a legal sense in the real world, to something that I think works with my stories. I want to thank my editing team, in particular, Kite and TexDom, for taking the time to edit this one with me. I love the creative process, and I hope that reading my stories helps others to write as well.
I hope you all enjoy 'Total Destruction'.
[:::: Prologue ::::]
The world was going blurry as I sat down on my bedroom floor. Saying I was exhausted was an understatement. Before this past week, I wouldn't have thought I would be here, at this moment, doing what I was doing. Now sitting, I could feel the texture of the carpet on my wet hands. Kelly and I had spent a lot of money doing the bedroom up a few years ago. It had decent underlay, along with quality Australian wool carpet. It was a shame that the carpet was being ruined right now.
For a moment, I closed my eyes, shaking my head slightly to try and clear the fog descending on my mind. What the hell was I doing, I thought? I'm better than this, I mused for a moment. When I next opened my eyes, I looked at the large hardwood, timber-framed, king-size bed. The next time I blinked, I saw visions of Kelly's naked body arched in ecstasy, her breasts thrust outwards as we made love. I cringed then, knowing it would never happen again. Events had spiralled out of control now.
I brought my hands to my face, and in my insanity, I smirked when the warm wet blood on my hands smeared my face. I let my hands drop to my sides again, continuing to ruin the carpet with the wetness pouring out of me. The world was going blurry, but my eyes quickly caught the glint of the half-empty whiskey bottle lying on the bed beside an empty pill bottle. When I threw down the bottle and scoffed the pills, I had forgotten to put the lid back on the bottle. Now the smell of whiskey was filling the room. I laughed bitterly and shrugged my shoulders, but immediately, a panicked thought entered my mind, the letters. I quickly turned my head, seeing they were still there, my poorly formed handwriting on the cover of each envelope. They were set on the bedside table, not on the mattress where I thought they were moments ago where the open bottle could destroy them.
There was always a risk the wrong person would find my letters, but I dismissed it as the thought crossed my mind. The one remaining sane part of my brain knew that I wouldn't be around to worry about it, so what could I do.
I coughed briefly, feeling bile rise in my stomach. I didn't want to throw up, so I fought the feeling down. Why? As my eyes closed again, I asked myself why it had to happen this way? Why did I do this? Sure, there were people I would miss, even though I don't think they would miss me. Sure, my daughter would hate me for taking this way out, but I believed that she already loathed me, throwing me aside in disgust this past week, and I, for one, couldn't take it anymore. I didn't want the pain anymore. Even now, as the vital liquid that circulates in all our bodies continued to escape from me, ruining the carpet, the pain and anguish were still there. A week ago, the person I was would have knocked me into next week for doing this. The man from back then wouldn't have taken these measures, but I wasn't that person anymore. I was broken, unwanted, despised and saw no other way out than to give them all what they wanted.
I closed my eyes and winced again at the pain on my wrists, but thanks to the pills and the whiskey, it was a dull ache instead of acute debilitating pain. As I slipped further towards eternal slumber, I didn't see my life flash before my eyes, and there were no tunnels of light or stairs of foreboding red hiding in the darkness. I was kind of surprised; I guess I expected something. No, that's wrong, as I knew I had mere moments before the end; I felt terror.
The struggle of my synapses to pull coherent thoughts together was ending. My brain was trying to hang onto life even though I could no longer halt the inevitable march towards doom. I now felt stupid. I wanted to survive. In a last-ditch effort to endure my foolishness, I tried to move, but felt myself slumping to the floor with no energy left as the blackness, at last, claimed me.
[:::: One Week Earlier ::::]
I laughed happily as I twirled my daughter Grace around our suburban house in downtown Perth, Australia. She was nineteen and her boyfriend John had proposed to her last night. Of course, I knew it was coming. He sought me out and asked me privately if I would give my blessing. I had without reservation. Grace and John had been dating since year eight in high school, and I could count on one hand the number of times they had not been together at some point every weekend since they started dating.
Grace was telling my wife, Kelly, and me about the proposal. John had sent her on a treasure hunt, taking her around town then having her end up under a tree in Kings Park, where he proposed. I had hugged her, spinning her around like she was five years old when they told us in our kitchen the next day. I was so happy for them. While they were young, I knew their love was strong. My view was that if there was a young couple in this day and age that had the guts to make it, I believed these two would.
I again grabbed my daughter's hand and smiled as I looked at the engagement ring.
"It's beautiful Gracie," I looked over at John, "You did well in picking it out."
My wife Kelly snorted, sitting on the other side of the kitchen counter. At forty-two, Kelly was still a beautiful woman in my eyes. She was a deep brunette, with brown hair, brown eyes, and a tanned complexion many women begged for. Also, she had a mom's ass that I still worshipped, I loved to caress it when I could, while her chest was on the smaller side with tiny B-cup breasts. They had always been a good enough handful for me.
We all turned to look at her snort on the back of my compliment.
"You should throw some of that thanks my way," my wife said, picking up a glass of wine. "You might have given your blessing, but I was the one who helped John pick it out."
I was shocked, and I caught John turning a bright red.
"Mum, that was uncalled for," Grace said, then turned to her fiancé. "It's alright baby. I love it, and I know you made the final choice."
Nothing more was said, but I must admit I felt a little embarrassed at Kelly's comment. In all the years we had been together, I had never seen my wife say something so disrespectful and out of character to embarrass everyone in the room. But then again, with a bit of reflection, Kelly had been a little strange the past few months. Nothing I could put my finger on in the moment, but there were little things, comments and actions that were not the natural loving woman I knew seeping into the woman that just embarrassed us.
Dinner was festive as we continued to toast and celebrate the now engaged couple. Then, finally, Grace and John headed off after a dessert of apple crumble and vanilla custard I made earlier in the afternoon. They had a little one-bedroom apartment they were leasing with our help while studying and getting their careers going. That night as Kelly and I snuggled into bed, I didn't say anything, but I must admit that inappropriate comment did play on my mind.
Sunday morning, Kelly and I woke slowly, and I started playing with her body without thinking about the previous day terribly much. She began to moan as I kissed and sucked on her nipples, then later, as I ate her out, she came hard. Kelly then rolled me on my back, put her hands on my chest and rode me till she came again. After she came, I noticed the look of bliss on her face, then suddenly, there was suddenly another look as she got off me and walked into the bathroom, leaving me there unfinished. I was stunned.
"Um Kelly?" I said.
"What is it?" she replied, a slightly annoyed disembodied voice from the bathroom.
"Is there anything for me?" I asked.
It took a minute before I heard a reply, "I'm already cleaning myself up. Just finish yourself off."
I have never had an erection wilt in my entire life, but it did then. Moments later, Kelly walked out, looked at my shrinking manhood, smirked, and walked away.
It took me about half an hour to get myself together, I was so shocked. I showered and shaved, then when I came out to the kitchen, Kelly was gone; she had just left a note that she was going out.
Suddenly I was angry. In all the years I had known Kelly, she had never disrespected me like she did this morning. I had no idea what was going on with my wife. I made myself a coffee and kept returning to the same thought, 'Is she cheating on me?'
I was finishing my coffee, stewing on the matter, when Roger, one of my closest friends, called me.
"Yo Bart, what's up?" he chirped.
I didn't say anything other than a generic greeting.
"Bart buddy, what's wrong, somethings not fitting here?" Roger said.
I spent the next ten minutes explaining to Roger my thoughts; Roger laughed at me.
"Buddy, if she's cheating on you, there is not much you can do, divorce is fifty-fifty, and she doesn't work, so she would take you to the cleaners," he said.
"Not helpful," I replied, a little pissed off at his attitude.
"Wasn't trying to be, I was trying to be realistic," said a very un-empathetic Roger. "Look, why don't we sit down and talk about it at work tomorrow? We have the report on the Pembrook project due. After that, we can talk it through."
"Sounds good," I replied without much passion.
Roger was not only a good friend, but we also worked in the same company. I was a senior engineer, and he was a program manager. We had made a good team over the years, I would get the solutions built, and he would manage the funds and schedule.
Somehow I made it through Sunday. Kelly did come home, but it was almost midnight when she slid into bed. She didn't say anything even though she knew I was awake.
The following day, Kelly tried to be amorous, just stroking my cock as I woke up. She was working on getting me hard before trying to mount me. I threw her off at the last minute, coming fully awake just as she started slipping down my shaft.
"Not going to happen, Kelly," I said, getting out of bed.
"You're saying no to sex?" she replied, looking at me incredulously.
I stared at her, then started throwing on my suit for the day.
"I'm not touching you after your disrespect to me this past weekend. I swear if you're cheating on me..." I trailed off, having no idea how to finish the thought.
Kelly was up and in my face instantly, her naked body pushed against me.
"You'll do what Bartholomew Other. You can't do shit." There was a slight sneer on her face as she used my full name. It softened slightly but didn't entirely disappear altogether. "Look, come back to bed. I need some release, and I'm sure you could too." She tried to coo me.
I shook my head; who the hell was this woman. "Nope, not going to happen, Kelly. I don't think you get what absolute contempt you are showing me."
"Well fuck you then," she said and turned back to the bed, pulling a massive dildo out of the nightstand and proceeding to stuff it into her pussy as she laid down. She kept staring at me as I finished getting ready, teasing me and mocking me at the same time.
"You could be in here, baby." She moaned in a seductive tone. "This could be your cock instead of this toy. You know how much I love having your thick meat inside me..."
I shook my head and walked out of the room. For the first time in twenty-one years of marriage, I was disgusted with my wife. As I walked out of the house, I heard her moaning and mocking me as a wimp and coward.
In the office that morning, I was all over the place; my assistant Myra looked at me worriedly,
"Bart, are you alright? You seem off," she said, concern written on her brow.
Myra Brown had been my assistant at work for ten years. She likes to say she was a mercy hire when she tells the story. When Myra came to work with the company, her boyfriend had been abusive towards her. After the breakup where Myra had to leave the house with nothing but her clothes and one-year-old daughter, Tilly, she had turned up for the interview with a blackeye, desperately applying for the open receptionist job.
Aside from the black eye during the interview, which faded quickly, Myra was well suited for the job. Overall, she dressed conservatively, but it was hard to hide that she was a knock-out in the looks department. She had almost natural platinum blonde hair to her waist, a pair of breasts approaching the top end of Double D that looked like they virtually defied gravity. Myra also had a round ass that made any man around the office drool. I must admit, over the years, she had caught me glancing at her a time or two but never said anything. Myra was very intelligent, following along with most of what we did with ease, and aside from getting knocked up by her former, abusive boyfriend at a drunk party one night, she was as witty as anyone around her. The firm owner hired her but assigned her to me, feeling Myra would be wasted on reception having the brains to keep up with me as I worked in the delivery of projects.
I also respected Myra because she had a genuine concern for everyone around her and an absolute moral code. She treated you friendly until you crossed her, then you were dead to her. People had been removed from the company because they had crossed her or assumed she was just a ditzy beauty to find out her ire was nothing to be trifled with.
I looked at Myra, deciding what to say about my situation with Kelly. In the end, I sighed and told her the truth. Within moments of starting the tale, Myra was scowling, but there was an angry blush running up her neck by the end. I hung my head after telling my story, somewhat defeated that it was likely my wife was cheating on me.
"I don't know what to do, Myra. I mean, if she's cheating on me, I never saw it coming." I said sadly.
I suddenly felt Myra's hand on my shoulder. In all our years working together, I could count the amount of physical contact we had on both hands. I looked up into a pair of compassionate eyes.
"Well," Myra said, "first, you need to get through the Pembrook meeting. I got the schedule a few minutes ago, and some questions are being raised about the pipe and concrete used within the structure."
I felt myself return to the moment.
"What, why is this the first I have heard of it? Roger hasn't said anything to me," I replied. A few wheels started to turn in my head around structures, layouts of architecture and quantities I had planned for.
Myra looked troubled, "I'm not sure why nothing has been said, Bart. I saw the agenda just now, and it is... concerning."
Moments later, before we could contemplate it anymore, Roger popped his head into my office.
"You ready bud?" he asked, looking at me with a smile plastered on his face.
"Roger, what's this about issues with pipe and concrete on the Pembrook project?" I asked quietly, trying to get myself ready for the upcoming meeting.
He dismissed it with a wave, "Don't worry about it. We'll get it all sorted out right now."
"Roger, you know I like to know these things before meeting with a client," I said.
"It's okay, buddy. We will get it all sorted." Roger said in a very dismissive tone.
The meeting was an ambush. We walked in; the owners of Pembrook were already there, I had met them several times, and they were always friendly. However, as I explained how we were progressing, they scowled, the look getting darker and darker as I spoke.
"But what about the overruns of concrete and pipe around the northeast?" asked Peter, the majority owner and CEO.
I looked at Roger. He shrugged, saying nothing; everyone was looking at me. "I'll need to look into it because I have not heard anything about overruns. However, the reports as of last week were that everything was within normal parameters."
The scowl on Peter's face deepened. "That can't be so. Can you tell me why I have signed requisition reports from the past three months totalling over two hundred thousand dollars for additional concrete and pipe?" Peter said, looking at me. I stared back with no idea how to respond.
I looked back at Roger, his face unreadable, but he produced a folder then stood.
"Gentlemen, if you could let us take a look into this, I am sure we can figure it out." He looked at me. "Bart, let's step out for a moment and sort it out."
I followed Roger across the hall into another room with our boss Clarence waiting.
"So, what did they say?" Clarence asked as we sat down.
Roger jumped in before I could say anything. He passed the folder across to Clarence. "They asked about the missing materials like we thought they would," Roger replied.
Clarence looked at me, and I saw anger in his eyes directed at me for the first time in all the years working for him.
"What do you have to say, Bartholomew?" the older man almost spat at me. I was shocked at the intensity of the tone and the hostile look he gave me.
"I don't know what to say, sir. The reports I got last week was that everything was on track, no additional materials were required, and I have no idea about these signed requisitions. I certainly didn't approve them," I responded to the obviously angry boss, feeling that this was all out of control.
He looked at me critically for a moment and opened the folder that Roger gave him.
"So that's the story you are going with?" Clarence said flatly.
"Sir?" I asked. Then I started at Roger. He was looking grave.
"Bartholomew, I have here the requisition forms for two hundred and six thousand dollars. I have an issue that the payments were made to a bank account that turns out to be in your name. So seriously, Bartholomew, this is how you treat me after all these years?" Clarence almost shouted at me.
The meeting broke down after that. Both Clarence and Roger took turns blasting me for what they told me I did. Neither wanted to hear about my innocence. They then brought in a human resources representative, and I was summarily dismissed for fraud. Clarence told me that he was referring this to the police and topping everything off, Myra was also being fired for cause because she would have been in on it working so close to me.
As I was escorted off the premises with a few of my meagre belongings, I saw Roger smirking at me when he thought I wasn't looking.
I caught Myra in the parking lot out the front, security watching us if we tried to come back in. She looked dazed but was crying, standing by her car.



"Myra, are you alright?" I asked; she whirled on me.
"You bastard Bartholomew, two hundred thousand dollars of fraud, how could you, I trusted you, and you lost me my job," the upset and devastated woman screamed at me.
"Myra, it wasn't me." I pleaded.
"Wasn't you?" she paused, a snarl coming over her face. "Before they shoved me out the door, Roger showed me the signed requisition requests. I saw your signature, and I know your signature. How could you?"
She looked at me again. I noticed the hate in her eyes directed solely at me. She didn't want to hear that I had nothing to do with it.
"And I suppose that sob story about Kelly was just a lie as well, telling me she's cheating on you. Seriously, you think I don't see the looks you give me when you think I'm not looking."
Again, the look of pure, unfiltered anger caught me off guard in the woman I had worked with for a decade.
"I hate you," she spat at me. "You have destroyed any chance I have at another job. I honestly can't believe I got sucked into feeling sorry for you. You lie, cheat and steal then dare to ask me how I'm feeling. Fuck off Bart!"
I had never heard her swear in all our years working together. Hearing her words again shocked me. But before I could say or do anything, she slapped me hard.
"You have ruined my career, I can't get a reference, and worse, I'm tainted with your fraud. I hope it was all worth it, you prick."
I stood there stunned, my cheek stinging from her quite powerful slap. Myra glared at me for another moment before she got in her car and drove off without another word.
I did not know anything else to do, so I drove home and parked in the driveway. Inside, Kelly was standing waiting for me.
"So the fraudulent husband comes home with his tail between his legs. Pathetic." She spat. At the time, I didn't notice, but in the days afterwards, I would reflect that Kelly sounded happy, not upset or concerned, happy. What the fuck?
"Kelly, I didn't do any of it. I don't know what's going on?" I said, depressed, confused and feeling like I was breaking.
She sneered at me. "Who cares, Bart? I'm telling you now that I am leaving your ass." I had never seen a look of contempt like that before; well, the look on Myra's face earlier came close.
There was a knock at the door.
"It's for you," she said, still snarling at me.
Without thinking, I opened the door to a guy in a suit. "Mr Bartholomew Other?" he asked. I nodded.
"You've been served." And he handed me a thick manilla envelope and walked away. I peered into the envelope and pulled out the divorce petition.
"Kelly, divorce?" feeling my world break just a little more, Kelly sensed the growing anguish in me, laughing excitedly at my pain.
"You're such a clueless putz, aren't you? But, of course, it's divorce. If you haven't noticed, I've been seeing someone for the past six months. He's going places you're not, he's exciting, and of course, he's got a decent amount of money." She regarded me like something you scrape off your boot. "As for you, you no longer have a job, a family or friends, and let's not forget that you will likely be in jail for fraud before the end of the month."
She eyed me briefly, a sadistic look of pleasure in her eyes. I had seen that look growing over the past few months. I didn't understand why I only saw it now. "You're pathetic Bart. Why, about the only thing you have going for you is that you know how to use your tongue and your cock is nice as a human dildo, my new man isn't as well-endowed and has no idea how to eat me. But he does things to me you never have."
"So that's it, you're admitting you're a slut, a cheating whore?" I said, a little anger creeping into my voice. "So yesterday and today were just you getting your fill, never giving a shit about me?"
Kelly laughed.
"Yes, it was all about me. I deserve it all. Haven't you noticed that it's always been about me?" She looked at me, and for a moment, it looked like she had a hint of sorrow. "We did have a lot of good years together," the look passed, and the bitch came back. "But you're done Bart, so I am moving on."
Kelly leaned in close to me as my world continued to break.
"Look Bart, make it easy for me. I'm asking for the house and most of the assets because you're going to be in jail. So, sign the papers. I'm being generous to you, giving you one week to pack your shit and move out. But be out of this house by this time next week, or I'll add a restraining order to everything else."
"You're staying at your lover's then?" I asked, feeling the weight of everything, betrayal at my now-former work and now by my wife.
Again she laughed, "Of course, his place is a lot smaller, which is why we are going to get this place once you're in jail. But don't bother following me, or I'll call the police and have you arrested for stalking; you're already going to jail. Don't add to it."
I pulled out a chair and sat down, dejected and rejected. Kelly took a few strides towards me. Then she noticed the glowing red handprint that Myra left there earlier.
She looked at my red cheek and smiled. "Well, at least that slut got let go too. Go crawl in a hole and die, Bartholomew."
And with that, Kelly walked out. I did nothing for the rest of the day, not even drink. The next day I didn't know what to do either. I was expecting something. I tried to call Grace, but it kept going to voicemail.
After about the twentieth call, she picked up.
"What do you want?" my daughter's voice sounded terse.
"Grace, I..." I started to say
"Save it, father," Grace interrupted me. Her tone was terse, almost scathing. "Mum told me all about your fraud, the lies you told, the fact you were having an affair with your assistant. Seriously, cheating on mum and stealing two hundred thousand dollars. You have screwed up a lot of lives for that, and I can say I have never been more disappointed in anyone in my entire life."
I wasn't sure what to say. For a moment, nothing was said between either of us. But as I went to take a breath and defend myself, Grace again interrupted me.
"Look, I'll be blunt," Grace told me over the phone hotly. "John and I want nothing to do with you. Last night, you were on the news as being investigated by the police, then mum called and told me everything. Go to jail, dad. Do your time and stay away from us. I'm not proud of saying this, but if you are not in jail when we get married, don't come. I don't want someone who could destroy this family so utterly near me on my happiest day. I'll find someone else to walk me down the aisle."
I said nothing, tears falling from my face.
"Dad, are you listening? Are you getting how much you have fucked everything up?"
I said nothing, but she heard my sobbing.
"Goodbye, dad; from this moment on, you're dead to me. Don't ever try contacting me again, and I do mean ever!" Her tone final, she hung up without another word.
With that, I fell to the floor and cried.
Two days later, the Police showed up at my door, arrested me and took me in for questioning. The detectives that arrested me didn't bother to ask me if I did it. Instead, they just kept hammering me with question after question about where I stashed the money, who my partners were, how long I had been defrauding my former workplace.
In the end, they released me, sending me home but telling me not to leave town as I had to face court the following week. I walked into my house, looking around at everything, pictures on the walls of Kelly, Grace and me, artwork that we had bought, trophies Grace had brought home over the years for her school sporting achievements. So many memories and good times now appeared hollow and meaningless.
The past week had been a blur; deep inside me, I knew I was missing things about this entire situation. I knew I wasn't connecting the apparent dots, but other than knowing I was innocent, I just had no idea. My wife had left me, my daughter disowned me, fired from my job, my assistant blamed me, even a close friend had treated me like shit and never bothered to follow me up.
The few calls that I had picked up were now former friends extolling their disappointment in me. The scenario played out repeatedly as they told me never to contact them again. I was poison, just being near me was unacceptable.
I walked into the bedroom broken, having no idea what my next steps were. As an engineer, I solved problems, but I didn't know what problem I was solving right now.
I went downstairs after having a shower, ate a sandwich with stale bread and jam, the cardboard taste just adding to my now morose life. I guess I could have handled it all if it wasn't for Grace throwing me out of her life. I stared at the table in front of me. There was a bottle of sleeping pills that Kelly used and an unopened bottle of American Honey Whiskey. For the first time in my life, a dark thought entered my mind about what would happen if I drank and ate the pills. I shook my head. It wasn't the answer. I just needed a bit of time.
The following day, bright and early, I was served again. This time it was a restraining order against me to come within a hundred meters of Kelly, Grace, John or Roger and that I had to be out of the house the coming Monday. Despite the growing sense of helplessness, what caught my eye was that the restraining order included Roger, which was a strange one. Why Roger?
Something clicked.
"Mother fucking cum buckets!" I screamed out at no one in particular.
I sent him a text message, not thinking about anything, beset by rage and what felt like an open wound in my very soul.
[ You fucking bastard, this is all your fault. I am going to beat the living shit out of you, call yourself a friend, I am going to find you and destroy you ]
I didn't get anything back in response; however, a half-hour later, the same two detectives that arrested me again came and told me off for breaking the restraining order, contacting Roger. They weren't interested in my explanations. They didn't want to hear my story. They just wanted me in jail because I was the bad guy in their minds. They knew that I had to be out of the house by Sunday and told me that I would be arraigned on Monday.
They told me a car with a detective would be parked across the street watching me for the next twenty-four hours, and I was strongly advised not to leave the house, just to pack my belongings.
Walking back into the house after giving more than an upset farewell to the two asshole cops, I gave in to the temptation to open the bottle of whiskey. Three shots in ten minutes, and I was drowning my sorrows. I got out three pieces of paper deciding to write a note to Kelly, Grace, and Myra.
To Kelly, I wrote my disappointment in her. I wrote what a betraying whore she was and that I hoped that she burnt long and hard in the pits of hell for what she had done to me when she died. I cursed her with every spiteful word I could think of, then spat on the paper before folding it up and putting it in an envelope.
To Grace, I wrote my sorrow and disappointment that she never even asked if I did what I was accused of. I told her that I had never done anything I had been charged with. I never cheated on her mother, that she had cheated on me. I told her I never stole any money and that she could ever think I could do either thing showed that she needed to grow up and look at who was feeding her that bullshit. Then I softened my tone, telling her to love John with everything she had and think kindly of me when everything settled down. Finally, I asked her to make sure that Roger was not the one to walk her down the aisle in my place since he had betrayed me. This time, my tears stained the paper as I again put the letter in an envelope.
To Myra, I wrote and apologised. First, I told her that none of this situation was her fault. Then, I laid out a few things I thought I knew about how Roger had betrayed us both, and he was the person I believed was now sleeping with my wife. Next, I explained I was sorry if I ever made her uncomfortable with my stolen glances. I had meant nothing more than shyly appreciating working with such an attractive woman, but that I held her in the most profound respect and apologised if my looking at her had tarnished that. Lastly, I finished by saying that I felt I had no way out, asking if she could one day forgive me after her anger subsided.
I sealed each letter in their envelopes, writing their names on them. Then I grabbed both the bottle of whiskey and the bottle of sleeping pills walking up to the bedroom. I sighed as I placed each letter on the bedside table then, as an afterthought, threw a post-it note behind the letters telling the detectives to look at Roger's finances if they wanted the truth. I finished by writing that they should do their jobs next time rather than driving an innocent man to do what I was about to do.
I stepped into the bathroom and took my time having a luxurious hot shower. I took another couple of swigs of whiskey, followed by downing all of the sleeping pills with another drink. I dried myself looking in the mirror, wondering why I was doing this. I had never been like this, but I had a course of action, a way out of this mess. If the world no longer wanted me, I would remove myself from it. My razor was there on the bench. It was a straight razor as I loved a good close shave. I picked it up and took another large swallow of the whiskey, throwing the remaining whiskey on the bed with the empty pill bottle as I walked into the room. I don't know why, but I dressed nicely, dress pants, casual shoes, along with a nice shirt, then I collapsed down on the ground just outside the bathroom, the whiskey and pills starting to affect me.
I turned the razor over in my hand and looked at the sharp edge. Its blade glinted at me as I contemplated the edge. Afterwards, I noted it had hurt, but I knew it would ensure no one would have to put up with me anymore. They didn't want me, didn't want to listen to me, so I would ensure they never needed to see me again.
[:::: - ::::]
Later on, I was told that Detective David Roundlight saved my life. He was that one assigned to watch my house that evening from the unmarked car across the road. When Mrs Hawkins, one of our neighbours, and perhaps one of the few people who had no idea what was happening, came over to ask after us due to seeing lots of people coming and going this week, Detective Roundlight met her at my front door. When the two of them together got no response after knocking, the Detective opened the door and found it unlocked; he walked through the house until he found me bleeding out on the bedroom floor.
Within moments an ambulance was dispatched, the house becoming a crime scene. In hindsight, it was the first break that I had gotten all week. I was barely alive when they brought me out. Fortunately for me, I couldn't repress my gag reflex once I had passed out. They found me in a puddle of vomit, booze and blood.
Under Detective Roundlight's guidance, forensics were brought in. They bagged the whiskey, the pill bottle, the letters and, in going through the house, found three hidden cameras recording to a hard drive hidden in a laundry cupboard. I knew nothing about them.
I was unconscious for three days, and when I awoke, I was surprised to find I was alive.
"Uh, where am I?" I asked a pretty nurse in a croaky voice.
"You're in Hollywood Private Hospital." She said quietly. Then put a finger to her lips, "Shhhh," she said quietly. "Your friend here has been up all night and only just fell asleep."
"Friend?" I asked, raising an eyebrow weakly, "I don't have any friends they all left me?"
"Well, this one didn't," she said, turning my head to find a very dishevelled Myra napping uncomfortably in one of those big fake leather chairs you often find in a hospital.
"Myra," I said quietly, somehow relieved to see her. In speaking her name, she stirred from her slumber.
Despite everything, the moment she noticed my eyes open, she was beside me, her hand slipping into mine.
"Bart, what the hell do you think you're doing?" she barked. But her hand held mine very gently, and her eyes had tears threatening to break, even though her bloodshot eyes told me she had been crying a lot recently.
I looked away from her.
"I thought it was best..." I started, shame radiating outward from me in waves.
She snorted.
"You think ending your life was the only way to get away, Bartholomew Other. I have known you for over a decade. I have never known you to give up so easily. What were you thinking?" she repeated her question.
We said nothing for a few minutes; the only sound was the beep of the machines as she waited for my response.
"Myra, I'm sorry... everything, I mean everyone. When Kelly, then you then Grace... I couldn't take it. I never did any of it; no one even asked. I felt I was backed into a corner. My wife told me to go die, my daughter told me I was dead to her, my friend betrayed me, and I hurt and disappointed you. I wasn't thinking. I got drunk and in a weak moment did something that made sense to me at that instant. I am not supposed to be here." I said sadly.
She nodded then carefully sat on the end of the bed.
"I'm sorry too, Bart," she said quietly, her own tears threatening to start, "I was mad and upset, I never stopped for a minute to think that you were innocent. I was wrong."
"It's okay, Myra..." She shushed me.
"No, it's not Bart, that you're here and that you feel that I am one of the people that made you... I don't know that I can forgive myself." This time she started crying.
"It's alright, Myra, it's alright." I closed my eyes, tired. For the next few minutes, we said nothing. However, Myra would not let you go of my hand. Ultimately, we were disturbed by a doctor before either of us could figure out what to say.
He smiled, looking over my chart as I opened my eyes, "Well, Mr Other, it is good to see you awake. How do you feel?"
I shrugged, "Alive. I wasn't expecting that."
He frowned, Myra did as well.
"Well, let's see if we can keep you that way, shall we," he said, downplaying my morbid comment.
For the next few minutes, he checked me over. Myra stood back and watched as he unbandaged my wrists, checking the stitches. Myra gasped at the wounds. Then, he took my blood pressure and slightly adjusted the drip in my arm.
"We have you mainly on saline," the doctor explained. "You required two transfusions when you arrived as you had lost a lot of blood. The saline will help your body generate what it needs as well as keep you hydrated. You'll need to take it slow on food for a few days. I'm afraid we had to pump your stomach when you got here to make sure there were no more pills in there. It is not a pleasant experience. As a result, you will likely feel a sore itchiness that you can't scratch, but you will be alright.
"Lastly, there is a detective that has been wanting to meet with you when you woke up; he's been in here a couple of times. Ms Brown here has spoken with him," he finished, nodding to Myra.
I looked down at the bed as he finished, He repeated the warning to keep resting and not move. He redid the bandages on my wrists, leaving Myra and me alone. I couldn't look at her.
"So, I'm guessing you're here because of my letter?" I asked.
She shook her head, "I haven't seen the letter yet, though Detective Roundlight has told me about it," more tears threatening to escape. "My cousin works here in administration and found your name on the critical care list. He rang me and told me you had been brought in after trying to commit suicide..." Myra said, almost whispering the final word.
I still couldn't look at her, feeling nothing but shame.
Myra shuddered a breath but kept going. "I was already feeling low, Bart. After I drove away, I was still so angry, but I suspected that you had nothing to do with that fraud. I mean, I have been your assistant for years. If anyone knew you could do something like trying to steal money, it would be me, but I should have stopped for a moment as angry as I was. If I did, I would have realised that you were set up.



"When my cousin, Morris, called me and told me.... I mean, he told me you were here... I mean, I knew, I just knew you hadn't done those awful things. I am so sorry Bart, so very, very, deeply and truly sorry!"
Myra sobbed, her head falling to rest on my chest. I could feel her tears soaking through the hospital gown. I could hear her whispering that she was sorry repeatedly, that she had almost lost her best friend. A few minutes later, she got up and shyly wiped her face. This time as she tried to pull her hand from mine to wipe her eyes, I held it and wouldn't let go. She then took another tissue with her spare hand, gently dabbed the tears from my own eyes, and smiled coyly at each other.
Myra took a deep breath, "When I thought about it further, I couldn't understand how you would do something like that, you always loved your job, but when Roger showed me the signed documents, I was so angry with you."
She felt me tense at Roger's name then try to look further away.
"It was him, wasn't it? Roger set you up, didn't he?" She asked quietly.
I nodded, "I think so. I can't prove it, but it fits. The way he wouldn't tell us about the overruns, the way he just happened to have signed documents I had never seen, ready. I also think he's the one having an affair with Kelly." I paused, my eyes closed, Myra's hand was still in mine. "I am sorry too, Myra. I never thought that Roger or Kelly would include you in hurting me. But I can't do anything; all the evidence is against me, I can't prove my innocence. It's why I did what I did..." I let the words trail off, and for a moment, there was nothing said until a new, unfamiliar voice entered the conversation.
"Well, I know you can't. They did a pretty good job at setting you up, forging your signature and making it look like you are a criminal mastermind. But criminals that get away with hundreds of thousands of dollars don't act like you."
The guy who walked into the room was a large, very fit guy. He looked like he played rugby and carried himself with an air of confidence I felt I used to have.
"Mr Other, I'm Detective David Roundlight. It was myself along with your neighbour Mrs Hawkins that found you. I'm glad to see you feeling better."
I shrugged.
"Sorry, Detective, but I'm sure you can arrest me in a few days when they release me," I replied somewhat bitterly.
I felt Myra's hand tighten around mine.
"About that..." Detective Roundlight said. Both Myra and I looked over at him. He lifted an arm and ran it through his hair. "Now I've been assigned your case, I'm looking into things, and a few items are not adding up. Would you be willing to be interviewed again?"
"I guess so. I mean, I don't have anything else to lose?" I replied to the police detective flatly.
"What about him getting a lawyer?" Myra suddenly asked. "Isn't he supposed to have a lawyer?"
The detective sighed, "Yes, he can have a lawyer; we're not supposed to say anything until it's brought up. But yes, he likely should have a lawyer."
Myra nodded. She turned to me, "Bart, I'll take care of that." She excused herself, letting go of my hand for only the second time since I woke up. As she walked out of the room dialling her phone number, both the detective and I watched her. She might have been pissed off at me for what I did, but she was still a walking wet dream, and both of us red-blooded males knew it.
"She likes you." Detective Roundlight said.
I laughed, "She's worked for me for a decade; we've both had a pretty bad week, so she's a little defensive of me right now."
"I think it's a little more than that. Off the record, I've read your letters and spoken to her. She's going to be a little hellcat to that wife of yours if she ever gets in the same room as her." He glanced at the doorway she had left. "She cares for you a lot Mr Other, and right now, I think you can use a few people who would be on your side."
"Um detective?" I said, throwing a questioning look at him; he looked at me. "I don't know that you should be saying that to me. After all, I am someone you're investigating."
He chuckled, "It's true, Mr Other, but I think there is more to your case than those other two idiots you met thought. Besides, I heard your comments on the way in. You believe you're innocent, don't you?" he asked.
"Other than getting a case of the stupids and doing this to myself," I held up my arms, showing the bandages over my wrists. "Of course I'm innocent. I would never steal money for a place I used to love working at."
"Well then?" He said as Myra came back into the room.
"My second cousin Regan Brown will be representing Bart." She said matter of factly. Detective Roundlight smiled and handed Myra a card.
"I know Ms Brown; she's a good lawyer. She will look after you, Mr Other." He looked at Myra. "Have your second cousin contact me once Mr Other and her have spoken. The sooner, the better."
The three of us spoke for a couple more minutes before he left.
"That was unusual," I commented as he left.
"Yeah, usually the police are not supposed to be so friendly or on your side." Myra agreed.
We sat for another couple of awkward minutes; I started a new topic, "Who's looking after Tilly if you have been here?"
"My mum has her at the moment. Oh and..." she went to her handbag and pulled out a drawing. "Tilly drew this for you." She smiled as she handed it to me. It was a folded piece of paper that Tilly had drawn. It was a picture of a hospital with an ambulance. On the inside of the crayon building, she had drawn me in a bed with the words 'Get Well Soon' written in eleven-year-old handwriting. I had to wipe away a couple of tears.
"Thank you," I said hoarsely. "Have you heard anything from Grace?"
Myra shook her head.
"No, I've tried to call her a few times. I've left a couple of messages, but nothing." She said sadly.
We spoke quietly for around forty-five minutes before Myra's second cousin, Regan, turned up. After introductions, Myra excused herself and left me with Regan. Like Myra, Regan was a beautiful woman. She had sandy brown hair, not the platinum blonde like Myra, but you knew they were related if you saw them standing together.
"She likes you. Always has." Regan said at one point during our discussion.
Like when Detective Roundlight said it to me earlier, I snorted.
"She's known and worked for me for years," I replied.
This time Regan snorted. "Men... shows what you know." I laughed.
"I think I have a soon to be ex-wife that proves that I have no clue," I replied without humour in my laugh.
She smiled ruefully, "Don't worry about that. I have gotten an initial brief and spoke with Detective Roundlight on the way over here; surprisingly, he's on your side. I also have some theories as to what is happening to you, so now we have spoken, leave it to me. Your only crime here is that you loved and trusted someone that perhaps you shouldn't have."
Regan fixed me with a pitiful stare as she looked at my bandages, "I'm sorry, Bart, I've heard a lot about you over the years from Myra. She holds a lot of respect for you, and from the little I know about this past week, she is entirely more devastated about how she treated you than the fact she lost her job. She cares a lot about you."
I started to form a question, she held up her hand.
"Don't worry, Bart," Regan told me. "I will represent both of you to your old work for unfair dismissal. There are a lot of dominos that are going to fall very quickly if I'm right. But as for you, right now, aside from getting better, I need the divorce petitions that your soon to be ex-wife gave you. So as I am representing you, what do you want?"
My face darkened.
"I want as much as possible," I said very quietly. The underlying anger in my tone was not lost on Regan. "Kelly and Roger hung me out to dry and very likely got away with a lot of the firm's money pinning it on me. You have my full authority to go rain absolute and total destruction on them."
She laughed, then winked.
"Take no prisoners, and don't worry about the body count, got it."
I liked my new lawyer.
Regan spent a little more time with me. She asked more questions about the lead up to my self-harm event, as she called it, then said goodbye letting me know it was all well in hand. Regan let me know she would likely reach out in a couple of days if nothing else happened to run the formal police interview once I was released.
The next couple of days were fairly anti-climactic after my past week. I basically laid in the hospital bed, getting checked over every few hours by doctors and nurses. I didn't have a phone. It was still at the house, so I couldn't call anyone, not that I thought anyone wanted to talk to me. But when Myra came the next day, she brought me an old paperback. 'Endymion' By Dan Simmons. I laughed as she gave it to me. It was a book that I had read years ago and was a great read. As Myra handed it to me, I asked what she was doing here as she sat down in the chair beside my bed and pulled out her book, 'Pride and Prejudice.'
"Silly man, I'm here to look after you." Was her reply, shaking her head, but smiling. We chatted and talked about what had happened to us throughout the day. With the doctor's approval at lunchtime, she went out and brought a roast beef roll smothered in gravy and chips for me while she had a chicken wrap.
Despite an aching in my wrists, I was starting to feel myself again.
The second afternoon, Myra had been out for the morning but came in mid-afternoon just as the doctors removed the drip in my arm and let me know I would be released tomorrow morning as long as my blood tests came back clear.
I looked at Myra, "I don't know where to go. I don't even have a phone or wallet to get a hotel room. I know I can't go home."
Myra smiled. "Speaking of home, Regan got a court order for access to remove some of your personal belongings. I managed to get your phone, wallet, a few changes of clothes, your laptop, your iPad and shaving gear.
"Myra..." I stated, stunned that she would do that for me. "Thank you. I can now at least try to find a hotel somewhere." I looked at her, my only friend in the world.
"What is it?" I asked at the worried expression she was wearing. She hesitated.
"You were right about Roger and Kelly." Again she paused. "When Regan and I turned up with an officer to remove your things, they were both there in a fairly undressed state. They looked to be living together and weren't expecting company. The place stunk of cigarettes and sex. I'm sorry Bart." She said quietly.
I sighed, "It's alright, Myra. Well, no, it's not. But thanks for being upfront with me. What happened when they saw you?"
She smiled again at the question. "At first, they started yelling, telling me I had to get out, that was until the officer told them to stand down or they would be arrested for violating a court order. Then, the officer let me into your room to remove your things," Myra teared up, "Bart the stain..." She said, referring to where my blood would likely have still stained the carpet. She took a deep breath, "it's still there. If I hadn't been here with you since you came in, I'd be panicked. Don't you ever do something like that again?"
I held up my hands, "I promise." I replied.
The following day, freshly showered and shaved at the hospital, Myra met me as I signed myself out, walking out together. She grabbed my hand, leading me to her car as we walked. We drove for a few minutes till we reached a set of condos around Kings Park.
"Myra, what are we doing here. I can't stay at your place?" I said, understanding where we were going.
"Of course, you can, silly. You don't need to spend money on a hotel. You can stay in the guest room for a few days. Besides, Regan is meeting us here this afternoon. She's got a bee in her bonnet about everything around your case, so I don't think you want to miss it." Myra told me with a smile.
I'd been to Myra's place a few times over the years. It was a little two-story house with three bedrooms, two bathrooms, a modest kitchen, along with a modest lounge room. As it was just Myra and Tilly with the occasional visit from her mum, they were reasonably self-sufficient and fit well in the place. Having worked with Myra so long, I knew she only had a small mortgage left on the house. Despite her looks, Myra wasn't a party girl, and I know she doted on Tilly; that's where most of her money went. We wheeled my suitcases into her house. Then she showed me the spare bedroom, toilet, and the rest of the place before Regen showed up.
Regan showed up about an hour later. She came in sat down, removing several folders from the bag with a business-like expression on her face.
"You, Bartholomew Other, are a very, very lucky man." She said seriously. I swallowed.
"Your wife and your best friend almost got away with screwing you over and walking away with everything. Right now, I should tell you that your bank accounts are frozen. This includes your savings accounts and the account where the missing money went. That account was opened in your name fraudulently.
Myra and I looked at each other. Regan continued.
"It appears that over the past several months, your so-called friend, Roger, learnt how to forge your signature, then a couple of months ago, both he and your wife walked into a local bank and opened an account in your name. I have managed to get video footage that proves it was them. In addition, I have petitioned to have their passports suspended and have begun suing them for fraud and mental cruelty. They are in a lot of trouble," my lawyer told Myra and me, smiling.
She continued, "I have also started legal proceedings against your former work for unfair dismissal for both of you, and I think everything should be in play by the end of the week. I spoke with Detective Roundlight, so tomorrow morning, we will go down and give a formal interview for him." She looked at me. "It will be routine, just follow my lead, and you will be fine. I expect that your wife and friend will be arrested very soon."
For the next hour, the three of us went through the details and signed a number of documents. Regan knew all charges would be dropped against me the following day. When she left, I spent a few minutes unpacking some clothes in my room and putting my toiletries in the bathroom.
Myra and I spent the afternoon talking about what we thought would happen next. Then, when Myra left to pick Tilly up from school, I turned my phone on for the first time in a few days.
What greeted me was a mix of missed calls and text messages from mainly Kelly, telling me how pathetic I was and that I just needed to sign the divorce before ending up in jail. What was more interesting is that I also had several missed calls from my former workplace in the past two days asking me to call them back at my earliest convenience. But, to my disappointment, there was nothing from Grace.
When Myra and Tilly got home, my worries were forgotten as the eleven-year-old wanted to tell me all about her day at school, what they did, the friends she played with, how she told them all about me in the hospital and that I would be staying with her while I got better. She was full of energy, and I must admit I loved it. While Myra made dinner, I sat down with Tilly. We did her homework then read her schoolbook for reading practice. She was a great reader, and I enjoyed reading with her. Tilly was a mini version of Myra. I knew she would be a heartbreaker when she got older too. She was so bubbly and innocent I hoped she kept that as long as possible.
We got through dinner and showers then the three of us sat down to watch a little television before bed. Tilly was excited to show me the latest episodes of a kid's show called Bluey. It worked for me as an adult as much as she found it funny. Tilly asked me to tuck her in, asking for a hug that almost had me tearing up. She told me she was so happy that I felt better as she released me.
Okay, after that, I had to wipe my eyes as I swapped places with Myra as she also said goodnight to Tilly. Although it felt like a lifetime ago that I had that type of unconditional love from someone, the fact that my daughter had thrown me under the bus still hurt. Tilly's innocent care for my feelings felt like a relief against losing my connection with Grace.
Afterwards, Myra and I sat back down on the couch and talked. Often, she was holding my hand, and when we both turned in, she gave me a huge hug telling me it would be alright.
The next day we did the interview. Both Detective Roundlight and Regan confirmed that all charges against me were dropped immediately afterwards. On the news that night, there was a story of Kelly and Roger with a warrant out for their arrest on multiple charges, including fraud and identity theft. So far, they could not be located.
Later that night, Grace tried to call me for the first time, but I let it go through to voicemail. I wasn't ready to talk to her.
The following day was a little bittersweet. I had several calls from Grace and even a couple of texts asking me to call her. But I wasn't interested in talking to her yet. It took my being cleared for her to care about me. I was pissed. She had tossed me aside without a second thought and then ignored Myra's calls when I was in the hospital. Now that it had come out that it was her mother and Roger's fault she wanted to talk, my daughter could eat crow for a little while.
That night though, when we were all asleep, I had a nightmare. I was back at home, having just used my razor on myself when Kelly and Roger came in and started fucking on the bed while I was bleeding out. Then Myra, Grace and John stood in the doorway ridiculing me as I lay dying, unable to do a thing. I woke sweating like a pig and screaming at the top of my lungs. Before I knew what was happening, Myra was there wide-eyed and worried. Even Tilly was standing in the doorway, tears on her face.
I put my head in my hands and sobbed. "I'm sorry... so sorry, I can't..." Finally, I started settling down, both of them climbed onto the bed with me. Myra climbed over the top of me and remained on one side while Tilly snuggled in on the other. I felt Myra place her arms around my neck and hold me.
"It's alright, Uncle Bart," Tilly said. "You had a bad dream. It happens sometimes. Mum and I will stay with you, go back to sleep."
I tried to get back to sleep, but I couldn't. After a while, I felt Tilly fall asleep, her little arm over my stomach, but I felt Myra staring at me.
"Are you alright Bart?" she asked, genuine concern in her voice as she continued to hold me like a mother hen over her newly hatched chicks.
I thought for a moment, "No, sorry, Myra, but I don't think I am. That was a dream of that night... I mean when I..." I couldn't say it.
I think Myra knew what I was saying, though, because she leaned in and kissed my cheek, then I felt her nuzzle into my neck. Now, as I mentioned earlier, Myra is an incredibly attractive woman. She's in her mid-thirties has a body that oozes sex appeal that can turn you on with a glance. I hadn't had a sexual thought since Kelly left me hanging what felt like weeks ago, but I felt myself react as her body pressed into mine. If it wasn't for the sleeping child beside us, I might have done something, but I am glad I didn't because soon, I felt gentle tears of Myra on my neck.
"What are we going to do Bart?" she cried quietly. "It's not fair. You don't deserve this." She cried, her voice aching with pain and hurt on my behalf.
"Shhhh," I told her, taking my turn to wrap an arm around her and holding her to me while I tried not to wake Tilly, who was lightly snoring, snuggled to my side. "We will figure it out; it will be alright." At that moment, I felt myself find myself again, if that makes sense. Myra's pain and worry about me brought me back to myself for the first time since that night. I held both Myra and Tilly with me until the sun rose and a new day dawned.



The following morning, I got huge hugs from both ladies. We had breakfast, followed by Myra taking Tilly off to school. I used the time to start searching for a counsellor. I needed help. By the time Myra got back, I'd already made a couple of calls explaining that I was seeking help. Myra gave me the biggest smile, then a much more serious smile.
"Ah, Bart, can we talk about something for a moment?" she said, guiding me to the couch, both of us sitting down. I looked at her a moment, then nodded, thinking I knew what she wanted to talk about.
"It's alright, Myra," I said. "I get it; last night was scary. With Tilly here; it's not great if I wake up screaming, I'll find somewhere else."
Her eyes went wide, quickly putting her hands on mine, a panicked expression dancing across her features.
"No Bart, that's not what I wanted to talk to you about." She said, then took in a deep breath.
"In fact, it's quite the opposite, Bart, I don't know how to say this, but I just need to..."
I looked at Myra, her expression was excruciatingly beautiful but perplexing.
"Bart, I'm in love with you." Myra blurted out suddenly.
Talk about being rocked with information coming in when you didn't expect it.
"Sorry?" I said like a stupid lunk.
"I said I'm in love with you. I have been for a long time." She repeated, this time more demurely and blushed slightly.
I sat back while she smiled meekly at me, searching my face for my thoughts.
"Sorry Bart, but I can't hold it in anymore," Myra told me while I processed what she said. "When I heard you were in the hospital, I freaked out. I couldn't get there fast enough. I felt so guilty blowing up at you, telling myself I wouldn't say anything to you about how I really felt, but you almost died; your wife and best friend just screwed you over, and when you got out, you came here. So I felt I didn't need to say anything because you were here with Tilly and me. I thought you would pick up on it sooner or later."
"But Myra, why... why are you telling me, what brought it on?" I asked.
She laughed somewhat quietly, but there was a little sorrow within her mirth, "You... you stupid lump. Last night happened, you were in pain. It broke my heart to see you like that, but I got to be there for you, falling asleep in my arms. I want to think I was able to lessen your burden. I ached for you; I just can't... Bart, I don't want to hold it in anymore."
Myra's eyes quickly darted to mine.
"As to why it's always been you. Haven't you ever noticed that I don't date?" she said, tipping her head to the side.
"Yeah," I replied, tipping my head slightly to one side in query. "But I always assumed that it was because of Tilly?" I said.
"That's part of it," Myra said hesitantly. "But Bart, simply I could never find anyone who could hold a candle against you."
Tipping my head to the other side, questioning. Myra smiled.
"Look," she said. "From the moment I started working with you, you never treated me different than anyone else. Instead, you spent your time explaining everything. You were kind to everyone, helped people learn from their mistakes. Whenever you met Tilly, you were friendly and made her feel special, like helping her with her homework or reading with her. She's never met her father. However, she sees you as a father figure. Look at how she climbed in with you last night because she knew you were in pain.
"But Myra..." I stared.
She held up a hand, interrupting.
"When everything was thrown at us last week, you tried to take it on yourself. You didn't yell or scream; you didn't treat me cruelly when I threw a tantrum or when I slapped you." Myra blushed. "You're an amazing man Bartholomew Other. I love you for that and so many other reasons. And if Kelly is stupid enough to throw you away, then I'm going to pick you up giving you so much love, you won't remember that bitches name this time next month."
She came over and sat on my lap, leant in and kissed me. Within moments, I kissed her back, wrapping my arms around her. It was like time stood still as I felt Myra moan into my mouth as we kissed. It didn't take long before I could smell her arousal. Finally, she pulled away, looking at me with a sensual hunger burning deep within her eyes.
"Will you take me, Bart? Will you make me your woman?" Myra asked her look morphing into that of a seductress.
I had just been propositioned by one of the sexist women I had ever met. If I were honest with myself, I would admit that I had fantasised about her in the past. I had wondered what she looked like naked. Now I had that opportunity. But, things were moving fast. I knew there would never be anything between Kelly and me again. And the revelation that Myra was in love with me was significant in that it made me feel like I wasn't such a loser, but I was worried that it would also be a rebound.
I think Myra had some understanding of my inner turmoil but said nothing as she stood, took my hand and led us towards her bedroom. With each step we took towards her bedroom, my manhood responded, growing in desire and want. Finally, as we entered the bedroom, she turned and kissed me, letting her body melt into mine.
Minutes passed as our lips met, our arms wrapped around each other. As we kissed, I softly ran my hands up and down her sides, letting her know I cared. Then, as our lips parted, she looked me in the eyes, smouldering desire present as she shivered in pleasure.
"Undress me, my love," Myra moaned, almost panting in anticipation.
I gently lifted her blouse over her head, tossing it on the ground, her 36DD's held in by a black lacy bra. I could see her dark brown areola underneath, large nipples visibly poking against the bra's fabric with her excitement. With a smile, Myra presented herself, lifting her arms above her head to show me her incredible chest. Needing no further encouragement, I gently cupped her cheek, leaning in for a kiss, before moving my lips to her ear, followed by her neck. Next, I kissed down her chest while bringing my hands up to firmly hold her breasts as my lips brushed the top of her cleavage, Myra moaning at the intimate touch.
It wasn't long before I started kissing down her torso, undoing the belt of her jeans on the way down. All the while, Myra began to shuffle on the spot and moan, knowing where I was going, my kisses leaving tiny wet spots on her body, adding to her pleasure. By the time I had worked my way down to her womanhood, her scent was exhilarating inside my nostrils, I slid her jeans down her thighs, and I saw a matching black lace set of bikini briefs. Smiling to myself at the sight, I briefly kissed over her mound and down her thighs, helping her out of her jeans and socks one foot at a time, then I kissed up the other thigh, over her mound again, before I stood again kissing her deeply.
I ended the kiss and stood back, inspecting her while keeping one outstretched arm in hers. She giggled and struck another pose.
"Like what you see?" she said, biting her bottom lip seductively.
"Oh yes, very much so. Myra, you are beautiful, I mean stunning. I have never seen a more beautiful woman than you." Myra instantly knew I meant it and smiled broadly.
We kissed for a couple more minutes, then Myra helped me from my clothes, lifting my shirt, being careful not to catch on the bandages around my wrists. Her eyes glowed possessively as she looked at my chest and stomach. I wasn't a chiselled Greek god, but I had kept pretty fit throughout the years, so yeah, I had a dad bod, but I will admit I thought it was a decent looking dad bod. I think Myra agreed by the looks she was giving me.
She helped me out of my jeans but accidentally brought my underwear down with it, suddenly coming face to face with my throbbing cock. At six and a half inches, I heard Kelly call it perfect for all holes more than once, I was also cut with a decent girth, so I never had any performance anxiety. As I looked down, I watched Myra lick her lips as our combined arousal made me produce a drop of pre cum that oozed from the head, telling Myra that I was ready for action.
For a moment, I thought she would just rip off her underwear and mount me. But with what I am guessing was a great effort, she stood and kissed me again, her amazing soft lips melding to mine.
"Your body is amazing," Myra said breathlessly as our lips again separated. She looked at me pleading, "Bart. I need you to finish undressing me because I want, no, I need you inside me. Please."
I smiled, reaching around, undoing the clasp of her bra. As her breasts fell free, I felt myself get even harder, if that was possible. I could feel Myra smile as I stared at her amazing mammaries. I say felt the look because I couldn't look at her face in the heat of the moment. Her breasts were that good. As her bra fell to the ground, her heavy breasts settled, ample and round, her areola and nipples stood proudly out from the breast, not pointing downwards. I must have stared a little too long because she giggled.
"Keep going," she said as she lay on the bed.
I tore my eyes away and kissed her nipple as she lay down, my hands briefly cupping her breast and brushing against her engorged nipples. But I knew there would be more time later. Myra had told me what she wanted. So I moved back down her body, immediately, I began peeling away her panties. They were soaked, and I mean soaked, as I pulled them down her legs. There were tiny drops of her nectar dripping from her panties. I discarded them on the floor, and I was then shown the holiest of places as Myra spread her legs.
Myra had big pussy lips, they were currently full of desire and hormones, begging to be touched, caressed, and I hope pounded. I wasted no time moving in, inhaling her scent from the source deeply. Myra watched in fascination, then moaned as I licked her lower lips, getting my first taste of the irresistible smell that had been assaulting me since she first straddled my hips and told me she loved me.
Her taste was sweet like a ripe apple, juicy yet with a uniquely her tang. I ate her, and before I knew her hand was holding my head to her mons, her thighs contracted around my ears.
"OoooooOOOOooo," she moaned as I held my tongue flat against her mound, I could feel a drip coming out and down my tongue, but I didn't want to interrupt her orgasm.
As she came down, I looked up at her.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"Alright... Alright... Bartholomew Other, I may never let you out of my bed ever. I never have... oh my goodness... Bart, that was amazing." She expounded. "But please, I need you in me now. Please, my love, make me your woman, claim me as yours so I can claim you as mine!" she said, pleading.
I moved up her body, wiping my face on the sheets as I did and positioned myself at her entrance.
"Myra, are you sure. I mean, I am technically still married. We can stop." I said. I didn't want to, but I needed to make sure Myra knew what was happening.
"Yes, baby, I have never wanted anything more in my life. So take me, but take me slowly. I haven't had someone there in years," she said.
I nodded, guiding her hand to my cock. She grasped it and smiled up at me, then drew my cockhead to her lower lips, rubbing it up and down a couple of times before drawing the tip just inside her. Then, she pulled me into a kiss with her other hand while guiding me up into her wet tunnel. Our kiss turned orgasmic as we felt ourselves join in love for the first time. I could feel Myra's walls pulsing around me, her moisture keeping everything fluid. Our kiss was hot and passionate; our tongues danced backwards and forwards between our mouths. I felt myself now fully encased in her, smiling at each other as we began to move. Our bodies danced as we continued to look into each other's eyes. I knew that there would never be anyone else for me again.
Before her betrayal, the love for Kelly, which I thought would burn brightly forever, now felt like a pale reflection of the love I saw in Myra's eyes as we joined and made love. Myra's adoring gaze was mirrored only by the feelings of pleasure our bodies were giving to each other. Every moment felt like an hour. Time stopped in its meaning as we both reached release.
I went to pull out, but Myra held me close. "No, my love, I want to feel you this first time. I want you to cum inside me," I groaned at her words, beginning a release inside of her. Once she started feeling my seed pour inside her, Myra had another orgasm, then we collapsed. We separated, our combined juices falling thick over our thighs and abdomens.
"Was that wise, Myra? Are you on the pill?" I asked as she lay her head on my chest, both of us recovering.
"No, I'm not on the pill, but my period ended only a few days ago, so we should be safe." She then looked up at me.
"Bart, I know we're not that young, but neither are we that old. Would it be so bad if we had a baby in the future?" she asked. I looked into my new lover's eyes, a woman I had loved and cared for years as a close friend and colleague, and a woman I was finding that I was falling romantically in love with minute by minute, and I smiled.
"No, it wouldn't be a bad thing," I responded.
We fell asleep after that; while sleeping, I had a dream similar to the earlier one. As Kelly and Roger fucked on the bed, I again began to despair. Then, suddenly, a beautiful and naked Myra came into the room, passing her hands over my wrists, healing my wounds, then flying me out of the room, away from the scene of worry and woe.
We awoke to the sound of an alarm. I was shuddering and sweaty but not screaming, wrapped in Myra's arms. As we dressed, I described the dream, the look on Myra's face was one of concern, and she brought me with her as she picked Tilly up from school.
It took a couple of additional weeks. However, both Roger and Kelly were arrested and held in custody. They had caught wind of the police wanting to question them after dropping the charges against me. They drove from Perth to Adelaide in a panic and were picked up by Australian Customs trying to flee the country.
It took two months before Western Australian police had them transported back to Perth, but in that time, I do have to say that my relationship with Myra grew in leaps and bounds. After that first night, I moved into her bedroom, now our bedroom, and I must admit I felt like I was in my twenties again.
We made love almost every night. I loved that Myra gave herself to me entirely. I could feel that body, mind and soul was given over to me as we joined. I think it's apparent that I fell in love with this woman. When the police had transported Roger and Kelly back to Perth, I noted that Myra was correct. I could barely recall sex with Kelly, nor did I desire to retain those memories.
Like myself, Myra had only ever been with one other person, her deadbeat boyfriend. During that first week, as we explored each other, Myra excitedly showed me her collection of toys that had kept her satisfied over the years. We have subsequently had a lot of fun with those toys over time. Our lovemaking is never dull.
A month after the terrible two were brought back to Perth, Myra and myself found ourselves in court with Regan, witnesses against Kelly and Roger. Roger never looked at me directly, even when I was on the witness stand. He ended up being sentenced to fifteen years.
Kelly, on the other hand, never stopped staring at me the entire time. During the court case, it came out that Roger was the mastermind behind everything. He was the one seducing Kelly and pushing for the fraud, so everyone was surprised when Kelly ended up with twenty years. She was found complicit in the fraud; however, when mental cruelty charges were also brought against her for her actions against me, she was given another five years with evidence found on the hidden cameras that Kelly had planted for Roger.
The judge also granted our divorce immediately following the verdict. Regan noted a split of our savings when Kelly served me the divorce papers. Regan also stated that I was willing to sell the house and split those proceeds immediately, as I had no intention of staying in a home where such horrible things had occurred.
Lastly, Regan also presented to the court that I was willing to act as trustee for Kelly's funds until she had finished serving her time. It had taken a lot of convincing on Regan's part for me to agree to that. However, it showed that I was willing to mend some fences and went a long way to stop Kelly's lawyer's fighting for stupid things that they often do in a divorce. I wasn't allowed to use Kelly's funds. However, I could invest them alongside any funds that I invested anywhere.
The courts ruled that Roger and Kelly were to serve their sentences immediately. And In closing statements after the ruling, Kelly's lawyer asked that in acceptance that I spend an hour with her before she was taken to prison. With a few moments of hesitation, while I felt the entire eyes of the court on me, I agreed.
Kelly was still in her court clothes when brought into the interview room immediately after the court was dismissed. The room was reasonably well-appointed, though the table was bolted down, and the chairs legs had chains to stop them from being thrown. Nevertheless, as Kelly sat down, she looked dejected and beaten, like I had been at her betrayal, her shoulders slumped as she sat down; unlike in the courtroom, she wouldn't meet my eyes.
Her prison escort told us that she would be right outside, just knock when we were done; there wasn't too much hurry. For a few minutes, neither of us said anything as we sat. It was the first time that either of us had been in a room since Kelly told me to do something that I ended up trying to do.
"I'm sorry Bart," she said quietly, looking down at her hands. I was a little surprised that she was the first to speak and that the first words were an apology. The last words said were decidedly at the opposite end of the spectrum.
"Are you Kelly?" I asked, letting the notes of bitterness come through my tone.
She looked up at me, tears forming yet not spilling. "Yes, Bart, I am so sorry," I went to respond and reject her apology, but she did the classic hand up in pause. So, I waited and held my tongue.
"Please, Bart, let me get this out, then you can berate me," Kelly said mournfully.
I sat back in the chair and motioned with my hands for her to continue.
"Thank you," she said contritely, looking me directly in the eyes for the first time since entering the room. "Believe it or not, Bart, I am sorry, I don't know what happened to me. For so many years, I loved you. I still do, even though I did such horrible things. But what is worse than that is that I knew how much you loved me. You were the perfect husband and lover, but one day I woke up, feeling, I don't know, lost."
She looked away from me, back down to her hands, then continued talking.
"So you know, perhaps a few weeks after first feeling lost, things started spiralling out of control. I was getting agitated towards you because you still loved me even though I felt wrong. Roger was round working with you on that dammed project when he noticed something was off with me."
She started wringing her hands.
"It took about another month before the affair started. Roger was insistent; he knew all the right buttons to push. I still loved you, but he knew how to play on my insecurities, getting me into bed. After that, he used my guilt to put his plan into action. See, I don't think you ever knew, but Roger was always jealous of your ability to lead. He always felt he was second fiddle to you, which irked him. He came up with the idea of getting a client to pay a whole lot of money for something that never happened and pretend you were stealing it from the company.



"To my shame, both of us conspired against you, setting everything in motion. We opened the new bank account in your name and made sure you were ruined one step at a time. We both knew you loved and trusted without question, and by the time the dust had settled, Roger figured with you in jail, his money, our savings and the money we stole, we could set up in a different country, and if they ever figured it out, we'd be beyond reach." Kelly explained, shaking her head in disbelief at her own words.
"And in the meantime," I said, trying to hide the anger in my voice. "Neither of you cared that you systematically destroyed me in the process."
She nodded sadly. "Yes, at first, I didn't want to, but Roger was incessant. He broke me down a piece at a time until I was willing if hesitant. For the plan to succeed, you needed to be so broken that you wouldn't question anything."
"You almost succeeded," I said, interrupting. "If it wasn't for Detective Roundlight and Myra, you might very well have gotten away with it."
We said nothing for a moment, then Kelly quietly asked. "Can I see them?"
I knew what she meant and slowly put my arms on the table, palms up.
Kelly gasped, and tears started to flow as she looked at my scars. She began to reach out then pulled her hands back. I sat there impassively, on the outside. However, internally I was fighting a range of emotions, from rage to shame, quickly flashing through my mind. What upset me somewhat was that there was even a little love there even after everything this woman put me through. But it galled me to admit it. I guess I wasn't successful at masking the emotions, as Kelly looked up at me and stiffened.
"I'm sorry Bart, I am so, so sorry. I am ashamed that I drove you to try and take your own life. I... I..." she paused. "I'm going to accept the twenty years without appeal. I deserve this after what I did to you."
I nodded, glad that she would do time without question. She looked back up at me.
"Bart?" I looked at Kelly. "So that you know, you were never a bad lover. You are amazing compared to Roger, he thought he was amazing, but he was next to useless in bed. It was all about him, and he never took time to pleasure me as you did. I have no excuse for what I did to you that last morning. I was wrong."
We said nothing for a minute.
"So you and Myra?" she asked questioningly.
"Yeah..." I said a little hesitantly.
She gave a wan little smile.
"Good, she's loved you for years, you know." My now ex-wife said matter of factly.
"So I have learnt recently," I replied.
I was surprised at both the passion and the pain in her voice in her following statement. "Let her love you Bart, let her heal the hurt I caused you." Big fat tears were falling from her eyes, but she continued to look at me. "I know I have no right to advise you on anything. But that woman loves you, and unlike me, she would never betray you. She's wanted you for years and never once made a move to try and seduce you. I failed the very first time I was tested. She is everything that I'm not," my now ex-wife told me sadly.
"Kelly, I..." I was a little unsure of what to say.
"Don't worry," she told me, wiping tears from her face with her sleeve. "I'll be fine. I've agreed to your terms. I was surprised you were so generous to look after my money while in prison. You're a better man than I ever imagined."
I sighed, "Kelly, I loved you once, more than I think you ever knew. If you had talked to me about your feelings, perhaps we would have avoided everything. But I'm trying hard to get over everything you did to me. But to let you know, I'm holding a lot of anger even now. I want to scream at you. I want to choke the life from you for what you said to me. But I can't, Kelly. I was the one who decided to try and take my own life. I am the one that has to live with that."
For a moment, neither of us spoke.
"Bart," Kelly said as we looked at each other again. "I am so very sorry for what I did to you, you deserve more from me, and I share just as much blame for pushing you, even more than you if we are honest with each other. I will forever be ashamed. I got to see the letter you wrote, and you were right that I will burn for what I did. But I do thank God that you're alive."
I ground my teeth a minute. The feelings playing inside my mind were still intense. How could Kelly say those things now? How could she accept the responsibility and try to rob me of the anger and pain I was holding onto. It wasn't fair, so I changed the topic.
"I proposed to look after your money out of respect for our years together. You will have enough to start again when you get out if you want." I said, trying to mask my emotions and still failing.
Kelly saw through my thinly veiled attempt to hide, but she accepted the topic change laughing bitterly, "I'll likely be in my sixties, then hopefully it will be enough to retire."
"Sixty isn't that old," I said, "Keep yourself together on the inside, and you'll be going strong into your eighties."
We spoke for a few more minutes about how she would like to communicate about her funds. It relaxed us both a little. But I sensed she wanted to bring up the next topic.
"Have you spoken with Grace?" she asked, hesitating slightly.
I shook my head, "Grace, pretty much told me where to go, that I was dead to her and took the lies that you and your lover fed her as gospel. It was that conversation that broke me."
I looked at Kelly, and she flinched at the look of pain and sorrow in my eyes.
"Kelly, she never asked if I was innocent, she never gave me the benefit of the doubt, she just threw me out without a second glance. It was right after that call that I... I..." I stopped and stood, suddenly turning around so Kelly wouldn't see me cry. While I cried, if I had turned to look, I would have seen that Kelly was also sobbing. She knew what I couldn't say.
With my back to Kelly, I continued. "When I was in the hospital, Myra tried to contact her, but nothing..." Then, as Kelly did earlier, I wiped my face on my sleeve and turned, sitting back down as Kelly was trying to wipe the tears off her face.
"I'm sorry Bart," Kelly winced. "A lot of that was what Roger and I orchestrated. To my eternal disgrace, it was planned that we would have Grace turn against you."
I nodded. Kelly saw the flash of anger in my eyes as she admitted her actions and hung her head in disgrace. I was about to blast her for destroying my relationship with my daughter, but she knew she had. Kelly had just freely admitted it.
"If it makes you feel any better," Kelly said sorrowfully. "Grace has thrown me out of her life, too. I have not been told off that much since I was a child, but I know I deserved that and more. Bart," Kelly said suddenly, losing the sorrow in her voice, something more insistent replacing it. "Our little girl needs you. She's scared and lashing out at everyone. Right now, she and John are fighting over everything and anything, and you know that's not them."
More quietly, Kelly said, "I'm worried about her, this is my fault, but I can't fix it. I know she feels guilty about how she treated you, but that you're not talking to her after everything makes it worse."
Kelly hesitated for a moment.
"Bart, I know I have no right to request anything of you." Kelly paused, looking at me again even as she continued wringing her hands. "But could you find it in yourself to forgive Grace? Our daughter needs at least one of her parents. I know now that even if I was not going to prison for a long time, my guilt at what I have done to you as well as turning Grace against you would have eaten me alive for the next few years, and she would have still hated me in the end," Kelly sniffed. "It's better this way, it's better that you're the one to pick her up.
"If you had died, I don't know what she would have done. Please, Bart, if nothing else, look after our daughter," my now ex-wife pleaded with me.
"Kelly..." I took a breath in and thought of what to say. "What you're asking, it's hard, you hurt me badly, but you were my wife, not my blood. When Grace told me she never wanted anything to do with me again, that I was dead to her not a day after you told me to go die, it hurt more than what you did to me. I want to go back to her, but the pain, Kelly, the pain of what my family did, what our daughter did, I don't know how to get past it."
Kelly nodded, "I understand," she said sadly, knowing that I was trying but that there was a lot for me to get past. She understood the pain of being disowned. She was living it now.
I sighed, looking at my ex-wife. "Look, Kelly, for what it's worth, I'm going to work hard at trying not to hate you. I'm getting professional help, but even with that help, it is taking most of what's inside me not to shout and swear at you. And I'll make no promises about Grace. But I will consider talking to her at some point soon."
She looked broken; throughout the course of this conversation, Kelly looked to have aged years. There wasn't much more to be said. She stood up.
"Bart, I know it's not worth squat to you right now, but I will say it again, I'm sorry for everything I did to you. I have no excuse, and know I can never atone for it. I will serve my time and I while I may never have it, I will hope that one day you can forgive me." Kelly sniffed again, then looked at me wrinkles and age lines now clearly evident on her face. "You may not believe me, but I still and will always love you. I may have lost sight of that for a while, but I still do..."
We stood there awkwardly. Tears again fell from Kelly's eyes as she walked to the door and knocked. Her prison escort opened it. Kelly paused and looked back at me.
"Love Myra, Bart, give her the love that I so foolishly threw away. Live a wonderful life and hold your head high. You have people around you that love you. Never forget that there is always someone who cares enough about you to help you back to your feet, even in your darkest moments. I lost sight of that, but I am proud of you, Bart. You are becoming you again."
"Goodbye, my beautiful man. I'll never forget you," Kelly said regretfully in parting.
And she walked out of the room. I contemplated the conversation. There was no yelling; Kelly accepted responsibility and accepted her prison sentence. As I took my turn to exit the room, I could see a line of small droplets on the tiled floor in the direction that Kelly had walked.
I turned, lamenting what once was for a moment, then turned, walking the other way. I was escorted out of the secure area, away to the public gallery, my mood brightening immediately seeing Myra was standing and waiting for me. Even on such a solemn occasion, my assistant turned girlfriend looked beautiful. Her skirt accented her curvy ass, and her blouse aimed to hide her amazing assets. Yet, her outfit still spoke to her curvaceousness as her long blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, down her back to just above her waist.
She effortlessly melted into my arms and gave me a soft kiss.
"Did everything go alright?" she asked.
"Yeah," I replied. "It was surprising. I expected a whole lot of excuses and blame thrown at me. But she took a lot of the responsibility and showed me a surprising amount of remorse."
"How do you feel about that?" Myra queried me.
I thought for a moment, continuing to hold Myra. "Honestly, there is still a lot of anger in me at Roger and her. But unlike Roger, I also feel sorry for her. She knows that she destroyed everything in her life and is now paying the price. Apparently, Grace has also cut Kelly out of her life for what she did."
Myra nodded. She hesitated a moment. "About that..."
She looked at me a moment, "John and Grace are here. While you were in with Kelly, John came up to me and let me know they would be in the café across the street for the next few hours if you want to talk. He knows how upset you are. Apparently, they have been fighting a lot over how Grace treated you, but she's desperate to see you."
I took a deep breath and looked at my lover.
"You think I should talk to her, don't you?" I asked.
Myra nodded, "I do, my love. You have a pain in your soul that I can't fix. Only Grace can. But, if it helps, I'll come with you. I'll be at your side as long as you need. And..."
She smiled at me.
"If you need mumma bear to come out, I'll still claw her eyes out. I love you Bart!" She spoke as if ordaining the world on my behalf.
I leaned in and kissed her, "I love you too Myra."
Her eyes went wide, my first public statement of love for her. We got a few looks off of people, lawyers, judges and criminals passing us, but at that moment, I didn't care. Myra was the only person I could see.
"Let's go then," I said, and we walked hand in hand across the street.
Entering the café, Myra and I immediately spotted my daughter and her fiancé. As we walked up to their table, Grace was split between running for the hills or knocking me over with a hug. I let the latter happen somewhat. I opened my arms, Grace sliding in against me, then moments later, I felt my shirt grow wet as she cried.
"I'm sorry daddy..." she repeated over and over again for a couple of minutes. I looked at Myra, who smiled and John, who didn't know where to look. Finally, after a couple of minutes, I pushed her off me, and we sat down.
We each ordered a drink and something small to eat, and I figured I'd get the ball rolling.
"I just spoke with your mother," I said quietly.
Grace nodded, "I heard, Daddy, I'm sorry, it was just..."
I held up my hand, it was my turn.
"I know Gracie, you're sorry, your mother explained a lot of it, but you need to know what you said to me hurt, it hurt more than I have ever hurt before; at that moment, I felt I had no escape. One of the few people I thought would at least care about me, regardless of the circumstance threw me away without a second thought. However, what hurt most was that you never even asked if I was innocent."
Grace went a deep red colour; her embarrassment painted clearly on her face.
"Dad... I...." She squared her shoulders. "No, I need to say this..." she said to herself more than anyone else. I noticed that John said nothing but squeezed her hand in encouragement.
"Dad, I'm sorry. I should have given you time to respond, I should have let you explain, but I didn't. I can't lay the blame for my actions at Roger or mum's feet, but they told me how much you had screwed up, how you were going to jail, how you were having an affair," she glanced a Myra. "Mum, with Roger's assistance, kept telling me how deceitful you had been. They were compelling. By the time you called, I was so worked up that I said a lot of things that I regret."
John nodded. I assumed that this had been a big part of their fights.
"Dad, when Myra left the messages about you in the hospital, I thought it was all a ploy. I mean, mum and Roger were still trash-talking you, and Myra was the one you were in cahoots with." Grace kept glancing at Myra, then at me. "They said that you were just after attention since Myra was a part of your scheme. But is it true dad, did you try to..."
She couldn't say the last part. None of us could.
I nodded and swallowed, lifting my wrists to show her my scars.
"I'm sorry, Gracie, yes, I was at a very low place, and I didn't see a way out. I got quite drunk at my lowest point, and did something that I regret." I said slowly, swallowing, it was still hard to say, but I knew I had to. I had to show my daughter what she had driven me to do.
At my admission, Grace broke down again, sobbing into her hands. Myra melted into my side as both her and my emotions threatened to break as well.
No one said anything for a few moments. John looked at us.
"I do not mean to brush over the seriousness but I'd like to give Grace a break and compose herself." John looked at us and smiled. "Can I assume that something good came out of everything, though?" he said, gesturing to Myra and I snuggling, Grace lifted her head, and after a moment, her eyes went wide.
"Dad, you and Myra?" she asked questioningly.
"Yeah," I nodded, then felt I had to explain. "But it wasn't an affair like your mother told you. I never cheated on your mother. When I woke up in the hospital, Myra refused to leave me. You don't know this, but Myra also bought into what Roger and your mother were doing for a time. We made up, and I found out how much this woman loves me." Myra blushed but encircled her arms around my waist, then reached up, giving me a peck on the lips.
John smiled, and Grace looked at us wide-eyed then appeared to find herself.
"Thank you," she addressed Myra, "Thank you for picking up my dad and being there for him when I had a serious case of the stupids."
Myra laughed, and it broke the tensions somewhat. Then, for the next couple of hours, we talked. Sometimes, we talked through our ordeal from the individual perspective, others as a group. At one point, I even had Grace swap places with Myra, so my daughter could hold me.
I would love to say that meeting healed all wounds between us, but it was months before we felt open enough to talk to each other without feeling like we were walking on eggshells. However, Grace and I worked at it, slowly recovering our father/daughter relationship.
Grace even came to counselling with me a few times. My shrink helped us bridge a few of the gaps and issues, such as trust, that we never really resolved following our initial meeting in the café. One of the hard sessions was when I asked Grace not to cut her mother entirely out of her life. Sure, Kelly had been a manipulative, conniving bitch. But she was paying the price and she was still her mother regardless. She agreed to go and meet with her as long as I went with her the first time.
That was a difficult meeting. Not much was said as there was a lot of hurt between the three of us, but Grace did make an effort, the next week Kelly did write to me and tell me how thankful she was that I convinced her.
Six months later, after everything went down, I asked Myra to marry me. I proposed during a family dinner. Tilly and Grace cheered and told me it was about time, John shook my hand and told me to look after her, I barked a laugh as he smiled, repeating the same line I gave to him.
Not long after, Grace and John tied the knot. With my consent, Myra visited Kelly in prison and asked if she would give her permission to take on the mother of the bride duties. Kelly apparently cried but gave permission. Tilly was beautiful as a flower girl and referred to everyone as my second daughter. From that moment, I was no longer 'Uncle Bart,' but dad.
With a restored relationship with Grace, I walked her down the aisle and gave her away to a very proud husband. During our father/daughter dance, I felt her snuggle into me and whisper a prayer of thanks. That night I felt the last parts of reluctance to be around Grace disappear. Later, Grace even sent a series of photos and a letter thanking Kelly for giving Myra her consent to act in her stead. As I understand Kelly keeps them on her wall on her cell.
As the dust settled over the criminal case with Roger and Kelly, Regan negotiated a significant settlement for both Myra and I on the work front. For a while, Clarence refused to budge, saying he had done nothing wrong, but a week before our day in court, he made an offer, which Regan rejected. It was low and insulting. Then, two days before the court, he made another offer, which Regan countered, but resulted in Myra ending up with a high six-figure payout, while I ended up with a good seven-figure payout. As a multi-million-dollar engineering company, our payout was a minor consideration compared to the damage a public lawsuit would cost. However, rumours had already made the rounds, and Clarence's revenues took a significant hit until he retired and sold the company for less the thirty percent of what it was worth when I worked there.



With the money from our settlements, Myra and I started our own engineering consulting company. We would provide administration and engineering expertise. Within six months, we had five people working for us, travelling the country and helping out on large engineering projects.
What was surprising was that one of our first clients was Peter Pembrook. He took both Myra and I out to dinner and apologised to us. Once everything came out, he understood that we had all been played, admitting that the project almost failed without my engineering skills coordinating the delivery. After that, every year, Myra and I got an invite to any significant Pembrook event regardless of whether we were working on their projects. Peter was a good guy, put in a bad situation and wanted to make amends.
We also sold Myra's little home and bought a much larger house not too far down the road with an amazing view of Kings Park. It was an older five-bedroom, three-bathroom home, and we spent over two years restoring the place. It was a fun time. We only took breaks for some family holidays, to get married and for the birth of Grace and Tilly's little brother, Byron.
Life was better, I still had some bad dreams now and then, but Myra was my rock and was there any time I needed her.
Over a decade later, Byron was now a precocious ten-year-old. Tilly was at university following in the footsteps of Aunt Regan, studying to become a lawyer. And it was one lazy Saturday afternoon, Grace and John were sitting with us on the front deck of our home overlooking Kings Park, Byron was playing x-box with my seven-year-old grandson Bruce, and they were trying to ignore my five-year-old granddaughter, Hope, when Grace brought up her mother.
"Dad, I got a letter from mum this week," she said casually but cautiously. Kelly wasn't a taboo topic around the house, but everyone proceeded with caution when they mentioned her. I had received a few letters from Kelly over the years and had even visited her a few times. I knew she was in therapy, and she had a little community within the prison. Even though she still had eight years on her sentence, she was well respected as a model prisoner.
"What did she have to say?" I asked.
"Among other things, she let me know that she got the news that Roger was released last month," Grace said as everything went quiet. I quietly sipped the Kraken and coke I was drinking.
"Last month?" I asked, concerned.
I felt Myra's hand on mine suddenly.
"Did she say anything else?" Myra asked Grace.
Grace nodded. "Yeah, she said that he came to see her. Mum says he didn't look well. Life on the inside for Roger wasn't laidback if the letter was to be believed. Next week, I'll go visit her and find out what happened, but she noted it wasn't a peaceful conversation with him."
We spoke on it a few more minutes before I excused myself and called David Roundlight. Over the years, he had become a friend. David was now leading a team in major crimes and had solved quite a few complex cases to no small amount of media attention.
"Bart, how are you, my friend? How's your beautiful wife?" he said in a friendly tone as he picked up my call.
I smiled despite myself. "Myra is great." I paused, "David. I just heard Roger was released."
I felt David drop his cheerful manner.
"Yeah, I got the report yesterday. I was going to let you know at bowling next week." He said. David and I bowled Tuesday evenings on the same team.
"From what I read in the report, he's gained approval to move to Adelaide. Apparently, he has managed to land a role with a small company over there. In his probation interview, the panel asked about you and if he planned to have any contact. He told them that you could rot in hell for ruining his life but knew he had to move away as no one would hire him here in Western Australia with his record."
I sighed; Peter continued.
"The report notes that life on the inside for him was difficult. He got into several fights, losing most of them. In the end, he became a librarian to keep out of the way of most prisoners. I don't think you will have any issues with him if that's what you worried about."
"Thanks, David, that was my concern. If I do hear anything from him, I'll let you know." I replied, releasing a breath I didn't realise I was holding.
We spoke about Bowling and an upcoming barbeque for a few minutes before I walked back to the table. As I sat down, Myra looked at me.
"David?" she asked. I nodded.
"He confirmed that Roger is out and is moving to Adelaide. But, of course, he hates my guts. I have to say the feeling is mutual." I told the assembled family.
The rest of the afternoon was a little subdued, but I was with my family and they make sure I felt supported.
That night I woke sweating and screaming from the first nightmare I had had in years. In it, Roger had come in the night tying us all up. He held a gun on us and told me that he would shoot Myra, Tilly, and Byron unless I used the straight razor on myself. I had picked up the razor and was about to do what I had once done when I woke up screaming.
Myra was awake in an instant. I was sweating like a swine and couldn't stop rubbing my wrists as she tried to calm me down. Without asking, Myra called my therapist, who was very gracious in accepting a call at two in the morning. Mind you; it's why we paid him so much money. I explained the dream as Myra cried, gently holding onto me for dear life. While it upset my wife, just talking it through made me feel better.
My therapist listened as I talked through the dream, noting it was very likely triggered by the news of Roger's release and the anxiety that I had surrounding everything I went through during that time over thirteen years ago.
We made a follow-up appointment, and I thanked him for picking me up so early in the morning. As we settled back down, Myra checked on Byron, who surprisingly was still asleep. Tilly had woken up, but she headed back to bed when she heard us on the phone, she had told her mother to tell me that she loved me.
I laid down after a visit to the bathroom, and Myra snuggled into my chest. Her ever-impressive bust stirred me awake, and before I knew it, we were coupled together. My need for connection to her body was as hot as her body. Now in my fifties, my libido had slowed a little, but Myra's late forties body still had the curves in the right places, we made love for almost thirty minutes before my final release came, and after a brief shower, we got back into bed.
"Do you really think there will be an issue with Roger?" Myra asked, slightly concerned.
"No, I don't," I said. "I think he's going to move away, and we will never hear from him. And even if we did, you know that we have protection." I hinted at my hunting gear stored securely in our walk-in wardrobe.
Myra nodded in the dark, "Good, I'm sorry, my love, that hearing about it set you off. Are you alright?"
"Kind of," I replied. "Unfortunately, I think there is always going to be a shadow there. I don't think too much about those days anymore, but it will always be a part of me." I squeezed the sexy naked woman who loved me so much. "But when I do think about those times, I tend to dwell on the beautiful blonde woman who swooped in and saved my life."
Myra raised her head and looked at me.
"I'm serious my love." I told her, "I felt so helpless back then that I thought there was no way to go but to end it all. I might have done so again if you weren't there for me when I woke up. I've come to understand that there is no getting better from this. Ignoring it won't help. The best I can do is make sure that I have those that I love around me as much as possible, reminding me of everything I have to be thankful for and talk with you when I need to so I don't end back up in that place again.
Myra nodded.
"I love you Bart." She said.
"I love you too Myra," I replied.
With that, we fell asleep, and while we didn't always live happily ever after, there were both good and not so good days. Yes, there were fights and disagreements, there were more nightmares. But I learnt through it all more than anything else, I had unconditional love from a woman that made all things possible, I had friends that accepted me for who I was and family that was there for me regardless of life's storms.
[::: Fin :::]
[::: Authors Ending Notes ::::]
Thank you for reading Total Destruction. This became a bit of a passion for me as it was based on a thought, I had waking up one morning when I was feeling a little overwhelmed by life. After talking with my wife a few minutes wanted to write, and this story was the result.
I did kick around adding one last scene with Kelly, but with Grace's reference to Kelly, I think we all know that Kelly had burnt herself and, while regretful, was doing her time we didn't need any more of her. Kelly was a complex character for me. She was seduced and convinced to break her husband. But I would like to think that if she knew what Bart would do that it would have shocked her out of her behaviour. I also want to point out that for me the scene after the court was not reconciliation but remorse. Kelly knew she had destroyed everything and went to prison, knowing her happy life was over.
As you saw, this story had a considerable theme of suicide within it. That people feel so lost and so hopeless they feel the need to take their own lives is a sadness of the highest order. Here in Australia, an average of nine people take their lives every day. In my view, this is nine too many. In addition, every year, over 65,000 people attempt to take their own lives because they feel there is no way out. We can all do so much better to help people in this situation.
I wrote about the pain of someone fighting these feelings in this story, outlining a plot that made our main character feel that he had no way out. But if you notice, I also wrote hope for him. As I wrote the dark scenes, I recalled my brushes with hopelessness and depression, but I also thought of those who helped me up. Our MC was the same. He just needed someone to look past circumstances to show him another way. As a society worldwide, we are more aware of mental health issues than ever before. If you see someone struggling, then reach out to them and be the support they need. Check out RUOK for more information on how you can help.
If you're reading this for any reason and struggling in this area, I want you to know that you are not alone and that you can reach out for help. If you feel trapped and the people around you are not your conversation piece, there are lots of places you can go. For example, in Australia, we have places like Lifeline to help people who care for strangers without knowing who they are. In other countries there are services that can be there for you. From the bottom of my heart, I wish the best for each of you that have taken the time to read to this point.
Thanks, everyone.
See you in the next story.
Regards
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Throughout our lives, we all go through seasons. I have enjoyed writing stories and working through the emotions inherent in a Loving Wives tale for the past season. Sure, most of us like the little bit of erotic storytelling in these tales, and most of us that write are used to being ridiculed for our plot lines or, as in my case, my grammar and editing. But still, we persist. Why? Because we like to write, we have stories inside us that we want to tell. These stories tell of love, betrayal, pain, anguish and yes, sometimes redemption, compassion and the ability to forgive that lots of rude feedback tend to dislike.
In this story, I am taking a little bit of a different spin. I want to try it from a different perspective, I am going to have our main character (MC) talking directly to the reader about his challenges, passions, betrayal, and recovery. So, I will speak to you for this story like we're breaking the fourth wall.
I will point out that while there are a few elements of me as a person here, our MC in the story is not me. The actions and experiences are different to my life; that story is still in progress. In this case, I am just using the perspective and my name 'John Other' as an exciting way to tell the tale.
I hope you enjoy "Writing as a Loving Wives Author."
[:::: Writing as a Loving Wives Author ::::]
I've been a fan of reading stories for years, one of the first books that I can recall as a kid is a book about a character called 'Grug'. He was an odd-looking non-human character that always came across as drab and grumpy, but the colours in the world around him were bright and cheery. Then, as I got older, I enjoyed the 'choose your own adventure' books. Later still, I found sci-fi, I loved the drama of epic space battles or the lengthy descriptions of technology that had no place in our modern society.
I've never read a bibliography, and I was not too fond of self-help books as all they did was give you a sentence or two about how the author's experience should be life-changing for you, then fork over more of your hard-earned dollars for the following change your life experience that still left you empty.
I was in my early twenties when I discovered Literotica. I found stories here with all of you, stories told in such vivid detail that I could not ignore them. There were romance stories of two people, or more, finding love. Non-human stories of love between humans and things that weren't. Even the taboo stories of incest that I loathe to admit to you, I read. I did enjoy the more romantic of them rather than the dark ones. In reading the stories here with all of you, I had found a guilty pleasure that was my secret. Sure, porn was good to beat off with, but it was instant gratification and didn't linger in my mind like a good story here on Literotica does. You unquestionably know what I mean.
There were only a few categories that I stayed away from, I wasn't into BDSM or gay erotica, and while I don't have anything against people who love that, it wasn't for me. The other category I avoided for some reason, was Loving Wives. For years the category of Loving Wives continued to taunt me as I looked through the new stories. For some reason, I felt that it was taboo for me, but unlike the secret thrill I got from reading a story about other more risqué topics, I just didn't read any Loving Wives tales.
I bet by now, some of you are now laughing at me. Not only am I a pervert and a deviant, but I am currently writing stories for the category that I avoided. So, what changed? Well, like so many of you that dutifully read here, leaving passionate comments on mine and other authors stories, my story is that of a woman, well, three women actually, that brought me to writing this tale.
Some of the fantastic Loving Wives authors write because they have a gift for the written word. They know how to spin a phrase, bringing the emotions inherent in the syllables of their words to life. I can tell you that I have spent many a time in their stories wanting to rage on behalf of the main character betrayed, cry at disaster as I commiserated with our MCs or feel my heart soar with delight as the MC triumphed over adversity, usually caused by a cheating spouse.
These authors, including SaddleTramp1956, Blackrandl1958, Vandemonium1, and others you will find in my favourites, are inspiring. Their stories are exceptional in their telling, so when I read something from them, I always know I am going to be on an emotional roller coaster, holding on for dear life, eagerly anticipating what's coming until I get to the end of the tale. Like all of you, when I'm done, I want the next story they have written.
For the rest of us, we are not as gifted in our words as these authors are, but we write anyway. We have deep-seated emotions that we don't know how to address, except to write. We have been hurt, sometimes by our own hands, other times, by those around us. But we write here because our pain and emotion align with this category of Loving Wives.
Myself these days, I write with the encouragement of my wife and my therapist. Unlike the great authors above, I am not an English literary genius. I passed English in high school, but it was never front of mind to me. I found school boring, I paid enough attention in class to pass overall, but I was always more interested in the girls than words.
Speaking of girls, my first girlfriend, Rachel, chased me in high school. She wanted to spend time with me because she thought I was cute and had a sense of humour. Rachel was a Chinese Aussie; she had an Australian father and a Chinese mother. Rachel had a beautiful brown skin tone that I adored and the tall slim build of her father. We only dated a month, never getting past holding hands or a quick kiss. Too shy and with awkward teenage hormones, we parted as friends.
On reflection, coming out of high school, I now understand that the tapestry of our past influences the stories we write or the comments we leave here on Literotica. But with each interaction in life or online, we all know it shapes us, giving us the emotional content to build our stories. So even those of you who leave nasty comments at the end of our stories because you don't like what we write. I recognise you also have your personal journey influencing your comments.
We know the Loving Wives category is full of betrayal; the stories published are often dark, bringing out both the pious and the evil in us. And I say this because writing as a Loving Wives author, you, my reader, know my betrayal is coming.
I suppose one of the reasons I have poor grammar is that I didn't go to university like many of my classmates. I didn't see the point of spending years of study to get an entry-level job in some firm when I could be gaining experience in the real world. As a result, I've been called some pretty vicious names in the comments of my stories and gotten some pretty nasty comments about what I write with my lack of punctuation. Still, I like to write stories, and as I learn to work with various editors, the final product is getting better, that is, as long as I don't rush it out too quickly (or post the wrong version as I did initially with this story😊).
But coming back to our narrative, as we all know, this category is often about betrayal and pain which keeps us all coming back to read the next story in the hope that it aligns with our experience or give us hope for the next step. For me, that came about around three years after leaving school. I worked for a software company doing support on their service desk, doing quite well as part of the team. I had also started dating a girl, Julie. She was a little shorter than most girls her age, Julie had a cute button nose, medium-length blond hair and pale blue eyes. Julie and I went to the same church. We were both part of the young adult crowd, built a friendship, and when I one day asked her out, she said yes.
You know what's imminent, well you should, this is a Loving Wives story...
It was a Friday night, I had gotten off work, headed home to change and was heading round to Julie's. Earlier in the week, we had arranged a date night. I was going to pick her up, and we'd head into town to have some fun. I got round to her house, finding the car of one of the other youth leaders from the church there. It wasn't unusual; we're a tight-knit group often around at each other's places. But as I walked up the path, I caught Julie and Scott through her front window, on her couch, making out. I was appalled as I saw Julie's hand down Scott's pants, in turn, he had his hand up her shirt and I could see her bra was on the couch beside her.
I did debate busting in, screaming at her, screaming at him, which often happens in our stories. But, when it came to Julie and me, that confrontation didn't happen. I just walked away, and in my pain, instead of heading home, I went straight to church. The pastor in charge of our young adults spent the next three hours consoling me.
The end result, I broke up with Julie without ever talking to her, then left that church not long after. Once what happened came out, both Julie and Scott were banned from any type of leadership. Julie only tried once to talk to me before I moved churches, but when one of my friends intercepted her, giving her the finger, telling her to 'fuck off' and never talk to John, that's me, or any of them again, she walked away crying.
Another thing we all love about Loving Wives stories is that little bit of revenge that makes us feel validated. I don't know what happened to Julie, but Scott copped it. You see, Julie and Scott were shamed into getting married within the year. I'm not sure by who, but one of my friends from that old church told me that a group of guys ended up stripping Scott naked and duct-taping him to a light pole at the top of the city mall on his buck's night. It even made the papers. Julie and Scott's marriage lasted less than two years before she was caught stepping out on him with a married guy.
It was Julie's betrayal that led me to read my first Loving Wives tale here on Literotica. I was feeling somewhat depressed and still a virgin. I had honestly thought Julie would be my first and was disappointed that it wasn't to be. But you know how it is, you browse the new stories page, the title or the quick summary catching your eye. For me, it was a story about a guy who came home to find his girlfriend, whom he was thinking of asking to marry him, in bed with his best friend. That stuck close enough to home, so I read the story having my first Loving Wives experience.
I loved the emotion; it felt like the author knew my pain and hurt. It was almost like they knew Julie and what she had done to me. I'm sure you have had a similar experience. After that, the Loving Wives category became one of my favourites; I spent more time reading awesome tales like "From the Ashes" and "You Can Go Home Again" to "500 Annies" and "Leave Me Breathless." In reading these stories, I felt like I had found a place of belonging. The pain of what Julie did, while still there, diminished somewhat.
Let's progress a couple of years. I am now thriving in my first business, a small consulting company with three staff along with yours truly. I had taken the punt to go out on my own, and within a few months, I had several people chasing me to help them out. As a new start-up, my costs were lower than anyone in the industry, and clients knew my quality was on par or better than the big guys.
During this time, I wasn't looking for romance; Julie's unfaithfulness still hurt. But I was here with all of you, enjoying reading stories. I spent my time on other sites for a bit of relief along with reading here when I met Karen. She was tall at six feet, with long brown hair and expressive brown eyes. She worked for a marketing firm that I visited for advertising my business. I was meeting with her manager, but Karen happened to be in the meeting as well. Cutting a long story short, two months later, we were dating. Not long after that, Karen relieved me of my virginity, and I must admit that I read a few more Romance and First-Time stories as I fell in love. Very quickly, Karen became my everything. I woke up thinking of her, went to bed seeing her face in my mind. A year later, we were married. I had thought we would be forever. Nope. Just another clueless chump.
It had only been six months of married bliss when Karen gave me the 'we need to talk' spiel. She had met someone else and wanted to split. Karen told me that she hadn't slept with him yet, wanting us to separate before she did. It turned out he worked for her company, and he spent months chasing my wife; even while we were engaged, keeping up his pursuit until she gave in. I was heartbroken, but what was I to do. Karen didn't want me, so we separated. The only good thing was that she got none of my business, as per our prenup that my company lawyer had insisted on, but she got half the marital assets, which went a little more in her favour than mine since I earned a little more than her. I did hear that both Karen and her paramour got in deep trouble, not because they got together, but because the company they worked for lost my business.
Throughout my divorce from Karen, I became angry. I got online anonymously blasting authors who made their characters willing cucks or wrote reconciliation stories. I wanted to see the cheaters pay, not obtain forgiveness. I was hurt because Karen was supposed to be my best friend but had left me for another man. It didn't matter that she was honest about it. I was hurting, and during that time to my shame, I left some nasty messages to some of the authors here. Was it the right thing to do? No way. You don't get paid if you're an author here on Literotica. You do it for the love of the written word and nothing else. Even the authors of stories I don't like, such as cuckold stories, they have taken the time and effort to write. Just because I disagree with the story's content doesn't mean that the author didn't put a lot of effort into what they wrote or it's a bad story. I've learned that you need to be upfront with your story tags so that readers know what you're going to give them.
As I calmed down in the months following the divorce, I sent private messages to a couple of authors against which I raged in my pain. I apologised profusely for my comments, even though they would never have known it was me in the first place if I hadn't said anything. But out of that, I got encouragement that I was never expecting. I started corresponding through email with a few authors here. Sure, a couple shut me down following my apology. Still, others responded with some of the most tender and kind-hearted responses I had ever experienced. They told me they understood my pain, and then one of them encouraged me to write it all down.
Since that time, I have spoken with so many of you, learning about your heartaches and struggles. I know I've laughed and cried with you over your messages. Some of you have loved my stories; some certainly haven't. Yeah, I get some of the anger behind the scenes of why some of you don't like what I write, but by now, you should all know my writing is honest. Writing for Loving Wives hurts from the experience of betrayal. So, like all of us authors, it aches when I get a negative comment because I wrote a topic that people didn't like, or I perhaps didn't give enough context in a scene. But no one should say that I don't always write from the heart.
You'll notice that I don't write willing cucks, and I like that my main character always comes out on top. My characters are successful; they recover from their betrayals by finding new love, often becoming successful business people. They take the opportunity to become more than they were before their betrayal. I write this way because when I was in the middle of my pain, thanks to Karen, I wanted to be my character, find love and win against the odds. From many people reading on this site, I know that you get where I am coming from. Not many of us like the feeling of a willing cuckold. And there are not many of us that want to see our main character lose. Usually, the more negative stories leave us disappointed and angry. So, when I started writing, I wrote about the pain that Karen caused. In some cases, I know it was a shared pain with all of you that when I write, I hoped would help more than just me.
Fast forward another year. I now have dozens of people working for me and a second start-up business growing out of a process I built within my initial business. I am successful, and I feel somewhat like one of the main characters in one of my stories. On the side, I heard that Karen had contracted an STD from her soulmate at work, so I sent her a get-well card with a big smiley face on it. It felt good; I was vindicated again, but I was now two for zero against the home team, so while I had money and somewhat of a good lifestyle, I didn't have anyone to share it with.
As you, my reader, know, I have continued to write stories, trying different angles. I've had some successes, a few failures, but I continue to write. I write at home in the evening, or on the weekends. I desired intimacy, love, and acceptance during this time, but I didn't want a one-night stand. I needed a real connection.
To that end, I think some of that longing came through one of my stories at least once. I had one of the readers that had followed me for years send me a message about how much my stories had helped them. They too had been cheated on, and we commiserated over email about the failures of our society. We expounded on how it was sad that commitment and fidelity never appeared with our partners. In the end, I found out that the reader was a lady who lived in the same town as me.
Then I was in a dilemma; you know, writing erotic fiction on the internet in your spare time is not something you walk around town shouting from the podium. But, likewise, you don't want your friends, or in my case, employees, to know that you love to turn a phrase about how a quivering member slowly eased its way into a moist love tunnel. You certainly don't want it discussed around the water cooler if this lady reader was connected to me in real life.
As I see it, part of the challenge of writing erotic stories is that as I work with some of the other authors and editors here on Literotica we end up building relationships by sharing minor details of our lives. I've never been shy about sharing where I live. And for the most part, no one would know who I am even though my name is part of my handle. I don't post my picture, but knowing a few little things about me, I believe, helps my editors make my stories better. With this lady reader, I had to fight against asking for more details than would be usually expected. However, we had exchanged more emails a week than I did with most of my staff when working on a project; I was curious about her but hesitant. I didn't know if it was a line I wanted to cross.
Once we knew we were in the same city, we spoke about places we had been to, favourite cafés, parks and other things, safe things, but topics that let us get to know more about each other without giving ourselves away. I must admit that I let my writing become lighter. I wrote less burning and more romance into my stories. Yeah, I know, many of you told me how pathetic I was, but honestly, I was falling an email at a time in love with this person without having met them or knowing what they looked like.



Around the time I was getting acquainted with her, BrokenNInvis5768, I also suddenly went quiet for a couple of months; there were no new stories. I stopped commenting and encouraging other authors as I have always tried to do. I was reading the stories, but I couldn't do anything because my life had just come to a standstill.
One of the most influential people in my life, my father, suddenly and unexpectedly died of a heart attack. The entire family was distraught, my two sisters and my mother were beside themselves, and suddenly I was expected to be the man of the family. But that's not why I disappeared. In some stroke of wisdom, both Julie and Karen had seen the announcement of my father's death, both of them, now single, felt I should take them back. They decided to turn up at my father's funeral wanting to comfort me in an attempt to win me back.
The resulting fight in itself deserves a story, and perhaps someday I will write it out. However, the result was that both Julie and Karen were screaming at each other while trying to scratch each other's eyes out. At one point I got stuck in the middle as my two exes went at it. The three of us promptly spent a night in the local watch house for disturbing the peace at a funeral.
I was cleared the next day as just a bystander who got caught up in a catfight between two women, but the damage was done by then. I had two women I didn't want stalking me; they were both trying to lay a claim to me I didn't want to give. By the end of a month, I was so pissed off with them that I sucked at work, was angry at everyone, and had to disappear for a while.
Escaping, I took my laptop with me intending to write. But when I ended up at an apartment on the beach, I spent most of the time drunk with zero motivation to do anything. Towards the end of my self-imposed exile, I did log into my personal email seeing the messages from those of you wondering what happened and why I had disappeared. I ended up sending a few apologies, explaining I was in the middle of a personal struggle. I also had a dozen messages from the lady reader, BrokenNInvis5768, I had a crush on; she was very concerned that she couldn't get hold of me. I gave her a much more detailed account. I told her about my father's death, Julie and Karen. Then lastly about the police, being arrested, then stalked by two women I didn't want near me. All of it ending in the need to take some time away. Almost a day later, she responded telling me she understood.
But then she made my heart flutter, and, for some reason, asked if it would be alright to meet in person. She made me nervous by telling me she wanted to be there for me in this time of hurt and pain. She had felt my pain for years through my stories and thought now was a good time to meet. Of course, I knew this was a bold step for her. Like myself, she had been hurt and betrayed, but my stories here and our mutual bonding over the written word here on Literotica brought us together. I was touched that she was willing to shed the last parts of anonymity because she sensed I was struggling in my personal life.
We agreed to meet at a café in the next suburb over from my office the following week. So, I transported myself home from exile, talking with my family and managers. I got back online, caught up on everyone's newly published stories making a few comments along the way. Those users, authors, and editors that I met when I first started writing sent me messages of encouragement; glad to see I was back. I was delighted to be back, then that evening for the first time since my father's death, I started drafting a new story.
The morning of my coffee with BrokenNInvis5768 dawned, I was obviously nervous. Seriously, I would meet someone from this site where I wrote erotic fiction. I mean, I had been hiding in plain sight for years, there was always the chance that perhaps people who knew me had figured it out, but no one ever said anything. Meeting this person, on the other hand...
I went to work, got the day started with my staff, then headed over to the café way too early. I had been sitting down for around fifteen minutes, almost an hour before we were supposed to meet, when she slid into the booth opposite me also quite early. I was stunned, I knew this woman, and even more embarrassingly, I had kissed her in what felt like a past life.
No, it wasn't my 'we need to talk' ex-wife Karen or my cheating fellow youth leader girlfriend, Julie. Instead, this was my high-school sweetheart Rachel.
"Hi John, how are you?" Rachel asked, smiling.
I stared for a moment, I hadn't seen her in years, but she looked good, real good. My eyes held the question I wanted to ask.
"Yep, it's me; I'm her, BrokenNInvis5768," she stated, confirming her username to me.
We spent the entire rest of the day talking. At first, it was awkward; I mean, she was briefly my high school girlfriend. I had never done more than hold her hand or give her a brief peck on the lips. Sure, we had talked a lot over email for a long time, but Rachel, through my stories on this site, knew a lot about me, she had a fair idea about my sexual preferences, what my fantasies were, and even some of my kinks.
It turned out Rachel had seen the announcement about my father's death and heard a rumour about me from the funeral. Then when I mentioned some details in my email, she put two and two together, deciding it was time to get together. Rachel was already wondering about getting together for a drink before she figured out who I was. But, once she did, she was excited to reveal her identity.
More than once that afternoon, we likened our meeting to the classic song, Escape (The pina colada song) by Rupert Holmes. In learning about her, it turned out that Rachel was a wiz in accounting and her ex-husband, when they met, worked with her. But when the opportunity presented itself, he tried to trade up to the boss's daughter. That didn't go so well; long story short, Rachel's boss chased him out of town and pretty much cut his daughter out of his will for cheating with a married man. Rachel's boss looked after her through the divorce, and she now regarded him as a close friend. Like me, she found the Loving Wives and cheating stories here on Literotica at a low point in her life, but Rachel found my stories and thought that I understood the pain she went through.
Rachel liked my writing style, connecting with my stories, knowing I wanted to deal with the pain of cheating and the emotion that went with being betrayed, not just write straight-up burn stories. She told me it was good that I was interested in the people who made the story, not just the events.
Time flew by that afternoon as we talked, I even brought out my laptop as we sat, working together on several of my story ideas; I loved it as Rachel gave me honest and genuine feedback.
As we hung out day after day following our meet-up, both of us recalled our fondness for each other from high school, and over the next month, a romance blossomed between us. Over time my reader became my girlfriend, then my lover, and then after almost two years of published stories, Rachel became my wife.
Yeah, I know, this is a bit more of an autobiographical Loving Wives story, and it gives you, my readers, the background to my anguish. Still, it should also tell you to hope that even in our darkest days, someone out there can benefit from your story or your encouraging comment to help them carry on.
But as I write this, Rachel has just walked into the bedroom having put our infant son to sleep and is now asking for the laptop to read this story. So hopefully, she doesn't get upset that I'm telling you about us. However, as I found out quickly, Rachel accepts that this is sometimes the way of being the wife of a Loving Wives author here on Literotica, yet she still loves me.
[:::: Rachel's Ending Note ::::]
John might tell you I was upset that he told our story, but that isn't true. I huffed and puffed a little until he made sweet love to me. I love this man so much. His stories brought me to hope in the darkness I was in. In reading his stories, I connected with something greater than myself and even before I knew it was him, he was comforting me.
Now cue the comments from our Literotica family. Let's be constructive and helpful to John and everyone else commenting. You never know. Your path to redemption or love could be in the back of a useful comment on one of the stories here.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thanks for reading 'Writing as a Loving Wives Author,' the idea for this story came up one morning over coffee as I watched a couple discuss a book they were both reading. It got me thinking about how we interact with those who read our stories as erotic fiction authors. I know I generally try to return emails from people who take the time to encourage me or give me ideas if they are not being rude. Though I also, like most LW authors, tend to ignore insults. But interacting with all of you is one of the reasons I enjoy writing here.
A big thanks to TexDom and Kite for giving me a hand in editing this one; you are the best!
And just to state, the person in the above story is NOT me. The situations that occurred did not happen to me. My trajectory in life has some similarities but a lot of differences. I just thought using my name instead of a fictitious MC would be a little bit of fun and relatable.
See you in the next story.
John Other.
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[::: Authors Note :::]
I admit I have a soft spot for the emotion of Loving Wives' stories about the strange car in the driveway. This story started from that view but quickly morphed into something else entirely.
There will be lots of familiar clichés throughout the story; of course, being my style, it's also long and dramatic in parts, so if you're looking for a quick story or as some people like to tell me, you say in ten words what others write in two, then perhaps this story isn't for you.
This story is in four parts and is a little over 85,000 words. The entire series is written, and I plan to submit a part each Sunday evening for the next four weeks. Originally this was going to be a single part under 20,000 words... nevertheless, by the time I got to the end of drafting the initial plot, there were enough words for a four-part series. I've also classified this story as a BTF or 'Burn the Family'. There is a lot here of hurt and betrayal written within, but admittedly there is also forgiveness and lingering bitterness. Again, I am trying to look at emotions along with the events to see what works and what doesn't.
For those of you who say this wouldn't happen in real life, you're likely correct. But this is a story, and I enjoyed putting it together, so as always, suspend your belief of what would happen in real life and enjoy the show!
I always welcome compliments and constructive comments, but I generally ignore insults. I want to thank my editing team, miket0422, Larry & Wayne, for working with me to make this story a better version of itself. Working with people in Australia, Europe, and the US is extraordinary. You are all fantastic, and I enjoy working with all of you.
I hope you enjoy 'The Nuclear Family.'
[:::: The Nuclear Family ::::]
We all know how the story goes. The guy comes home early to find a strange car in the driveway. He sneaks into his house, then, with the bile rising in his stomach, creeps through the house, finding clues of infidelity until the moment he finds them in his bed doing the horizontal tango.
It was sort of like that for me, but then again, it was much worse; as I found them, my life and everything in it spiralled out of control.
[:::: Part 1 ::::]
It had almost been a disaster. The contracts sent to the client had mistakes all over them, unfitting quantities, incorrect costs, and the formatting were just plain wrong. So when my older brother Brad Jr asked me to help him out of a mess like I always do, I should have expected that things were not on the level or even done how they were supposed to be.
I let my wife, Georgia, as well as my family consisting of my Dad, Brad Sr, Mum, Hattie, along with my older sister, Joanna, the middle child, know that I was flying out for a quick three days to fix Brad Jr's mistakes, again, ensuring we didn't lose the contract.
When I spoke to the client over the phone, they were lukewarm after viewing what my brother sent to them. So I knew I needed to get in front of them to help straighten out the issues, or our family business could be in for a rough ride for a few months.
Our family business, Total Build, builds portable homes all over the country. The houses are tiny and focused on a few industries but always mobile. If you have ever been to a caravan park and stayed in one of the little houses they have, that's us. We're the people to see if you're looking for a getaway cabin on the beach or the Australian outback.
My name is Robert Other. My friends and family call me Robbie. When this story started, I was the operations manager for the family business where my entire family worked, including my wife. Well, my wife, Georgia, did until a couple of months ago. She had to stop working due to being six months pregnant with our first child.
As operations manager of Total Build, my role looked after logistics, shipping, resources, and people. In addition, I coordinated the finances along with sales, ensuring that people got what they wanted and our thirty staff on the factory floor knew what they were building to which specification.
Mum and Dad waved the flag as the executive team, my sister did admin on the factory floor, and my screwup of an older brother was in sales. Brad was one of the worst salespeople I had ever seen, but Mum and Dad thought the light shined out of this hairy ass, though I could never figure out why.
Overall, you would look at us and think we were one of those old-school nuclear families. You know the ones, Mum, Dad and three rug rats. Sure, we fought and disagreed sometimes, but I thought we always had each other's backs, trusting each other to be there when one of us needed help.
As I ducked home, packing a bag before rushing for a flight so I could be with the client first thing in the morning. Georgia was sitting on the bed rubbing her pregnant belly. Her rapidly growing breasts had, with pregnancy, grown large brown areola. She was almost poking me in the eye, her breasts demanding I stay home as I looked at her in that thin cotton top. But, instead of enjoying my wife's sensual curves, Georgia was sitting on our bed, listening to me complain about my brother's latest screwup as I packed a carry-on bag for the trip. She tried to interject when I stopped to breathe, checking for my toothbrush and deodorant in the bathroom.
"Robbie," Georgia spoke to me in a know-it-all tone. "You know that he means well. Brad talks well as a sales guy. But, unfortunately, he isn't good with numbers like you."
It was an old argument between us.
I briefly glanced at her before tucking a few more items into my suitcase. I sighed. "Georgia, I get it. But I'm tired of having to cover his ass fixing everything up every time he does something wrong. No one, not even my wife, appears to care that I spend so much time travelling around the country cleaning up after him. Or if I don't give Joanna the exact procedure time after time, the work crews fall behind, or if I don't validate the financials for Mum or even write the message for Dad promoting the company, there wouldn't be a company to work with." I said with an additional exasperated sigh.
At that moment, I felt like the most overworked, under-appreciated person in the family and not one of them ever thought to see if I was alright. Sure, I was paid well for my time. I made sure of that since I had oversight of company finances. I knew what everyone made, so it was one area that no one could deny me. Yet it always felt that I was the one person in the family that was out of the loop. They couldn't do without me, but I was the one individual they never wanted to acknowledge as part of their inner circle or family councils. It sucked. At that moment, I hated being the youngest.
Georgia must have sensed my depressing internal dialogue as I was packing my dress shoes into my bag. She came over to me, sliding an arm around me.
"Robbie, I'm sorry," Georgia said, trying to console me. "Yes, you are right. You do all the work, but soon we will have this baby to raise, so Brad and your family need to step up more because you will be a Daddy!"
I smiled at the thought, reaching around to rub her pregnant belly.
"You'll be back in three days?" my wife asked as I stared at the child growing inside my wife.
"Yeah, I should be back Friday evening," I replied, tearing my eyes away from her pregnancy and looking into her eyes. "I'll get Brad's latest mess sorted out, then prepare for the next one he will force me to deal with." I looked again at my wife's round tummy. "I swear it feels like this kid will be easier to manage than this family!"
With a sense of resignation to my fate as the worker in the family, I drove from the Gold Coast to Brisbane, catching my flight to Melbourne. I did it so often these days that I had a flight routine down pat. First, read a couple of chapters of a story during take-off. Next, do an hour of work once we reach cruising altitude, then watch a movie until we taxi up on the other side.
The next day went quickly as I met with the team from the client, sorting out their quote. They were pleased that I had taken the time to meet with them in person. They were so happy with how I laid everything out; they ordered an additional fifteen units adding almost forty per cent to the quote right there and then. I was delighted as I knew the increase would get us to our financial target three months earlier than expected. By the time I walked out Wednesday afternoon, I was done two days earlier than expected.
I thought about hanging out in good ol' Melbourne. Enjoy a meal in one of the great alleyway restaurants or enjoy a drink at one of a dozen unique bars; Melbourne has a lot to offer. But I missed my wife. Then contemplating how I had been complaining to Georgia about Brad and my family last night, I thought it would be nice to come home early. I could ensure I looked after her as she grew into the last trimester of pregnancy.
After tethering my phone for Internet access all day, my phone was almost flat. I only had a small charge, so I ordered an Uber heading to the airport. Being a frequent flyer, it was easy to change my flight. I even splurged, using reward points to upgrade myself to business class at the front of the plane for the flight home. I only had a few minutes to spare for the flight, but I made it to the gate and was on my way home within a few minutes.
I felt terrific as I got off the plane. We passed through a storm on the approach to landing, watching the lightning through the clouds was exciting. After landing back in Brisbane I jumped in my utility, which we call a ute in Australia, for the drive back down the Gold Coast. My three-year-old Ford Ranger wasn't the fastest, but it was a company lease, same as all the family. We all had company cars.
I found my Ranger was handy for moving gear between sites now and then. I never begrudged getting physical with the teams. Like all the guys in the Other family, I was a big solid, strong guy, and I thought my ute told everyone I didn't play favourites with any side of the business. Getting into the vehicle, I plugged in my phone for the drive home, then tried to call Georgia a couple of times as I got on the road, leaving messages that I would be home soon since I caught an early flight home, but they went to voicemail.
A little over an hour later, I frowned as I couldn't pull into my driveway. Brad's Lexus was parked where I usually did. I admit that I was curious about why my older brother was there late at night. But, being such a trusting guy, I wasn't suspicious or thinking anything was out of place.
I parked, grabbed my travel bag off the passenger seat, walking casually in through the side door like I always did. But just as I was about to yell out a greeting, I heard that sound that suddenly caused every husband in my situation to freeze. This is immediately followed by the feeling of the bottom falling out of your stomach. Standing at the junction between the lounge room and our hallway leading to my bedroom, I listened to the unmistakable sounds of sex along with my wife's distinctive moans. I didn't want to look, but at that moment, I knew that I had to. I had to let myself be broken by what was happening. If I didn't, I might not have the strength to do what I had to do next. I wasn't sure what that was, but I would always be plagued by doubt if I didn't see or confirm it.
I pulled out my phone, setting it to record, sneaking my way up the hallway. I believed I was smart enough to know I needed evidence before confronting the cheaters. So with my phone in hand, I pulled myself into position outside the master bedroom in the dark hallway. I thought I would be ready for what I saw and heard, but sadly I was mistaken.
Now my wife, Georgia, is a good-looking woman. She has dark brown shoulder-length hair, brown eyes and a cute button nose. Her smile lights up a room, or her frown makes it feel like a cold winter's day. She was tall at a little under six feet. Her breasts were a small b-cup. I had always enjoyed them as a good handful, When she fell pregnant, they began to grow, and I enjoyed them all the more. Georgia had a tiny waist, but her most significant asset, in my opinion, was by far, her ass. You know when you see those fit women running in yoga pants? Those pants make you stop, turn around, then thank the person who thought of that tight spandex covering. Georgia doesn't need yoga pants to have an ass like that. For her, it was all-natural.
As I stood in the hallway, I saw her naked. The body I thought was mine alone wasn't. I held my phone, fighting the emotions inside me. Rage and hatred were primarily at the front of my mind, but there were undercurrents of despair, some fear, and, I hate to say it, love. However, the emotion of love for both of the fornicators in front of me grew fainter with each heartbeat as I watched my wife and older brother fucking in my marital bed.
I do not doubt that it would be upsetting in a normal circumstance to find two people close to you betraying you like this, but for me, it felt worse. Why? Because it wasn't just my brother was fucking my wife, it was also how. She was on all fours, my brother hunched over her. His balls were slapping against her red, puffy pussy as his cock pushed in and out of her ass, a trail of cum from what must have been earlier, leaking from her adulterous cunt, trickling down her leg even as she moaned amid passion. Everything I saw broke me down with each breath, my wife and brother rutting like dogs right before me.
"Damm Georgie," moaned Brad, his cock pistoning in and out of Georgia's ass. "All your holes are always such a good fuck; your ass always loves my cock in it. I bet my dipshit brother never fills your holes as I do!"
They said nothing except him grunting as my wife moaned for a moment.
She took a breath, whatever feeling she had passed enough to speak. "No, Brad, Robbie has a better cock than yours. I've told you that he always makes me cum twice as hard as you ever could. You're just available." She then giggled as he thrust in and out of my wife's bowels, Brad trying to show her that she was wrong. In reply, she wiggled her pregnant ass back against him.
"You shouldn't be so mean to your younger brother," Georiga replied in a half-hearted attempt to defend me. "Especially when he's covering for you so you can be here fucking me!"
Brad laughed, Georgia joining in then as they started belittling me. Over the next few minutes, her defence of me became a little less with each exchange until it became a game as they paid out on me.
Brad kept digging himself deeper as I watched, sickened by his disrespect. "As long as he never understands that half the mistakes I make are to get little Robbie out of town so I can fuck you as much as I can while he's gone."
Georgia moaned as my brother moved in and out of my soon-to-be ex-wife's asshole.
"Brad, you're not that clever," Georgia groaned through her pleasure. "Most of the mistakes you make are you not caring. You know Robbie will fix it for you. But that is one of the reasons I love having you in my bed. You have no inhibitions about anything."
If the talk so far had hurt, it was nothing next to the following statement. It killed any kindness left in me for either of them.
Brad grunted again, while thrusting, spoke words that forever killed the relationship between us as brothers. "Inhibitions like impregnating my sister-in-law with my baby, then letting my clever brother raise my bastard child as his own while I get to goof off having him cover my entire life for me."
It must have been a turn-on for him saying that because in the next moment, Brad grunted, releasing a load of cum into my wife's ass. Georgia moaned again, taking a deep satisfied breath as I watched her shudder through an orgasm.
"Brad," Georgia said, laying there, her head facing the other way, a contented sigh in her voice. "Robbie can never know this child is not his. It would destroy him. The next one must be his."
Brad started to respond, but at that point, I couldn't take it anymore. Georgia was right. At that moment, I felt like my entire being had been smashed beyond repair. I was angry at their betrayal, ready to sow devastation, but I took a breath. If I killed anyone, I doubt I could get away with it.
I took a few steps into the room's doorframe, my footsteps heavy. They heard the movement, but I spoke before they could turn to see who it was.
"Well then," I growled. "It's a good thing that there will never be another child because I am fucking done with both of you!"
I have to note that there is something poetic about cheaters when they get caught. The sound of a cock popping out of an ass followed by the rustling of sheets as they try to cover up from the person they are cheating on is somehow ironic. It is almost funny because the cheated-on person has already seen at least one of the cheaters naked. Brad and Georgia were no different, scrambling to cover themselves.
I watched them for a moment as the realisation settled in that I was the one standing in the doorway speaking to them.
Both their eyes went wide with surprise. Brad spoke. "Robbie, bro, what are you doing here? You're supposed to be in Melbourne?" my older brother tried to say like we were talking casually at a Sunday afternoon family gathering.
"I was in Melbourne fuckwit!" I snapped. "And I am just that fucking good that I got your mess sorted out in record time. So good, in fact, I thought I would come home to spend some time with my pregnant wife, shower her with some tender loving, but it appears that I am not needed."
"Robbie, my love, it is not..." Georgia tried to say meekly before stopping, understanding the futility of the statement as realisation set in.
"What it looks like!" I finished for my wife, snarling at her. "No, I get that. Your next line is that it was only sex. Say that, so you can further disrespect me. Or perhaps you should tell me that it was only my imagination that my older brother was fucking my pregnant wife in the ass with his cum leaking out of her cheating cunt!" I glared at them. "And, let's not even discuss the fact of his cum, since it sounds like I wasn't even here for your child's conception; both of you can rot in fucking hell!"
I glared at them for a moment. I balled a fist, ready to strike but held fast. Georgia looked scared and full of panic. She was starting to hyperventilate as she held the sheet over her body. Brad was still staring at me, a stupid expression of poor comprehension on his face.
"I'm leaving now," I spat at the two naked people in my bed. "I'll be back in a couple of hours to get my stuff and move out. I would advise that neither of you is here when I return."
As I turned to leave, Brad moved suddenly, jumping off the side of the bed naked, his cock shrivelled and dirty.
"Look, Robbie, bro, I know this is bad, but we can't let you walk out of here. If you try to leave, I'll have to restain you." He said, taking a step towards me, smiling darkly. "You might not like it, but she loves you, so you'll listen to us, or I'll beat the shit out of you till you do."
I laughed, raising a sarcastic eyebrow at him. "You're going to beat me? The older brother who washed out of karate class before even getting a white belt?" I grinned. "Surely you're not that dumb, Asswipe. You do recall that I have a three dan blackbelt, and let's not mention the four years of Muay Thai training? Or did you forget that I am ranked in the amateur multi-martial arts Aussie league? So you are going to beat me? Fuck off; you're dreaming.
"Just to let you know," I said, staring pure hatred at my older brother. "If you ever get within striking distance of me tonight or at any time in the future, I'll lay you out on the ground faster than you can fill my whore of a wife with cum a third time tonight." Brad stood back, and Georgia pulled the sheets up slightly over her face. "Yes, Georgia, I saw his cum leaking from your cunt just as I watched him dump a load in your ass. You both disgust me."



I turned, walking out of the room and down the hall. I heard them moving but not trying to stop me.
I yelled back over my shoulder. "Remember, don't be here when I get back!"
They were smart enough to let me walk out, though as I got back in my ute and drove away from my house, I noticed the curtains move as they peaked at me leaving.
I drove around for a few minutes, thoughts flying through my mind, I had no idea what they were, but strong emotions and the feeling of betrayal ran deep. Then, finally, I took a breath turning my car towards my parents. It was the only place that I thought might be a haven.
When I arrived, Mum and Dad were already on the front porch of their house. I got out of the ute and walked up the front pathway towards them.
I looked up at them. I was willing to bet that my parents could see the pain evident on my face.
"Hi Robbie," Mum said.
"Son..." I stopped walking up the path to my parents as my Dad spoke much deeper, more stoic than he usually did. Neither of my parents could meet my eyes for more than a moment.
The realisation set in; they knew!
"No, no... please tell me it isn't true, tell me that you didn't know about it?" My injured voice wheezed out.
Mum stepped towards me, glancing briefly at my father. "We're sorry, Robbie, it's just..."
I snapped, not only betrayed by my wife and brother but my parents. A snarl appeared on my face even as tears ran down my cheeks.
"You're sorry, Mum. You have the nerve to say you're fucking sorry!" I almost screamed. "How long... How long have you known my brother and wife have been fucking in my house, my marital bed?"
"Son, I know you are angry," My father said, trying to keep the emotion out of his voice. "But that's no way to talk to your mother. We raised you better than that." What caught me off guard was that it wasn't pain commiserating with me but instead a strong note of disdain in his voice towards me.
"How. Fucking. Long?" I asked again, my voice a low growl. I was suddenly seething.
My mother looked down at her feet, then over to her husband, then back to me before sighing. The most telling thing was that there was almost no remorse written on either of their faces. Mum's eyes showed some shame, but Dad showed some twisted version of pride.
"Three years," she said, "we've known since almost the beginning."
If I thought I was broken by betrayal before now, I now knew that wasn't true. They were managing to push me lower.
"What... The... Actual... Fuck!" I shouted at them.
"Now, son, this is not the way to talk to either of us. We're your par..." he started to say.
"Fuck off Dad." I interrupted, intoning sarcasm in the word 'Dad'. I could feel the presence of neighbours looking out windows, watching the scene. I did not care.
"You've known your oldest son has been fucking my wife, your youngest son's wife, for three fucking years, and you have said zero, zip, nothing to me. Some great fucking example of upstanding parents you are. I bet you even know the baby is my fuckwit brothers and not mine?"
They said nothing but just looked at me. It spoke volumes.
My head was pounding. A headache was building, the edges of my vision began to blur as my sanity began to crumble. I said nothing and just started breathing. If nothing else, martial arts had taught me control and breathing. No one said anything for a couple of minutes.
I cocked my head to the side, my parents and I glaring at each other.
"Does Joanna know?" I asked.
Mom responded without thinking, "She's the one that caught them on one of your trips. She came to your house to see Georgia finding them together."
"I see," I said.
Dad went to say something. I held up my hand.
"No, I do. I see it. I'm just the poor youngest child that is so trusting that I have no concept of right from wrong that it was okay for my entire family to keep a secret about my brother going to bed with my wife, getting her pregnant, and keeping me in the dark.
"I see it because I might think what you all see as right is wrong." My face contorted into a snarl. "You obviously don't give two shits about me. You must have laughed so hard every time you sent me away to fix my goddammed brother's mistakes that you kept him fucking my wife while I was gone."
"Son, it is not like that..." Dad started to say.
"Like fuck it's not!" I snarled back at him. He even took a step back seeing the look on my face. Dad knew my martial arts history. In the early years, he had even encouraged it.
"Robbie, please." My mother pleaded, looking at the windows of the neighbours. "Come inside, sit down so we can talk about this. There must be a way to fix this, there must be a way to have Brad, Gregoria, and yourself sort this out."
"Sort this out?" I retorted. "Can you hear what you're saying? Hang on, let's think about this, it would be like." I posed my hands in a thinker pose affecting a silly sarcastic tone. "Oh, we're sorry for keeping you in the dark for three years about how your wife and brother have been fucking behind your back. How about we're sorry we sent you out of town so they could get together and fuck in your marital bed."
I paused looking at them; then, I laughed a sick, almost maniacal laugh, my hands patting the air in mock humour. "Hang on. I've got it. How about we're sorry that we lied to you about how your brother impregnated your wife. We thought it would be fine that we were all going to let you raise his child without ever telling you."
I dropped the act and stared at the woman I once thought was a loving mother.
"No?" I asked, listening for a reply; none was given.
"Is this the type of fix you were thinking of Mum, getting me to raise Brad's bastard child as an unknowing cuckold?" I finished.
She looked away from me. I got the impression that was exactly what my parents wanted. I stared at her, wondering who these people were.
"Look, son," my Dad said. "We get it. We really do. You are upset and hurt, perhaps when you calm down..."
I cut him off again. "Calm? There is no calm. Has neither of you picked up that I am fucking atomic on this entire family, that I feel like everyone has betrayed me? And not only don't you appear to understand why I feel that way, but you're advocating that you want me to accept it. Fuck you! What's worse is I can't even see a single ounce of remorse for the pain you are causing me!"
They again said nothing, just staring at me as aliens come to earth to study the emotions of humans on this planet. What wasn't being said could fill libraries. They honestly thought I should accept the situation even if I were not on board with everything.
For the first time since arriving, I looked away from my parents, my shoulders slumped, and I felt my mother's first stirring of empathy. She took a step toward me. I felt the movement. My head and shoulders squared back up instantly; my whisper was harsh.
"Why would no one tell me?" I asked, feeling the first part of a plea coming from myself.
Dad grabbed Mum's arm, squeezing it, stopping her from moving closer to me or responding to my question. Then, as he looked down at me from his front porch, he studied me for a moment before making a decision.
"We have spoken about it many times," Dad said. "But each time, we thought it would be better for everyone if you didn't know." My father delivered the statement like a report, factually and unemotional, to a supplier. Not in sympathy for one of his children in pain. "You were happy in your blissful ignorance. You were doing a good job within the company keeping everything running smoothly, so we didn't want to upset that rhythm."
"The company?" I asked, again cocking my head to the side with a questioning look.
"Yes, son, you're too valuable. We knew if you found out, it would cause issues all over the business, from sales to production to delivery and quality. Look at yourself now. I can see this will disrupt so many things, and we'll lose so much momentum now. This is why we didn't want to tell you." My father said like he was reading a statement.
This time Mum grabbed Dad's arm and squeezed as he was about to continue his monologue about how I should just accept what was happening to me. She saw the look in my eyes; my fists started to clench and relax as he spoke.
My voice went lower than ever before, sounding like gravel. Deep, clear, hard. "So let me get this right." I started. "You didn't tell me about the fuckwit and the pregnant cunt because you were worried that company productivity would suffer. You all knew that she wasn't pregnant with my child, and you thought it was okay not just to make me a fucking cuckold, but everyone was to lie to me then let me unknowingly raise someone else's child just because the company might lose ground if I got upset!"
"Robbie..." Mum started, but Dad overrode her, grabbing her arm and squeezing.
"Yes, son, we decided for everyone's benefit, including yours," Dad replied. "Georgia told us the next one would be yours, not your brothers."
At that moment, I would have happily killed each of my family without a worry in the world. Instead, I breathed. Everyone had betrayed me for nothing but operational momentum and profit.
"Well then, don't I feel fucking special," I said in the most sarcastic tone possible. "I have such a loving family looking out for me, keeping me busy, making everything easy so I wouldn't see the mess right under my nose."
Dad missed the intent of my comment, but Mum didn't.
"Robbie..." she started to say again; Dad again overrode her.
"I'm glad you see it that way, son," Dad smiled for some reason, thinking I was calming down and accepting all of this bullshit.
"All of you can go screw yourselves sideways and then eat shit sandwiches for breakfast. I quit!" I said, my tone now deadpan.
"Yes, son, that's good your seeing reason, we will get it all sort... What?" Dad said as what I told caught up to him.
"I said, I quit, right now, this moment, effective immediately. I resign, and you can shove your operations, efficiency and profitability up your ass." I turned and started walking back to the ute.
"Robbie..." Mum tried to start again. I interrupted her, turning back to glare at my parents.
"You know what, Mum, Dad, you both knew all this time, not only did neither of you say anything to me, but you didn't even bother to try to get them to stop. You just accepted it, treating me like shit even though I never knew it. I get it, Right now. You both want to go into damage control mode and calm me down. But I'm supposed to be your son first, employee second. Both of you should be who I turn to in my pain. It's where I came before I understood that both of you are as culpable as them, but you know what." I paused. They looked at me, Dad's eyes narrowing and Mum's growing wide.
"If everyone in this family thinks it's alright to screw me over so royally for the last three years for nothing more than the company, then you're right. Dad, you raised me better than that, and I'm not going to stand for it. So I also quit this family; I am no longer your son."
I turned again, walking to my car, almost tearing the door off, grabbing my bag off the back seat. I slammed it shut, throwing the keys to the company ute at their feet. They just stood there.
"Take the fucking ute, don't call me, don't text me, don't write to me. Don't try to fucking contact me at all. Make sure you tell that to the rest of the family as well. Don't expect me to be there for birthdays, Easter or Christmas. And tell your fucking golden child of a son, the prick you love so much more than me, the asswipe that you would shit all over me so easily and fuck with my life, that if he ever sees me walking towards him on the street, run the other way. Because if I get hold of him, I'll tear his balls off and shove them so far up his ass that his tongue will be able to lick them.
My parents looked mortified.
"Prepare my severance pay," I barked. "Make sure my bonus includes up to today where I again fixed Brad's fuck up while he was fucking me over. If it's not there, I'll make you all regret that you chose to fuck with me."
I pulled my laptop out of my bag and threw it toward them.
"There's my work laptop. If it's broken, take it out of my severance, I don't give a shit if it works."
My parents stood saying nothing as I pulled out my phone. Fortunately, it was personal, not a company phone. I turned it on, ignoring Georgia's messages and missed calls. I ordered an Uber. My mother found some courage to try to talk to me from somewhere. Her voice was soft, weak to my ears. Her nails must have been digging into Dad's arm and drawing blood. The look on his face was screaming over what I had done to his company property, throwing my laptop at his feet.
"Robbie," my mother said. "I know it shouldn't have happened, but you will see it will all work out. We all love you."
I snapped up the carry arm on my pull-along luggage, turning to walk away down the street to meet my ride. I looked back one last time, addressing the woman who once was my mother.
"No, it won't be okay Hattie," I said using her name, "None of you have the faintest fucking idea what love is. But for me, stupid me, I loved and trusted my wife and family. Now I find out I was ignorant of all of it because I thought my family and blood would have my back out of everyone in the world. But, unfortunately, what all of you have taught me tonight is that love and trust aren't worth shit. You say you love me; try telling that to the next person you say you love and see if they believe it after they have spoken to me."
I said nothing else as I walked away, meeting my ride at the end of the street as it started raining. As I got in the uber and looked out the window, I realised that after the discussion, neither of my parents could even bother to chase after me as I walked away. Despite holding their business together for them over the last several years, I felt like I must have been a massive disappointment to them.
I had the uber drop me off at what used to be my home. At least Brad and Georgia were gone. So I started packing, throwing clothes and personal items into hastily assembled boxes. I loaded them into a second-hand Toyota Camry I bought for Georgia a few years ago. We planned to upgrade it in a couple of months once the baby was born, but I thought, fuck it. I paid for it; she wasn't having my baby, so I'll keep the car. Georgia can keep Brad's baby. I think I was getting the better deal.
I still had a few things I would like that wouldn't fit in the car, but everything in the car would suffice me for the next few weeks. So, before I closed up the house, I took down the giant wedding portrait in my former living room and went to work on it.
It was a large print that Georgia's parents had done for us on our first wedding anniversary. In the photo taken on our wedding day. Georgia and I were front and centre. To our left were my Mum and Dad, my sister and brother. Georgia's Mum, step-father, and her two sisters were to our right. All in all, it was a perfect day, and it showed by our smiles.
I pulled out some pens from the kitchen, spending fifteen soul-cleansing minutes defacing the portrait; horns and cocks were drawn all over my family. Next, I drew a large belly on Georgia drawing an arrow pointing to it with the words 'fuckwit did this.' I wrote the names 'fuckwit', 'cunt', 'deceiver' and 'betrayer' over my family's heads, alongside the metaphorical horns and moustaches. Lastly, I put question marks over the heads of Georgia's family. I didn't know if they knew. Much like my family, I had thought I had a great relationship with them. I knew that Georgia and her two sisters didn't get along terribly well, but neither did Brad, Joanna, and I associate outside work or my parent's gatherings.
I thought of pissing on the picture to deface it further, But my message would be received, so I hung it back on the wall. The last thing I did was sit down at my former kitchen table and write a note to the former love of my life.
Georgia,
By the time you read this letter, it will be evident that I have come and gone from the house. Although there will be a lot of emotions in this letter, I will try to restrain from swearing over much. What is written here is a small portion of the pain, anguish and loathing I have in my heart right now.
I believe that by now, you have been to my former brother's parents' house, discovering I have now disowned my entire family, quit Total Build and want nothing to do with any of you from this moment forward.
I came home this evening to surprise you, to spend time with you. I even called you while driving home, but you were too busy having sex with my former brother to notice. Seeing him take you analy and perceive his semen leaking from your vagina while listening to your bedroom talk that disrespected me, killed a part of me that I don't know if it will ever recover.
But what was worse is that the baby growing inside you isn't mine; it's his, and all of you were going to try and pass it off as mine. So, Georgia, you know I gave everything to you, and this is how you repay me.
Obviously, we're going to divorce. I can never forget, let alone forgive, what you and my former family have done to me. I've taken most of my stuff from the house, and I'll work out a time to get the rest soon. The rental agreement runs for another six months, and my family's company pays for it, so use it. I won't be here. I believe that divorce divides our funds and assets down the middle, I think this is unfair to me, being the aggrieved party, but I'll settle for that if it gets you out of my life.
I've told my former parents not to contact me, and I'll ask the same of you. Right now, I hate you with more passion than I ever loved you. But, look at it this way, at least now, you will be able to be out in the open to sleep together with Brad jr, raising your child without worrying about me finding out!
If I keep going, this will become an angry rant, so in signing off, just let me say.
Fuck You, Georgia. Have a shitty regretful life!
Your soon-to-be ex-husband.
Robert Other.
I know, I know. I said I would try not to swear, but it was handwritten, so I thought I did well to keep it together until the end.
I folded the letter, placed my wedding ring on it, leaving the house. It would be the following day before Georgia returned. I'm told that the cries and screams could be heard two houses over, so much that police were called. When they found out what happened, seeing my artwork, it would have been pretty obvious what was happening. They left with no reason to do anything else, but I'm sure there was some gossip around the station.
Me, I called my Muay Thai trainer Darren Bray. He had become a friend over the past few years, Darren and his girlfriend Toni had been to several barbeques with Georgia and me, but right now, he was the only person I could think of that wouldn't rat me out to my family.
Darren was happy to let me crash in their spare room for a while, and once they sat me down on their couch explaining why, Darren and Toni looked after me like a long-lost puppy come home. Over the next couple of weeks, I got a handle on a least some of my emotions. First, I arranged for a lawyer to handle my divorce. Next, I handed over the video I had taken, my lawyer's eyes bulged as he watched it. I explained my desire to be done with Georgia as soon as possible, to which he agreed. Lastly, I also found a human resources specialist to ensure I got all my money from Total Build.
As Darren was my martial arts trainer, he and I trained a lot. Darren got me taking a lot of my aggression out in the ring. However, he did need to get me to stop a few times as I almost let my anger get the best of me in fights where my opponent didn't realise until too late they were fighting for their lives.



Though almost five years older than me, Darren became my best friend during that time. He became my confidant. He took me out several times, got me smashed at pubs along the famous Gold Coast beaches. He even hugged me, listening to me moan without judgment when I cried. Likewise, Toni fawned over me like a mother hen, making me massive home-cooked meals, always asking how my day was going, generally looking after me as I felt broken, fighting depression.
Darren and Toni also helped me use their truck to help get the rest of my stuff from my old place a few weeks after the initial confrontation. My lawyer arranged a time to visit when no one would be there. I got a couple of chairs, my desk, and my training gear.
Nothing had changed too much within the house the day we turned up, except I noticed the wedding print was missing. I found that in the spare bedroom wardrobe. There was a letter on the table addressed to me in Georgia's handwriting, but I threw it in the bin unopened where she could see it when she returned.
It took about six weeks, but I got my money from Total Build, including my final pay and bonus. Combined with my half of the savings, it was a tidy sum. My family tried to stop me from getting the payout though. They claimed I abandoned my job. They also claimed that I was extorting money. I took it to Fair Work Australia, and they backed down quickly. With my payout, I wouldn't need to work for almost a year, perhaps longer, depending on my living situation.
The next hurdle was that my lawyer started getting requests from Georgia's lawyer resisting the divorce after about four months. Apparently, Georgia wanted counselling and reconciliation. I said no. She said she just wanted to talk as I was upset that many things I overheard were incorrect. Finally, I told my lawyer to send a copy of the video to her lawyer. All the requests stopped after that.
It was almost seven months into the divorce, and I hadn't heard from Georgia or my family for a while. I was starting to feel a little better like life wouldn't shit on me again for a time, so I was looking for a job and a place to stay. Thanks to Darren, I had made a little money from some semi-professional fights but knew I needed more than that to live on. Darren and Toni had been fantastic holding me together, but it was time for me to give them their freedom back.
It was Friday morning around ten. I had slept late after a late-night training session. Getting up, I showered and shaved, then having thrown casual shorts and a t-shirt on, I was walking down the stairs of Darren and Toni's two-story house when the doorbell rang.
"All right, I'm coming. Keep your panties on," I bellowed with a smile.
I heard Toni laugh at my comment from their kitchen as I opened the door.
I was expecting a delivery guy, mailman, or Jehovah's witness, but my sister Joanna was impatiently standing on the other side. Behind her looking shy and embarrassed, was Georgia's little sister, Amy.
I slammed the door in Joanna's face.
"Nope," walking away, shaking my head.
"Robbie, that was rude!" Toni started criticising me, walking into the room and wiping her hands on a tea towel. Then she saw my face and stopped, looking over at the door as the knocking continued. Both of us could hear Joanna yelling for me to open up.
I stuck my thumb over my shoulder back towards the front door. "It's mine and Georgia's sisters."
Toni's face fell, then she got a little pissed off. She knew my feelings towards my family. "You want me to get rid of them?"
I nodded, "Would you? I don't want to talk to them, especially Joanna."
Toni went over to the door, opening it, but before she could say anything, Joanna burst through the door, pushing Toni out of the way, and started yelling at me.
"You are a first-class asshole, Robbie. Do you know that? What makes you think your life is so important that you have the right to abandon everyone?" Her eyes were mad, most likely several months of anger being vented in one statement, but the offence was misplaced, fake even.
I stared back at my sister, cold and calculating, with a questioning expression and a look of righteous fury on my face. This woman had discovered her older brother fucking my wife, hiding it from me for almost three years, but she wasn't angry because I chose to remove myself from the source of pain. She was upset because I wasn't making her life easy anymore. I dug deep to keep myself calm and not say what I wanted.
"Joanna," I said quietly but firmly. "I am going to ask you once nicely. Please leave."
She looked back at me, snorting, taking my calm politeness for weakness in the face of her volume. She had always been a bit of a bully to me growing up. Always thinking she could bully me into giving her what she wanted.
"Do you have any idea how your leaving has devastated Georgia? She almost lost the baby; she was so distraught, and where was her wimp-ass husband? Hiding here." My sister gestured to the house around us.
"You know she had to have the baby, your baby... alone," Joanna told me, looking for a reaction.
I said nothing, so she continued. I think she wanted to rage at me so much that she missed the look on my face when she mentioned the baby. Amy stood outside shyly watching. Toni leaned against the doorway. Joanna only wanted to unleash on me.
"You," she jabbed her finger into my chest. "Left us all high and dry. Mum and Dad are angry and have had to let people go because clients are starting to leave the business. We're all having to cover for you." She affected a mock voice putting air quotations in front of her following words. "All because your little man feelings got hurt." Then she balled her fists and pretended to cry like a little girl. "Boo fucking hoo, Robbie, grow the fuck up and get over yourself. You have a child to raise and a business to help bring back to profit."
For the first time in my life, I almost struck a woman, I didn't, but it was close. The rage that had been steadily building since she barged in must have been evident because Joanna suddenly took a step back, looking unsure of herself.
Like with Mum and Dad, my tone was quiet, dangerous even. "You think I have time for a traitorous bitch that would allow my own brother to fuck her in the ass in my own marital bed while they both make fun of me? Or how about walking in on them and hearing them both admit that they were making me an unknowing cuckold, but that the 'child' you're trying to say I need to raise is not mine; it's Brad's."
I heard a gasp and turned to see Amy, still standing outside the door, she had her hands to her face and tears streaming down her face.
"Robbie, I'm sorry, I didn't know." Amy moaned, sinking to her knees as she looked at me.
I snarled at my older sister, pointing at Amy, understanding that not everyone was on the same page.
"And look at you, you couldn't be content to come over here and continue destroying my life, but you bring more innocent people into your web of deceit through more lies." I gestured to Amy, now sobbing in the doorway. "I'm guessing that you told poor Amy I just argued with her sister. My divorce was unfounded, so all you two had to come over and straighten me out so I would go home and return to work."
For a moment, Joanna said nothing, then looked at Toni, standing in the doorway watching everything involved. Finally, Joanna took a breath and also looked over at Toni.
"And what if I did, asshole?" my sister snarled back at me with the same intensity I had just given her. "Looks like it took you little more than two seconds before you found some old lady to hook up with!"
"Joanna," I told my sister in caution. "I'm going to give you one warning. DO NOT disrespect people and situations in this house you know nothing about!"
"So what! Your wife sleeps with your older brother for three years. So you get upset when you find out. Get drunk and get over it. Not go and find some grandma to fuck and run away from your responsibilities." I now understood Joanna was delusional, just like the rest of my family.
I looked over at Toni, who, for some reason, had a very amused grin on her face, arms folded over her chest.
"Well, first of all," Toni said, walking towards Amy, who had slumped on the other side of the front door. "Robbie and I are not, as you say fucking." Then, while Joanna and I watched, Toni gently helped Amy to her feet. She spoke very calmly to Amy, ignoring Joanna. "Come on, sweetie, let's get you inside and sitting down."
She helped Amy to the couch, "Second," Toni said, having sat Amy on the couch, turning back to Joanna. "My BOYFRIEND, Darren, is your brother's Muay Thai mentor. Both Darren and I have been helping Robbie after what you all did to him." She paused, but the effect was lost on Joanna while helping Amy to a seat on the lounge.
Toni turned her gaze to Joanna, "And lastly, Ms Other, I have heard everything that your family and his ex-wife put poor Robbie through. I think quitting and cutting off contact with all of you is one of the more tame things he could have done. I also think your time here is done; there is the door, don't let it hit you in the ass on the way out!"
Joanna looked at me and set her jaw. "Robbie, you need to come back," her tone had almost gotten pleading, ignoring Toni's comment. "Production is suffering. Sales are falling through. Staff are doing the wrong jobs. We need you!"
"Well, tough titties, Jo," I responded. "You don't get to walk in here all high and mighty, acting like it's all my fault then try and guilt me into doing your bidding. That ship has fucking sailed. Did any of you do anything about Brad and Georgia when it mattered? Tell me, does shithead still work there, or did Dad tell him to settle down because I'd get over all of you betraying me and come back?"
Joanna looked down at her shoes, "Dad chewed them both out good; Brad now has to run all his sales through Dad. He's not getting any bonus for the rest of the year. Please, Robbie," her voice had moved from sounding like it was pleading to complete begging. "You need to come back. We are in trouble without you!"
"No, Joanna," I said firmly. "While there is a mountain of reasons why I won't, there are two that stand above all everything."
She looked at me.
"First," I said, holding up a finger, "My asshole of a former brother is still there. After everything, you would think you would all cut him loose if you had any chance of reconciling with me or saving the business. I guarantee that Total Build will go under if he stays there."
"But Robbie," Joanna replied. "Brad is going to lead the company one day. He's the oldest. Mum and Dad can't just throw him out."
I laughed. "That is the stupidest excuse I have heard for keeping someone employed, let alone promoting incompetence to run things. I can never understand that mentality when I hear it." I replied. "While they are struggling without me, putting him in charge would see the company go under in a month. So saying he can't go because he is the oldest is absolute bullshit, and you should all know it."
Joanna couldn't deny that. She set her jaw but shrugged her shoulder like she didn't care, "What's the second reason?" she asked, almost afraid to speak the question.
"Easy," I said, raising my second finer. "At no point in this mess have any of shown any remorse."
She gulped, I continued.
"From the moment I walked into that house after returning from Melbourne, catching them disrespecting me while fucking up a storm, everyone has expected me to toe the line. Everyone has made excuses, tried to justify their reasoning, telling me I need to get over myself. But at no point has anyone even bothered to ask how I am feeling or even told me that you're sorry."
"That's not true, Robbie. Both Georgia and Mum told me they did!"
"Again, with the excuses, my cheating slut of a wife said sorry to try to distract me. She's sorry she got caught, not sorry for what she did. Mum said it with no remorse, then all but told me to suck it up and move on. Sorry is more than the words, Joanna. It's the action and intent that goes with it. You're here because you're sorry I am not covering everyone's ass at Total Build, not because you're sorry that Brad and Georgia had sex in my bed having a child together, betraying me."
Again, my sister's anger flared, "You know what, Robbie, you're right? I don't give a shit about your hurt pride. Should Brad and Georgia have done what they did, no? Should we have kept you in the dark, absolutely!"
Then, she changed tact, whining at me, "You were HAPPY until then, but you fucked everything up for everyone because you came home early."
"Right, okay, hmmm," I said, putting a finger to my lips like I was contemplating something world-changing. "Let me see. Because I was good at my job and wanted to come home early to show affection to who I thought was a loyal wife. I'm the bad guy?" I asked, my tone angry but questioning.
"YES!" Joanna exploded, throwing her hands in the air. "If you had kept to your schedule, this wouldn't be a mess."
"Right, I'd just be an unknowing cuckold, raising another man's child to a faithless slut of a wife and a family who cares naught for me other than how much money I make them." I hurled back at her. She just didn't see that I was the one wronged or, more than likely, didn't want to see it.
I sighed, holding up my hand to pause her inevitable response, "Look, Joanna, this isn't going to work. None of you regrets anything. In fact, you're all still blaming me even though all of you are incompetent." I raised my eyebrows at her, "I've asked you to leave. Toni has asked you to leave. Do we need to call the police and have them remove you?"
For a moment, she tried to argue but then made for the door with a huff, "Come on, Amy, this was a fucking waste of time. Asswipe here is too stuck up his ass to get over himself, obviously."
Amy looked at me for a minute, "Actually, Joanna, I'd like to stay and talk to Robbie. Robbie, would you mind?"
I shrugged. "Sure, Amy," I looked at my sister, "As Toni said, there's the door, don't let it hit you in the ass on the way out."
With that, my sister took one hard look at me, a look at Amy, and a final look at Toni. Then in a huff walked out the door and slammed it shut, shaking the entire room. A minute later, we heard her car start, then the sound of Joanna tearing rubber down the street. No doubt, my sister was already calling the family to tell them how stubborn I was.
I sat down on the other couch, facing Amy, still looking at me with tears in her eyes.
"Hey Robbie," Toni asked. "Not that, that wasn't fun, but I'm all cleaned up here. Are you two going to be okay if I split and let you talk?"
"Yeah, Toni, thanks for stepping in the gap there. I appreciate it," I replied.
"Anytime, Darren should be back around seven tonight. Thai food, alright?"
I chucked, "No problems, see both of you tonight."
Toni grabbed her bag walking out the front door, lightly closing it, unlike the previous departee.
I looked at Amy, and she looked back at me.
"So an ambush, eh?" I said, taking a much lighter tone with Georgia's little sister.
Amy blushed, "Sorry Robbie, I was over in the States when all this happened. When I returned home last month, it was to both families in a state of emergency."
'What did they tell you?" I asked quietly.
Amy thought for a moment before responding. "Well, for the most part, Georgia and you had a big fight that got your parents involved. You were being an asshole, needed a talking to so that you would see reason and come home."
I snorted.
"But Robbie," Amy said, her tone concerned, brow furrowed. "I had no idea that they had done any of that. I didn't know until now Georgia had been sleeping with your brother."
"For three years, I found out that night," I added. Amy nodded sadly, now coming up to speed on why I had walked away from everyone.
"And is it true that it's not your baby?" She asked, a questioning but compassionate look in her eyes.
"Almost certain. I heard them both talk about it when I caught them." Amy looked at me funny. "I got home early from a Melbourne trip, catching them going at it in my bed. My brother's cock was buried in my wife's ass; his cum running out of places that should only be the domain of a husband," Amy's face paled at my explicit explanation.
Again, I sighed, reliving the horrible sight in my mind for the umpteenth time. "Likely, we will need to get a paternity test. That's also tricky since I have a blood relation to the fuckwit that knocked her up." I looked at Amy, "Are you ok with me swearing like this?"
Amy nodded, "It's okay, Robbie, I do understand. You were coming home to find your wife in bed with another man. Finding her doing what you just said would be horrendous. To see it's your brother disgusting, then to find out it's been going on for three years! You're doing better than I am. I would have needed to be committed."
We said nothing for another minute.
"And what's with Joanna, your Mum and Dad?" Amy asked. "You guys were arguing that they knew something about all this. Sorry, I was out of it there when that lady helped me to the couch?"
"Toni, she's my Muay Thai mentor's girlfriend. They have been great friends helping me out for the last few months. Darren gets me to the ring, helping me fight, taking some of the rage away. Toni has me help out around the house, ensuring I don't drink myself to death." I looked away. "And yes, my entire family knew the details from almost the beginning and kept it from me."
"Why?" Amy sounded horrified.
"Profit apparently," I shrugged my reply.
"Profit, that's it?" she asked disbelievingly.
"Yep, so they have told me. Apparently, I was productive and happy not knowing. They were all surprised that I got so upset when I found out. Mum, Dad and Joanna have all told me to get over it. The company is more important...." I trailed off.
We sat for another moment; Amy was processing. She sighed, then got up, walked the few steps over to me, sitting down on the same couch I was on.
"Well, I'm sorry, Robbie," placing her hand on my arm in a conciliatory gesture.
"Amy, what are you sorry for?" I told her. "You did nothing, and it sounds like they tried to lead you down the garden path too. So you do not need to apologise to me."
"I'm sorry for what you have to go through. It's not your fault." She paused, "I'm sorry I'm related to a skanky slut that has ruined one of the best men I know."
She blushed. I snorted in agreement with the skank comment.
"Thanks, Amy. It does make me feel a little better that someone gets it."
"So, what are you doing today?" Amy asked me, changing the topic, sounding a lit more chipper.
"Wasn't going to do much, haven't been doing much other than training and drinking; why?"
She smiled at me, "Well, how would you feel if I took you out to lunch to get your mind off things?"
Amy held my arm and slowly rubbed herself against me this time. I don't think it was conscious or even overly sexual on her part, but it sure did feel nice.
"Sure, how about I get changed and ready. Give me five minutes?"
She smiled; it was like dawn had just broken in the room.
Amy took me to lunch. We talked about different topics. I, of course, didn't have a job at the moment, and Amy, for her part, was a little hesitant to talk about her career, other than she had to travel quite a bit. As we spoke, the waiter brought out our orders. I had a Chicken Parmigiana with chips and a coke, while she had a caesar salad with chicken and bacon. Over the food, we chatted more about Georgia and my family. And she asked what I was going to do.
"Well, I'm now very close to being divorced from your sister, which is most likely why Joanna chose now to come and see me. I'm guessing this morning was a last-ditch effort to try and make me see reason, stop the divorce and come back to Total Build."



We looked at each other, then smiled at each other. But, of course, we both knew that none of that was not going to happen.
"On a more upbeat note, I was thinking about buying a house, so I suppose next I need to find a job once the divorce is complete," I said.
Amy nodded, "What of your family? Are you going to talk to them and bury the hatchet?"
I glared at her. Amy sat back quickly, "That bad, huh?"
"If I never talk to one of them again before I die of old age, it will be too soon." I declared, then I looked at Amy. "Why, was there a different motive for coming with Joanna this morning?"
She held both hands up in a surrendering gesture. Then put them down and sighed, "When Georgia cried to Mum and Dad about how you had abandoned her, the story she told made me really angry at you. The Robbie I know would never do what you did based on what Georgia told us. You pissed me off, Robbie."
I cocked an eyebrow, I could understand, but there was more to this story than the apparent parts.
Amy Sighed, then glanced at me quickly over her salad. "You might not know this, but I have had a crush on you for years." Although she blushed, I suddenly swallowed. "When Georgia first bought you home, you were polite to Mum and Dad. You even spent time with me. Then, as you both started dating, I saw a man who was considerate of my sister's needs. I saw you make a real effort to ensure she was happy. But you also thought of her family. You even bought me gifts on my birthday. I don't know many brothers-in-law who do that."
I shrugged, "I'm good at operations, Amy. The detail of a plan makes me good at what I do. And making sure my girlfriend's little sister is in my good books only helped your family like me back then."
"I know, Robbie, that's the point," Amy told me. "You were wonderful as my brother-in-law. It didn't make sense when I heard the story about how you had just walked out on Georgia and how she was falling apart because you left. So, when I was offered the opportunity to come to talk 'some sense' into you with Joanna, I jumped at the chance."
She looked at me seriously, "If you had walked out on her just because you fought, I would have lost faith in all men and relationships."
"I mean that much to you?" I asked in curiosity. Amy nodded.
"Robbie, what Georgia and your family have done to you is horrendous," she said, looking out the window of the café we were eating at. "They hid their oldest son having an affair with the wife of their youngest son, then adding insult to injury, knowing the older son had knocked her up, they were perfectly fine with letting it be.
"Then when you find out and confront them, they claim it was for operational profit." She reached across the table and put her hand on mine. "If I were you, I would not have just walked away; I would have moved countries and found another career!"
I smiled, "don't think I haven't thought about doing just that more than once. I just don't have the money yet. I hoped to mope for a bit, find a new job, and save enough money to leave it all behind."
We again lapsed into a comfortable silence. I finished up my chips, mopping up the gravy on my plate. I knew Amy had something she wanted to ask, so I waited. She took a deep breath and nervously caught my attention.
"Robbie," she had a sparkle in her eyes. "If I asked you, would you run away with me?"
"Amy, she might be a cheating slut, but my ex-wife is still your sister!" I chuckled in reply.
"Half-sister," Amy giggled in return. "Despite the cheating slut she is... you're not staying married to her, and as you're almost single, there is no law against me asking."
I nodded, "True."
"Perfect," she smiled, "then you can run away with me."
I laughed, then looked at Amy; her expression was solemn under the smile. "You're serious, aren't you?"
"Absolutely," Amy told me, smiling at me seductively.
"Amy, I can't do that."
"Why not?" she asked.
"Well, for one thing, money, I don't have enough to uproot everything and run away," I pronounced.
She sagely nodded her smile still there.
"And two, I'm still married," I told the now noticed, good-looking woman across the table from me. "So even if it is only for the next little while, I think I should be here for the legal side of things to end my marriage to Georgia."
Again she nodded, still smiling like she knew something.
"And lastly, Amy, you're Georgia's sister," I pointed out. "Wouldn't it be weird if I was to run away with you?"
She grinned yet again.
"All good points, Robbie, but again, Georgia and I are only half-sisters," she told me for the second time in two minutes.
"Of course," I replied. Georgia and her older sister Ruth had the same father. However, right after Georgia was born, their father, Steve, ran away with another woman. Their mother, Rayne, met and married Peter Brown. Shortly after that, Amy came along. I had always thought Peter and Rayne had a great marriage. I guess Georgia got the cheating genes from her father.
"Good," Amy stated. "Because from this moment onwards, I want nothing to do with that slut, the less relation I have to her, the better." I nodded in appreciation that someone got what I was on about.
"To respond to your other two questions," Amy told me, the gleam in her eye growing. "What if money and legal resources were available to make both issues disappear?"
She still had that gleam in her eye that told me she was serious.
"Amy?" I paused, "Are you serious, you think you can make it all go away? If you can, I'll run away with you."
"I am serious, Robbie. I know I can get the costs and legal sorted, but Robbie. I want you to come with me."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because Robbie, if you are free, I want the chance to see if there can be something between us. I think, given that chance, I can be everything that my stupid older sister is not."
Amy then shrugged, but at the same time, gave me an earnest look. "I also know if it doesn't work out that I have helped someone I care about very deeply get as far away from a toxic situation as possible."
"Can I think about it?" I asked.
She laughed, "Of course, the offer is good anytime; you just need to call me. But I'm only visiting my parents for another week before I head home, then, soon I need to head overseas. I'd love to have you go with me." she raised her eyebrows.
The rest of lunch flew by. I think Amy knew she had thrown me a curveball from the looks I kept giving her. But she kept the conversation lite-on, no real topic. We caught an uber back to Darren and Toni's before she gave me a huge hug getting the car to take her to her parents. I could feel she wanted more but wasn't pushing. I noticed in the hug that while she felt similar to Georgia, she also felt warmer. It was like her aura was trying to reinforce mine, not absorb what it could take like I often felt Georgia did when we hugged.
That night I had dinner with Darren and Toni. First, Toni and I told Darren the story about Joanna's visit; then, I told them about lunch with Amy and her strange offer.
"So, do you think she's serious? Could she really do that?" Darren asked once I explained what she said she would do if I 'ran away with her.'
"I'm not sure," I responded. "None of us knows what she does. All we know is just over a couple of years ago. She got a job where she travels a lot. She lives somewhere on the Sunshine Coast a few hours away, driving down to see family every few months. If she can afford that, I think she may help me relocate at the very least. I'm not sure about the legal, but she tells me she wants a chance to win me over since I won't be getting back together with Georgia."
Toni snorted. "That girl is head over heels for you." Darren and I turned towards her.
"How do you know," Darren asked his girlfriend.
"When tall, dark and handsome here," Toni said, gesturing to me. "Explained why he left the pregnant slut. Amy didn't fall to the ground crying because her sister was put out. She fell to the ground sobbing, holding her hand to her heart; her eyes never left Robbie." She shrugged, "That girl has had a thing for you for a long time."
I nodded, "She kind of hinted that to me at lunch. I always thought she was cute, but I was married to her sister. But let's say her offer is good. There is still the fact that she is Georgia's sister and I'm pretty messed up when it comes to thinking about relationships right now. I'd hate her to do this for her just to be a rebound."
Again Toni snorted. "Robbie Other, how long have we known you?"
"Perhaps eight, no nine years," I responded.
"Long enough," Toni nodded. "Well, mister clever-clogs, let me tell you, that girl ain't no rebound. Sure, you're hurting, but something tells me you let that girl into your heart. She is never going to let you go. So while I would hate to see you leave us here, I think you should take the chance."
We looked at Darren for his thoughts. He took a sip of his beer, looked at the remains of the Thai food we ordered, then looked back at me.
"I think I've met this girl a couple of times, shorter than Georgia, really dark hair and really stacked, unlike her sister." I chuckled; Toni playfully hit him in the arm. "I think I agree with Toni that she does have a thing for you. Honestly, though, even if it's all horseshit. Besides us, your amazing friends, nothing is keeping you here, no job, no family. You may never get an opportunity like this again. I think I am with Toni. Go with Amy."
We talked for a few more hours, I hadn't decided, but I was leaning towards yes.
The deciding factor came two days later. I was walking down the middle of the Gold Coast mall to update my driver's license when I passed a café. My entire family and Georgia were seated with a pram beside her, a tiny baby in her arms. My parents were fawning over the baby; Joanna had a big smile, while Brad jr was holding my soon-to-be ex-wife's hand, acting like an idiot. None of them looked upset that they had screwed me over. I must have stood there watching them for perhaps two minutes before my mother caught me staring. Once I noticed her looking, it scared me out of my idiot's trance, and I started walking away as fast as possible. I had made it almost two blocks by the time she caught up with me.
"Robbie!" I heard my mother yell. "Robbie, wait up, please, sweetie, please stop!" she was running down the street to try and catch me. I thought about picking up my pace or ducking into a shop to avoid her, but I knew it would only delay the inevitable. So I stopped, picked up my phone and dialled Amy.
Amy picked up almost immediately as I turned to face my mother, phone to my ear. "Alright, gorgeous," I spoke into the phone, "let's make it happen!"
Amy laughed, hearing my tone. "You've got it, handsome, but tell me, there is someone there you don't want them to know it's me, isn't there?"
"Mmmhmm," was my reply.
She laughed again, "Well, in that case, I'll pick you up at seven tonight; then you can tell me all about it," I smiled while looking at my mother. But my Mum knew the smile wasn't for her.
"Okay, see you then." I hung up.
I dropped my smile, looking straight at my mother. "What do you want, Hattie?" I said deadpan using my mother's name.
"Robbie, please," she pleaded. "This isn't fair. You can't treat us like this. You can't cut us off. We need you."
"Fair," I snarled, my repressed anger resurfacing. "I've told you what is not fair, having a family lie to my face for over three years, protecting the snivelling asshole who knocked up my wife while trying to make it appear mine. Does that sound fair to you?"
"But Robbie, It's not the same; we need you," she repeated.
"Like fuck you need me. What you need is someone to run your company for you. Someone to fix up all the mistakes your fuckwit of the eldest son creates. You want an acquiescent perfectionist that makes all your lives easy. You're not after a son to love. You want someone to keep your profits coming in!"
"That's not...." My mother paused, looking for another word, unable to find one. She changed tack. "Robbie. You know we all love you." It was the first time I heard my mother say she loved me since all this shit started.
I laughed, "You all love me! Seriously, you say you all love me." I dropped my laugh to a growl.
"Then tell me how deceiving me on almost every facet of my life is love. Tell me, Hattie!" I hissed.
Mum stood there looking down at the pavement, not knowing how to reply. People were parting around us, a few looked at us, but it was just another drama unfolding on the streets of the Gold Coast as they went from place to place.
"Because keeping you in the dark was protecting you," my father said, coming up behind my mother. Following a little further down the street, moving cautiously up behind him, was Joanna, Georgia pushing the pram, and of course, the fuckwit himself, my brother.
"We've been over this already Brad," I said, calling my father by his name. "It wasn't protecting me. It was building a debt of pain and betrayal in which I appear to be the only one suffering."
"You're wrong, Robbie," Joanna said. Gone was the snitty attitude from the other day. "We've all suffered keeping this from you, but now you treat us like shit; we're suffering too."
I glared at my sister, "Suffering? Pull the other one, Joanna. The other day when you stormed into Darren and Toni's place giving me what for then berating me for not forgiving the whore," I glared at Georgia, who shrank back, "as well as the lowest piece of shit on the planet," I said, turning to Brad Jr.
"None of you have the faintest fucking idea what it is to suffer. You think you are suffering because I'm not cleaning up after you. You think you are suffering because your profits are starting to suck. You think you are suffering because operations are a mess. I watched you all a few minutes ago. None of you has any fucking idea what it feels like to suffer the pain of being lied to, betrayed, then told to get over yourself. Well, fuck you all very much. I'm living in hell because of all of you, and none of you gives a shit about how I feel."
"Son, you never gave us..." my father started to say.
"A chance?" I interrupted my father. He hesitated, looking back at me. "You were going to say. I never gave you a chance to say you're sorry or that you understand how upset I am, or that you regret your actions. You were asking for a chance to beg forgiveness for screwing with me. Is that what you were going to say, Brad?"
He glared back at me.
"No, son, I was going to say you never gave us a chance to explain," my father said.
"Explain?" I looked at him, glaring, the rest of the family watching. "Oh, you explained everything perfectly. I must be adopted because you're all insane to think anyone would accept the bullshit you're shovelling. Does the whore or the fuckwit regret fucking me over?" I looked at the family; none of them could meet my eyes for a moment.
"Thought not," I said.
Brad Jr stepped forward, suddenly losing his frown and grinning. 'Robbie, little Robbie, you need to get over yourself. Georgia and I have a beautiful baby boy here. If you suck it up, say sorry, then come back to work. We'll make sure you're the child's godfather. I know it's a consolation prize to it being your kid, but..."
He never finished the sentence. I've mentioned before that I do a couple of different martial arts. I fight in a few tournaments against guys who fight on a national professional stage, and I tend to win most of those bouts. But, unfortunately, we don't have the money for the professionals that the US does in Australia, so I make do with a bit of pocket money from my bouts. But some of those guys are good. And I can stand toe to toe with them. So my stupid brother never stood a chance.
As I finished touching down, Brad Jr had flown from the middle of the sidewalk to come crashing down into the wall of a building about six feet away, courtesy of a flying roundhouse kick. But, of course, no one saw it coming except me. My older brother was lying there unconscious.
I felt calm for the first time since my nightmare began. Then, after a stunned silence, everyone started screaming at me.
I was yelled at from all angles, everyone screaming at me as I watched a couple of cops complete their run over to us. They watched the escalating family drama and, seeing my attack on my brother, had moved to arrest me promptly. As they cuffed me, my mother crying, lying beside her fallen son, she looked up at me and asked why. I smirked, saying it loud so my family, the police, and a sudden crowd of onlookers would hear.
"I told my former older brother never to get close to me ever again after I caught him fucking my wife's ass and saw his semen running out of her pregnant pussy." I responded. "I told him that if he ever got close to me, I'd put him on the ground quicker than he could dump the third load in my cheating adulterous wife. Everyone knows when you make a promise; you keep it. Unfortunately, he made the mistake of thinking he could treat me like shit because he stole my wife and got away with having a child that should have been mine while I was still married. In trying to rub it in my face, the idiot got close enough to me that I was able to keep my promise." I paused, glancing at the crowd leaning into my mother, who looked at me sorrowfully. "But I've just kept my promise."
I turned to the officers, both of them were trying to maintain a serious attitude, but there was a smile in their eyes as they understood what I had just said. I held up now my cuffed hands. "Take me away, officers!"
They calmly escorted me to a waiting police car, driving me to the local station only a few blocks away. Once off the street, the escorting officers apologised for arresting me and cuffing me. It was procedure. I noted that was fine, I let them know I expected to be charged, but I wasn't going to take being criticised and being looked down on by my family, let alone an older brother who had done what he did.
While processing me at the station, they gave me my phone, letting me make a phone call as long as they could listen. I called Amy, and it went to voicemail. I left a message saying I had been arrested, asking if she could sort something out as I didn't trust my family.
I hung up, smiled, thanking the officer for giving me my phone. I let them log it with the rest of my personal belongings.
They put me in an interview room, offering me a drink and some biscuits. Apparently, word had gotten around the station quickly about what I did, along with why I did it. While they had to follow the law and procedure, no one blamed me for delivering a knock-out to Brad Jr.
I'd been sitting for about an hour when an officer came in telling me I had a visitor. I expected Amy or a lawyer, but it wasn't. It was Georgia.
"Hi Robbie," my soon-to-be ex-wife said as she gently sat in the chair on the other side of the table.
I grunted. Not having anywhere else to look, I gave her a once-over. She still had a large amount of baby fat on her. I assumed her usually small breasts were large with milk. Her usual tight ass was round and jiggled slightly. If she exercised like she usually did, she'd lose it all within a few months for what would be an attractive MILF body. Despite everything this woman had done, she was still beautiful.
"So tell me, what does my betrayer want with me? Haven't you done enough?" I said with what I hoped was enough menace in my voice.
"Robbie..." she started, then deflated, her shoulders slumped. She looked down at the table. "I'm sorry, alright, I'm sorry we all did this to you. You didn't deserve any of it." She paused and looked up at me. "I should never have..." she stopped then looked back up at me, anger in her eyes.



"But you didn't have to do whatever you did to Brad this afternoon!" she snapped, a little anger in her voice.
We glared at each other for a moment, then I laughed, "Georgia, you were almost giving me an apology but then stopped. Okay, look at it from another angle. Do you know how angry I have been over the last several months? Do you know how betrayed I feel by not just you but everyone in my family?"
She nodded slightly, unsure of what to say.
"Georgia, I'm not sure you do. You all looked delighted when I spotted you in the café with them this afternoon. No one even was giving two shits about me." I told her, my disdain dripping from every word.
'That's not true." Georgia replied. "We've all been devastated you chose to walk away, and yes, we get that you're angry. We get that you're hurt. But they are your family, Robbie. They love you. I love you!"
"Really?" I asked incredulously, "In that sick and twisted mind of yours, you really think that don't you, Georgia?"
She nodded again.
"Well, let me tell you of their love from my point of view, o traitorous one. The night I caught Brad fucking your ass, in our bed, after dumping a load of his cum in your pregnant cunt, while hearing your sweet bedroom talk of you belittling me, and about how the child you led me to believe was mine, was his. I drove around a little, but I went to the place I thought I could be consoled, a place I thought was safe, a place where I expected they would be just as angry and upset as I was about yours and Brad's betrayal.
"But what do I find when I arrive, I find a mother and father who not only know about my older brother fucking you behind my back for three years, but they also knew the child wasn't mine. Then they had the gall to tell me they didn't tell me because it would upset operational profits, and I was better off ignorant.
"So tell me, where is the love in all that?" I finished. I knew if the police were watching on the closed-circuit camera, they would be selling tickets.
Several times she tried to respond, but in the end, she couldn't. We lapsed into an uneasy silence for a few minutes. I had nothing to say, so we sat.
"So what do we do now, Robbie?" she asked quietly.
"Nothing," I spat at her. "We do nothing, go our separate ways, complete the divorce. Then, if I'm lucky one day, I might find someone who respects me enough to keep their legs closed to everyone but me."
She looked at me and then started crying. "Robbie, you know I love you, right? It was only ever sex with Brad. You know that, right?"
I laughed humorlessly, "Why is it that whenever a woman gets caught sleeping around on her husband, she tells him she only loves him, and the other guy was just sex. Do you get how demeaning that is?"
"But it's true," she protested, "It was only ever about the sex with him. I'd leave him in a heartbeat for you. I'm sorry that Brad Jr, the second isn't yours, but the next one could be. I promised that when you overheard it, I would promise it now!"
I picked up my hand and slapped myself. Georgia looked at me like I was the one who was crazy.
"Sorry," I said, grinning. "I just had to see if I was awake after hearing that nonsense come out of your mouth. The next one will be mine. You're a deluded woman if you think I will ever touch you willingly again, let alone get my dick near your slut cunt again!"
She flinched, I continued.
"And to give you the answer you can't appear to figure out, it's very demeaning to the person being cheated on. I know for me, the act of sex is not just for pleasure; for me, it's the act of giving myself to the person I love wholly and completely, making them feel that there is no one more important in the world than them. There is no way I could give myself to someone else. So, to tell me it was only sex with my older brother while having his child, then saying you love me is not only insulting. It's also the hypocrisy of the highest level."
She was sobbing now. I kept going, letting a little anger slip into my voice as I told her off.
"Georgia, you might think you love me, but from my view, you don't. If you did, you never would have fucked Brad. You would not have done so for so long then had his child. If you loved me, you would not have had my family cover for you. If you loved me, you would have come to me the instant that my older brother made a move and begged forgiveness.
"But I don't think you love me because while you said you're sorry, I think you're sorry you got caught. That's what's hurting you, not your betrayal of me. I don't believe you are sorry you did it. So leave me here, Georgia, go back to Brad and my former family, make a life for yourself, forget me, forget everything we had. Because I know I plan to forget all of you."
I noticed the door was suddenly open. In the doorway, an officer had Amy behind her. She looked at me, then over at the crying Georiga setting her jaw.
"Georgia," I said, a smile lighting my eyes as I looked at Amy, then more seriously as I looked at Georgia sobbing in front of me. "It's time to go now, go back to your life; let me go before I choose to tear down my family and every piece of profit they held dear over my happiness that you all took away.
Georgia looked up at me.
"You wouldn't?" her eyes held the question, worrying that I would do exactly that.
I nodded, "you saw what I did to Brad without even thinking. If you and my former family don't leave me alone, imagine what I will do if I focus on taking everyone down. I know they feel financial hardship, losing clients and sales because I'm not there. For the first time in years, they have to work, but they have forgotten how or, in your lover's case, he never knew in the first place. So don't make me come after all of you, and I won't; let that be the message." I gestured to the door, it took a moment, but Georgia stood shuffling out the door only to run into Amy.
"Amy, how did you know I was here? Thank you for coming to be with me; it's all a mess!" Georgia said, going to embrace her younger sister.
"Slut," Amy spat at her older sister. "I'm not here for you, nor will I ever be there for you again. This is your mess. You clean it up!"
"So what... what are you doing here?" Georgia looked from Amy and then back to me. I smiled.
"My one phone call," I told Georgia, "I couldn't call anyone in my family. I don't trust any of them, but Amy and I had lunch the other day. She let me know I could trust her."
Georgia suddenly snarled, trying to slap her sister. Amy quickly caught Georgias' hand even as the officer moved to stop the altercation.
"You little bitch," Georgia shrieked. "Just because he doesn't want me doesn't mean you can swoop in and take him."
Amy laughed, releasing her sister's hand as the officer separated them holding onto Georgia.
"I haven't TAKEN him yet," Amy replied, smirking. "But rest assured, he will forget you ever existed when I do."
I found myself smiling at Amy's comment. Suddenly, Amy looked a whole lot more attractive to me. She was claiming a spot in my life. She caught my glance, checking her out.
Here was a woman who had a crush on me for years. She honoured that I was with someone else. But now I was free; she wanted to woo me to become hers. It felt like Amy was willing to fight for me against the world if needed. Amy laughed, seeing the look on Georgia's face, then the look on mine. Amy walked around her restrained sister, entering the interview room without saying another word. She slid me my phone, wallet and my jacket.
"Common rocket legs, you are released, no charges, though you're taking care of Brad Jr's medical costs. He's in the hospital with a mild concussion, bruised ribs and a sprained neck."
"Worth it," I smirked.
I grabbed my phone from Amy, Georgia still watching, now seething silently, I hugged Amy, but she surprised all of us as she reached up, pulling my lips to hers in a soul-scorching kiss that had me wondering, Georgia who?
Georgia had to be restrained again by the smiling officer watching everything unfold. On the way out, we passed my mother, waiting for Georgia. I said nothing as I walked by her. I didn't even glance at her, even though I knew she was there. It spoke volumes to her.
We quickly got out of the station and caught an uber back to Darren and Toni's. I wanted another kiss, but she laughed and told me later, that it was just for her sister's benefit. "Besides, when I make you my man the right way, you'll never want another woman again!"
[:::: End of Part I ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thank you for reading Part I of The Nuclear Family. As I mentioned at the top, this story started as something slightly different and has now morphed into a four-part series. I have written and worked with my editing team that I will be releasing a part each week for the next four weeks. If you think there are a lot of clichés in this story, you'd be right. All four parts are loaded with the usual tropes and storylines you expect in a burning style, Loving Wives story. At the same time, a few things are uniquely mine.
See you in Part II
John Other
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[:::: End of Part 1 ::::]
"I haven't TAKEN him yet," Amy replied, smirking. "But rest assured, he will forget you ever existed when I do."
I found myself smiling at Amy's comment. Suddenly, Amy looked a whole lot more attractive to me. She was claiming a spot in my life. She caught my glance, checking her out.
Here was a woman who had a crush on me for years. She honoured that I was with someone else. But now I was free; she wanted to woo me to become hers. It felt like Amy was willing to fight for me against the world if needed. Amy laughed, seeing the look on Georgia's face, then the look on mine. Amy walked around her restrained sister, entering the interview room without saying another word. She slid me my phone, wallet and my jacket.
"Common rocket legs, you are released, no charges, though you're taking care of Brad Jr's medical costs. He's in the hospital with a mild concussion, bruised ribs and a sprained neck."
"Worth it," I smirked.
I grabbed my phone from Amy, Georgia still watching, now seething silently, I hugged Amy, but she surprised all of us as she reached up, pulling my lips to hers in a soul-scorching kiss that had me wondering, Georgia who?
Georgia had to be restrained again by the smiling officer watching everything unfold. On the way out, we passed my mother, waiting for Georgia. I said nothing as I walked by her. I didn't even glance at her, even though I knew she was there. It spoke volumes to her.
We quickly got out of the station and caught an uber back to Darren and Toni's. I wanted another kiss, but she laughed and told me later, that it was just for her sister's benefit. "Besides, when I make you my man the right way, you'll never want another woman again!"
[:::: Part 2 ::::]
For just a few minutes, I stood contemplating the small cluster of boxes in front of me. I didn't have much in my room to box up, but what I had needed to be packed. It had been a little less than a week since my commitment to run away with Amy, my ex-wife's younger half-sister.
Regardless of how this played out, I was determined to stop moping around and put my life back on track. I still didn't know what I was going to do for work. I had not had a job since I quit the family business, Total Build. The few fights Darren got me earnt me a little money, but nothing that I could make an honest living off. Talking with Amy, she told me not to worry about money or work, we would figure something out together.
Speaking of Amy, our relationship blossomed quickly making me feel a little surreal. We weren't officially dating. However, we both felt like we were a couple. Having known Amy for years, our relationship was less about introducing each other to ourselves and more about building communication and deepening our friendship. I suspected that, just like me, Amy knew it would only be a short time before we became official.
It was a busy period; if I wasn't training or hanging out with Darren, Toni and Amy, I was arranging everything to move. Truthfully, once I figured out packing or what was in storage from my breakup with Georgia, Amy arranged the logistics through contacts that I never knew she had. Amy sorted movers, finances, and as a bonus, legal work to complete my divorce. When I asked her about it, she smiled telling me it was selfish, because she was helping me 'run away with her'.
Amy worked unusual hours during the day as well as a couple of evenings. While Amy wouldn't tell me what she did for a living, she admitted her odd working hours were due to international conference calls. Most of the time, Amy worked from a hotel room here on the Gold Coast. When she wasn't working, we went on dates or just hung out.
When we could, Amy and I went out for lunch or dinner. I loved that Amy could be found by my side if she wasn't working or sleeping. She watched me training with Darren and even saw one of my Saturday afternoon fights with another Gold Coast local. The fight was a draw. However, from how Amy spoke about me to the crowd afterwards, you would have thought I KO'd the guy in the first round.
I wanted to repeat the kiss we shared in front of Georgia at the police station quite a few times in those first few weeks. I know it was mutual because we both had to pull ourselves back from going further quite a few times. We talked about it, deciding we were going to take it slowly. We both knew our relationship was going to happen, but we both wanted to get me away from the influence of my family first.
The day before the move, Amy had me move everything I had with me at Darren and Toni's. This also included all the rest of my stuff already in storage, into a large pre-arranged storage shed. Her movers would then pick up everything bringing the combined boxes and furniture to her place in a few weeks. All I needed to keep out were the essentials. That ended up being a few sets of clothes, a new laptop and my training gear.
The evening before the move found Amy and I hanging out at Darren and Toni's. The four of us had a great evening over Thai food. Over dinner, the four of us spoke about everything and nothing as two couples who had been friends for years did. Amy constantly held my hand, giving me suggestive glances. Over a couple of bottles of wine, we played a few games. Who knew that some indie game called 'Throw Throw Burrito' could be so much fun?
When we wound down, I was surprised when Amy didn't leave as she usually would but followed me into the guest room I had been living in, climbing under the sheets, after having skilfully taken off her jeans and bra without showing me anything. I know I raised my eyebrows, she giggled, then it was her turn to watch as I changed into a pair of boxers, sliding into the bed beside her, opening my arms to her.
She snuggled in beside me, her head on my shoulder, her hand slowly rubbing my left pec. "It's okay, Robbie. Even though I want to, I'm not going to steal your virtue tonight," Amy purred in a sultry voice. "But you're running away with me tomorrow, and if I have my way, you will never sleep away from me ever again."
She then moulded her entire body to my side, and I could feel her thighs pressed against mine. I also felt the heat from the other side of her panties pressed hard against my hip. My manhood was suddenly hard as she wrapped her arms around me, kissing me with unrestrained desire for the second time in all the years we had known each other.
As I closed my eyes, I felt the softness of her lips against mine; the pressure she placed against me told me of her want but also her passion. When I felt her tongue probe slightly against my lips, I pulled her in tighter, not caring that she was being poked by the man downstairs. I felt the pressure of her chest against mine.
From that point, if I had any doubts about Amy and myself in a relationship, they were washed away. As we made out, I had to resist every urge to reach under her top and rub what I am sure were magnificent mammaries. Instead, I let my hands wander her back, rubbing up and down her sides. Once or twice, I brushed the side of her breast as she moaned quietly.
Later, Amy sighed contently, "Thank you for not going straight in for the kill Robbie; I know you wanted to. Hell, if I'm being honest, I wanted you to! But that you held back makes me feel special."
I kissed her again quickly, "I'm using everything I can not to ravish you right now. But you're right; to me, you are very special, and I know we will get there."
She reached up and stroked my cheek. "I know baby," Amy cooed, using the term of endearment for the very first time. "I appreciate it. Soon, very soon. I will be all yours. But for tonight, would you be content just to hold me?"
I nodded as she turned over, pressing her back against me as we fell asleep, my hand lightly caressing her soft thigh.
When I woke up, Amy and I were still spooned together, my morning wood teasing us both with the promise of things to come. I also found I had reached around during the night and was holding one of her breasts; though my hand was outside Amy's shirt, I could feel rather large nipples pressing into my hand. It felt amazing, the perfect way to wake up.
Coming more awake, I removed my hand, Amy sighing at the movement. "That was nice, Robbie. I'd like to wake up with you holding me like that daily." Her voice was sleepy but with a note of happiness that I could also feel deep within myself for the first time in months.
I leaned in, pushing her dark hair away from her neck, kissing her while taking a deep breath of her scent. If I compared her to Georgia, Amy certainly had a similar smell, but then again, Amy's scent was very different. If I tried to explain it, Georgia always had a very sweet smell like a honeycomb, whereas Amy smelt more earthen, more like that scent you get after a big rainstorm.
After spending a few minutes gently kissing, we reluctantly got up and got ready, knowing today would include our first long drive together. We had breakfast with Darren and Toni, fruit and yogurt, Darren making me promise to keep training towards a big fight he had booked for me while we ate. Amy told him she would make sure I kept to the training regime as we cleaned up, getting ready to leave. I put the last couple of bags containing my belongings into my beat-up old Toyota Camry; we said our goodbyes and hit the road.
For the next few hours, we drove. As my car was a little older, we didn't have luxuries like Bluetooth or Spotify, so we put on a local rock station, keeping the volume low as we cruised, enjoying an easy conversation. We talked about the various landmarks and highway construction that we passed. We talked about religion and politics. Our conversation was engaging, and I was again impressed at how intelligent Amy was when she picked up references I made in conversation. Amy's hand often brushed my leg as we spoke. For more than the first time, I felt our relationship would work out.
In terms of distance, previously I lived on the Gold Coast, a little over an hour south of Brisbane, the closest capital city. As we drove north, Amy let me know that she lived about an hour and a half north of that same capital city, most of it highway driving, putting us up in a region called the Sunshine Coast.
Once we were about an hour past Brisbane, Amy began getting nervous. She started fidgeting, stealing glances at me, then back out the window. I noticed but didn't say anything, letting myself go a little quieter the further we travelled, giving her space to think through whatever was making her nervous. While I was honestly falling hard for Amy, her behaviour was perplexing after our last month together. I thought she wanted me to come with her. The way she acted was not excitement, but nerves with a sense of dread like she had a big nasty secret that I wouldn't like. I held my council and suspicions, knowing sooner or later I would know what was going on.
Once we pulled off the highway, Amy directed me to a service station with a little diner so I could refill my car. When I went to pay, Amy followed with a bag she was holding carefully. I paid for the fuel; then she motioned me to follow her, both of us sitting at the most private table in the little eatery.
"Robbie," she began reaching out to hold my arm, "I hope you know how much it means that you're doing this. The last few months of spending time with you have been straight out of my greatest fantasies."
"I sense a but?" I said, not quite sure where this was going.
She bit her lip and nodded, unzipping her bag and pulling out a folder with some documents.
"There is a but, though, it's not what you think. But..." She laughed dryly. "I need you to trust me because what I am about to tell you is protected in several ways. Neither my parents nor either of my sisters knows what I am going to tell you today."
I gave her a quizzative look as she handed over the folder and asked me to read through the documents inside. While I started reading, Amy excused herself to go and get us a couple of drinks. She returned a few minutes later with coke for me and lemonade for herself.
The documents were a series of legal disclaimers and privacy statements letting me know that Amy was letting me into something that I was in quite a bit of legal trouble if I said the wrong thing to the wrong people. The wrong people included my family. The documents were similar to the legal disclaimers I had to sign for insurance for Total Build each year.
While I read the fine print, Amy watched me sipping her drink. She had a concerned look on her face. When I finished reading them, Amy pulled a pen out of the bag and held it out to me. I looked at her.
"Do you trust me?" she asked nervously.
I took a moment to study the woman in front of me, a woman whom I had known since she was fifteen years old. Back then, she was as skinny as a rake and flat as a board. Today, she had curves that made heads turn, even dressed down as she did most of the time. With her pale skin, straight black hair and piercing blue eyes. I tried to look at her, not as my girlfriend, which I now thought of her as. But as someone I could end up doing business with. The woman before me was self-confident but nervous as she asked me to sign an agreement when she hadn't told me what it was protecting.
Amy didn't tell me about any of these documents before we left, but neither had she waited until we got to where we were going to spring it on me. I thought back to last night as she snuggled me in bed, our caresses escalating, even as my divorce from her sister was weeks away. Having read the documents, I could see nothing in the agreement that I had to be a slave, cut off a hand, or something insane. But I felt I could trust her even if I had to do that. I wanted to trust her...
I took the pen from her and started signing, then dating the required documents. Each time I signed and moved to the next page, the smile on Amy's face grew wider. When I finished, I gave Amy the folder with the signed documents. She put it back in her bag, and I could see Amy was visibly shaking. Amy then walked around the table, put down the bag, sat on my lap and kissed me deeply. Suddenly, she pulled back, looking me in the eyes, "I love you, Robbie Other; I hope you know that."
I laughed, "Amy, I just signed a couple of non-disclosure agreements. I'm not agreeing to marry you."
She affected mock hurt as she separated herself from me and sat back down on the other side of the table. She picked up her drink, bringing it to her lips with a smile. Those lips that I was kissing, the can of lemonade stopped just before she took a sip, and she looked at me from the side.
"Not yet," she smirked as she took a drink.
"Huh?" I said, distracted by her drinking.
"You haven't agreed to marry me... yet," she turned to me and smiled.
"Well," I laughed. "I suppose the day is still young."
We joked for a few minutes about nothing until an older couple who was a dozen feet away from us got up and left, leaving us alone in the food area.
"Robbie," Amy got serious watching them go. "Thank you for signing the documents. I know that was hard for you to do trusting me like that after what your family has put you through."
I nodded; the floor was hers.
"So, let's start at the beginning," Amy levelled at me. "I want you to understand why we are here and why these documents are important." She looked at me intently. I said nothing, again just nodding.
"If you recall, back when we first met, I was a bit of a nerd, right?" she asked me.
I guffawed, "Bit of a nerd, Amy, you were only fifteen, and you were a super nerd. I am assuming you still are. You could do things with computers back then that I have no idea what you were doing, and I am in no way technologically incompetent."
She laughed, reaching over and squeezing my hand.
"No baby, you're not. But yes, I was a nerd, still am." Amy told me proudly, beaming a big smile at me. "But one of the things I did back then was playing with crypto and crypto-currency when it was just straight up bitcoin mining and not worth much."
My eyes went wide as I saw the direction she was about to take, and she smiled at me.
"Yes," she nodded. "I had a lot of bitcoins when the price went through the roof. I was clever selling most of them at the right times..."
"So you're rich?" I asked, wondering about the financial situation of my new girlfriend.
"That's one way to put it," Amy told me quietly. "After cashing out a significant portion of my initial crypto, I didn't stay idle. I took my newfound wealth, researched, and founded an investment company I call ALRO. I put ninety per cent of what I earned into the company, and now I spend most of my time as a venture capitalist. I look at companies and start-ups that will return good money. I have a small staff. A half dozen staff live here on the coast, a handful in the United States, and a few in Europe.
"In the past year, we have been doing so well that we've gotten US investors giving us funds for syndication in our next projects." Amy smiled slyly at me. "You know how the yanks love a determined Aussie. I'm young, good-looking, female and can say g'day like they want, so ALRO turns a good profit."
"How much of a profit?" I asked, wondering if she would tell me.
Amy looked at me for a minute, then grinned. "After costs, ALRO turned a six-million-dollar USD net profit last year..."



"Six million dollars, US... Profit?" my jaw must have hit the ground.
"Yes baby, six million and I take a ten per cent cut off the profit..." she told me proudly.
"Wow... Just wow!" I looked at Amy again with new eyes; this woman was one smart cookie. She smiled a Cheshire cat grin at me.
"So that's why the legal agreements," Amy told me, finishing her explanation. "I don't tell many people outside of my business contacts, and I've never told Mum and Dad because I didn't want my family knowing. I knew they might try to mooch money off me. As far as they know, I work for a company doing admin, not own it. It won't matter much in a few years when I am older, married and have kids. But right now, I want to avoid unnecessary attention."
I laughed despite myself. My girlfriend was a woman of means, managing to hide it from all of us for the past few years.
"So what now?" I asked.
"I take you home, and we live happily ever after," she told me as if it was law.
We both smiled at each other, chatting for a few minutes as I digested what Amy told me. Then we got back in the car, Amy directing me the rest of the way to her place.
When you hear of people with money and their houses, you think of grand places with rolling hills or massive mansions built into the side of the mountains. Amy's place was a little closer to the second. As we drove through the famous town of Noosa, Amy had me drive up a hill, then up to her home, now where I lived. We went through a pair of massive security gates into a virtual resort paradise. Palm trees, manicured lawns, tropical flowers. Then there was the house. It was a modern-looking structure, with lots of pillars and loping angles, giving it a luxurious but not arrogant look.
I drove up the driveway at Amy's instruction, parking under the driveway awning. I felt embarrassed to park my crappy car in front of a beautiful house, but Amy didn't care. She unlocked the big double front doors with a swipe card, then helped me with my suitcases. Walking through the front doors, I noticed rooms on either side, but a short walk took us to a living area that overlooked the Pacific Ocean. I stood awed by the vista.
"Do you like it, baby?" Amy asked, moving in behind me and wrapping her arms around me.
For a moment, I said nothing, taken by the view. "Amy, it's all incredible. I don't think I have ever seen a view as amazing as this," I replied. I loved the ocean, and when I needed to run for the cardio portion of my workouts to keep myself fit for my fights, I often ran on the beach rather than on a treadmill in the gym. This would be a great area to train in.
Amy laughed while holding me, her arms locked around my waist as I stared at the view. "Well, you should see old Mrs Raditz's view up the hills. She's an old widow that kind of looks after me. Anyway, she has another few meters in height. It is mind-blowing looking off her balcony, but thank you."
Amy then led me up a small flight of stairs into the master bedroom. It was tastefully decorated with a large television on one wall, a PlayStation and Xbox hooked up underneath it. I smiled, just like Amy. She had her nerd on even in bed. An entry into an ensuite and walk-in wardrobe was to one side of the room. On the other was a balcony fronted by a massive glass wall and sliding door. I walked up to the door, immediately opening it onto the balcony. Stepping out, I closed my eyes and breathed in the sea air. Immediately, I could feel the stress of my time on the Gold Coast melting away, the divorce from Georgia would be over soon, and my family was now far enough away that I wouldn't need to see them again for a long time if I didn't wish it.
I must have been standing there for a few minutes, as before I knew it, Amy slid in beside me, passing me a drink, Kraken and coke; from the looks of things, she had the same. I raised an eyebrow, she smirked at me.
"Hey, I've been in love with you for a long time," she smiled. "I know you love this drink, so is there any reason I wouldn't develop a taste for it too?"
I chuckled, holding my glass to the side, clinked with Amy, taking a couple of big sips.
As I savoured the taste of the rum, we sat down on the chairs on the patio as silence reigned for a few minutes. The only sound was the ocean crashing against the shoreline, a rhythmic beat in the background as I enjoyed the view. "A bitcoin for your thoughts?" Amy asked, then she laughed; I returned the smile.
"Amy..." I started, then stopped letting my shoulders slump, standing up again to lean on the balcony rail. I looked out at the ocean. A moment later, I felt a concerned hand touch my arm.
I wasn't entirely sure where it came from, but I cried then, tears falling from the balcony to the ground floor below, making wet marks on the polished concrete below.
I glanced at my new girlfriend, who had a gentle concern on her face; I think she knew this had been coming for a while now. Suddenly away from everything, I could unwind, which was the first step in my real recovery.
After a few minutes, I drew a deep breath, staring into the glass in my hand and then back out at the ocean. "Amy, In the last year, I've raged, been angry, been depressed, and I have had no idea where I'm going. I once had what I thought was a loving family, a wife I thought wanted to be my sunrise and sunset. I even thought I was going to be a Dad..." I swallowed, giving Amy a pained little smile at that thought. I felt Amy touch me gently again but say nothing.
"I've spent a lot of my time in exile time feeling sorry for myself. I might have done something more drastic and permanent if it wasn't for Darren and Toni in those early days." I felt Amy's hand squeeze mine as she drew a sudden breath, but still, she said nothing.
I noticed a ship on the horizon and smiled. "But a couple of months ago, Joanna came to give me what for, dragging along some woman who would back her up." I turned and looked at her. She smiled back at me. "Apparently, this woman has had a crush on me for years but never told anyone." Amy nodded and smiled, still not saying a word.
"Since then, she has been my shadow, calling me every day that I couldn't see her, holding my hand and never letting go of me when I did get to see her. She laughs with me, and I know she will cry with me because her pain in this is similar to mine, having lost a sister. But then she asks me to run away with her bringing me here." I gestured to the ocean and then the house behind us.
"I find out that not only is she into me, but she's fallen in love with me. She's rich, extremely intelligent, has a great sense of humour, a killer body, kisses extremely well, and has these incredible blue eyes that rival the beauty of the ocean right now."
I turned and reached out, gently grabbing her chin, then slid my hand to hold her cheek as I stared into her eyes.
"Amy," I said, taking a deep breath, committing myself to the course of action I was about to verbalise. "You told me earlier that you love me. I know I'm still very much damaged goods. I know that there is still a lot of hurt inside me, but you brought me here because you care. I believe... No, I know that it's inside me. It's been building since that day with Joanna, the moment you stayed behind when she left. I'm conflicted and scarcely believing myself capable of feeling this but Amy... I love you too."
"Robbie?" Amy asked quietly with a tremble in her voice. "You love me, as in you really care for me?" asking as if she scarcely believed it.
As she saw the tears in my eyes, I nodded, "I do, Amy, I really do. I know I'm messed up, but I love you as much, if not more than I ever loved Georgia. It feels stronger too, as I know we're only at the beginning of you and me. I love you because you haven't tried to ask me to do anything for you. You never demanded that I give you anything. When I look at you, my heart beats faster. When you're not with me, I feel like all the warmth has been pulled from the room. When my mobile rings I rush to it hoping that it's you.
"Every day, I find myself unable to walk away from you. Even if you didn't have this..." I again gestured to everything around us. "I honestly thought we were headed to some little rented apartment that would just be you and me with noisy neighbours banging on the walls or having parties till all hours of the night."
Amy laughed, "We can move there if you want, but I like this place. As long as it's with you, I'm alright living anywhere!"
I smiled, kissing her gently before we sat at the balcony table again. "So what now?" I asked.
Amy took a sip of her drink, thinking for a minute while we settled.
"Well," Amy mused. "As I said, not many people know ALRO outside the investment community. And everyone that does is under the same privacy agreements that you are, and believe it or not, I am as well."
I raised my eyebrows.
"I want my money protected, Robbie. I worked hard for it, sure, I was in the right place at the right time initially, but it managed to work for me because of that privacy. We invest in places quietly as private equity. Most of the time, it works out well on the returns with the correct guidance."
"As for us, I meant what I said," Amy told me, looking at me seriously. "I want you to run away with me. I need to visit ALRO's US and European staff, so I would love it if you came with me?"
"You want me to come with you?" I asked, raising my eyebrow again, making her giggle at the repeated gesture.
"Yes, Robbie, I meant what I said last night. I want you with me every night. I want you away from my bitch of a sister as well as your train wreck of a family for a few months. When we come back, well, I have an idea for you..." She said, a little bit of an evil grin in her eyes.
I laughed, "I have no doubt." I thought for a moment. I was learning quickly that Amy usually had a plan. "Alright, let's do it!"
Her smile caught me, and I found myself staring at her.
"Amy," I asked, a mischievous grin growing on my face.
"Yes?" she replied, a look of delight growing as she looked at me.
"Be my girlfriend," I replied.
She said nothing but put her drink on the table beside us and kissed me.
"That's a yes," I said as she pulled back.
She slapped me on the arm playfully, "Of course, I've been your girlfriend since I got you out of jail."
We laughed at the reference pulling out the chairs again, spending the rest of the afternoon talking about places she wanted to take me. Over dinner that night, which was a ten-minute walk down to the local village and a very nice Italian restaurant, we continued to talk. Amy was energised as I had never seen her before. She was excited to take me with her and share her world.
That evening, as we returned to her house, she showed me where I could unpack my suitcases. She showed me drawers in the walk-in wardrobe that was just for me. Then she excused herself to make a few calls, telling me to wander around the house, then take a shower and relax.
I wandered around, amazed by everything. There were five bedrooms, including the master; two shared a bathroom, and the other three had their own little ensuites. Each of the bedrooms had a view out over the water.
She also had what looked to be a very well-arranged workout room, with space for free weights, a punching bag and several machines. I was impressed. After more investigation, I found a media room with seating for a dozen people. I found a well-stocked wine cupboard, temperature-controlled, of course. Her kitchen had loads of space, a butler's pantry, and three separate ovens for catering.
As I wandered around, I could hear Amy in what I assumed was her home office. She was talking on a conference call. I heard her talk about different companies I had never heard of. With the snippets I heard, she was asking for a lot financial reports. I also caught her letting one person, an English-sounding lady, know that both of us would be visiting soon.
At one point, I popped my head into her office, a big room with multiple monitors, televisions and cameras set up as she was waiting for a connection. She motioned for me to come in. I smiled and shook my head; I was going to take small steps into her professional life.
I returned to the master bedroom, jumping into the shower. The water pressure was terrific. It was strong, the water falling over me making me feel like my worries were being washed away again. Afterwards, I sat back out on the deck, enjoying the view and the evening breeze. I called Darren and Toni, letting them know that Amy and I had arrived safely. They wanted to know what the place was like. I was scant on the details, unsure what I could or could not say. We started talking about my training for the upcoming fight, then about halfway through the chat, Amy came out onto the balcony smiling once she knew I was talking with Darren and Toni. I put it on speaker, the four of us then spoke for about half an hour on the trip up, and of course, Darren pushed me on my training schedule.
I snorted at his question, "you should see the gym setup Amy has here, Darren; it's going to be a dream to train in." Too late, I realised what I said and quickly looked at Amy, panic in my eyes. She looked at me and laughed.
"It really is, Darren," Amy replied, her eyes sparkling. "I use it when I can, but honestly, about a month ago, I set it up for Robbie so he would have a space to train. We will get you up soon. Sound good?"
"Sounds great, can't wait to see your new place, Robbie," Darren replied, and I could hear the grin in his voice.
I mouthed the words sorry to Amy, but she smiled, dismissing my concern. She motioned she was heading for a shower and that I should continue to chat. Darren and I talked about fight preparation for my first big fight. Set for a few weeks' time down in Brisbane. It would be a big event as it was my first professional fight. Darren felt I was ready. We would both have to drive from different directions this time instead of driving up together.
A few minutes later, I hung up and walked back into the room. Amy, fresh from the shower, strolled out of the bathroom.
"Amy, I am so sorry about the gym gaffe. I just wa..." my voice died in my throat, unable to form words coherently.
Amy was standing in the archway between the bedroom and the bathroom, wearing almost nothing. Well, there were wisps of fabric over certain parts of her anatomy, but it was more lace than anything else.
I've previously mentioned that while Amy and Georgia share similar facial features, that is almost where their similarity as sisters ends. They are, of course, only half-sisters, same mother but different fathers. Amy's father, Peter, is one of the most chilled-back, amazing guys I know. Amy's looks and figure must come mainly from the genes on her father's side, as looking at her now, Amy's body puts Georgia's to shame. On the other hand, the cheater, Steve, Georgia's father, must-have skinny, skanky genes. Well, I suppose that's not fair, Ruth, Georgia and Amy's older sister, also has Steve for a father, and as much as I know, she is as loyal to her husband as they come.
But let's not digress too much. I've mentioned Amy's black hair and blue eyes previously. But now, standing in the doorway, I genuinely got to see the woman I was falling in love with displaying her sexy body for the first time.
Amy's hair was out; long raven, straight stands fell over her shoulders, partially covering the tops of her breasts. Her milky white skin was smooth without blemish, still glowing from the shower that she just had. Amy had just a hint of makeup on, I didn't think it was much, but it made her even more alluring.
My eyes travelled down to her chest and those amazing orbs. While Georgia was a small b-cup. Amy had the whole package in what must have been a generous D-cup. She smiled as she noticed my gaze moving down her body. She was suddenly standing straighter as I inspected her, presenting herself to be viewed by her man. As she thrust her chest out, I could see her arousal. Amy's nipples were hard; they were big, dark and thick. Through the sheer lacy bra, her dark brown areola were visible, causing making my cock stir to life. Her stomach was taut and toned. Her hips flared out for a broad, curvy ass that, as she posed with just the lacy black thong, I could not wait to get my hands on.
I must have been staring longer than was appropriate because she started chuckling.
"You like?" she asked, swinging her hips in a sultry fashion as she started walking over to the bed.
"Amy, you are the most beautiful creature I have ever seen!" I exclaimed as she slid into my arms, our lips meeting; I knew we both felt sparks fly.
Amy grinned as our lips parted after what felt like an eternity. We looked into the eyes of each other. "I bet you say that to all the girls," she joked.
For a moment, I tried to think. "You are the first woman ever to get me to lose all coherent thought mid-sentence," I replied as we continued to smile and exchange small intimate kisses.
"Then come here and show me how much you want me," she cooed as we finished moving over to the bed.
We made out for the next twenty minutes as we explored each other's bodies. For my part, I began slowly removing each piece of lace between kisses. Some of the most impressive sights I have ever seen were hidden underneath each slip. I was right about her nipples. They were long and thick, almost a quarter-inch from her breast. Around the edge of her very dark areola, the skin bunched together in her excitement, crinkled skin exclaiming to me how turned on she was.
When I kissed down to her breasts, I took her left nipple into my mouth, sucking gently while letting my tongue play. After a minute, it felt like Amy had a mini orgasm from the guttural moan she made. When I moved across to the right nipple, I looked, and I could see a single drop of moisture becoming apparent from her nipple. I looked up at Amy. She was watching me, her eyes narrow in anticipation.
Amy blushed when our eyes met, "My breasts are very sensitive, Robbie; I often leak just a little when turned on. It's not milk but..." She never finished the sentence as I took the nipple into my mouth and sucked; Amy moaned hard. If one was to assign it, the taste was slightly sweet but also had her scent, that earthen smell that made me think of Amy's natural musk.
As much as I wanted to stay there and keep playing with her amazing tits, I was on a mission to get to know my girlfriend's body. I slowly worked my way down, kissing her toned stomach, noticing that she had neither an innie nor an outie for a belly button. Instead, she had a cute swirl receiving a few moments of admiring kisses.
As I continued moving down to admire her pussy, I purposely bypassed her mons. For a moment, Amy's face fell as if she was expecting me to dive in, but I lifted her right leg, kissed her calf to her thigh, then repeated the same on the left. By the time I got up to the left, her aroma was all over the place, her black lace panties soaked, her chest rising and falling as Amy was breathless in heat. I smiled at her, nodding when she focused on my face; Amy lifted a leg allowing me to pull the tiny strip of lace away from her most holy of holies.
Barely contained underneath the lace was a beautiful and almost perfect example of the female genitalia. Amy had big, long pussy lips oozing moisture from between them. Her clit stood proud and ready. A well-maintained triangle of black pubic hair capped the beautiful sight. With zero hesitation, I dove in like a man who had been stuck in the desert without water and found an oasis.
Before Amy, I had only been with two other women, firstly my high-school girlfriend. We gave each other our virginities the night of our senior formal. And, of course, Georgia, my soon-to-be ex-wife. Amy was my third; and, if I had my way from the searing brand I could feel being applied to my soul, she would be the last. I ate her as if my life depended on it, trying to recall every trick I learned to please her.



Within minutes Amy had cum three times, covering my face with her nectar, but I didn't slow for a moment. I kept eating, sucking her lower lips, running my tongue over her clit and kissing her thighs. I was a man determined to make sure she was satisfied.
Within ten minutes, she had increased to five orgasms begging me to stop. Her hands trembled as she drew me up her body, kissing me deeply, not caring that I was still covered in her juices. This was different to Georgia. Sure, my ex loved to fuck, but everything was always neat and clean regarding kissing. Amy kissed me, languishing in our kisses while I was covered in her juice. She even sucked on my lips a little as she now started to work my boxers off.
You already know I must be pretty fit with my martial arts and fighting. However, as Amy took my boxers off, she did an intake of breath. For a moment, I thought she was disappointed. I'm six inches long, I think a solid girth, so I wondered if I may not have been enough for a sexy rich vixen like Amy, but moments later, she allayed my fears.
"He's beautiful," she said reverently, reaching out while rolling me onto my back, moving down my body to study my manhood. "Robbie, my love, your cock is perfect!"
I grinned, laying back on the bed. She may not have understood, but Amy knew how to stroke a man's ego.
And stroke she did, well, she sucked, stroked, pinched, and played with me for the next few minutes. She was sucking on the head of my cock, moaning in different tones, trying to see what I liked while looking up at me with her piercing blue eyes when I couldn't hold back.
"Amy, I'm..." I started to say.
She didn't pull off. Instead, she sucked harder. As I started cumming, I felt my ass lift off the bed slightly as her lips formed a vice around my cockhead. Amy kept looking at me with a possessiveness I had never felt. When I had finished my ass falling back on the bed, she released me. I watched as she swallowed then smiled at me.
"Mmmm, tasted different than I thought, but not in a bad way," she said, smiling. "I also love that it was from you, baby."
It was my turn to now. I drew her up along my body, her big hard nipples dragging along my chest, her face moving closer to mine. When her head was in line with mine, she stopped. Our eyes met for a moment, our souls' branding on each other complete. I knew there would never be anyone else, no room in my heart for anyone else ever again. Moments later, her lips meshed with mine, and I could taste the remains of my cum on her lips as it mixed with the remains of her earlier juice on my lips. She looked at me strangely as we broke loose.
"That doesn't gross you out?" Amy asked, "I just took a load of cum from you. Don't most guys hate to kiss after?"
I looked at her, "Amy, you kissed me like the world was ending when I was covered in your juice after you came over my face. It was almost like you were trying to suck it off me." She blushed. "You did something that Georgia, the slut, never did for me; you sucked me dry. You never hesitated. I saw no reason not to kiss you. Besides, it's just you and me, so I don't mind."
We made out for a few more minutes. We caressed each other's bodies as recovering from our respective orgasms. As we touched, I found a couple of ticklish spots by her ribs, which turned into a game.
Amy began stroking me as we played, bringing my cock back to life. When she was happy with my hardness, she planted her lips on mine as she moved her hips over mine. Kneeling back over me, she reached down, grabbing my shaft as she positioned me at her warm entrance. Slowly, ever so slowly, she started sinking down. I could feel her juice running down and coating my balls as the tip of my cockhead pushed her pussy lips apart. For a few moments, she ground the tip inside her opening, moaning. At the same time, I noticed another drop of liquid appear at the top of her nipple. I wanted to thrust upwards, but Amy was running the show this time, the sensations were incredible, so I watched as she positioned herself.
The next minute she opened her eyes and looked at me. My twenty-four-year-old girlfriend, the rich, successful woman that appeared to only have eyes for me, was about to impale herself on me for the first time.
"Robbie, my love, this is a gift I give you. I love you." And then she pushed herself down. For a moment, I thought she meant that she was giving herself to me, but I realised a moment later how much more her statement meant.
As she pushed down, I suddenly felt resistance and pressure on the head of my cock that I couldn't understand, then, suddenly the pressure disappeared, and I felt Amy slide down with a grunt of pain along with a sigh, falling back down onto my chest. It took a moment before my brain caught up with what just happened.
"Amy, did you just?" I asked, concerned.
"Shhhh, baby," Amy told me, her eye closed. "It hurts right now. I just need to have you there, don't move because, yes, I just gave you my virginity."
I wrapped my arms around Amy, holding her gently. Over the next minute, I felt her pussy squeeze my cock as she let out contented sigh after contented sigh. Slowly, I felt her begin to rise and fall as I was inside her. I kept my arms around her as she began moving. In a few minutes, she began moving freely, so I let her go. She raised herself on her arms and looked at me. It didn't take long before she started moaning through an orgasm. As she did, I could feel her velvet insides pulsing with me inside her. She collapsed back into my arms, kissing me.
"Thank you, my love, thank you!" she said a few times as I wrapped my arms around her, ensuring that she felt safe and loved.
After a few minutes, Amy got up, walked into the bathroom, returning with a couple of washcloths. We looked down and mixed in with our lovemaking; there was a small amount of blood. My Amy had indeed given me a gift. She cleaned me up, then gently cleaned herself before getting back into bed and helping me to a second orgasm.
Later, Amy led me into the shower, and we slowly washed each other. Amy had a variety of shower gels, including a couple of body washes for men, which she explained she bought just for me.
I laughed, "I thought your last boyfriend left them."
Amy slapped me, but it wasn't playful.
"Robbie, you idiot," she said, feigning hurt. "There has never been anyone but you; I've been on three dates my entire life. But none got more than a kiss on the cheek, and no one got a second date because they weren't you."
"It's only ever been you," she said shyly.
I hugged her as she threatened to cry, holding her as the water poured over our bodies.
"I'm sorry, honey," I said softly. "I know you gave me a beautiful gift earlier. But I assumed, I mean the blow job, you were magnificent, how..."
For a moment, she looked up at me. Her eyes were wet with tears that never broke as we stood in the shower, but there was mirth behind those eyes again. The momentary fear of rejection had gone as she understood I wasn't judging her on her past relationships or, as it turned out, lack of...
"Porn, baby," Amy said. "I'm a nerd, remember. I may never have done the deed, but I watched a lot of porn and have had some good vibrators."
She bit her lip, deciding if she would tell me more. I held her as water cascaded over both of us. She put her head on my chest as she gently reached down and patted my now soft manhood.
"I was tempted so many times to go further, I put a toy inside a few times, but I couldn't..." Amy's brought her fists up to my chest, "but I am so glad I got you inside me first. For so many years, I dreamt about you being my first Robbie. For so many years, I was jealous of my sister. But tonight, I got you to claim me."
I kissed her gently then we spent a few minutes quietly exchanging platitudes of love and future promises. We got out of the shower, dried off, headed back into the bedroom, changed the sheets, finally snuggled in bed, our arms around each other. As we both lay there drifting off, I again thought back on the last year, and while horrid due to the breakdown in my personal life, I was thankful for the first time that everyone had fucked me over because if they hadn't, I wouldn't be here in Amy's arms.
As I listened, Amy's breathing deepened as she fell asleep. I kissed her head as I also felt sleep come to claim me. I whispered, "I love you," with my last conscious thought. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I felt her tighten her grasp and sigh contently as I finally succumbed to the deepest sleep I had in almost a year.
The following month was a frenzy of activity. Amy introduced me to her staff located here in Noosa. I also met her housekeeper and gardener. They kept the place tidy, especially when Amy was travelling. When they discovered who I was, everyone grinned as I was introduced. They all knew that Amy had a crush on me for a long time, and they were happy that the boss was happy.
Amy also made time for us to meet with Amy's lawyer, George Brady. He was an older man having a distinguished air about him as you would expect of a high-priced lawyer. At Amy's insistence, George had taken over as my representative for the divorce. George dealt with all of Amy's legal matters; now that I was with Amy, that also meant my legal matters. George let me know I would have to attend a final meeting with Georgia in a couple of weeks as we signed the final paperwork, and he would attend with me.
Reading through the case file, George noted that, of course, as it happens in the case of cheaters, Georgia's lawyer was trying to delay things. Georgia believed that I would stop the divorce if she resisted enough. In my mind, however, there would be no impediment to completing the divorce since we had evidence through my video and a paternity test that Georgia's son, while related to me, was not my son. There would be no reconciliation or counselling, and neither Georgia nor my family could convince me to return.
I explained to George that initially, Georgia and my family had tried to pass off Georgia's child as mine, but they let it go when my original lawyer communicated that it could be shown as fraud and would look bad on all of them if it became public.
As my new lawyer, George didn't think there would be any issues with completing the divorce. I was surprised as he changed topics, looking over his glasses and down his nose at me. He gave me the warning to look after Amy. He thought of Amy less like a client and more of a daughter, so he'd be watching me.
In return, I smiled, telling him that I'd be watching that he never took Amy for a ride as he was a cold-blooded lawyer. By the end of the conversation, we laughed like old friends, having pushed and prodded each other. We understood that we both cared for Amy.
It was strange, but I knew I liked a lawyer for the first time in my life. Over the coming years, George would become a close personal friend. I think Amy and I spent more time with him and his wife, Cynthia than either Amy or I did professionally.
At Amy's instance, George also helped me get my passport updated, along with visas sorted so that I could travel with Amy on her upcoming overseas trip. We were due to depart a few days after the divorce was final.
The last thing preoccupying my mind was I had a fight coming up. It was my first professional fight and would be down in Brisbane. I was also a little nervous because it was going to be televised on one of the cable subscription channels. The guy I was fighting was a pro that had come out from the States. I was to be a warmup match before he took on one of the professional Aussie fighters. That fight was scheduled in a couple of weeks after he was supposed to defeat me.
I was expecting it to be a vicious fight. I knew I could hold my own against him, but I wasn't expecting a win.
I was surprised when Amy got Darren and Toni to sign privacy agreements a few weeks before the fight, bringing them up to spend the last fortnight training me. The aim was Darren would be training me while Toni looked after my diet. After they were over the initial shock of Amy's situation, Darren took no mercy on me. Pushing me hour after hour in a gruelling training regime. We ran ten kilometres on the beach twice a day, Darren making me run at least half of that in soft sand before grinding me to a pulp in the gym.
Day to day, Darren worked as a trainer in a gym centred around martial arts training. We met several years ago as I was looking to branch out into different martial arts styles. Initially, I trained for mental discipline; the movement and variety of actions when working with multiple martial arts helped relax my brain but taught me to move with situations in business.
After a few months of training with me, Darren thought he saw the promise of an amateur MMA fighter who would get a lot of benefits from some of the local fights. Over the proceeding years, Darren had been my mentor and coach through numerous fights. We never made more than beer money at the level I had been fighting. But my notoriety as a fighter, particularly over the past year as I had a lot of rage to unleash, had risen to a point where I had gotten the notice of the national MMA league, and they wanted me to step up and take on one of the professionals.
Being a televised fight, win, lose or draw, Darren and I would receive a good paycheck. For Darren, a draw would earn him almost three months' wages. I didn't have a job, so a little spending money that wasn't tied to Amy's business empire felt like I wasn't just freeloading off my girlfriend.
Every second day, Darren would change the routine. We would run twice the distance with a light workout, then spend a few hours poring over my opponent's fight videos, talking about strategy. The highlight of my day, though, was the evenings. Amy gave me amazing massages to relax my tired muscles, for which she used her entire naked body to significant effect.
Toni would prepare our meals. I was, of course, used to extreme diets in the lead-up to a fight, but this was a little more extreme. Calorie control, the proper enzymes, sugar and fat management. Toni was a master, and I was happy it didn't all taste like cardboard. When she wasn't keeping an eye on my diet, Toni also spent a lot of time with Amy.
I was pleased to notice a big sister mentality develop within Toni as she talked with Amy. Toni had lost her younger sister in a horrendous boating accident many years ago, so I was happy that my girlfriend could give her something back.
On the day of the fight, Amy, Darren, Toni, and I drove to Brisbane in Darren's truck. I was surprised that a few of Amy's staff were also attending. Apparently, they had never seen an MMA fight before. If I haven't explained it, MMA stands for Mixed Martial Arts. I used my black belt in Karate and my Muay Thai training together, feeling that it was an effective combination for the most part.
In the dressing room, we got ready. While Amy and Toni watched, I went through my warm-up routine with Darren, mostly stretching and movement exercises. The idea was that I could get straight into the ring and take my opponent on at full throttle. The event organiser came in about an hour before the fight, letting us know the sports reporters and camera crews were ready for the pre-fight meetup.
My opponent, Cody McGuiness, was a six-foot-three giant of a man. He was broad-shouldered and worked his arms more than any other body part. He had a background in boxing along with a bit of taekwondo training. But boxing was his major strength. He got into the US professional league a few years ago when he managed three knockout fights against opponents. He was a little under the middle of the professional rankings in the US MMA league. Not front-page news, but enough people followed his fights to get this fight picked up by cable sports channels. He earned decent money, but I wondered how he could retire on what he made when he had to pay an entire team that flew with him around the world.
As we moved to the interview area, Cody and I were asked to do a few promo shots together, then separately. Next, we did a few more aggressive poses together before moving to the weigh-in.
Overall I think under the gloves, Cody was a nice guy, but he gave the vibe that he felt the win was in the bag. So, after all the promotional stuff was done, he came over to shake my hand.
"I want to wish you luck tonight, Robbie. But the issue is that I feel sorry that I will have to beat you." Cody told me seriously.
I snorted; let the mind games begin, I thought. Most of us fighters tried to get in each other's heads.
"All good mate," I joked dismissively, using an over-the-top Aussie accent. "Just make sure they can delay your next fight after I put you in the hospital," I grinned back.
He laughed good-naturedly, putting his hands on his hips as he laughed. "Sure, little man, whatever you think. But just to let you know, I've already booked you a room along with an ambulance. If your woman over there needs a lift later, I'll be glad to help out." He said, nodding towards Amy, smirking.
He turned, walking away, dismissing me. I looked over at Amy. She was beet red following the leering comments from Cody.
"Don't worry about it, honey; he's not serious. It's just part of the games to try and throw me off before we even get in the ring," I said as I walked over to her.
"I know that," she stared at his retreating form, "But that's still low..."
I snorted. "Actually, he was pretty tame. Some guys swear at you like sailors and get in your face like an ex-wife."
We both laughed at the reference.
"Speaking of ex-wives..." Toni interrupted, looking a little embarrassed. "Yours and your family are in the audience tonight."
"What!" Amy and I exclaimed together, looking at Toni. She nodded.
"Sorry, but I would rather you know now so you can prepare," Toni told us. "I saw them standing in line for tickets earlier. It looked like they are all here, Georgia, Joanna, your parents and even your dipshit of a brother."
"Great, just what I need," I said, feeling depressed.
Suddenly, Amy grabbed me by the arm and led me away from everyone.
"Use it!" she hissed at me.
"Use what?" I asked.
"Them!" she proclaimed, pointing towards the stage doors where the audience would be filling the arena. "Use the pain they put you through as a motivator. If you can't get past it, then push it to the front and put the force into your fight to show them how pissed off you are."
About an hour later, I was loose and ready when I entered the ring. I glanced briefly at my family, When I looked, they tried to wave, but I turned away without acknowledging them. The fight was held in a small arena that was perhaps half full. It would have been held at a well-appointed gym if it wasn't for my opponent. However, the event organisers wanted Cody to be familiar with the venue for his much larger fight in a few weeks. According to all the reports, I was just a plaything for him to use for a warm-up. The arena had over seven hundred seats available. My family bought their tickets at the door and were allocated to the nosebleeds, for which I was happy.
None of them had ever been to one of my fights before, including Georgia. She thought it was barbaric, and while she always liked the fitness aspects and a husband with a toned body, she refused to turn up when we were together. With the divorce pending, their desperation to try to get me back to Total Build was obvious. I was sure the impending court date was the only reason they came; it was to try an intervention.
Through Amy's Dad, Peter, I had heard that Total Build was not doing well. My parents had to lay off around a third of the floor staff. They had lost several clients thanks to the mishandling of quotes. This included the job I flew to Melbourne for that started this fiasco.



While happy being a Mum, Peter had told me that Georgia was not having a great time with Brad Jr. My older brother was proving to be quite a deadbeat dad. After I left in disgust, my older brother immediately moved in with my traitorous wife. But the gossip that made it to my ears was that he was out drinking or pretending to work rather than be at home more often than not. He rarely helped look after his son, referring to him as 'the brat', thinking it was humorous.
So armed with a certain amount of satisfaction that my family was suffering, my ex-wife was unhappy and combined with the anger that they had turned up to this fight, I was ready to bring Cody a war he wasn't aware that he was about to have.
Cody walked into the arena to almost thrice the amount of cheering I got. Music and a massive video production played on the big screen showing how he was the biggest fish in what he perceived as a little Aussie pond.
We touched gloves retreating to our corners. When the bell went, we both came out fast. With his boxing background, Cody went straight for my face using a series of jabs and punches to get me off balance. I deftly danced out of the way, going for his legs with a series of Muay Thai moves. Cody almost went down three times in that first round but always managed to keep his feet. He landed two good blows on me; I must admit they stung. But I also got a few good blows into his sides, knowing I stung him back. By the end of the first round, I would have estimated that we were about even. When the bell rang for the second round, the cockiness that Cody had was gone, and he was much more cautious in his approach.
In round two, we again traded blows. As a boxer, he continued to go for headshots, aiming for the knockout blow. He landed a couple more hits, for which I must admit I was a little dizzy. But I gave as good as I got landing a dozen blows to his midsection, his legs and even one to his head. But again, he managed to keep his footing and stand through it all.
In round three, we danced, and the referee had to break us apart for the first time when we got too close.
That was when I made a big mistake.
For a moment, I took my eyes off Cody. For some reason, I was distracted by the movement of my older brother laughing and pointing at me. The momentary lapse cost me, Cody's punch catching me right in the face, and I went down hard. Stunned for a moment, the referee was counting to four by the time I knew what was going on. I stood back up; the referee looked me in the eyes; he asked if I was alright to continue. I nodded but not before I glanced over the referee's shoulder at Brad Jr, smiling like an idiot back at me, raucously talking to everyone around him. His arms wrapped around Georgia's shoulder to show possession. My parents and sister were laughing at whatever he was saying.
Rage!
I shook my head, shaking out the last cobwebs as the referee stood away, then suddenly, Cody and I were back into it. Now, my punches had more force, I started using my legs and knees. Surprised, Cody for the first time, started going defensive. He kept his arms up, his stance trying to weather the flurry of blows I was brought against him.
After a particular exchange where I pummelled him heavily, then disengaged for a breather, I saw an opening. He was changing his stance, thinking with less than a minute in the round that I would draw out the round for a rest. And honestly, that was my game plan. I was still feeling the effects of Cody's blow to my face, and I was tired from angrily throwing blow after blow at him. But he made a mistake, in the middle of changing his footing, momentarily bringing his arms down to balance while he thought I was out of reach. That was my opening. That was when I struck.
Much like I had done to Brad on the street, I threw myself at Cody with a flying kick connecting with his head. The moment I launched my attack, everything went into slow motion. Micro-seconds drew out as my leg extended. Noise from the crowd ceased, and it was like every eye in the place was drawn to the trajectory of my foot moving towards Cody's exposed head.
I twisted my torso mid-rotation, bringing more momentum into my strike, my foot connecting with his cheek. The collective intake of breath taken by everyone watching was something I will never forget. Nothing happened for a moment; mere fractions of a second went by as kinetic energy transferred from my foot to Cody's head.
I completed my rotation as Cody hit the side of the ring, his body moving like a rag-doll thrown by an upset three-year-old. He landed on his side, his mouthguard half hanging from his lips. His body was twitching, but his eyes were closed as he began to drool.
No one said anything as the stunned referee quickly made his way to Cody, starting the count. Cody never moved.
When the bell rang, the stunned crowd went wild! I pumped my fist in the air, turned around to each part of the crowd, and kept fist-pumping. When I looked back at Brad Jr, Georgia and my family, they were the only ones not cheering. Brad looked like he might shit himself, having felt that move only a few months ago. I locked eyes with him, whispering the words, "Fuck you" to him. My brother sat down; the message was received.
An ambulance crew had entered the arena checking over a still unconscious Cody McGuiness. Smelling salts and a few checks later, he was stretchered out of the area to the local hospital for a checkout. The referee grabbed my hand with the microphone.
"The winner by knockout, your new champion, Robbie Other!" the referee proclaimed.
Before I knew it, Darren, Toni and Amy were in the ring. Darren had a smile a mile wide, Toni also cheering and beaming with pride. Amy wrapped herself around me, her hug almost crushing me as I winced slightly. I may have some bruised ribs. But then she pulled me in for a kiss causing the crowd to go wild again. In the background, I noticed three things as I looked up. First, the sports reporter was gesturing wildly toward me as he reported to the camera. Second, Amy would not let go of me. I could feel pride radiating off her. And third, my family had noticed Amy in the ring with me, and it now looked like they were arguing with Georgia.
I gestured my family to Darren, Toni and Amy. They followed my gesture, all of us laughing as they stood shouting backwards and forwards between each other.
For the next two hours, I went through post-match testing. Darren was also pleasantly surprised by our winnings. It was quite a bit more than anyone thought because the odds were I was meant to lose. With Cody being some big-shot MMA star, we got a little more than beer-drinking money this time.
I did the post-match interview, the reporters kept asking what happened during the third round that got me fired up. I spun some bullshit response that I just came to understand I needed to dig deep. They then asked about my finishing move.
"Well," I smirked. "I have to thank my brother for that one. He opened me up to the possibilities a few months ago..." My family might never see the interview; then again, who knows.
As I finished up, I headed back into the dressing room. Darren, Toni and Amy followed.
"Bullshit!" Amy spat at me once we were away from the reporters. I looked at my girlfriend, surprised. Her eyes weren't angry, though. They were full of humour.
"I'm sorry?" I said, looking at her as Darren began unwrapping my hands, Toni bringing me an ice bucket.
"I said bullshit, baby," Amy was laughing now. "That was total and utter bullshit what you just told that reporter, and we all know it."
"Well," I smiled in return for my girlfriend's accusation. "What was I going to tell them? I got angry because my brother was laughing at me and trying to rub it in my face by holding my soon-to-be ex-wife in his arms in an attempt to get me to lose?"
"Well, I wouldn't have said it that way," Amy replied, stifling her laughter. "But I know the true story." Suddenly Amy couldn't hold in her laugh. Toni, Darren and I joined in.
Darren got my wraps off having me put both my hands into the ice for about fifteen minutes. My gloves were thinner than most with my fighting style, so the results tended to be more vicious to the body. While I had won over Cody, he still gave me a pounding. Hell, if it wasn't for Brad Jr trying to piss me off to make me lose, I may not have won. I had to ponder that.
"Robbie, you did amazing out there tonight. I don't think anyone expected the result." Toni said, sitting down on a bench.
"Me included," I said, also taking a seat. My knuckles were just starting to cool off. I think I will have some minor swelling after today. "Cody was a solid opponent."
"You did well, mate," Darren said sagely. "There was a point when you got back up after that hit, I thought you were going to lose it and just go nuts, but you controlled the anger, picked your openings and damn Robbie, where did that kick come from?"
I explained how I used a similar move against Brad a couple of months ago. Up till that point, Darren and Toni knew that I had done something to end up in the police watchhouse, but not that I had put Brad in hospital for two days with a concussion.
We continued to laugh as the four of us talked about a few points in the fight while my body began to relax. Darren proclaimed that I was cooled off at a certain point, taking me into another room to give me a warm-down massage ensuring to work several knots out of my muscles before the lactic acid would cause me issues. Afterwards, he sent me for a shower in the locker room.
I found a naked Amy in the showers, standing in a steaming shower stall with some shower gel and a washcloth. I grinned as she told me it was now her turn to look after me. I decided then and there as she lathered me up that Amy needed to come to all my fights if my post-fight showers were going to be like this.
Darren and Toni were waiting for us when we came out of the showers about twenty minutes later, big grins on their faces from the sounds I am sure they overheard emanating from the locker room. I admit that I was as relaxed as I had ever been post-fight.
All but a few of the crowd had disappeared, including my family, for which I was relieved. We did a final check-in with the event management team, and I got the clean bill to leave the arena.
It was a little after midnight as we exited the arena doors. I was tired, glad that Darren and Toni would be driving us back up to Amy's place. They wanted to hang out on the beach with us for a few days sampling life on the Sunshine Coast instead of the Gold Coast, where we had all lived for most of our lives.
We were walking towards Darren's truck when we all heard her voice call out.
"Robbie, wait!" my mother almost screamed.
They must have been standing around at one of the public entry gates waiting for us to come out for the last few hours. All of my family looked tired. My mother was running ahead of the rest of them. She had a desperate look in her eyes.
I turned at the sound of her voice, stopping. Amy's hand was firmly in mine. Darren and Toni also turned a dozen steps behind us.
"Robbie, please wait, don't go." My mother pleaded as she closed the gap between us.
Releasing Amy's hand, then crossed my arms over my chest. I looked at my mother. She wasn't aging well. Her hair was almost a white colour now, whereas a year ago, it was brown with a few streaks of grey. She had worry lines all over her face, and while she was never a fitness nut, she used always to be fit and trim; now, she was huffing and puffing like she had run a marathon.
"What is it, Hattie?" I asked as I felt Amy slip an arm around my waist.
My mother briefly looked at Amy, then her eyes focused on me, "Um' I mean, Robbie..."
Joanna, Brad Jr, Georgia and my father then also completed the brisk walk catching up with us standing in a rough semi-circle around Amy and me. Darren and Toni were still standing a little further back, Toni leaning on Darren.
My father, like my mother, took a quick look at Amy, then dismissed her as irrelevant, focusing on me. "Son, come home; it's been a year now. You've had your little snit, we forgive you, but it's time for you to come back to the fold," he said.
Both Amy and I laughed.
"Snit?" I asked, grinning.
"Yes, son, snit," my father said sternly, acting like he was scolding a young child. "You should never have walked out on us. We need you to get over yourself and come back."
"Right..." I said, drawing out the word.
Amy snorted, "And what's this shit that you forgive him?" she asked, her tone accusing.
"Shut up, Amy, this is none of your business," hissed Georgia at her younger sister.
"Amy?" my mother said before Amy could respond, realisation coming to her face as she looked at my girlfriend. She put together the argument that Georgia was having with Brad and my father earlier. "You're Georgia's little sister?".
"Half-sister," Amy replied, smirking, "But yes, I have that unfortunate relationship with a slut who fucks men other than her husband."
The sisters glared at each other.
"Honestly," Amy continued while grinning at Georgia. "I think she must get the cheating gene from her father. As my father is as loyal to our mother as they come."
"Shut up Amy," Georgia repeated. "Robbie is still my husband."
"Only for another few days, then he's all mine!" she said proudly, gripping my waist protectively.
Georgia glowered at her sister. I must admit it was entertaining to have them fighting over me.
"So you're not even divorced, and you're sleeping with your wife's sister?" Brad Jr tried to say in a serious tone.
"Shut up, Brad," Georgia yelled back over her shoulder at him. I don't think he was willing to get close to me.
Both Amy and I laughed again. I could also hear Darren and Toni sniggering behind us as well.
"At least I waited till after I found out my fuckwit of a brother and whore of an ex-wife were fucking behind my back with the endorsement of family." I retorted.
"Oh, and Brad, between you and me, you can keep Georgia. I think I got the wrong sister the first time around. Georgia is nothing in bed compared to this little firecracker." I said, tightening my arm around Amy and looking lovingly into Amy's eyes. Amy looked back up at me with a bedroom gaze.
A moment later, I looked back at my older brother. He was a little red. I wasn't sure if it was embarrassment, anger or jealousy. But he was embarrassed, so I decided to push a little more since they made an effort to come and see me.
"Hey Brad, did you like my finishing move tonight? Did it feel a little... familiar?" I grinned at him.
Brad blushed more profoundly, this time undoubtedly embarrassed. I was a head shorter than him, but I was also mostly muscle while he was primarily fat from being lazy. He looked at me but knew he could never take me on.
I laughed again but focused back on my father.
"So, Brad," I said, returning the topic to the business at hand and looking at my father. "Amy asked you a relevant question. What have I done that you should forgive me? Should it not be the other way around?
"You walked out on us, you ungrateful little shit," he almost spat at me. I think my jovial tone at his other son had pissed him off. "After everything we did for you, you walked out on us."
"After everything you did for me..." I looked at him cocking my head to the side. "After everything you did?" I repeated incredulously, my brain not able to put together his statement.
My sister, Joanna, never one to keep her mouth shut, had to get in on the conversation. She knew how to pick the losing side. Perhaps that's why she never could keep a relationship. Under that brown hair, she must have been airhead blonde.
"Your job, you idiot!" Joanna proclaimed, nostrils flaring, "Mum and Dad gave you a job right out of high school, even letting you do university while you worked. Dad is telling you, you threw it in their faces, that your little temper tantrum is insulting."
It was apparent to everyone what my parents meant, but I know they didn't want to voice the next part about their betrayal or how for some reason, they still thought it was alright for them to treat me like they did.
I looked at my parents.
"Brad, Hattie," I said contritely. Both Mum and Dad looked at me. "Thank you for the job out of high school."
They smiled back.
"But university was a scholarship. I worked hard for that, and never once did I let the quality of my work disrespect what others had sponsored me for." They stopped smiling. "Never once did I let my martial arts training get in the way of work, and never once did I let the laziness or incompetence of my siblings stop work from getting done. Can you say the same?"
"Of course, we can," my father responded defensively.
"Really," I replied immediately before my father could take another breath. "So your family life is excellent; the business is going from strength to strength without me?
They said nothing.
"I didn't think so." I finished.
I raised an eyebrow looking at Georgia. Under my gaze, she shrank back half a step. My parents looked at her, blushing.
"Look," I sighed. "Nothing has changed in a year. I asked all of you to leave me alone, I told you I want nothing to do with any of you, but you keep chasing me down, acting like it's all my fault that your lives suck. It's not my fault. What you should be doing is looking at yourselves."
"That's not fair, Robbie." Joanna protested. "It's not our responsibility your slut couldn't keep her legs closed."
The moment she said it, her hands went to her face realising what she had said. At last, someone had said something I could agree with.
Joanna looked at Georgia, who, by the way, was passing crimson into the realm of violet embarrassment. No one else said anything; everyone was lost for words for the first time.
"I'm sorry, Georgie, it just came out," Joanna said. She swung back to me, throwing an exaggerated hand towards Georgia while glowering at me. "See, if you had only kept with the program, I wouldn't be embarrassing my sister-in-law like that."
I couldn't help; I hooted in laughter and felt Amy chuckling beside me.
"Look, as wonderful as seeing you has been," I said sarcastically. "I do appreciate the cheer section for my fight tonight, but unless there is something essential that you need to tell me, then we have a long drive home."
"Where are you living?" my mother asked.
"A long way away from all of you," I replied, perhaps slightly snarkily.
"You're living with my slut sister," Georgia said, glaring at Amy.
"Slut?" Amy replied in a cheery voice accentuating the battle between the sisters. "Sorry, sis, but I have only been with one man my entire life, and I'm never letting him go! Now I'm Robbie's. You had your chance and blew it."
"Okay, ladies," I said. "Georgia, you need to move on. I will never have anything to do with you again after you betrayed me. For goodness's sake, the kid isn't even mine."
"Amy," I said. She looked back up at me with big puppy dog eyes. "Down girl." Amy gave a little bark and smiled at me, giggling. If she had a tail, I was sure it would be wagging with happy thoughts.
"Everyone else," I said, looking back to my assembled family. "Get it through your thick skulls that I am not returning to Total Build. I am not coming back to your family. I have no desire to see you, hear from you or have any contact with any of you if I can help it."
"But why?" my mother said mournfully, almost begging tone.
"You really need me to answer that after the past year. Have you listened to nothing I had to say?" I replied.
"Come on, son, have you never made a mistake?" Dad replied in the softest tone I had yet heard from him.



"Yes, plenty, not counting trusting you, I've made my share. The difference is that I own them. If I fuck up, I say I am sorry and work towards restitution. I don't tell the person I have wronged to get over it ignoring their wounds. And trust me, I am wounded."
"Robbie, we're sor..." Mum started to say, but my father cut my mother off, grabbing her arm before she could finish.
"Is that how you truly feel?" he asked.
"You still can't see it can you?" I told him. "You continue to treat me like shit, have no remorse for what any of you have done. Yet you think I am the person in the wrong; you're all idiots. Of course, it's how I feel."
For a moment, no one said anything. My father just looked at me, thinking. Part of me hoped that someone within the family was coming around to understand what I had been through.
"Alright then," my father said.
We all looked at him.
"If that's the way you feel, then you're fucking dead to this family," Dad said. Everyone gasped, even me.
"You think you're so special because you got your feelings hurt," my father started. I felt a lecture building. "But let me let you in on something, Robert. You are not fucking special. You were an unwanted child that never should have happened. About your only good use was within the company.
"You want to know why we never told you about Brad and Georgia? It's because you didn't deserve to know. You have always believed you were better than us, fuck you, Robert. From what I understand, you haven't had a job since you left us. You've spent your time living with a bunch of no-good hippies and the half-sister of your wife."
"No Brad," my mother whispered, trying to get my father to stand down. He kept going like he had never heard a thing.
"We gave you a year to get over yourself," my father was saying, spittle now forming at the sides of his mouth. "We came tonight to bury the hatchet to let you come back to work, expecting you to take our gratitude. But what do we find but some juiced-up freak that thinks his shit doesn't stink and that we owe him an apology? You're fucking dreaming kid!"
Brad Jr was now smiling ear to ear. Joanna was looking back at me, somewhat concerned, then at our father. I shrugged. But Dad wasn't finished.
"So you want to keep being an insolent little shit," Dad said. "Fine, have it your way. Tomorrow we are going to the lawyers and write you out of our wills. We'll sue you for everything you've got for causing Total Build to hurt. You're going to wish that you had taken our forgiveness. For the rest of your miserable and pathetic little life, you're going to remember this moment about how we took everything from you, leaving you broke, paying us back hundreds of thousands of dollars for years because you couldn't pull your miserable little shit of a head out of your ass and get with the program."
"You finished?" I asked, eyebrow raised, I wasn't quite smirking, but I was close.
"Not by a long shot," my Dad retorted angrily. "I'm going to do everything I can to make sure you never get a job of any consequence ever again; any time I find you have a job, I will call them and make sure they understand what a pathetic loser you are. I'll put everything I have into keeping you in poverty till you come crawling back to us begging for forgiveness. But then you'll find out there is no forgiveness in this family for you anymore. You will die in the gutter a worthless bum."
"Wow, baby, he sounds serious," Amy said mockingly. Yes, she was smirking.
"And don't you get on your high-horse young lady," my father scolded. "If you are with him, then I'll ruin you too. Don't think I didn't hear that you went straight for him getting your hooks into him the moment you could, you little hussy. Shame on you for coveting your sister's husband!"
"Really?" Amy asked, her grin growing wider. She pulled out her phone and showed it recording the conversation. "Can you please repeat that for me, oh great and mighty one? This way, Robbie and I can replay this in our hovel as we struggle to survive on the streets thanks to your oh-so-righteous wrath?"
My father looked at her momentarily, then looked back at the recording phone. Everyone again held their collective breath.
"From this day onwards," my father said in an official-sounding tone. "Robert Other is removed and divorced from this family. He no longer shares in its benefits and shall be removed from our wills. Should he ask to return, he will be denied. As the owner of Total Build, I shall be suing Robert Other for lost revue over leaving his job at a critical time. I shall also use my contacts to ensure that every potential employer and our suppliers know that we opened our arms for his return, but he spurned us. This family will also ensure that you and Robert Other will never have a moment's peace. We shall ruin you, ensuring you understand that you don't mess with this family. Is that good enough for you, little miss?"
"Perfect!" Amy cooed and put away her phone.
My father snorted, the rest of the family looking at him like he had grown a third hand from his head. My mother kept looking backwards and forwards between my father and me. I think she sensed that things were sliding downhill for the first time.
"Do what you want," he spat at my girlfriend, who was smiling broadly. My Dad, if he noticed, never acknowledged her attitude. "You're young, and I doubt you can find a lawyer half as good as mine. This time next year, you'll both wish you were dead without a pot to piss in, with what this family will do to you."
He sneered at me one last time to which I returned the gesture with equal ferocity. I knew at that moment that we were related. Both of us could be passionate to the point of being obstinate. Mine was my fighting in the ring; I never backed down; Dad was stuck on his pride.
Without another word, Dad turned and left. Brad Jr and Joanna looked at me, walking away shaking their heads, believing I was the stupid one. They undoubtedly thought I was done for with our father's fury focused on me. My mother and Georgia stood staring at both Amy and me.
In another moment, Georgia, with a final look of sorrow, turned and walked away. Leaving just my mother.
"You just had to push him that far didn't you, Robbie?" my mother looked at me with concern, not anger lining her features. I don't think I had ever seen her conflicted like this. "Perhaps if you chased him apologising..."
"No, Hattie, I don't think that would do any good. I'm well aware I inherited my stubbornness from him. Why do you think I haven't forgiven any of you? Go, Hattie, follow your husband, but let me leave you with one piece of advice."
She looked at me.
I took a breath, time to deliver my retort to my father. "Tell Brad that should he try any of the shit he just spouted, or I hear him bad-mouthing me to anyone. I will destroy him, tearing down this entire fucking family and business until there is nothing but rubble left in a smoking crater."
"You don't have the money..." Mum stated say.
"That doesn't matter," I told her, interrupting her while shaking my head. "If he wants a war, he'll get a war. I held that place together for years despite all of your incompetence. Look at you, only a year has gone, and you have lost over a third of your revenue. You're close to losing half your staff, many of the items are coming back to the workshop due to poor quality, and none of you appears to know your ass from your elbow without me.
"If your husband really wants a fight, I encourage you to think back to what you saw in the ring tonight. Think of the focus and determination I need to fight like I did and win. Think of what I would do in a street fight with my oh so loving family if I brought my focus and the knowledge I have about all of you.
"Tell him, Hattie, tell him to let it go. You know I'll be fine without all of you. But tell him to let it go, or it will be all of you in the street."
My mother looked at me, and I saw sadness in her eyes for the first time. She knew it was true, if they came at me, it would be them that lost, not me.
"It won't do any good, Robbie." Mum sighed. "He meant everything he told you tonight. I've been fighting him for all this time, but he won't listen." The tears did then leak down my mother's face.
"Robbie, your father said that you were not expected, and that is true," Mum whispered. "But never think you were a mistake. I love you, my baby boy, and I'm sorry for what it's worth. We should never have hidden Georgia and Brad's affair from you, nor about the child. But I won't regret my grandchild even if it should never have happened."
Mum stopped just looking sad. She looked at me, looking like she wanted to say more, then looked at Amy.
"Please look after my son for me. He's all alone now, and he will need someone for the coming fight."
"Oh, I think we saw tonight that Robbie knows how to fight," Amy said a little arrogance in her voice.
My mother shook her head, "not like this. He doesn't; his father will come at him as he said he would. He will try and destroy Robbie just to make a point."
For the first time, Toni came forward, "Then stand up to your husband Hattie," Toni said. "Tell him to back down. That's your son that he's about to come against." She said.
Mum shook her head again. "It won't matter." Mum looked at me. "I'm so sorry, Robbie. If I never see you again, do know that even though I will never again be able to say it, I will always love you. You were the heart and soul of this family, and we tried to destroy you for absolutely no reason other than our pride. You are the best of us; never forget that, but do what you have to do. For what it's worth," Mum paused as her eyes narrowed. "I don't think the rest of them have a chance, but I have to support my husband."
"I know, Mum..." I replied sadly.
She suddenly looked at me. It was the first time she had heard me call her mum in over a year. She looked at me, then nodded slowly.
"I will love you forever," Mum said, turning to walk away back to her family.
Before she could turn entirely, I dashed the half dozen paces between us, grabbing her in a big hug.
For almost two minutes, we stood there, not moving. I understood that my mother was stuck. But I knew how she worked, and she had to support as many of her family as possible, even if it meant losing one of us.
Our hug may have gone on for a lot longer, but we could hear my father bellow her name in the distance. I released Mum. She turned and cupped my cheek, drawing me down to her and kissing my cheek.
"Goodbye, Robbie," she whispered.
"Goodbye Mum," I replied quietly, both of us shedding tears as she walked away.
[:::: End of Part II ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Welcome to the end of Part II of the Nuclear Family. We all know that Robbie is not done with Georgia or his family at this point. The good news is that Parts III and IV are already written and edited, so there should only be a short delay between parts of the story.
When I started writing this story, I knew I wanted Robbie to be a fighter. I understand that the mental clarity of fitness and martial arts helps me run my own company. Robbie is based partly on a friend who has been beside me training over the years; he's trained in Maui Thai, so it was an easy choice to make.
And Amy, I chose to turn Amy into a Bitcoin success story, but then to turn her into a venture capitalist. I am working with a few VCs in one of my businesses at the moment, and I've learnt that they all work in a very different way from the rest of the world.
We're going to continue exploring the relationship between Robbie and Amy. There will be some more twists and turns, with plenty of drama.
See you in Part III
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Welcome to Part III of The Nuclear Family; (check out Part I & Part II) this is, of course, a long story that I am telling in four parts. If you have read any of my stories in the past, you know that I like to take my time building up a scene and the emotions contained within. Of course, this would not happen this way in real life. Take this into account as you continue reading this tale. Those of you who want to say it wouldn't happen like that, you are more than likely correct, but try to enjoy the story anyway 😉
I've categorised this as a Loving Wives story because a cheating wife is involved, but as you have seen through the first two parts, this is about family, selfishness and pride, over love and compassion.
A huge thanks to miket0422, Larry & Wayne for continuing to help me edit this story.
When we left Robbie, he had just won his first professional MMA fight in Brisbane, Australia. While riding high from the win, Robbie is confronted by his family, and his father has made several threats.
But Robbie has the support of Amy, friends Darren and Toni, so not all is lost. Let's get into Part III of The Nuclear Family; I'm sure you already know there will be drama.
[:::: End of Part II ::::]
My mother shook her head, "not like this, he doesn't; his father will come at him as he said he would. He will try and destroy Robbie just to make a point."
For the first time, Toni came forward, "Then stand up to your husband Hattie," Toni said. "Tell him to back down. That's your son that he's about to come against." She said.
Mum shook her head again. "It won't matter." Mum looked at me. "I'm so sorry, Robbie. If I never see you again, do know that even though I will never again be able to say it, I will always love you. You were the heart and soul of this family, and we tried to destroy you for absolutely no reason other than our pride. You are the best of us; never forget that, but do what you have to do. For what it's worth," Mum paused as her eyes narrowed. "I don't think the rest of them have a chance, but I have to support my husband."
"I know, Mum..." I replied sadly.
She suddenly looked at me. It was the first time she had heard me call her Mum in over a year. She looked at me, then nodded slowly.
"I will love you forever," Mum said, turning to walk away back to her family.
Before she could turn entirely, I dashed the half dozen paces between us, grabbing her in a big hug.
For almost two minutes, we stood there, not moving. I understood that my mother was stuck. But I knew how she worked, and she had to support as many of her family as possible, even if it meant losing one of us.
Our hug may have gone on for a lot longer, but we could hear my father bellow her name in the distance. I released Mum. She turned and cupped my cheek, drawing me down to her and kissing my cheek.
"Goodbye, Robbie," she whispered.
"Goodbye Mum," I replied quietly, both of us shedding tears as she walked away.
[:::: The Nuclear Family - Part III ::::]
The drive home following the fight was bittersweet. On the one hand, I had won a fight that no one expected I would. I had friends there to support me and a woman beside me that I was in love with. It made me smile knowing that love was returned equally.
On the other hand, my family had forced the issue. Not that I was looking for it, but now, it did not look like there would ever be reconciliation. Also, through my father, I worried they would do something stupid and try to hurt me because they thought I was in the wrong with Brad and Georgia's affair. The thought was depressing. Yes, I knew I was still angry at them, none of them accepted any blame for their betrayal, but until tonight I thought I might one day get an apology...
I gave a mental sigh. I didn't know where my head was at after tonight. I hated to admit it, but I did miss them. Family was family; you never got another set of parents or siblings. And though I might not like them, until tonight, there was still a little love in my heart for them, even my asshole brother. But my father effectively started destroying even those residual feelings.
I felt Amy's eyes on me as I looked out the window, Darren accelerating onto the highway as we started the main leg of our drive up to Noosa.
"Are you alright, babe?" Amy asked quietly when no one had said anything for a while.
"I think so," I replied, still reflecting on the thoughts in my head. "I mean, yes, it's been quite an evening. Fights and family are confusing everything in my mind right now."
Toni turned from the front seat to look at me.
"Robbie," she said. "You have done nothing wrong, both Georgia and your family took advantage of your kind, hardworking nature. They took for granted that you wanted the best for people, and when they got caught out, they had too much shame to admit they're wrong."
Toni briefly glanced at Amy.
"Georgia knows what she's lost. Her gaze never left you while you and your father exchanged barbs earlier," Toni smiled. "Georgia looked at Amy a couple of times, and her face fell; she knows that you will never look at her with love again, but until tonight, your family was propping her up, making her believe it was possible. I think she would have abandoned your brother in a heartbeat if she thought there was a remote possibility that you would forgive her and take her back.
I snorted.
"See," Toni said, responding to my reaction, "Georgia knows she has lost you, but it galls her more that she lost you to her younger sister."
Amy laughed, "Well, I lost my older sister to Robbie's older brother. I would call it an even trade, but I think I got the better deal."
With that, we all laughed. I retorted that I got the better deal, and then the four of us traded friendly banter for the next twenty minutes. I felt Amy rest her head against my arm as we travelled, then as her arm intertwined with mine, I felt her squeeze me briefly before I heard a contented sigh.
I understood at that moment I truly did love Amy so much more than I ever loved Georgia.
Why?
Her actions.
Amy didn't hesitate before standing up to my father on my behalf tonight. I felt she would have kicked him in the balls if she could have. Sure, as Toni pointed out, Georgia stared at me because of what she lost, but she never once stood up to my family or told me she was sorry during any of the shit going on.
Everyone got quiet as we drove. As we continued along the highway, I fell asleep, exhausted, as we made our way home.
Home.
Tonight, for the first time, I started thinking of Amy's place as home. I hadn't had a home in over a year. Amy's place was beautiful. Who wouldn't want to call a house overlooking the Pacific Ocean home? But as I drifted off, the streetlights from the highway overpasses flashing over my heavy eyes, I contemplated that home was more than four walls and a roof over your head. A home depended on who you shared it with.
At Darren and Toni's, I was a guest in their home. Sure, I lived there, but it wasn't my place. With Amy, over the last few months, she had let me rearrange elements of the house to my liking. We talked about things, and she spoke to me about what she wanted to do to the place and my thoughts, then we both made changes together.
A couple of hours later, we pulled into the driveway. I was sleeping lightly when the car stopped, then I woke to a soft pair of lips on mine. I barely recall moving into the house, but I had a beautiful woman sprawled across me the next morning, clad only in a pair of bright baby blue cotton panties.
I awoke, gently removing myself from Amy, trying not to wake her while heading for the shower. I turned the water up hot, jumping under the spray, loving the feeling of hot water flowing down my body. My muscles were tight after the fight, I groaned, and suddenly, I felt my right calf seize with a muscle spasm. It wasn't unusual, and usually, I needed to sit down and allow it to pass. But right before I could collapse to the floor. A pair of arms wrapped themselves around me.
"Are you okay baby?" Amy asked, a concerned look on her face.
"Muscle cramp." I gruffly replied.
Amy helped me sit down in the shower, joining me a moment later. She had me describe the cramp as she settled herself down in front of me. She then drew my leg across her body and began massaging my calf. I groaned; her fingers were gentle but with a firmness that was just right, working the knot out of the muscle while stimulating the blood flow. At one point, I happened to look intently over at her. She had a serious look on her face focused on my calf. But she was also naked, and her legs were spread, giving me a perfect view of her entire body. The result was as we sat, another part of me suddenly responded, Amy stimulating the flow of blood in more than one area.
It didn't take Amy long to notice. "Oh baby, it looks like you have another muscle cramp." She said, a grin replacing the serious expression on her face. "Is your leg okay now?" I nodded.
"Good." She scooted herself over towards me, ensuring both of my legs were over hers. I felt her pussy warm against my balls as Amy leant up against me; the shower continued to rain down on us. She kissed me then as her breasts pushed into my chest. I felt her nipples harden as her hand went between us to my manhood, Amy slowly stroking me while our lips mashed together. She pushed me towards release as our passionate kissing continued.
"I love you, Robbie Other," she whispered as we took a breath. Her voice was full of desire and passion rolled into one. Her love felt like a badge of honour that I wanted to display. Still slowly stroking me, Amy felt my impending release, so she changed the kiss to sucking my lips, while with her other hand, she reached up and tweaked my nipples.
I exploded.
I groaned as I felt my release coat her hand as well as reach up underneath her breasts, but never for a moment did Amy stop stroking. She slowed, though kept hold of my cock, milking every last drop. When I finished, she sighed contently and looked into my eyes adoringly.
"Feeling better baby?" she asked.
"mmmm, yes," I said absentmindedly, lost in both her eyes and that haze a few moments after a really good orgasm.
She kissed me one more time before helping me up. We then proceeded to clean each other off and exchanged affections.
"I love you, Amy Brown," I said right before we got out of the shower. In response, she moulded her wet naked body into me.
"I know Robbie, you're mine now, and I'm never letting you go," Amy said very possessively.
Once we dried off and got downstairs, we found Darren and Toni dressed, ready to head out for breakfast and coffee.
"For a guy who fought a battle on two fronts last night, you looked relaxed this morning," Darren comments with a sly expression.
"Uh, yeah," I blushed. Darren, Toni, and Amy laughed.
We threw on some shoes and donned hats. Then, we walked down into the village, ending up at one of our favourite cafes, a little café called "The Village." It was perfect for a Sunday morning with outdoor seating and great coffee. Relaxing over bacon and eggs was just what I needed. Darren was correct in saying it had been a gruelling night fighting a battle on two fronts.
Now that I wasn't in intensive training, I ordered a big breakfast with all the extras, as did Darren. It included toast, bacon, eggs, mushrooms, grilled tomato, hashbrowns, beans, spinach, sausage and a potato rosti that was incredible. The girls ordered omelettes, and I was surprised when the owner, Michael, came out and personally placed breakfast down. I got a tall glass of freshly made tropical juice and a jumbo cappuccino.
It was a busy morning. Usually, Michael would be slaving away in the kitchen out the back while his wife Marie waited at the tables. But he put the food down, reaching out to shake my hand.
"Amazing fight last night, Mr Other. Marie and I cheered you on the entire way. I was amazed at that final move where you took Cody out," he said, smiling.
"Thanks, Michael, it was a tough fight. Cody didn't make it easy," I told the café owner seriously.
We spent a couple of minutes talking, I agreed to come and have a photo with him in my gear over the next few days so he could put it on his wall. Then he headed back to the kitchen.
With Amy holding my hand proudly in the seat beside me, Darren and Toni on the other side of the table, I noted that it was a beautiful morning. We could hear the sounds of the ocean crashing onto the shore in the background. Taking it all in together, I felt a sense of peace and happiness I hadn't felt for a long time.
Enjoying the morning and with Michael's comments, we started a conversation between the four of us around the fight.
"Has anyone heard how Cody is?" I asked. So much happened last night that I forgot to ask how my opponent was. In the ring, it was never personal. Even with trash talk, the victor would usually reach out to the loser within a couple of days and offer condolences.
Darren snickered a little.
"I got word from the event managers about an hour ago while you were in the shower. Cody only woke up this morning with no memory of the fight's final round. He's got a headache like he's been drinking for three days straight; his arms and torso are bruised so badly that they are looking to postpone his follow-up match another six weeks to let him recover."
Darren looked at me with a critical eye. "They told me his opponent, Aaron Masters, doesn't want to fight Cody anymore. He's gunning for you."
"You mean he wants to fight me?" I asked. Aaron had toured the world a year ago and won many more fights than he lost. He was three to one odds to win against Cody, while I was six to one to lose to Cody.
Darren nodded. "If you're interested, I wouldn't do it for a while. I would need to get you into a specific training regime. But..."
I dismissed the question.
"No, as much as it does interest me, last night was great to win, but it was a near thing. I don't need to put myself out for that again too soon." I responded, sipping my coffee, contemplating the impact that last night could have on my fighting career.
We continued to talk. Darren walked me through my moves and defensive measures through a video he took on his phone. The girls sat and listened. At one point, Toni turned to Amy and asked.
"So, how did you like the fight last night?" Darren's girlfriend asked mine with a question on her brow, telling us this was a loaded question.
"Which one, the one in the ring or the carpark?" she said, grinning. We all laughed at that.
"The one in the ring," Toni said once we stopped laughing.
"They both went to my man, but the one in the ring was amazing," my girlfriend responded, smiling at me, her eyes staring at me in adoration. "I watched Robbie preparing, and I am so glad both of you could come up and help. But the way Robbie moved, he took that guy's punches and kept coming at him. Even if he hadn't won, I would still be proud of him." She beamed.
I smiled and kissed her.
"I've also gotten a dozen messages from my ALRO team that attended; they also loved it. Robbie will be very popular when he's around them," Amy told us, her hand never leaving me as she spoke.
Toni nodded sagely, "You know Georgia would never come to his fights?"
"Yeah, I know. She used to bitch and moan at me when we spoke about it. But I guess she saw what a badass my man really is last night." Amy responded with another grin, squeezing my arm.
We spent another half hour talking through my moves, how I threw a kick, how I took Cody's punches and how I could pull off that finishing move.
"So Robbie," Darren said, indicating he was changing the topic. "What about the other fight? Do you know what you're going to do about your family?"
I thought about it for a moment, recalling several conversations that Amy and I have had about it over the past few months. I shrugged. "I don't know. My father's tone was final. I'm guessing he's coming for me. But if he thinks I'm going to lay down without a fight, he's got another thing coming. I'll lay waste to all of them if they want to take it that way."
"We will," Amy amended sternly.
"Sorry?" I asked Amy.
"WE will lay waste to them," my girlfriend repeated, emphasising the plural being the two of us. "Robbie, this is not a fight I will let you do on your own. You are my man, and if they really are stupid enough to come at you, they also come at me. After threatening you last night, I recall that your father also threatened me. I've even got it recorded with his approval," she smiled. I could almost see her salivating at the challenge.
We spent the rest of our time talking through a few different scenarios. Then we walked back up home. The four of us got changed, grabbed towels and headed down to the beach.
For the next few hours, we alternatively swam, then sat on the beach. Darren and I enjoyed body surfing while the girls frolicked and sunned themselves in their bikinis. I don't think I have mentioned Toni's body yet. She's a few years older than me, but she's fit, as she works out with Darren a few times a week. She's got small breasts in the A-cup range but a waist and an ass that makes guys always look back as she walks past. You'll always hear Darren laugh and Toni grin whenever a guy looks back.
While they are not married, they have been together for over fifteen years, having gotten together during high school. Toni lamented now and then that there was a low chance of her falling pregnant, but they have done well as a couple, never letting it get in their way. I was always proud that Darren stayed by Toni's side, never wavering in his loyalty to her.
Today in her pale yellow bikini, Toni showed why. Amy, by contrast, had curves that made almost every guy want to walk up and ask her out on the beach. Indeed a few guys did; Amy laughed, simply pointed me out, telling them I was her boyfriend. When one guy wouldn't take no for an answer, Amy asked if he had watched the fight last night. He said no, but saw the highlights on YouTube. Amy pointed at me again, telling him to look at who her boyfriend was. I don't think I have seen someone walk away that quickly.
After a few days of relaxing and enjoying their company, Darren and Toni headed home.
The following week, it was time. The morning of the final divorce hearing, Amy and I woke, showered and while she made some work calls, I called George, and he confirmed the early afternoon meeting along with the fact that he would be there. We spoke for a few more minutes, then as we hung up, I sighed expressively.
"You alright, baby?" Asked Amy as she came onto the balcony, which was quickly becoming one of my favourite spots to think. She was on hold for a conference call with one of her European people and one of her distributors.
"Yeah, it's going to be an interesting afternoon." I lamented.
Amy laughed, "yes, that it is, baby, that it is." The call started then; Amy winked at me, jumping on the call for fifteen minutes before we finished getting ready to drive down the coast.
Unlike when we drove up here from the Gold Coast, we would be taking Amy's car. And what a car it was. It was worth almost two hundred thousand dollars. Amy had an imported a right-hand drive converted, customised 2021 Shelby Mustang, including a thoroughly reworked exhaust system and supercharger. It was in artic white and had the classic mustang, blue racing stripes down the middle of the car along with a low-profile rear spoiler. Of course, it was finished with the black Shelby cobra on the grill. The first time I saw the car, I was in awe.



"Amy, what's this?" I had asked.
She smiled. "It's our car, baby," she replied with a big grin.
She let me drive down to the hearing. WOW!
When I put my foot down, the car responded, unlike any car I had been in before. With over nine hundred horsepower under the bonnet, I was worried for a few minutes until I got a feel for the car. Then to say that highway driving was fun was an understatement.
When we walked into the courthouse for the final divorce hearing, I had a smile a mile wide after that drive despite the circumstances. We met George; he shook our hands then smiled when I told him of my drive in 'Eleanor', Amy's name for her car. Yes, Gone in Sixty Seconds has a lot to answer for, but the name worked for such a beautiful car.
George, Amy, and I walked into the courtroom at the appointed time. A few minutes later, Georgia came in, flanked by my mother and father, Brad Jr and two lawyers who worked for my father. My father smirked at me, then turned to converse with the lawyers while pointing at me. They pointed at George in return, who smiled politely. When they exchanged worried glances and whispered to my father, he lost some of his smile.
The proceedings followed the usual format. The magistrate read through the divorce petition, the financial settlement and granted the divorce. Georgia looked at me a few times, and I looked back at her. She also spent a lot of time looking over at Amy and frowning. Amy, for her part, just smiled back.
The judge granted the final divorce amid some comments about how disappointed he was to see another marriage breakdown due to infidelity. He did call Georgia out as the cheating party. For her part Georgia blushed, but the wheels set in motion needed to be concluded. When he banged his gavel, it was done.
When we exited the court, George, Amy, and I talked when one of Georgia's lawyers walked up.
"I'm sorry, Mr Other," he said, talking directly to me. "I tried to talk them out of it, but they were insistent," The guy said almost apologetically, giving a worried look at George.
I nodded my head and held out my hand.
"Mr Robbie Other, you've been served." And he handed me a large manila envelope, then tried to back away gracefully. I gave the envelope to George, and he smiled. We had wondered if my family might try something like this.
"Thank you, Randy. I'll see that this gets the proper attention," George cordially told my father's lawyer.
The lawyer, Randy, paled. "You mean you're going to.... Never mind." He said and walked away, shaking his head.
As we watched, Randy walked back to my father. Dad again lost his smile as Randy explained in more detail who George was.
George was known around Australia as one of the country's biggest, baddest, most awe-inspiring lawyers. He had been offered the role of Queens Council five times but had turned it down to stay with his very successful law firm. He had looked after Amy's budding business in the early days thanks to a reference from a reference. When George met Amy and saw the potential of what she was doing, he invested money with her and has been with her ever since. As he was her lawyer, he was now also mine.
Don't tell anyone, but George was a really great guy, but when he looked towards Randy and my father smiling, it wasn't a very nice smile, more like a predator about to devour a tiny defenceless prey.
"You kids head off; this is all in my hands now," George said, opening the envelope and browsing through the contents. He raised an eyebrow and then looked back at Randy. Randy saw the look and hung his head in shame.
Outside of court, Amy and I headed to her car. Right before we got there, I again heard her voice.
"Robbie, wait!" my mother exclaimed, coming towards us. My father was walking with a cautious gait up behind her.
"We need to stop meeting like this..." I chuckled, facing the couple. Further back, I watched Brad Jr, and Georgia get into his Lexus. Georgia gave me one sorrowful look before getting into the car and they drove off.
"What do you want?" I asked, addressing my mother and her husband. I was struggling to think of the man as my father anymore.
"Robbie," Mum told me in a tone telling me she was trying to plead with me to give in to the family. "I spoke with your father, and he's willing to drop the suit if you talk with us..."
I cocked an eyebrow at her, ignoring my father. I was coming to understand that my mother was not in a great place, and trying to play peacemaker was hurting her.
"Is that it?" I asked.
"And you need to formally apologise to us, then come back to work at Total Build for half pay over the next three years. Oh yes, and there will be no bonuses for you, to pay us back the money you owe us." My father said; he put his arms on my mother's shoulders. I noticed her awkward vibe as she squirmed when Dad touched her.
I laughed, "Goodbye, Brad, Hattie. I've handed your joke of a lawsuit to my lawyer, just so you know. I think we all made our thoughts clear last time. You declared war Brad. Today you backed it up by serving me. I don't view us as a family anymore, nor will we ever be on friendly terms again. I owe you no apology, and I'm willing to bet you don't feel any remorse for being an absolute asshat either."
I turned fully toward them, crossing my arms over my torso as I watched my father's temper flare. I smirked, continuing. "You want war, Brad? You've got it, my oh-so-loving father. Now, unless you have anything else to talk about, my girlfriend and I have a date to get to. See you in court." I smiled, grabbed Amy's hand, and continued walking to Amy's mustang.
If I had looked back, I would have seen my mother struggling to get out of my father's grasp while he scowled. That scowl deepened when we didn't walk around the high-performance vehicle but instead opened it, started it up and drove away, leaving tyre marks on the ground as we pulled out.
The next three months were some of the most enjoyable of my life. I was away from my family as Amy made good on her promise to have me run away with her and take me overseas. With ALRO, we did it in style. Business-class international flights, five-star hotels, private cars and fantastic dining in several countries.
Every few days, Amy would meet with people. Sometimes, they were her staff. Most of the time, it was with companies that ALRO was investing in. I got to attend a couple of those meetings as a guest, surprised and delighted to see that my girlfriend was no pushover. The night before meetings, she would read through documents, send a few emails to gather information then be ready to go toe to toe with people twice her age.
In one meeting, the old guy sitting at the table, Mr Craig Eli, was a new CEO for the company we were meeting with. His resume told us that he had thirty years of company experience. When we all sat down around the board room table and introductions were made, this arrogant son of a bitch decided that he didn't like such a young woman being in the room with any type of authority. After the second round of critical comments at Amy's statements, I was fuming. Amy had said nothing wrong, looking around the table; everyone was nervous. Amy, for her part, didn't look embarrassed; she looked ready, focused, and determined.
After the third interruption in as many minutes, where he highlighted that Amy had no idea what she was talking about regarding their business, Amy pivoted the question, instead asking about revenue recognition on the balance sheet that had the old guy sneering.
Before he could start foaming at the mouth, which looked like a distinct possibility, Amy held up a hand, pausing everyone in the room. In a smooth motion, my girlfriend turned to the chairman of the board and the CFO, who was seated at the other end of the ornate boardroom table. Both had been in place when ALRO invested and looked nervous when Amy's whole vibe changed. They knew very well what ALRO had invested in their company heavily and that Amy was the head of ALRO. Amy stood, so I stood with her. The local ALRO manager, Margaret, stood with us.
"I'm sorry, everyone," Amy began, addressing the chairman and CFO. "But this meeting has come to an end. I came here today to hear about the future of ALRO's investment in this company. Instead, I have been talked down to and belittled by your chosen leader for this company. Before entering today, I had been briefed on three complaints from Margaret about Mr Craig Eli's conduct, and after spending just a few minutes here, I can see why there have been so many in such a short period."
"That's all well and good," Craig Eli cleared his throat, then responded haughtily. "But I have thirty years of experience; I know how to run a company."
"My, my, Mr Eli," Amy said with exaggerated humility. "You have thirty years of experience. That sounds very impressive. However, let's look at your track record, shall we."
She paused. This was not the happy woman that had stood me back up when my family hurt me. This was a tough as nail's Venture Capitalist CEO calling bullshit on what she saw. Still standing and turning to face Craig Eli directly, Amy opened a folder in front of her.
"Out of the five companies you have been with over the past ten years, three of them have quietly walked you out the door. Another one did not renew your contract, and I'm sure if we pushed further, we would find something similar in the others. You have a history of pushing short-term wins over longer-term gains, and staff morale is usually at an all-time low when you leave."
I was in awe of my girlfriend's poise and delivery. Craig Eli started sputtering. Amy kept the pressure on.
"You're on your fourth marriage. Your last two marriages have broken down because you were found cheating on your wives. Your current wife knows you're cheating on her and is ready to move against you very soon."
Craig Eli went pale at the mention of his cheating and his wife. The entire room was quiet, waiting for Amy's next words.
"You see, Mr Eli, I may not have thirty years of experience like you, but I have an amazing team around the world, and they ensure I have all the information I need. ALRO invests hundreds of millions of dollars worldwide each year in many different industries. And as founder and CEO of ALRO, it is my responsibility to call bullshit when I see it."
She held out a hand, and Margaret put some papers in them.
"I have here paperwork stating that ALRO will be removing its financial backing in five business days unless Mr Eli is removed from the CEO role of this company. ALRO also sees Mr Eli's continued employment as a poor investment risk and will take steps accordingly.
She turned to face the rest of the room. "I hereby inform you that I'm calling bullshit on Mr Eli's leadership claims. You have an emergency board meeting scheduled for six this evening to vote on the matter. Margaret will attend as usual in ALRO's board seat, though I am pretty sure you know how she will vote."
With that, Amy closed the folder in front, walking out of the room with Margaret and me close behind. We were silent in the lift on the way down. Amy was all business until the private car picked us up to take us out for a late lunch.
We said farewell to Margaret, and once we were back in the car, Amy exhaled big time and wrung her hands through her raven black hair.
"How did I do," she asked, looking over at me nervously.
"Amazing," I replied, in total awe of my girlfriend. "You took that guy apart at the seams. I am very impressed."
Amy looked out the window at the passing scenery but slipped her hand into mine.
"I knew we would have to get rid of him, but I wanted to give him a chance. A lot of people underestimate me because I am young and a woman. But I had to be smart and see threats quickly, or I would not have ALRO today."
"You really did good, my love. I hope that I always get to be there for you." I said, giving her my honest opinion. Amy was startled for a moment. Then I realised I had called her 'my love'. It was the first time I had called her that term of endearment. Amy smiled wide, then leaned into me, kissing me deeply in the car's back seat.
"You love me?" she said, all thoughts of work disappearing from her mind.
I chuckled as we were driven, "Of course," I kissed her again.
"Then, lover, take me back to the hotel and show me how much," Amy responded, running her hand up and down my arm.
We spent the afternoon around the hotel pool or making love in our room. Amy heard later that evening that Craig Eli had been removed, and we headed to our plane for our next stop the following day.
We spent two weeks in the United States. About half that time was spent on business and the other sightseeing. However, once we landed in Europe, things slowed business-wise for us. Amy confided that she wanted a holiday, and as I was here with her, it was an excellent chance to see the places we talked about on our first date.
We toured. We spent plenty of time doing everything we could without rushing in Germany, Italy, London, Ireland and France. We made love in almost every location and even visited a nude beach at one point. I admit I was a little jealous of some of the guys scoping out Amy's voluptuous curves. Then again, Amy admitted that she was wary of a few of the ladies checking out the swing of my package and what she called my fighters body. We had done it as a bucket list item, it was fun, but it wasn't something either of us wanted to do again, knowing our bodies were only for each other.
As we were having high tea in London, we got a message from George that Total Build had continued with its threat of a lawsuit. He told us the first meeting had not gone well.
It had not gone well for Total Build, that is. The initial meeting in court established the point that they were suing me. The presiding judge questioned my parents on the process of litigating against their son. My father's lawyer retorted that I had broken the employment agreement leaving the company without cause, causing a significant downturn in revenue and quality.
George replied that I had resigned and engaged Fair Work Australia, ensuring that I only got what benefits and bonuses I was due, nothing more. Apparently, thinking it would have a bearing on the case, my father revealed that I was recently divorced as well as estranged from the family. When questioned by the judge on why, despite the urging of his own lawyer, he proceeded to tell the court that I had left the employ of Total Build because, and Georges quoted, as he told us trying to reign in a laugh. "He needs to get his head unstuck from his ass. Just because his brother has a baby with his ex-wife doesn't mean he can abandon the business."
That caught the judge's attention; further questioning also revealed that the entire family hid everything from me until I caught my brother, the sales manager for Total Build, in bed with my wife. The judge encouraged my parents to drop the lawsuit, letting them know that not only would it not succeed in court but that they would likely be open to litigation for bringing an unjust case against their son.
A date has been set for six months.
In Ireland, we drank Guinness like it was going out of style. We spent almost half the trip in a pub or in bed fucking like bunnies.
When we got to France, the true romantic came out in both of us. We visited the Louvre, toured Notre Dame, shopped on the Champs-Élysées, took photos kissing under the Arc de Triomphe and got engaged on the Eiffel tower.
Yes, engaged.
In one of those hopeless romantic gestures the day we landed in Paris, Amy had to head to one of her few European meetings alone. I told her not to worry as I would wander the streets, find a café messaging her where I was so she could join me after her meeting. I did, and she met me there. I had a glass of wine with some cheese sitting and waiting when she arrived. But before that, I walked into one of the local jewellers to buy a simple engagement ring. It had a small diamond on a plain gold band. It was worth a little, but not too much that it would break my budget.
That night we had dinner at the Eiffel Tower. We had gotten through the main course and were taking a break on the balcony enjoying the sites of Paris from a height before the desert when I dropped to one knee.
"Amy," I said, bringing the ring box out from my coat pocket. "The last several months have been amazing. I never knew that someone could give themselves so wholly and utterly without any thought to themselves. If it weren't for you, I would still likely be angry and bitter at the world, wondering where my next drink was coming from or just beating up no bodies in the ring. But the day you came to me, you pulled me up out of a pit I never knew I was in.
"Every day since, I have opened my eyes each morning, hoping I would wake to find you beside me, hoping beyond hope it wasn't a dream. The smile I have when I see you is understanding that if this is a dream, it is the happiest dream I have ever had, and I never want to wake up."
I opened the ring box and extended my arm. Amy was smiling almost as bright as the spotlights above us on the tower.
"Amy Brown, I want to be with you every day, take life's journey alongside you for every moment we can. Will you marry me?"
Amy blushed and swooned as I put her on my knee. She cried.
"Yes!" Amy exclaimed to me, everyone around us laughing and shouting congratulations. I slid the ring on her finger as she gushed. We never did get out of bed that next day. Amy was determined to wear me out. When we left, she wore her engagement ring proudly telling everyone she was engaged to Robbie Other.
However, all holidays must end, and with a little remorse, we got on the plane back home to down under. In one way, I must admit that it did feel good to be home. Amy had no travel plans for the next several months as she had covered a lot of ground in meetings between our tourist time.
We had been home for a couple of days when I broached the topic of a job. It was taking longer than I thought to work through my savings, thanks to living with Amy, but I was slowly chipping away at my savings, and I did have some pride now I was going to be married again.
When I brought it up with Amy, she got a grin on her face.
"Honey," Amy said with a mischievous grin on her face. "These past few months having you with me has been amazing. The few meetings you were in with me, you were my rock and even the ones you weren't, I knew I was coming back to you, however..." Amy said.
I raised an eyebrow.
"You are right that you need a job, and I know that you know construction, operations, as well as how to turn a profit. What if you were to start your own construction company?" Amy asked, an innocent look on her face. The look alone told me there was a devious plan underneath it.
I smiled, thinking about things. It would be an interesting challenge to take my family on.
"Your right, baby," I responded, still thinking. "You're right, I know construction, but if you're thinking I take on Total Build, while I know they have been struggling, I have nowhere near the capital to threaten them, and I've always been operations, not the crews doing the construction," I replied.
"That's not true Robbie, you're getting married to the CEO of ALRO," my now fiancé said, grinning. "I'm sure that we can arrange a capital raise,"
"ALRO Homes?" I asked. Amy laughed when I said the name.
"If that's what you want, my love," Amy replied.
Over the next month, I put together a business plan, operational guide, financial framework and hiring plan. I worked with Amy on the details. We started here in Queensland and planned to expand to other states as business rolled in. I was excited to be going back into the construction industry but not in quite the same way as I had with Total Build and the family business.



See, Amy and I had researched, finding that small homes were great, but a big market wasn't tapped for container homes. Yep, shipping containers. We would build homes in shipping containers. At launch, we would have three models: a small self-contained unit with a bathroom, kitchenette and a combined bedroom living area. The second is a modest four-container model that could be connected in a few different ways, and the last a two-story, ten-container model. All of them were modular and came ready for positioning in the client's location of choice. The containers could be covered with several different materials, and they were well insulated.
Thanks to Amy's connections, we already had four significant clients willing to give us a go by the time we launched. This also consisted of a major caravan park chain. It was interesting that with ALRO backing us, I got access to clients we had never been able to crack with Total Build.
It took us almost four months to get everything ready. When Amy one day caught me working from her kitchen table, she made space for me in her office, letting me know she wanted me working beside her.
I made sure that I pitched to the ALRO board the full business plan. I didn't just want to rely upon my relationship with Amy. Sure she got me in the door, but I wanted them all to believe and buy in that this would be a successful business.
With the capital investment from ALRO, we leased a mid-sized industrial shed. I hired three crews, a couple of administrators, two account managers, a marketing guru, and we were off and running.
In the off-hours, Amy and I started planning our wedding. Amy wanted to get married on the beach at sunset. I liked the idea and suggested that we do that near her parents' place. When we talked through the logistics, we figured it would keep a lot of people from breaching the ARLO privacy agreement due to proximity. Amy thought it was a great idea.
Amy's Parents, Rayne and Peter. Who were at first both happy for us but a little sceptical of Amy and I getting together, quickly warmed to our upcoming marriage once we returned from overseas. We discreetly showed them some photos of us together and a video shot by one of the staff at the Eiffel Tower of my proposal, and that was it. I was family again.
Through Rayne, we heard that Brad and Georgia had gotten married, and she was pregnant with a second child. Throughout her telling us, I could see that Rayne was a little melancholy. It was as if she was embarrassed to tell us.
"Is she sure it's Brad Jr's?" Amy asked, perhaps a little condescendingly.
Peter and I looked at each other, quietly laughing. I had learnt that Peter adored Ruth, his older stepchild, but always had a strained relationship with Georgia. Now though, he went out of his way to avoid Georgia. Rayne looked at Amy and then looked away.
"Amy," her mother responded quietly. "That's a truer question than you might think."
I just about choked on the drink I was sipping.
"What?" I exclaimed.
"I'm sorry, Robbie," Rayne said, looking at me sadly. "Things in your old family are not going so well. It's become known that after you left Total Build, so did many of your clients. Total Build is struggling. When somehow a few of those clients got wind of why you had left..."
For a moment, no one said anything as we digested the news. "Oh," I responded, then my eyes went wide. "OH!" I said again. Clients started putting everything together. I left, and my ex-wife had a baby with my brother.
Amy looked at me as we sat, trying to gauge my reaction. I smiled at her and when she saw that she smiled back.
"Well, it couldn't happen to a nicer bunch of people," I tried to say diplomatically. I mean, Georgia is still Rayne's daughter and has her grandchild. But I couldn't help a bit of a dig.
Rayne sighed, giving me a gloomy smile. Aside from Amy and Toni, Rayne was one of the few ladies who sympathised with me. Initially, she was at a loss as to why Georgia did what she did to me, and if it wasn't for a grandchild that Georgia produced, I don't know that she would be talking to her daughter at all.
"Over the past six months," Rayne started to explain nervously. "It has also got out that Georgia and your brother joined a group of people that, how do I say this, um, they go to a barbeque then leave with different people than what they arrived..." She was blushing brightly while talking about her daughter in such terms.
I looked over at Peter, and he nodded, confirming the statement, also a little embarrassed.
Amy laughed, not caring that her parents were embarrassed. "So my slut of a sister married a deadbeat, joined a swinger's club, now she's pregnant there its possible the child may be from someone other than her disappointment of a husband?"
"Amy, I know you don't like her, but Georgia is still your sister," Rayne sternly told her daughter, then she deflated. "Georgia is hoping that it's Brad's, but she did admit to me that it's possible it could be one of up to three different men," Rayne admitted quietly.
I said nothing quietly, sipping my drink, a Kraken and coke. Peter always made sure there was a bottle ready for me. For a moment, I stared at my once past mother-in-law. Not for the first time, I understood that she would be again soon.
When I married Georgia, it was like I gained a second mother. When I learned about Georgia, she became too embarrassed to talk to me for several weeks. It turned out that while my family knew everything, none of the Brown family had a clue. Once she was over the shock, I found someone who commiserated with me instead of my betraying mother.
"Why are you telling us, Rayne?" I asked my soon-to-be again mother-in-law.
She shrugged, then sank back into her chair, depressed, "Because.... It's just that...." Rayne buried her head and sobbed. But a new voice joined the conversation.
"Because you're an honourable man Robbie Other and my slut of a little sister wronged you, then adding insult to injury, your family treated you worse than dirt through it all." In the doorway stood Amy's older half-sister, Ruth. She had a pizza and a bottle of wine for everyone. "You may not want to hear it, but Mum feels that you should know how depraved they have gotten over there. Mum, is it alright if we tell him the rest?"
Ruth walked in, putting the pizza down in front of us. Peter quickly stood, heading into the kitchen to retrieve a wine glass for Ruth, also returning with the bottle of Kraken and a bottle of coke for Amy, Peter and myself to refresh our drinks.
Rayne looked at each of us, then, with tears in her eyes, looked at me, nodding in acknowledgement of her oldest daughter's statement.
"Well," Ruth said, smiling broadly at Amy and me. "Before we go any further, can I have a hug from my favourite brother-in-law and my soon-to-be wedded, favourite sister?"
Smiling and glad for a moment of levity, we both stood embracing Ruth. She fussed over Amy's engagement ring, asking to hear the proposal story while we ate. Ruth was tall and slim like Georgia, with almost platinum blonde hair. She had two kids with her husband, Dave Masters. They married while still at university after dating all through high school.
Dave and Ruth were fiercely loyal to each other but fought like cats and dogs. One time at a family function, Georgia and I were only dating. I watched as they let loose at each other, storming off in different directions. Later, when they returned, saying sorry to each other and the family, they sat next to me, so I asked about it. Ruth shrugged, explaining to me that it was marriage, there was no one else for her but Dave, but they didn't need to see eye to eye on everything to be incredible together. I looked at Dave, his earlier bluster at his wife gone and a shine in his eyes as he agreed.
Coming back out of the memory, I shook my head. "So what is the rest of it then?" I asked after we sat back down and started eating the pizza.
Rayne looked at Ruth and nodded again, glad to not be telling the story.
"I've heard parts of this from both Mum and Georgia," Ruth began, "First up, Robbie, I in no way condone what your family did. I'm afraid I have to disagree with Georgia's deceit, and I think you were so measured in your response to them that I am so proud of you."
Ruth looked down into her wine glass, sighed, then looked up at me. "But Georgia is still my sister, so aside from letting her know how disappointed I am in her, I still talk to her now and then because she doesn't have too many people that will listen to her anymore."
"See," Ruth explained. "I was almost four when my father walked out on Mum, and while I don't have any solid memories of that time, I have an ache that is like an emotional memory. I recall the sadness and the pain of him cheating on Mum then walking out on us, so seeing my sister so casually throw her wedding vows aside hurt."
She took another sip of her wine. Again, Rayne looked miserable, lost in her memories for a moment.
"From what I've been told," Ruth told the assembled crowd. "Brad had been at Georgia to attend one of the parties for several months. For the most part, you have to be a couple to get an invite, so while she said no, he didn't get to go. However, when news that you left the country with Amy got to her ears, she cried and then acquiesced to his demands. She told me it was like all her hope dried up, and nothing mattered anymore."
"Why," I asked rhetorically, more to myself than anyone. "Georgia is the one who cheated on me and had another man's kid?"
Ruth nodded, Rayne still looked like her favourite pet had died, and Amy looked a little pissed off.
"For some reason, Georgia thought until that point, you would forgive her and take her back," Ruth told us, shrugging as she took another bite of pizza. "When she heard that you had jumped on a plane with her younger sister of all people, she broke down. She gave into Brad, and they have been attending those damn parties together until she ended up pregnant."
Ruth looked at me, contemplating me a little more; there was more to this story. But it was my time to respond.
I sighed, holding up the next part of the conversation while meeting Ruth's eyes. "I must admit there is a darker part of me that is pleased with how devastated she is, how fucked up the situation is for her. But why I need to know is beyond me. Georgia is my past, and Amy is my future; I know that none of you will put me in a situation on purpose of seeing her, so why do I need to know?" I asked. I looked over at Amy. I could tell she had a similar thought. Amy had not spoken to Georgia at all and knew none of this.
Ruth again sighed, looking at her mother for support. Rayne gave her a very gentle nod.
"It's because one of the potential fathers could be your sister's fiancé," Rayne said quietly.
The sip of my drink just about came out of my nose, "What?" I almost yelled, "Um' Sorry." I looked at Amy; she was having a similar reaction. Both Rayne and Ruth nodded.
"Joanna's fiancé was fucking Georgia?" I asked incredulously. "Sorry for the language." Then a sad, sadistic grin spread over my face as I understood the impact. "Is it Chris, the lunkhead she was dating before I cut off contact?"
Chris was one of the contractors on the factory floor at Total Build. He made a play for Georgia a few years ago, which went nowhere. But then, for some reason, he started going out with Joanna and they started dating. Since then, Chris and Joanna have had an on-again, off-again relationship.
"Yeah," Ruth looked down into her wine glass. "Apparently, it was Chris, talking with Brad, that put the idea in your brother's head first. Georgia tells me that Chris always had a thing for her when you two were married; when he found out that you spilt, I'm told he put the swinger idea in Brad's brain, figuring he could get in Georgia's panties. He did, and now he may be a father."
"And how is my dear sister taking it?" I asked, trying to keep a straight face.
"Not very well." Rayne jumped in, giving Ruth a break now that it wasn't about her daughter anymore. "Joanna was a willing participant in the parties, but when it came out that her fiancé may have knocked up her sister-in-law, she went ballistic at Chris, Brad and Georgia. At the moment, everyone is hoping that the baby is Brad's."
Ruth sipped her wine, again regarding me.
"Alright Ruth, out with it," Amy said, looking at her older sister, "I can see you've got at least one more bomb to drop."
Ruth gave a grin at that one; it was a morose grin, though.
"This one is just a little poetic, and Robbie, I'm sure you'll appreciate the irony of what I am about to tell you, but when Georgia first got the positive pregnancy test, then she and Brad realised it may not have been his they went to your parents..."
It took a moment, but I put it together.
"No..." I said, a grin breaking on my face.
"Yep, they did," Ruth responded.
I started laughing. Amy looked strangely at me as I slapped my knees as, despite the situation, l was laughing hard.
"What?" Amy asked, not following this part of the conversation.
I looked at Ruth, who was now smiling. Then Rayne, who was lost. Lastly, Peter had a smile on his face letting me know that he knew. Then I turned back to Amy.
I looked at my fiancé, "my parents told Georgia and Brad to keep it a secret from Joanna..." I said. I looked back at Ruth.
Seconds later, Amy's eyes went wide. "No..." She looked at her older sister. "They didn't?"
"Yes," Ruth said. "It was about three days after the pregnancy announcement that Chris started questioning the timing, then it all came out at a family get-together. Joanna lost it, calling Georgia every name under the sun, screaming at your parents for trying to keep it from both Chris and herself."
I was chuckling now.
Ruth held up her hands for silence as all of us threatened to lose it again. "I only have Georgia's side," Ruth told us. "As her older sister, she has called me a few times for a shoulder to cry on. She's troubled and worried; Brad still asks them to go to the swinger parties. Georgia is feeling dirty and cheated on for the first time if you can believe it?"
I snorted, "Interesting when the shoes are on the other foot." I paused. "I'm sorry Ruth... Rayne... If I appear a little unsympathetic..." They both motioned that it was understood.
I changed topics. "So what of my parents?" I asked.
"I'm not sure," Ruth replied, sitting back on the couch. "Georgia hasn't said much to me, but they told her and Brad that it will all blow over in time. They believe Joanna will get over it since she also went to the parties and slept with different partners."
A sudden thought occurred, "um, Joanna and Brad?"
Ruth snorted. "Georgia told me that one time the draw came out that way, they looked at each other and laughed before choosing again. Georgia said she was a little worried but didn't elaborate further."
I shook my head, "How could I not see I was in the middle of such a depraved family?"
"Because you're an honest man," Peter said without hesitation. Rayne, Ruth and Amy all nodded their heads.
For the rest of the evening, the five of us talked through what was wrong with Georgia and my family. Then we moved on to happier topics as we talked through my upcoming wedding to Amy and the individual parts of the trip that Amy and I took around the world. We studiously avoided talking too much about ALRO. By now, Amy's family were used to getting the run around about what Amy did for a living, accepting that it was wrapped in privacy.
Later, Ruth asked me to walk her out to her car after hugging everyone. I obliged and waited till we got to her car till she turned around, hugged me, and then regarded me in that caring big sister way Joanna never had.
"You look happy again, Robbie?" Ruth mentioned with a smile.
I shrugged, then smiled back, "I am."
She laughed, "Are you working again?"
I nodded; she held up a hand before I could reply.
"I'm guessing you're doing something with Amy since you're not forthcoming with any details?"
I thought for a moment before I replied. "Indirectly, yes. But yes, I am doing something I enjoy."
"Good, you deserve to be happy after what they all put you through. But Robbie?"
I looked at Ruth.
"While I know the type of man you are, I also know what type of person my youngest sister is. She worships the ground that you walk on; she always has. But if you ever..." It was my turn to hold up my hand.
"I would beat the living shit out of myself first." I finished for her.
Ruth grinned at me. "I know Robbie, and that is why I love you. But I needed to say it. With Georgia, I never did, but Amy..."
"I know, Ruth. Trust me, I know. Amy is the most precious thing in the world to me. I thought that what Georgia and my family did to me would haunt me for years. But Amy..." I stopped and gathered my thoughts. "She saved me Ruth," I said, a tear gathering in the corner of my eye.
"I have never told anyone but Amy this," I said, staring off into the night. "But I was bluffing my way through everything while living with Darren and Toni. I was always drunk or training, I felt depressed. I even thought about ending it a few times in a few different ways."
Ruth gasped.
"But the day Amy turned up with Joanna. She saved me," I explained. "From the moment she brought me out of that house, I never again thought of what I would do to myself. Now I just want to be with Amy. I could never hurt her because she's my hero Ruth. You say she worships the ground I walk on, but the feeling is mutual. And I know that she is nothing like Georgia."
Ruth hugged me, wiping away a tear from the corner of her eye and momentarily distracted by movement before I felt a pair of arms wrap around me and lips on the back of my neck.
Amy.
I smiled.
"Good night, you two," Ruth said, smiling as she got into her car. Amy slipped around me until my arm rested on her shoulder. We waved goodbye as she drove off.
[ :::: - ::::]
A couple of months later, I was back in a familiar room on the morning of our wedding. I was back at Darren and Toni's, Amy was at her parent's, and the day dawned bright with few clouds but without too much threat of rain. I rose late, and Darren took me out for breakfast. We were lazy until noon when we showered and shaved; George joined us in a light lunch, then we all got dressed, ready for the photographer to arrive and get a few pre-wedding shots of us guys.
Darren was my best man, with George acting as a groomsman. Once the Photographer arrived, Toni said goodbye heading over to Rayne and Peter's to take her place as bridesmaid along with Ruth.
We took photos and relaxed for another hour while watching a few professional fights. This included Cody's latest in the United States, where he barely won against his opponent.
Later we headed down to the beach for the ceremony, and I was amazed at what the event company we hired had done. The small area of beach we had arranged for the ceremony had been transformed. There was a raised pavilion for the ceremony. Wound around the pillars was ivy and a range of flowers that could be found in and around the gardens of the Gold Coast arranged to highlight the beauty of the natural flora.
There were around a hundred seats laid out sitting on 'beach carpet', a special type of tile that let sand through but was stable enough for women in heals to stand on. Up the centre aisle, a carpet of a rich ocean blue had been laid out from the car park where Amy would arrive to the altar. In the background, the waves crashed quietly against the shore as the tide slowly made its way out towards the low tide mark, which would be about an hour after sunset.
For the first time, I felt nervous. Daren must have sensed it.



"You okay there Robbie?" he said with a grin.
"Yeah, butterflies just hit me, that's all," I replied, trying to return the smile.
As guests started turning up, I pushed down my nerves and started greeting people. It was an interesting mix of people. Our staff from ALRO and ALRO Homes were in attendance, with their significant others coming to around sixty people. This included Amy's overseas staff that she had flown in. I vaguely remember a couple of the Brown's extended families from my wedding to Georgia. Surprisingly, the Gold Coast Mayor and the current state government representative turned up, having been involved with ALRO for some time. I had met the mayor several times with Total Build. He commiserated with me around my departure but smiled from his eyes about my marriage to Amy and working with her in and around ALRO.
"By the way, I've always wondered, what does ALRO stand for?" the state representative asked me as we spoke.
I smiled. Though I suspected, it had taken me months to get it out of Amy; as it was, we were almost a month into our overseas trip before she told me. I leant towards the mayor and spoke in a low, practically conspiratory tone.
"Amy Loves Robbie Other." And I leaned back. For a moment, the career politician just looked at me. I kept the smile plastered on my face.
"No, you're kidding; you mean all these years?" He looked at me, a smile on his doubtful face.
I nodded. As the following guests to be greeted came up to me, he took his wife's hand and shook his head, laughing.
About half an hour before sunset, a limo drove up. I found myself holding my breath; Rayne got out quickly, making her way to the place of honour for the bride's mother at the front; as she came past, she promptly stepped up, kissing my cheek and smiling broadly at me before taking her seat. By that time, I looked up, and Amy was standing at the top of the stairs, her father, Peter, holding her arm, beaming broadly, about to marry off his only biological child.
Amy took my breath away. I think all grooms have that impression when they see the woman they are about to marry. With a bit of guilt, I thought back to my marriage to Georgia, knowing I had a similar feeling. With Amy, though, we had been through both joy and pain in coming together, so a couple of factors magnified the sense.
With Amy, I felt I had someone who wanted me for me, not just what I could give her. Georgia was beautiful, and I know she loved me when we first started dating. But we were in lust with each other before love. I must admit that with my family situation, I had thought a few times that we may have been placed together, feeling now; that my marriage to Georgia was never built on trust and friendship.
The music played, Ruth and Toni preceded Peter and my bride down the aisle.
Amy was gobsmackingly beautiful.
Her plain white strapless satin dress flared out at her hips. Her bridal train flowed almost two meters behind her. It covered her face falling over her eyes and ending at her nose. Her lips had a deep red lipstick on them, and I could see that she had a modest deep blue rouge around her eyes that matched the carpet she walked upon.
The minister spoke, but I barely heard the words as I was scared to breathe looking at her. I continued to stare into her eyes as we somehow managed to speak through our vows.
I was so excited. I felt my chest beating a mile a minute. I was marrying my business partner, my hero, and more importantly, someone I knew deep in my soul was my best friend.
The service continued as we stared at each other. In the background, we smiled as we heard the minister asking if there was anyone who objected to our union and to speak now or forever hold their peace.
Usually, everyone waits a few moments; there are a few sly smiles. Then everyone breathes a half-hearted sigh of relief as the ceremony continues. In our case, as Amy and I stared into the eyes of each other, we were oblivious to the group that had arrived part of the way through the reading of our vows.
"I object!" a voice rang out from towards the back of the crowd that had gathered along with our guests. Most of them were just people passing by that wanted to check out a wedding being held on the beach. But standing in the middle of that crowd was a group that would not leave me alone.
Standing at the front of this group was a pregnant woman who happened to be Amy's half-sister and my ex-wife.
Georgia strode forward, followed by Brad Jr, my mother and father. If I peered back further, I could see Joanna and her fiancé Chris.
The minister, a local pastor by the name of Gordon, cleared his throat. "On what grounds do you object?" Gordon was a good guy, Amy and I had met him thrice before today, and I was pretty sure he had never had an objection at a wedding ceremony before, judging by the look on his face.
Georgia looked at me, a pained expression on her face. "Because it's wrong. He's my husband. He can't marry my sister."
Amy and I looked at each other, raising eyebrows followed by a smirk as a wave of whispering rolled through the crowd. Amy nodded her permission.
"Georgia," I said, turning towards my ex-wife but never letting go of Amy's hand. "We have been divorced for a year now. And separated for almost twice that." I replied. I knew I would get a reaction, so I let her hang herself.
"That doesn't matter, my love," Georgia responded, her voice whiny... desperate... "You're mine, and you always will be. I've put up with you being in that sluts arms for a year, but you need to come back to me." Georgia replied. I watched Brad visibly bristle and my parents pale a little.
Amy and I laughed together. There were a few murmurs through the audience as people began to put two and two together. I glanced at Amy again; she gave me a naughty smile and an almost imperceivable nod. Fuck it, I thought. If they were going to do this, I might as well fire up the nuclear reactor giving everyone a bit of entertainment.
I took a deep breath. "I ceased to be yours the night I came home finding my older brother fucking your ass in my bed." The audience went deathly quiet at that revelation.
"I ceased to be yours as I listened to the two of you demeaning me in bed, talking about how you were going to make me believe the child growing in your belly was mine when you knew it was his..."
Harsh whispers now from the crowd, my family, we're looking a little nervous.
"I ceased to be yours when I found out my family had been hiding your affair from me for three years." I spat suddenly; the fire that Georgia stamped in with failed, and she shrunk back a few steps. My family also suddenly looked very uncertain of themselves.
Whispers got louder though you could still hear a pin drop between breaths.
"I can't be yours because you married my brother after I divorced your cheating, deceitful ass."
More looks.
"And let's not even talk about the fact that the child you are carrying is most likely that of my sister's fiancé and not even your current husband..."
The whispering stopped, and everyone again went silent. Georgia suddenly went pale.
"No, Georgia," I said, continuing my verbal monologue. "No, my betraying family, you have no right to object to my wedding to a pure woman who lifted me out of my depression at being betrayed by those closest to me. None of you has any right to object to me loving a woman who has given me everything she had. Saved herself for me and me alone, never having felt the touch of another man."
I turned and looked lovingly at Amy for a moment, who returned the look. Then I looked back at Georgia, who was now crying. I looked at my parents. My mother was also crying. My father was stoic, and my brother was turning red.
I briefly looked at Rayne, she was staring at Georgia, and her look was mainly based on sadness which appeared to be her default state when my ex-wife was the topic.
"None of you has any right to object to my marriage to Amy, and none of you were invited today. The betrayal you all wrought affects all of us, and I hate that I have had to air our dirty family laundry here above all days, but when will you get it through your thick skulls that I want absolutely nothing to do with any of you!" I finished laying it out.
We stared at them. Amy looked back at George, who nodded and left his place as my groomsman.
"I knew something like this could happen, so I had George prepare accordingly", Amy whispered to me.
"Brad Other, Hattie Other, Brad Other Jr, Georgia Other, Joanna Other," George stated authoritatively. "I have here a restraining order that immediately notes that you are not to purposely be within one hundred meters of Mr Robert Other or, in the next few moments, the new Mrs Amy Other for the next two years. Any knowing violation of this order will result in your arrest."
Amy nodded to her mother, who stood and walked to Georgia. They whispered for a moment, and then both George and Rayne escorted the four of them away. I looked over and noticed that Joanna and Chris were already gone.
It took around another fifteen minutes before we got back to the ceremony. In all that time, Amy had not let go of my hands once. Gordon cleared his throat.
"No with no more objections?" He looked around, and everyone chuckled.
He completed the ceremony, I lifted Amy's veil, and we shared a kiss as everyone, including the random people that witnessed the drama, cheered!
Darren then stood up, letting everyone know that due to a delay, everyone laughed. We would be doing photos on the beach right away, and then we would come back and greet everyone as Mr and Mrs Other.
We took about half an hour for the photos. Amazing shots were taken. The photographer was great. However, there were also some of the saddest pictures you had seen. As we were on the shore smiling and laughing, he managed to get a few photos of us laughing but in the background, quite far down the beach, was my family looking sad and forlorn. Over the years, Amy and I looked at that photo and lamented. It was a tragic situation.
Our honeymoon was spent in Greece, where we enjoyed seeing the sights and eating to excess. We met the locals during the day, dined in the twilight and made love until the early morning hours.
Once we got home, we got back to work. ALRO Homes was growing, and many people asked for our high-end products. One surprising area was farmers asking for single container homes for their properties, replacements for the old shearers' quarters. After a few requests, I had our team design an 'Outback' range geared towards the harsh Australian outback, the red dust and the lifestyle of a property hand. In that first year, once the word got out, we sold more of those units than any others.
As the CEO of ALRO, Amy was always working, but it only took a look for her to reschedule a meeting and spend a few hours with me. In fact, after the first few months of our marriage, she would make sure to come and interrupt me as I was working on some problem or another, not the other way around.
Our first argument was over something we had very differing opinions on. A nuptial agreement. George had prepared the document for us after I asked a few times and discovered that Amy kept cancelling it. We fought tooth and nail over the document one evening, both of us saying things we were not proud of. In a nutshell, Amy didn't want a nuptial agreement. I adored her for that, but I knew she needed legal protection for ALRO.
She screamed at me.
"You know what the company name means?" Amy's voice was a crescendo of emotion. "It means there is going to be no fucking agreement. What's mine is yours, and that is that!"
I argued back, saying I knew that, but she needed protection. The argument spiralled downwards. At one point, Amy insinuated how she now understood how my family felt with my head stuck so firmly up my ass that I couldn't see reason.
We both knew she didn't mean it the moment she said it, but it was said. For a moment, neither of us knew what to say. I looked at her, hurt by her words, even knowing she didn't mean them.
Moments later, I walked out on a sobbing Amy. For the next two hours, I locked myself away in the gym, working out so hard that my knuckles were bleeding. I didn't wrap them before working the punching bag, and I pushed myself well past exhaustion until I passed out.
I came to the gym floor, my head in Amy's lap, her tears staining my shirt. "Robbie, oh Robbie my love, I'm so sorry. Hang in there; an ambulance is on its way." At that point, she looked at me and saw me awake.
"Robbie, Robbie...." She kept moaning, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry", she kept repeating.
They took me to the hospital, checked me out briefly, then released me. In a hyper-emotional state, I just overworked myself physically after working some long hours on ALRO Homes and needed a bit more sunlight.
"I'll sign the agreement baby," Amy said as we snuggled into bed later that evening. "I'm sorry for what I said, it was wrong of me, and I feel horrible."
I kissed her head as she pressed her breasts into my chest, still softly crying.
"It's okay, Amy. I know you didn't mean it." I told her.
"I guess I'm not as perfect in your mind now. I feel... dirty." She said.
"Shhhh, You're as human as the rest of us, I know that. You were right, too. I know I can be a stubborn asshole sometimes. We just had our first real fight that all." I told my wife, holding her close to me. "Amy, you need to know that the nuptial agreement doesn't bother me because I know what's mine is yours and what's yours is mine for as long as we live. I just want the world off our backs if anyone or any of your investors ever asks. I married you, not your money."
"I know, baby," Amy responded as she snuggled into me. "It just felt like I was cheating on you by signing it."
After talking a little more and Amy rubbing herself all over me as we talked, my body started to respond. It didn't take long before we made love, the moonlight streaming into our bedroom, highlighting her body's soft curves and everything I loved about this woman. Afterwards, we were both content, finding peace after our emotional first fight.
The following week, Amy had to make a last-minute three-day trip to New Zealand. It wasn't expected. But a studio was looking to film a new fantasy series in the New Zealand wilderness. ALRO was a significant investor in one of the production houses the studio was looking to use, so Amy was asked to attend a series of meetings supporting the production. Amy had a more challenging time being away than I did that first night. She called me from her hotel in the evening, and we spent hours talking just like we did when she was home.
We did play a little over the video chat, which was fun. Watching your wife play with herself while observing her over an iPad is a bit of fun.
The following night, we didn't get to talk as she had dinner with the production team. But I sent her a text before I went to sleep telling her I loved her and would see her at home the following day.
In the morning, I headed to ALRO Homes, spending most of the day with our crews, ensuring we were meeting our schedules. I delved into meetings, spending time with the admin team reviewing our finances. We were on track to make a tidy profit for the quarter. We estimated it would be ten per cent higher than our projections, so I was happy.
When I got home, though, I started to worry. Amy wasn't home even though she should have gotten home hours ago. I tried calling her phone, and I only got her voicemail.
Over the next hour, I tried calling her on multiple devices through multiple applications. I called the ALRO manager, Maria, in New Zealand, who had not seen Amy since last night at the dinner with clients. I could sense she was a little out of sorts as I spoke to her for the third time, still not having heard anything from Amy.
"Maria, what's going on? What aren't you telling me?" I asked her.
"Nothing Robbie, it's nothing." She said unconvincingly.
I looked out the window, the sun setting over the ocean, and I could feel my panic begin to rise. Where was Amy?
"Bullshit Maria, my wife is missing, and you're not being honest. You need to tell me what's going on before I go to the Police?" I threatened.
The silence on the other end of the line was almost deafening. Then I heard a sigh.
"I don't know how comfortable I am with this, but last night we went out, the studio team, the production company and a few others." Maria started.
"Yes, I know, Amy told me," I said curtly.
"Well, Amy had a few drinks, and one of the production guys. Kurt, I think his name was. Well Kurt was a production manager and spent a lot of time getting all chummy with Amy."
I held my breath, trying not to let my imagination get ahead of me. I started pacing in our lounge room. "Maria?" I said, trying to find the questions I wanted to ask.
"I don't know, Robbie," Maria continued. I think she tried to respond to my unasked question. "Amy didn't look herself for most of the evening. When she got up to leave, Kurt followed her. I didn't see or hear from either of them after that."
Neither of us said anything for a moment. "I'm sorry," Maria said sympathetically.
We spoke for a couple more minutes. Maria told me she was checking with several people but had not heard anything. She had not yet gone to the authorities, but she would if she didn't hear anything within the next few hours.
I could tell that she feared the worst. Maria was at our wedding a few months ago and knew this had to hit me hard after watching the confrontation between myself and Amy's sister.
When I hung up, I almost collapsed onto the couch overlooking the balcony. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I tried to come up with scenario after scenario as to what could have happened as to why Amy would not be talking to me or why she and Kurt would have left, neither of them having been heard from for almost twenty-four hours.
I called Peter and Rayne, then Darren and Toni, to see if they had heard anything from Amy, but none of them had. I called the hotel. They told me that Amy had checked out but could not give me any more information. I tried everything I could think of, but I couldn't find my wife.
I was on hold, having phoned the New Zealand police, when I noticed car lights pass over the glass in the front door, indicating someone was pulling in the driveway.
In a flash, I was out the front, as a very timid Amy, very gingerly, was helped out of the car by the driver. I was at her side instantly as she melted into my arms and started crying the moment she felt my touch. The driver retrieved Amy's bag from the car's boot, looking at me. He gave me a sad smile, and I waved him off before he could say anything.
For her part, Amy clung to my side, not saying anything as I brought her inside and sat her down on the couch with a box of tissues. My wife sobbed, holding me close, never looking into my eyes. I could sense a fear in her that I didn't know how to address.
Inside, as I held her, I felt my heart breaking. My love for Amy far outpaced what Georgia and I once had, but in that moment, I felt I was doomed to be betrayed again. I didn't know if I had the strength to deal with a second betrayal. But I also knew that, unlike with Georgia, my love for the woman in my arms burned just as bright, if not brighter, than before she left.
I decided then that even if the worst had happened, I would forgive her no matter how bad it felt. If my heart had to break to keep Amy happy, I would walk that path.
We had not spoken a word yet, Amy holding me tight. I felt her shake a little, but her hands stayed firmly attached to me like she was afraid I would be gone the moment she let me go.



The minutes passed, and I drew in a breath.
"Amy?" I said, simply looking down at her.
She looked up at me. Her face was a mess, and her usually raven black hair was plastered to her face in several places. Her tears had been staining her cheeks, the neck of her shirt was soaked almost down to her bust and Amy's eyes were covered in ringed red circles.
"Robbie, I... I'm..." and she broke down again, crying.
I let her sob a few minutes more, then leaned forward and grabbed her a few tissues.
"Shhh, my love, here," I said, handing the tissues to her.
She briefly looked at me, then at the tissues in my hand. It was then I noticed the scratches on her arm. They were red and angry, just starting to scab. As she blew her nose, she noticed my frown and followed my gaze.
"Amy, what happened?" I asked quietly.
Amy said nothing for a few minutes, but at least she didn't go back to crying.
"Robbie, I am so sorry," were her first words.
"Sorry? Amy, are you alright?" I felt my panic increase, but not because I felt betrayed.
She shook her head. "No," she whispered quietly.
I wanted to take her into my arms, but I was terrified. My heart was beating faster; I could almost feel it pounding in my ears. What happened? Was she still my wife anymore? Had she cheated on me or could it be something worse?
"Robbie, I don't want to let you go, but would you be able to get me some water while I try to settle myself for a few minutes," Amy asked, fighting with a range of emotions I could not yet understand.
I reluctantly stood, walked to the kitchen, got us both a glass of water, and returned to the couch.
"Thank you," she said modestly, trying to remain calm.
She took a drink, swallowed, looked down at her arm, and then back at me.
"Robbie, this is not going to be easy." She told me quietly. "You may not like me after I tell you this, but I have never lied to you."
I swallowed, but not because I took a drink.
Amy looked me in the eyes and held my gaze for the first time since getting home. I watched as she steeled herself. "Last night, Maria and I went to dinner and drinks with the production house as well as the studio following some very successful meetings." This I already knew; I nodded.
"Dinner was great, but I was missing you. While I was getting ready, I wanted to call you, hear your voice and perhaps play around. I was wet all day after playing with you the night before." She blushed. I said nothing, almost holding my breath, knowing she was leading up to something terrible.
"As we sat down and got into the meal, I began to feel a little ill. I was drinking wine." Amy held up a hand. "I know not my usual drink, but everyone was, so I figured two glasses would be alright." She looked briefly into my eyes before back down at her hands.
"One of the production managers at dinner with us, Kurt, had been flirting with me all evening. I never let it go anywhere, but he was persistent. I think that Maria noticed, but she wasn't going to say or do anything unless I signalled her.
Amy continued, speaking quietly. "I had finished dinner and started feeling really out of it, so after finishing my wine, I apologised to the group that I wasn't feeling well, and since I had an early flight, I gave my goodnights. I didn't hear anyone else leaving the group until a few moments later; I noticed Kurt had followed me, also giving his farewell for the evening.
"I didn't think much of it because everyone was staying in the same hotel. Once we got in the lift, I felt sick as the elevator moved. Then, without asking, Kurt helped me back to my room. I opened the door to my room and ran for the toilet. I barely reached the bathroom door, let alone the toilet. but moments later, I was bringing up everything I had been eating and drinking."
I sat there frowning. I wasn't liking where this was going. Amy noticed my frown, squeezed my hand and kept talking.
"I must have been sitting there for five minutes before I noticed Kurt's hand rubbing my back. At first, it was a nice sensation, but then I realised it wasn't you and there was an almost stranger in my hotel room. Without trying to look worried, I got back up, washed my hands as Kurt watched and walked back into the main room. I thanked Kurt for getting me back to my room, hinting that he should leave. He kept asking if I was alright, then handed me what was obviously, an open water bottle."
Amy was straining to say this, but her eyes met mine, and for the first time, I felt hope that Amy was still mine.
"I felt something was wrong with what just happened, so I put the bottle on the bedside table and tried to usher him out of my room.
"He still wasn't taking the hint, so I asked him to leave my room, as I felt uncomfortable. He turned, walked to the door, but instead of walking through it, he kicked the door jab and pushed it shut."
As I listened, my wife told me how Kurt's demeanour changed as he threw to bolt across the door, turned, coming at her. This asshole Kurt told her that he wanted her, and she was now his bitch. So Amy should get with the program and let him take her. He wanted her from the moment he laid eyes on her. Now they were alone, he would fuck her, and she would be his woman.
My blood started boiling as Amy told me how she screamed, fighting back against Kurt as he tried to corner her. Kurt was a fit Mouri man. She told me how he slapped her at one point, laughing but then cried out when Amy used one of the defence moves I had shown her to crush his foot, followed by his testicles. She immediately ran for the door when he crumpled, screaming for help. Amy managed to get the bolt undone on the door and had been reaching for the door when Kurt grabbed her, throwing her back into the room. She told me how she caught the edge of the desk on her arm, getting the scratches I saw on her arm.
Apparently, Kurt was furious and came at Amy ignoring his crushed gonads. But my wife was no shrinking flower, her husband was a fighter, and she wasn't going to give in without a fight. Amy told me that as Kurt approached her, he jumped to pin her to the ground, but she rolled out of the way. Amy quickly stood, again kicking the big man in the balls, followed by another kick to the head. Kurt was now starting to hurt. Amy was now on the offensive and was winding up for another kick when the room door flew open. Three large security guards roared into the room after someone heard the screaming just as Amy kicked Kurt again.
In the ensuing chaos, security had to restrain a furious Amy. Kurt, now unconscious following Amy's last attack, was taken to hospital while Amy was arrested. She was held for hours and denied due process to make her sweat. Since Amy was Australian, they wouldn't let her call George or me as it was an international call. Her phone had been smashed in the altercation, so she didn't even have Maria's number. The police didn't care who she was or who ALRO was; as far as they were concerned, she was assaulting an unconscious man.
Once Amy got a public defender in the early morning hours, she spent hours more attempting to explain to the wet-behind-the-ears woman that she was defending herself from a potential rapist.
Still, it was almost mid-morning before the police believed her because Kurt, who had woken up in the hospital not long after he arrived, told a story about how Amy had come on to him at dinner and invited him back to her hotel room before he turned her down, and she got violent. The police didn't believe him, but he pointed out how could a small woman fight against someone as big as him unless she got the drop on him.
The police had two conflicting stories, one person in the hospital and some Australian woman that, as far as they were concerned, had to be in the wrong.
What broke the stalemate was Amy falling sick again. They had brought her water and a snack mid-morning, and she was bringing it all back up within the hour. They brought in a doctor who examined Amy, took some blood, interviewed her again, and everyone started believing that she may have been drugged.
This time when she told her story, they listened. The Police returned to the room finding the remains of Amy emptying her stomach in the bathroom, the bottle of water and even skin and blood from Amy's arm on the side of the desk.
She laughed when they asked how she fought back against such a large guy like Kurt.
"My husband is Robbie Other, the MMA fighter who took down Cody McGuiness." One of the police officers knew of the fight. Once it was established that she indeed was the victim, everything started going Amy's way.
In short order, Her public defender ensured that Amy was officially released and taken directly to the airport. No one could raise me. The person dialling got one of the digits wrong in the phone number. So Amy panicked, frightened and alone, chartered a plane home with a promise to return for the trial.
Right before she got on the plane, the police handed her a report. Kurt was arrested for aggravated assault along with several drug and sexual intent charges. The toxicology report they gave Amy showed that her system had been clean of drugs but that she would have been in serious trouble if she had drunk any of that water with the cocktail of chemicals Kurt had laced it with.
"So why were you so sick, Amy? If he didn't drug you, was it food positing?" I asked.
"That's the thing, baby; it wasn't drugs or food poisoning when the test results came back." She told me, still sniffing from telling me the story. "They told me I would have been in danger because I was throwing up because I'm pregnant."
I sat there stunned for a moment, just processing.
Throughout the past day, I had gone from worry to panic, from my life being destroyed again because I had entertained thoughts that Amy was cheating on me. Then I was concerned about someone trying to rape her. Now I was hearing that my wife was pregnant. I must have taken too long to respond.
"Robbie, did you hear me? You're going to be a father," she said, looking at me, concerned.
"I'm going to be a Dad?" I whispered, looking at my wife. She frowned at me.
"Robbie.... Oh no, Robbie," Amy looked at me in a panic. "There is no way that this.... Robbie..."
She started to reach for me, tears in her eyes, thinking of what could just have gone through my brain. I enfolded her in my arms.
"Shhh," I said, "I know, my love, and I am sorry that I had that thought; it's not fair to you."
She cried for a moment, then thumped my chest.
"No, it's not fair, and I curse Georgia forever that she did this to you." She paused, looking up at me. "But I do understand, Robbie. I can tell you, unequivocally, there has never been another man inside me except you. This child is yours!"
That night we went to sleep in each other's arms, professing our love for each other, I kept rubbing her belly, and we fell asleep emotionally spent. In the morning, we made love, then called her parents and followed Darren and Toni, letting them know that Amy was home and safe.
We also called George, giving him the abridged version of what happened. By the end of the day, he had started legal action again the Production House and Kurt directly, sending three of his team over to New Zealand to manage the situation.
"No more last-minute trips without me, okay, honey?" I said as we sat down for dinner that night.
"I'm not going to be travelling, period, moving forward." She said, holding her belly and smiling at me. "Soon, I'll be as big as a barn."
"And a most beautiful barn you will be," I replied, getting a playful punch in the arm.
Over the coming months, we were busy. The production house immediately fired Kurt giving ALRO and Amy very favourable terms to settle out of court. Kurt was released on bail with one of those electronic GPS anklets. We heard that he did get beaten up a few months later, but the culprit was never found.
Amy's belly grew as the months passed, and I loved rubbing it every evening.
Amy was busy with ALRO, but I made her managers take much more of her work as her due date drew closer. Her clients and the team worldwide knew that she wouldn't be travelling for a while, so everyone planned to visit her here in Australia for the next twelve months if it couldn't be done over a video conference.
ALRO Homes was also expanding. With the backing and connections from ALRO, we had put another two teams on. I was also surprised that we often competed with my old workplace, Total Build. It was gratifying that we won three of the four projects over them. In some ways, it validated that I knew what I was doing, that the feelings of worthlessness my family had tried to pile on me were unfounded.
With so much changing quickly in our lives, Amy had Rayne and Peter sign privacy agreements a few months before the baby was born. Of course, they were shocked when they found out their daughter was a multi-millionaire. They were sworn to secrecy that Georgia and my family were not to know anything, that included Amy's pregnancy.
It was a warm August morning, one of the first we had as winter broke when Amy went into labour. After a gruelling nineteen-hour labour, my amazing wife gave me a son. William Other was born, and I knew no pride like it. Amy was worn but delighted to be a mother, and I could not be prouder of my wife. Over the coming weeks settled into life as parents even though sleep was elusive. Newborns!
Darren and Toni became William's godparents. Then, in a surprising move, they moved up to the Sunshine Coast to be nearer to us. They further surprised us by announcing their engagement. The weekend they moved, we had a barbeque at our place with Amy's parents, Darren and Toni, as Amy fussed over William. We had a sense of normality, and it felt good. Family and friends supported us; I know I smiled a lot that afternoon.
About three months later, I was in the office when Cameron, one of our two salespeople, came into my office.
"Hey Boss, what's happening?" he said as he slipped into the chair on the other side of my desk.
I took a sip of my coffee, my eyes hanging out of my head due to lack of sleep. I eyed Cameron, and he just laughed.
"Don't worry; it gets better." He said to me, noticing the look of a new father.
"Does it?" I asked hopefully. In the last week, I had been up with William until three in the morning, giving Amy time to sleep. She was exhausted with breastfeeding, looking after our son and still trying to keep a finger on the pulse at ALRO. I was helping where I could, I wasn't shy about changing a nappy, but Amy was our ringmaster when it came to baby care, and no one would override her. So when I could, I let her sleep.
"Not really," he laughed, "But don't regret a moment of it boss. You'll recall the good and the bad as they get older and learn to laugh at it all." He said as he smiled. Cameron had three kids with his high-school sweetheart.
"What can I do for you today, Cam?" I asked, changing the topic, taking another sip of coffee, feeling the brew wake my synapses.
"Bit of an interesting one boss. You know how we've been having a bit of success in the camping space with those modern container faces?"
"Yes, we're doing quite well. You got another?" I asked, hoping this was another new client conversation.
Cameron shook his head, "No, one of the salespeople from a mob we've been winning against reached out to me yesterday afternoon."
I got a look on my face. I knew... Cameron saw it, but I don't think he understood it, "go on." I told him.
"Well, he calls me up like a totally arrogant son of a bitch," Cameron told me, looking a little pissed off recalling the conversation. "He was trying to get me to believe that he was God's gift to salespeople, telling me how their product is so much better but that since we seem to have luck on our side winning against them so much recently, we should partner with them."
I snorted; I didn't even need to guess who the salesperson was. But I let Cameron continue.
"Honestly, Robbie, the guy was a total tool, but I recalled what you always said of looking for an opportunity in every challenge. So I invited him in two weeks to meet you over coffee and chat. I don't think anything will come of it, but who knows, perhaps they can sell our stuff for us as partners."
Cameron laughed, and I frowned.
He looked at me as I thought for a minute. I got up and paced the room, then turned back to him.
"Cancel the meeting; I'm not interested," I told him.
"Boss?" Cameron looked at me.
"Just confirming, you are talking about Brad Other Jr from Total build, aren't you?" I asked.
"Yeah, how did you... Shit, it's them, isn't it?" I nodded, "and he's...." I again nodded.
While I had not told anyone my background, the industry was tight enough that a few rumours had gotten around. Also, consider that the last name Other was hard to hide because Cameron put the pieces of the puzzle together; I was related to Total Build.
"Consider the meeting cancelled; I'll call and cancel right away," Cameron said, rising from the chair.
"Thanks, Cam." I sighed.
He paused in the doorway, "Shit, don't sweat it, boss. I should have put two and two together. I'm sorry if I brought up bad memories."
I waved him away, "It's all good. Don't stop looking for opportunities. I applaud you for thinking outside the box, but there is no way I'm working with that business or my asshole of an older brother again."
We spoke for a few more minutes, then Cameron headed out, returning about a half-hour later, confirming that he had cancelled the meeting, letting me know he had not mentioned my name. He noted that Brad was upset, trying everything to have the meeting, even promising to bring along my father, Total Build's CEO, to which Cameron politely declined.
I thought that was the end of it. Of course, when it comes to my family, I should have known better.
It was a Wednesday morning two weeks later. Amy and I were walking into ALRO Homes for a few hours, coffee in hand, myself holding a smiling, cheeky William when my past again pushed itself into my life.
"At least now I know why I couldn't get a meeting. The fucking cuck works here." I heard the arrogant voice of my older brother say.
We turned back to the waiting area, having missed the group sitting on the lounges. My father, Brad Jnr and Georgia. Georgia had a baby in a pram and a toddler, I assumed my first nephew, on her lap. Her gaze went the reverse of mine, starting with Amy, then William and lastly myself. When she locked eyes with me, a sadness came across her face as she looked at me holding my son.
Of course, my older brother Brad did nothing but glare at me after his opening statement.
"I see your professionalism has not improved over the years," I responded. "You are still a total disappointment, but yes, you are correct. I am the reason you didn't get your meeting."
Brad took a breath to give me a snappy retort, but before he could say anything, my father put his hand out, stopping what I'm sure would have been an eloquent statement.
"Robert, When Brad had the meeting cancelled, we thought we would still take the chance and drive up to meet with Cameron and your boss. ALRO Homes has been taking more and more of our market over the last year, and we hoped we could partner.
"Now, seeing you," he continued, a snarky tone edging into his voice. "I have to ask, are you so petty as to push your owner to take our already suffering business?"
While I don't like my father and everything he supported in happening to me, I will have to give him points for trying to be professional. It had to cost him a lot of emotional control. I could see his mind trying to reassess the meeting he thought he could get. He had reinvigorated a few social interactions since I moved on.



I sighed, "No. As much as you have done to me, declared yourself my enemy, sued me for unfounded actions, I have not actively looked at any opportunities to take work away from Total Build. After winning most of those bids, I was happily surprised when we discovered that we were competing against you."
"But you're still taking fucking work away from us!" blurted out Brad Jr.
I laughed. William was still in my arms and looked up at me, smiling when he heard me laughing. Without a word, I handed William over to Amy, who was standing and watching. I leaned over, kissed her, asking quietly if she would take William into the office and out of this confrontation.
She kissed me back, smiled, then looked over at her sister before grinning further, walking away with our son on her hip. On the way past the reception desk, she gave our receptionist a look. The receptionist stood following Amy, leaving me along with my family and ex-wife.
"So, what is it that you want?" I asked my father, crossing my arms over my chest.
He studied my face, his demeanour changing now he had me alone. "I want to speak with your boss, the owner of ALRO Homes. I want to talk with him man to man and tell him that my deceitful son is taking our clients. I want to tell him that you're a disgrace to the industry and have nothing to do with us. I will tell him that if he fires you and works with us, we will make much more money together than he ever could with you. When I speak with him, I will bring the full force of my family to bear, showing him that you are nothing. I will see you, along with that whore of a wife and bastard of a son you have, are living in the gutter as I told you I would."
I raised both eyebrows smirking. I wondered if he was losing his sanity as he got older and things just didn't go his way. He took a breath and kept going.
"You think you have the upper hand here, boy, but you don't. I have years of experience, and while you think this business is doing well, when I talk with your boss and owner. And make no doubt that I will, now I know you work here. I will make them see that MY experience and MY team will far outperform anything YOU can provide!"
My father smiled the smile of someone who was just hanging onto reality.
"When I talk with them, they will easily see everything you learned from me. I can do it better, faster and for more profit than you can. I will see you bankrupt and thrown out of here. ALRO Homes will throw you away, and you will again beg me to give you the scraps from my table."
He delivered the rant with a passion bordering on maniacal. It came across as utterly desperate. The problem was what had become absolute hatred of me in his mind clouded his better business judgement.
"So...' I asked. "If that's what you're going to do, what makes you think I will allow you to talk to the owner of ALRO Homes?" I took a smug sip of the coffee in my hands.
"You have no choice," my father replied, returning the smile. "Now I know you're here. I will start a campaign against you. I will take you apart piece by piece. I will meet with them and ensure they understand who and what you are."
I laughed in his face. "So let me get this straight. You're willing to lie, sow distrust and generally be a prick. Do you hate me that much because I wouldn't go along with being cuckolded by the fuckwit and the slut standing beside you? By the way, is that my niece in that pram, or does it belong with Chris?" I smirked.
No one said anything. I laughed as it told me it wasn't a blood relation.
"It doesn't matter," My father snapped back at me. "Brad is raising Colleen, which is exactly what you should have done."
I looked at all of them, and I felt a tiny sympathy for my older brother for the first time. He had been cuckolded by another man and now had to raise another man's child. Brad Jnr, for his part, looked embarrassed, as did Georgia, as they followed the exchange between my father and I.
I laughed again but held up my hand a second later as the three started to bristle.
"Sorry, but I find the entire situation ironic. For that alone, I'll let you meet with both the owners for a couple of minutes," I told my father. "I don't think you will have much chance to convince them with your obvious lies, but it should be entertaining at the very least. Just give me a couple of moments to arrange it."
I don't think they expected that, but without saying another word, I turned, walking into the back office as they sat back down, whispering. I don't think they anticipated me to give in to their demands. Just inside the door, Amy was sitting in an office chair, feeding William while talking with Jenny, our receptionist.
"I've told everyone to come in through the warehouse entrance this morning while..." Jenny looked at Amy then back to me, hesitating. "While your family are in the reception area."
"It's all good, Jenny," I responded, smirking at my wife. "I've agreed to let them spend a few minutes with the owners of ALRO Homes. I told them I'd let them plead their case as to why I should be fired for being incompetent, then why ALRO Homes should partner with Total Build with their years of experience..."
Amy looked at me funny for a moment, then smiled.
"You're having fun with this, aren't you?" she asked.
"Yep." I smiled back.
"Robbie, you realise if we do this, your family and even Georgia might put two and two together about our situation?" she frowned.
I sighed, "Yeah, Brad wouldn't, but Dad might. Are you worried about the ownership of ARLO becoming public?"
Amy sat and thought for a moment. She moved under her breastfeeding shawl, suddenly holding William, and gently burped him.
She shook her head, "Now that we are married and have William, not like I used to. But thinking about it, even if your father figured out the connection to ALRO, it doesn't mean that he will figure out that I am the owner. He will likely think I work there and used my influence to get us started."
"Perhaps," I said, "Anyway, how about we get Cameron? He can introduce us?"
"Good idea." My wife said, grinning.
Not five minutes later. Cameron walked out, greeting my father, my brother along with Georgia. Moments later, Amy and I walked out holding hands, the three interlopers frowned.
"Everyone," Cameron said, "I would like to introduce you to the owners of ALRO Homes, Robbie and Amy Other. These two are some of the best company owners I have ever met and some of the most switched-on people I have ever encountered."
"Fuck." Brad swore, looking at the room with renewed eyes. "You own this place. How? it has got to be worth millions?"
Amy spoke in a very professional tone, "This facility is worth about two point five million. Our other facility is worth a little over three million. In the last twelve months, in our maiden year, ALRO Homes have a turnover of just over fifteen million with an eight per cent profit margin. As you know, our product is gaining a reputation for extreme quality in the market. Thanks to our CEO, our timeframes are always met, and our investors are thrilled with the growth they see in ALRO homes."
"Investors?" Brad Jr queried.
"Yes, investors." I replied, "ALRO Homes has external investment, and our investment team jumped at the chance to get us set up once we had our business plan in place. Even today, they have an input into our development, helping establish connections and giving us crucial guidance. At the moment, we are looking into a large degree of expansion over the next few years. This means new products, new markets and an approach that makes our product look superior to anything, anywhere in the world. That includes anything that Total Build can produce."
My brother just looked at me. Georgia's eyes were wide as she tried to keep her son busy, But my Dad scowled.
"You little fuck," my father suddenly spat. "So you think you're funny because you own this hovel. Are you that good that you can fuck this family over? Well, you can shove your little company up your ass until the sun doesn't shine. Do you think we've come at you so far? I'm going to ruin you!"
"Seriously Dad." I said, using his fatherly title in conversation with him for the first time in years. He stopped hearing me say that. "Look, in all these years, you rant and rave, you cry about how I should have just gone on with life under your thumb. You've threatened me repeatedly that you'll 'ruin me' availing yourself of nothing but wasting your time and money.
He started to reply, but I interrupted, tired of them.
"Shut your pie hole, old man," I snarled suddenly, making them all look at me. "Have I taken Total Builds market share? Hell yes I have, and your idle threats are just that. Idle.
"Each threat you make, I respond to before you can get traction, but I don't need to tell you because you'll never see me coming."
"You once told me I should have accepted being cuckolded by one of the dumbest fuckwits in the world," I said, glaring at my older brother. My brother didn't comprehend. I'm sure he was still trying to get the concept; I was a CEO.
I kept going at my father; our gazes met as I continued my verbal barrage.
"You demanded that I accept a whore for a wife that not only got pregnant with my brother's baby while married to me but also had the child of her sister-in-law's fiancé after a swinger's party. Can you, for one moment, put your hatred of me aside, quit playing your little power trip game, and look at things from the outside for once.
"Get over yourself and understand that from the outside looking in, all of you look like a huge incestuous gang bang society.
"And while you feign hurt at what I did, you now have less than twenty per cent of the total accessible market you had before everything happened. You have had to move houses three times in two years to keep the doors to the business open. Any quality builder on the Gold Coast steers clear of you as they don't know when they will get paid. I also know you are on your final notice to keep your Bunnings Trade account up to date, or you lose access to those resources."
My father's eyes went wide.
"Yes, Dad," I said, emphasising the word. "I'm not stupid like your other idiot son. I've kept an eye on Total Build over the years since I left. I put a lot of effort into that place, and despite my feelings towards all of you, I am sad to see the place fallen so far."
"Fuck you, cuck!" my brother retorted. "We would have been fine if you didn't start taking our work."
I laughed, "Listen Brad, aside from the fact I need to get you a mirror to show you a cuck," I shook my head.
My brother was raising another man's baby as his own, and he wanted to call me a cuck when I walked away from that same scenario with the same woman no less. I took a glance at Georgia, who was trying to avoid looking at anyone while playing with her son and rocking her daughter backwards and forwards in the pram.
I couldn't help it. It was time to show them I knew much more than they thought.
"But even before we started ALRO homes, your market share had dropped by over thirteen per cent. From a sales perspective, I would assume that the deals you have on the table are thanks to our father bringing his 'experience' to the table and not your ability to sell. How many of your deals did I fix before I left?"
We all looked at each other for a few moments awkwardly.
Dad appeared to recover some of his blusters.
"Listen Robert. I want you to back off. I want you to leave our business alone. Today I came here thinking we may be able to partner, but knowing you own this place, I don't think I could partner with such a disappointment. But now the gloves are off. You're public enemy number one. I'll see this place ruined, you homeless, and your children cursing you into the grave."
I shook my head. He was still delusional. He stood and turned to leave but wanted a parting shot at me.
"You could have avoided all of this, Robert; you could have been happy, You could have had Georgia and your own kids by now, but now I'm going to see to your misery."
He obviously didn't see Amy, and I walk in happily with William.
"I guess...." I started to say, but Amy held up her hand.
"Listen Brad," my wife said, talking for the first time in the conversation. "You have just threatened us, again. You have made promises again and again. But look around you. You see all that ALRO Homes is. You must have some idea of our backing, that we are three times what Total Build was at its peak, and that is when my husband worked for you making your lives easy because he did the work.
"You should know that you need to get your head out of your own ass. This is the second time I have heard you threaten us with the equivalent of thermo-nuclear war. You are already in violation of a restraining order. You also need to know that our reception security cameras have recorded this entire conversation, so we will be forwarding it to our lawyer. I think you've met George."
My father was startled for a moment as he recalled his last dealings with George. He lost badly. The matter brought before the court was dismissed before my father could even submit testimony.
Amy continued, her voice taking on the hard edge of the ALRO CEO. "If we receive even one single threat. If ARLO Homes feels threatened or gets any bad publicity from an unknown source... Know that our investigators are very, very good. If we find that Total Build or yourselves are involved, we will reciprocate. Know your ass will be hurting from the fucking we give you before you can turn your head and cough at your next prostate exam.
"Don't test us, Brad. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to go and check on our son and make sure that he knows how much his parents love him." She again turned and kissed me. "See you inside, dear. Cameron, let's let Robbie take out the trash today."
With that, Amy walked back into the offices with Cameron, leaving me with my family and ex-wife. I have to say the expression on their faces was worth the price of admission. All three jaws could easily have been on the floor.
"Well, you heard her," I said, smiling. Never mess with my wife. "Time for you to leave."
I was ready for anything. My father still had a wild look in his eyes, my older brother while a dumb as a fence post, sorry I'm insulting fence posts there. Well, Brad had a strange wild look in his eyes too.
Dad looked at me another moment, snorted, turned on his heels and walked out without another word. Brad Jnr turned, trying to act like our father, starting to walk around me, but stopped, looked at me, turning the other way to keep out of my reach. I smirked. I suppose even stupid people can learn. Georgia passed him Brad Jr the second, father and son walking out saying nothing leaving just Georgia and me.
Georgia rocked the pram with her daughter backwards and forwards for a moment. But then Georgia she started picking up toys. I just stood there, arms crossed. At one point, she picked up a book and looked at me, a tear in her eye.
"I'm sorry, Robbie," she said simply.
"Sorry Georgia? what are you sorry about?" I asked. I wasn't quite angry; the years had somewhat dulled that sensation about her.
She looked over at the security camera in the corner, then shrugged.
"If it weren't for me, you would still be a family. None of them will say it, but they all blame me and treat me like a social pariah if we're not in public. I don't think your parents would even talk to me if I didn't have the kids."
She pulled a tissue and wiped her eyes.
"Look at the way they just walked out on me now. Most of their anger is directed at me as much as they spit venom at you. Your father treats me like filth. Your brother barely acknowledges me. Your sister slaps me almost every time she sees me; honestly, neither of them like each other very much. About the only thing holding them together is your mother. She is desperate, Robbie. She misses you so much. She also blames me for being such a slut..."
She glanced up at me with a wan smile.
"Yes, Robbie, I can admit it. I have been a slut. I do not deserve you. I fucked Brad behind your back and gave birth to a child that wasn't yours. For that alone, I am forever tainted with the scarlet letter. But then I fucked your sister's fiancé. It didn't matter at the time that I had her permission. That I got pregnant by him is all she needs to hate me."
I understood at that moment, that Georgia was broken. She looked into my eyes, sorrow etched across her features.
"And look at you," she said, trying to change the topic. "A successful business owner doing much better than your family's company ever did."
"You also married a beautiful woman." She said more quietly.
She hesitated, seeing me ready for an attack. "Yes, Robbie, I know Amy. She always had a crush on you from the moment we started dating. She never had eyes for anyone else, so it does not surprise me that you are married to her. I can understand that happening the moment I threw you away."
She was crying now, softly, but I just stood there. She neither asked for nor received help.
"And you have your son now," Georgia said. "Something I had denied you. But if it makes you feel any better, seeing him in your arms this morning felt like a knife pushing into my gut. Knowing that should have been me giving you that experience. But knowing I was too selfish, slutting myself out."
Georgia sniffed, and there was an awkward moment of dead air before she continued, picking up the nappy bag and hooking it over the pram.
"Robbie, I am not happy. The only reason I haven't done something drastic is my children," she gave me a small smile. "I am miserable except for them and living in a kind of hell treated like shit by everyone around me. If that gives you some small matter of satisfaction, then I give it to you gladly as compensation for what we have put you through."
"Georgia..." I started to say, moved by what came across as remorse.
"No Robbie," she held up her hand, "I don't want your sympathy. I just want you to know. Your family are nothing without you... I am nothing without you..."
She finished with a whisper. "Don't let your father get away with anything. Despite Amy's warning, I fear the hate they have against you to hide their failures will override any logical thinking."
She started pushing the pram towards the door and stopped as the sliding door opened for her, looking back at me.
"Robbie Other, you are the kindest man I have ever met; you are intelligent, hardworking and honest. My sister is the luckiest woman on the planet." She looked at me. "Treat her right, Robbie. She may not like me, but I still love her, almost as much as I still love you..."
Then Georgia once again walked out of my life. I must have stood there for five minutes before I felt Amy's arms encircle me.
"She's right. I am the luckiest woman on the planet."
I turned and kissed my wife, "and I am the luckiest man."
Over the next few months, we heard a few rumours about our product, and suddenly Total Build was also trying to bid for every piece of work we were. George quickly quashed the rumours because we knew where they came from. In retaliation to Total Build's bidding for our work, I made sure that ALRO Homes looked at every project that could compete with Total Build seriously. If there was a decent margin in it, we went for it; if not, we let them have the scraps from our table.
We also had the first trip Amy took overseas since the New Zealand incident and William's birth. He was now pretty much weaned, and I could feed him what breastmilk he was drinking from the supply Amy gave me. The night before she left, Amy and I made love most of the night, falling asleep satisfied in each other's arms. William and I saw Amy off at the airport, and I double-checked her security escort while she was in the air.



I was nervous for those first few days, and I think Amy was too, but she came home ten days later, and both of us were relieved. Amy admitted that she got nervous whenever someone came up to her while eating dinner but was relieved to have security around her.
We made love often, and I must admit that I loved drinking the milk from her breasts while she rode me in bed. She would often orgasm, grinding herself on me as my manhood was pressed against her cervix squirting milk all over me as she came causing me to release into her simultaneously. Afterwards, she would cling to me as we whispered sweet nothings to each other, falling asleep. It was this that led to us finding out in early May the following year that we were going to be parents again.
We were both ecstatic, but Amy was much more emotional this time and had huge mood swings. One evening she came with Darren, Toni and me to one of my non-professional fights and just about took the head off my opponent after the bout for an illegal move that he made during the fight. Then she started tearing me a new asshole for not covering myself enough. Later on, after Toni had settled her down, she was very apologetic and again later that night in bed as she gave me a toe-curling blowjob as part of her apology.
A little after the six-month mark of her pregnancy, Darren and I had an overnight training camp for a June fight I was preparing for. It was another professional fight, and Darren, Toni and Amy had encouraged me to go for it. Amy was trying to make it up to me for her earlier hormonal outburst at my last fight.
I kissed Amy heading out the door with Darren for our drive down to northern New South Wales, about a six-hour drive away. Toni and Amy were going to hang out because they were both pregnant. Yep, Darren and Toni were having a child. They didn't tell anyone until out of the first trimester. However Toni felt her biological clock ticking, so they started trying. They were lucky to conceive naturally as Toni had some health issues in her late teens, but it happened, and Darren was over the moon, but like my own wife, while happy, Toni's emotions were all over the place. We loved our girls like no tomorrow, but a couple of days away to train was precisely what we both needed.
Arriving at the camp, we were part of a group of twelve undertaking the two days intensive. They worked us from dusk to dawn on weights, cardio and stretches that, unless you were fit to begin with, would break the average man.
Coming home we were exhausted, happy, but exhausted. I was looking forward to a relaxing evening with our girls, perhaps a drink, snuggling, and maybe a little loving with my wife. What we got was nothing like that.
"Ladies, we're home," I said happily as Darren and I walked through the door.
"You fucking bastard, what the fuck do you think you're doing here? Get the fuck out of here!" my wife screamed at me.
"Amy. Honey, wha..." I tried to say but was cut off.
"Don't you honey me, you disgusting cheating piece of shit. How could you, how could you do this to me." She screamed while at the same time melting into tears. Toni stood behind her arms crossed over her pregnant belly.
I was in shock. In all our time together, Amy had never spoken to me with such anger. Sure, we had our fights, but we always talked it through.
"Amy, I don't know what's going on," I said.
"Robbie, I thought I knew you all these years. How could you?" Toni said in an unfriendly voice that was also tingeing with anger.
"Toni, Amy, what are you talking about? What happened?" I said, looking at Darren, but he had no more idea than I did.
"You fucked her behind my back. That's what you bastard." My wife moaned more anguish in her voice than anger now.
"What, I did what.... Who?" I asked; something was going on here that I didn't know.
"Toni, take a step back. What's happening?" Darren asked. "Robbie and I have been at the camp for the last two days, it was all guys, and there was no hanky panky at all, no time for it."
"Darren, you stay out of this," Toni said, her eyes never leaving mine. "If you helped or assisted Robbie in any way, the only love you'll get from now on is your hand."
Now I was getting pissed. I was being accused of something I never did by two people that should know me better than anyone.
"Toni, Amy, tell me right now what the fuck is going on," I demanded.
I think it snapped Toni out of whatever world she was in for the first time because her anger lost an edge to it.
"You're not sleeping with Georgia?" her eyes held a question.
"What?" I exclaimed. "Why in the world would I be sleeping with my ex-wife? You all know how much I dislike her."
"Then how do you explain this," Toni said while Amy cried, still staring daggers at me.
Toni stood and went and got Amy's phone; Amy looked at me in absolute anguish as she unlocked the phone. Toni opened Amy's email and a message from someone called a concerned observer.
The email went:
To Amy Other,
I am sorry to be the one to tell you this. However, your husband, Robert Other, is having an affair with your sister and his ex-wife, Georgia. This has been going on since they came to visit you months ago. I know you won't believe me, but they have been meeting regularly and please find the attached photos and videos to prove it.
Yours Sincerely
A concerned citizen.
Attached to the email were several photos and even a couple of short videos. In those photos, you could see Georgia naked and posing. In a few of them, you could see Georgia spread wide and pictures of my cock, because it was my cock, fucking her. The short video showed me doing Georgia doggy style and her groaning at how much she loved taking my cock. The final picture showed Georgia and me smiling at the camera, my cum all over her face and breasts.
"Amy, it's..." I started.
"It's not what it looks like, right dear husband." Amy snapped at me.
"Look, Amy I can explain." I tried to say.
Amy, in whatever state she was in, wasn't hearing it. She was only hearing the old cheaters' cliches, not that the truth was buried beneath it all.
"Is that you in those photos?" She hissed through clenched teeth.
"Yes, it is, but...." I tried to say.
"GET OUT!" She screamed, "GET THE FUCK OUT!" she broke down hysterically.
"Amy!" I tried to say as she collapsed to the ground.
"How could you, Robbie, after everything they put you through? How could you do this to Amy!" Toni said as Amy continued to collapse.
"Toni, it's not what it looks like." I looked at Darren. He was torn between seeing the email with the photos and trying to back me. "It's not. It's truly not." I was pleading, and I felt like shit because I was sounding like I was sprouting words directly from the cheater's handbook, which I was, but in this case, I wasn't.
"Just go. Leave Robbie," Amy wept.
My world fell apart again.
[:::: End of Part III ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thank you for reading Part Three of the Nuclear Family. So much drama in this one. Now before you sharpen your knives about the legal scenes around New Zealand, I'm writing this as a story. I am well aware that the NZ authorities would not have put Amy on the first plane out of the country. But I took the author's prerogative to get a distraught wife home to her husband.
I also enjoyed writing the ending scene. I wrote this scene and the next one together when putting together the complete story. I think we all know that trust, cheating and drama all fall in a wired triangle, but add in two pregnant ladies and things are likely to go sideways quickly in a story written by your truly.
I can tell you that the next part of the story will be submitted in the weekly schedule, so not long to wait.
Regards
John Other
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Welcome to the final part of The Nuclear Family. If you haven't read them, please check out Part I, Part II, and Part III before jumping into the final instalment.
I enjoy writing exaggerated drama in my stories. Emotional turmoil is often a driver of both our society's successes and more so, our failures. In writing stories like this, I find it a lot better than going up to someone in real life and screaming in their face, and I hope for you, the reader, you see both the anguish written and the resolution wrought helpful in your own emotional journey.
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Let's read, and I hope you enjoy the conclusion to The Nuclear Family.
[:::: End of Part III ::::]
Toni stood and went and got Amy's phone; Amy looked at me in absolute anguish as she unlocked the phone. Toni opened Amy's email and a message from someone called a concerned observer.
The email went:
To Amy Other,
I am sorry to be the one to tell you this. However, your husband, Robert Other, is having an affair with your sister and his ex-wife, Georgia. This has been going on since they came to visit you months ago. I know you won't believe me, but they have been meeting regularly and please find the attached photos and videos to prove it.
Yours Sincerely
A concerned citizen.
Attached to the email were several photos and even a couple of short videos. In those photos, you could see Georgia naked and posing. In a few of them, you could see Georgia spread wide and pictures of my cock, because it was my cock, fucking her. The short video showed me doing Georgia doggy style and her groaning at how much she loved taking my cock. The final picture showed Georgia and me smiling at the camera, my cum all over her face and breasts.
"Amy, it's..." I started.
"It's not what it looks like, right dear husband." Amy snapped at me.
"Look, Amy I can explain." I tried to say.
Amy, in whatever state she was in, wasn't hearing it. She was only hearing the old cheaters' cliches, not that the truth was buried beneath it all.
"Is that you in those photos?" She hissed through clenched teeth.
"Yes, it is, but...." I tried to say.
"GET OUT!" She screamed, "GET THE FUCK OUT!" she broke down hysterically.
"Amy!" I tried to say as she collapsed to the ground.
"How could you, Robbie, after everything they put you through? How could you do this to Amy!" Toni said as Amy continued to collapse.
"Toni, it's not what it looks like." I looked at Darren. He was torn between seeing the email with the photos and trying to back me. "It's not. It's truly not." I was pleading, and I felt like shit because I was sounding like I was sprouting words directly from the cheater's handbook, which I was, but in this case, I wasn't.
"Just go. Leave Robbie," Amy wept.
My world fell apart again.
[:::: The Nuclear Family - Part IV ::::]
Standing there watching my pregnant wife sob, I just wanted to explain. I wanted to hold her. I desired to take the pain of what I knew she was feeling away. But as Darren and I stood there looking at Toni, who was trying to comfort Amy while staring daggers at me, my logical mind knew it was useless. Neither of the pregnant ladies in front of me would listen to reason.
Even Darren, who I would call my closest friend, bar Amy, was doubting my innocence based on what he had just read and seen on Amy's phone.
"Common Robbie," Darren said, just about dragging me by my ear like a petulant child out and back to his car. Within five minutes, we were down the road at our local pub. I followed him inside, tail between my legs, defeated. Despite our training and strict diet regime leading up to a professional fight, Darren bought us a couple of rums and almost slammed them down in front of me.
"Alright, explain." He stated; it was a demand, not a request. I could see anger on his face. Darren had seen the pictures and video on Amy's phone of me naked with Georgia, my ex-wife. It was evident that it was me. The email stating I was having an affair with Georgia was topping it off and adding fuel to the fire.
"Darren," I sighed. "You should know that I would never cheat on Amy. After what Georgia put me through, you should know that, hell, all three of you should know that."
As I said it, I took a sip on my rum, my emotion at feeling panicked about Amy's breakdown giving way to a bit of anger as the gears started processing in my mind.
"Then what about the email, those pictures, that video?" He asked me, still angry but listening as he watched the kaleidoscope of emotions begin to play across my face.
"Darren," I said, looking at my friend. Yeah, I was feeling a little embarrassed, he had seen me naked in a sexual encounter a few minutes ago, but I knew I had to be truthful.
"Have you and Toni never taken a few private pictures or videos of yourselves?" I asked. "After all your years together, can you tell me that on your phone, there are no pictures of her tits and ass that are for your viewing alone?"
He looked at me for a moment, caught out by the question. For a moment, he looked thoughtful.
"Of course there are," he snorted embarrassingly. "But they are mine and Toni's private pictures. But the email and those pictures, Amy just got them..."
"Darren," I said, interrupting him before he spun back into the wrong way of thinking. "I know each of those pictures. They are almost a decade old. But think of who I was married to back then. I thought I was happily married to Georgia at the time..." I said. I watched his face; it took a moment.
He processed what I said, then swore, his anger suddenly redirected away from me, "son of a bitch."
"Yeah," I said, nodding my head. "I am the one in those photos. They were private pictures of Georgia and me. Now I think my family is using them to break up my marriage to a woman I love more than life itself."
Neither of us said anything for a moment; we both sipped our drinks, lost in our thoughts.
"Robbie, I'm sorry," Darren said apologetically. "I didn't want to believe it, but it makes sense. I can see how Amy and Toni... I can see how they wouldn't think of that."
I shrugged, "They are two very pregnant, hormonal women. Without insulting them, I don't know that deductive reasoning is always front of mind."
We spoke for a couple more minutes, the anger building that someone, most likely someone in my family, had sent pictures and videos that were very private to Amy. Darren sent a text to Toni and Amy.
[ I've spoken at length with Robbie. He is correct in that it isn't what it appears. Those are images from when he was married to Georgia. He is NOT having an affair. He loves Amy. ]
We sat for a few more minutes finishing our drinks, I still felt like shit for what my past was doing to Amy.
Darren sighed, putting his phone back into his pocket. "Common Robbie, let's get you back up to the house and sort this mess out."
As we were walking out the door, my phone rang. I was relieved to see it was Amy. I expected to hear relief following Darren's text message, but I got panic.
"Robbie?" Amy started. She sounded mere moments away from hysteria.
Thinking she was still winding down from earlier, I talked in the most calming tone possible. "I'm here, my love. I'm coming home and will explain it all."
"Robbie, I'm scared," Amy said; I could hear she was giving everything to try and hold herself together.
"It's okay, baby, I'm coming. I'm sorry that you saw..." I started, she interpreted.
"Not that Robbie, um, Robbie, I'm bleeding, help me?" she pleaded. I now heard the note of desperation in her voice; it had nothing to do with pictures.
Before she could finish the sentence, I took off at a sprint, bypassing the car and running straight up the hill. Darren was instantly at my heels, knowing something was very wrong.
"I'm coming Amy!" I almost yelled. I looked at Darren, who was running beside me. People parted without question, seeing two large, very fit men running at speed along the sidewalk was enough to get them to step aside, and nothing was going to stop me from getting to Amy. "Darren," I almost yelled. "We need an ambulance at home now. I'm on the phone with Amy, and she's bleeding."
"Shit," he swore, immediately pulling his phone out, dialling 000 emergency.
A couple of minutes later, I was in the door and running straight to the bathroom. Amy was seated on the floor with a thin line of blood between her legs.
I rushed straight to her, wrapping her in my arms, letting her know that an ambulance was on its way.
"I don't care if you're cheating on me. I love you, Robbie; I need you even if you don't love me." She sobbed, her earlier anger going into grief. "Our Baby..." she exclaimed.
"Is going to be fine," I told her. "Amy, I am not cheating on you."
"But..." she started, and I put my finger to her lips.
"Those photos are years old from when I was married to your sister; someone is bending the truth. I am not, nor will I ever cheat on the most perfect woman I know." I told her, kissing her on the head as the flashing lights of an ambulance came through the bathroom window. Amy relaxed a little.
Moments later Darren led the ambulance crew to the bathroom. After some quick check-ups, Amy was loaded up, and both of us were transported to the local hospital, Darren and Toni following close behind with William.
Being a bleeding pregnant woman, she was given a high priority at the hospital, and it wasn't long before she was admitted. As the doctor examined her, I was standing outside the curtain when Darren and Toni came in. Darren was holding a sleepy William. A very coy Toni came straight to me and hugged me. Then Darren handed my son to me, who immediately snuggled into me and sighed contented. I tried not to squeeze him too hard.
"Robbie, I am so sorry," Toni said very contritely. "I mean, we saw the email with those photos and never thought to question anything. Darren told me the truth. I am so so sorry."
"It's alright, Toni, really it's alright; none of us could have anticipated something like that. Right now, I need to make sure Amy and the baby are all right; retribution on those trying to screw with my life will come later."
We spoke for a few more minutes before the doctor pulled back the privacy screen.
"Mr Other, your wife and baby are fine. She had a minor bleed from the lining around her uterus. The cause sounds like stress caused by your events this evening." He looked at me a moment. "I'm sorry, but your wife told me the highlights to help with diagnosis."
I looked over at Amy. She blushed about the same time that I did.
"Mrs Other is out of immediate danger," the doctor continued. "And your baby is in perfect health. But there will be a lot of bedrest from now until delivery, so there is no further strain on mother or baby. That means now strenuous activity."
The doctor and I spoke for a few more minutes. Then he left us, and we all gathered around Amy. I brought William over to say hello to his mother, then we agreed that Darren and Toni would take William to the late-night hospital café to give us a few minutes.
I sat beside Amy's hospital bed, immediately reaching out to hold her hand. She was hooked up to two monitors. The first showed her heart rate, the second a fetal heart monitor showing our baby's heartbeat. Her hand latched onto mine the moment it was offered.
"They want to monitor both of us for a few hours before anything..." she started, then squeezed my hand as I stared at her belly.
"Baby, I am so sorry," my wife told me sadly. "I saw those photos after reading the email. You were naked with Georgia. I didn't think, I just read then email, then opened the attachements. From there I just assumed... I mean the email and then seeing it... And I felt like you could leave me, that you may not love me..."
I hugged her gently, "Amy Grace Other, I love you more than life itself. What I had with Georgia is not even a fraction of what we have; my marriage to her is like a faded memory. I'm embarrassed that anyone saw them, but those photos were taken when Georgia and I were together. They are just like our private photos and videos."
"I know that now Robbie. I'm sorry, I just got upset." She then looked at me, "Are there any more than what was sent to me?" she asked.
"Yeah, a few; I mean, Georgia is not as photogenic or beautiful as you," we smiled at each other. "But yeah, there are likely a few dozen more photos and a couple more videos out there. I'm sorry, Amy. I deleted them off my phone not long after we started dating. The last time I looked at them was perhaps three months before I found Brad and Georgia together. It never entered my mind that someone else might have them or that they would use them against us.
"I am so embarrassed that Darren, Toni, and you saw my intimate photos with someone other than you."
"You mean you want them to see our intimate photos instead." She said tongue and cheek, a smile creeping over her face for the first time since I arrived home.
I laughed, "no way, your body is mine, just as I am yours."
She looked at me seriously, "Robbie?"
"Yes?"
"Can you take out your phone for me?"
"Sure baby; why?"
"This is why." As I opened my phone, she lifted her shirt showing me her pregnant breasts. She held the top-up. "Please, baby, take a photo before someone comes in."
I smirked, as she grinned back at me while I took a couple, satisfied, she put her shirt down. Fortunately, it was just as Darren and Toni came back with William. Our son was awake now and wanted to sit with his Mum. Darren gave me a look. "Did we interrupt something?"
"Kinda," I smirked a reply.
They stayed for another twenty minutes agreeing to take William home, agreeing to stay at our place for the night when the doctor returned to recheck Amy. I held her hand as he examined her, We all sighed when he pronounced the bleeding had stopped. But, he explained, he would like to monitor her overnight. I stayed in the chair beside the bed that night as Amy fell asleep.
It was perhaps three in the morning when Amy woke and started swearing like a sailor.
"Fuck it, fuck it all, I'm gonna kill that fuckwit." She screamed, startling me awake from the uncomfortable position I had been sitting in.
"Amy? Are you alright?" I asked as I started trying to massage a kink in my neck.
She looked at me, suddenly aware of where she was and reddened.
"Sorry baby, I had a dream that it was your brother sending those emails to break us up, then once we were divorced, he forced me into his bed. I was screaming for you as he took off his pants..."
I came over to my wife; we had been through so much, this recent issue just another in a long line of being fucked around by what I suspected was my family, most likely my brother. A similar thought must have gone through Amy's head as we both looked at each other simultaneously.
"Brad!" we exclaimed to each other.
"Hand me my phone Robbie," Amy said.
I handed it to her and asked, "You're not going to do something stupid, are you?"
She snorted, "hardly," she dialled a number.
"Hey Dominic, yeah, I know what time it is. You never sleep anyway. Look, I need you to do something for me; privacy is of utmost importance. There is an email in my inbox from this evening with photos of Robbie and his ex in it that was emailed to me. Can you break open the message headers and trace the email back to its source for me in the next twenty-four?"
She listened for a few minutes, giving a couple more details, then hung up.
"Done; Dominic is going to get the information for me. If it's from your brother or anyone in that family, I'll have George throw the book at them." Amy gave me a wan smile and reached out a hand for me.
"Robbie, my love, again, I am so sorry I reacted without talking to you. Can you forgive me?"
I snorted. "It's alright, Amy. I likely would have initially reacted as you did. I am also sorry it happened. I never thought those photos would be seen by anyone, let alone my wife and closet friends."
We spoke for a while until Amy felt tired. I watched her drift back to sleep. In the morning, the hospital released her. I got her home, settled her into bed with her laptop and phone with orders for light work only. I also spent the day working from home. Things were quiet until lunchtime when Amy got a message from Dominic.
"Fan-fucking-tastic!" she exclaimed triumphantly as I walked into the bedroom. "It's confirmed. The email came from Brad Jr's phone. IP tracking proves it. I'm going to put something together for George."
Amy spent the next hour on her laptop and, with my permission, she reluctantly put an email with her gathered evidence ready to go to George. However, about two minutes before she hit send, another email came in from the same address.
"Robbie?" Amy said, her sudden fever at getting the legal ball rolling faltering.
"Another email just arrived, more attachments, including more video." She said, trying not to be upset.
"What do we do?" I asked.
"I know we need to send it to George and the police, but can you look at the photos for me and make sure they are what I think they are. I love your body, but I don't know I can stand seeing you in bed with my sister again."
I nodded, frowning, taking Amy's laptop off her and opening the attachments one at a time. She carefully got up heading for the bathroom. I watched my pregnant wife move, her curves still excited me, but she had been through a lot these last few days.
Turning my attention to the screen, I noted these pictures would have had me turned on at one time, making me randy in moments. But now, looking at them, I felt shame. My brother was using them to try and cause a split between Amy and me.
The pictures were more of the private images between Georgia and I. This time, there were several pictures of us fucking, a couple of us posing together naked and even one of me eating her pussy with me looking adoringly at her ass. The two videos, this time, were quite graphic; erotic for Georgia and me at the time, but in this context, a total violation of trust.
The first video was taken with the phone mounted on our bedside table and had about three minutes of us making love. We were kissing a lot, and you could clearly see our faces and the rest of our bodies. The second video was of me fucking Georgia's ass, and in what was now embarrassing to me, you could see me reach release.
I was blushing as I closed the video. The text in the email was simple.
Amy,
I am again sorry to do this. I can't stay quiet about your husband's affair with his ex-wife. I can't believe they would be so perverted as to take these pictures of their trysts while married to other people.



I hope you can use these as evidence in your divorce from someone so low as to cheat on a beautiful woman like yourself.
Regards
A concerned citizen.
As I finished reading the email, I was angry at how my brother could do this. Amy came back into the room. I grew red as she looked at me.
"Robbie," she said, phone to her ear. "I've got George on the phone, I have given him the basics, and I assume from your look that the photos are the same as last time?"
"Worse," I replied, both angry and majorly pissed off.
Amy frowned; I could see some of the emotion from yesterday evening surfacing on her face. We were both struggling with this.
"Can I put you on speaker, Geroge?" Amy asked. She looked at me. "I'm sorry, Robbie, but we need to move quickly to stop this from happening again.
I nodded.
"George, you're on speaker with Robbie and me," my wife said.
"Good," I heard Geroge say, "First things first, I know that Amy is pissed to six hells, but how are you, Robbie? Are you okay?"
I didn't say anything for a minute. Then I looked at Amy.
"Sorry Robbie, Amy, are you there?"
I cleared my throat.
"Sorry George, yes I'm here, but no, I am not okay; in the last twenty-four hours, I have been embarrassed beyond belief, my wife was ready to kill me for something that is intensely humiliating, and we could have lost our baby due to the emotional distress from the first email.
"I'm pissed George, and a step away from driving down the coast to take away my brother's capability to procreate."
I could hear him writing notes. "Robbie, as your lawyer, I'm going to ignore that last statement. But as your friend, I understand.
"I get it; you're not alright, but holding yourself back shows that you are a stand-up, honourable man. Robbie, I am putting together a brief that I intend to give to the police immediately, citing that we will be pressing charges against your brother and potentially, your ex-wife. They are likely to be changed with several privacy violations. But I need your permission to include the attachments. I can understand how embarrassing it would be, but they make a case for us as you did not permit anything showing your body or sexual activities to anyone. Is this alright?" George asked me.
"George?" I asked.
"Yes Robbie?" he replied over the call.
"Do you need to look at the images?"
He hesitated for a moment. "Unfortunately, yes. As your legal representation in this matter, I will need to validate the images and video. I am sorry, but if it is any consolation, I will be the only one in this office to see them. I will be as discreet as possible."
"George, I give my permission, and I count on your discretion," I told him, feeling somewhat exposed.
"Thank you, Robbie," George said. Amy sat on the bed beside me. "I know this is embarrassing, but I want to hit them hard and fast. If all goes well, Brad Jr could even be arrested within twenty-four hours.
"Do it," I said, not bothering to hide the anger in my voice.
Amy turned off the speaker, speaking to George for a few more minutes and then rang off.
"Were they really that bad?" Amy asked as she hit send on the emails sending them to George.
I nodded.
"Would it help to talk about them?" she asked hesitantly.
"Do you want to know?" I replied.
"No, but if it helps, I will listen." Even after everything yesterday, my wife said she was willing to be hurt to hear about my sexual relationship with her older sister if it would help me.
I sighed, "For the most part, they were similar to the ones you saw yesterday. However, the videos were both bad from different perspectives. The first one was romantic: Georgia and I making love."
"Did it turn you on? Is that why it upsets you?" Amy asked, reaching out to hold my hand.
"No," I replied, shaking my head. "It's more to the point that people other than Georgia and I have seen them. They are intimate and erotic interactions between Georgia and me. It was us making love, not just fucking, making the violation feel all the worse."
"I think I understand," Amy said, rubbing my arm. "When you and I make love, when we look into the eyes of each other, when I bare my soul to you in the middle of our coupling, I do that for you alone. If anyone was to get hold of the videos we have made over the years of that occurring... I understand baby."
"Robbie?" Amy asked. I looked at her, "Do you regret making any of the pictures or videos with Georgia?"
"No," I shook my head. I think that surprised Amy.
"Why?" she asked, a little hurt.
"Because she was my wife," I explained. "Those images, those videos were private to us alone, I didn't want them after we broke up, but I cannot regret making them because they were made in love. I only regret that somehow my brother got his hands on them."
Amy digested that for a moment. I could understand she was upset. They were images of me with another woman. It didn't make it any better than the woman was once my wife or that it was her sister. They weren't Amy.
"What about the pictures and videos we made?" Amy asked. "With what is happening, do you regret those?" she asked. I couldn't tell if she wanted to wipe them or make more. She was leaving it to me.
"No way, I love seeing our private pictures. I adore it when we make love watching one of our own private videos. Amy, they are part of why I love you because you love to make them with me. We're not porn people, but we do like our own stuff." I snorted quietly. "Besides, I know you have those pictures and videos secure so no one outside us can ever see them."
Amy nodded, then smiled at me.
"What about the second video?" she asked, bringing the topic back on target. "Again, you don't need to tell me if you don't want."
"No, it's okay. Honesty is what we need now. " I sighed again. "If the first video was making love, the second was the opposite. It was of me fucking Georgia's ass and climaxing in her bowels." I hung my head in shame.
Nothing was said for a moment, but I felt Amy's arms encircle me, her pregnant belly against my arm.
"Robbie, look at me," my wife said softly.
I looked at her, expecting to see an upset, crying, betrayed woman. Instead, I saw concern, and yes, there was a tear on her face. But it was more for me than anything else.
"Robbie John Other, I love you so much, this is not fair that your family is again messing with you, with us. And while I don't like that there are pictures of you of a sexual nature with my sister...
She paused, gathering herself.
"Whew, that is hard to say. While I know they exist, I also know that you respected me enough to remove them when we got together. You could not have known that your dropkick of a brother would find them and do this. It is pervertedness of the lowest level, and despite how upset I am, I know you, and you have got to be feeling pretty low right now."
I nodded. "Robbie?" Amy stood up.
Yes?" I watched as Amy started undressing.
"Willaim should be down for another half hour. Get your phone out; I want you to take some new photos."
Over the next twenty minutes, I got many very sensual shots of my heavily pregnant wife in her maternity lingerie, then without it. She positioned herself for the best shot each time, and I was smiling again by the time we were done. Amy took my phone, browsed the images, smiling and then tagged them for our secure store. She then asked me to hold her until William woke up. Usually, we would make love, but we both knew after yesterday that was off the cards until our baby was born.
"Robbie?" Amy said at one point after we had just been lying together saying nothing for a while.
"hmmm?" I responded.
"Robbie, those photos, those videos of you and Georgia..." she mentioned almost casually.
"Yes?" I replied cautiously. I knew Amy wanted something.
"Well, once this little one is born," Amy said, rubbing her stomach. "And I'm cleared for sex..."
I shifted my weight and got on my elbow, now looking at my wife intently. She squirmed a little at what she was about to ask. Then she sighed and looked me in the eyes.
"Baby, once we can fuck without issue, I want to film you fucking me in the ass, just like you did with Georgia."
The look on my face must have said it. "Why?"
"Those photos and video hurt us," she told me. "Because now you have them burned into your brain as a negative memory, not some buried past you never think about. I want to override that memory. I want you to film yourself fucking my ass and doing the things in those videos so that you think of me, not her..."
"But Amy..." I started to say. However, she stopped me and giggled.
"Butt..." she said, smiling at me. A moment later, we both laughed.
"Amy, I get it, but we've never had an anal fuck like that. Sure, we've played a little..."
Amy sighed, "Robbie, baby, you will need to warm me up. I've seen enough porn as an IT brat to know it doesn't just happen. I'll need lots of lube and lots of love. But Robbie, when we can, I want you to fuck my ass till I scream out in pleasure. I want it to be a fuck that is twice as good as that video."
We discussed it for a few minutes. Amy was determined, so I agreed once she had the all-clear after the birth.
We heard William stirring.
"Thank you, Robbie. You go get William, while I get dressed," Amy told me. "If you're good, I'll make sure you're relieved tonight, my wonderful man."
News of the arrest came through at lunchtime the next day. The police had a warrant for my brother's arrest turning up at Total Build at the start of the day once it was confirmed that Brad Jr was in the office. It even made the evening news. The story went that a local man had been arrested for distributing private photos of his wife and her ex-husband to break up the relationship with the man's new wife. Brad was walked out in handcuffs, and Total Build was predominately displayed in the segment.
Georgia was also arrested, however, after some initial questioning, Georgia was released, but told 'not to leave town'.
The reporters even tried to interview my father, but he stormed through, pushing away the camera with a 'no comment' brush-off.
Later that day, I got a call from an unknown number. It was my mother, of all people. I hesitantly accepted the call, having a fair idea what it would be about.
"Why Robbie," she grumbled at me. "Why would you do that to your brother? After all these years, do you still hate us that much that you would set him up like this?" she whined at me.
"Whoa, Hattie, I did no such thing. Your precious son sent those photos and videos to Amy saying I was having an affair with Georgia. We are simply reacting to what he has done. I think you need to get your facts straight before you start accusing me."
The line was quiet.
"You're not lying, are you," my mother finally asked. "Your father and brother both are swearing black and blue that you set Brad up."
"Hattie... Mum." I said. "In all of these years, in all of this conflict, in all of the pain, have I once lied to any of you about what has gone on?"
"Well, no, but I know how much you hate us," she countered.
I took in a deep breath, "Mum, think about it. Why would I want to embarrass myself by sharing sexual content of myself in bed with Georiga? That's nuts. I don't want the world to see my cock. I don't want them seeing Georgia and me in bed together. I'm over that."
"That does make sense," Mum admitted. "But Robbie, your brother has been arrested, can't you, I don't know, you know, drop the charges? He never charged you when you knocked him out." She whined at me.
"No Mum I can't, What I did to Brad was between us. What Brad did was not just to me but also included Amy and, to some extent Georgia, who is now his wife. Regardless of anything else between him and me, that is unforgivable. Even if I wasn't to press charges, which I am, he has violated a dozen laws of a criminal nature which, in this day and age, the police take very seriously.
"Okay, Robbie, I understand," I could hear the remorse in her voice. "I'm sorry we're messing with your life again."
For another moment, we were both quiet.
"Robbie?" I heard a question, but her voice was unsteady.
"Yes, Mum?" I don't know why I was calling her Mum again, I had only done it once or twice, but I felt like I could.
"I hear that I have another grandchild?" she said, her voice faint, like even asking the question would have made me stop talking to her.
I sighed. "Yes, you have one grandson called William, and soon you will have a second," I told her.
I heard her sob.
"I'm sorry, Robbie, I can't do this...." She told me and hung up.
For the first time in a number of years, I felt sympathy for a member of my family. Initially, my mother had no remorse for the family's actions, but over the years, I noticed that my mother had tried to apologise several times.
Was I open to granting a measure of forgiveness to my mother alone? I wasn't sure. For sure, there was nothing there for Dad, Brad or Joanna. But Mum, perhaps. That contemplative thought was written all over my face as I brought Amy her breakfast in bed.
"What is it, baby?" she asked as I laid the tray with tea and a croissant with jam beside her.
"I just talked with my Mum," I said quietly, looking out off our back deck over the ocean.
She nodded, "Did she chew you out, blaming you for Brad's arrest?" she asked.
"Almost, but I told her to get the facts straight before accusing me. Then we quickly spoke about William and the baby. I even called her Mum as opposed to Hattie."
"That had to get her attention," Amy said as she took a bite out of one end of a croissant, crumbs falling over her pregnant belly.
We were momentarily interrupted as William wandered in, climbed up on the bed, then kissed Amy's belly. This was followed by his real reason for visiting us as he opened his mouth for a bite of croissant. We entertained our son for a few minutes. As he grew, he got bolder. It wasn't long before he wandered out to watch another episode of Bluely on TV; we both smiled. Soon we would have to start imposing rules on him for TV time, encourage outdoor time, that sort of thing. With the beautiful coastline we lived on, I didn't think that would be too much of an issue, but we would need to be purposeful.
I looked back at Amy. She was now sipping her cup of tea. I knew she wasn't a huge tea fan, but she agreed to go off coffee for the next couple of months until the baby was born and settled. Once she was ready, I knew I would be running down to our local coffee shop daily for her latte as she pleaded for her morning brew.
"It was an interesting, if short, conversation," I continued as if we were never interrupted by our son. "Mum was quiet but hung up suddenly when I told her about William and we were expecting another soon."
Amy looked at me for a minute.
"She's feeling the impact of the family actions," Amy commented.
"I think so," I replied.
"No Robbie, look at it from her point of view," Amy told me, changing position on the bed to try and find a spot where her pregnant belly would be able to rest. "A few years ago, she all but lost her youngest child while supporting her oldest. Why? Because she was about to become a grandmother.
"She most likely thought things would settle down sooner or later, that you would come back into her life. But you didn't, and thanks to the rest of the family, her life has spiralled out of control. Her husband's business has fallen on hard times, somewhat thanks to her son leaving and setting up shop against them. Her remaining children joined a swingers club, and her daughter-in-law got pregnant by the wrong man. Twice!
"Meanwhile, her estranged son marries the love of his life, creates a successful business that rivals the family and is off making babies, her grandbabies, that she will never see due to the family's treatment of him."
Amy looked at me with sympathy. In all these years, Amy had never once talked to me about how anyone in my family might feel about our situation. She continued.
"As a mother, I bet she feels like a failure. Worse, she couldn't protect one of her children; she had no choice but to drive you away, knowing that her other two kids are screwups. Talking to you brings all that failure to the front of her mind." Amy said.
"But I was not the one who broke trust," I replied. "I did everything to support all of them, and they broke my entire world, including Mum."
Amy held up her hand while taking another sip of her tea from the bedside table.
"I'm not excusing her actions," Amy lectured. "Nor the pain she feels now being separated from you and hearing about our kids. Hell, she didn't get to come to our wedding. She was removed and had to watch from afar. She's reaping what she sowed, and your Mum finds the harvest is bitter.
"From what I understand, everyone around her, her children, and her husband betray her at every step. The few times we have seen her over the last few years, I can see it in her eyes. The remorse that you say wasn't there that first night. I can tell you it is there now."
We sat for a couple of minutes, my shoulders slumped.
"I don't want to forgive her Amy. I want to keep hating her. I want to keep hating all of them," I stated depressingly.
A moment later, my wife's arms wrapped around me, her pregnant belly again against my side, reminding me that I had a new family.
"You don't need to forgive them, my love, but perhaps it's time to get past some of the hate, even if it's only towards your mother."
"I need to think, alright?" I asked. Amy smiled at me.
"I know; why don't you go work out for a bit? Darren and Toni will be here soon, and I know Darren will work you hard this week to prepare for your upcoming fight."
We spoke about the fight for a few minutes. This was only my third professional fight since I beat Cody. In Los Angeles, I lost on points alone, the guy was good, and we beat each other into submission. He was some hotshot European and afterwards was one of the friendliest professional fighters you ever met.
I won the fight in Johansaberg after that. The guy had pumped himself so full of his own hype that I think he believed it. I took him down in the third round with a rather nasty combination of hits that brought him up short, and he couldn't continue.
In the third fight, the last one, I lost. It was a five-round juggernaught. My opponent was Canadian, and he was a beast. He beat me into submission. For most of the time, I was running defence. I avoided being knocked out, but he won fairly and squarely.
Aside from the professional fights, I also had numerous local fights, I had developed a reputation of being a solid competitor, and honestly, I enjoyed the fitness as well as pounding against an opponent in the ring, venting the frustration about my family.
My opponent this time was again a big-time American MMA fighter. He had won many more bouts than he lost, and I had odds of fifteen to one against me. Blaine Johnston was a warrior in every sense of the word. He had the reputation of being fierce in the ring and knew multiple martial arts styles.
Currently, Blaine was doing a worldwide tour while the Americans were in the offseason to drum up sponsorship support for next year. He had two bouts here in Australia. Last month, he soundly defeated another Aussie fighter. And next week, it was my turn. With everything going on over the last few weeks, my training had not been on point, and I wasn't entirely feeling ready despite Darren pushing me harder than ever before.
The reporters and sports channel commentators were back as well. This fight was going to be televised live globally. Mainly for Blaine, but as I was a favourite Aussie champ since my fight with Cody, it would get me some good exposure. I was hoping that I didn't embarrass myself too badly.



My support crowd consisted primarily of Darren and Toni, as always. Amy was there but, being due with our second child in a couple of weeks, she would be sitting in the reserved VIP seating with her family. Ruth, Peter and Rayne would be sitting with her. After the fight, Peter and Rayne were coming back to our place to help Amy prepare for the delivery of our second child.
Darren was wrapping my arms when Blaine came in.
"So you're Robbie Other?" he said, looking me over. I felt like I was being judged. "You'll do," he said smugly, turning and walking away.
Darren whistled, "high praise," I looked at Darren.
"Usually, he just looks his opponents up and down, snorts and walks away," Darren told me. "I'm taking that as a good sign; he's gonna take you seriously because you could be in with a chance."
We spent the next half hour going over strategy, how I should move, how I should attack or defend. We stepped through my weaknesses and talked about what Blaine's were. Toni went out to get Amy and her family to say one last good luck before the fight, but when they arrived, they had the last person I expected with them. My mother.
"Hattie, I mean Mum, what are you doing here?" I asked, somewhat concerned and not sure if I was pissed or not.
"It was my fault, Robbie." Amy said, "Don't be mad. When we spoke the last week, I felt I needed to step in the middle, so I asked your Mum to come for just the fight."
Okay, I was now a little pissed at my very pregnant wife. I had a multitude of emotions run through my mind for moments as I looked at her. Not what I needed right before a fight.
Mum turned away, "I'm sorry, Robbie, I shouldn't have come. This was a mistake."
As she turned to leave, I wasn't thinking, stepping towards her and did the only thing I could think of. I grabbed her and hugged her to me. In moments my mother was openly sobbing in my arms. Our world contracted to just my mother and me, surrounded by the people around us. I pushed Mum back, looking into her eyes. She tried to smile, but it never quite reached her face.
"It's okay, Mum, you don't need to leave," I told her.
"Are you sure, I mean..." Mum replied questionably.
"No," I said. "It's okay, as long as it's just you, no one else."
She shook her head. "No, it's just me. I didn't tell anyone where I was going. I didn't want to take a chance that I wouldn't get to see you." She threw herself at me again. "Oh, my baby boy, I love you so much. I am so sorry for everything we did to you. We should never have treated you like we did, and we deserve everything that has happened to us."
I patted her back, unsure how to respond after all this time. "It's alright, Mum. There will be plenty of time for apologies later; right now, I need to go and win this fight. Will you sit with Amy and watch?"
She nodded. I proceeded to receive last-minute good luck wishes from everyone.
Blaine smiled at me as I entered the ring a few minutes later.
"This is going to be easier than I thought," he said, having witnessed the family moment earlier.
The bell went, and I copped a beating from the first moment. Blaine was fast for his size; his punches landed like rocks in a landslide, his kicks were well-timed. I was surprised I lasted the first round. At the bell, Darren looked at me and pushed me hard, telling me to get my head in the game.
In round two, I held my ground better, but I was still taking a pounding. I looked a couple of times over at my mother, seeing the concern on her face. Glancing at Amy, she was also concerned. My head just wasn't in this fight. Too much had happened, and seeing Mum, then her crying in my arms just had me checked out. I stammered through to the end of the round, and as I tried to pull myself together, Amy and my mother came over to me as Darren was checking me out.
I looked at Amy, then Mum and Mum did the last thing I expected. She slapped me. Hard!
I was stunned; it was likely every video camera in the place zoomed in on us.
"Robbert John Other, I did not raise no pussy of a son." She said in a matronly tone giving me what for. "I said I was sorry for what we did to you, but if it's going to make you a pussy whipped fighter, then I'll take it back. Where is the fighter we saw that night? Where is the man who knocked his older brother out and pushed him against a wall like a sack of potatoes?"
"I was angry Mum," I replied, my cheek stinging from her slap. "Seeing all of you, along with the sneering face of Brad with his hands all over Georiga, got me mad. It got me focused on wanting to fight. That anger is long gone."
"Well then, fuck it." My mother said I had never heard her use the F-word in all my years.
"Robbie, look at this." My mother thurst out her phone with a picture of Brad, Georgia, and their son.
"This fuckwit," Mum growled, "He stole your wife, impregnated her behind your back, got you to throw yourself out of the family while ridiculing you behind your back to us for years. He got your father and sister to think of you as less of a man, and yes, even I bought into his bullshit for a while.
"For fucks sake Robbie, he sent photos and videos of you fucking Georgia to Amy just to break you up. Use that anger son, use the abuse we did to you, use the fact that my oldest son is a total and complete failure as motivation and slay that Blaine guy. Kick his ass, picturing it is your brother that needs another beating. Show us that you're a man!"
With that, my Mum walked away and sat down. Amy, Toni, Darren and I just stared at her diminutive retreating form.
"Take him out my man!" Amy said, smiling, turning to follow my Mum.
"What she said," Darren told me, trying to hide the smirk on his face.
Mum's taunting worked. In the next round, I fought back to an even standing. I started moving faster. I got out of the way of the most damaging kicks and even got a few blows of my own. If I had heard the commentators, I would have heard them talking about the motivational speech that the microphone overheard during the break from my mother.
When the third round ended, I noticed that Blaine had lost some of the arrogance and was starting to fight smarter. In the fourth round, we got into each other. Blaine went down twice as he tried in vain to fight against the anger now directed at him. By the end of the fourth round, I ended up with a cut above my eye that Darren had to clip over before the fifth round. I felt I was back on an even keel with him. It had become a brutal fight, and I could hear the audience's screams in the background.
It was in the final round I made real ground. Blaine had gone hard at me early, seeing that I wasn't thinking straight, but now he was tiring. I began to work his defence, nothing fancy, just consistently working him over, pushing on his weak points. I knew we were both going to be bruised at the end of this.
I caught a few breaks, and a poorly timed kick by Blaine opened up a gap, so I got a series of blows into his midsection. A moment later, he came at me with a flurry of punches that I danced around to land another kick to his mid-section. He moved to defence, so again, I pushed him hard.
With each blow, each kick, I took my mother's advice picturing it was Brad Jnr mocking me. In place of Blaine's face, I saw my older brother taunting me about how he had Georgia had suckered me again. I was now landing blow after blow on Blaine. I heard Brad taunt me about how he found the photos on Georgia's phone and sent them to Amy to break us up.
I worked hard to control my anger, to keep it focused. Blaine had gone entirely defensive, working on surviving to the end of the round and the fight. Meanwhile, my rage continued to give me strength. The poor guy had no idea I wasn't fighting him anymore. I was now fighting an overbearing family that tried to bully me for most of my life, using me to get their way just because they could.
The fight ended with less than a minute to go. I took a breath, realised I was getting too angry, and stepped back to focus.
Blaine took that as an opening, desperately trying to throw a couple of punches at me. I was ready, and as he came at me, I feinted a jab at his already tender torso, and he dropped his hand to protect himself.
He never saw the kick coming. Like with past opponents, it caught him undefended, and he went down. He was only on his knees, but he was down and stunned. I jumped on him, knocking him to the ground in a hold until he submitted, a straight-up TKO.
The referee grabbed my hand and the microphone.
"Your winner and our Australian Champion, Robert Other!" he announced to cheers.
Before heading to the gate, I helped Blaine up, he was still stunned, but the papers for the next week would carry the image of me helping a defeated foe out of the ring. Talks of the Aussie spirit and mateship were bantered for weeks.
As I supported Blaine out to his team, he looked at me groggily.
"Who the hell were you fighting out there, champ, because it felt like it wasn't me?" he asked as one of his trainers grabbed him under the arm.
I laughed, "My older brother. It was something my mother reminded me of."
He chucked. "Well, I wouldn't want to be your brother and Robbie." He looked at me. "Thank you for a great fight. I will remember this one for a long time," he said honestly and shook my hand, smiling.
I nodded and finished handing him off to his trainers. I then had mine around me. First was Amy and a deep passionate kiss, her pregnant belly pushing against me. Next came Darren, Toni, Peter, Rayne and Ruth. Last came Mum. She looked at me demurely. I opened my arms.
"Thanks, Mum," I said quietly as she melted into my arms.
We headed into the dressing room, Darren proceeding to unwrap my arms and help me warm down. I jumped into the shower, joined moments later by my very pregnant wife. It was now a tradition that she would shower with me after a fight. And while I wanted a little hanky panky, we both knew that we couldn't after the incident with Amy in the hospital.
Drying ourselves and dressing, Amy asked if I was okay that she brought my Mum in without my approval.
I sighed, "Honestly, I was all over the place, but you did the right thing; if it weren't for Mum, I would have lost tonight."
Amy looked at me.
"Really, Amy, I might have been a little more focused in the beginning if she wasn't here. But Blaine was going to be too good for me with my mental state from the past few weeks. Mum knew how to push my buttons and reminded me of the anger I needed to stand toe to toe against someone as good as Blaine. Even though I'm good and love doing this, this is not my day job, and if not for Darren pushing me for this fight, I wouldn't have done it. But tonight, I needed that anger to win."
"Are you going to forgive her?" she asked, fitting her maternity bra against her impressive bust and pulling her shirt over her head.
"I think I did tonight when I grabbed her." I sighed. "Amy, I mean it. I am all over the place right now. I don't know what Mum means to me going forward. I know I can say I forgive her, but I don't know what's next, and I can tell you that I am nowhere near forgiveness for the rest of them. Dad and Brad especially."
I sat down, putting my shoes on. Amy lent over and hugged me. Her soft breasts against my neck, gosh, I love my wife.
"It's alright, baby; I don't think I have forgiveness in my heart for the rest of them either. But know that with whatever you decide, I'll be right here with you supporting you."
We continued talking while we finished dressing, everyone else standing outside the locker room with security guards. I had people asking for my autograph, a first for me. Reporters were asking about the fight. A few even tried talking to my mother, who was stunned by the attention. As I made my way to the post-fight interview, security kept everyone at arm's length.
"Robbie, Is everything your mother said to you during the fight tonight true?" one of the reporters asked as I sat down.
The question caught me off guard. I had forgotten that microphones pick up things in the ring. Often in these televised events, they would play snippets of trainers guiding the fighters, but I suppose it's the first time they have picked up anything as juicy as my family scandal.
"Uh, sorry, everyone, that was a private matter, and if I can ask everyone to respect a little privacy, that would be great," I said in reply, knowing that it would drive them apeshit to find out details but would give me a little breathing room tonight.
"Mr Other," the next reporter began. "Is it true that your mother slapped you?"
I laughed, "Guys, that one is pretty obvious if you were watching tonight", I replied as the gaggle of reporters bustled from the question. "I just said that much of what you want to ask me about is private. Yes, I know it was recorded and is out there, but tonight everything kind of happened all at once. I would like time to review and come back with responses that can remove the immediate emotions and be explained rationally.
"But I will admit that yes, there have been several issues in my family, just like every family over the years. Yes, those issues had a factor in my fight tonight. However, please let me get things straight. If you want, after my wife has our second child, I would be willing to sit down with each of your networks and talk if you can give my wife and I some space. But for right now, I am tired after an amazing fight, and I want to take care of my family.
"If there are further questions about the fight itself and not my family, I am happy to discuss." I finished.
That shut most of the reporters down, and everyone informally agreed to hold on to the family angle for a couple of days. I knew it wouldn't hold for long, though; more than likely, every news outlet would be investigating the Other family very soon.
[:::: - ::::]
Sarah Marie Other was born into this world two weeks after the big fight. She was perfect and came into the world screaming like a banshee until she was placed on Amy's breast and began nursing. Amy was tired after another long labour, twenty-two hours, but she came through it like a champion. She was exhausted, but my wife had a glow that told me how much she was in love with her daughter. I kissed her, telling her how proud of her I was. Darren and Toni brought William in, and together we all ohh'd and ahh'd over Sarah.
The next few days saw visits from many of the team at ALRO and ALRO Homes, in addition to Peter, Rayne and Ruth. However, still fresh from the fight, several reporters tried to meet our daughter. The fight had drawn a lot of attention. The win was huge from an Australian sports point of view, but my family scandal, to everyone's dismay, was an even larger trending topic on social media.
It was so much of a scandal that my father had kicked my mother out of their house for conspiring with the enemy after reporters wouldn't leave them alone. The enemy, of course, was me. So in a very awkward fashion, we had my mother sign a privacy agreement, and she was brought into our lives.
Mum was staying in one of the spare bedrooms, doting on William when she had the chance and was suitably impressed with the infant form of my daughter. Initially, when either Amy or I were in the room, it was awkward because there was still a lot of hurt between us, but Mum had endured a lot of awkward situations over the years and took it all in stride. I don't know that I would ever have a genuine relationship with my mother again, but she had apologised that night and followed up with a few further apologies as we got ready for Sarah's birth.
One different thing, though, is that I noticed that Mum was never focused if she wasn't spoiling William or trying to tiptoe around Amy and me with Sarah. I found her more than once out on the balcony overlooking the ocean with a glass, staring into the distance.
It was those times when I found her on the balcony that we really talked. Mum spoke of her hurt, pain and regret of seeing our family split up. When my parents had told me that first evening that they had often debated about telling me of Georgia and Brad's affair, my Mum wanted to figure out how to tell me, but Dad always said no. He viewed that I needed to keep making money for them all, and Mum apologised for not being strong enough to stand up to Dad.
In one of our chats, she explained that when Brad got Georgia pregnant, there was a huge family meeting where they arranged for me to fly to Perth for three nights to fix a delivery issue with something Joanna did wrong. Mum told me that everyone was arguing with each other at the meeting. Georgia and my mother wanted to tell me, they knew it would break me, but they wanted to tell me. But my father, brother and sister argued against it. I might not have been wanted in the family, but I was also the golden calf. They couldn't upset the status quo even though none of them genuinely thought of me as part of the family.
Mum told me my father made Georgia go home with Brad that night, and all Georgia's objections disappeared. My mother was threatened with divorce if she didn't comply, and to her shame, she told me she bowed to peer pressure, but no one knew that from that night onwards, my parents never slept in the same bed again; Mum moved into spare bedroom and Dad wouldn't budge.
The night I found out and confronted my parents, what I took for rejection from my mother, was guilt and abject humiliation pilled on her from my father. Brad had called Mum and Dad right after I stormed out after finding my brother in bed with Georgia. Dad forcefully told Mum not to say or do anything, or she would regret it and never see her grandchild. He told Mum that if I didn't fall in line, then I was out of the family. Of course, I ended up removing myself before he could make good on that threat.
Every time Mum and I talked over those months; she would weep. Regret was deeply ingrained in her, and she would seek forgiveness from me every time. But tonight, as we started talking, she was strangely lacking in emotion, more monotone. There were no tears at the beginning of our chat. As we spoke, I looked out over the horizon noting that the moon would be full tonight. We both watched the skyline, looking out over the balcony at the sun setting over the ocean.
As Mum sipped her wine, I noticed she was straining to look at me. I had observed that a few times over the past few weeks. Mum was there, but she also wasn't. I sipped my drink as I contemplated the situation.
I was sitting with my mother. My body was almost recovered from the fight with Blaine, my son was happy, my daughter beautiful, my wife amazing and my anchor. I had my mother back in my life somewhat.
Mum interrupted my thoughtful reprieve.
"Robbie, I know I have said how sorry I am, but I also want to thank you," Mum told me at one point after a long silence as we continued to watch the sunset.
I looked at Mum questionably.
"You took a chance a couple of months ago with me," she told me. "You easily could have turned me away, and I would have left, but I have had the opportunity to meet my wonderful grandchildren. I have the fortune to see how well you fared after everything."
Mum smiled more to herself than anything. "I also got to see your beautiful bride and how happy she makes you. I am so glad to see your connection with Amy goes deeper than it ever did with Georgia.
"Lastly, I got the opportunity to somewhat reconnect with you. I know it's been difficult, But you have made an effort, and I'm thankful." She stared at the ocean, a single tear rolling down her cheek. "Now, I can die peacefully."
I caught that last part.
"Mum, what did you say," I replied, placing my drink on the table, the question implicit.



"Robbie, my beautiful boy," she said mournfully. "I'm dying. No one except my doctor knows, not even your father, but I have had an inoperable brain tumour for the past two years. And for the past few months, the pain has been getting worse. Only the hope that I could see you has kept me going. Right now, I can hardly move my head, and I'm losing my sight."
I was in front of her in a flash, tears in my eyes.
"No Mum, sorry but no, there has to be something... I mean something we can do." I said, despite everything, this woman was still my Mum, I still loved her, to have her back in my life and now hear that I would lose her...
She smiled at me, her hands rubbing my hair like she did when we were young.
"It's way too late for that, Robbie. I've been holding on this past few months just to have some last memories with you and your beautiful family before I go home."
When she said home, I knew she didn't mean back to the Gold Coast.
"Mum, what about Dad? He'll need you," I said in desperation, not caring that I was invoking someone I hated.
She snorted quietly.
"Robbie, that man hasn't spoken a kind word to me or been intimate with me since this all began," Mum said sadly. "Your father has been attending that bloody swingers group with your brother and sister for years to meet his needs because I wouldn't give him what he wanted until he apologised to you."
I wanted to growl, my father again showing how depraved he was, but this moment was not about him.
"But Mum... I mean, it's not fair," I whined.
"It's okay, Robbie," Mum sighed; I think she knew where my head went with her admission. "It's alright. I got to see you again. I meant what I said that evening. You are the best of us; never forget that."
Her hand came out of my hair, and I looked up at her.
"Would you just sit with me, baby boy, hold my hand and let me watch the sunset with you?" Mum asked.
She smiled as I sat back down beside her, and I slipped my hand into hers. "One last, happy memory." She almost whispered.
The sunset was amazing that afternoon, seeing the sky move from yellows, oranges and red near the water up into purples and blues into the evening sky. The wind was gentle, and at some point, nothing was said, but William came out and sat in Mum's lap. Then Amy came out with Sarah, and we all just sat watching the sunset and later the moon rise.
We sat there as a family. My emotions were raw. A few times, my eyes met Mum's. She smiled; despite the morbid news, I knew she was happy.
As the moon rose overhead, I heard Mum sigh and slowly exhaled. Then, surrounded by my family, Mum passed into a coma.
For three days, she held on, the massive tumour pushing on her brain, cutting off the blood circulation to her brain. She never regained consciousness. Despite my animosity for them, I called and left messages for my family but never heard anything.
Someone must have leaked something on the second day because several news vans camped outside the hospital, hungry for news about the mother of Australia's fighting champion. Information spread quickly and again; parts of the audio captured from the fight and some of my more crushing blows were replayed over the evening news.
We never heard anything from Dad or Joanna; Brad was still in police custody awaiting trial, so he couldn't visit. But a timid Georgia turned up one morning with Peter and Rayne.
We let Georgia say her farewells. From what I understood, Mum had been the only one in the family who had treated Georgia with any respect over the past few years. On her way out of the room, with tears in her eyes, Georgia handed me a letter asking me to read it in a few months when everything had settled down. She left almost as quickly as she walked in.
Mum passed that afternoon, and it was widely reported in the news. Due to my notoriety, Mum's death was reported in Australia and on sports channels worldwide as the woman who slapped and scolded her son into winning an unwinnable fight.
At her funeral, there were a lot of people; some were very old friends of my mother's that had seen her death in the news and came to pay respects. Some were old employees of Total Build that recalled a friendly woman who always had time for them. Georgia attended with Peter, Rayne and Ruth. However, the seats for my father, Brad Jr and Joanna stayed empty.
I had mixed feelings about that. On the one hand, I was pissed that someone who looked after them for so many years couldn't take the time to say farewell. On the other hand, with the media around, they wouldn't want to increase the scandal any further. Total Build has closed its doors two days after my last fight and hasn't re-opened. Rumour was that this latest bit of bad press, combined with the charges against my brother, Total Build, would close forever.
I was asked to take the podium to deliver the Eulogy. To be honest, this was going to be hard in front of friends, assorted family and, of course, the media. I had to get past a lot of hate from the past few years. I placed my notes on the podium before me and gazed at everyone. Right at the back, I saw a few people lurking, even someone who was trying not to be noticed and understood that for the first time, I was free to talk my way. My family did not constrain me in this instance.
I looked at Amy, holding Sarah, William sitting beside her, looking up at me, his Dad. I looked at Darren and Toni. I even looked at Georgia. Sadness etched on her face. But as I caught their eyes, each of them, even my ex-wife, smiled mournfully.
"Good afternoon everyone," I began to the assembled group of grievers.
"I want to thank you all for coming out to celebrate the life of Hattie Edwina Other, my mother. I don't think it's too much of a secret to anyone anymore that my family has had its share of challenges over the past few years."
There was a murmur in the crowd and even a few small chuckles.
"But the truth is that for years the only words I spoke with my mother were full of anger and malice about our family drama. From my perspective, my mother and the rest of my family had spurned me, treating me like a thing to help them make money, not a son to be supported and sympathised with.
"I learnt recently that my mother, in her own way, fought unsuccessfully against that approach; the night of the fight that you have all seen was the first time in years that I was able to hug my mother. It was that night I forgave her."
There were murmurs again through the crowd.
"I spent the last couple of months reconnecting with Mum, we worked through a lot, including a lot of emotion and anger, but I came to see that my mother was stuck between a rock and a hard place. She could support me and lose the connection with the rest of her friends and family. Or she could sacrifice me, her son she loved, to keep the rest of her family, including her husband, her other son and daughter, a daughter-in-law and two grandchildren. It was for those grandkids that she sacrificed. She felt she had no choice but to side against me, her own son. Because her grandkids were and are innocent.
"It took me a very long time to see it from that perspective. It wasn't long ago that Amy, my wife, pointed it out to me from her own experience in motherhood. Even now, talking to all of you about Mum's life, I am still angry. But I loved my Mum, and I know that in the end, she loved me."
I paused a moment, wiped my eyes and saw several people do the same thing. When I spoke again, my voice broke.
"Amy, my children and I were there when Mum went to sleep; it was a beautiful afternoon just like this as we watched the sunset, then the moon rise. We didn't need to say anything other than be in each other's presence. Mum told me that evening, in the end, she just wanted to make one last happy memory, and I was honoured to be there for its creation. For me, it will be a moment of peace in the storm that is our lives. Over these past few months, my Mum showed me a strength I had never seen before. She suffered horribly to lose connection with one of her children for the greater whole, and it took a series of minor miracles in the form of my wife and her family to allow us to connect again."
I again wiped tears from my eyes, struggling to swallow before continuing.
"This afternoon, as we celebrate my mother's life, I choose not to remember the bad but prefer to remember the loving and caring mother who was there for me as I learnt to ride my bike for the first time. I recall her worry and relief as I returned from my first sleepover at eight years old. I remember her joy at my graduation and her contentment as I watched her hold my children in her arms for the first time only a couple of months ago.
"The time to reconnect with my mother was scant short enough to resolve our problems, but I was happy to get to be there at the end and hear her tell me how much she loved all of us in the end. Farewell, Mum. I'll love you forever and hold you forever cherished in my memories."
As I walked down from the podium, everyone was wiping their eyes, even some reporters who had snuck in.
Mum was cremated, so there was no body to bury, but a plaque in her honour was placed in memory at a cemetery on the Gold Coast. So after the crowds had left, I stood around with Amy and the family, including Darren and Toni and we toasted Mum one last time.
I noticed a solitary figure loitering in the background as we packed up. The woman had also been at the funeral, lurking in the back.
I whispered to Amy, and she quickly looked at the woman nodding. She gathered everyone and left me to stand beside Mum's plaque. I stood for about five minutes before she approached.
"You spoke well," the woman said, her hand brushing the plaque.
"Thanks," I said simply.
"Not much sympathy for your family, though," she stated.
"Not much to be given after what they did to me," I replied somewhat bitterly.
"Oh, common Robbie," the woman replied, turning to me scornfully. "After all these years, you're still holding on to that anger?"
I nodded. "Yes, because any time I tried to let it go, one of you would have to come and rub it in my face. If it wasn't you, it was Dad. If it wasn't him, it was Brad. If it wasn't Brad, it was Georgia. Despite all of you saying I was out of the family, you had a funny way of letting me go."
She deflated a bit.
"I guess we deserve that, but Robbie...." She trailed off.
"You deserve everything you and your family have sown Joanna," I spat, saying my sister's name out loud for the first time. "Your father and brother are textbook narcissists. And you were always the middle child, spoilt, never growing up, always trying to do the minimum amount of work and claim the glory." I heard anger growing in my voice. Jonna just stood there.
"You never stood up for me because while they put me down, it always puts you one rung above me," I said angrily at my sister. "You could have stopped Brad and Georgia right away back then, you could have stopped this train wreck, but you wanted to make sure you had something to hold over me, something that you thought made you superior. So you agreed to keep it all quiet, then when it all came out, you were embarrassed, so you came to my house that day on the attack because you weren't above me. Your little secret held no power over me anymore."
She looked dejected, knowing I spoke the truth.
"But I need to thank you," I said, changing my tone.
Joanna looked at me questioningly.
"That day you came around to Darren and Toni's, you brought me my wife, the love of my life, and I am so much happier with Amy than I ever would have been with Georgia even if she never cheated on me," I told my sister.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because she gave herself to me entirely, Georgia and I married because it was convenient. Even now, I think our father might have had a hand in it. But if Georiga hadn't cheated on me with Brad, it would have been someone else sooner or later. We just weren't matched like Amy and I are."
Joanna nodded sadly. "I think that was the same as Chris and me."
I raised an eyebrow.
She laughed mirthlessly, "Yeah, I know you heard about that. How stupid am I? I let my fiancé fuck my sister-in-law, and she got pregnant with his child. Now I am single, bitter, lonely and pretty much unemployed since my fuckwit of an 'older' brother tried to get some payback on you for taking his sales. But Chris was a mistake. I let Dad put us together."
"Joanna, I..."
"No Robbie, I couldn't say it then, but I will now," she said. "I'm sorry for everything. You were right about everything, and I am glad you are doing well. With Mum passed, Brad now in prison and Total Build is closed for good. I'm moving south."
"Where?" I asked out of curiosity more than anything.
She looked at me for a moment, considering what to say.
"Melbourne," she said at last. "I still have a couple of friends who will talk to me after everything came out. And I need to go somewhere where when I walk down the street, people don't know me and can shake the label of skank sister that I appear to be called at the moment."
I nodded.
"Robbie, do you think...." She hesitated. "Do you think one day you might forgive me as you did Mum?" she asked, the first note of hope in her voice I had heard since we started talking.
I sighed, "Joanna, I'm honestly not sure. I am never going to forget what all of you did to me. And you had a starring role in my betrayal. But the fact that we are not screaming at each other right now says I might be willing one day."
She shrugged, "I suppose that's all I can ask for."
She looked at me, studying me for a moment, then sighed. It was almost the same gesture I gave a moment or two ago.
"Robbie, Dad, has been screaming your name for years about how ungrateful and disappointing you were. We all bought into that for years because we relied on you to make our lives easy. We blindly followed Dad any time because you would lift the load for us."
Joanna hesitated and glanced at me.
"I spoke to Dad yesterday to let him know I was leaving, and of course, he blamed you. He says you broke the family. But I know it wasn't you who broke us. It was him."
She looked at the plaque with Mum's name on it and reached out gently to touch it before turning back to me, her eyes red.
"I'm glad it was you who was there in the end. I'm glad her final moments were with the best of us," my sisted lamented.
My head swivelled to look at Joanna. "What did you say."
Joanna looked at me. "When I would meet with Mum over coffee, just the two of us. I'd often start to complain about you. Mum always silenced me, telling me to shut my mouth because we were the ones that screwed up, not you. She always used to say you were the best of us. Why?"
I reached out and touched the plaque as well.
"She said something very similar to me. I don't know that I deserve it." I started to cry. "I'm going to miss her Jo."
Joanna did something then she had never done ever. She took two steps toward me, reached out and hugged me. Even as children, Joanna never hugged me. She'd high-five, fist bump, but never hug. She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed, I felt hot tears against my chest as my sister decompressed so many years of emotion.
"Don't you dare Robbie, don't you cheapen Mum's words." She whispered. "Mum was right. You are the best of us; you didn't play Dad's games. You are the best of us, and I'm sorry it took me so long to figure it out. I just hope I can put my life back together."
With that, she released the hug and walked away. Before she got a dozen steps away, I yelled out.
"Joanna."
She turned and looked at me.
I hesitated, seeing my sister staring back at me. I struggled for a few moments, internal turmoil raging on what I was about to say. "I forgive you," I said. My heart ached at saying the words, but I knew my soul felt a little lighter.
Joanna's eyes went wide for a moment. She just gaped at me, then she sadly nodded her head, turned and left. It would be a couple more years before we saw each other again.
I returned to the car, where Amy and the kids were ready and waiting. Amy had finished strapping the kids in and hugged me.
"I saw Joanna leave; she looked like she was crying. Are you alright?" my wife asked, concern in her eyes.
"Yeah," I replied quietly. "We were civil to each other. In the end, I chose to let go of my hate for her and told her I forgive her." Amy's eyes went wide like my sisters did a few minutes ago. She knew I placed a lot of blame for concealing Georgia's initial affair with my older brother at Joanna's feet.
She hugged me again, "You're a good man Robbie."
I snorted, "It's not like we will ever hang out as a family; I still don't like her very much. But I think it's time to let go of my hate for her and move on with my life." I looked over towards the way she had walked, she was out of view, but I could imagine her walking sadly beyond belief, having lost everything.
"She told me she's moving to Melbourne, away from everything, to start her life again." I got lost in thought for a minute. "If she can shed the selfish attitude and stand on her own two feet, then who knows, maybe she might grow up."
We got back in the car and made the long drive home. The kids slept in the back of the mustang while Amy and I quietly chatted about work, kids, and even my fights.
"I think I've only got one or two more serious fights left in me," I told Amy. "I'm getting a little older, and while I love the training and the focus I need to have, I don't enjoy the media attention, especially after this last fight..." Amy laughed. "Besides, I have a wife and two children to think about. I would be happy to stay fit and perhaps find someone to train."
"Like a padawan?" Amy inquired, smirking. She was referring to characters from one of her favourite series Star Wars.
I laughed, "Kind of."
"I've been burning the candle at both ends for a few years," I told her. "Between all our family drama, building the business, the fights and raising these two munchkins," I said, gesturing to the two kids in the back seat. "I must admit I'm getting a little worn out and to take it slower for a year has real appeal.
Amy snorted. "Sorry, baby, but you wouldn't know how to take it slow if it jumped out and bit you in the ass. And even if you did, I don't think life will let you slow down too much if you try. I think we're destined for drama. It's what keeps life interesting."
I sighed. I knew she was right.
The next couple of months were a lot easier. I mourned a little for the loss of Mum. I spent a lot of time with William and Sarah and a few hours a day at ALRO Homes. Lastly, I made good on my promise to meet with the networks to do interviews for my fights. I wasn't a massive fan of doing it, but a marketing consultant Amy hired convinced me that it was in our best interest to have a positive influence in the media, or they start making up stuff.
One cool thing is that I picked up a couple of significant sponsors for clothing and some workout machines. Amy and I got invited to spend a couple of weekends with a certain Hollywood celebrity with his own fitness brand who lives down south. He and his wife were great fun to hang out with, and we promised to get together every few months and trade stories.
Amy also made me commit to my promise of overwriting those images and videos with ones of our own. My wife was a sexual vixen in those media clips. Her cries of passion as I fucked her ass really did override those horrible images and videos. Sure I still recall the memory of those images but the moment I did, I often found my thoughts drifting to Amy, distracting me from what my brother had done.
It was coming six months after Mum died, and Amy and I had found a bit of a rhythm in life, balancing work, kids and time with each other. It wasn't easy, but it was life, and Amy was right. Even if I tried to take it slow, life got in my way and sped me back up.



But what was interesting was that both Amy and myself were witnesses in my older brother's trial. He had been out on bail for a few months, fitted with a GPS tracker and banned from contacting us. During his trial, we sat in the courtroom listening to the proceedings where the prosecutor painted Brad as a vile human being with very few redeeming qualities. Words like bully, ignorant, incompetent and malicious were used. His defence tried to paint him as a victim of circumstance. However, it never went anywhere as everyone in attendance knew what a low life he was.
Other than his defence, the only other person supporting him was my father, Brad Sr. Once Dad noticed me sitting in the back of the room, he regularly looked at me and glared. Unlike Mum and Joanna, he had no intention of trying to mend the fence between us, and honestly, I was happy with that. Apparently, after closing Total Build, Dad had been unable to pick up another job after the media presented a scathing review of him in the wake of my fight with Blaine.
The other witness who was present was Georgia. My ex-wife wasn't looking great. Always relatively thin, she looked stressed and thinner now. Her posture told me of someone amid defeat, she sat with her back to us, and I am sure if I could see her eyes, they would be sunken and hollow.
Amy and I were not called to the witness stand. Our statements were formally submitted through George to the Police. Also, I don't think Brad's defence team would want to put us on the stand, lest we made matters worse. Georgia, however, wasn't so lucky. She was called and was sworn in.
As she took the stand for the first time, her eyes met mine, giving me a sad smile. I was right in that she had bags under her eyes.
The defence team started their questions.
"Mrs Other, can you state your relationship with the defendant."
"Mr Brad Other Jr is currently my husband," Georgia replied in a monotone, belying no emotion.
"And do you have any children with your husband?" He asked; he must have been going for some type of family defence.
"No, we have no children together," she replied flatly.
A small mummer went through a few people. I looked at Georgia, then to Brad, next to my father and lastly over at Amy, who was also confused.
Brad looked up at Georgia. The look he gave her was one of unhinged contempt. My father somehow managed to both smirk and glare at Georgia. For her part, Georgia never wavered.
"You mean you have a son and a daughter with your husband?" the defence lawyer tried to correct her.
"No, my son and daughter have different fathers," Georgia told the court. "However, my husband is not the biological father to either of them."
The volume of the murmurs increased, and the judge had to bang his gavel for silence. The lawyer looked at Georgia and cleared his throat. I felt panic for a moment. If Brad wasn't the father to either, is it possible that I was her son's father?
"Regardless of their origins, you parent two children with the defendant."
Georgia shook her head.
"No, you're incorrect. Yes, I am married to Brad. However, he is not, nor has he ever been, a parent to either of my children. He was never home, always out drinking or cheating on me." She winced and briefly looked at me. "The only time he was home and spoke to them was on a Sunday morning as he told them to go find something to do, telling them to get out of the room so he could watch sports on television. He called them the brats, so no, I don't view that he is a parent to my kids."
For the first time in years, I had compassion for Georgia. I was still reeling from the admission that her son was not my brother's. If I had known...
I expected she would defend Brad today. But obviously, some of what I had been told about how my family treated Georiga was true. It could not have been easy being burned by me, pretty much by her sisters, minimal contact with her mother, no communication from her birth father and what sounded like was close to abuse by my family.
The defence lawyer looked flummoxed. I don't think he expected a hostile witness. In the end, he murmured, "Your witness," to the prosecution, sitting down pretty much defeated. The prosecution stood a big smile on his face.
"Mrs Other, what is the status of the relationship with your husband?" he asked. The entire room was now rapt with attention to my ex-wife.
"We are currently going through a divorce," Georgia replied in a defeated tone. I sat back stunned, I suppose I shouldn't be surprised, but I had not expected to hear it from Geogiras lips.
"Can you explain why you're getting a divorce?" the prosecution asked.
"Objection, the witness's marital status and reasons for divorce are irrelevant to this case." The defence argued weakly. I think he wanted to hear this drama as much as everyone else in the room.
"On the contrary," argued the prosecution. "One of the reasons we are here today is that Mrs Other is divorcing the defendant for violation of her privacy which is one of the charges levelled at the defendant."
They both looked at the judge.
"Overruled, the witness will answer the question."
Georgia again looked over at me; I stared back. I felt Amy's hand encircle mine and squeeze in support. Georgia looked at Brad, my father and then back at the prosecutor.
She sighed, "There are many reasons why I am divorcing my husband, chief among them is that I never loved him."
There was a hushed but collective gasp from the room. "When I fell pregnant with the son everyone through was Brads', I was married to another man. I was having an affair with Brad, and when that other man left me, I married Brad when encouraged by his parents."
"And who was the other man?" the prosecutor asked. I felt Amy's hand squeeze mine again, and Georgia again glanced at me.
"It was Brad's younger brother Robbie Other," she said with a strong note of shame.
"So you had an affair with your husband's older brother. Then your son is the son of your ex-husband, but he found out, divorced you, and you married your current husband?"
Georgia again looked at me, longing in her eyes, but there was a sadness. Worse, it wasn't the usual sadness that I saw in Georgia in the few times we saw each other. There was a pain there that ran deeper. A hurt and a pain that she held that I still had not heard of, but I was about to.
"No, neither brother is the father of my son." She replied, looking back to the prosecutor.
For a moment, no one said anything; everyone was stunned.
I looked at my brother, the veins on his neck pulsing; this was news to him. He honestly thought that Brad Junior the second was his biological son.
I looked at my father; in a room full of people, he was smiling, calm, serene even.
Fuck!
The defence found his voice, "So who is your son's father if it is neither your ex-husband, the younger brother of your current husband, who you married when he found out?"
I looked at Georgia. I looked at Brad. I looked at my father as Georgia opened her mouth and the entire courtroom held a collective breath.
"Their father..." Georgia whispered.
At the utterance of those two words, pandemonium erupted. Suddenly everyone was on their feet yelling. I was surprised to find I was one of them. I was screaming at my father, but my words were lost in the noise everyone else was making.
Georgia just sat there.
In the end, it took fifteen minutes and a handful of security guards to return the order to the court. I glared at my father. I didn't think my hatred for the man could get any worse, but as always, I was wrong. Hate, loathing, despise, none of these words conveyed the depth of negative emotion I had looking at the man.
At one point during the chaos moments earlier, he looked over at me, smiled, then winked. I mean, the fucking dipshit winked at me. It took everything I had, plus Amy was physically standing in my way to stop me from jumping over everyone and beating the crap out of him.
"So," the prosecution lawyer said, trying to start the discussion again. "Let's see if I have this right?
"You were married to a Mr Robert Other, youngest son of Mr Brad Other. But at the same time, you were having an affair with Robbert's older brother, Brad Other Jnr?"
"Yes," Georgia replied.
"You fall pregnant, and initially you let everyone believe that the baby was Roberts, but when you get caught, you change the story to say the child was his brothers. However, now you say the child is neither brothers but their fathers?" he asked incredulously.
Chaos almost erupted, but everyone held on this time. Just.
"Yes," Georgia replied again.
He shook his head, "I'm sorry, but this is... How?"
No one again said anything as everyone waited for Georgia.
"It only happened twice." Georgia looked over at me. "Robbie was out of town, and both Brad and his father had gotten me drunk. I don't recall much of it, but it was the DNA test we had to do while I was going through the divorce from Robbie that told us. Until today I have never told a soul."
"I see..." he said, trying to gather his thoughts.
We watched for a few more minutes as he got more details out of Georgia, the deception; she was humiliated but trying to keep a straight face. My father looked like he was going to strut. My brother looked more than a little like a few bricks short of a house.
Then he got out of Georgia, how my father, brother and sister, got her into swinging and she ended up pregnant with her second child, courtesy of my sister's fiance. No one in the room talked, the drama surrounding the parentage of Georgia's children was a shame she would never live down now it was public.
The judge steers us back to the matter at hand. It took a few minutes, but he got us back on track.
"How would you describe your relationship with your ex-husband, your current husband's younger brother?" the prosecution lawyer asked.
"There is no relationship," she said simply.
"Would you care to explain why?" When the defence started to object, the prosecution added addressing the Judge. "This goes towards getting us back on track and motive, Your Honour."
"Proceed," the Judge said.
Georgia thought for a moment, "Since the day that Robbie found me in bed with his brother and found out how completely both myself and his family betrayed him, Robbie has had nothing to do with us. He moved away, is now married and has children, from what I understand. Robbie has always stated no reconciliation between us in the couple of brief conversations we have had over the years since that time. Honestly, I don't blame him after what we all did to him."
The prosecution nodded.
"So you betrayed him; his family, including his brother and now we hear his father, betrayed him. You married his brother, but life wasn't great."
"That is correct," Georgia replied.
"What was your husband's attitude towards his brother?" The prosecution lawyer asked Georgia.
"Brad and his father were openly hostile towards Robbie," Georgia responded. "They would put him down any time that they had a chance. Brad always talked about what he could do to ruin Robbie's life. Brad and his father blamed Robbie for everything that went wrong after Robbie left."
"Can you explain so the court can understand how the defendant could make such a blatant privacy violation as we are discussing here today?" asked the prosecution, trying to keep us on topic.
Georgia again looked at me. Then her eyes shifted to Amy. Then she looked at Brad, who was openly glaring at her.
"I once heard Brad's father yell in a confrontation with Robbie that he was a mistake, that his only good use was as a tool within their business. That he should be glad Brad was, excuse me for this, Your Honour, but to be glad that Brad was fucking me."
Georgia blushed at the admission and her guilt. "Brad's father told me it was alright to bed Robbies brother because any kids I had with Robbie would be pathetic and weak. At one of these times, they got me drunk, and I think that is when I became pregnant with Brad snr's child."
I felt a chill run down my spine at her admission. Not only had Georgia been cheating on me with my brother, but my father as well. However, I don't think it was entirely consensual. The way Georgia talked, Georgia was used more as a tool against me than a willing sex partner.
I shook myself out of the morbid thoughts and continued listening to my ex-wife.
"During the divorce," Georgia continued. "When everything was going wrong, Brad took me to bed against my wishes, belittled Robbie, telling me how he was going to find Robbie and castrate him so he would never have kids. He was going to tie him up and torture him in revenge."
"Revenge for what?" Georgia was asked.
I gulped. This was one of my mistakes.
"Not long before the divorce finalised, we ran across Robbie on the street, and Robbie put Brad in the hospital."
She explained how I made good on my promise to kick Brad's ass as retribution for ruining my life. She then explained that she did not hold any blame on me. No charges were filed. However, Brad held a grudge and wanted revenge.
The questions continued for another half hour, painting Brad as a man repeatedly trying to browbeat his younger brother. My father also got several dishonourable mentions.
Then the prosecution got to the matter of the pictures.
"Mrs Other, does your phone have a password?"
"Yes."
"Does your husband know the password?"
"No."
"Do you have intimate photos on your phone of your time married to Mr Robert Other?"
"I did have."
"Could you explain?"
Georgia took a breath.
"When Robbie and I were married, we took several intimate photos and videos of a sexual nature using our phones. They were private and for our viewing only."
"Did you ever show these photos or videos to the defendant?"
"No."
"Again, Mrs Other, can you explain why?"
She glanced back at me, embarrassed quickly.
"As I mentioned earlier, I do not, nor have I ever loved Brad, and I dislike his father even more. However, when Robbie left me, his family convinced me to marry Brad since we were playing the game where we had a child together. Once we were married, it was no surprise that Brad began cheating on me, and the sex became average at best. We were together perhaps once a month, and Brad was on the road or sleeping elsewhere over half the week. I was lonely and used to use those photos and videos privately to feel something in bed alone at night."
It was my turn to blush.
"So, Mrs Other did you see anything wrong with keeping intimate images of a man you were no longer married to while married to his brother."
Georgia, for her turn, didn't blush this time.
"No, Robbie and I took those together. I would never show them to anyone, let alone hurt a man I still loved even more. They were, to me, a reminder of what I had lost, thrown away, really. Those pictures were my one solace in a storm where I no longer felt love."
The prosecutor looked at Georgia with something like pity.
"So if you did not give the images to the defendant, how did he get the images to send to his Brother?"
Georgia then broke down and cried. It took about five minutes and some tissues provided by the court before she could continue.
"It was a night when Brad had gone out with his father. I believe they were going to their swing group." She said, glaring at the son, then the father. "I had gotten both kids down and was feeling lonely. I pulled up a couple of the images and watched a couple of the videos helping myself to relieve some tension when Brad stormed into the bedroom.
"He saw me naked and relaxing, then saw the images on the phone. Brad and I never took any intimate pictures, and he knew I didn't like pornography with him. So when he saw the screen, he knew it was Robbie and me."
Georgia looked down at her hands and then rubbed her arm in memory.
"Brad held me down, wrestling the phone away from me. He's not as strong as Robbie, but he's still a strong man. Brad did something to copy everything to his phone. I was screaming for him to stop. But he ended up throwing me into the wall, calling me a skanky whore and stormed out with my phone. I was stunned and cried. When I came out of the room a little while later. My phone was on the bench smashed, Brad was gone."
The courtroom was deadly quiet for a few minutes until the prosecutor cleared his throat.
"Thank you, Mrs Other. I am sure that was not easy to say, besides everything else you're telling us today. I apologise for any embarrassment that may have caused you or your ex-husband, Mr Robert Other."
As Georgia got off the stand sitting back in the gallery, Brad again glared at her. My father's visage wasn't much better. Georgia didn't look my way again for the rest of the court hearing.
The prosecutor stood in front of the court. He caught my eye and gave me a very small but sympathetic nod.
"Aside from the depravity of this father and son. We have just heard testimony from the defendant's wife. He was an abusive cheater and had delusions of revenge, to which he tried multiple times over the years to hurt his younger brother. From statements provided, he somewhat succeeded in sending intimate images that were not his to his brother's wife in an attempt to cause pain to his estranged younger brother. The evidence shows how Mr Brad Other Jr used his work computer to format and send an email with the attachments using his login."
He went on for a few moments more, then asked to call my brother, Mr Brad Other Jr, the defendant, to the stand.
My brother sat down, his eyes wild, almost unfocused. Insanity looked to be nipping at his mind by the looks of things.
"Mr Other, you have heard the evidence against you today. You have heard of how you knowingly violated your wife's trust as well as the privacy of your younger brother. Do you deny this?"
Brad looked at me and gave me a crooked smile.
"Nope, I won't deny it," Brad replied arrogantly, smirking looking at me.
Everyone stopped short. No one expected an acceptance from the first question.
"Uh, Mr Other, how would you explain yourself then?" the prosecutor asked, trying to regain his balance from rocking admissions earlier and now an admission of guilt right out of the gate from the defendant himself.
My brother again glared up at me but still held that crooked smile.
"My little brother was a mistake my family should never have made. Everyone says that everything he puts his hand to turns into gold. At school, he was always top of the class; he advanced through university like nothing and picked up martial arts like it was simply breathing. He was a mistake in our family because no one could compete with him.
"I brought this up with a Dad as a teenager, and we figured out his weakness. Robbie was honest. He put one hundred per cent into everything and would always cover for any of us in the family without hesitation."
My brother started laughing at his memories.
"When we were kids, I would get Robbie to do my homework while pretending to have his back from the bullies I sent to harass him. That worked until he started his martial arts. If his bike had a flat tyre, it was me. If something was broken in his room, most of the time, I had been there earlier. At home, Dad and I would ensure that Mum always served him last as the youngest while we always got the best food.
"When he came to work for the family business, Dad put him to work running things, and the kid was so good that he really was running the place before long. My little brother was the best in sales, operations, manufacturing, and it pissed us all off. But it also allowed the rest of the family to slow down and not worry too much about things. We used to say; You knew it would get done if Robbie was doing the job."



If my brother could be spitting on the courtroom floor at that point, he would, the disgust in his eyes having to admit that.
"When Dad put Georgia and Robbie together, it ensured that Robbie never went anywhere and kept things working. We left them alone for a year. Then, a few months after they married, Dad told me to seduce Georgia so we would have another way to control Robbie if needed."
Brad then looked at Georgia. She must have been staring at him because he again smiled that big crooked smile as he looked at her. He looked over at Dad, who, for some stupid reason, after all the revelations, also had a maniacal grin on his face. I could not figure out why he would be happy at my fuckwit of a brother spilling the beans like this in open court.
"It was easy to take my brother's wife. Dad sent him on a trip to visit a client, trusting that his wife would be looked after by his family and along with a few glasses of wine and a concerned older brother to look after his wife, I woke up in his bed the next day having taken his wife away from him.
"For the next three years, I slept with her any time Robbie was away, and sometimes when I knew he was working at the office sorting out my sales quota for me. Sure, my sister found us in bed early on, but Dad and I made sure that Mum and my sister said nothing. They knew that if they did, the gravy train they were riding would end."
I stared at my brother, pissed off at what I was hearing. He had been out to put the hurt on me since we were kids just because I was smarter than him.
The cadence in his voice when he laughed caught everyone in the room; it was not the laugh of a mentally healthy man. "I must admit I didn't see that Dad was the one that got the slut pregnant. She was so out of it with what we gave her. I doubt she knew we double-teamed her a number of times..." he drifted off for a moment. No one said anything; we just all sat there. Suddenly he was back, though, looking at me, grinning like an idiot. "But hey, it wasn't golden boys, so fuck it."
Brad laughed, "We all agreed that she needed to pass it off as my dimwit little brothers. I was over the moon. Robbie thought he was going to be a father."
Brad's smile faded.
"But then, he came home early from that trip and messed everything up.
"He found me in bed fucking Georgia's ass and loving it. Physical threats didn't work because he was some amazing fighter, and I wasn't. Even my parents couldn't make him see reason. He walked out on us, quit, and everything went to shit.
"After that, we all had to work, but no one," he said sarcastically. "could do it as well as Robbie. Then we saw him after the brat was born, and he put me in the hospital. I wanted to sue him, but Dad still wanted him back and convinced me to let it go. Then I saw him fight that guy, and I tried to shake him by smirking at him while feeling up Georgia, the woman I had taken from him, and he ended up pounding the guy to the ground. After that, he just dropped off the face of the planet and turned up almost a year later married.
"We tried several things, suing him, but his lawyers were better. I tried to hire a P.I. to follow him but turned up nothing. It wasn't until we found him at ALRO Homes that I knew I would just have to bide my time. But it was hard to find an angle. I was going to destroy his marriage and make good on Dad's threat to see him homeless on the street.
"But then he started taking our business, and that fight happened where Mum turned up, and he was suddenly the hero of Australia, and we were the abusive family that had driven him away. Fucking Cinderella he was."
It was evident that he had become unhinged, my brother was digging his own grave and admitting to things that no one in their right mind would, and he was doing it with a smile. I shook my head, and he caught the moment, his eyes bright, thinking he was getting to me.
"Robbie knocked us once again when Mum died. None of us got to attend. The media were hounding us day and night. I don't know what happened to my sister, but she and my Dad had a fight, and no one has seen her since. I'm betting it was Robbie that made her disappear. Joanna always did what she was told, even letting her fiancé fuck my wife, ha!"
Several people were murmuring now in the room, and the defence lawyer sat there staring. He just didn't know what to do.
My insane brother kept going, "Before Mum died, I found Georgia masturbating to old pictures of her and Robbie. I took the phone, copied the pictures and used an old email address from Georgia's address book to send the photos to Amy. I hoped that seeing the pictures, she would throw him out. I figured if I could screw him over with one sister, then it would be easy to screw him over with another."
He again lost the smile and got serious.
"I didn't think they would figure it was me sending the pictures. But then again, I'm screwed either way, so I might as well go down in a blaze of glory and get my five minutes of fame. Perhaps even get a book deal in the future."
And then he shut up, crossing his arms and letting us know he had finished his story.
No one knew what to do. My brother had not only admitted to the crime but had implicated himself and my father in several crimes that, while perhaps not quite criminal, showed a history of abuse towards me, then Georgia and even Mum and Joanna. Yet he appeared proud of it, not remorseful. If we peered into his mind, I would say that finding out his own father cuckolded him made his mind take a long walk off a short cliff.
Several people in the room knew who I was from the media stole glances at me. Even the judge gave me a look or two. I just looked angrily at my older brother and tried not to look at my father.
The prosecution lawyer cleared his throat and looked at Brad's lawyer.
"Your witness," he said and sat down.
"No further questions," the defence said, defeated.
In the end, Brad was found guilty of the privacy violations and then charged further for spousal abuse. The judge used his power to dissolve the marriage between Brad and Georgia on the spot. The paperwork would be processed post-haste, and Georgia would be free. Brad was sentenced to five years in a medium-security prison.
On the way out of court, I looked for Georgia. For the first time, I wanted to find her. Amy and I caught up with her in the car park.
"Georgia wait!" I shouted as the two of us came up behind us.
I saw Georgia's shoulder shrug before she took a breath and turned to us.
"Robbie, please don't," my ex-wife groaned. "That was hard enough today without you further rubbing my mistakes into my numerous wounds. I am done. The only reason I haven't killed myself is my children. Your mother was my only friend, and now she's gone."
I did the last thing that she expected. I dropped Amy's hand strode toward Georgia, pulling her into a hug. For a moment, her body was stiff; then, I felt Georgia throw herself into me, and she just melted. Huge body-wracking sobs came over her. Right there in the carpark, she wailed as I held her. I looked at Amy, and she was crying too. I wasn't ready to forgive Georgia, but I knew I could, give her empathy at that moment. I might not like my ex-wife, but I didn't want her to kill herself.
After a few minutes, she pulled back and wiped her eyes.
"Thank you Robbie, and thank you Amy, that was more than I deserve," Georgia said quietly.
I smiled sadly, "I know, Georgia, but I'm not entirely without a heart. What you did today was honestly the bravest thing I have ever seen you do. I know how hard it must be to say what you did."
Amy again took my hand but lent in towards Georgia, giving her an arm of compassion, the first touch between the girls in several years.
"We never had a chance, did we, Robbie?" she asked a moment later, the sorrow on her face easy to see.
I shook my head. "Of course we did, Georgia; we had every chance in the world. It didn't matter that my family was out to hurt me, hurt us. I don't care that it was Dad who put us together to try and control me. But it was your choice to fuck my father and my brother and then keep fucking them that killed us. That was your choice, and I heard the words you said as you joined in belittling me the night I came home from Melbourne, it was your choice regardless of the forces at play.
"If you had come to me and shared your concerns. Perhaps, even if you came to me after telling me honestly what happened the first time, there might have been a chance for us. But you chose to cuckold me. You chose to hide the affair and try and pass your son off as mine when you knew he wasn't. That wasn't just my family; yes, they may have influenced you, but that was your choice. You had hours, days and weeks alone with me when you could have come clean, but it took me finding you with Brad for you to understand I wouldn't take that shit from anyone."
She nodded her head, straining to keep her tears in. Amy looked sympathetic but didn't move to comfort her sister past the arms touch.
"Where are you and the kids staying?" Amy asked quietly.
"We're staying with Ruth and her family at the moment," Georgia said. "Ever since Hattie died, I just haven't known what to do, Ruth took the kids and me in, and while she's not exactly happy, she's looking after us."
We nodded our heads.
Georgia sighed, then looked at me again. "Did you read the letter?" she asked me.
I had forgotten about the letter Georgia gave me in the hospital as Mum lay dying. She asked me to read it when things settled down. I shook my head.
In return, I got a wan little smile, "Would you be able to read it soon? It's not anything but an apology for everything. I know it doesn't fix anything, but my therapist asked me to write it and, if possible, one day give it to you to read."
"Okay, Georgia, I will read it," I told her.
Georgia looked lost but looked up at my wife. "Amy, please look after him. If anything good has come out of this mess, it's that you found Robbie and made him happier than I ever could."
What that Georgia got into a beat-up old Kia Rio and drove away.
"I feel a little sorry for her," Amy said, leaning on me as we watched her drive out of the carpark.
"Yeah," I replied.
"What, you feel sorry for her?" my wife asked, looking at me like I had grown a third arm.
I shrugged. "A little, but I meant what I said. She could have talked to me, not hid it from me. I don't know that I will ever truly forgive her."
We spoke more about the merits of forgiveness and the day's events on the drive home. When we climbed into bed, we kind of just held each other and fell asleep.
The following day I went and got coffee for Amy and myself before anyone was up. I saw the news in the coffee shop, which had highlights from the trial, including excerpts from what my father and brother had done. A reporter was standing outside the coffee shop looking for me, but the locals all got in his way, giving me an escape.
When I got back, William was watching Bluey, and Amy was sitting on the balcony nursing Sarah. She smiled as I put her coffee down, placing Geogira's letter on the table in front of me.
"You going to read that?" she asked.
"Yep, I told her I would." I gave a tight smile.
As we all sat in different spots, I opened the letter and began reading.
My dearest Robbie,
I know that I don't qualify to call you that anymore. However, despite everything that has passed between us, that is still how I see you, my dearest. These last few years since you found out about Brad and I, along with other things I hope you never hear of, have been the worst of my life, and if I am honest, it's been going downhill since the night that I first slept with Brad. You should know I have loved the young operations office and amazing martial artist since I first met you. You were fit, handsome, bright, and always knew how to solve a puzzle. Well, except for the deceit that your family and I worked on you.
I will go to the grave regretting what we did to you. We destroyed you, me more than most, as I was supposed to be your wife, best friend and most trusted advisor. But I betrayed you. The hindsight of years and the therapy I am doing has shown me that as bad as I feel for what I have done to you, you have most likely felt worse. It will come as no surprise that your brother has been cheating on me for years, but somehow I know what I did to you was worse.
Robbie, This letter is an apology to you for what I did to you. It is my heartfelt feelings of remorse and sadness that I have lost my best friend. I am sorry, Robbie, I am sorry I broke you, I cheated and lied to you, I am sorry that I went along with your family rather than talking to you. I know you would probably still have divorced me, but I think my soul would not be as black as it is today.
I'm writing this the day after I heard Hattie was about to pass, and I plan to give this to you the next time I see you. You should know that your mother loved you very much, and we would often cry about what transpired. From what we saw in the news and that your father kicked your mother out, I hope that you have had some type of reconciliation.
There is a saying with cheaters where the wife cheats on her husband called 'Burn the Bitch' Robbie, your parents once told me you wanted to go nuclear on your family, on me. Well, we're burnt. We thought we destroyed you, but we did a much better job burning ourselves. With your Mum gone, Joanna looks like she's leaving, your Dad is calling for blood, and your brother will follow him into whatever hell your Dad comes up with next. I am not going to be here for it though.
I am leaving Brad and divorcing him. I have honestly never loved him. He was just there when you left, and I felt being with him was part of my punishment. But I can no longer stand the cheating, the lies, the abuse and the way he treats the children. Ruth has agreed to let the three of us move in with her and her family for a few months until I can get myself together.
The only thing I take solace in is that you have found love with Amy while I am suffering. She is everything I am not, dedicated, hard-working, loving, and beyond everything, loyal. From what my Mum told me, Amy and you have a child and a second on the way. I wish you all happiness, cherish your family and never make the mistakes that I did.
I know that you hate me, and you have every right to. I hate myself, and I know that there will be no reconciliation, but if you ever could forgive me, I would be forever grateful, and perhaps it will help you as much as it helps me.
Live your life Robbie,
Love always
Georgia
I read the letter a second time, then put the letter down on the table. Amy looked at me contemplatively, Sarah now nursing on the other side.
"So?" she asked.
I looked out over the water to the pacific ocean.
"It was certainly an apology, she explains a few things that I think we already heard in court yesterday, but her regret comes out a lot in what she wrote."
"Would you mind if I read it?" Amy requested.
I handed her the letter, and she read it. When she finished, Amy gave my daughter to me, and as I burped her, Amy reread the letter.
"You're right, and it's a good apology. But your not too emotional about it, are you?"
"No, a lot of my emotions have just been overused in this scenario. I feel sad for her. Georgia was used and abused by the family, but am I emotional about it after all this time? Nah." I told my wife.
Amy nodded, folding the letter and putting it back in the envelope. We both then stood and went inside. I picked up my phone off the bench and texted Ruth.
[ Hi Ruth, Can you let Georgia know I read the letter. Tell her thank you for the apology and that I hope she finds her peace. ]
I hit send and showed the text to Amy, who nodded.
"That's still not forgiveness," Amy told me.
"No, but I no longer wish her ill. I'll take that as a start," I replied.
The news that morning had a couple of excerpts from the trial. Photos of Brad, Georgia, Amy and I were shown. The coming week's articles "Bastard Brother Gets What Coming to Him" and "Nuclear Family Melts Down" can be found online. In most cases, the articles were firmly in my favour that they had treated me like shit and deserved everything that was happening to them. My father got even worse scathing reviews than my brother. Then again, after yesterday's revelations, that wasn't surprising.
A few weeks later, Toni gave birth to their first child, a daughter named Carla. She had her mother's eyes but her father's mouth and adored being hugged by everyone. If she wasn't sleeping, she was crying if someone wasn't holding her. The only exception was when we put both Carla and Sarah together. It started a friendship that would last a lifetime. Those girls were closer than sisters and got each other out of trouble almost as much as they got into trouble together.
Darren and Toni spent a lot of time with us, having quite a large place, and Darren spoke to me about retirement from fighting. I agreed, but noted that I would like one last fight, see if I could stay the champion. He would reach out and see if it was possible.
Three days later, I had an offer. A Russin MMA fighter, Stephen the Magnificent, was willing to travel to Brisbane to get in the ring with me after seeing my other fights. We set the bout for six months, and everyone got to training. The media picked up that this would be my final professional fight as it was time to focus on my family and business, not beating the crap out of people in the ring.
Darren trained me harder than I had ever been trained before. I was training if I wasn't working at ALRO Homes or with my family. My diet was highly restricted. I got Sunday mornings off, but that was it. I was almost, and I do say, was almost too tired to make love to Amy, but my wife is a sexual powerhouse and could turn me on even as I felt broken by Darren's training regime. Towards the end of the training, my wife's sexy body was my only respite in a world of pain.
With three weeks to go, it was worth it. I was in the best form of my life. I was faster, stronger and more agile than in any of my other fights. Darren had kept me motivated, and as the day drew near, I looked forward to taking on Stephen the Magnificent. We watched his fights, and he was a good fighter; like me, he relied on speed from years of Muay Thai fighting. We would be fairly evenly matched.
Tickets had sold out weeks ago, and the week before the fight, the odds for the first time were in my favour, three to one.
Stephen and I exchanged a few light taunts the night of the fight, but of all the professionals I had fought, he was the most gracious, wishing me luck and hoping for a good fight.
Our first round was pretty straightforward, testing defences, throwing a few combinations and getting a feel for each other. Round two was in his favour. He came at me hard, with fast combinations and speed over power. I took several blows, knowing it would bruise me for days afterwards. Round three went my way as I broke his defence and delivered some big kicks that had him on the mat at one point. When the round ended, both knew this would be a close fight.
I again broke his defence in the fourth round, but he countered with some leg sweeps that kept me on my toes. The cameras around the stadium were everywhere, the crowd screamed at every punch, yelled at each kick, and the atmosphere in the room was electric.
I knew we were focused in the fifth round as we both came out and started pounding each other. Within the first minute, we had both landed some good hits. Both of us were in our element, the crowd screaming around us, sweat pouring from both our bodies. The contest of strength and strategy was a heady feeling. We were trading blow for blow when we were both distracted by another person entering the ring.



While the focus was on Stephen and me, the referee was close by watching our moves, the crowd and cameras were on us. Before anyone could stop it, a lone figure climbed into the ring and took a defensive stance. The person was not a fighter; they didn't have the background for it. Indeed, his clothes looked tired and worn, the grey hair showing a man well past his prime. No, there was no threat from the man who had entered the ring himself as a fighter. However, the gun he held was a threat, and of course, it was pointed at me.
My father.
Stephen and I had separated, looking at Brad Other Sr as he stood holding the gun on me. My father snarled at both the referee and my opponent, "Get out!" Stephen looked briefly at me. I saw the thought pass through his mind but shook my head. He nodded and helped the ref out of the ring. The entire crowd had gone silent.
"So," my father snarled. "You think you can walk away from your family just because you're some hotshot fighter?"
There were thousands of people in the arena, and while there was security, they were spaced around the place. No one usually wanted to climb into the ring around an active fight, so finding a gap looked like my father had seized an opportunity. I had turned and slowly paced so that my back was to the entrance runway, presenting the least amount of victims behind me. If my father went crazy, which I believe he was going to, I could minimise the body count.
I had nothing with which to defend myself, a pair of spandex pants and taped hands. Without the gun, I could demolish him in seconds. I had nothing that could protect against bullets, though.
I looked at my father, his snarling face and knowing that I wasn't likely to leave the ring alive, I felt a calm descend upon me.
"Dad," I said calmly, letting the rage of the years go for a few minutes. The pain of the family that threw me away disappeared. I spoke in a voice of how a young child addresses his father in wonder. My father's eyes wandered the room, looking at the TV cameras, focused back on me and his eyes narrowed.
"Dad," I repeated in the same tone, spreading my arms wide but keeping my arms down and conscious of not stepping towards the crazed man with a gun. "Are you alright, Dad?" I asked calmly.
He laughed bitterly, his hand and eyes never wavering. "Really, that's your question? You're asking if I'm alright? Here, the world is watching as I threaten to end your life, and you're asking if I'm alright. Seriously, Robert, you can do better than that."
I shrugged my shoulders, trying to keep calm, the adrenaline from the fight still coursing through my veins. I could see security was trying to push people back; surprisingly, there were no hysterics. The entire crowd was trying to overhear our discussion. Panic would come later with gunshots.
I had no idea where Amy was, but I hoped that she stayed out of the way.
"I guess there is not much to ask after everything, is there?" I responded to my father's question.
His face fell for a moment, "No, not really." He looked at me, his mask of pain momentarily replaced by sorrow. His voice softened. "You know, I really wanted you to get past your brother and Georgia all those years ago. I wanted you to stay in the family. We needed you, son."
I was surprised by my father calling me his son. Since that night, I had only ever heard him call me 'Robert'. I had no idea what was happening outside of the ring, the lights were bright, and I kept my focus on my father. I turned slightly to my left, letting Dad think I was letting myself get caught in memory. When I turned back to him a moment later, I had glanced at Darren, Toni and the panicked face of my wife right behind a row of security guards. I had also slightly changed my footing.
"Honestly," I tried to say soothingly. "Putting aside the emotion, all the disagreements and the pain, Dad, if you think logically, how did you think I would have reacted?" Trying to keep calm was hard. I wanted to again scream at his betrayal. He cuckolds both my brother and me, and I had a younger half-brother. I wanted to tell him what a prick he was. I wanted to blast him for breaking the family. Sure, I walked away all those years ago, but my father's actions caused our entire family to melt down.
For a couple of moments, Dad regarded me, not saying anything. He quickly glanced at the crowd and then back to me, "Honesty Robbie, setting aside everything, I understand," he paused and raised the gun. His face contorted into a snarl again, "But you betrayed the family, you betrayed me. I told you I was going to destroy you, but if I can't make you crawl in the gutter like a maggot, then I'll have to settle with killing you and making you sleep with them!"
I heard a scream in the background as Dad cocked the gun. It was Amy'svoice, the words "NO!" being yelled. It provided a momentary distraction as my father glanced toward the sound.
Without hesitation and with years of training, I exploded from my spot towards my father when the first shot rang out. My shoulder flared in pain as I sprinted, his first shot aiming for my head but going wide. I dodged to the side slightly, and my father's arm tried to track me as another shot rang out. This one caught my collarbone. Another second passed, and I leapt. A third shot rang out, my momentum in the air had the bullet catch me in the gut, but that didn't matter now. My leg was extended, aiming for its target. I wasn't stopping. The final second and a fourth shot rang out, grazing my left arm being used as a counterbalance to my extended right leg.
Brad Sr received the full force of my signature kick like his son before him. My foot connected with his head, and before anyone could take a single breath, the snarl of a man trying to murder his own son turned into surprise and shock as his face caught the full blow of kinetic energy transferred from my kick to his face.
His head led a slow flight across the ring as his body followed like a rag doll. As my father's feet left the ground, the surprise still on his face, the gun he was holding dropped from his hands. As he crashed into the side of the ring, the gun hit the ground, and I completed the touchdown from the momentum of my kick, coming into a crouch position.
The entire stadium was silent except for the echo of the gunshots. Without thinking, I stood quickly, looked at the gun, then at my father, whose eyes were wide and unfocused. The danger had passed. Then I collapsed to my knees and started vomiting blood as the entire stadium erupted in chaos.
In moments Security was in the ring, kicking the gun away from the potential reach of my father. They rolled him onto his stomach, pinning his hands behind his back. Not ten breaths later, Amy was beside me, hysterical. She was sobbing, trying to hold me even while Toni was trying to get her to hold back while Darren was trying to ease me onto my back, applying pressure to my wounds.
I was surprised that it was the shot into my shoulder and my collarbone that hurt the most. My arm stung, but the one in my gut, though bleeding the most, hurt the least.
"Relax, Robbie, the ambulance crew will be here in a moment," Darren told me calmly, though his eyes told me he was worried as he looked around for them.
Amy was again leaning over me, kissing me while swearing at me.
"You brave, fucking stupid man, what the hell were you thinking," she sobbed at me.
I tried to shrug, but I winced in pain.
"He wasn't going to stand down," I said quietly as my wife dabbed the side of my mouth, wiping up a spot of blood with the edge of her shirt. "So I tried to ensure his focus was on me and keep as many people safe as possible. I just needed to make sure you were safe."
Amy kissed me again.
"You didn't expect to leave alive, did you, my love? You were going to sacrifice yourself, weren't you?"
"Yeah," I said. I was starting to feel tired now. I could sense movement as both Police and Ambulance people made their way into the ring.
"I'm sorry Amy, but as long as you were safe and I could stop him from hurting anyone else, I saw that it was a reasonable exchange," I told her.
Through her tears, I saw a rueful smile, and she nodded.
"You're a bloody amazing man, my love," Amy replied, warm tears falling to my chest.
Amy, Darren and Toni kept talking to me for another minute as the ambulance crew set the stretcher up and began checking me out; they worked with the stadium medical crew to check my wounds and prepare me for transport.
After loading me, Stephen the Magnificent came over and placed a hand on my uninjured shoulder. He told me he was withdrawing from the fight in his heavily accented Russian accent because he had never seen a more brave and magnificent move than my final action.
I managed to stay semi-conscious in the ambulance on the way to the hospital, Amy there holding my hand the entire way. When we arrived, the hospital was ready for me, and I was immediately wheeled in for surgery. Amy gave me a final kiss, worry lining her face. I smiled and told her I would see her soon.
I awoke sore and stiff two days later. The surgery had been successful in removing all three bullets. Fortunately, the gutshot wasn't as bad as it could have been. The gun was a low calibre then limited its power. The gut bullet had been lodged in my intestine, but they were able to repair the damage. My shoulder was going to be a challenge. The bullet had fractured my collarbone where it struck. That would take time to heal. My arm where the fourth bullet was bandaged and itchy.
Overall I felt lucky to be alive.
Amy was there when I woke up, and our reunion was tearful. I felt like I would suffocate from her kisses or drown from her tears as I woke; she smiled playfully and then slapped me when I told her that, causing me to wince, which upset her again.
While the doctors checked me over, Amy called Toni and let them know I was awake, Daren and Toni were looking after the kids, and with the doctor's approval, they would all come and see me tomorrow morning.
I'd awoken around lunchtime, so the rest of the afternoon was tests and catching up on the fallout of what I now knew was the last fight I would ever do.
Since the entire confrontation was live through sports TV, reporters, daytime television shows, news and commentary shows, everyone was going insane. Apparently, I had become some type of heroic icon to those that had struggled with their family around the world. In three separate countries, current affairs shows were running stories on me, the sordid history of my family, and anything they could find on me. There was a gaggle of reporters camped outside the hospital waiting for news.
Amy had hired private security through ALRO for the family and guards at ALRO Homes. Since I was already known, thanks to my previous fights, everyone was in a frenzy to learn more about me.
My father had been marched out in handcuffs moments after the ambulance crews wheeled me out on a stretcher. He had been charged with attempted murder, and George, who happened to be in the crowd at the fight, already had the legal wheels turning. Brad Sr was currently in isolation, as yesterday, one of the other prisoners took exception to him harming me and proceeded to beat him in their shared cell.
The other challenge we had was an end to Amy's anonymity as CEO of ALRO. While Amy was never quite hiding, as the wife of one of the most famous people on the planet, it didn't take the media long to connect all the dots. Amy had her marketing team release a statement about our history, the founding of ALRO & ALRO Homes, as well as a request for privacy while her husband recovered from the grievous wounds inflicted. When other sports celebrities worldwide echoed the sentiment, most reporters took a respectful step back, waiting to hear something.
I was in the hospital for nine days. I could have been released home for bed rest after five. However, the doctors wanted to ensure I wouldn't tear my stitches or be hounded by the media.
When I got home, it was with strict instructions that I was to minimise movement and bed rest was paramount. After two days at home, I was going insane with no movement. Amy would only let me get out of bed to go to the bathroom or shower. The latter she always insisted on helping me with, so it wasn't all bad. At least I had a great view of the ocean from our home.
It was interesting being the celebrity of the moment. I was used to being reported on as a fighter. However, the notoriety I received as the world watched me take bullets while destroying my father was a level of fame I would be happy to have fade sooner rather than later.
After a week at home, I was doing much better; my doctor told me I could move around again, and my gut wound was healing well. The wound on my arm had mended, and while sore still, my shoulder and collarbone injuries were also recovering, though the doctors made me wear a sling.
Amy and I had numerous requests from media worldwide, big US talk shows wanted to interview us, bloggers were writing articles, and we had even received requests from three Hollywood studios to do moves or a television series about my life. It was all a little surreal.
My life had been on a dramatic trajectory since I came home early that Friday evening. I reflected on another Friday evening as I sat alone on our balcony. My drink of choice, a Kraken and coke in my hand. I was staring out over the ocean, and I could see a storm brewing over the mountain ranges to the left, the dark clouds heavy with rain and hints of sheet lighting flighting throughout the entire horizon as the sun faded quickly. The storm would hit us in around half an hour, but up until then, I had a great view to appreciate the beauty of the storm.
I felt movement beside me, and Amy's hand slipped into mine as she took the seat beside me, her drink in hand.
"You okay there, baby?" she asked.
"Yeah, just reflective," was my reply.
She nodded her head.
"We've been through a lot, haven't we?" she asked, somehow knowing my contemplation.
"It was a Friday night, a lot like this, when everything started to happen," I said to my wife. "I don't know if I ever told anyone about it, but that Friday night, I had just been through a storm on the flight home like the one coming over now. That night, as I walked down the street away from my parents as the storm passed over the Gold Coast, I thought my life was over as the rain started pouring.
Amy nodded again, taking a sip of her drink.
"I mean," I continued, watching the storm roll over the mountain range. "The people I trusted most in the entire world had just told me that I had to get over the fact of a cheating wife and didn't give a shit about what I was feeling."
"What about now?" Amy asked, sipping her drink.
I smiled, I pointed over at the storm as lightning flashed in the clouds, and we could see the shadow of rain begin to fall.
"I have a different perspective. That night, as the rain fell, it started the process of washing the dirt away from my life. If I had accepted what my family wanted to do, I wouldn't have the love I have around me today.
"Yes, I lost a mother, father, brother, sister and wife that night. But out of that, I gained a soulmate I got to marry." Amy smiled at me, "I got to travel the world, I have two amazing kids, and I have fought on the international stage. I've done things I would never have dreamed of.
"Yeah, there has been pain," I said as I rolled my shoulder, feeling the wince of pain from my fractured collarbone. "But Amy, my love. I wouldn't trade any of it for the world if it meant I didn't get to have you or the kids in my life."
We chatted about the past for the next hour as we watched the storm roll in, enjoying the show. We even stayed out on the balcony as it broke over the house, Willam came out sitting on Amy's lap, and Toni, who was staying with us with Darren, brought little Sarah out while Darren brought Carla out. By the time we went inside, all of us were laughing and soaked to the bone.
After showers and some hot chocolate all around, we got the kids settled, then retired ourselves. In bed, Amy and I snuggled as we listened to the storm, watching the occasional flash of lighting through our bedroom window. I'd say it was around two in the morning when I woke to the feeling of my wife inhaling my cock, she was gently sucking me as the rain outside continued to fall, and I maneuvered her womanhood over my face and pulled her down to me gently licking her moist folds as she continued to apply gentle pressure to my shaft.
Even after two children, my wife was a beautiful woman. I enjoyed the feeling of her wetness on my tongue and the moan she made when my tongue teased her clit. She was trying hard to put no pressure on my shoulder, spreading her thighs wide, but that opened her further to my ministrations, and she was soaking wet within minutes. After a few minutes of mutual stimulation, she gently turned around and sank onto my shaft, grinding herself and grinning at me. In turn, I brought my hands to her ample bosom, and she lent down a little, so I could cup her without strain while continuing her gyrations.
We must have stayed like that for almost fifteen minutes. There was no rush for release, no push of pressure that caused us to erupt. In the end, Amy had a very small and gentle release as I flooded her womb. The gentleness of our lovemaking reinforced my love for this woman who took a chance with a wounded man.
"I love you, Robbie Other," she whispered as we fell asleep later.
The following year was a whirlwind. Amy and I hired a publicist as well as an Agent to handle the media. We became the darling child within the media, both of us having to stand back from our executive positions within ALRO and ALRO Homes. We hired well and maintained a place on the boards of both companies. However, just by association, both companies flourished.
We also had a permanent security detail now as well. Almost anywhere we went, we were recognised. For about six months after getting out of the hospital, Paparazzi were everywhere, and our photos often turned up in gossip mags and online blogs. We learnt quickly to mind our surroundings. The largest issue was that both of us got propositioned regularly. Often a woman offering me a dalliance would do so right in front of Amy. The first couple of times, Amy just about tore their arms and legs off, wanting to beat them over the head until they were bloody stumps. But security stepped in, and over time, we developed ways to gently move the person away and thank them for their interest but deny them their desire. Amy's incident in New Zealand years ago taught us that.
One day, It surprised me when I received a letter from Joanna out of the blue. I must admit I felt a little uneasy about communication with my sister. I know I told her I had forgiven her, but forgiving what she did and wanting to be in the same room as her were two different things.
In the letter, she conveyed her sympathies and sorrow for the destruction of our family. She told me that she was finding herself in Melbourne and again apologised for her role in everything. She also let me know if I ever needed a witness in the trial against Dad, she would be firmly on my side.
Speaking of my father, he was sentenced to twenty-five years in a medium-security prison. It was actually the same prison as Brad Jr was in. I think you can understand that I have never visited either of them.
William and Sarah were growing quickly, and I was happy that as they moved from infants to toddlers, they were with us everywhere we went. Following the advice of our publicist, we went on a world tour. We sat on a couple of the big talk shows, talking about our history without criticising my family overmuch. We spoke through my fighting career along with how we both dealt with the shooting. We also reached an agreement with one of the studios to do a small mini-series around our story. It was to be called "The Nuclear Family". When it was released, it became one of the highest-grossing dramas of the year. Everyone fell in love with a man standing on his morals and finding his soul mate.



It helped that we never tried to act famous, but it was nice to be called friends by some actors and celebrities worldwide.
As we travelled, Amy continued to work with ALRO clients and investments. Still, she worked more as the spokesperson waving the flag than approving projects and with an excellent executive team at the helm and gracious media exposure, ALRO continued to grow.
ALRO Homes also continued to expand. Within two years of the shooting at the fight, we had branches along the east coast of Australia and a new office in New Zealand. I was resisting the urge to go into Asia, I knew we could leverage our fame to do that, and our management team had brought it up more than once, but Amy and I agreed it was a greedy move. We did quality work in Australia and made more than enough profit from the venture, so we kept business in the local market.
Darren and Toni are still the most amazing couple that Amy and I know. They are our closest friends, and not long after the shooting, Darren opened a mixed martial arts dojo that was always at capacity once the media caught wind of it.
[:::: - ::::]
It's been three years since that life-changing moment. Amy and I still get stopped in the street, though a lot of the initial manic status of being a celebrity had worn off. We still had a team of two security with us whenever we were out in public. Both were amateur fighters that trained with Darren and I, so it was good to be protected by friends. They were always alert and proud to be seen with us.
It was a beautiful spring afternoon. Amy and I were sitting at a lovely little café down on the bay outside of Brisbane with Peter and Rayne. The kids were colouring, making a mess of their lunch, and enjoying milkshakes. I was enjoying what the café called the Bayside Burger. Double meat, double cheese, lettuce, tomatoes, grilled onions, mustard and chilli jam. Amazing burger all around.
I was also finishing off a great chocolate-thick shake. You know, when you have one that takes just a little effort to work up the straw but instantly melts in your mouth. Amy was beside me, sitting back, giving a small burp, and then smiled as she finished her thick shake. She smiled, and I smiled back, but Peter and Rayne were looking a little worried. Amy and I were perplexed until I felt the presence standing behind mine and Amy's shoulders.
Turning three people were standing there, well it was a mother with her two children. The kids were pulling on their mother's hands, but the mother stopped and stared at us.
Georgia.
My ex-wife was dressed conservatively, a modest skirt and blouse, it wasn't quite threadbare, but it did look worn. Her now-coloured, dirty blonde hair was cut short in the way that a mother with young children does to stop their hair from being caught up.
Georgia's kids had stopped now, noticing that their grandparents. While they didn't have much to do with Peter and Rayne, Rayne had made some effort to visit semi-regularly. The kids quickly let go of Georgia's hands, running to Rayne and screaming, "Grandma!" Rayne hugged them while Georgia looked like a deer in the headlights.
"I'm sorry, everyone," Georgia said after recovering. "Barrie, Sophia, let's keep going."
I felt Amy kick me under the table. Dammit, why me? Why did I have to do this?
I stood. Our security looked over at us. I waved them away.
"It's alright, Georgia," I told my former wife. "Let the kids chat with Rayne for a few minutes. Where were you going?"
Georgia looked at me with an inscrutable expression on her face. She then looked over at Amy, who smiled at her; Georgia sighed. She held up her arms with a paper-wrapped package from the fish and chip shop just down the road.
"I was taking the kids to play in the park and a little lunch for a treat. I'm sorry, Robbie, I didn't know you would be here." She told us apologetically.
I smiled, "That's fine. We didn't know you would be here either." I got another kick under the table. "Why don't you join us?"
Georiga shook her head. I think I noticed a tear escape the corner of her eye.
"Sorry Robbie, I don't think I can." She looked at Rayne, "Mum could you bring Barrie and Sophia over to the park once you're done."
Rayne nodded sadly. Georgia turned and walked off without saying another word.
"Go after her, you idiot," Amy whispered, suddenly standing beside me as we watched Georgia quickly make her way over the road. "I think it's time we forgave my sister."
I looked at my wife like she had grown an extra head. Here she was asking me to go after my ex-wife, her sister, to forgive her for all the pain she had caused.
I quickly made my way over to the park across the road. One of our security team was following me at a distance. I found Georgia sitting on one of the benches across from the beachside playground, her back to me, sobbing with her head in her hands. As I sat beside her, I handed her one of the napkins from the café. She took it and wiped her eyes.
"Why Robbie, why?" she asked. I wasn't sure if she was asking why we were all there, why she cheated on me all those years ago, or why our lives were overly dramatic.
I leaned beside her, placed my arms on my knees and looked out at the oceans on the other side of the park.
"Because your sister is smarter than us," I replied, speaking to none of the above thoughts.
I heard a short snort from my ex-wife, and then she loudly blew her nose on the napkin.
"Sorry," she said simply.
"I know," I replied to the statement for more than just blowing her nose.
She didn't follow my meaning for a moment; her shoulders slumped again.
"I am sorry, Robbie. I truly am sorry for everything." She said.
"It's alright Georiga, it's..." I started to say.
Georgia took a page from my book and held up her hand.
"Robbie, could I talk for a minute?" she asked.
I smiled and nodded.
Georgia took a couple of deep breaths and then looked at me.
"Robbie, we know each other's stories; hell, the world knows our story thanks to your parents." I chucked. But let her keep talking.
"And while I said I was sorry before, I don't think I understood what I was saying. Perhaps our marriage was doomed before it began. But before your brother or your father. I need to tell you that I was really happy with you. You were an amazing husband, and you never ever did anything wrong. That I got seduced and swept up by your family is no excuse for my behaviour or a reflection on you. I am well and truly sorry for how I treated you. I apologise, Robbie, for my words back then and what you saw. Can you accept that?"
I looked at Georgia, a woman I had loved, a woman I had hated, who had betrayed me and been part of a family that tried to destroy me. She had been used and abused by that same family, and for the last couple of years, she had lived a quiet life, quietly trying to raise her two children.
I nodded, "I can accept that, Georgia and..." I paused. "I'm sorry too."
Her eyes went wide, "You're sorry Robbie? What for? You have nothing to be sorry about; it was all my fault."
I shook my head, "No, it wasn't Georgia; sure, you were one of the main actors, but the person directing was my father. Somehow along the way, he got twisted by the business, by commonplace success and took us all for a ride. Both you and I were collateral damage along the way."
Georgia looked at me as it was my turn to hold my hand up. "Don't get me wrong; you still let yourself cheat on me. You still lied to me, tried to pass your son off as mine. But..." I looked back out at the ocean. "But, I could have handled things down the line better. I could have had a little more compassion. I hated you.. all of you, for years. That anger, my rage towards you and my family, didn't help me. I could have let it go when Mum passed away, but I didn't."
I took a moment, glancing across the road, seeing everyone slowly making their way from the café to the crossing. Georgia looked back over at my security.
"Do they follow you everywhere?" she asked, changing the topic, gesturing towards Harold, the security that followed me to the park.
I laughed, "Yeah, whenever we are out in public, there are always two of them. Since the shooting, they help keep the more... aggressive fans away."
"You and Amy did well on the late-night shows," Georgia said timidly, happy for the topic change while looking at Harold with a critical eye. "And thank you for not portraying me as the bitch I truly was when you spoke. It was appreciated." She said quietly.
The next we knew, our families had joined us. Peter and Rayne took the kids for a play. I think Rayne was ecstatic to have four of her five grandkids together at once. Her fifth grandkid was Ruth's son Connor. I wasn't sure how I felt about William running around with my half-brother, and Georgia noted the frown.
"I'll ask Barrie to leave your son alone if it makes you uncomfortable?" she told me.
Amy sat on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. The subtle claim of her hold on me in front of my ex-wife wasn't lost on Georgia.
"Ignore him, Georgia. He just needs to get over it." As I received a slap in the back of the head, "Serious baby, get over it, that boy is not your asshole of a father or dimwitt of a brother."
I sighed, "I know, I'm sorry, Georgia, I know it's not fair."
Georgia shook her head. "I understand, but Barrie doesn't recall Brad as his father, and I've never corrected him about his true parentage."
"Barrie?" Amy and I asked simultaneously. I had heard her call him that a few times now.
Georgia smiled, "Barrie, after everything that happened, I didn't want to be reminded of a son with a name like Brad Jr the second. So I changed his name to Barrie."
"Barrie," I said slowly, Amy and Georgia looked at me, and I smiled for the first time in Georgia's presence in years. "Well, I like it much more than that other name."
The three of us sat awkwardly for a few moments, and then Amy asked. "How are you, Georgia?"
She looked at us for a moment before replying, shrugging her shoulders.
"Well enough, I suppose," she told us. "I'm a broken single woman now. I have two kids from two different fathers, and thanks to my ex-father-in-law, the only guys interested in me are creeps that want to sleep with the whore who betrayed Robbie Other. It's not a glamorous love life."
"Sorry," I said automatically.
Georgia laughed. "Robbie, we have hardly spoken in years, and in the space of one conversation, I have apologised once, and you have said sorry three times. I feel like I am in the twilight zone."
The three of us laughed.
"Seriously though, I haven't tried to date much. The family kind of broke me, so I'm just staying true to me and trying to raise my kids as best I can." She looked at us, trying to judge a way to say something.
"At least you didn't get a crone to play me in the mini-series. That actress was rather attractive." She said and smiled.
Amy jumped in before I could put my foot in my mouth. "We didn't have much say in the actors once we approved the story, though we tried to ensure that even our evil villainess was worthy of Robbie in the beginning."
I thought Georgia would cry then, her sister throwing her into the pot for being evil, but she smiled.
"I also have to thank you for the royalties, I never expected any money, but it was nice." Georgia smiled.
In negotiating the mini-series of our lives, Amy, with the help of George, made sure that everyone who was portrayed in the series got a check for a certain amount of money, which included my father and brother in prison. They had to sign a release, but once they did, they got a certain amount of money for being able to use their names. My father and brother each got a check for five thousand dollars, while most everyone else, including my sister and Georgia, got a cheque for twenty thousand or more.
"I put the money into buying school supplies for the kids. It came at a good time. I still have a little of it in a savings account. It helped." Georgia sighed.
Georgia looked at us, Amy sitting on my lap, arms still around my neck.
"Amy..." Georgia started.
"It's okay sis," Amy replied, feeling a serious comment coming.
"No, I need to say this," Georgia said.
"Amy, I have been a horrible sister. I cheated on your husband and let you pick up the mess. You didn't know it, but I ridiculed you as lame and pathetic for thinking that you were taking my cast-offs." Georgia had started crying again.
"And behind your back, I treated you like dirt. As much as you hated me for what I did to Robbie, I hated myself more. But now I have to say I'm proud of you, Amy. None of us knew back then that you were already successful. None of us knew about ALRO. And I am proud of you for picking up what I lost. Robbie was the best of us, he made me better, and none of us has been worthy human beings since he walked away from us."
Both Amy and I now had tears in our eyes. But Georgia kept going.
"For so many years, I was stupid. I just went with what they all wanted me to do. I was broken but never saw it. I meant what I said in that letter: I have been burnt for what I did and will likely never fully recover. But I need to live for my children, despite the disgrace of how both of them were conceived. They should not have to atone for my sins. They are innocent.
"I am so sorry to both of you, I don't deserve forgiveness, but I want to tell you how sorry I am," Georgia concluded, putting her hands in her lap. She looked smaller and more fragile than I had ever seen her.
I felt Amy draw in a breath to respond as Georgia fell silent, but I squeezed her thigh before she said anything. It was my turn.
"Georgia," I said quietly. She looked at me. "Georgia, this is the hardest thing I have ever had to say. In my life, I have only ever opened my heart to two women, and you both sit here with me today, but you are right; Amy found me picking me up from what would have been a horrid life without her. My family were royal pricks deserving everything that happened to them, but you gave me a mortal wound because of how much I loved you. If it had not been for Amy, I don't know I would have survived."
Georgia nodded, understanding my words. Amy squeezed my arm. She had lived it with me.
"But Georgia, Amy picked me up and healed me. She helped me find myself and loved me without question. We have been through things together that never made it into our public story where she could have broken me as you did, but she never betrayed me as you did."
I paused. With tears in her eyes, Georgia looked at Amy, who nodded solemnly. I am sure Amy was thinking of the New Zealand incident with Kurt and a handful of others that had occurred throughout the years.
"But because of Amy, those scars you gave me have healed and ever since your letter, my hatred towards you, in particular, has faded a lot. I don't love you, Georgia, but I no longer hate you."
I paused again. These words were hard to say, both women looking at me, waiting for my next words.
"I guess I am trying to say, Georgia, I forgive you."
As the words left my mouth, all three of us said nothing, But Georgia suddenly broke down, crying and sobbing, almost wailing in release. Little Barrie must have noticed and came running over asking if she was alright. William wasn't far behind him.
"It's alright, baby," Georgia said to her son, finding her voice after a couple of minutes. "Uncle Robbie just did something for me that made me very happy."
"What, Mum?" the boy asked.
She looked at the boy for a minute, my brother, a child I never wanted to meet and responded.
"He forgave me," was her simple reply to the boy.
We spent the next half hour talking, trying to explain to both boys that when someone hurts you, it's important to forgive them. Georgia again stepped in when Barrie asked why I needed to forgive his Mum.
"Because many years ago," Georgia said quietly but in a firm voice. "Before you were born, I was very mean to your uncle, I did some terrible things, and neither your uncle nor your auntie here liked me very much. I can now love you more because they forgave me."
"What did you do?" my son William asked of Georgia.
None of us knew what to say until Barrie jumped in.
"He was supposed to be my Dad," my young nephew stated. "But his family were mean to him and drove him away."
We all looked at the boy. He looked at his mother, then shrugged his shoulders in a very grown-up fashion.
"I don't remember my father very well," still thinking of Brad Jnr as his father. "But I recall a few fights you had with him. He wasn't very nice to any of us. And I remember him blaming you for things I shouldn't say because I am a kid."
He smirked at that last part. I laughed.
After that, the serious air cleared a little, and I decided to shout everyone to an ice cream back across the road.
I'm sure at this point you are all thinking that I let Georgia back into our lives, I mean, I had forgiven her, and she was Amy's older sister. Well, you're sort of right. What Georgia had done all those years ago was something that I forgave, but as for having her in our lives, that wasn't going to work. First, I had a very jealous wife who would not put up with her sister, who was still carrying a torch for me.
Amy knew I would never be romantic with Georgia again, but Amy would not tempt fate. The second was even forgiving Georgia. I still didn't like her. Sure I could be nice to her at family events, but she had hurt me too much to want to be friendly with her.
In the end, Georgia never remarried. Once her kids became teenagers, she did start dating again. I met the guy she settled down with a few times. He didn't come across as too bad of a guy, even though he knew the family history. But Georgia and he settled into a relationship even if she would never walk down the aisle for him.
My Brother got out of prison about a year after I forgave Georgia. He never tried to reach out to me and I never tried to talk with him. He did try a couple of times to get back together with Georgia but was rebuffed by her. When he started demanding, she got a restraining order, which was quickly granted. Brad Jr found work as a used car salesman. However, within two years was back in prison for fraud, it turned out he was buying cars on behalf of the dealer and selling them for cash, yet the dealer never received them or had them on their books. When he got out again, he couldn't find work, and last I heard, he was an alcoholic, living on government handouts in a tiny one-bedroom apartment. He also got roughed up once people found out who he was. Too bad for him.
My father, well, he never made it out of prison. Inside, he didn't have it easy, a lot of the inmates loved their sports, and Robbie Other was very popular. The guards had to keep him in isolation a lot of the time. Even then, he spent regular time in the infirmary. Ultimately it wasn't an inmate that did him in, but rather himself. About five years into his sentence, after all his appeals had come to nothing, he was found in his cell having hung himself from the light in his room, that was almost impossible to do, but he figured out a way to unscrew the fixture enough to fix the sheet. There was a single piece of paper at his feet with three words written on it.
[ Fuck you Robert ]
There was no funeral; honestly, no one cared, and while it was reported in the news due to his infamy in his connection to me, no one mourned his passing.
Our kids were in primary school when I next had contact with Joanna. She contacted me asking if I would walk her down the aisle. Joanna had met a man in Melbourne, he was divorced due to a cheating wife, and somehow Joanna convinced him to marry her. I hesitated for a few days until Amy gave me what for, so I told Joanna yes.



Turned out Joanna's fiancé, Jordan was just a regular guy working as an administrator for one of the state government departments in Victoria. Joanna had met him as she now works in the same area and they had fallen in love.
As they told us their story a couple of days before the wedding, Joanna admitted that it was touch and go for a while once Jordan, her fiancé, found out who she was and that she was not a beloved Australian figure thanks to the mini-series. Jordan admitted that he broke up with her two weeks after Joanna told him about the other things that weren't in the mini-series. But Joanna had pursued him and managed to make him fall in love with her despite her broken past.
It also helped my sister that this would be a shotgun wedding. They were four months pregnant. I knew like with Georgia, I would never be close to Joanna. However, her betrayal for some reason didn't cut as deep, and she was the only living flesh and blood of my family with whom I had real contact, so Amy and I regularly talked with her over the years. I was surprised that they made it. Jordan and Joanna ended up with three kids, and to this day, they are kind of boring as a couple but very much in love. Joanna tells me the boring part keeps them together. There are no surprises and lots of communication. I know she's trying to leave her past behind.
Darren and Toni ended up with four kids. Being an older couple, no one saw it coming, but not long after the shooting, Toni became pregnant and not six months after that, she was surprised that they ended up being triplets. Today they are busy despite the nanny and a rotating au pair in their house. Darren still runs the dojo; its popularity has never decreased.
Peter and Ruth retired, buying themselves a campervan. These days they are travelling around Australia as grey nomads, hoping to make it back to Queensland for Christmas to see their grandkids. Ruth, who we heard very little of in this tale, is still married, and we get together every few months. She talks with her sisters quite a bit and often acts as a go-between with Georgia and Amy to arrange events when needed.
Lastly, Amy and I, well, of course, we're still together. ALRO and ALRO Homes are still going strong. We still get hounded by the media now and then, but nothing serious. I've been asked to commentate on a few fights on one of the sports networks since the shooting ended my fighting career, I'm yet to say yes, but Amy thinks I'd have fun.
Even as we ease our way into our forties, Amy is still my goddess and rescuing angel. Yeah, there are a few wrinkles as we're getting older. And yes, we argue and fight as all couples do. The kids are growing up fast, but we still hold hands every chance we get, laugh at the same jokes, and caress each other in bed at night and sometimes in different places. Her smile still makes my heart soar, and I'm a grumpy bastard when she's upset.
I know we still have a lot of years ahead of us, but I can only hope that the next forty years together don't have the same frenetic pace that the first forty did. I want to relax and enjoy our time together, see our kids grow up, fall in love and watch them get married. If we're fortunate, they won't have any of the challenges we had.
But right now I have to go. Amy just came into the room wearing a short, almost transparent robe. As I looked up at her, she opened it up, showing nothing underneath. My wife smiles at me, shakes her body at me, the good bits moving about very enticingly. Then she just turned around, walking away slowly, laughing.
The growl from my throat tells her I'm coming after her. Even now, this woman knows how to get my motor running.
So good fortune to you all. See your challenges as opportunities and hold onto your love like your life depends on it because I know that if I didn't hold onto Amy with everything I had, this story would have had a very different ending.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note :::: ]
Thank you, everyone, for reading 'The Nuclear Family' this story started as something I wanted to do in one instalment, not the multi-part series it turned into. I enjoyed looking at the family drama in this one. What drew me to it was that my family doesn't have the explosive nature this one does, but several of my friends did. The first time I heard one family have a go at each other around the dinner table, I wanted to shrink away. But afterwards, my friend and his Mum and Dad explained that they were just their family and that because they fought didn't mean they didn't love each other. When I applied that to my own broken family relationship with my sisters and mother, this story was the result.
At the end of the tale, you will notice that I didn't go full burn on everyone, this was on purpose, and I wanted to explore what it would be like for a partial reconciliation as opposed to full forgiveness. You will notice that in the final scene with Robbie and Georgia, he never hugs or touches her. I want to think that forgiveness doesn't mean friendship, and I hope I explained that enough in the story. I also gave more forgiveness and reconciliation between Robbie and Joanna. Why? As someone who is estranged from members of my own immediate family, I see that should I reconcile with them, I don't think I would ever be close to them again, much like Robbie's view with Joanna, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't forgive them when it comes down to it.
Robbie's father, Brad Sr, was always a trip downhill. I wanted to see him fall deeper into the pit each time he interacted with Robbie. At first, I don't think he hated his son, but every time Robbie refused to go the way he wanted, Brad Sr became more and more bitter until that final fight.
Brad Jr was always the cliché idiot in my mind. He was as stupid and arrogant in the first scene as when he ended up as an alcoholic in the final scene.
As for Robbie, Initially, I wasn't going to take him down the path of a fighter. However, as I wrote him, I had a picture of a friend who went through a massive separation due to his wife stepping out on him last year. He worked with his hands but was also great at the booked and was trained in Maui Thai, so I wrote him after my friend. I know that the fight scenes went a little over the top, and after watching a few MMA fights to try and get some correct moves in the story, I understand that I missed a few things. Sorry about that; suspend your belief for me and enjoy the story.
In closing, I want to thank my amazing editing team again, miket0422, Larry & Wayne. You are fantastic and helped me structure and iron out mistakes I always miss.
So what's next on the agenda? I've got a few other stories drafted I need to polish. "She's Cheating on You", "Bed and Breakfast", and "On the Streets" are an edit away from being released. I've also drafted some shorter stories like "Abandoned Rage" and "The Sound of Silence" that I want to work on.
Lastly, I am about halfway through my next series, "Swings and Roundabouts", so there is a little on my plate, in addition to the usual real-life of running a couple of companies and raising a family.
As always, I enjoy seeing your comments. I like constructive comments that help me improve my writing and storytelling, insults, meh, if that's your way, it's cool, but don't expect me to reply. I've noticed a lot of negative comments so far, and I must admit I expect that to continue with this story ends. If you tell me that you love the story; well, happy to chat about my reasons thinking behind some of the characters, and like all authors, I love fan mail 😉.
Lastly, thank you for taking the time to read "The Nuclear Family", and I look forward to seeing you in the next story.
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
The premise of this story came about after reading the publishing of another Loving Wives story. In this story, June Sucks, the MC is blindsided by his wife of several years telling him that he was just a placeholder, but now her true love is back she needs a divorce to be with him.
The story was short, with another chapter still to come when I started writing this. But left in the wake of reading this story, I felt upset about how the main character was abandoned. Of course, having a hard day at work and needing a holiday didn't help my mood. But here I am, and I feel the need to write, so here is a story.
After exchanging communications with the author several times, I asked if using his story as a premise for what I have written here was okay. Mine goes in a very different direction to his, but the premise of where we start is quite similar.
As always, I would like to thank my editing team, miket0422 and welcome a big welcome to rogers1962.
Now, as usual, a lot of drama and emotion will fly. Hey, it's one of my stories, and if you are looking for something short and flowery, this isn't the story for you. So suspend your belief in reality, and let's take a ride on the rage side!
[:::: Abandoned Rage ::::]
There are days when life is difficult and you just want to scream at everyone around you. You know the ones I'm talking about. You open your eyes, suddenly realising you're late because you've hit the snooze button too many times. You rush out the door and the rest of the day is an uphill battle.
Well, my day started like that, then it got worse, a lot worse by the time it ended.
Jillian and I had been married for just under five years. We met via friends at a barbeque, hitting it off right away. The way I got the story from Jillian and her friends, she was coming off a bad breakup with her long-term boyfriend. I was a pretty good-looking single guy that they thought could be there for her.
At first, I was wary. I didn't want to be the rebound boyfriend. However, over a couple of months, our mutual friends kept putting us together and we developed a friendship. After six months, I got up the nerve to ask her on a date, and a little over two years after we met, I asked Jillian to be my wife.
At the time I was ecstatic that she said yes, and until tonight I would have thought I could sell the air that Jillian breathed because I loved her so much.
"Greg?" Jillian asked me as I was shining my shoes for our outing tonight, "Should I go for the black or the beige heels tonight?"
That's me, Gregory Other, an all-around good guy, a hard-working Accountant with his own practice, and I'm now feeling like the largest sucker the world has seen.
"You look good in both," I told her. "But the black heels accentuate your calves a lot more. They will turn a lot more heads." Jillian loved to dress up, and she looked good when she did it right. But usually she had poor fashion sense. She just could not mix and match colours, styles and shapes. It was one of the things I loved about her, she always asked my advice and I got to make her look good.
Aside from a late start to the day, it had been a tough day at the office. We were performing a couple of audits for a large multi-national corporation. Delays and incorrect information were being supplied. Most of it was innocent mistakes, however a few of the most recent spreadsheets being reviewed looked... off.
My team and I spent the day wading through data, correlating ledgers. We were getting frustrated at some of the weird and wonderful things managers were trying to get through. This included trips to strip clubs and, in some cases, hookers. We also struggled that people tried to get cocaine signed off as a legitimate business expense.
Walking through this audit and this particular Friday being fraught with spreadsheet challenges, I was tired and frustrated. To make matters worse, Jillian had been happy and bubbly all week, gushing about the reunion tonight. I was irritated throughout the week that she never paid any attention to my weariness. In the past, had I been in the middle of a tough week like this one, Jillian would have taken the time to listen to me, being compassionate and usually a little loving to lift my spirits.
But this week, she was so focused on the reunion event that I felt like an inconvenience to her for the first time since we met. I wouldn't say I liked the feeling, but she was my wife, and if she was happy about something, I made an effort to be happy for her, regardless of how I felt.
Tonight was a reunion for her high school year. It wasn't an official event hosted by the school but rather something arranged by several people in the class. They had hired a restaurant and later the private area of a club for their graduating class and their partners.
I went with Jillian last year, and I must admit, I got a few strange looks after being introduced as Jillian's husband, but I had a good time. This year I wasn't quite looking forward to it. As I said, it had been a crappy week. But with my wife's enthusiasm and as a potential escape to my challenging audit week, I showered and shaved without complaint, put on my best suit, did my hair and worked to shake the week off me to be the happy sidekick to my wife.
From the moment we arrived at the restaurant, I could feel something was rotten. Jillian was immediately whisked away by several of the girls from her class, and I was left standing pretty much by myself. At dinner, we sat with our friends, Lina and Mark, who had introduced us and I was pretty much excluded from the conversation other than to ask the occasional question.
Jillian kept acting like her happy bubbly self, but I noticed that she rarely spoke to me and a number of people including Lina and Mark, kept glancing at me with looks that weren't exactly comforting. As dinner was winding down Lina and Jillian disappeared to the bathroom and they were gone for quite some time. At the same time, everyone was breaking up to head to the club for a few more drinks and dancing.
"What's going on Mark?" I asked my friend cautiously walking up to him when Jillian and Lina had not returned after some time.
"Sorry Greg..." Mark startled a little when I tapped him on the shoulder. "I'm not sure what you mean?"
I gave him an incredulous look, "Mark, I swear..." I stopped as I spied Lina returning but my wife wasn't with her.
She grabbed her husband's hand trying to avoid my gaze, "c'mon Mark."
"Lina, where's Jillian?" I asked, a note of concern rising in my voice.
For a moment she froze, then she looked at Mark, a look passed between them, then she looked at the fake house plants around the restaurant for moment. I could see her trying to figure out how to tell me something she didn't want to tell me.
"I'm sorry Gregory, we got caught up with a group and she is catching a lift to the club with them."
"Without telling me, her husband?" I asked, a note of anger rising in my voice.
"Lina, Mark, what aren't you telling me?" I asked.
Neither of them could meet my gaze, fuck!
Without saying another word, I stormed out of the restaurant, got into my car and drove to the club everyone was meeting at. It was a ten-minute drive but I made it in five. As I walked in the door, I saw it. My wife Jillian was dancing with some guy, his hands were all over her ass and the way she was melding to him, told me this was not the first time this had happened.
I watched as my life ebbed away from me. Around me, people from the reunion filtered in, no one said anything but I could feel their looks of pity as I stood just inside the entrance to the club.
I am not sure how long I stood there watching but they never noticed me as they danced, I stood there until I felt a hand touch my shoulder, the touch startled me and I turned so suddenly that I just about hit Lina in the face.
"It's Jillian's first love, Troy," Lina said flatly, I couldn't tell if she was happy, sad, angry or disappointed. "They pretty much grew up together, in the same pre-school, best friends through primary school and they dated all the way through high school. We all thought they would be together forever until he got a scholarship to a university in the States and they broke up."
Now I knew the name of the asshole, I knew a lot of the background, hell, I had helped Jillian through a lot of the rejection she felt when he left. "They don't look very broken up to me?" I muttered.
"He's been back for a few months now, transferred in with the company he works for," Lina told me without emotion.
I turned back to the dance floor, Jillian and Troy were still dancing. Lina kept talking and looking at them, and Mark stood behind the two of us.
"They are meant to be together Greg." The first touch of emotion in her voice, it was as if she was a doctor telling me I had terminal cancer.
I said nothing.
"I mean, Jillian was so devastated when they broke up. She loved him so much, we never thought that she would meet anyone else, but then you met and it came together..." Lina was trying to explain, my fists started clenching as the song stopped.
We watched as Troy leant in, cupped my wife's face and kissed her. My fingernails drew blood from my palm.
When the first drop of blood fell from my palm and hit the ground, it was almost as if the spell between them was broken. Jillian looked around the club at the people entering and her eyes met mine. With a touching of hands, she separated from Troy and walked toward me. I never noticed Mark and Lina walk away.
She sauntered up to me like there wasn't any history between us. "Troy was my first love, Greg. We gave each other our virginities." Jillian told me with no greeting, she just jumped into things like I was going to follow. I stood still like a statue. "When he moved for his scholarship, we always said that we would reconnect when he moved home."
"I guess he moved home and you reconnected," I said sarcastically, the first words I spoke since leaving the restaurant.
"Don't be like that," Jillian scolded me. "I get that this is going to be hard for you, but Troy and I are meant to be together."
"Meant to be toge..." I started and then stopped. "Jillian Bronwen Other, you married me!" I exclaimed.
I'll give her points for boldness, she never looked away. "I'm sorry Greg, I really am, but we're going to need to divorce. I mean Troy and I; we're going to get married and have kids."
"And what the hell was I, just your warm placeholder for the past several years!" I was almost yelling now. A few people around us were staring, and the bouncers were looking at us, but didn't move. But I spotted lover boy making his way over to us.
"Greg you were never..." she stopped. "Look Greg, I do love you, it's just you're not Troy, the love that you and I share is nothing compared to what Troy and I have."
I watched as Troy made the last dozen steps to us and put his arm around Jillian, a frown on his face.
"I take it you're Greg?" he asked, a false note of concern on his face.
"That's Gregory to your asshole," I replied angrily.
He nodded, "Okay hostility, I get that," he said. "You're upset because I'm taking your wife, she's going to divorce you and we've been sleeping together since I got back."
He paused, the look on my face showed I had no idea. Jillian went white as a sheet as he said it, she must have been hoping it wouldn't come out. Troy didn't know me, so once he realized what he said, he pushed Jillian behind him, taking up a defensive pose.
"Look Gregory," he said trying to sound conciliatory. "I'm sorry you found out this way, but perhaps it's for the best. Jillian tells me you have been a great husband, the friend that I couldn't be while away. It would be good if we could all be friends, I mean we all share several of the same friend groups."
"Not for long," I said, my eyes staring at Jillian for a moment, I looked back to Troy. He bristled to say something so I spoke before he could reply.
"So let me get this right," I said, taking all the emotion I could out of my voice. My anger was growing by the moment, but I kept it buried for the moment. Surprisingly the music took a break at that moment, and my voice could be heard clear across the room. Obviously, the little show caught everyone's attention because they all turned to us, even the DJ who never started the next song.
"You two believe you have true love, fuck like bunnies all through school then break up because Troy moves to another country. But while Jillian is mourning in grief, she meets me, supposedly falls in love and marries me while we are happy for several years." They nod cautiously and you can hear a pin drop.
"Then true love strikes again when Romeo comes back into the country and you two start fucking like bunnies again behind my back. Obviously, all our friends know judging from the looks I got all night tonight, and this all culminates in this conversation of my supposed best friend tearing my heart out and holding it high in the air so everyone here can see, in one of the most humiliating ways possible."
"Greg, it wasn't supposed to be..." Jillian started to say.
"It wasn't supposed to be like what!" I yelled back, but no one moved. "All week you have been bouncing around, but ignoring me. Despite my rough week, you demanded we both attend tonight, then you abandon me the moment we walk in the door. You disrespect me in front of our supposed friends and even leave the restaurant without even talking to me so that I would find you here sucking the tonsils off this prick!"
"Hey!" Troy tried to say, I glared at him.
"Don't say a fucking word, Romeo." I growled. "Your true love has shown that she is a faithless slut. You say you've been fucking for the last three months because you're one of the real romances, fuck off!"
"Look Greg," Troy said, trying to get control of the conversation. "I get it, there are a lot of emotions flying around right now. But Jillian and I are destined to be together, we're sorry you're hurt and you found out we've been sleeping together, but Jillian loves me and we're going to get married. Naturally, you and she are going to need to divorce."
"Naturally," I replied deadpan.
"Look Greg," Jillian said. "I'm sorry, but we figured this was the best way. It would be a quick rip of the band-aid, we know it will hurt, but it's best for everyone."
She paused, looking at trying to judge my mood. She might have been my wife and best friend for the last several years, but I had always been open to her. She had never seen me as a closed book.
"Jillian, it's Gregory, not Greg." I replied, she swallowed.
"Look, Greg... Gregory." She said. "I know this is hurting right now, but it's for the best. We're all still young, you'll find someone else."
My eye twitched, that small bit of emotion making her pale a little more. Still not a sound from the rest of the room. Troy must have noticed because he cleared his throat.
"Look Greg... I mean Gregory. I know this is a lot to take, but I think it's best you leave. Everyone here knows Jillian and I are supposed to be together. And I, unfortunately, think you'd be a third wheel."
I smiled, this time half the room looked at me questionably, "On that, we agree."
He smiled back, thinking I might be understanding. "Good, well as it's out in the open now, Jillian and I will keep away from your place over the weekend and even next week so you can move out."
"Move out?" I asked, cocking my head to the side.
Troy swallowed, "Well it's Jillian's house too..."
"I see..." I said, my eyes narrowing.
"Greg...ory," my soon-to-be ex-wife said, struggling to make the transition to using my full name after so long. "We thought it would be easier for you to move out. The house is perfect for Troy and me to have children in and we figure it's too large for you so we would sort something out."
"I see..." I said repeating myself, the last syllable sound like a snake starting to hiss.
For a moment, no one said anything and the silence stretched until the DJ thought it was a good time to start the music if there wasn't going to be a fight.
As the music started playing, no one started dancing. Everyone in the room was still watching to see what would happen.
Troy spoke loudly over the music, "I'm sorry Gregory, but that's how it is. I know you might not think so right now, but no hard feelings." He said thrusting out his hand.
I looked down at his hand, then back to his eyes and the look made him pull back his hand quickly. If he could have seen inside my mind, he would have seen me severing that hand with the nearest sharp implement and then shoving the severed limb up a certain orifice.
I decided that it was time to leave, so I turned and walked out. No one stopped me, the two bouncers on the door each opened aside and walked out in front of me.
As the doors closed and the noise from inside went quiet. "You okay man?" one of the guys asked. They had also witnessed what happened.
"No, not really, but that's... I suppose anyone that just had that handed to them...." I trailed off.
"You know," the other bouncer said. "If you wanted to go back in the give that dickwad, a couple of hits, we could wait a few minutes before pulling you off..."
For the first time all day I laughed; both bouncers grinned.
"While tempting, no, I don't need a night in the watchhouse." Both nodded.
"Still," the first bouncer said. "Look, I've seen some shit over the years working clubs, but that is one of the coldest and underhanded ways to break up a marriage I have ever seen. For what it's worth I'm sorry."
I dismissed the sympathy with a wave.
"Don't worry about it. I think I'll just go home," I replied.
"And change the locks, mate, don't let the slut back into the house until you have to," the second bouncer added.
I raised an eyebrow, smiling. We spoke for another minute and I shook their hands before heading to my car and home.
On the way home I stopped by a Bunnings warehouse, it was late, and they were still an hour from closing, but I got what I needed quickly. New locks and deadbolts, a number of moving boxes and some packing tape.
Arriving home, I went through the process of changing the locks and assembling the boxes. Within a few hours I had several boxes full of Jillian's belongings before I started feeling the adrenaline of being so totally and utterly abandoned by my wife and supposed friends that I had to sit down. I poured myself a Kraken and coke, then fired up my laptop.
I opened up our bank and started doing the usual things that one does when being betrayed by your spouse. I blocked, then cancelled our joint credit cards. I opened a new account, then transferred half of our general savings and holiday accounts into the new account. It would all take a few days to clear, but I had a few hundred dollars in cash so I could wait.
With the sugar from the coke and the rum hitting my system, I got a second wind and opened up our legal folder. Within it was a number of legal documents including the documents for the house, two of the investment properties we had bought and the pre-nuptial agreement that we had drawn up when we got married.
Now I know what you thinking, there is an adultery clause in it. No, in that you would be mistaken. For the most part, the pre-nuptial protected the assets within my businesses. See when we started dating and got married, I had just started my accounting business. However, in starting the business, I got a couple of good mentors that gave me what was now sage advice and we set the businesses that supported my practice in my name only and both Jillian and I signed the pre-nuptial agreement that Other Accounts, my business, and all other subsidiaries were outside the scope of any separation.



Now in hindsight, I am sure that Jillian agreed so easily because she knew, someday she would likely betray me for her lover. But she had no idea how much that was going to cost her.
That night I fell into a restless sleep, but I did manage to get a few hours until I woke and decided to take myself out for breakfast.
I drove around a while, finding a great Asian fusion place that mixed traditional Asian and Aussie food into delicious breakfast creations that I enjoyed. While I ate and enjoyed an extra-strong coffee, I drafted a letter to a friend at one of the law firms that my company works with outlining what was happening and to prepare for divorce proceedings.
The call I got within half an hour was disbelief, but I outlined everything that had occurred to Mike. He told me he'd be ready to file Monday morning and refer me to someone within his firm who could help. Of course, he let me know how sorry he was.
I spent another hour at the café. I didn't have much of an idea of what I was doing other than browsing the web on my laptop and feeling a little sorry for myself.
When I got home, Mark and Lina were parked in the driveway and got out of their car as I parked on the curb.
"Greg, we're...." Lina started.
I held up my hand before she could go any further, she stopped.
"Gregory," I said.
"Sorry?" Lina repeated.
"My name is Gregory. Only my friends get to call me Greg," I said flatly.
"Listen bud," Mark started trying to sound conciliatory. "We're sorry for how last night went down, that is not how..."
I held up my hand again, and he stopped just like his wife. I looked at a tree on the other side of the road for a moment. It was a larger tree that had one of its limbs torn off in a recent storm. The branch had collapsed onto a carport but missed the house. As I stared at it for a moment, I felt the analogy of the tree losing a branch was an apt analogy for what I was feeling. Losing Jillian felt like I had my arm cut off.
When I looked back at Mark and Lina a minute later, tears were dripping from my face while anger flashed white-hot from my eyes.
"Don't you dare, Mark? Don't you fucking dare make excuses!" I spat. "You've known that slut has been cheating on me behind my back for months and you say nothing. "
"But Gregory, it's true..." Lina started to say.
"Love!" I finished, interrupting her as I felt the warm tears continue to streak down my face. "Spare me the sanctimonious bullshit woman. True love doesn't stab others in the back to get what it wants. True love is compassionate. It cares about what happens to those around them, not abandoning them or humiliating them with no warning and then rubbing it in their faces in front of an entire crowd.
"I thought what Jillian and I had was true love. I never doubted her. I worshipped the ground she walked on and loved her so much that I would have given her anything."
"I know," Lina said, tears now swelling in her eyes, "But Jillian and Troy..."
"STOP!" I yelled, my rage boiling over in the single word. My tears were suddenly gone.
"Stop," I said more quietly. "Lina, I don't want to hear another word about Jillian and Troy. I don't want to hear another word about their love and how they are meant to be together. I just wasted the last several years of my life in a lie. Seven fucking years Lina! Years of being there for her as she struggled with self-identity issues when she felt Troy abandoned her. Years of encouraging her to grow beyond her limits, years of intense period pain every month, and years of planning for a family. And let's not forget so many years of talking about growing old together.
"I've wasted years of nothing because I was only ever a plan b. But tell me why friend," I said, emphasising the word. "Why does the asshole get to waltz back in after leaving her while I've spent years investing in someone I loved without reservation?"
They looked at me like a child that had no idea. I continued, the anguish and pain rushing out.
"He gets all of my hard work; he gets the woman I built up when he abandoned her. He gets all her friends that betrayed me before she has true love."
At least on the last statement, they had the decency to look ashamed.
"Well fuck that!" I exclaimed to them. "She now gets what she deserves, and both of you were part of that, so get the fuck off my property."
"Greg," Mark said. I glared, "Look I get it. This is not what any of us thought would happen. We honestly thought Jillian and you would be happy forever. We thought you would have kids. But Troy came back, and we can all see how much they love each other. We know it sucks, but they deserve to be happy."
"And what about me and my happiness?" I asked them. "What do I deserve?"
Neither of them knew what to say. I sighed.
"I tell you what I deserve, I deserve a loyal wife; I deserve friends who look out for me. But I get none of them, so fuck you. I don't want your pity. None of you including the slut appear to care anything for me if it has any conflict with them.
"So if I appear bitter it's because I am. However, put yourself in my shoes," I said. I looked at Lina. "Mark? When Lina finds her true love and leaves you for him, then you'll know how I feel."
"But Mark is my..." Mark's arm clamped down on Lina's arm silencing her.
"All right Gregory," Mark said. "You've made your point, and you're not willing to see things from the other side. We're leaving, but as a last friendly gesture is there anything we can do?"
I thought for a minute and then looked at the mini-van they had parked in the driveway.
"Yes, wait here."
Over the next few minutes, I brought out, well practically threw out several boxes crammed with Jillian's clothes, her makeup and personal belongings. I dumped the boxes in front of them and a couple of times you could hear fragile things break. I saw them cringe but they said nothing.
"I was thinking of just leaving them in the driveway, but as you're here, you can just take them to the slut's new home wherever their love nest is." I said.
"But Jillian said she wanted the house and you were going to move..." Lina said.
I laughed, silencing her before she could say another word.
"It's not her house. It doesn't belong to her. Then again it doesn't belong to me either. So she is going to find she's shit out of luck. Tell the whore that she doesn't need to come back here. Everything that's hers is in those boxes. Also, tell her she will be mailed the divorce documents Monday by my lawyer. I've already removed all her stuff and taken myself off the accounts so whatever is left is hers."
"You're not even..." Lina started and stopped.
"What?" I asked. "To fight? Fuck no... She's in love with him, she's been cheating on me, and she's lied to me for several years about where her loyalty lies. No, I'll give her what's coming to her. Nothing more, nothing less."
There was not much more to say, so I watched them load most of the boxes into their van and drive away. I think they were somewhat sad, they knew by supporting Jillian they had lost my friendship, but if they were remorseful, I wasn't there to see it.
That night I got drunk and cried like a baby. I got angry and put my fist through a wall; that done, I smashed a vase that Jillian and I bought on holiday for our first wedding anniversary. I raged at being abandoned by my wife and friends and destroyed most of the lounge room. If it wasn't tied down, I threw it. If it was tied down, I used everything else to smash it to pieces. I punched more holes in the walls along the hallway. I let the seething anger I had manifest, tearing most of the doors off cabinets in the kitchen and even putting a couple of big dents in the fridge.
I woke hungover in the morning, with a headache for the ages and bloody knuckles, possibly fractured hands and scrapes up and down my arms. I roughly put some bandages over my hands and arms, knowing that I would need to take myself to the doctor to get everything looked at.
I surveyed the lounge room noting that I would have to replace pretty much everything as not a single piece of furniture had escaped my wrath. Along the hallway, ragged holes were spaced unevenly as I took out my frustrations on the unsuspecting walls.
In the kitchen, there were cupboard doors strewn all over the floor and appliances leaning in positions where they would never operate correctly. I winced as I looked at the three big dents in the fridge, a vague memory of how at the time, the punches I threw at the sheet metal door felt so satisfying.
In the dented fridge, I found some orange juice that only expired a couple of days ago, so I grabbed a couple of Panadol and took a big drink. Within half an hour, the pulsing around the room had settled down and I moved into the lounge room, sitting on the floor between broken chairs and sat gazing at the cracked TV.
The rest of my day passed in a blur. I took myself to the doctor and got my arms looked at. Both my hands had hairline fractures and they would need to be bound for a while so they healed. I got messages from a number of people, including Mark and Lina, but I didn't respond to any of them. I ended up heading to bed that night not having any idea if I did anything that day other than stare at the TV and go to the doctor.
The next day was Monday, and I headed into the office at the usual time. My usual routine first thing was to run through emails from Friday as well as anything that came in over the weekend, then prep for a 9:00am team meeting to plan for everyone's actions throughout the week. I had a team of fifteen people and, for the most, part we did good work.
About eight-thirty, my office admin, an older lady in her fifties by the name of Colleen, came into the office, took one look at me, pulled out a chair and sat down.
"That bad of a weekend, eh?" she asked, looking at the bindings over my hands and arms.
I had never said a harsh word to her in the three years we had worked together, but when I glared at her, she gulped.
"Gregory, I'm sorry, it must have been bad, what happened," she asked.
I sighed and stared at my screen for a moment before taking my hands off the keyboard and turning to face my office admin.
"Jillian left me for her true love," I admitted in a very expressionless voice.
"WHAT!" Collen exploded. "No, you're making this up, seriously Gregory, don't..."
I held up my bandaged hands as I felt my eyes tear up. I shook my head.
"It's true," I told her. "Friday night we had that informal class reunion. It felt like all her classmates knew it was going to happen, that included Mark and Lina. They all knew that Jillian and loverboy had been fucking behind my back for months. They all just chose to ambush me with the fact Friday night."
With that, I broke down and cried. For the first time since we met, Colleen came around the desk and hugged me. As she did, I could feel her own tears begin to fall on my shoulders.
I told her how Saturday I got drunk and in a wild rage, destroyed most of the furniture in the house, putting holes in the walls of at least half the house. I told her how I took myself to the doctor yesterday to get my hands bandaged, all the while nursing the hangover of the ages.
By the time our morning stand-up came around, both of us had tried to dry our eyes as much as possible. Collen ushered everyone into our big meeting room on time, and once they were seated, I came in and sat down.
"I hope that everyone had a good weekend," I said, getting a number of nods around the room, but everyone was trying not to look at my bandages.
"This week..." I started to say, and Colleen interrupted, this time putting her hand up to stop us.
"Sorry Gregory, but I can't let this stand. After what happened to you this past weekend, you can't pretend like everything is normal," Collen stated. I hesitated for a moment and then nodded. Colleen looked at me again. The look told me she wanted to bring everyone into the loop, at least about the basics. After a moment's thought, I nodded permission, knowing that she would only share that which would be helpful.
"Everyone, this past weekend, Gregory was betrayed by his wife and a number of friends. Jillian has been cheating on him for the last few months and decided to leave him in one of the most callous and disgusting ways possible. By humiliating him in front of a group of people, several of whom were supposed to be friends."
Colleen stopped for a moment to let that sink in, then focused down on one person sitting, almost hiding on the other side of the table.
"Isn't that right James?" Colleen asked.
James Colson was one of our CPA's. He was also one of Jillian's classmates. And, I realized for the first time that both he and his wife had been there Friday night witnessing the scene unfold. James hadn't said much to anyone since coming into the office, but when he saw me, he tried to be as inconspicuous as possible. When Colleen started talking he paled. When she called him out, he tried to melt into the seat he was sitting in as every head in the room swivelled to focus on him
"um..." he said.
"James," Colleen retorted in a stern grandmotherly voice. "Were you or were you not there on Friday night?"
"Yes, but..." James tried to say.
"And did you, or did you not know that your employer's wife was having an affair with someone from your class?" Colleen asked firmly. James swallowed. "Be honest James."
James looked down at the table in front of him, "I did." He said very quietly.
For a moment no one said anything. The air in the room was palpable. Until today I would have thought everyone in the room had each other's back. Almost everyone in the room was bristling, an angry undertone directed at James.
"All right then James," Collen said after a few moments. "Right now, I think you need to leave the room. I think you need to think about your future with this firm because if we find out that you supported Jillian at all in the events of this past weekend, you will be fired for cause. Do you understand?"
He swallowed again, then stood. "I understand." And tried to walk out of the room as quietly as possible.
No one said anything. For the most part, I had forgotten that James was part of the room on Friday. As everything happened, I hardly noticed anyone except the major players that were ruining my life.
I cleared my throat.
"Everyone," I said trying to bring us back to the moment. "I'm not going to lie, my personal life sucks, and you can all guess that my weekend was not enjoyable."
I held up my hands to emphasise the point.
"But we all have a job to do and clients to look after. This week I'm just going to trust that you all have each other's backs and if you need anything specific, let Colleen know. I'll be here, but if we're all real about what's happening, I'm going to be a mess. So please bear with me."
I almost cried again as everyone around the room poured out sympathy and words of support.
"Lastly," I said. "This one is hard for me to say, but don't crucify James yet. I get that you're all angry and James is an easy scapegoat. But let's spend some time and get the full story before we execute one of our own."
I got a number of mumbles, but everyone agreed.
Colleen ran the rest of the meeting for me. Then breaking the meeting up, I headed back to my office and stared out the window. A few minutes later, Colleen knocked. Turning to the doorway, I saw her standing and waiting, a very chastened James standing right behind her. I ushered them in and James appropriately closed the door behind him before taking the seat that Colleen pointed him to.
"I think you and James need to have a chat, Gregory," she said simply.
I nodded, sitting down in my chair as James sat down on the other side of my desk. I kept staring out of my office window, my mind still a whirl of emotions. It was not even ten in the morning, and I could do with a drink.
James cleared his throat. I turned my eyes to him, and he looked down.
"So..." I said, an accusation heavy in my voice.
"Gregory, I..." he stopped, then laughed for a moment.
"Something funny?" Colleen asked just a hint of anger underneath her usual professional manner.
James smiled at me, but it was an unhappy smile, sorrowful and full of grief. "No, nothing is funny about this whole situation," James lamented. "My boss is betrayed; our entire class is divided and in addition to my wife screaming at me all day yesterday I am about to lose my job. So no, nothing is funny, but I either laugh with a little gallows humour or I cry."
I smiled cautiously back at the guy. I always did like James, he was hard-working, and until this morning when Colleen brought him to my attention, I thought he would be with us forever.
I smiled back, "James, why don't you start from the top?" I asked, trying to sound casual and supportive.
He nodded, adjusting himself awkwardly in the chair he was sitting in.
"Uh, I suppose you have heard too many times now about how perfect Jillian and Troy were together in high school?" he asked me; I nodded.
"In the past few days, I have heard nothing else but..." I responded.
He nodded, "In high school I was always a math geek, I wasn't bullied, but neither was I in the popular crowd. However, we all watched Jillian and Troy. They were the king and queen of our year."
James looked at me for a reaction. Getting none, he continued.
"When our final year was winding up, and university placements were coming out, we all thought they would be going together, but the entire school was shocked when Troy announced he would be heading overseas without Jillian."
Again he paused. I nodded. I knew some of this story, and wordlessly I gestured for him to continue.
"Well, they broke up the week before school finished, Troy ended up going to a few parties, but Jillian never went. Over the break between the end of school and starting university, I saw Jillian twice. She looked broken and withdrawn. Then a few months later, I heard from someone else that Troy was living it up in the states. He had a full-ride scholarship thanks to his family, and the gossip was that he already had a girlfriend."
I nodded again. I also heard this from Jillian as I helped her stand up again during the getting to know you phase of our relationship. She had cried into my shoulder a few times in the early days about how it hurt that Troy would abandon her and take on another girlfriend. It was on the back of one of these conversations that Jillian and I shared our first kiss and I asked her out on a date. After that Troy started to become a distant memory to Jillian. That is until recently...
James continued, bringing me out of the memory. "Well, I headed off to university myself, got my degree, met and married Sherri and felt fortunate to land a role here..."
His smile was a little bittersweet.
"I was surprised when I learned that you had married Jillian," James admitted. "Honestly, I was pleased to see how happy she was with you. I mean, Troy leaving hurt her so much. To see that she landed with a good man that helped her land on her feet made me glad at the time."
For a moment, James became lost in his own thoughts, so I jumped in.
"So when did you learn about Troy and Jillian's affair?" I asked, surprised at the neutral tone of my voice. I think James was too as he looked at me a little funny as there was no hostility in it.
"About an hour before Jillian and yourself turned up for dinner." He said dejectedly. "A few of the class were talking. I picked up something about Jillian leaving you for Troy later that evening and my surprise registered on everyone's faces."
I gave James a questioning look. He sighed.
"Until the dinner, only a handful of people knew anything. But everyone in the class got told that Jillian and Troy were supposed to be together. Mark and Lina pulled Sherri and me aside, telling us that it was happening and while they felt sorry for you, that Jillian had made her choice and you just weren't a part of her future.



"I started to object, and that's when Mark recalled that I worked for you. He told me in no uncertain terms that if I said anything to you, I would regret it. He said that it was better that Sherri and I leave if I couldn't keep my mouth shut."
I looked at James. The guy was truly hurting as he recalled the conversation. I could see a very embarrassed blush running up his neck, and I was also surprised to see his eyes were moist.
"I'm sorry Gregory, we couldn't stay for dinner. Sherri wanted us to. She wanted us to be there for you. But Mark and a couple of the guys basically walked us out, telling us to stay away."
"James...." I started to say, feeling for the guy. He held up his hand to stop me.
"Sorry Gregory, I need to finish. I promised Sherri."
I nodded yet again.
"I must admit I was stunned," he continued. "I had just been ejected from my class reunion because your wife was about to betray you and I was a loose end. Though mad, we didn't know what to do, so Sherri and I went straight to the club. Again, we both agreed we wanted to be there for you."
"What happened?" I asked, my head cocked to the side. "I didn't see you there?"
"We were there. However, by the time you arrived, we were up the back. A couple of the guys blocked us from getting to you until Jillian told you. When you left, they let us go after a few minutes. Both Sherri and I ran after you, but by the time we made it out you were gone.
"I think we must have stayed out in front of the club for about half an hour, stunned but not sure what to do. In the end, Sherri convinced me that we should go back inside and see what was happening." James paused looking at me trying to judge how much more to tell me. I nodded my head at him again, and he swallowed.
"When Sherri and I went back in, we were basically persona non grata to just over half the class. The other half was disgusted, and once they came to understand that I worked for you, they kind of surrounded us and didn't let anyone near us for the rest of the night.
"And..." I started but just couldn't finish it.
"They danced and drank without a care in the world," James told me swallowing even though I could tell his mouth was dry. "I'm sorry Gregory, but they acted like you were nothing. The few snippets of conversation that made it back over to us told us that this had been planned for months. It was worse when the gossip told us that Jillian and Troy are planning on getting married as soon as they can."
James looked at the ground then. He held his hands tight in his lap.
"At home that night we didn't sleep well. Sherri and I ended up fighting over everything yesterday even though we were both repulsed by Jillian and Troy's behaviour.
"Ultimately this leads us to this morning and this," James said, drawing a piece of paper out of his notebook and placing it on the table in front of me.
"What's this?" I asked picking up the page and reading the words quickly.
"My resignation," he said defeated.
I noted that it was signed and dated yesterday.
"James..." I started.
"No Gregory," he replied. "It's wrong what they did to you, and I wasn't able to help you even though you have been an amazing boss and dare I say, friend. You deserve more than that. Sherri and I agree it's better for me to resign than you to see what happened to you Friday night every time you look at me."
For a moment we said nothing. I looked again at his resignation and laughed. Well, it was more like a bark than a laugh, but for the first time, I felt something other than sorrow and anger.
Colleen and James looked at me. I pinched the page in the middle along the long edge and tore it in two.
"Your resignation is rejected," I said. Behind us, I saw Colleen smile.
James looked shocked.
"But Gregory, what... why..." he was trying to say.
"James, first off, my friends call me Greg. With what you just told me, I would like you to think of me as a friend. You tried to help and tried to warn me, but you couldn't. They were ready for you. But you're here and offering yourself as a sacrifice because you feel for me. If that's not a friend, nothing is.
"James, I am hurt beyond reason," I explained. "I am both depressed and have a rage burning inside me that demands justice. But I am not blind. I can see from what you just told us that you are upset as well."
James nodded, "Sherri and I thought it best."
"I know," I replied. "And that's one of the reasons I want Sherri and yourself to stay with us."
For the next half hour, we talked. In the end Colleen, James and I walked out of my office, calling everyone back into the meeting room. I explained how James was blindsided almost as much as me and was ejected from his own reunion because of the two cheaters. As I explained it and what had happened and what I wanted everyone to do. Any animosity towards James disappeared, indeed by the time we all walked out, there were a few devious smiles on everyone's faces.
For the rest of the week, I spent most of my time in the office. However, other than advising my staff on what they needed to be doing, I spent more of my time setting the wheels turning in my divorce.
I didn't end up mailing the divorce. I had Jillian served at work. It didn't matter as adultery is not a binding factor in Australian divorces. I still made sure that my lawyers, Mike and his associate Sally, included the statement of adultery clearly on the legal documents.
After she got the documents, I got a few calls and text messages from Jillian, which I didn't delete, but promptly ignored. I assumed they would be angry messages, so I let them pile up on my phone. I busied myself with managing bank accounts, asset listings, validating cancelled cards, insurance, that sort of thing. My team sorted through my legal documents and made sure everything was up to date and that Jillian couldn't touch as thing.
Colleen made a point to drop by my place on Tuesday evening with a meal and gasped more than once at the destruction throughout my house. The tears that she cried as she walked room to room could have left a trail that Hansel and Gretel could follow.
On Wednesday morning, Colleen got onto my insurance agency and started arranging an assessment of the damage. I don't know how she did it, but by Friday, she had managed to arrange assessors and cleaning crews for my house. Everything would start happening the following week.
By Friday night, I was exhausted, both physically and mentally. But I still wasn't sleeping well, so Saturday morning with no work, I rose early and took myself for a run. I ended up running down to our local shops and sitting at a café where I enjoyed coffee and a croissant before jogging home a couple of hours later.
Arriving back at the house, I was surprised to find Jillian sitting on the front steps waiting for me. I had not seen her since the Friday when she left me. She was dressed casually in jeans, sneakers and a casual blouse. But the shirt and shoes were mismatched. It appeared the loverboy didn't help her with her appearance.
I stopped about halfway up the driveway, a thin sheen of sweat covering my body as I pulled my earphones out. Antisleep by Blue Stahli blasted out until I silenced the loud music. If you're ever after some music to help the rage, check it out.
For a moment neither of us said anything.
"Greg, it's good to see your..." Jillian started saying. I suddenly spat a ball of phlegm out of the side of my mouth onto the grass, stopping her mid-sentence.
"What?" I replied, with her pause. "You're surprised that I'm looking after myself after my cheating, whore of a wife betrayed me in front of an entire group of people? Afraid that I would have killed myself because you tore my heart out with no warning? Worried I might be laying in a puddle of my own vomit, so drunk because you fucked me over so badly that I couldn't function?"
I glared at her and Jillian had the good grace to take a half step back and pale just a little.
"It wasn't like that Greg. I never meant to..."
"Hurt me!" I almost yelled at her, interrupting the usual cheater spiel of excuses. For a moment she did nothing and then just nodded her head. "Like I fucking believe that, Jillian, you purposely, and I do mean purposely, lined everything up to very specifically tell me you were leaving me in front of people I thought were friends. You purposely set out to destroy me."
She looked at her feet.
"Greg it wasn't my idea to do it that way." She said quietly. "Mark and Troy thought that if we did it that way you wouldn't try to fight it."
I threw my head back and laughed.
"You have got to be joking," I said bitterly as I settled myself down. "I mean, we've known each other for years, would have been married five years soon, and you thought when I found you had been running around on me or that you were going to leave me that I would try to fight for you?"
Jillian blushed. "But..."
"No buts bitch," I spat at her. "You gave up any demand for my attention or defence the moment you spread your legs for that asshole. It just took a while for me to find out. However now it's out in the open, you can fuck off!"
"Greg, that's no way to talk to me. I mean I am still your wife." Jillian retorted, some anger now creeping into her voice.
"Ha!" I said as I started again walking up the drive and past her to the front door. I pulled my keys and unlocked the door. As I walked in Jillian made to walk in behind me until I put a hand up and stopped her.
"You're not invited in," I told her without ceremony.
"But... Greg... it's still my house too," she sputtered.
I shook my head. "No, it's not. It never was. The house belongs to the trust, and my wage paid a rental fee each month towards the trust."
She looked at me not understanding. "Look, Jillian, it's not your house anymore, you don't live here, but wait here I have a few things for you." And I closed the door behind her.
As I walked into my study, I sent a quick message to my lawyer letting her know that Jillian was there. I picked up a couple of things and walked back to the front door. Jillian was still standing there.
"Greg, I..." she started saying. I held up my hand in the universal sign for shut the fuck up.
"Firstly, it's Gregory. I told you, only my friends get to call me Greg, and you certainly are not a friend."
Jillian swallowed.
"Second," I said handing her a small binder. "In here is a cheque for your half of our marital assets."
Her eyes went wide. The impact of the cheque she suddenly held in her hand told her more than the divorce paperwork that we were through.
"Third, I'm told you have something for me?"
She looked uncertain for a moment, then opened her handbag, pulled out a manila envelope and handed it to me. "I'm sorry Greg... I mean Gregory."
"You will be," I said cryptically.
I opened the envelope with her standing there and leafed through the first few pages. I snorted and looked up at her.
Jillian blushed, knowing I was reading that in response to my divorce petition she wanted seventy-five per cent of our savings and fifty per cent of my business.
I leafed through to the back and then came up against the next document which was a restraining order that would go into effect Monday barring me from the house or from knowingly being within a hundred meters of Jillian or Troy.
"Really?" I asked, eyebrows raised.
At that moment, she couldn't look me in the eyes. She knew that everyone had gone too far. To be honest, Jillian had always gone with the flow. Now it was going to hurt her much worse than she ever thought.
I pulled out my phone and called my divorce lawyer. I stood staring at Jillian as she pawed the ground with her feet. Sally, Mike's associate and my now divorce lawyer picked up on the second ring.
"Hi Sally, I have Jillian standing in front of me, in front of my house, and aside from her demands responding to the divorce petition, she is presenting me with a restraining order that in addition to staying away from her and the asswipe, includes my house, in which she no longer lives.
As I listened to Sally swear like a sailor, I watched Jillian turn a few shades of red as she could clearly hear the cursing on the other end of the line. Sally would deal with it and tell me what to do.
"So," I said addressing Jillian as I hung up. "How does it feel to be one of the most despicable human beings on the face of the planet Jillian?"
For a moment she said nothing.
"It's not like that Greg... ory," Jillian replied quietly. "I convinced Troy that we should give you until Monday to move out so that we could move in."
I laughed, "You can't move in. It's not your house!" I said, restating the fact.
"But you can't be here," she retorted somewhat petulantly like a five-year-old not getting their way.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Perhaps, and trust me, this disgusting trick will backfire. But just because I can't be here doesn't mean that you and fuckwit can be. Now I think it's time you left Jillian. I'd wish you well, but I would be lying."
"You hate me that much?" she asked, looking at my bandaged hands but not asking the question.
"You seriously have the gall to ask me that after doing what you did and now serving me with this paperwork?" I responded to her like she was the dumbest person on the planet. At this point, I wasn't sure she wasn't in the running.
She waited not saying anything.
"Jillian, you were my everything. You were my best friend. There was no one else in this world that I trusted more than you. Then in one fell swoop, you rip that away and treat me no better than the gum you scrape off your shoe. You have become a fucking cunt in my eyes. So tell me, oh wise one, at what point through doing this to me and ripping my life away did you think that my love wouldn't turn into instant malice and hatred for you?"
I folded my bandaged hands across my chest. Jillian's eyes went wide at my use of the 'C' word. She had never heard me utter that curse word. But then use it in a direct verbal tirade directly solely at her... For a few moments, she fiddled with her hands and looked up at me.
"I had hoped..." she paused and took a breath. "Gregory, you're right we did have a lot of good years together. But the restraining order is only until the divorce is complete and everything settles down. Mark, Lina, myself and even Troy are hoping that we could one day be friends when things settle down.
I snarled and exploded.
"Friends!" she shrank back as my damaged arms dropped the envelope and moved in an expressive fashion. "You have got to be fucking kidding me. Friends!" I spat. "If any of you were on fire, I would drink a litre of petrol to piss on you and make sure you burn to extra crispy.
"Fucking friends, you are one delusional bitch," I exclaimed again, noting movement behind her. Mark and Lina were moving quickly up the drive, I saw the asshole himself standing back at the curb. It looked like they had gotten out of a large truck on the other side of the street when I exploded at Jillian.
"Oh look, here come our FRIENDS now." I hissed, glaring at them.
"Greg," Mark said coming up behind Jillian, "Settle down mate, you don't need to..."
"Fuck off dickhead," I shot back at him. "We are not mates, friends or even fucking friendly associates anymore. Your betrayal is almost as bad as the slut's, so don't you fucking think you can say anything that will help here."
I glared at the couple that had set Jillian and me up, then actually participated in our destruction.
"Both of your hands are as dipped in blood and as guilty as this whore and the fuckwit over there." I gestured to the moron who had taken my wife but didn't even have the balls to come up the drive and defend her.
"Greg!" Lina said, trying to sound firm.
My glare and ire turned to her.
"Don't you fucking dare, Lina. There is no moral high ground for you to stand on here. You actively helped my wife to cheat on me, both of you did," I said now gesturing to Lina and Mark. "Both of you helped to set up that scene in the club to cause me maximum humiliation."
They stopped and stood; I could see Lina start to open her mouth, I interrupted.
"And don't you dare start giving me true love bullshit. You tried that last time. Don't forget both of you introduced this slut to me and encouraged me to date and marry her. Then both of you betrayed me so casually without a second thought. If this is what you think love is, then burn the fucking world to ashes now because there is no hope for society if either of you is an example."
They looked at me, startled at the spit flying from my face. I stopped, and a light bulb went off.
"Lina, tell me, do you forgive Mark after he gets home smelling like perfume after being at a strip club all night?" I said smiling, my tone losing the anger and gaining a condescending edge.
Lina stopped, eyes going wide, then looking at Mark.
"Baby, that's not true..." Mark tried to say.
I laughed and they all looked at me.
"Well no, it's not. The way Mark likes to tell the story with the boys, it's that only the front room is a strip club. For an extra five hundred, you can get an extra special lap dance in the back room, and condoms are only an extra twenty..."
I watched with satisfaction as Mark began to object, but Lina could sense the truth.
"Or so he tells us during a round of golf." I finished again crossing my hands over my chest again, satisfied at their own pain.
Mark took a step back, and a moment later, he was running down the road, his wife chasing him and screaming at him. I looked over to Troy, the dickwad looking in wonder, then back to Jillian, a self-satisfied smirk on my face.
"Greg," I glared at her as she said my name, "I mean Gregory, you didn't have to do that?" she said.
I sneered and leant forward, "Oh don't worry Jillian," I watched as her ears went back I am sure a tremor of worry went up to her spine as I used her name. "That is only the opening salvo. Mark has many more secrets to tell. And in this tale of woe, Mark and Lina will only receive a portion of my wrath. The rest I reserve for the portrayers of true love..."
I smiled at her, as I could see her physically shiver this time as my words penetrated her selfish mind.
"What... what do you mean," Jillian asked.
"Leave now Jillian," I said, changing the topic, not directly addressing her statement. "Tell Troy to take you. Run away, preferably out of this country with you. Because if you don't neither you nor him will like what's coming."
"Greg, what's wrong with you? Where is the man I love?" she asked not realizing what she said until it was too late.
"He's dead." I replied flatly, "You tore my heart and soul from me, and the remaining hole has given birth to something new, something dark and something that will enjoy what's coming."
With that, she wasn't sure what to say. I took a moment to take a dramatic step backwards and slammed the door shut while giving one of those laughs that the bad guys in movies always give.
I peered out ten minutes later and Jillian, along with Troy and the truck were gone.
I sat down on the floor, my limbs shaking at the confrontation and again broke down. I loved her, but I hated her. I wanted to see her shattered and remorseful, regretting that she had betrayed me. As I sat on the ground crying for what we once had. I still wanted her to come back and beg forgiveness, use every cheating cliché and work her way back into my life.
Of course, I knew it wouldn't happen, and even if it did, I could never accept any affection without a doubt ever again.
The next month was full of the usual things, lawyers, financial disclosures and the who gets what of divorce. At work, the team rallied around me. Colleen helped me to find a psychologist. I meet with him twice a week to begin working through the feelings I had.



I moved into a short-term apartment. Actually, it was a good thing, as I couldn't be in the house. Colleen worked with the clean-up crews and builders to clean out the house of broken furniture and appliances and then repair the damage.
Despite her initial statement saying she wanted a clean split, Jillian ended up wanting to fight over a lot. First of all, it was our bank accounts. We only had twenty thousand split between three accounts, and she was claiming over fifteen of that was hers. Next was the house and investment properties. When we got married, I already had the place we were living in, having just over-leveraged myself for the business.
Over the years we found it was a smart move, we quickly paid back the extra loan, and we also made some investments to purchase two additional properties. She had contributed to some of the improvements over the years, but all three houses belonged to a trust for which neither of us was a direct beneficiary. She tried to fight it with lawyers I assumed were paid for by her lover, but it was useless, all of the properties were out of reach to her, I did smile that she had lost the ability to get any return on those investments.
Next, it was furniture and jewellery. I noted through my lawyer that all of her belongings were packed in boxes that were delivered to her. I provided a list including shoes, earrings and necklaces that were provided in the boxes I packed for her.
My last thought was that Jillian made the claim on half my business citing that she believed she was due to half since we had been together right after I started the business. Sally viciously outlined the terms of the prenup and even got a chance to give Jillian a moral lecture stating she got nothing of Other Accounting.
In the end, she got ten thousand dollars I would say she spent most of that on lawyers. I wasn't happy, but it did give me some satisfaction that she walked away with so little while I got to keep my houses and my business, which were worth substantially more. Sally also put some icing on the cake by somehow getting Jillian to give up both her wedding and engagement rings. The restraining order was dropped since Jillian had no claim to the house. She couldn't get in anyways as the locks were changed and I had a security company pass by the house a couple of times each week before I moved back in.
With the final terms set, we had a couple of months to wait for the divorce to be final. I didn't hear much from Jillian. However, James and Sherri got a lot of questions from those from the reunion that they were still speaking to and they both firmly asked everyone to back off. James did learn that Jillian and her lover were residing in an apartment in town provided by the company he works for. He had a six-month lease and then either had to pay for it himself or find another place. Putting two and two together, it appeared he thought that by getting together with Jillian, he would have a ready-made house. Too bad asshole!
The next surprise came in August. It was a couple of weeks from the divorce being final, and it was now into tax season here in Australia. There are a few busy times for accountants throughout the year. For small businesses, August and September are the busiest as they want to get their taxes done and refunds sorted out as quickly as possible. We didn't do a lot of small business tax, but over the years we had done some favours for friends. I was surprised when one of those businesses was waiting for me on Tuesday morning. I never thought I would see their faces.
"Gregory, c'mon man, you gotta help me out." Mark was pleading, sitting across the table in one of our meeting rooms. Lina was sitting beside him, eyes downcast. With just one glance I could tell their relationship was quite strained, which I assumed was a result of our last meeting.
"Why?" I asked, enjoying their discomfort. Beside me sat James. For the past few years, both James and I had done the taxes for Mark's import/export business. It was a complex setup making sure that the correct filings were done, offsets and revenue reductions worked through.
We got paid well for it, and sure Mark could go somewhere else, but it would cost him a lot more, and it would take a few years for another accountancy to get to know his business.
"Really, you're really going to make me beg Greg... ory?" Mark said, his voice pleading.
I laughed, James smiled, "Well begging would be a nice touch but ultimately useless. What I am curious about is why you're here. I mean all of you planned to humiliate me. You made excuses and cared nothing for my feelings while you all cooed and made lovey-dovey noises at Jillian and asswipe telling me to get over myself.
"Well, I have gotten over myself, and I decided that I want nothing to do with any of you. Can you not believe that choice?"
No one said anything for a minute.
"You were right you know," Lina said quietly when no one said anything. I raised an eyebrow at her statement.
"Meaning?" I asked.
For a moment Lina looked at Mark, a shadow passing across her face, I was surprised at the anger, but then it passed to be replaced by sorrow. Mark looked down at his hands saying nothing.
"About the strip club, the back room, you were right," she said sadly.
The surprise must have shown on my face. When Mark bragged about it, I thought it was just him over-exaggerating the story, being a storyteller. When I told Lina about what Mark had said, I did it to cause them some pain. I didn't think it was real.
"Wow, really, so Mark you were telling the truth?" I asked a little incredulously to my former friend.
He looked up at me for a moment before popping his head back down and nodding. I looked to Lina an eyebrow raised.
"You were right Gregory, and not just about Mark's behaviour," she told James and me while Mark kept his head down. "You were right about it all. We got so caught up in the romance that Troy and Jillian were selling us on, that we never really thought about you." I went to reply and Lina shook her head. For the first time I held my tongue.
"That day, when you told us about Mark, for a few seconds, I thought you were just trying to upset us, but then I saw the look in his eyes, and I knew you were telling the truth. But you didn't know it was true, did you?" Lina asked me.
I shook my head and snorted.
"Figures." She paused then looked at me, I was surprised to see sadness there, and that it was aimed at me. "I think we all knew you would hurt Gregory. When he came back and then a few others brought it to us, we all knew that it was wrong and buried ourselves in the illusion that it was true love and lied to ourselves that it was right. It turns out that some of the more vocal people, like my husband," She said ruefully. "They were easing their own guilty conscience by telling the rest of us you would be all right to hide their own cheating."
I looked at the broken couple. Mark couldn't look any of us in the eyes and Lina was on the verge of breaking down.
"And now?" I asked simply.
Lina gave a bitter chuckle. "Now, well let's just say our crows are coming home to roost. We have hurt someone badly that we loved and my own marriage is hanging by a thread. I don't know if it will survive."
I looked to Mark who said nothing, I knew he was listening, but he couldn't lift his head. If it was guilt they were trying to use to make me feel that I would be sorry for them, they were mistaken.
"I can't say that I am not pleased to hear you're both hurting," I said softly. "However, the fact remains that as the managing partner of Other Accounting I have made the decision based on activities in the last few months that it is not in the interest of this business to continue looking after your company."
I watched Mark's shoulders slump.
"However," I said. Mark looked up at me with something akin to hope, "I am not without a degree of mercy. While you don't deserve it, I can recommend three firms that would be willing to take on your account. James here has a list of their details."
James slid a piece of paper across the table.
"If you're interested, just let James know, and we can send your previous years' financials to any of them."
The sudden hope in Mark's eyes became a dull stare.
"That's it?" Mark asked. "A recommendation. You really are done with us?"
"Yes," I replied shrugging my shoulders. "You chose to fuck my marriage over by supporting Jillian and the asshole, using terms such as 'true love' and 'meant to be together' without remorse. You were even smiling, laughing and joking as you did so. This is causality, cause and effect. You fuck with my life, I fuck with yours."
With that, I got up and walked out of the room without bidding a farewell. A little later James came in and let me know they had chosen someone, and he would hand over the details in a couple of days once Mark and Lina sign the required forms.
The same scene was repeated about three times over the next month to another three clients who were classmates of Jillian's that supported her in her infidelity and came to understand I would no longer do business with them. Surprisingly, though I lost four clients, I picked up another six. Other people from the class who in no way supported what happened and wanted to do me a good turn by bringing work my way. It's not like Other Accounting needed the work, however, I didn't say no.
August turned into September, and the final divorce decree came through. By this time I had moved back into the refurbished house. My arms fully healed and no longer itching. I could admit to myself I did miss looking like a boxer, but I would not miss the itchy feeling of the bandages.
The day I got the paperwork, I also missed a call from Jillian that I never returned, as well as a text message that I did read. It simply read:
[ Goodbye Gregory, I'm sorry ]
I wasn't sure how to feel. Did she feel remorse for what she had done? The pain of betrayal had eased somewhat over the months since the incident at the club. Sure I was still angry and upset. But I had a logical mind, and if Jillian could so casually have an affair and leave me, then she wasn't the one for me.
That weekend, Colleen and several of the members of the team from work banded together and came around to my place unbidden for a friends and family barbeque. I was surprised, to say the least, but I must have hugged over two dozen people over the course of that Saturday afternoon, and I only got to meet with about a third of the people there.
All afternoon, I was never alone. There was always someone there, be it Colleen, James, Sherri or any of a dozen of my staff. At one point I was sitting with a drink in one hand as James manned the Barbeque. Sherri sat with me and I was just about crying watching a group of small kids playing a game of touch footy in my backyard. I knew now that Jillian and I would not have the kids we talked about for the last few years and watching them hit me hard.
I felt a soft pair of lips on my cheek and gave Sherri a surprised stare as she sat back down beside me. She grabbed my hand and touched my cheek.
"I understand Greg, but there will be life again, you'll see. Don't close yourself off. This afternoon you have a lot of people whom you know and some whom you don't here to support you. Friends, work colleagues, family, and everyone here knows we are here to support you. It wasn't fair what they did to you. They hurt James and me as well, but that was only splashback, so we need you to know we are here for you."
Sherri hugged me for a few minutes, as I know I was crying. A moment later I felt a hand on my shoulder and James was there as well, a look of compassion on his face. This was followed by another hug from Colleen and several other staff. A few times I felt eyes on me or soft touches letting me know I had support, however, I was pretty much a wreck for most of the afternoon, but I never once felt awkward.
The following week at work I felt a lot better. Staff noticed me smiling and even exchanging a joke or two, which hadn't occurred for quite a while. In the weekly staff meeting, I thanked everyone for coming and helping me calling out both James and Colleen, with a special mention to Sherri for showing me there is life after betrayal.
That week we also had three new clients, two of them very large corporations. It appeared that we had been recommended by one of our older clients. The corporations needed some external deep financial analysis, and we got recommended.
We assigned workloads, and for the first time since Jillian left me, I decided to jump in on the forensic audit for one of the companies. It was good work, we had a three-month window to produce results, so we got to it.
In the evenings I got myself into a routine of cooking dinner and keeping fit. I knew I could throw myself into work or worse, into booze. But I wanted to rise above betrayal and find life again. Thanks to Colleen and the staff, I had hope to be more than just another divorce statistic.
It was Thursday evening, two weeks after the barbeque. I was making myself a quiet dinner of Lamb cutlets and gnocchi with an apple mustard reduction when the doorbell rang. Having just finished cooking I threw the tea towel I was using on the table walking to the front door.
Opening the door I was stunned, a beautiful blonde woman was standing there, a little over five foot, she looked nervous, but before I could greet her and ask how I could help she stepped into me, pulled me down by my shirt and kissed me.
For a moment I was shocked, but her lips were soft and supple. I could taste mint on her breath, and before I knew it, I was kissing her back. Her arms went around my waist and without thinking I pulled her to me, our lips never parting.
It may have been thirty seconds or thirty minutes, I had no idea how long we kissed, but I know it felt amazing. As we parted, I looked into the face of the stranger whom I had just been kissing and was surprised to find a trace of tears in her eyes.
However, again, before I could say hello, she stood back and slapped me.
Not hard, it was more of a gesture, but it was a slap nonetheless.
I stood there shocked, and I know it showed on my face. The woman's face was sorrowful but also full of compassion.
"I'm sorry Gregory, that wasn't a great way to say hello," the woman said. Her voice had a sultry sound but was also firm and demanding, kind of like a young Helen Mirren.
I cocked my head to the side looking at her, wondering who she was.
"Uh, sure..." I said leaving the question unsaid.
The woman smiled.
"Rebecca," she said simply.
"Rebecca," I repeated.
For a moment neither of us said anything.
"So, Rebecca..." I said looking at her questioningly. "Um, what brings you to my door this evening?"
She smiled coyly, "You," she said simply.
"I suppose I should gather that based upon your greeting, but why are you here to see me?" I asked, a smile tugging at the corner of my lips. She was like a little kitten playing with a new toy.
"Because you need me to be here," she replied, a smile also being there.
"Really," I replied, "So tell me, why do I need you? I mean, I like kissing a beautiful woman as much as the next man, but to follow that up with a slap when I have no idea how I offended such a gorgeous creature after such a wonderful kiss that I am perplexed."
Now I saw merriment in her eyes.
"You think I'm beautiful?" she questioned me.
I nodded, "and gorgeous," I added, repeating my words. Rebecca's smile broke upon her face and I was smitten with a woman I had known less than five minutes.
"Thank you, Gregory." She said then she blushed and looked down. She was wearing a dark blue sundress that contrasted beautifully with her blonde hair. I caught a glimpse of some well-toned calves that went with a classically beautiful face, high cheekbones, large blue eyes and a cute nose. She would make any man turn his head as she walked by.
"Something smells nice?" she asked sniffing the air.
I sighed contently with the game and opened the door inviting the strange woman that appeared to be here for me into the house. I was pretty sure that she was harmless, and I was curious about what she wanted.
We talked about nothing for a moment as I escorted her into the kitchen, retrieved a glass, looked at her for a moment and then poured her a nice Shiraz I had been drinking recently. I placed the glass down in front of her as her neatly manicured eyebrow raised and stepped back into the kitchen and finished preparing dinner.
Fortunately, I was preparing leftovers for lunch the next day in the office, so I quickly got a second plate putting together a meal for Rebecca.
She watched me as I prepared, just holding the wine but not sipping it. I placed a plate down in front of her, one in the seat beside her and returned with cutlery and my own glass of wine, but only after dimming the kitchen lights.
Rebecca giggled as the luminosity of the room went lower.
"Our first date and you ordered for me?" she positioned casually.
"Well, a woman likes a man who knows what she wants," I replied.
Rebecca then threw her head back and laughed. She then looked me in the eyes and raised her glass.
"To Gregory Other, showing that even wounded, he still knows how to treat a lady," she said toasting me.
We clicked glasses and sipped our wine smiling. I let Rebecca taste the meal first and as she cut off a decent chunk of meat and dipping into the sauce reduction, I watched her eyes go wide.
"Gregory, this is amazing, thank you."
I nodded and did the same. It was good. I got the sweet and acidic nature of the sauce just right for my tastes, and it sounded like Rebecca's.
"So Rebecca, no more games, please. Who are you and what's happening here?" I asked.
She took another bite and another sip of wine before turning nervous.
"First off, thank you Gregory. There are many ways you could have handled what I did there, and you did so with absolute grace. I was standing outside your door for almost twenty minutes before I knocked."
I nodded sipping my own wine.
"As for who I am, we've met a couple of times before. I'm Colleen's niece."
She let that sink in for a moment and the lightbulb went off in my head.
"Ah Rebecca, yes, sorry but you look so different than last time we met," I replied.
She smiled, there was sorrow there, but it was an old pain. I had indeed met Rebecca before, but she had looked very different. At the time she was in a Goth phase, following some boy around that Colleen had told me was no good. The first time we met, she had dyed her hair jet black, had several piercings in her nose and ears. She also had a ton of pale makeup on and clothes and boots that would make any Goth proud.
"I was coming out of a self-destructive time," she told me, but was smiling. "It was about a month after I broke up with my boyfriend. I hadn't figured out who I was and was just lost. Aunt Colleen brought me into the office after talking with my mother to try and get me a change of pace."
I nodded taking another sip of wine, recalling the meeting as she described herself. She had come into the office about five times over a month, each time dressed in absolute black. As I recalled, her now beautiful blonde hair was coloured jet black. She also had black lipstick and eyeliner along with a range of piercings in a number of places on her face that were no longer there.
"He was cheating on me with three people, two girls and a guy." She told me plainly, bringing me out of the memory.
I just about snorted my wine.
"What?" I said incredulously.
"Yeah," she said now looking into her wine as she recalled the memories. "We had been at a club; we were high and had gone back to the other guy's place. I went to the bathroom and when I returned he was sucking the guy's cock with one of the girls."



She looked at me briefly before returning her eyes to her wine glass.
"Even high, I freaked out. I was, am, a one-man woman, I get bisexual attraction, but I'm not built that way. I also don't do groups." She said, her eyes briefly finding mine again.
"Neither do I," I said. I saw her relax a little.
"Anyway," Rebecca continued. "I screamed and ran out, pretty much ran home to mum and dad crying for three days straight. After a week, mum got me to go out with Aunt Colleen, and that was when she brought me into the office, and I met you."
I smiled.
"I recall meeting you," she told me smiling coyly, "Aunt Colleen introduced us, and you shook my hand, you didn't look at me as a pathetic Goth woman who had just been betrayed, neither did you look down on how I was dressed or the rings throughout my face. Do you remember what you asked me?"
I nodded, "I asked you what type of coffee you wanted?"
Rebecca smiled, "Yes."
"Double shot Mocha with extra chocolate," we both said at the same time.
We both laughed.
"You do remember," Rebecca beamed at me.
I nodded and took another sip of wine. She lost her smile.
"The slap was because I was here for the barbecue the other day, and you didn't see me." She told me looking me in the eyes now.
"I'm sorry Rebecca, it was a hard day." I swallowed before replying.
She gave me a coy smile. "It's alright Gregory. I didn't want it to be a serious slap. I know your head was in a different place. I just saw it in my mind kissing you and then slapping you since you didn't see me the other day. I even got to give you a hug that day and tell you it would be all right, but I am assuming that everyone was doing that and you don't recall much of the day."
I looked at her a moment. I had the image of a lithe set of hands covering my chest and a pair of dark blue jeans with a red blouse, telling me it was going to be alright.
"You remember?" she asked guessing my mind.
"Kind of," I admitted. "Red top, blue jeans?"
Rebecca smiled and nodded.
"I was speaking to Aunt Colleen the other day, and I asked about you," Rebecca blushed a little. "She's known for a while that I have had a bit of a crush on you and I think she saw me give you that hug at the barbeque. So she encouraged me to reach out, to come and talk to you."
I chuckled a little, "Did you know you were coming to kiss me?"
"No," Rebecca blushed. "Honestly I didn't know if I could go through with it, but when you opened the door, I just ignored every impulse to run and went for it."
I smiled and reached out to grab her hand, "I'm glad you did. It was honestly the best thing that happened to me in months."
Rebecca smiled, and we spent the next three hours talking. She helped me to clean up dinner and then we continued talking over a small glass of port when we moved to sit in my lounge.
I learned she was twenty-eight, a little under four years younger than myself and had just completed a financial university degree. She liked a variety of music, though hated death metal following her walking away from being a Goth. Rebecca had landed a junior accounting job with a manufacturing firm working in their accounts receivable department and for the most part, enjoyed the work.
She was close to her family. Her mum and dad had been married for thirty years and to hear her tell it, she hoped they would be around another thirty. She had one younger sister that lived in New Zealand, but they only got to speak about once a month.
Rebecca enjoyed going to the beach but had sensitive skin, so tended to stay out of the water. She had only had two boyfriends including the Goth one that betrayed her and was saddened that she gave him her virginity.
We spent that evening talking about ourselves. She learned that I was estranged from my mother, following a family squabble after my father passed away suddenly. I had a younger sister, but we didn't speak as it was her that caused the family rift taking a comment by Jillian out of context.
It was nearing close to one in the morning when she left. I think we were both tempted to have her stay over, but she made the decision to tell me that we should get to know each other better first. I did receive another red hot kiss as she left though.
As I crawled into bed, I fell asleep with a smile on my face for the very first time since my life fell apart. Rebecca through her crazy actions had bypassed months of effort to get around the defences and pain that I had. That kiss caught me by surprise and showed me that someone might care for me in a romantic way and that I was open to it.
The next morning, the smile on my face was undeniable, and everyone noticed. By lunchtime Colleen cornered me.
"Okay, spill it Greg. Who is she?" Collen asked. I could sense hope in her expression.
"Rebecca came by last night," I told her.
The happy yelp that Colleen emitted could be heard throughout the entire office. My office administrator jumped a couple of times clasping her hands to her chest and giving off a megawatt smile.
Colleen then led me to the kitchen and made me tell her everything. She laughed when I told her about the kiss and the slap. Then she was swaying happily as I told her about dinner and then talking till one in the morning.
"Greg, I am so happy for you, even if nothing comes of it. To see you get out from under what Jillian and the asshole did to you is worth it." Then she looked at me with a cheeky smile on her face. "But you and Becca, I think there may be something there. I've thought it for a while."
We talked for a few more minutes, and Colleen asked if I was going to see Rebecca again. I told her that we had been texting back and forth all day and were going out for dinner Friday night in town. She was exuberantly happy for the rest of the afternoon, and it rubbed off on everyone else.
Friday night came, and I drove around to pick up Rebecca. I told her to dress up a little as I wanted our first formal date to be one we stepped up and made a great memory. She did not disappoint.
I knocked on the door to her apartment, and she again took my breath away. Rebecca was dressed in an amazing little black dress. It had very thin straps that held the material of her dress over her modest bust. Her long blonde hair was tied back, and she had a matching black shawl over her shoulders along with a black clutch in her hands. My eyes wandered down her body and to those beautifully toned calves to see her wearing the most modest heels. She smiled and turned on the spot showing me her great ass and laughed.
"Wow, I'm batting a century so far," she laughed. "Each time we meet you can't even say hello."
Before she said anything else, I took a step forward and pulled her to me. I looked into her eyes for a moment, leaned in and gently kissed her lips, trying to avoid smearing her makeup.
"Hello beautiful," I said as I broke the tender kiss.
"mhhhennnan," Rebecca said her eyes closed.
I laughed. She opened her eyes and smiled.
We walked hand in hand out to my car, and as I went to open the door, Rebecca stopped and stared.
"This is your car?" she asked.
"Yes..." I said. Rebecca's jaw dropped.
Yes, I'm a Mustang guy. But not just any mustang. I have a 1967 GT. It's in the classic grey with black racing strips and the classic trim, but a modified exhaust. I'll be honest I was surprised that Jillian didn't try to get it in the divorce. But I suppose she knew I would have killed her if she tried. This car was my pride and joy and only ever came out for special occasions.
I opened the passenger door for Rebecca. She had a smile plastered on her face as she slid into the seat. As I turned the car over, Rebecca giggled and then laughed as the vibration of the V8 made its way through the car.
We drove into town, talking over our weeks at work about how Colleen talked to both of us and that she had high hopes.
We had dinner at an upscale Japanese restaurant. They served a variety of dishes to which Rebecca and I sampled several. Though I'm not really into it, both of us had a small amount of saki. Rebecca was like me, fun for a date but not a regular drink for us.
After dinner, we ended up at the casino. We placed a couple of bets walking away with a little over six hundred dollars more than what we started with the hour before.
The Casino also had a club, so dressed up like we were, both of us headed into the club. It was an upscale club, with lots of people of different age groups, everyone dressed for a good night out on the prowl. It must have been almost one-thirty in the morning before we left, we had danced a lot, and I must admit that I enjoyed it when Rebecca turned around on the floor and ground her ass into my crotch while holding my hands. Of course, the kisses that I got throughout the night helped too.
A few times throughout the night guys had come up to her asking to dance. As I mentioned earlier, she looked amazing. But each time she politely but firmly declined. One time I was returning from the bar with a couple of drinks for us when a guy stopped me, placing a hand on my shoulder.
"You're one lucky son of a bitch. I hope you know that." He told me, then saw my blank expression.
"Your woman man, she's hot as fuck but only has eyes for you, no offence, but I just asked her to dance while you were at the bar, but she turned me down flat. I mean me, getting turned down..."
The guy was solid and good-looking, likely a personal trainer, football player or something. I got the feeling he could turn on the charm and perhaps had seduced more than one girlfriend or wife away from their better half over the years. But Rebecca had turned him down, and he knew there was never a chance. The guy patted me on the shoulder, smiled and kept walking.
Saturday morning, I woke slowly, a smile on my face recalling the evening that Rebecca and I spent together. The morning sun was peeking through my blinds as I lay there and thought about dinner, dancing, conversations where I just felt connected and then dropping her off to that sizzling kiss...
No wait, I recall the kiss, but dropping her off...
Suddenly awake I turned over and there she was. Rebecca was laying there eyes closed and breathing lightly. I looked at her face and recalled that without verbal agreement we came back here to my place then without words, she followed me into the bedroom, took off her dress and climbed into bed with me.
"If you're going to stare at me like that you better follow it up with action buddy," Rebecca said lazily, her eyes still closed but a large smile on her lips.
I grinned myself, diving back under the covers, pulling myself into her body. I felt her breasts press against my chest and two rock-hard points caught my attention, likewise, my morning wood strengthened in intensity, and I felt her push her scantily clad mons against it as I felt our lips meet.
Like the very first time we met, our lips came together in an exchange of passion where I felt myself intertwining my very being with Rebecca. As we kissed I felt her pull me closer and slowly, Rebecca started gyrating against my groin.
"Rebecca?" I asked at one point as our kissing lulled so we could take a breath.
"mmmmmm," she said absentmindedly, lost in the moment.
"Rebecca?" I repeated. She opened her eyes and looked at me, I saw desire, a good splash of lust, but there was something else there too. I scant dare to imagine the word that described it, also afraid that the feeling was reciprocated in my own eyes.
Love.
For a moment, she stayed in that sleepy place, but I think she caught my tone.
"Gregory, are you alright?" she asked, doing a double take. "If you're worried, we didn't do anything, just kissed and slept?"
I repositioned myself, placing my shoulder under me so I was in a half-prone position.
"Rebecca, I..." I started to say then stopped.
She said nothing, repositioning herself. It was only a moment, but the sheet quickly fell and I got a glimpse of a beautiful pair of breasts. Rebecca noticed, but she quickly pulled the sheet up, knowing this was a deep moment, not yet time to play. She waited for me to find my words.
"I'm scared," I admitted to both of us. "What Jillian did hurt me in ways that I don't adequately know how to express. I felt like I could never be enough, that I was a failure as a man."
Rebecca nodded, again saying nothing, giving me space.
"I've been through so many emotions over the past year, pain, rage, sadness, hopelessness, desperation, but now I have fear, but it's not about Jillian. I'm scared about you," I finished.
Rebecca shot a hand out and cupped my cheek, the look of compassion she gave me almost brought me to tears.
"I get it, Gregory. Jillian hurt you badly," Rebecca spoke quietly but firmly. "As much as what I went through hurt, you had fully invested yourself to her, you attempted to bond with her, and you got rejected.
I nodded, then drew in a breath.
"I'm scared Becca because I am worried that I'm falling in love with you, I'm broken, damaged and what if I can't give you what you need."
In a move that I didn't see coming, she pulled me into her, my head ending up on her chest.
"Shhhhhhhhh, my beautiful man. Don't you worry about that," she told me. "I see that you're hurting. I want to help you heal. I don't want you to worry about what love you can give me. Just give me what you can, but never hold it back."
I pulled my head up off her chest and for a moment we looked deeply into the eyes of each other. Moments later our lips met, our passion flared and I gave in.
My hands began to roam her body. I cupped her breasts, ran my palms down her sides and felt my fingers squeeze her ass. Rebecca for her part took her own pleasure exploring me. She almost ripped the sheet down off us as her lips met mine and she started kissing down my body. She delightfully teased my nipples even as I felt her rock-hard ones push into my chest.
As she moved lower, with my help she removed my boxer shorts exposing me to her. My six-inch cock stood proud and at attention for her. Rebecca unconsciously licked her lips and looked at me.
"Greg, baby," she said. "Lay back please, let me do this."
I laid back on the bed and she repositioned herself between my legs. She again looked into my eyes, then down to my cock then lowered her lips to my manhood. Now Jillian had given me a number of blowjobs over the years. But now I knew them to just be half-hearted attempts to ease her conscience. I had given her a lot more oral than she gave me. But from the moment I felt Rebecca's lips touch the head of my cock, I knew this was different. Rebecca's lips parted, and I felt her tongue run over my cock head, swiping over the most sensitive bits. She closed her eyes, and I heard her give an audible moan of pleasure.
For the next few minutes, she licked, sucked, and pleasured my shaft as I had never felt. Rebecca caressed my balls, never in a painful way, but always moving and stimulating me. It wasn't taking long but we both knew my release was impending. Right before the point of no return, Rebecca pulled off, suddenly laying down on the bed, while drawing me up and making me straddle her chest.
"Greg, I want you to cum all over my face baby. I want you to claim me as yours."
She looked into my eyes, then back down to my cock and I started stroking. I could feel her saliva making my cock slick as I stroked, and then I felt her hand sliding up my inner thigh, bushing my balls.
"Cum baby, do it, cum on my face!" she told me, her eyes asking for me to do what she asked.
I exploded. As the first rope of cum exploded out of my shaft, she squealed and laughed. For almost a full minute I unloaded on Rebecca's face. From the first explosive release to the last dribble that she milked out onto her lips, Rebecca was smiling.
I collapsed beside her. It had been a few weeks since the last time I had cum. Porn and my hand just were no substitute for a willing partner.
I felt movement beside me and expecting Rebecca to be reaching for a tissue I was surprised to find her with her phone in her hand.
"Smile baby," Rebecca told me, snapping off a selfie my cum plastering her face as she put her head on my shoulder.
"But Rebecca?" I asked.
"Relax baby, I have a secure store on the phone, and no one will see these but you and me. But I want you to know I have never let someone do that to me, and I have never taken a photo like that before. "
A moment later my phone chirped announcing I had a message. Rebecca had sent me the photo.
"Greg, I trust you," she told me.
I got up briefly and got a wet washcloth from the ensuite off my bedroom and came back to a purring Rebecca, I helped wipe her face clean before kissing her.
"Greg, baby..."
I grinned, knowing it was her turn.
I started kissing down her neck and although that had been out in the open for a while, I took a good look at the body of my new... girlfriend?
Rebecca has a lithe body. Her breasts were b-cups. A good handful, but not super large. She had very small but diamond-like nipples. And I quickly found out they were very sensitive. Right then I found that if I gave her breasts the right attention that she could orgasm well before I made my way down south. And talking of down south, wow! While she didn't work out religiously at the gym, she loved to run and it showed in an ass that I would never tire of. Smooth and round, I knew I wanted it all to myself for the rest of my life.
I pulled the soaking black satin panties that she had worn under her dress down her thighs, and I noticed that she was waxed smooth. Not a hair on her kitty could be seen. Rebecca smiled and spread her legs, her engorged labia teasing me. As she did when looking at my naked body, I licked my lips in anticipation of the meal I was about to enjoy.
From the moment my tongue touched her, Rebecca started moaning. I started softly building up pressure and momentum as I ate her to five orgasms over the next fifteen minutes. I was surprised in the middle of eating her out that at one point I grabbed her ass cheeks and accidentally brushed her ass with one of my fingers she moaned.
"Greg?" Rebecca said after her fifth orgasm.
I looked up at her grinning as she came down.
"Take me." She said simply.
I crawled up her body and without any ceremony, buried myself to the hilt inside her. Rebecca wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me deep. Both of us moaned as our hips connected and a moment later our lips were mashed against each other.
It started slow, but Rebecca and I made love for almost an hour. Not many words were exchanged, we let our bodies do the talking. Afterwards, covered in sweat along with the lovemaking juices, we snuggled.
"Thank you," I told her.
I felt her smile, "You're welcome baby. You're alright?"
"Better," I replied. "You gave me a gift today. You brought back my manhood."
I felt her tighten her grip on me. "Yes, but it belongs to me now. No one else will ever get it."
That weekend I don't think we got out of bed except to bathe or get food from the kitchen and there wasn't a stitch of clothing on us until Monday morning when it was time for work. I had to drive Rebecca back to her apartment wearing her dress from Friday night. She also went commando which turned me on like nothing.
By the time I got to the office, I had another two pictures of my naked girlfriend. In the second one, she had taken a pen and written 'Gregory's' on her torso.
That week, Rebecca stayed at my place every night except Wednesday, when she had to work late at the office, and it was easier for her to grab gear from her place.
In my office, Colleen never really pressed but bounced around knowing that her niece and I were an item. I never came out and said it, but I'm sure Colleen knew that we were sleeping together.



[:::: - ::::]
"Hey Greg," James said one Tuesday after the coffee run, "You got a few minutes?" he said not waiting for the response but closing the door.
"Sure," I said in reply, raising an eyebrow and gesturing for him to finish closing the door.
I sensed he wanted to talk about something serious and by the look on his face, I am guessing it was Jillian-related.
"So things are going well between Rebecca and yourself?" he asked.
"Yeah," I grinned, "It's only been a few months, yet I feel that we've been together for six."
"I get that, Sherri and I have been together for just under five years, but I feel like it's been ten." James looked at me worried for a moment. "ah, but not in a bad way, I mean that I can't..."
I held up my hand and chuckled.
"I get it, James, I do. It's not a bad thing."
He nodded, "Sherri and I are so glad to see a smile on your face again. In fact, we were wondering if both of you would be interested in dinner Saturday night at our place?"
There was something else there, a nervousness based around hope.
"I don't think we have any plans, but I'll double-check with Becca."
He nodded.
"Um, Greg..." James said getting to the topic he closed the door for.
I sighed.
"Jillian?" I asked
"Kind of," James said.
"You know the Kensington audit we're doing?" he asked.
I did and nodded my head. Of the two big multinationals that we had taken on, Kensington was one of them. James was second seat reviewing financial records.
"Well we've come across a couple of issues, and I need some instructions." He told me.
"All right, show me what you have," I told him.
James then spread out a number of reports, but aside from a number of issues, it highlighted that one of their middle managers looked like they were skimming from the company and using the money to pay for a number of less than desirable services from drugs and hookers to what amounted to sending money to a mistress and child over in the United States.
Judging by the audit log, this had been going on for a number of years but had not come under scrutiny as the individual had been quite clever in hiding the skimming around various cost centres and projects, never the same amount, never from the same purchase order and payments to a variety of bank accounts. However, due to the length, the amount skimmed as a little under two million dollars.
I sat back trying to take it all in. My mind was literally blown by the implications.
"So let me get this straight in my head," I said to James. "For a little over four years, he's been skimming off the company to pay for drugs and hookers. Then for the last three, it looks like he's been making child support payments using company money to a woman and child overseas."
James nodded, "Pretty much."
"Wow," I was trying not to smile. "So much for true love."
James snorted.
A month later we gave an initial report to Kensington but held onto the specifics until we had completed tracing the files. They were disturbed that someone may be defrauding them and agreed that they needed to know how deep the corruption went before taking action. We asked for another month of time, and they readily agreed.
Two weeks after that, one Friday night, I got home, and I found that Becca had let herself in and had already arranged dinner by candlelight. She had poured me a Kraken and Coke, along with a glass of red for herself.
As we ate a dinner of Chicken Boscailoa, I eyed the box sitting in between us. It didn't quite dominate the conversation, but Rebecca knew it was on my mind.
When we cleaned up and refilled our drinks, retiring to the lounge, Rebecca had already dimmed the lights, and she had soft music playing through a Bluetooth speaker.
"Greg Baby, I just want to say the last six months have been the absolute best of my entire life." She told me, I went to respond in kind but she held up a hand. "Sorry, I just want to get this out." She smiled.
"I know that you were broken when we got together, but in a way so was I. As you know I had some weird experiences in my early love life, and ours is SO much better than anything I can imagine, but that's because we give fully to each other. I love spending time with you, and I can't wait to end my day at work to come home to you.
"I told you I had a crush on you from the day we met in your office and that's true. But I love you Gregory Other. I really need you to know that as you open the box."
With that, Rebecca put her drink down and handed me the box that was on the kitchen table during dinner and now on the floor in front of us.
She handed it to me but didn't pick up her glass again looking at me expectantly.
The box itself was small, about the same size that you would get when shipping a pair of headphones from Amazon. It wasn't sealed though, and I carefully took the top off to find another box inside it, however, sitting on top of that box was an envelope.
I picked up the envelope and looked at Rebecca. She eyed me nervously but nodded as I unfolded the letter inside.
[ Gregory,
Inside this box is the engagement ring that you bought last week. I accidentally found it last weekend as I was cleaning up and you were in the shower. I'm really, really hoping that you'll open the box, pull out the ring and ask me to marry you!
I love you so much!
Yours truly and forever,
Rebecca Brown.
p.s. _ love you, love you, love you! ]
I looked back up at Rebecca, hope written all over her face and mouthed, 'I love you too' to her as I opened up the second box and there in the middle of a whole lot of tissue paper was the engagement ring box I had bought. Inside was a simple gold band with a single claw set diamond in the middle.
I smiled at Rebecca, removing the ring box.
"I never looked inside the ring box baby," Rebecca told me. "I wanted to, but I didn't."
I nodded, then got down off the couch, on my knees in front of her. Despite the fact that Rebecca had orchestrated this a few weeks earlier than I intended, she gasped but smiled.
"Rebecca Brown, from the moment you turned up at my door you have pursued me. You have built me up and made me feel alive again. Before you kissed me that first time, I never thought I would see the sun again. The first time we woke up together you amazed me with your willingness to chase but show how much you wanted to be mine.
"In all of creation, I could not imagine a more beautiful woman or more perfect partner. You always surprise me by pushing boundaries but never disappointing me. I had planned to do this in a couple of weeks at your family barbeque. However, I don't think either of us can let the moment pass us by."
I opened the ring box.
"Rebecca Beth Brown, will you do me the honour of becoming my wife and agreeing to marry me?" I finished.
The words had barely left my mouth before she jumped to her knees in front of me, and shouted "YES!"
She held out her hand and I slipped the engagement on her ring finger before she smashed her lips over mine in a smouldering kiss that caused me to get a little hard.
"Thank you, my Fiancé," I told her.
"Oh you are so going to have the most doting wife around, and wait till we have babies, I can't wait for you to knock me up and keep me barefoot and pregnant!" Rebecca knew that would turn me on, she knew of the talk Jillian and I had about kids.
A moment later the doorbell rang, and I groaned as I had to separate from the woman I just proposed to so I could answer the door, not take her to bed and ravish her body until the wee hours of the morning.
Opening the door, I was surprised to find, Colleen, Rebecca's parents, James and Sherri.
"Congratulations!" they all shouted as one as I opened the door and caught my surprise. I felt a pair of hands go around my waist.
"Sorry baby, I wanted to celebrate us getting engaged, so I invited a few people around, the last surprise for the night I promise," my now intended bride told me.
We ushered everyone inside, her parents bringing two bottles of champagne with them. As they passed around glasses I tried to act mock hurt since I had no idea, however, I couldn't help but smile. As Rebecca showed her ring to the ladies, I got slaps on the back from, my intended father-in-law and James.
We then sat down as a group and spent the rest of the evening laughing merrily at stories of both Rebecca and I growing up.
Later that night, well early morning, when everyone had left, Rebecca and I retired to bed. Before we fell asleep though, she made me take a few more pictures of her with her engagement ring. However, in those photos, and even a video no one else would see, the engagement ring was all she was wearing.
In keeping with the fact that my life is nothing but drama sometimes, it was about a month later that three things all happened within forty-eight hours of each other.
The first is that we delivered the completed forensic audit to Kensington. In walking through the report with them, they were not happy at all. Heads would roll and more than likely the authorities would be called upon.
I tried not to be too excited in delivering the report. Kensington management didn't know I had something against the major player running the fraud.
The second thing happened that same afternoon, Rebecca had taken the afternoon off work and come into my office with some paperwork, wedding ideas and just to be a happy presence in the office to all the staff.
It was reading through the legal documents that she put in front of me that I got angry at my intended bride for the first time.
"Becca, you have to be kidding me with this document!" I told her getting more and more upset as I read it.
"Why baby, it should give you a lot of peace with our upcoming marriage. You'll be protected, your house, the business, everything."
"I know Becca, but it's unfair to you. This prenuptial agreement leaves you with almost nothing."
"No it doesn't. It only leaves me with nothing if I cheat on you, which I am never going to do!" she replied. "In all other cases, the marital assets are split down the middle and your business and trusts are still safe regardless."
"Becca baby," I said. "I know you're just trying to show me how much you love me because of what Jillian did to me, but the protections I already have in place are enough..."
Rebecca held up her hand.
"I know Greg, trust me I know." She told me now holding my hands. "But this is my promise to you. The only way I walk away with nothing is if I cheat on you. As I told you, that is never going to happen!"
I picked up a pen and signed the document, "I'm going to trust you Becca."
"I know baby, trust me, we'll chuck this in a drawer and never need it."
The rest of the afternoon we discussed the document a few times. However, she was right in the end the document went into a filing cabinet drawer to collect dust.
The third thing that happened occurred the following evening at home. I had just gotten home and Rebecca, now having permanently moved in, had sent me for a shower. I was just getting out when I heard yelling. Throwing on a pair of shorts I hurried out to the entry.
"So I move out, and he just moves on to some gussied-up slut!" I could hear my ex-wife shouting at my fiancé.
I heard Rebecca laugh. "Honey, you walked out the door pure and simple. You abandoned the most loving and kind man on the face of this planet, breaking his heart. And I am not 'gussied'." Rebecca replied using her fingers for quotation marks.
I held back in the hall, just out of sight.
"But slut, yeah I will own that, however, I am Gregory's personal slut. He gets my body unreserved for his exclusive use. Can you say the same when you were married to him?" My fiancé hissed back at Jillian.
"Why you little fucking whore!" I heard Jillian shout and a moment later the rounding sound of a slap. I took that as my cue hurrying the rest of the way into the room. Both women turned towards me as one, though Jillian was standing with a hand over a red mark on her cheek.
I chuckled.
"Rebecca," I said with a smile on my face. "Meet Jillian, my ex-wife. Jillian, meet Rebecca, my Fiancé."
Both women glared at each other a moment before separating as I moved to stand in the middle of them.
"You find this funny Greg?" Jillian asked me.
"Actually," I said pausing for a moment. "Yes I do, as you weren't invited and started shouting at my fiancé before you got slapped, I do find it funny. Perhaps a little karma for the way our previous life together ended."
Rebecca sneered at Jillian then, but I put a handout. "Enough Becca." She stepped back, still glaring daggers at my ex.
"What do you want Jillian?" I said sighing.
"Why did you do it Greg? Why did you have to destroy my life?" she asked, turning some of the anger at me.
"What do you mean Jillian," I said innocently. "I have had nothing to do with you in almost a year now. As I recall it was you who tried to ruin my life, you left me for true love and damn the consequences."
Behind me, Rebecca snorted.
Jillian gave an angry glance at Rebecca, then back at me.
"You didn't have to go and ruin Troy," she said a note of mournfulness in her voice.
I laughed, which caused Jillian to pale a little.
"You will have to be a little more specific Jillian," I told her, crossing my arms over my chest. Rebecca automatically slid her arms around my waste.
"It was Other Accounting that did the forensic audit of Kensington. It was your report that got Troy arrested. You didn't need to do that." Jillian said, her voice becoming softer.
"What, should I not report to a business I am auditing when one of their employees has defrauded them a little over two million dollars to be used on drugs, hookers, as well as a woman and child back in the U.S.?" I asked my ex-wife rhetorically.
"Drugs, hookers?" Jillian said going white. "A woman and child?"
Obviously, whatever truth Jillian had been told, it didn't include the salient details.
I leant forward, "Yes, Jillian. The 'true love' that you dropped me for had a woman and child back in the states. In addition, he stole company money to pay for quite a lot of drugs and hookers. It's all in the report. I can send it to you if you like?"
She sank to the ground, her world shattering around her. I could see for the first time since this all began that she was lost. Whatever narrative she had been telling herself about her life was falling apart.
Rebecca and I watched as she slumped to the ground on the front porch.
"He's been arrested you know," Jillian told us, the anger from earlier gone, the mournfulness in her voice now sounding hollow. I didn't know Troy had been arrested, but I had suspected it wouldn't be long before the authorities wanted to talk to him.
"We've been married less than three months, and a month of that he's spent in the states..." Jillian told us.
As we watched, Jillian started sobbing. I'd be lying if I told you I didn't pity her in some way. I mean I was married to her for a number of years, I had held her body in the throes of passion, and we had spent hours talking and sharing dreams. Yes, I felt for her, but at the same time she was also my tormentor. In a cruel and callous way, she had discarded me without a second thought. I'm a kind person, but when it came to Jillian, I could no longer be that kind...
"What do I do Greg?" Jillian asked at one point, looking up at Rebecca and I.
Rebecca responded for me.
"You have a lot of balls to ask that of him after what you did to him," Rebecca said firmly, but surprisingly, without venom.
A little of Jillian's fire came back.
"He was mine a long time before he was yours," Jillian retorted.
Rebecca laughed, her arms tightening around me again.
"He was never truly yours Jillian. You never really let him into your heart. You never gave yourself to him one hundred per cent. You must have always held part of yourself away from him to do what you did to him."
"That's not true," Jillian protested, shaking her head, looking at me. I just stood there still as a statue watching the conversation unfold. "I gave myself to Greg fully when we were married!"
Rebecca laughed, "Of course you did. That's why the moment your true love came back you started sleeping with him behind your husband's back. It's why you humiliated him in front of a group of people and tried to screw him out of his house, his investments and even his business. Right? That's totally giving yourself to Greg..."
For a moment, Jillian said nothing. If a person could go transparent and fade away, I got the feeling that would be happening right in front of us. It was at last hitting home what Jillian had done, what she had given up.
Rebecca's arms left my side, and she walked over and sat down beside Jillian in a surprising compassionate move.
"Jillian," Rebecca said softly. "You don't know my history. The first time I met Greg, I wasn't in a great place. At the time he was happily married to you, and I could tell how much he loved you in the short conversations that I had with him. I heard more about him over time, and I must admit I was jealous of you."
Jillian looked up, a note of surprise on her face. Rebecca kept going, and I leaned on the doorway, arms still crossed over my chest.
"When I heard what you did to him, I was incensed. I wanted to come and slap you three ways from Sunday and make you see what you were giving up."
Jillian was nodding slowly. Her head lowered looking at the concrete on the front porch.
"But then," Rebecca said, looking at me and smiling. "I was at a barbeque for Greg the weekend that the divorce between both of you became final."
Jillian looked up at me, something akin to pain showing in her eyes. I stayed stoic, wondering where Rebecca was taking the conversation.
"He was in a daze. Even Aunt Colleen was having trouble getting through to him." Jillian looked over quickly at Rebecca, startled by the revelation. Rebecca continued. "Yes, Colleen is my aunt. Anyway, Greg was broken, you had left him, broken your marriage and he was in danger of sliding into depression or worse. Gone was the kind and gentle man that had offered me comfort a couple of years before. My heart broke for him."
Both women looked at me then, Rebecca with loving adoration, Jillian with mournful sorrow.
"Throughout the evening, even though Greg didn't see it, everyone spent time comforting him. He cried openly in front of all of us. Not hiding his pain at what you did to him, he was being vulnerable. I think almost everyone at the Barbeque hugged him that night, including me."
Again Rebecca smiled at me. Jillian drew her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around her legs, still staring at me as Rebecca told her tale.
"After I hugged Greg, he doesn't recall it, but he said thank you. Right then I knew I could help him. I knew that I had a chance to stop his slide into bitterness. I knew then the spark of desire in my own heart to give myself to Greg could be built in the ruins of what you left behind."
For a moment no one said anything.
"The following week I came over here and when he opened the door," Rebecca said, a smirk on her face that mirrored my own. "I placed the largest smouldering kiss on him that I could. Then I slapped him."
Jillian's eyes went wide, she looked at Rebecca, then back to me as both Rebecca and I smiled at each other, both of us recalling the memory.
"That was it, Jillian," Rebecca continued her story, "From that moment I was his, totally and completely. In my heart, there will never be another man, another person that I will love as completely as Greg. The thought of doing what you did to him makes me want to be physically ill. You threw away someone who would have given you the world, and for that alone I thank you. He owns my heart and soul now, and if you would not have thrown him away, I would never have gotten my chance."



Again, no one said anything for a minute, each of us lost in our own thoughts as we contemplated our individual journeys to this moment.
"How can you say that," Jillian asked Rebecca, again looking down at the floor. "How can you say he owns you? What about your previous relationships, previous loves?"
Rebecca chuckled. "Jillian, my previous relationships were a little twisted. Even now, Greg benefits from a little bit of overzealousness in our relationship. And I can tell you he does enjoy some of the kinky play in the bedroom." As my fiancé said that, Jillian looked at us. Rebecca saw an opportunity.
"Did you ever let Greg claim you," Rebecca asked? "Did you let him cum all over your body, beg him to paste your face with his delicious man juice? Did you dress up for him, turn him on in heels and corsets? Did you ever come home early and spread your ass naked for him on the bed as he got home from work and beg him to fuck your ass and make you scream in extract he ploughed the centre of your rosebud?"
Jillian baulked a little at the in-your-face, confronting comments that Rebecca was saying. Rebecca was enjoying it.
"And you know the man knows how to love, he's got stamina too, and goodness Jillian, you recall how he can use that tongue. Why would I not want to give everything I can to him? Look." She paused and pulled out her phone, and I watched Jillian's eyes go wide as she saw Rebecca open her secure store and browse through our many private photos until she got to the first one we took when she begged me to come over her face.
"This," Rebecca said holding the phone up for Jillian to see. "Was me begging Greg to claim me, to mark me as his woman. I made him straddle my chest. His cock was hard and covered in my pussy juice. I begged him to cum on my face. Just watching his hot sticky cum escape from him and feeling it coat my face. My goodness, Jillian, it is always the best feeling in the world. He is my man, and I am his woman."
Jillian was breathing heavily, her face flush with both embarrassment and arousal. Rebecca continued.
"You ask how I can do these things. My response is easily. For me, there is no greater testament to my love for Greg than to do these things for him."
Rebecca put away her phone. Jillian slumped back against the wall behind her, defeated.
"What do I do now?" she asked questioningly. "I threw away everything for a dream."
Rebecca shrugged. "Honestly, I don't care what you do." Jillian looked at her surprised. "I'm just letting you know what you let out of your hands and that under no circumstances am I letting you back into my man's life. He is mine and if you try anything... Well, I don't think you want to find out how crazy I could be if anyone messes with my happiness."
Rebecca then got up and came back to my side.
I found my voice, "Jillian," my ex looked at me, defeated. "Rebecca is right, she belongs to me and I totally and completely belong to her. We're getting married, going to have kids and hopefully love deeply till our dying breaths. Becca is also right about love. For my own part I don't love you anymore. I have the memory of once having loved you, however between your betrayal and Becca in my life, there is no love left in me for you."
If Jillian could look any more broken, I'm not sure what it would look like.
"And if I am honest," I said. "I don't really like you. You hurt me, hurt me like no one has before or will again. But I do have the memory of love, so with that, I will give you some advice."
Jillian then looked up at me.
"Divorce Troy," I said. "Leave him now before the shit really hits the fan. He's going away for a long time for what he did."
"Where will I go?" she asked.
I shrugged, "I don't care. Perhaps Mark and Lina will let you stay with them..."
"They're getting divorced," Jillian said sadly.
I snorted, "Not really surprised. As you know, cheating on your spouse will do that to you. Look Jillian, you need to figure that out for yourself. I am not going to be there for you. I'm not your friend. We're just two people that had something for a while.
"Is that how you really feel, there is no chance to be friends?" Jillian said hopefully.
"No," both Rebecca and I said in unison.
With that, Jillian stood up and shook her head sadly.
She looked at Rebecca and me standing arm in arm. Jillian sighed. "If nothing else, thank you for your honesty. I do wish that we could have stayed friends. I had hoped at the beginning of all of this... But I see now that it was all a dream. I...."
She again stopped and shook her head.
"Thank you. No one else has been honest with me. Look after each other. I hope you have a happy life together."
With that, she walked to her car, got into it gave us both a mournful look and drove away.
Over the following month, more details about Troy's arrest came out in the media. Our audit uncovering the fraud was mentioned in the news, and we ended up having to almost double our staff within the business by the end of the year due to demand for our services.
Rebecca and I got married in a small ceremony with friends and family. We honeymooned in North Queensland, spending a luxurious fortnight on the golden beaches in the sunshine state. When we returned, we fell into a rhythm of working, love-making and dreaming for the future.
We spoke about kids. Rebecca agreed that she would go off birth control and we would see what would happen. We fucked almost every day, and I loved her begging me to put a baby in her. About a month after we started trying, I got a call from her on the way home checking I was on the way. I confirmed yes, but when I got home, the house was quiet.
As I entered the house, I couldn't hear any noise, and it was eerily quiet. I put my bag down on a chair and called out for Rebecca but heard nothing. I must admit that I was a little concerned. She had just called me not ten minutes ago confirming I was on my way home. Her car was in the garage, so where was she?
I walked through the house calling for her and stopped when I walked into the bedroom.
My wife was before me in all her glory, but the reason she didn't return my call was that she couldn't.
As I entered the room, Rebecca craned her neck to hear me, but she couldn't see me due to the blindfold. She couldn't talk because of the gag in her mouth, and she couldn't move because each of her limbs were tied to the bed. In front of the bed was a small coffee table. Upon it was a feather, some sensual oils, personal lubricant, some whipped cream, dipping chocolate and a letter.
I picked up and opened the letter.
[ Gregory, my love.
As you read this and look at my immobilised body, I again commit myself to you. I can't move, talk or see you, but I will be able to feel you, hear you and enjoy everything that you're going to do to me. Love me, fuck me, use me. I'm yours forever.
Love Rebecca ]
I put the letter down and stared at her body, feeling my cock grow hard as I started to undress. Rebecca was listening, her nipples looked rock hard, and I could see her nether lips were already puffy and engorged with desire.
My wife did have a bit of a kinky side, but I loved it was reserved for me alone. Leaning on the bed I gently kissed her neck above the gag as she moaned her pleasure. I laughed reaching down to squeeze one of her nipples electing a deeper more guttural moan from her.
Stripping off my pants and now naked, I grabbed the feather and spent a few minutes touching and teasing parts of her body, her smell became an aphrodisiac, so I moved on to the cream and chocolate, enjoying the messiness of the situation while slowly playing with parts of her anatomy.
I removed her gag for a minute climbing over her tied-down body. I opened her mouth and squirted a mound of whipped cream onto her open mouth before pushing my cock through the cream and into her waiting lips.
Rebecca moaned as she began sucking on my cock, taking the cream with my shaft into her throat. I could feel her straining her arms to break free of her bindings as she wanted to draw me further into her, but I just held myself about halfway down, her frustration as not being able to draw me fully in adding to her pleasure. As she worked at sucking me and the cream, I leant down and had her spread her legs as wide as possible with her restraints and started licking her. Now Rebecca is not a squirter. She gets wet during sex but not gushing. I say this because when I leant down to enjoy our sixty-nine, there was a puddle between her legs and I could see a lot of moisture leaking between her folds. Smiling to myself as my woman tried to inhale me I got to work licking and sucking on her pussy, enjoying the feeling of her passion while restrained.
After a few minutes, to her disappointment, I pulled it out of her mouth and got off the bed, she almost spoke, but I saw her bite her lips. At this point I was so horny I was ready to fuck her and bypass any more play. I got between her legs and guided myself into her womanhood, her velvet insides covering my cock in juice and feeling like home. I wasn't going to last long, and after only a couple of minutes I could feel myself approaching the point of no return. Rebecca could sense my impending release as she gripped her bindings and started to fuck me back. Right before release I smiled and pulled out.
"Noooooo" she moaned feeling me pull out, the first word from her lips since I got home. She felt me position myself to come over her body, obviously wanting my load in her fertile womb. Smiling at the last second, I thrust myself back into her and mere moments after entering her love tunnel I released a torrent of cum that caused me to scream in release.
I fell onto my wife then and kissed her. I lifted the blindfold and found eyes that showed unadulterated love.
"I love you Gregory Other," she said softly.
"I love you too Rebecca Other," I replied.
I released her arms and legs, and she showed me how she tied herself up keeping one arm free until I confirmed I was almost home. We snuggled for a bit before Rebecca jumped on top of me demanding a second baby-making load.
As we fell asleep after showering and changing the bed sheets, I knew our first child had been conceived with passion, lust and a whole lot of love. I felt a level of contentment I had not known before.
Sarah was born nine months later, followed a little under two years after that by the twins, Henry and Peter, and lastly our baby Bridget was born. Following Bridget's birth, Rebecca and I decided that four was enough and I went in for the snip. In the years that followed, our life was rich and rewarding in ways that I never could have imagined. Sure we had the usual family challenges, squabbles and such, but there was a lot of love in our house, and that never waned throughout the years.
[:::: Epilogue - 32 years later ::::]
It was a crisp winter morning when the kids and I laid Rebecca to rest. Her fight with cancer lasted only two years of battle. Right up until the end Rebecca had given everything she had to the kids and me. Even in her weakened state, we had laid together as man and wife often, Rebecca telling me that she needed to feel the love of her husband.
"Baby," Rebecca said, in pain but even with the medication still alert. We were snuggled together on our bed, we were both naked. "You're going to be all right you know that. I'm not going to leave you alone."
I snorted, "I know that we will only be apart for a few years before I come to find you." I told her stroking her now grey blonde hair.
Rebecca smiled, absently toying with my nipple.
"Like that time in Canada?" we both smiled thinking of how I got stuck in a blizzard only an hour's ride from the cabin where Rebecca was waiting for me. For almost three weeks our only communication was via facetime. My wife showed me uses for objects I didn't think possible. When I managed to get through, we spent another week trying everything out together.
"Well, yeah," I responded, both of us smiling.
"You going to miss me?" she asked.
I snorted again, "Like you need to ask, you know I will miss you with my very soul," I replied.
We lay there together, comfortable in our bodies, no words needed. A short time later she grabbed my arm balling her fists.
"I'm scared baby," Rebecca told me. She was crying lightly. "I know it's not long now. I can feel my body shutting down."
Her tears hit my chest. At the same time, I felt my own escaping. Married over thirty years, four kids, six grandkids with another on the way. Travelling the world together, and now this.
"Shhhhh," I whispered. "I'll be here the entire time. I'm not going anywhere."
"I know," Rebecca responded. "It's the only thing that gives me strength."
We said nothing more for a few minutes.
"Greg?" Rebecca asked me.
"Yes, my darling?" I responded kissing the top of her head lightly while holding my dying wife in my arms.
"Make love to me one more time. I want my last memories to be of us together." She asked me quietly.
I smiled as we coupled gently for what was the last time.
The following day, the kids came by with their families and we all sat with Rebecca. She was a lot weaker than yesterday, and all of us could tell she was about to pass on as her skin changed from pink to orange and then started losing colour altogether.
Throughout the day, we reminisced and laughed with stories. We cried and even sang songs in those last hours. The kids said goodbyes then stood back around the bed as I sat and held my wife.
"I love you," I told her, feeling our time together would only be mere minutes. I felt tears welling in my eyes.
"And I love you," she said faintly, her eyes beginning to dim, Rebecca's last moments in this world before us.
Her brittle hand reached up and lightly slapped my cheek, reminiscent of our first day together. We smiled and she reached to grab my shirt pulling me as I leant in and kissed her.
All of a sudden it was like all the preceding years had melted away. In my arms as my bride in the first kiss, not a wrinkle on her face, no cancer eating her body, we were young and vigorous. Her eyes were bright and the love she had for me almost overwhelmed me. I felt her lips kiss mine even as she took her last breath, giving me the last strength she had in absolute adoration and love.
I held myself there, hovering about her, my eyes closed as I felt my tears stain the sheets as she passed.
I cried as I felt that part of myself had been lost forever. My family surrounded me and we wept openly and loudly. Rebecca, my wife, the mother of all four of my children, had been my true love, my soul mate, and I knew I would never be the same without her in my life.
But I was also happy. She was no longer in pain with the ravages cancer had done to her body.
Afterwards, I knew that even though she wasn't with me, I would have daily reminders of our life together. We had our kids, and almost every weekend I had one of them around or I went to visit them. I also had James and Sherri with their brood around often. No, no one ever let me get lonely.
As the months after Rebecca's passing went by, I was glad for my family, glad for my friends. At night if I was lonely, I had so many photos and videos of our time together that I always went to sleep with a smile. And no, not all of them were erotic, but enough were that when I did feel a little randy, Rebecca was still there for me. Often after my release in the preceding years, I could imagine her there with me, kissing me gently as I drifted off to sleep, contented in our love for each other and that we would be together again someday.
About six months after Rebecca's passing I was enjoying a coffee on a Saturday morning in our local coffee shop when a shadow passed over me and suddenly stopped.
"Gregory?" a voice that I had not heard in more than thirty years said.
"Jillian," I replied recognising the older version of the woman that I once loved. I don't know why, but I gestured to the seat on the other side of the table. "Care to join me?" I asked.
She hesitated a moment before nodding her head and sitting down.
As I studied her sitting down, I noted the lines on her face, the gaunt look in her eyes, the freckles on her arms and the relatively thin nature of her body. I hadn't kept up too much on her life since that evening on my front porch, but from what I did know it hadn't been easy.
"How are you?" I asked conversationally.
"Oh, you know, getting older, the body doesn't respond like it used to. When I try to get up in the morning, I wonder if I should just stay lying in bed as it will hurt less," she told me.
I laughed. I could understand that. Jillian smiled but then got sad.
"I heard that Rebecca passed. I'm sorry Greg," she told me with real regret, which surprised me.
"Thank you," I told my ex-wife. "I miss her terribly, but she is always in my heart and still front of mind to me daily," I replied smiling in memory of Rebecca and I sitting at this very table a number of times over the years.
"And," I said taking a breath, "the kids never give me a moment's peace. Now that Becca is gone, they're determined to make sure I am always active and someone is there to look after their aging father."
Jillian smiled a moment then again lost the smile and looked just sad.
"How about you, any kids?" I asked wondering.
She shook her head, looking at her coffee with a lot of regret.
"I never ended up having kids," Jillian told me. "Married six times before I understood nothing came close to what I had with the first guy."
Her rueful smile held a tone of bitter notes.
"I really fucked it up badly didn't I Greg?" she asked me, then held her hand up.
"No, I know I did, I hurt you badly, and then I compounded my error by spending a lot of time blaming you for Troy deceiving me and making me believe we were soulmates. Every man since then, each time I got married I thought 'this is it', each time he just didn't measure up to you."
I contemplated the woman in front of me. I hated her for a long time if I'm honest, longer than I was angry at her, but now I saw a broken sad woman that never got the benefit of being in a real relationship. Not one where there was enough love or trust to bring a child into the world."
"Jillian," I said taking in a breath, and she looked over at me, that same hope in her eyes that I saw all those years ago. "I think you need to forgive yourself. Six marriages? They must not all have been as bad as Troy. Surely a couple of these blokes must have been all right?"
For a moment, her eyes lost their focus, a memory that I couldn't see playing in her mind. "You're right, Barry; my fourth husband was a kind and gentle man. And you're also right, after that night with you and Rebecca, I never forgave myself for what I did to you. I wanted to be loved, but I never could get over the hurt I caused you."
She looked at me.
"I know I've said it before, but I am sorry for what I did to you Greg," Jillian spoke softly to me.
"Thank you, Jillian. I accept your apology," I replied, time to let go.
We both smiled.
We spent the next few hours talking. I told her about mine and Rebecca's life, about the kids and our lives. Jillian told me about her hobbies and some of the activities she got up to these days now that she was retired from over twenty-five years working for local government in an admin position.
"Greg you don't think that..." she asked hesitatingly as we rose from the table to head our separate ways.
I smiled and shook my head. "No, sorry Jillian, I love my wife too much."
"Greg, I know you loved Rebecca, but she's gone. Surely there is nothing wrong..." I held up my hand.
"Jillian, Becca and I are only separated for a short time until we will be reunited again. My love for her burns as bright today as the day we met. I cannot and will not cheat on my wife." I told her.



My words hit something deep inside my ex-wife, true pain and understanding of what she had lost. She slowly nodded.
"Friends then?" she asked.
"We'll see Jillian; we'll see," I replied.
I managed to last another entire decade before a stroke took me after lunch on a Saturday afternoon. Sarah and Bridget were around, and we had just had lunch when I sat down to watch some TV. I was surprised it wasn't painful, my vision went blurry and I felt really tired, then I closed my eyes.
The next moment, I felt a pair of arms wrap around my waist as I contemplated that I was standing beside my body and Rebecca was holding me.
"Becca?" I asked.
"It's alright baby, it's your time," she told me.
"The kids?" I asked.
"Will be fine," she told me. "You haven't noticed how much you have slowed down in the last month, but they have. They are ready."
I nodded.
"This is real isn't it? This isn't just the imagination of my dying brain?" I asked my wife.
She laughed, pulled me down and kissed me. "If it is then what a way to go. Kissing your wife until your dying breath."
I smiled.
"But no, this is about as real as it gets. Look here come the girls." Rebecca told me.
Over the next hour, we stood and watched as my family gathered around and cried. But I noticed laughter too, my kids told stories of Rebecca and I growing up. They laughed and cried in equal measure. As Rebecca and I stood and watched, our arms locked firmly around each other we felt proud that our family was strong and would be fine in the future without us.
As the paramedics came and took my body away, both Rebecca and I took turns hugging and kissing the kids. We knew it would be a while before we saw them again. They never noticed us, just a gentle movement of air.
"C'mon baby," Rebecca said wiping a tear from her eyes. "I have a lot to show you. You're gonna love it. We've got so much loving to make up for."
"Don't I need to go see God or something?" I asked.
"Well yeah, he's expecting you. But don't worry he's a good guy." She smiled.
I paused for a moment and looked Rebecca up and down. She had a body that looked very much like it did right before we conceived Sarah. Then again, my body also looked in the same age.
"Hang on, there is sex in heaven?" I asked; Rebecca smiled.
Rebecca looked at me with smouldering eyes, grabbed my hand and started pulling me in a certain direction.
"Come and find out my true love." She told me, sensuality dripping from her voice. "Come and find out."
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Hey everyone, Thanks for reading 'Abandoned Rage.' As I wrote this, I only had a few notes that came up to the point that Greg and Rebecca went on their first date. But I enjoyed how the rest of the story unfolded as I wrote.
I will admit I shed a tear or twelve when I wrote Rebecca's passing, the part where she gave her last breath in a kiss to her husband...
As I mentioned at the top, this story came about as a concept that was presented by another author here on Lit. I really wanted to see Jillian regret the abandonment and humiliation of Greg and I thought that Rebecca sitting and telling her everything would break her. I did play with the idea of spending some more time on Troy, Mark and Lina. However, they were more supporting characters to the tale.
But if you want the cliff notes for them, in my mind, Troy did time in an Aussie prison then was deported and did the same in the US before dying on the inside. Mark lost everything when Lina divorced him and lived alone working at K-mart as a bitter, assistant store manager. Lina remarried and had two kids with a great man who sold car insurance.
Again, thanks to everyone for reading this story.
I look forward to seeing you in the next story
Regards,
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
The following is a letter that I physically wrote out for my wife on her recent birthday. This isn't a made-up story this time, it's real, it's my life and word for word is what is on paper sitting proudly on her bedside table. She told me of all the gifts that she has gotten over the years, that this was the single most thoughtful gift that she has ever received.
I have chosen not to put this through an editing process, as I wanted all the mistakes, errors, and everything that made up this love letter on paper to my wife to be reflected in this short tale when I translated it to online.
[:::: Happy Birthday My Love ::::]
Once Upon a Time...
Because all good stories that make your heart sore start with 'Once Upon a Time'. There was this boy. He was proud, brash and single. He had a lot of friends, but no one he called that special someone. The boy was focused when he put his mind to something and one day decided that he wanted a girlfriend.
But the boy didn't want just any girlfriend. He wanted the right girlfriend. He wanted to find the one that he wanted to marry. She had to be beautiful and strong, laugh at his silly jokes and always have his back. Of course, there were other attributes, but these three were what he desired the most.
The boy searched high and low, talked with different friends, and approached girls he thought might suit him, but none of them did. The boy became somewhat despondent and worried that he might not find the girl he was looking for or he would be unhappy because he might have to settle for someone that didn't suit him.
Then one day, a friend invited the boy to come out to lunch with a group of people and there she was. The girl was beautiful. Just looking at her made his pulse race, and his heart beat just that little bit faster. From the first time that they locked eyes, the boy was smitten.
In the coming months, the boy and the girl started dating and never once did the boy wonder if she was the one he was looking for, he just knew. But then disaster struck.
The boy did some silly things and lost his job. The girl could have broken up with the boy over his mistakes, but she didn't; she stood by him, held out her hand and helped him stand back up. At this moment, the boy knew he was truly in love. The girl saw the boy's strengths but also his flaws and he marvelled at how she still looked at him with adoration in her eyes even with his flaws.
The boy's heart backflipped when he asked her to marry him and she said yes. When he saw her walk down the isle towards him, he could hardly breathe she was so beautiful.
In their early years, they had their struggles, learning to be a couple, communicating and getting past their differences. But the boy's heart still beat faster when she gave him that look.
When they started a family, the boy was so proud of the girl. The effort and time she put in, that even though she struggled as a new mother, sleep deprived, the girl still gave everything she had to the boy and their child.
The boy still holds the memory of that father's day when the girl showed the boy he was going to be a father for a second time. Again, the girl gave the boy that look and the boy's heart raced at how beautiful she was as they planned how to be parents with two children.
As a family, the boy and the girl fought through life together. They struggled through finance, through tough times where they found it hard to talk to each other, sometimes even a lack of intimacy. But they also laughed through good times, enjoying each other's company where they laughed at everything hand in hand together. Through the highs and the lows, the boy felt like the luckiest man in the world to have the girl by his side.
Their journey together has been fraught with danger, sometimes with hidden traps. Now and then one of them has been caught in a trap, and stumbled, however, the boy always remembers that look, the one of love that the girl always gives him. It strengthens him, makes him want to be better, to love the girl more as they are there for each other.
Today, the boy and the girl are celebrating the girl's birthday. He whispers how much he loves her throughout the day, brushes her hand and kisses her often constantly trying to catch her attention across the room even as she is talking with others.
The boy and the girl don't have a perfect life. But they have each other, and more than anyone or anything else in his life, the boy is blessed because of the girl that gave him a certain look one day that made his life richer than he could ever imagine.
Happy birthday my love.



        Bed and Breakfast

        Thomas gets clued in by an intern.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bed-and-breakfast-8

Title: Bed and Breakfast

Author: other2other1

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Thomas gets clued in by an intern.

Tags: betrayal, group sex, intern, cheating wife




[:::: Authors Note ::::]
I've been a little burnt out over the past few months thanks to some real-life challenges in my businesses. At certain points, I've almost felt like a character in one of my stories, a couple of situations where the abuse hurled at me kind of broke me a little. It's meant that I have not had the energy to finish a number of stories I have been working on, and for those of you who have been sending me private messages and email's thank you for your concern, it has been appreciated. I am working with editors to finish about four stories, and I have drafts on another three pretty much done, so hopefully, there will be a few new stories from me soon.
Overall, there is not much new and different about this tale. I'm not trying to break any new emotional barriers. The drama in this story is perhaps a little more muted than what you may have been used to from me in my stories.
I outlined the plot for this story and wrote the draft almost two years ago as I began drafting words that I thought I might like to publish. As such, some of the story is not as developed as I see the newer tales I write. I have updated a few sections but have chosen largely to leave it as is.
I would also be remiss if I did not thank my editors, Mike and Larry. All us authors love to tell a story, but it's the editors that spend their time polishing what we write that make it shine. Thank you, gentlemen.
I hope you enjoy 'Bed and Breakfast.'
[:::: Bed and Breakfast ::::]
I'll be honest. I don't have too much of an idea about how the final scene in my marriage played out. At the time when Candice got home from her conference, I was thirty-thousand feet in the air. I would like to imagine that she walked in the door yelling out a greeting she was home, followed by how much she missed me, and lastly, she was glad to be home.
I bet she was hoping that I would be waiting with dinner on the table like I usually did. I want to think that she frowned when she walked into the kitchen and found the full-colour printout of her less than forty-eight hours earlier, getting fucked by my boss, her boss, one of my close friends and to throw a real kicker in the mix, my lawyer.
As she looked underneath the printout, I'm sure she became upset at the divorce papers staring back at her, the copy of the pre-nuptial agreement and a thirty-day eviction notice.
I would like to think that she was upset and inconsolable, but honestly, I have no idea.
But then again, a little over a month ago, I had no idea my wife was a cheating skank, and my employer, her employer and even my friends were enjoying the pleasures of my wife that were supposed to be mine and mine alone as laid out in our wedding vows.
My name is Thomas Other, twenty-seven years old, and I was the sole heir to a seventy-million-dollar trust left by my grandparents when I turned thirty-two; that was the motivation behind all the shit I was in. Until then, I came of age. I got a payment of eight thousand a month which was part of the interest the fund generated each month. I also got rental incomes from several investment properties around the country and my own luxurious penthouse apartment with zero debt. But I wasn't a lazy trust fund baby. By day I worked as an accountant for Saymen and Zacks, a high-end accounting firm based in Melbourne, Australia.
By now, you're guessing that I had grown up on the good side of the tracks, and you would certainly be correct. However, my parents had always taught me never to look down on someone who didn't have the background we did. I was an only child and had lost both my parents and grandparents simultaneously. They were aboard a private plane that went down over Europe while they were on holiday when I was twenty-one. I was supposed to be on that trip, but I had university exams, so I became the sole surviving heir to the family fortune.
It wasn't that much of a secret that I was heir to the huge trust, but I never flaunted it. My parents had bought me a beautiful penthouse apartment near the university, which also ended up being a close walk to Saymen and Zacks when I graduated, so I had been situated very nicely for a number of years with no real complaints.
In coming back to my traitorous slut of a wife. I met Candice one evening when a couple of friends and I were out on the town. Candice was with a few girlfriends doing the same thing. We danced, I bought a few rounds of drinks, and she wound up back at my apartment in bed with me when we figured, following the drunken haze, that we liked each other. In what has become a twist of irony, Candice was out that night supporting one of her girlfriends who had found out her boyfriend was cheating on her.
Over the next few months, Candice and I met up several times, each time ending with us fucking up a storm in bed. It was a foregone conclusion when we decided to become exclusive. I truly believe that in those early days, the fact that I had money never really bothered Candice. Until recently, I always thought that she was level-headed. Candice worked at a top-tier marketing firm in the city, making a decent wage herself. Looking back, I thought we had a great married life. As a young couple of means, we rarely ate at home. Tuesdays and Thursdays were gym evenings for both of us and Saturday nights were party nights out on the town, enjoying fine dining, dancing at clubs, or laughing ourselves silly at one of the local comedy clubs.
I cringed with what I now knew when I thought back on asking her to marry me. Of course, she said yes, and at the time, I thought I was the luckiest man alive. In the looks department, Candice was what most men would think is fairly average. She had mousy brown hair and was perhaps a little heavier than she wanted to be. But she had a great pair of tits, D-cups with big nipples, and she loved sex in all its varieties. Missionary, cowboy, doggy, anal, and even some water sports now and then when the mood was right. She loved to suck my cock and always swallowed. We made our own home movies, and after a few drinks, we would often retire to the bedroom and watch a couple while I fucked my woman with all I had, and she moaned through orgasm after orgasm.
We had been married for two years and were starting to talk about a family when in retrospect, it all started falling apart. Every few months, Candice would have to travel for work, a conference or some other reason. At first, I never gave it any thought. I mean, we never have cause to doubt the ones we love, do we? In the bedroom, nothing changed overly much. We still fucked like bunnies and sure, I missed her when she was gone. But I always knew when she came home, I would receive a whole lot of makeup sex. More than once, while my wife was travelling, I relieved the tension by watching one of our home movies, but I never thought of the shit show coming my way until one day it did.
My manager and partner in the firm I worked for, George Saymen, had just announced that he had to travel for three weeks. It happened now and then, but the duration of three weeks caught my attention. Candice, this morning also told me she had a three-week conference to attend next week as well. Of course, being a clueless husband, I thought it more idle curiosity than anything else. But it was one of our interns, a twenty-two-year-old blonde bombshell, Iona from Germany, that clued me in.
"Hey Thomas," Iona said, drifting into my office after George's announcement. "You got a minute?"
"Sure Iona, give me a second," I told her just saving a spreadsheet I was working on for one of our enterprise clients. I turned back to her and studied her for a moment.
Iona Braun was quite short but cute in the extreme. She had long golden hair down to her waist, big expressive blue eyes and the petiteness of a princess. She always wore conservative clothing but in a very professional manner that always told her out to be serious about her job. She was finishing up with us at the end of next week and moving up north as she toured Australia for the next year before heading to Germany for another year to meet extended family. I had shared a few coffees with her during the three months she had been with us. I found her to be honest to a fault, never letting anyone do the wrong thing.
One time one of the junior accountants was under pressure to get a job done, so they tried to cut a few corners. Even though Iona was only an intern, she called it out, and the accountant had to eat crow for a month. So, as I looked at Iona, seeing the solemn expression on her endearing face, I frowned, knowing the topic was going to be sombre.
"What's up Iona? You look serious, is everything all right?" I asked.
She hesitated for a second, looking over her shoulder out of the office at everyone. Then she frowned at something before looking back at me.
"Thomas," Iona said very seriously. "I need to talk to you about something, but not here. Would you take me for lunch today?"
Caught out by what this might be, I became curious.
"Not a problem. Make Your Own sound good to you?" I asked, referring to a make-your-own sandwich shop that was quite popular. You could create a sandwich, wrap or salad with whatever you wanted for a few dollars.
She nodded, "Yes, but the one up on George on the other side of William St. please."
I must admit I was curious but thought nothing heading so far from the office until we sat down with our food and she reached out and put a hand on my arm. I looked at her raising an eyebrow. I would never have thought Iona would hit on me, and she knew there was no way I would cheat on Candice.
Seeing my eyebrow raised, Iona quickly withdrew her hand blushing.
"Sorry Thomas," she said in her sweet high-tone. She had just a tinge of the German accent. "It's just I know what I have to say is going to be very hard for you to hear. I didn't think, forgive me."
I felt my stomach lurch. I wasn't sure what this was about, but suddenly knew it was going to be trouble for me. I had only been given the look Iona was wearing once in my life. That was when my grandparents and parents didn't return from overseas.
I swallowed.
"It's all right Iona," I replied with mock confidence, my lunch now forgotten on the table in front of me. "But I have to admit you have me worried. What's this about?"
Over the next twenty minutes, Iona relayed to me how she overheard George Saymen talking last week to someone about how he was looking forward to fucking 'everyone' in two weeks' time. Iona blushed as she told me he got very descriptive and agreed to meet the group labelled everyone for a coffee to coordinate their upcoming debauchery that evening.
She then blew me away as she told me she quietly followed him, taking photos of George and other men embracing and kissing a mystery woman. Turning her phone with a pained expression on her face, Iona showed me the photo where it turned out the woman turned out to be my wife, Candice.
I just about lost my half-eaten lunch, and over the next few minutes, Iona told me how sorry she was. The only reason she knew who the woman was, was because of the photo on my desk of Candice and me holding each other on our wedding day.
To say I was devastated was an understatement. I must have sat there almost comatose for a few minutes before Iona reached out and touched my arm again.
"Thomas?" she said softly, "Can you hear me?"
I snorted.
"Yeah, sorry Iona, thanks for not asking if I am all right; I'm not," I replied, then I sighed heaving my shoulders expressively. "I guess I need to call my lawyer."
Iona frowned.
"I wouldn't," she said.
I looked at her, "Um why? In a divorce you always need a lawyer. Why wouldn't I start with him?"
Iona fiddled with her phone for a minute and, turning it showing me another photo of the 'everyone' group. "Because your lawyer is going with Mr Saymen and your wife next week. I overheard them, there are five of them. I'm sorry Thomas."
I groaned, sitting back in my chair. I felt my chest get tight; a sense of panic grew that I was struggling to keep locked away. I looked at Iona.
"Why?" I asked the question, though I knew she couldn't answer the question.
"For what I understand, it's because of money," she said.
"Money?" I asked quietly.
"Yes," she told me, not quite sure how to tell me these soul-destroying facts. "I don't know what they mean by that, but they mentioned something about making sure the money stays where it belongs and that this was their way of making that happen."
You know those moments where you have a lightbulb go on, or you have a 'What The Fuck' thought. Well, I had both at the same time.
"Iona, I need to throw up," I said suddenly.
She nodded, "I understand."
I shook my head, my jaw now set with determination despite a raging war of emotions playing under the surface. "No, I mean I need to make myself puke and send you back to the office telling everyone I'm unwell. Ensure that Mary calls Candice and tells her I'm sick. Tell her I am heading to the doctor and will figure out something after the visit."
Mary was our office manager and acted as an assistant for us accountants.
I stood suddenly; Iona stood with me.
"Iona, I can't thank you enough for what you have done," I told her, giving her a tight smile. "I could have been pushed into what I believe may be an unwinnable situation if you hadn't told me. Are you okay to tell this story to Mary? Can you keep this between us?"
Without a moment's hesitation, Iona nodded her head swearing quietly in German. "Of course. I'm sorry, Thomas, I hope you don't hold it against me."
I smiled and stuck out my hand, "No, just the opposite. I owe you big time. If at any time in the future you need a favour, call me. You have made a friend for life today."
She smiled back and we shook and then departed our separate ways.
I went into a public bathroom and tickled my tonsils, forcing myself to throw up. If I was going to act, I would make it realistic. I called my doctor, but then at the last minute, hung up while I was on hold. I wasn't sure who was in on this plot. I called another doctor's surgery and made the next appointment.
I caught an uber to the doctor and was shown in after only five minutes past the scheduled appointment. The doctor, an Indian lady in her late forties, looked at me and told me I likely had a stomach bug, prescribed me some mild antibiotics writing me a prescription and a three-day sick note.
Walking out the doors of the surgery, I decided I needed to make some moves. I got an uber to a little bed and breakfast I always wanted to stay at on the outskirts of the city. It was about a fifteen-minute walk from home, so I never needed to use it, but today it would suit my purposes. I walked in the door and checked in. A few minutes after I lay down on the bed in my room, my phone rang. It was Candice.
"Are you all right baby?" she asked with a note of concern in her voice. "Mary called and let me know you're not feeling well."
"Yeah, all good," I replied, playing it down like I usually would when I was sick." I just got out of the doctor, and she told me I likely have a bad stomach bug. I've checked myself into a place for a few days, so I don't give it to you before you head to your conference."
I could feel her frown over the phone, and she hesitated briefly.
"I understand. Is there anything I can bring you?" I was surprised, for a woman that was sleeping with my boss and who knows who else she was showing a large degree of concern.
I thought for a moment.
"Yeah, would you be able to bring me a couple of sets of clothes and my toiletries? If I'm stuck here for a few days, I might as well be comfortable. You can drop it off at reception, and they can leave it outside my door. I told them I wasn't feeling well, so they're bringing me some chicken soup for dinner."
"Aww baby," Candice cooed, "I wish I weren't going away so I could look after you."
I faked a cough, "It's all right, Candice. I'll be better in a few days."
We spoke for a few more minutes, and I would never have believed something was wrong if Iona hadn't shown me the picture of Candice and George in an embrace. As we hung up, I wondered if there was another explanation.
I had my laptop on me in my satchel, so I pulled it out, connected to the BnB Wi-Fi and searched for private investigators. I spoke to three different agencies until I found someone willing to meet me in the morning. I also called a new law firm, Bradman, Torrens and Clarke. I knew they were my lawyer's main competitor and set an appointment for two hours after I met with the investigator.
That night I tossed and turned, sleeping for half an hour and then waking up to toss and turn again. I drifted off again when Candice rang, checking in on me and ensuring I got the clothes. She sounded concerned, and again I wondered if she really was stepping out on me. Iona wouldn't lie; the pictures she showed me certainly didn't. But I wondered if perhaps she had a doppelgänger that George Saymen was sleeping with.
In the morning, I let the BnB reception know I was heading out and would be back later today. I let them assume that I was heading for a medical appointment in case my wife called, and caught an uber across town to the private investigators firm, Discreet Investigators. Inside I didn't have to wait long until a very unassuming man came out and ushered me into a quiet office.
I was surprised when he swept me for electronic bugs, and satisfied no one was listening. He had me tell my tale. The guy, Norm was the name he gave me, nodded as I told him what Iona had shared with me, showed him the pictures, and then asked what I wanted.
"Mr Other, we have a number of different services we can offer, but can you tell me what you need?" Norm asked.
I thought for a moment.
"I'd like both my wife and my boss followed, pictures, video, and anything else you think is relevant. If something is going on, I want to make sure I know what it is before I take action." I hesitated, and Norm picked up on it immediately.
"And?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.
I eyed the guy and decided to go for broke. "Look, I'm not sure I know what's going on, but my source tells me money is mentioned between my wife and boss. I stand to inherit a large trust fund in a few years, and I can't help but speculate if it's related to this. What I need to know is can I trust you if you know there is a decent amount of money involved?"
Norm looked back at me for a moment, then smiled, "Give me a moment Mr Other."
He stepped out and came back a few minutes later with a pile of forms.
"I think we can help you get everything you want, Mr Other; these forms are our privacy and financial forms. It lays out our rates and our legal terms." I scanned the documents noting that they used the same lawyers I was about to visit.
I signed the forms, and we shook hands. Norm told me he would have people on both Candice and George by the end of the day. I let him know I would cover all expenses, including travel as required and headed for my next appointment with the crowd that could be my new lawyers.
Randwick Johnstone had been our family lawyer for years. His grandfather had worked with my grandparents and my parents when the trust was setup. Due to being in the family when his grandfather retired, Randwick, or Randy as we called him, took over. In the years since my family's death, I never had any reason to doubt the man's integrity. I knew it was a bit of a feather in his cap to handle my account. In fact, I have been a reference for him several times over the years, and as such, he had a small practice with several people in the firm. However, with yesterday's revelations, I was not going to wait for the mountain to fall on me. I was going to trigger the avalanche myself and hopefully not get caught in the destruction.



This was why I had Damien Torrens of Bradman, Torrens and Clarke ushering me into his office not two minutes after I arrived. Damien had been trying to get my business for years. A few years ago, Randy had required an extra pair of hands to help with an investment I wanted to do, and Damien had taken an interest, even offering to bring Randy on board at the partner level when he learnt the details.
"So, Mr Other, to what do we owe this rather sudden visit and without Mr Johnstone?" Damien asked me with that questioning stare that only lawyers could give.
"I have reason to believe that my wife, my boss and my lawyer are conspiring against me and I need to protect myself," I replied with just a hint of worry reflected in my voice.
Lawyers are often portrayed as heartless unfeeling bastards that bill huge amounts of money and care nothing about the people they represent. Damien Torrens was the epitome of that culture. He wore a very expensive three-piece suit and sat in an opulent office designed to be intimidating.
Upon hearing my statement, Damien stood and turned to look out the impressive view over Melbourne behind him. I heard him exhale, and over the next twenty minutes, I told my tale up to this meeting.
"You like to present a challenge, don't you Mr Other?" he said, turning back to me, a shark's grin on his face.
"Look," he said spreading his hands. "If you are happy to bring your business over to our firm regardless of the outcome with Mr Johnstone, I will provide you an overall discount of twenty-five per cent on our services for the next three years, and I will even throw in a hundred of my billable hours for free to seal the deal?"
I looked at Damien for a minute, studying the man.
"Why?" I asked plainly.
"Thomas, may I call you Thomas?" I nodded. He did in return and sat back down. "For us, holding your account means a lot. It's not just the amount of money in your trust. It's the business it brings with it. You are smart in how you manage your money, you choose good investments, and I know that if I get your business, several other large clients will end up coming our way. By giving you the incentive to move with us now while you are in trouble, it stops you shopping around and gives us both a longer-term benefit."
I laughed, this guy was a great white shark, but he knew how to sell it.
We spent the next hour ironing out details and then he got his assistant to take me to another room where I signed my life away in triplicate. Admittedly they made great coffee and brought me lunch at no cost. As I was finishing the forms, Damien popped his head in, smiling.
"Thomas, just letting you know that Norm from Discreet Investigation just reached out and I let him know that you would call him back and confirm we're now representing you. Just a thought, you may also want Norm to tail Mr Johnstone as well."
I thought for a moment and nodded, "Good idea."
"And Thomas?" He said a serious expression on his face, but that looked a lot less professional.
"Yeah?"
"Would you be open to having brunch on Sunday morning? I mean, it's not like you want to get up to much in your usual circles until this is complete."
I thought about it for a moment and agreed.
The rest of the afternoon I spent back at the Bed and Breakfast, I started going through our accounts. There was nothing out of the ordinary with any of them. However, no longer being the trusting person I was not twenty-four hours ago, I set up a couple of alerts in case anything happened above a thousand dollars a day.
That night I got an email from George telling me to get well soon and hoped I would be back in the office Monday. I got a call from Candice, that was all lovey-dovey, telling me how much she was missing me. I knew that if there was nothing to this that I was going to have a lot of making up to do. But the thing that kept the doubt in the back of my mind was that at no point did Candice say she was looking at options to cancel her trip and stay to look after me.
I got a call from Norm. He confirmed that he had monitoring on all three targets and now it was just a waiting game. In his experience, once a cheater had a pattern, they didn't change it unless they had to, otherwise, it was more difficult to maintain the lie. Bottom line, he didn't expect anything until they left for the conference if indeed they were getting together.
Lastly, I got a text from Iona asking how I was. I replied that I was doing all right, but I was nervous to confirm what was really going on.
By Saturday afternoon, my worst fears had been realised. The conference, if you could call it that, was a hotel a few hours out of Melbourne. The five of them had hired a suite and had not even bothered to close the blinds before they started their debaucherous orgy. Norm's three investigators had met up with their tails, and each found different places to view everything unfold.
Within an hour, Candice was airtight and was being ridden hard. She was taking it up the ass from her boss while my lawyer was balls deep in her traitorous cunt. A friend of mine Roger was fucking her mouth.
The surprise was my boss bending down to suck Roger's cock along with Candice. When Roger blew, George was the first to take it, then kiss my wife. Over the next few hours the gang of five swapped and traded positions. The depravity of the scene of not just my wife getting fucked, but the bisexual nature of people I thought I knew and once respected was shocking. It was only when the sun went down that they closed the blinds. However, over the next two weeks, the investigators got more and more pictures and videos of them in almost every conceivable sexual scenario known to even the most perverted porn directors.
Now as I said at the start, Candice and I have an active sex life. We had tried everything. Tongues, fingers and both our sexual organs had been everywhere on our bodies, but that was between man and wife. What I witnessed made me throw up several times, If you're into that sort of thing, fine, but not my wife and not like that.
Sunday morning, only a couple of days into their so-called conference. I woke and checked out of the BnB. I was feeling ill from what had been reported to me so far. But I needed to head home for a change of clothes and head to Damien's house for brunch as we had arranged.
As I walked into my apartment, I cringed as I looked around. Everywhere I looked, I saw places where Candice and I had made love. But now I also saw each of her other lovers fucking her in those places they had sat when they visited us.
I threw up again, this time in the bathroom, before I had a quick shower and changed my clothes. I knew I was never going to stay in this place again. Candice had sullied my home regardless if she had entertained them here or not.
An hour later, an uber dropped me off at Damien's penthouse in the centre of Melbourne. It was a beautiful apartment, and I met his wife, Mel, and his daughter, Colleen. For the next hour the three of them entertained me. I was surprised that Colleen had an air of refinement about her but a humility that I would not expect from the shark's daughter. After we had eaten a great brunch of potato hash-browns with bacon and spinach and another amazing coffee, Colleen excused herself and left Damien, Mel and myself to chat.
I looked at Damien. The man before me in casual jeans and a t-shirt was the polar opposite to the take no prisoners lawyer I had met with a few days before. He noticed and laughed when I told him of my thinking.
"Thomas, it's all good," he said repeating one of my favourite phrases. "At work I need to be that man. I mean, my name is on the door, but after hearing your story, my invitation was an honest expression of potential friendship. I believe that you're a good man that is being shat upon from a great height by a number of people. When I told Mel of what was happening, she almost insisted that you come." The couple quickly exchanged a look and Mel nodded. "You see, Mel has been where you are once." I looked back at the pretty raven-haired woman. She nodded then placed a hand on her husband's arm. Damien, in a very gentle gestured, placed his hand over the top of hers and encouraged her to speak.
"Thomas, I get what you're going through." Mel began. "Several years ago, I had something similar happen to me. My first husband, Lawrence, cheated on me with two other people," she said, blushing. I saw Damien squeeze her hand. She sighed.
"I hope it's all right," she asked looking at me. "But Damien shared just a little of what you're going through. He said the reports were...graphic?"
I nodded.
"Well, I understand that. When I found my first husband Lawrence, I found him in our bed with two other men..."
"Oh," I said, "Ohhhh...." I repeated, wincing.
She nodded.
"I'm sorry," I said automatically, my mind going back to the images in my head of my wife with those four other men. I winced again.
"At the time, it was soul-destroying; I went wild." She told me, becoming somewhat lost in what was an old memory. "I must have thrown half the house at the three of them in my rage and then threw them out, still screaming in hysterics. I ended up visiting Damien's law firm for my divorce, and one of Damien's graduates handled it."
"Is that how you met?" I asked.
They both shook their heads. Damien smiled, looking at his wife.
"My story is a little different," he told me. "I was engaged to be married, but Cherri, the woman I was engaged to, couldn't handle the long and obscure hours that I had as a named partner in a law firm. So we split. Not the worst break-up, but a break-up nonetheless. It was about a month before the end of Mel's divorce that we met in a café downstairs. I was taken by her face and her pregnant belly."
"You mean?" I asked, looking at Mel as she blushed.
They both nodded at me.
"Yeah, Colleen is Lawrence's daughter," Mel explained. "I found out a few weeks after everything went down."
"It didn't change anything for me," Damien said. "I adopted Colleen without a moment's hesitation when she turned two and Mel and I married. Lawrence was happy to sign the adoption papers as it meant no child support for him."
We sat for a moment, the couple letting me digest what was being said. I looked back at them after sipping my coffee again.
"So what happened to Lawrence?" I asked.
Damien snorted, "During the year that followed, he got really sick from several STD's. We haven't followed up on him in a while, but last we heard, he was living in a shared house working the service desk for one of the major telecom companies." Then he sighed. "But if it makes him happy, then good on him, but he should have been honest with Mel."
Mel squeezed his hand again and looked at him lovingly. "Yes, but it did bring you and me together. I can't complain about that if it cost me a little pain," Mel said.
"There is that..." was Damien's almost guarded reply.
We talked for a little while later, and Colleen came back out and spent some time with us before heading back in to call her friends on discord.
"So what about you Thomas?" Mel asked after getting us each a fresh coffee. Mel, I learned, made a mean coffee. A few years ago, she had taken a barista course and she really knew how to put a cappuccino together.
I looked over at Damien and raised an eyebrow. He smiled waving his hand dismissively.
"You're not on the clock," he told me smiling. "This is honestly just new friends showing some concern for someone they want to support."
I smiled what felt like the first genuine smile I had given since everything went down.
"Honestly," I looked down into my coffee, almost like they were tea leaves that could give me a direction for the future. "I don't know. I assume that Damien has told you I stand to inherit a lot of money in a few years?"
Mel shook her head and smiled, "No, he just told me you were in a bad spot and a bit about your wife cheating on you with multiple people."
I looked at Damien and he smiled. His expression let me know to tell my own story.
"Well," I said taking a deep breath.
"Candice and I have been married for a few years. We were talking about starting a family soon, but then one of the interns where I work brought it to my attention that my wife was cheating on me. It turns out that it was with my boss, her boss, my former lawyer," Damien smiled at that. "And, a friend of mine. Candice has been going out to these 'conferences' for a couple of years, so I can only guess that it's been going on that long.
"What I have seen from the reports, video and pictures so far shows depravity that is at the very least in line with your ex-husband," I blushed a little at the admission. "So I guess first for me is to clean house. They all have to go."
I watched for a moment as the expression of a great white eyeing its prey again came across Damien's face. He saw me catch the expression, and this time he blushed. I paused.
"It's all right, Damien. You can relish the challenge," I told him. He laughed.
I sighed again, looking from my coffee to the couple in front of me and then out over the balcony to stare at Melbourne. The city was quiet for a weekend, and I felt peaceful.
"I guess the first thing is that I need, is to get the complete report from Norm," Damien nodded in agreement. "Then I will enforce the full prenuptial agreement with Candice and sue the pants off everyone involved."
Damien laughed at that, but Mel frowned.
"Thomas," she said leaning forward, "I get that you need to do those things, but what about you personally? You said you have money, so for this group of people to betray you, your money must have something to do with it. But, from what I am hearing, your situation is much worse than the one with my ex-husband. You have been betrayed by everyone. I struggled with feeling inadequate for some time, and with what you have told me, I am sure its going to be a lot worse for you."
She halted a moment and looked at me, her eyes soft and caring.
"Sorry, I guess it hasn't hit you yet in that way, "she told me. "It took me a few weeks, but you're going to need help, you're going to need support and you are going to need a shrink," Mel told me without holding back.
I shrugged, "I suppose," I said, turning again to look out at the cityscape.
"I mean it Thomas," she said. "If you will let us, I'd like Damien and I to be there for you. Damien is a shark at work," I smiled still looking at the city. "But I can tell you he picks the people we hang out with very carefully. That you're here this morning with us shows that my husband thinks a lot about you."
I turned back to the couple's surprise written on my face.
Damien blushed slightly and shrugged.
"I don't make friends easily," he told me. "You're like me in that you are a man of means, you know your stuff and you generally don't stand for bullshit." He glanced at his wife. "When you told me your story, I thought of what Mel went through and I figured at least we might be able to be a sounding board."
I was touched; I never thought this guy would have a softer side or that a lawyer would care. We spent the next couple of hours talking a lot more openly about my situation. Mel kept bringing up the emotional impact side of things and by the time I left to check into a new Bed and Breakfast in another part of the city, I felt a lot more emotional about what I was starting to go through, but I also knew for the first time that I had support.
I spoke to Candice for a few minutes when she called later that evening. She again spoke normally to me like nothing was going on. When I got the report from Norm for that time, I could time-match her phone call with a video of her with Randy's cock up her ass and the others doing things that were a real turn-off.
Damien advised me that I should continue to go into the office and act as normal as possible until he could get as much of the legal paperwork ready as possible. I tried, but I think everyone knew something was wrong. It was perhaps late Tuesday morning when Iona came in and sat on my desk.
She looked at me.
"Thomas, you look horrible. So, you found out there is something happening?" she asked questioningly but quietly, trying not to talk too loudly.
I nodded slowly.
"I'm guessing from your mood that it's worse than we spoke about?" she said like she was expecting it.
I nodded again; I sat back on my chair, willing myself not to break down.
"I'm sorry Thomas, I really am," she said compassionately. "I am sorry that it was me that told you, I feel ashamed." In her German accent, the word 'ashamed' came across a lot more mournful than when said in an Aussie accent. I looked back at her.
"Don't be," I told her, feeling my resolve to fight my way out of this grow, as I watched her trying to understand something of my pain. "If it weren't for you, I would still be a clueless cuckold headed towards a who knows what future."
"What is a cuckold?" she asked.
I called up the simple definition on Wikipedia and I saw her eyes widen in shock then soften in sympathy. I then, in low tones, gave her a summary of what I found out, trying to keep details of the sordid scenes I had seen from being too descriptive. Even without hearing everything she had tears in her eyes by the end. It was good that I had an office because if we were sitting on the main floor, we would get even more looks than we already were. I wondered not for the first time if anyone out there knew whether William Zacks, the other owner of Sayman and Zacks, knew about the affair.
Iona asked if I would meet her for dinner that night because she couldn't keep it together if I took her out to lunch and told her anymore. I agreed that we would head out a few hours after work. She had four days left, including today, before she finished her paid internship, so she wanted to leave well.
I will admit that later in the afternoon, I got a strange look from our Office Manager, Mary as I passed her in the hallway. She was in conference with William for a few hours in the afternoon as I pretended to work for the rest of the day.
Later in the evening, I had dinner with Iona, telling her pretty much everything. She was appalled at how I was being treated and asked what I would do. I tried to stay non-committal, but she also knew me well enough to know I wouldn't stand for Candice or the other four treating me so badly.
The next few days proceeded as normal. Well, as well as they could when your life is turning itself inside out. I worked, ate, sort of slept, and I kept changing the Bed and Breakfast I was staying at each night. Now just a little paranoid that someone might know where I was laying my head.
Norm called me Thursday afternoon and asked to meet with me that evening. When I arrived, I was surprised to find Damien already there, a dark look on his face.
As the three of us sat down and I looked at the two men, my heart sank.
"That bad huh?" I asked, trying to be jovial, but my heart really wasn't in it.
Norm nodded.
"I asked Damien here because it's been noticed that you're not performing at work, it's gotten back to your boss, and he's been talking to your wife. Our team managed to get a few audio extracts with a special microphone."
My heart sank. Thinking back over the past few days, I could now see that both William and Mary were, to some degree, are aware of what was happening and had been talking to George.
If I thought that was the end of it, I was mistaken. Norm cleared his throat and pulled my attention back to the moment. "I'm sorry, but it's worse than what you have seen so far."
"You mean my wife fucking my boss, her boss, my lawyer and my friend and at least more people at my workplace know, and it is worse than that?" I asked with a note of disdain in my voice; Norm didn't take it personally.



He nodded, "Unfortunately..." he started, then stopped. "I invited Damien tonight because he's acting as your new lawyer. So far, I have only been sharing extracts with him as he prepares everything, but with what today's report shows, I think he needs to be in on our next steps."
I looked between both men. I spoke with Damien several times this week as my new lawyer and a new friend. I had even spoken with Mel a couple of times. I was rapidly growing to trust the man.
"Sure, Damien is in the inner circle," I told my PI. "What's happening? What have you heard that makes it worse than what we have seen so far?"
Norm stared me straight in the face as he said the next line that, in a week that had knocked me about, just about took me out for the count.
"They're talking about how they can kill you in about three years..."
"What!" both Damien and I said at the same time.
Norm nodded. "Not right away. However, twice now, we have overheard the group talking about removing you in a couple of years and splitting your trust up between the five of them."
I sat back, stunned. Then looked at my investigator, "How?"
"They haven't got a method yet," Norm told us like he was reporting the news. "But they have talked about an accident, which they are not keen on. They are favouring slow poisoning by your wife through putting something in your food."
Stunned was the wrong word; shellshocked was closer to the truth.
"The only good news here is that they are talking in the future tense, they don't have a real plan yet, but apparently, they talk about it each time. Your friend Roger is apparently a chemist." I nodded my head. "And he has said he can make a compound that would slowly kill you."
"I... I... um, sorry guys, but I..." I couldn't finish. Both men nodded in agreement.
"Your wife, for her part, appears somewhat reluctant. I do believe in some weird and warped way that she cares for you, but she does sound willing to go through with it to get her hands on some of your money directly."
"But why?" I whined more than I wanted to. "We're married, and once it belonged to me, it would have belonged to us. Why would she try to do this? She knows I would never have restricted her."
Norm shrugged, "People do stupid things when money is concerned. Look, the key point here is that they haven't done anything yet. I believe that they want your wife to have your child and wait till you get full access to the trust so that it smooths the way.
"My team are still in place," Norm told us. "They are still listening and honestly, they are just as disturbed as what you are likely feeling now. All three have requested counselling after this assignment and are all seasoned professionals."
We discussed some more details, and Norm produced a USB drive with more videos, pictures and audio for Damien and me.
Damien told me he would have the initial paperwork ready next week, which included the divorce paperwork using a copy of the prenuptial agreement. The submissions would have me sue both Saymen and Zacks, Candice's workplace, and each cheater the following week. He had even spoken with a real estate agent who was keen to sell the apartment. Once I gave the go-ahead, he felt it could be sold very quickly.
With the revelation of their plans to murder me at some point in the future, Damien also noted that he would talk with the police about a conspiracy to commit murder. He had prepared restraining orders for each of them that they had to stay as far away from me as possible.
In the end, I decided on a plan that kept them in the dark as long as possible, giving me enough time to extricate myself from the initial fallout.
It did mean that I would have to suck it up at work until the end of the week. However, after that, all hell would break loose, and I would never set foot in that place again.
We spent a little more time planning, and I even got a call from Candice while we were talking. I let it go to voice mail, telling them I would call her back later to keep up appearances.
We had a going away party at work for Iona the next day. She had successfully completed her internship and was looking forward to heading north for her next journey step. Over cake and coffee, she quietly asked how I was, and I shook my head. She asked if we could meet for a drink after work and I smiled. I pushed hard for the rest of the day and caught up on some work. By quitting time, I got a few smiles from William and Mary as I submitted my work, appearing back on track.
Over drinks that night, without giving details, I told Iona that it was getting worse and that it was a good thing she would not be at Saymen and Zacks much longer. She took the hidden meaning and while we spoke, Mel called me.
"Hey Thomas, how are you?" she asked, concern in her voice.
"All things considered, all right," I told her while Iona looked at me wondering whom I was talking to. "I have a plan, and your husband is foaming at the mouth waiting to get things started."
I heard Mel laugh on the other end of the line, and Iona looked at me quizzically.
"Look, what I was calling for is that Damien and I were planning a trip down to see the penguins down near Phillip Island tomorrow, and I was wondering if you would like to come. Now before you say no, I want to tell you that you should come because you need to get out and be around friends that can help you through this."
I smiled on my end, then looked at Iona, patiently waiting for me.
"Sure Mel, would you mind if I brought a friend along?" I asked
Iona looked at me. I heard Mel laugh.
"Sure. What's her name?" Merriness in her voice.
"Iona, she's the one that got me clued in."
We spoke for another minute and agreed on times and locations to meet up. As I hung up Iona continued to look at me questioningly.
"Did you just ask me on a date by proxy on a call to another woman?" she asked.
When she said it, I think she saw the panic on my face. Her countenance broke and she laughed.
"Relax Thomas," Iona told me, placing a hand on my arm. "I understand you just need friends right now. Where are we going? And did I hear the word Penguins?"
The next morning, at seven-thirty, Iona and I met Damien, Mel and Colleen at a service station outside of town. I was surprised when they turned up in a canary yellow 2019 Mustang. I heard the big V8 before I saw it, and I was impressed and then surprised as it pulled up alongside my own 2020 V8 Mach1 in gunmetal grey.
"I knew there was a reason I liked you," I smiled as I greeted Damien. Mel and Iona smiled as both Damien and I spent the next few minutes talking mustangs before we realised we had not introduced the ladies to each other.
"Sorry, Damien, Mel, Colleen, this is Iona. Iona, this is Damien, Mel and Colleen. Damien is my new Lawyer."
They shook hands, well, Mel hugged Iona and we got on the road. Have you ever wondered what sounds better than a big block V8 screaming down the on-ramp to the highway? Well, it's two big blocks heading the same way and having a great time doing it.
By the time we made it over to Phillip Island, I had a smile a mile wide on my face. Damien was a cheeky driver, and the top dog lawyer in him wanted to play. So we did. Iona, for her part was having a ball. We chatted on the drive in between screaming out the lyrics to 'Black Betty', the remake by Spiderbait.
Throughout the day, we had a great time with the Penguins. All of us had been to see them before, but let's face it, Penguins are cute any time you see them. We had a great lunch of fish and chips while sitting on the rocks and I felt good knowing that I could have friends that would have my back.
I was also surprised that Iona had her hand in mine by the end of the day. It felt natural like it was meant to be there. I must have blushed a few times when she looked at me. I was still married, and even though my wife was betraying me, I told myself I was still married, and fidelity meant a lot to me.
About a half hour, before we headed back, Colleen had convinced Iona and Damien to take her for a walk back to the Penguins, and I smelt a setup as Mel and I trailed behind.
"She likes you, you know?" she said as we walked behind the other three.
I nodded. "I know, I kind of like her too, but..."
Mel put her hand on my arm as we walked.
"I know Thomas. She does too. Iona and I talked about it earlier. Originally she was going to head up to Queensland for a month before looking for her next job, but she told me she would like to wait around to be there for you for the next month. She doesn't have a lot of savings, but she wants to be there for you."
I think the surprise showed on my face. And at that moment, Iona turned back and smiled at me. It froze as she realised what we were talking about, then she got an even bigger smile as I smiled back and she turned her attention back to Colleen as we approached the Penguins.
Mel laughed, "See!"
The trip home was almost as fun as the trip down, just a little more subdued. At one point, I noticed a tavern on the Waze map up ahead and I called Damien and let him know that Iona and I would stop for a bit. Mel piped in, telling us to have a good time and Damien, Colleen and Mel all thanked us for coming and spending the day with them.
I was surprised that the conversation with Iona was light and flowing during our return trip and as we parked and made our way into the tavern. It was early evening in summer, twilight was lasting a while at the moment as we got a window seat and looked over the menus.
We ordered drinks and food. I was going to treat myself to a full rack of bourbon ribs and Iona ordered a chicken pamageddon. That's a parmigiana for those of you wondering, just scaled up with more cheese, chips and sauce.
I felt the mood get serious for a moment.
"Thomas?" the question was implied. I looked at her.
I've mentioned some of the general physical traits of this woman who is in the process of saving my life, but in detail, Iona is German-born and was raised in Germany until she was four and her parents immigrated to Australia. She was a natural to numbers and is doing a postgraduate degree while interning around the country in short bursts to see Australia before finding a place to settle down.
Physically, Iona is quite small, only five foot two. She has long blonde hair and as I mentioned earlier a cute face that has these deep blue eyes that I felt I could fall into without too much hassle now my marriage was breaking up. I mentioned that she dresses conservatively in the office, but today I must admit I caught myself staring at how her ass filled out her jeans more than once. At the same time, she wore a loose cotton shirt that several times hinted at the bra constraining a pair of breasts that must have been a decent b-cup but framed her body perfectly.
As she reached over and took my hands in hers, I felt soft and supple skin and a tactile touch that told of real affection, not just friendship or lust.
"I have a good idea what you and Mel were talking about. I know you have a messed-up situation right now and you need a friend more than anything else," She took in a hesitant breath. "So, that's what I want to be for you right now, a friend first of all." She stopped a moment and looked away still holding my hands.
"But we've known each other for a little while now and over this past couple of weeks as we have gotten closer, I've come to understand there could be more. I think.... No, I know. I like you more than a friend. Do you know what I'm saying."
I smiled. I was touched. This woman was putting herself out there, letting me know she was interested in more than friendship, even knowing that I was all kinds of screwed up.
"Iona I..." I started to say, then stopped.
Her face fell, crushed was more like it when I stopped. I think she thought it was a rejection. I squeezed her hands.
"Iona, you are an amazing woman, and you're right. I need friends first right now. But if I'm honest with you, under the turmoil I am feeling right now. I kind of like you too..." I let the rest go unspoken.
Most of the time, we go from happiness to despair in an instant, it's much easier to have your world fall out from under you than it is to climb the mountain into the sunlight, but Iona did it. One moment I could see the thought of rejection. The next her face broke into a look of serene joy. Her smile reached ear to ear and those big blue eyes glared at me with adoration.
We spent the rest of the evening talking about likes and dislikes. We talked about movies and music and of course, mustangs. I told her the story of losing my parents and grandparents, and her eyes went wide when I admitted to her about my trust fund.
"So why are you working at Saymen and Zacks?" she asked not long after I told her. I shrugged my shoulders.
"Originally, I only planned to be there a couple of years for the experience," I explained. "I was thinking about working around the place a little like you do to see different things and I was talking with my dad about us starting an investment company in a few years, but when they died, I just stayed there."
Mentioning my parent's death in relation to my trust sobered us a bit.
"I'm sorry, Thomas when I look at you, I don't see some rich spoilt guy. I see a man who is focused but doesn't suffer fools even as he has his own humility."
I snorted, "Thanks."
"I mean it, you're a good man," she lectured me. "You've yet to fly off the handle, and you haven't gone and killed them yet," referring to my wife and her lovers.
"No, not like they are planning on doing to me," I said dejectedly, not thinking.
"What?" she said eyes wide.
Busted, I just realised what I said and then proceeded to tell Iona the high-level conversation that my P.I. had picked up. That in a few years' time, they were all planning on knocking me off to get a cut of the money after I had fathered a child to Candice. Iona was appalled and crying by the end of it.
"You're doing something about it aren't you? I'm not a lawyer, but that needs to be a crime..." she almost whispered to me; her fingers were pinching my arm; she was worried, and I almost thought she was going to start looking around for assassins.
I nodded. "Damien is on the case. It will all happen at the end of next week."
She released me.
"Sorry, but Thomas, your wife is conspiring to murder you!" she said, an almost hysterical note in her voice.
We spent a few more minutes talking and as we returned to my car, she held my arm, almost constantly looking around.
"It's alright Iona," I said holding her hand in my arm. "I doubt there is anyone watching, but if there is, I've got a fast car here, we can outrun them."
That made her laugh, and on the rest of the drive home our conversation was a lot more subdued. When I dropped her off, Iona hugged me tightly and in a moment of weakness, I gave her a chaste peck on the lips. Both of us blushed and smiled when we understood what we had just done, and we both knew there would be more to our relationship if we allowed it.
Driving off, I was smiling. I sang with the radio on the way back to the new Bed and Breakfast I had checked into, and I felt at least some of the pain in my heart start to lift thanks to Damien, Mel and Colleen, but more so thanks to Iona.
I was a couple of streets away when my phone rang. It was Candice. I could hear she was in a bar.
"Baby," she said, a note of concern in her voice, "Where are you? I've been trying to reach you all afternoon."
Shit, I thought, I didn't return her call. "Sorry Candice, I ended up heading down to Phillip Island with some friends and their daughter to see the Penguins today. It was a last-minute thing and I kind of got distracted."
I felt the tension in her voice relax.
"Oh okay, I was a little worried there. Did you have a good day?" she asked. Now the issue of me not communicating was resolved.
"It was a great day. Seeing the Penguins with kids is amazing." I told her, letting the genuine feelings of joy I had watching Colleen with the penguins flow through our conversation. "They bring a different perspective around the happiness you feel."
I wasn't lying. Watching Colleen with the penguins was a laugh. She loved to feed them the bait fish we bought and at one point was making us all laugh as a group of penguins followed her around for more food.
"Aww baby, just hearing that makes me horny," she said in a sultry voice; I tried not to puke. "You know, perhaps we can start trying for a baby of our own when I get back. You've gone and got me all clucky."
Right, I thought, have a baby so you can poison me.
"We'll see Candice, so how's the conference going? Are you out?" I asked, changing the topic.
"Oh yes, well, the conference has been great. We've really been going at it hard," she said, not aware that I understood the innuendo she was using. "And yeah, a group of us, including my boss, are out for a few drinks. Don't worry my boss is keeping an eye on me so that no strangers assault my virtue."
I bet, I thought, like the slut had any virtue.
After that I lost interest in the conversation and let her talk to me for a few minutes about, well, I have no idea what she was talking about. I was no longer listening. She hung up with an 'I love you' but I don't know if she noticed that once again, I never returned the sentiment.
In the following week, I got to work early every day to get on top of my workload. With what was coming, I didn't want to leave any of my clients high and dry. I was pretty sure that both Mary and William were in on something to do with George and Candice, but I didn't know what, and as the week progressed, I noticed that they looked at me less and less as I had my nose to the grindstone.
I moved into another bed and breakfast. Why, well, despite all appearances, I was paranoid before I learnt about the conspiracy to end my life. Afterwards, I was just as freaked out as Iona about the whole situation so that I would change locations every two days.
Most nights that week I spent with Iona. We did dinner, and she helped me pack up all mine and Candice's belongings in my apartment. My stuff was going into a storage shed for a company I had invested in several years ago, free of charge. Candice's stuff was being removed and placed in another location with payment for sixty days, giving her a couple of months to sort out what was coming.
I spoke with Candice each day, and I got Norm's reports. I mistakenly showed Iona a couple of the pictures from the report one evening as we were packing up the kitchen, and she promptly ran to the bathroom and threw up. I think it was from seeing five people all doing things that a porn director would be hard-pressed to get professional actors to try. When she came back, she was hopping mad and hugged me constantly while berating my soon-to-be ex-wife for her behaviour.
We got to Monday morning. It was game day, the cheaters would be back early afternoon, and I would be making a one-month getaway to Cairns in North Queensland. That morning I walked into work like it was a regular day. I attended the staff meeting where William let us know that George would be back tomorrow. For the first time since I was clued into things, I noticed Mary staring at me as William told us. I made a note to pass that across to Damien for the conspiracy charges if they were a part of anything.
A little before lunchtime, a group asked me if I would like to have lunch with them, and I politely declined. However, as they left, I started a wipe on my laptop and walked out, leaving my keys and swipe cards on my desk. I wanted to leave my letter of resignation; however, Damien's team would be delivering that later this afternoon.
As I walked out of the office, the driver of a corporate car opened his car door, welcoming me. We started for the airport and he let me know our plane was on time as Iona reached over and hugged me, giving me another one of those chaste kisses I was coming to adore.



When we got to the airport, Damien and Mel were there to send us off. I handed my phone to my lawyer and he, in turn, handed me a new phone with a new number. Only a select few people knew the number, and it would stay that way for a while.
Iona and I flew business class to Cairns, enjoying champagne once reaching cruising level. I knew that Candice was arriving home about that time, as were the other cheaters.
As we deplaned, another driver met us driving Iona and me to the cute bed and breakfast that we had booked for the first week of our stay. I had become partial to the BnB's and I have to say this one was beautiful. Run by an older gay couple who had been together forty years. They had built the split-level home when prices were cheap and they had a house full of foster kids. Now they ran the bed and breakfast for fun and company. In the morning they gave us a full breakfast with bacon, eggs, tomato, toast, beans and spinach. The coffee wasn't as good as back home coming from a pod, but it was passable. But the view, the house had magnificent views out over the water. At sunset we loved watching the colours play across the little bay as the waves gently lapped the pathway across the road with the esplanade.
The room that Iona and I shared had a big king-size bed in it and its own attached bathroom with a double shower and whirlpool tub. The owners told us that they remodelled a few years ago and had two king rooms and four superior rooms, the king rooms were luxurious and cost a bit more, but I knew it was worth it. For the first two days, we were the only guests so we were able to be a little more passionate.
And passion, my goodness, Iona, but let me digress...
On the drive between the airport and the bed and breakfast, I turned on my phone and had a single message from Damien.
[ It's done, chaos ensues, but you're a free man, now turn off your phone, and I'll talk to you in a few days! ]
I did as told and that night after checking in I was nervous for the first time. Both Iona and I knew we would be in the same bed and I think we were both worried about our expectations of each other. Neither of us need have worried.
We showered separately, and I climbed into bed reading one of the novels from the library our hosts had downstairs when Iona opened the bathroom door and I forgot all about the book I was reading.
So let's revisit. Iona is a smaller, sexy woman with long blonde hair, a cute face, big expressive blue eyes, curvy butt and pert breasts, yes?
Well no.
As Iona stood there in the light of the bathroom, I was floored. She had on a sheer black teddy that only had enough lace in places to cover her greatest secrets and some designer lace that accentuated her torso and made it both exotic and beautiful. She had heels on accentuating her calves and she looked nervous, but judging from the lumps where her breasts were, she was also excited.
I dropped the book I was reading and grunted as it hit my own instant erection and was transfixed by the beauty before me. The woman who had risked a lot to let me know of Candice's betrayal was letting me know she had been attracted to me for months.
She walked over to me. I stood, taking her into my arms and our lips met in serene bliss. I felt her tongue against mine, and then I felt her body relax into me. The moments passed like time had stopped. The feelings of friendship, lust, and dare I say, even love were conveyed in just that simple connection of lips. When we drew back, we looked at each other.
"I love you Thomas," Iona told me.
"I love you too Iona," I replied instantly and I meant it. I had been fighting it over the past week; I couldn't understand how I could fall in love so quickly while betrayed and still being married. But Iona was not just lust for me. She was my friend first. She had no idea of my money until I told her and she was angry on my behalf when she found out what was planned for me.
I'll be honest, I didn't know if it would last, but Iona was there for me when I needed it. We wanted each other so who was I to turn down the body of a beautiful woman?
I laid her down on the bed and spent the time exploring each other while kissing and exchanging messages of love and acceptance. I slowly peeled off her beautiful lingerie. When I exposed her breasts, I found a pair of massive brown nipples. Her areolae were crinkled with her excitement as I took one of the coin-sized nipples in my mouth and sucked. When her hand came to the back of my head, and she held me there, I knew I was doing the right thing. I released her left nipple with an audible plop and proceeded to attack her right nipple. That didn't last long though because Iona began writhing under me as I held her breasts with one hand and kept rubbing her thighs with the other. She drew me up for a kiss, and while our lips were locked, she began rubbing my cock through my boxers. Before I could explode, I kissed back down her body, pulling the teddy with it and she lifted her hips as I pulled it off and down her legs. As her womanhood was exposed to the air her scent increased tenfold and before I could dive in, she turned over and pushed her ass into the air.
"Take me Thomas, please fuck me," she begged, now panting a little. I was stunned for a moment. In front of me was a sexy naked blonde; her plump juicy ass was pushed up in the air and her thighs spread wide, her clean-shaven pussy lips were moist, and enlarged with arousal and between her legs, I could see her chest with her breasts pressed down on the sheet. She looked at me, her head down on the bed, her eyes pleading.
"Please, my love, take me," she pleaded with me again. I needed further prompting.
I gently bent down towards her mons, licking her pussy for a few moments, leaving a long line of lubricant from her clit all the way back and over her rose. When my tongue touched her sphincter, I felt her shudder, interesting I thought. I stripped off my boxers and quickly positioned myself at her entrance.
As I speared her that first time, I felt her vaginal walls contract and pulse, her moan told me that I had not gone too fast. I began pulling back and she moaned again, over the next few minutes I built up a pace as we fucked. It had been weeks since I last had release. In the middle of being betrayed even masturbation was not desirable, so it didn't take long until I was emptying myself inside of Iona as she moaned through an orgasm feeling my fertile seed flow into her.
Afterwards, I fell to the bed and Iona and I snuggled, I kissed her.
"Thank you," I told her. She looked up at me and smiled,
"What for specifically?" she asked me.
"In general terms everything. For having the fortitude to say something even though it could have put you in a very awkward position. For being my friend and caring about me enough to not pressure me. And lastly, for giving me your body. That was one of the best fucks I have ever given and if that's fucking then I can't wait to make love to you."
Iona beamed at me.
"Thomas, you are only the third man I have ever been with, and neither of the other two even held a candle to what you did to me. I came as you entered me, did you feel that?"
I nodded.
"Right now I can feel your little guys moving around inside me; usually after sex I like to clean up, but I am so content right now I could be covered in your sperm and I would fall asleep happy."
"Eww", I laughed, then "Seriously?" I raised an eyebrow. In response Iona lifted her head up and kissed me then moving her body over mine she spread her thighs and let some of our combined juices drop out of her and onto my cock while both of us watched between our bodies. Then without using her hands, she proceeded to use her engorged pussy lips to rub up and down the length of my cock till I was again rock hard. She pulled forward a bit and then lodged my head between her lips and looking up at me, she bit her lips then pushed backwards and impaled herself on me. She didn't jump up and down, instead she ground her pelvic bone into me and was somehow massaging my cock with her pussy walls. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy as her hands came to her breasts and she started pulling on her nipples. It was an incredible sight, and I could feel myself nestled against her womb, each time she ground against me I felt the opening and if I hadn't cum earlier, I would have immediately with that feeling.
When Iona came this time, it was long and intense. I could feel her pulsating around me and her lips clenching and releasing. Her guttural moan told me how intense it was. She fell forward onto my chest and lay a moment. When she opened her eyes and looked at me and she smiled.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi there yourself," I told my new lover. "Iona, that was amazing. You looked so beautiful."
"Thank you, but as much as I loved that, it is your turn now." She rolled off me and my slick hard shaft slapped against my abdomen as she cleared my body and laid on the bed. Before I could say anything else she looked at me.
"I want you to cum all over my face Thomas, claim me and mark your woman."
I positioned my knees either side of her head and leaned back slightly, my ass lightly touching her breasts. She brought her arms up to support me a little and I began stroking my cock for her.
"That's it my love, stroke yourself, let yourself go and make me yours," she repeated.
Her eyes looked from my cock, still covered in her juice, to me, my eyes in adoration and I felt myself getting closer. As I edged closer, I felt Iona's hand move and her little finger brushed my anus, the light contact was all I needed and I came. I thought I had cum hard earlier, but I again released torrent after torrent of cum over her face. As it happened, I looked down and Iona giggled, her eyes closed and her mouth open.
I rocked back a little after and Iona opened her eyes and smiled at me.
"I'm yours now," she told me, and I know she meant it. She touched her face and then brought her fingers to her mouth. She giggled when she saw my cock twitch.
"I've heard that's a turn-on for guys. Did you like that?" she asked.
I nodded, exhausted. Iona then craned her head forward and sucked my cock head into her mouth, her tongue teasing under the head as I moaned, she again laughed.
"My love, I have never done that before," she told me. "I've never tasted anyone before, well except myself, and I have never let someone cum on my face."
Without thinking, I fell down on her and kissed her, I tasted myself on her lips. I must admit I wasn't worried, but I wanted to reinforce to her how much she meant to me.
"Thomas can you go one more time?" she asked as we pulled back from our kiss.
We both looked down, my cock still hard and at the mention of a third time he responded, slowly, but he thickened up.
"One more time perhaps, you need some more?"
She kissed me, "Kind of, but Thomas, I need you to claim all of me if I'm going to be your woman. I need to make sure you understand I will never do to you what that bitch did, I need you to take my virgin ass."
I swallowed.
Anal was not new to me. Candice and I had had a lot of anal play together, but anal took time and lube. You needed to prepare if it was to be done right. I think Iona saw the concern in my eyes.
"It's okay Thomas, I prepared earlier, and..." she got up and went to the bathroom walking back in with a towel, a damp washcloth and a bottle of lube. "I got this ready."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
Iona hesitated a moment and then nodded, "Please be gentle, but yes, I want this, I want you to claim all of me tonight."
She got back on the bed and on her knees again. This time she grabbed her thighs and gently pulled her ass cheeks apart exposing herself..
"Please Thomas, please," she said almost whispering.
I lent in and kissed her ass cheeks, one then the other. Then I blew on her back door, the moisture from our earlier trysts still covering her. I saw her pucker as she moaned. Then I gently used my palm to tease her clit helping her to relax. As she did, I kept breathing on her ass, letting her know I was there. Her ass, like the rest of her was cute, her back door crinkled and looked clean, and the skin went slightly darker as you got closer to your target just like her nipples.
I lent in and touched my tongue to her ass and Iona moaned.
"It's all right beautiful, just relax," I told her softly. I felt her sink further into the bed as I began to tongue her ass and then I slowly brought a finger over and inserted it into her ass. At that first touch of penetration she tensed, but as the saying goes, always use lube and love. Ever so slowly I inserted a second lubed-up finger making some slight movement, slowly kissing her ass cheeks as I stimulated her. I again smelled her arousal and smiled, slowly removing my fingers and cleaning them on the washcloth.
I looked around for a condom, Iona noticed.
"No, my love, I want you bare in there, I want you to claim me, is that all right?"
I smiled, "Of course."
I slathered my cock with lube and held her firmly as I pushed my cock head against her ass and with a little pressure slipped through her ring and into her ass. She stiffened, but I didn't sense her in any real pain, trusting she would tell me if I hurt her. Slowly, ever so slowly, I eased my way in. Iona now had her fingers rubbing her pussy, moaning and occasionally asking me to stop as she adjusted. I poured more lube as I sank further into her bowels until I was fully encased in her ass. She moaned when I told her and shuddered through a mini-orgasm.
"I'm yours, all yours," she whispered over and over again. I slowly pulled back a little then started a rhythm, using more lube and just going slow. Iona kept her fingers working and then stopped and asked me to flip her over. I managed to get her on her back with my cock still in her ass while standing off the side of the bed.
I then watched as she pulled on her nipples and fingered her clit while asking me to fuck her ass. This beautiful woman looked at me adoringly, and even though I had already cum twice, it didn't take too long for me to feel an impending release.
As I came in her bowels, she pulled me to her and kissed me. After that I slowly backed out of her, gently pulling out. I checked her, noting no blood, and cleaned up her butt and my cock.
I then helped my new lover to the shower, and we proceeded to wash each other slowly and completely before falling back into bed and enjoying the loving touch of each other's arms.
The following morning I awoke to kissing on my nipples. I smiled as Iona was playing.
"Good morning baby how are you feeling?" she asked noticing me awake.
"Amazing, last night was... wow, seriously, Iona that was incredible," I responded reaching out to cup her cheek as she smiled at me.
She beamed at the praise, "then it worked," she nodded approvingly.
"What worked?" I asked, puzzled.
"You forgot about the bitch." she paused and bit her lip like she did last night. "And you claimed me as yours. And I am yours now, Thomas, as long as you will have me, my heart and soul are yours."
She looked at me searchingly, and I pulled her to me and kissed her. She sighed contently. "And I am yours as well Iona. Last night you gave me all of you and trusted me to do things that it takes a lot of time for couples to do. I'm struggling with how fast I am falling in love with you. But I am."
We got dressed and headed out for breakfast, initially walking slowly as Iona got used to a little soreness. Our hosts said good morning and gave us knowing looks.
The next few days were amazing. Iona and I enjoyed the food scene. We visited the amazing Daintree rainforest, and we even did a steam train ride and cable car ride. We snorkelled on the great barrier reef and of course, we made love. Morning and evening, Iona opened her body to me. She encouraged me but ensured that I knew I was the one that would never enjoy her body.
By the end of the first week, I had forgotten my phone. It was only when Damien and Mel turned up with Colleen that I thought of it. We had previously arranged that they would stay in the same place as us for the second week. Damien grinned at me and told me it was all right.
Over dinner that night he had a story to tell.
"Well, the waste product has surely hit the rotating device," he said as Colleen headed back to her room to watch a movie so the adults could talk.
He leaned in.
"In total, nine people have been arrested on conspiracy to commit murder over the past week."
"What?" Iona and I said simultaneously. Damien grinned.
"Yeah," he said, that lawyer's grin spreading on his face.
Apparently, from the depositions we have been able to run on your behalf and interviews from the police, over the past week, the five you know of, including your former boss and your soon-to-be ex-wife, the office manager at your former workplace, the other owner and two others at Candice's work were all in on it."
I sat back and blew out a breath. "Nine people wanted me dead?" I asked.
"Sort of," Damien told us. "They all admitted that they had nothing specific against you. Indeed they all said you were a really nice guy, but they had an agreement where each of them would get a minimum of a couple of million dollars from your trust a few years after you died.
"Of course, they all blamed each other, well, except Candice. She broke down when she came home and found you gone, the photos and the divorce papers telling the story. She's currently being held in a secure wing at the local Ramsay hospital for observation."
"I delivered your resignation and the notice that you are suing your former workplace personally," he told me, smiling at the memory. "Right now, they are closed for business, and all employees are stood down immediately. Of course, no one thinks they will survive. It's a similar situation over at Candice's work.
"Oh, and I also was there to deliver the notices and watch Mr Randwick Johnstone being arrested. That, I have to say, was very satisfying professionally. No charge for that one." He winked at me, and I laughed.
"What about Roger?" I asked.
"He was also arrested. His wife thought he was interstate for work, not fucking one of his friends wives. I gave her a call and volunteered to have us represent her pro-bono. I felt like it was the least I could do."
Mel slapped Damien, "Baby, stop teasing."
We all laughed and spent the next hour asking for details. At one point, Mel looked at Iona and I holding hands and commented.
"Well, it didn't take you two long, did it?" she stated.
Iona just looked at me and blushed, then Damien then Mel laughed.
"I made him claim me our first night," she told the couple before us. "Then I made sure he never walks out of the room without seeing some part of me naked. I don't think he's had a minute to himself to think about those idiots. Besides, I think he enjoys making me walk funny the next day..."
Damien snorted his coffee out his nose, and Mel laughed. Me, I just smiled like the Cheshire Cat. Mel looked at me.
"I think you're going to be okay Thomas," she said, looking between Iona and I. "This one, I know she's a keeper."
They stayed with us for the following week and we enjoyed day trips all over the place, a night at the casino and even a light plane trip up the Daintree coast. At the end of the week, they headed home to Melbourne, and we caught a flight to Brisbane.
Iona introduced me to her parents in Brisbane as her boyfriend, and I enjoyed playing the part. Back in a major metropolitan centre, we caught the news one night talking about the conspiracy plot to murder myself in the future. My name wasn't mentioned, but when Iona told her parents that was me, they almost panicked till we told them the story.



More honest and trustworthy people I have yet to meet once we went through our journey with them. We spent another week seeing the sights around Brisbane and then another week in Sydney. By the time a month had gone by, neither Iona nor myself could see being without the other. We talked about marriage and kids towards the end of the trip. I told her that once I was divorced, we would get engaged. It wasn't a traditional proposal, but she loved me all the same knowing when the time came, I would go down on one knee for her.
When the topic of kids came up, she blushed.
"Thomas, I have a confession the make," she said, holding onto me after we had made love in our hotel room overlooking the Sydney Harbour Bridge.
"It's possible I could be pregnant," she said shyly, trying to gauge my reaction. She sighed.
"Until we had sex, I never really thought about birth control, but for this past month we've been fucking nonstop and neither of us has even thought about birth control. My period is due in a few days and we will know then." She again looked at me searchingly. "Are you mad?"
I snorted. "No, I've thought about it a few times," I admitted. "Honestly, I was kind of hoping we would accidentally fall pregnant. Over this past month, I can't think of anyone else I would rather have a child with than you."
She squealed and made me cum inside her another time before we went to sleep that night.
Unfortunately, in the morning, she woke up with her period. I kissed her crestfallen look and told her perhaps next month. In the meantime, we need to get lots of practice.
Every morning over the next week, I woke up with my gorgeous blonde girlfriend sucking my cock and swallowing my load. When her period finished, she made me fill her at least once a day wherever we were.
Eventually, though, we ended our holiday and headed back to Melbourne. We stayed the night at Iona's place. She had managed to get the landlord to let her keep it for another few months in place of her initial plans to travel north. It was a little apartment about a half an hour outside town. After staying in all the Bed and Breakfasts all over the country for the past month, Iona was a little embarrassed by her place. I shushed her and spent the next half hour walking through the place and asking the most inane questions about everything. By the end she was giggling and coming up with ostentatious responses.
The next day we headed to Damien's offices. Iona and I worked from there, looking into some new places to live. At lunchtime, Mel brought us both a coffee.
"Mel, what are you doing here?" Iona asked.
She touched the side of her nose, "A little bird told me you two were in here, so I thought I would come by and see how you're doing and bring you a coffee, made fresh, of course."
She set them down then took a sip of her own coffee when Iona sighed.
"What's wrong Iona?" Mel asked, picking up the concern in her sigh.
Ionas shrugged. "Not doing so well Mel. He hasn't knocked me up yet."
Within moments, Mel was spluttering coffee on the meeting room table. "Sorry?"
I laughed, "Iona and I are going to try for a baby. After the past month, we just thought we would see if it happened."
"That's... fast," Mel said, perhaps a little concerned.
We both nodded at our friend. "Perhaps," Iona said dismissively though. "But it's still fun practising. And there is no one in this world I would rather have a child with," she said, looking back at me adoringly.
Mel looked between us, her gaze studying us and suddenly shrugged. Then she asked us what we were doing in the office. Once she knew we were looking for a home she was all in. For the next couple of hours, she worked with us, helping us to position our wants and needs, locations and what we might need if we were going to have a child. At one point, Damien stopped by on his way to court and smiled at me as he heard the two women talking kitchens.
Over the next month, we saw a few places, and in the end, we had it down to three apartments and a house. Iona deferred to me as she said it was my money and she would be happy as long as I was there with her. I retorted that this was going to be our place and we would choose it together.
In the end, we chose a sub-penthouse apartment in a slightly older building on the lower end of Collins Street. It had fairly easy access to major arterials, quick access to public transport and like everything in Melbourne, it was a short walk to anything food.
The apartment itself was magnificent. It had three modest bedrooms plus a large master. It had great views over to Melbourne Park, think the tennis and Australian Open. The building had a pool, sauna, and gym, along with a twenty-four-hour concierge. We had two spots in the garage and I was able to park my Mustang and a new Jeep that I bought Iona. All in all, it was like a scaled-up bed and breakfast that we could call home.
The place had a little bit of furnishing, but an afternoon with Mel and it was all changed. Within the month we were moved in, it was a good thing too, as Iona's period never came that month.
[:::: - ::::]
It's now almost nine months since everything started. Iona is now six months along with our baby boy. We've settled into the apartment and it feels like every surface has some soft-edge baby protection on it. We've turned one of the rooms into a nursery, another into a guest bedroom and the third into a study for our work.
On the work front, Iona and I started a new investment business. We're small at the moment only a couple of million to use, as I'm still a couple of years away from getting my trust. But Iona is good with numbers, and she has a good head on her shoulders. She owns ten per cent of the new venture. She said she wanted nothing, but I got Mel to convince her. Honestly, to date, it's the only fight we've had. I currently own seventy per cent; we have an investor with fifteen per cent and the last five per cent is owned by Damien and Mel. They have become very close friends and it never ceases to amaze me to see the differences between Damian the lawyer and Damien my friend.
As a lawyer on my side, he has been a powerhouse that you need to get out of his way or be destroyed. He managed to get judgements against both mine and Candice's old workplaces, both companies had now entered administration but at the time of everything happening, they both had a lot of liquid assets, so he tells me there is a significant cheque coming for both Iona and myself. He also got Roger's wife a win where almost all the assets went to her since he is now in prison for the next thirty years, along with pretty much anyone involved with the conspiracy to murder me. I received one communication from William and George asking for mercy which I promptly tore up in front of Damien as he showed me those pearly whites. Lastly, he had a great amount of pleasure pulling my former lawyer apart piece by piece on the procession stand during his trial.
Now I haven't mentioned Candice too much up to this point, not because she got away with things, in fact, she ended up getting thirty-five years without parole. The only people in the court who felt sorry for her when the verdict was read were her parents. However, after hearing what she had done and what she planned to do, I think even then, it was a close thing with their support.
The trial judge immediately granted the divorce based on the crimes against me. He noted his disgust at their behaviour and for destroying so many lives.
Based on the prenuptial agreement, Candice walked away with her belongings and fifteen thousand dollars to start her life over again. I put that in an interest-bearing trust for when she got out of prison. Due to her mental breakdown, she was not present in the court case. She was still in the secure mental ward and was due to be transferred to the medical ward in a medium-security prison within a month of her sentencing.
Her only request was that I come to see her once she was settled. I agreed on the basis that it did not impede the divorce. Six weeks later, I was sitting in a secure meeting room in the medical wing of the prison Candice was being held at. The room was simple, bolted-down the table, chained chairs, one of those one-way mirrors you always see in movies.
I had been sitting for perhaps ten minutes when a doctor and a guard brought my former wife in. She looked like six kinds of hell. Her usual straight brown hair was frizzled all over the place. It looked like she had tried to brush it in some places but not others. Next were the eyes. They shifted around the place as if she was looking for something. It didn't look like she was threatened but like she was searching for threats. When she saw me, it was like a focus, and an eerie calm descended on her. The doctor frowned but retreated to a corner. The third and most obvious thing was that my former wife was very, very pregnant.
I was looking at her belly when she sat and Candice smiled.
"I'm actually almost a week overdue, Thomas." She told me as she ran her hands over her swollen belly. "They tell me that if I don't go into labour with our baby within twenty-four hours, they will need to induce me. Is that all right Thomas?"
"Our baby, Candice...." I caught a wave from the doctor and stopped.
"That's fine Candice, "I told her. "Let them induce you so you can have the baby."
She appeared to relax.
"Thomas, I need you to know that I never wanted to see you dead. I didn't care about your money. But they all convinced me." Candice told me sadly. "They told me after we had your child, that would be the time. I didn't want to do anything to you, but they told me if I didn't, they would still do it, it would be a lot more violent, and I would end up with nothing. Thomas, my love, you have to believe me."
She stopped and waited, I looked over at the doctor, and he shrugged.
"Candice..." I started to say.
"It's all right, Thomas." She said, interrupting me, she gave me a sad smile looking into my eyes for a moment before they shifted away again. "I know that we're divorced. I get that, but when our baby is born, I am sure they will let me out, and I'll make it up to you. All those things I did, honey, they all meant nothing to me. You have to know you're the only one I love.
"When Roger took me the first time I felt so guilty," Candice said, whispering like it was a secret. "But when George found out and then my work, they Randy... Thomas," she looked up at me again, her eyes pleading. "Can you forgive me?"
I paused, "Candice..."
She started in again, interrupting me once again.
"It's okay Thomas. Our baby will help you forgive me. We've got this child, and I'll be out; then we can be a family. The sex meant nothing, and I promise I won't let them kill you anymore." She started rambling. "I love you, Thomas. You're my number one guy. They're all number two, and they don't fuck like you. I mean, they were good, but they were as interested in each other as me. I think they only fucked me for the money. Thomas, it will be just you and me, and, of course, our baby."
For the next fifteen minutes she rambled on, delusions about our baby, about us getting back together, about her getting out and us being a family. At one point, she stopped, and both the doctor and I looked at each other, and then we heard a sob.
"I know I fucked up Thomas..." she said quietly, an edge of sanity and reservation in her voice that wasn't there previously. "I know this baby isn't yours and you and I will never..." she shuddered a sob. "The drugs they give me to keep me calm; keep me thinking it could be possible, but between them working and when they wear off, I have a few moments where I recall what a slut I was."
She looked at me with tears streaming down her face. Pain echoed in her eyes.
"I betrayed everyone; I became a slut for greed when you offered it all to me anyway. I was betraying you often, and then I was going to poison you. I am low down, dirty slut that deserves vengeance."
She was getting agitated.
"I know that you hate me, Thomas and I am cursed to still love you as much as the day I betrayed you."
She stood and tore off her prison top and maternity bra in one swift gesture, standing their topless. The doctor tried to move towards her carefully.
Candice grabbed her belly. "Take your vengeance Thomas," she snarled more at her self than me. "Beat me and make me cry, hurt me and make me feel the pain you feel. This baby isn't yours, I gave this body away when it wasn't mine to give." She collapsed to the ground, sobbing.
I wasn't sure what to do, so I just sat there.
"It was supposed to be yours, Thomas, it was supposed..." She kept repeating as she sat on the ground. Slowly Candice looked over at me and then up at the doctor. The doctor sensing that things were at an end spoke softly to my ex-wife.
"I think it's time we have some dinner and you have your next round of medicine, don't you Candice?"
The doctor helped her put her top back on, and as she knocked on the door and the guard outside retrieved her, Candice took one last look at me, a small sad smile on her face.
"Live a good life, Thomas." And with that, she was gone.
A week later her doctor called me and thanked me for meeting with her. She told me that went better than he expected and Candice ended up giving birth to a little girl. The baby was healthy and they were running a DNA test for the father. Candice had told them to give the child up for adoption so that the little girl could be raised by a loving family, not pass through the foster system in the hope of one day being with her, which she knew wouldn't happen.
That night after meeting with Candice I was all out of sorts until Iona placed my head on her belly and I felt our son kick. Two months later, John Thomas Other was born. I thought about the innocent little girl and in a moment of weakness, I had Damien reach out to the adoption agency and enquire about adopting Candice's little girl.
A further two months, little Macy Candice Other came to live with us. We learnt that she was Randy's child, and Damien enjoyed again suing the disgraced lawyer for child support. In the end, a paltry amount of money was set aside for her university fund. Of course, she would never need it, but it was the principal. Iona, for her part, never treated Candice's daughter any different than her own natural children. We both felt that the child did not need to be affected by the sins of her biological parents.
Iona and I got married a year later, once the kids were walking and then on our honeymoon ended up giving them a little sister. A year and a half after that a little brother and then Iona convinced me to have the snip.
When Macy turned eighteen, we told her the truth about her origins, our history with her biological parents and that no matter what we loved her.
There were a few emotions around the apartment that week, and it was a chat with Auntie Mel that settled her down and made her understand that Iona and I would always be her parents even if we were not partially fond of her 'sperm and egg doners', those are her brothers' words, not mine.
Anyway, we arranged a meeting for her to meet both Randy and Candice. Randy really didn't care at all but insulted her as a mistake that never should have been born. Then tried to insult her as a fucked-up product that put him in prison. That had two guards pulling me off my former lawyer, putting him in the infirmary for a week and losing three teeth. Macy never saw him again.
Candice, on the other hand, was a different story. She had gotten well enough over the years to be released into general population. She was still fragile to an extent, but her doctors told us that a few other prisoners looked out for her and kept her out of too much trouble.
When Candice saw Macy standing there with Iona and me, she knew and broke down, sinking to her knees in the visitor hall, her hand poised over her mouth as she sobbed. Macy being a well-adjusted young woman, walked over and helped her up, walking with her over to a table. Iona and I stood back and watched as Macy, with an outstretched hand, said to Candice. "Hi, my name is Macy Candice Other and my Mum and Dad tell me that you're my birth mother."
We watched again as Candice broke down sobbing. The guards were watching, but we let them know ahead of time that this would be happening, and the warden had approved some hugging as long as Candice went through a full body search later.
I must admit that even I was moved by the scene of my adopted daughter and my ex-wife before me. Iona looked up at me and wiped the tear in my eye, exclaiming that it must be pollen. A moment later my wife dragged me over to my ex-wife and we spent the next hour talking.
Candice thanked me for adopting Macy. She had no idea what happened to her after she gave her up and even had no idea what her name was. That I had adopted her daughter made a world of difference to Candice and her doctors told us that she had a marked improvement in her behaviour after that. She still had a little under half her sentence to go, but the prison let us know she became much more of a model prisoner after that meeting.
For her part, Macy went to see Candice on her birthday and at Christmas time. They were never very close, but at her mother and auntie Mel's insistence, she went to see her. For my part, I grudgingly gave my acceptance. I was coming to some place of forgiveness but Candice knew as well as I did, that we would never be friends.
As for Iona and I, she's still the woman that makes my soul sing. Taking a chance one day to let me know I was being taken for a fool. She still lined up situations for us to make love in any and all locations. She guards me jealously and will be friendly to anyone, but if she sees anyone make moves at me, she swears at them in German and then proceeds to make me fuck her and reclaim her just like the dedicated wife that she is.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Hey everyone,
Thank you for reading 'Bed and Breakfast'. This was actually a story I wrote not long before I started on 'Double or Nothing.' It was also the first time that I really wrote something that focused on Melbourne, Australia. I know I didn't do the city justice, but I do need to give a shout-out to the coffee and food culture that is Melbourne. There is not a street or alley you go to where you can't find a great place for a coffee or perhaps a pastry.
In this tale, I left the issue of Thomas's forgiveness of Candice on the table. Sure, he raised her daughter, but in my mind, that did not equate to forgiveness. That he introduced them when Macy turned eighteen and let the young woman make her own choice was logical to me.
See you in the next story.
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Recently I've been reading a few stories about wrongful incarceration. A lot of the time, these people languish in prison for so long that although they are innocent, struggle to recover or find justice. Amid their trials, I love it when we find them using their inner strength to fight the overwhelming odds coming out better for it. This is one of my takes on those stories.
Now just to let you all know, there are some disturbing themes in this story. As I did with "Total Destruction", I've pulled back some of the initial content as it was too dark. I've also placed this as a 'Romance' story. Yes, there is a cheating wife involved, but this is about a man learning to live and love again after being forsaken by the world. The cheating and conflict between our main character and his ex-wife are secondary to the story.
I'm also going to write this from two perspectives. I haven't done this much in my stories, so let's see how it goes.
Now, as always, warning up front, I like long stories. This one is in two parts. I like dialogue and setting a scene. If you have read any of my previous stories, you will know what I mean. If you're after a simple story that is done quickly, this isn't for you. There are some steamy scenes, but they are further down the path of our tale.
As always, I have to thank my editing team, it is always a joy to have them help me get all the elements of the story told.
I hope that you enjoy 'Guilty Until Proven Innocent".
[:::: Mike ::::]
Devastated.
That is the only word that comes to mind in what I was feeling. Most people around me were screaming in joy, the euphoria of their lustful vengeance was at last fulfilled. The result was driving them to scream and shout, despite the sombre atmosphere a few moments ago. A small part of my mind noted that the mob certainly ruled as they pumped their fists and gave high-fives, their cheers drowning out the noise of the decades-old air conditioning in the room that matched the rest of the decor and had droned over most people's voices for days on end.
No one cared that I was shattered, in fact they celebrated it.
I had no real frame of reference for what was happening. I slumped in my chair, my hands shaking slightly but I was still chained to the desk in front of me. The table of the courtroom bench I had sat at for the last month was also bolted to the floor. My leg restraints, of course, would have stopped me from moving too far or too quickly, even if I wasn't shackled to the courtroom table. After all these many months, the interviews, the questioning, the court case itself. I was still bewildered; I still had no idea how I was the one that was in this position. I still could not comprehend how my life had fallen apart around me. I looked up at my court-appointed attorney, some young guy that was fresh out of law school and almost cringed as I could see even he was celebrating with the rest of the room.
He noticed my dour view, and as I sadly contemplated him, he lent down to me, smiling broadly.
"Tough break fucker," he said, patting me on the head before moving away to join the celebrations. Not very professional, but nonetheless, I doubt anyone no one would ever pull him up on it.
I sat in the midst of the courtroom's jubilation. The backslapping everyone gave each other at my guilty verdict was sickening; I had never felt so alone. I didn't want to turn around and face the gallery. There would be too many harsh stares from people I once thought cared about or loved me.
I thought back to moments before when the jury, in reading the unanimous guilty verdict, was both sombre and delivered the verdict with disgust. The judge, in his closing comments, had added that if the death penalty were still an option, he wouldn't have hesitated to sign off on it.
There was nothing else to do, I put my head down in my hands and sobbed.
I had been given two life sentences, no parole.
Sure, I could appeal and likely would, but no one would want to take my case. The crimes I had just been convicted of were too gruesome for any sane legal organisation to want to defend me, and most likely public defenders would tie me up in red tape.
I was lost, alone, hated and despised by an entire country. There was nothing, no compassion from anyone. In her assessment of me, the prosecution attorney, a warrior for justice from the Federal Court, Ms Victoria Brown, had not spared a single word describing my heinous crimes in excruciating detail. She had taken all the evidence, every interview, every implied witness statement and done her job exceedingly well.
If I had been a member of the gallery or part of the jury, I would have been so impressed with how she used everything, most of it circumstantial, against me. I would have easily been drawn into how she expertly rebuffed my attorney's half-hearted defence. She tore my explanations of my innocence apart as if she was enjoying a lighter-than-air souffle.
Innocent.
This was the biggest issue; I was innocent. I had not performed the atrocities that were heaped upon me. Not one person believed me; no one wanted to hear it. Not my wife, my kids, my friends, my parents, or my siblings. Since I was arrested, none of them had said anything to me other than curse at me. Never once had any of them even asked if I was innocent.
During my time being held for trial, certain guards had enjoyed showing me excerpts of interviews in the media where my family had fervently thrown me under the bus to torment me, so assured they were of my guilt.
After the initial arrest and release of the charges against me, my family were all brought into a room where I was chained to the floor in a cell like nothing more than a rabid dog. Despite my pleas, my mother, my now ex-wife and my daughter had all taken turns slapping me as the prison warden, my sons, my brother, and my father laughed while looking on. Each of the ladies took turns slapping me until my cheeks were so red they were almost bleeding and their hands hurt. My father had then gone as far as gut-punching me as he told me to live a long and fucked up life in prison. My brother spat in my face, and then all of the assembled family laughed, telling me they were looking forward to seeing me dragged through hell, even as I cried and tried to tell them I had not done anything.
When my family was finished, the guards made a show of turning the camera back on, daring me to make a complaint. When I said nothing, they took me back to my cell and dumped me as I sobbed at being so alone.
No, as I sat there devastated after the verdict and sentencing, there was nothing behind me to look to; then again, there was also nothing to look forward to, so I just looked into my hands and did what I had done so often since this all began, I sobbed.
A few moments later, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I couldn't help it. I flinched. Any contact with people over the past few months had been nothing but pain. Under the cheap suit that had been provided for me, I had the bruises to prove it. So when I felt a touch, I recoiled accordingly. But we were still in a courtroom, so even with the world against me, I doubted I would receive another beating with the world's media filming everything.
I cautiously looked up, and the woman who ensured my sentencing was kneeling beside me. Victoria Brown had a strange look on her face. Throughout the case and preliminary pre-trial interviews, she was a bulldog. She asked question after question. It didn't matter that I pleaded my innocence. She bypassed the emotion and managed to get all the details of my life from myself and anyone I had ever associated with. She found out whom I hung out with, what I liked to eat, even the type of porn I watched. My friends and family assisted her with everything, and she used it to maximum effect.
That professional demeanour I had witnessed for the past few months was a complete contrast to the expression on her face right now. She looked at me with something that looked like concern.
"Mr Other?" she asked, waiting for me to give her my attention. I did slowly; I looked into her eyes, surprised at the look of compassion. "I can't say I'm sorry or surprised at the verdict, but I am sorry for my colleague's earlier comments. It was unprofessional and uncalled for," she said, referring to my own defence lawyer's comment that she must have overheard. She then gestured to the room as everyone celebrated behind me, frowning. "This... display, is also... wrong."
I didn't know what to say; an hour ago, she was tearing me to shreds, but now this. Compassion? It was unexpected in a room full of hate.
I nodded sadly.
"The case is over now," she told me. "Very soon, you're going to be walked out. Is there a message that you would like me to give anyone?" she asked in what I thought was an uncharacteristic question for someone who did their best to give me two life sentences.
For a moment, I thought, shook my head and then nodded.
We both knew that no one wanted to hear from me. I looked at her as she waited. Very quickly, I played back the last several months. I thought through the night where everything went wrong, then the proceeding events. My thoughts moved quickly to my first interview with Victoria Brown. Ever the consummate professional, she asked my name, a few basic details and then my story. Once I had told her, unlike the others before her, when she asked what had happened, she also asked if I had done the crimes I had been accused of. After again pleading my innocence, I told her.
"You need to find them," I said, recalling my voice choked with emotion during our first time meeting when she interviewed me and asked me about them.
"Them?" Victoria had asked, her brow creased.
I nodded, "Both of them, there were at least two." I had nothing solid. I had never seen them clearly, only the pain of the memory and the utter ruin they had caused me.
Back in the moment, it was her victory and my defeat, we sat amidst the whirlwind media frenzy that had become my life, Victoria's brow furrowed further. My message was only for her. I had whispered, "Find them". She immediately knew what I meant.
As a crown prosecution lawyer, after the police and a litany of others had defined me as guilty, Victoria had been brought in to finish me off so they could legally bury me and throw away the key in front of the salivating media hordes. The pages and pages of evidence, reports and interviews, most of it contrived to fill the gaps she was handed, along with what I am sure were instructions to burn me, made her case against me easy.
That she was facing a wet-behind-the-ears public defence attorney assigned to me who never had any interest in helping me paved the way for her. In all likelihood, she could have passed on every piece of evidence, and still, the guilty outcome would have been the same.
But the thing was that Victoria had always been professional. Out of everyone that had questioned me. She never lost her temper and never let her emotions, which I knew were right there, along with the view of the country, get in the way of her job. She was also the only person throughout the entirety of the trial to ask me if I had done the crime. Victoria made sure that was entered into the record. It was the only point where she got a negative reaction from everyone around her. My assertion of innocence was ignored, and everyone except Victoria laughed at my plea of not guilty.
As I sat and continued sobbing at the verdict, I could only be described as a broken man. Victoria looked at me, really looked at me, concern evident on her face. But before she could say anymore, my guards ushered her out of the way. They unshackled me from the desk, beginning the process of leading me out, but suddenly there was movement behind us in the galley. I momentarily I hoped that it was a gun or something to take me out, but I was not that lucky. The balloon of sticky red paint crashed against the side of my head, bursting and covering me head to toe. The dark red paint was the colour of blood as the thrower screamed.
"MURDERER!"
Matilda, my teenage daughter, then laughed a maniacal laugh at the launch of her balloon. She had not said anything to me since that day in the interview room, at first hesitant but encouraged by her mother and my parents; her hand was throbbing as she left the room. But now, with the case done, she had given her final act of defiance, breaking a once loving father/daughter relationship.
As I turned my head, covered in the paint, I caught sight of May Bustoff, the victims' mother. She and her husband were the only other two not celebrating or laughing. Every day they had been in the room. They sat the entire time stoically. Now, with it all over, she had lost her composure and was inconsolable as her husband held her. Out of everyone in that chamber, they were the people I felt sorry for, more than myself.
Everyone else cheered and laughed as my guards almost dragged me from the room. Dripping with red paint, everyone patted my daughter on the back for sticking it to her convicted father. I briefly looked at her, and for a moment, I saw the conflict on Matilda's face, but it was a fleeting moment; then she was smiling and laughing again, being hugged by my former family as I was marched out like the condemned man I now truly was by my guards. I was pushed and shoved out the door to a waiting prison van.
Murder Mike the media called me. Before any legal proceedings, someone had leaked the accusations, the circumstantial evidence, my name and all my details to the media. I never had a chance, as in the eyes of the world, I was guilty before even the charges had been read in a formal court of law or even presented to me in the jail cell they threw me into.
Murder.
They claimed that I had kidnapped and brutally killed two sisters. Two young girls in the prime of their life. The crime was seen as so heinous that no one wanted to look further than the man found with them. No one cared that I was sobbing, holding my hands to their wounds tightly, having been unsuccessfully able to help them, to keep them alive. I cried as I recalled the final words of love that Maisy, the older of the two, spoke for her younger sister Tina.
I was surprised as the first responders slammed me to the ground, handcuffing me after I called out for help as I found them approaching.
I had fallen to despair over the coming days as each call I tried to make fell on deaf ears. Everyone needed their pound of flesh, and despite anything I said, it was universally decided that the pain and anguish everyone felt had to come from me, Mike Other.
The guards sneered at me as they loaded me into the van, still covered in the sticky red paint. I heard them laughing at the discomfort they were going to make sure that I was in as they slammed the door shut.
No light, no hope, no future for an innocent man...
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I watched as they jostled Mike Other out of the courtroom dripping from the red paint balloon that his daughter, Matilda, had thrown. I grimaced at the display. His family should be devastated that he was found guilty, perhaps relieved that he was being put away, but the over-the-top celebration. I knew they would all be a broken family once they came down from the high. No family was perfect, and I know from interviews that Mike's certainly wasn't. However, this wanton display of jubilant celebration and shaming of a convicted man wasn't in any way honourable and would eventually lead to them being in a world of hurt regardless of his crimes.
I returned to my prosecutor's table, stepping around the drippings of paint on the worn blue carpet floor to several congratulatory handshakes and gave the requisite smiles in return. I collected my notes, placing them into my trial bag. Next week I would submit everything for archive and record keeping. I usually savoured the victory, but the knot of anxiety I felt as I packed away my paperwork wouldn't leave me alone.
From the moment I was assigned this case, I felt something was wrong. As court cases go, this was supposed to be my crowning moment. From the instant it was announced in the media, Mike Other had become public enemy number one. His brutal murder of the Bustoff sisters had set the entire nation on edge. Today, I had put one of Australia's worst murderers behind bars for life, where he would never be able to hurt someone again, I should be proud of that.
I had interviewed the man the media had dubbed Murder Mike several times. Like many of the criminals I had put away before him, he maintained his innocence. With the media frenzy surrounding him, his family, friends, wife and kids were quick to pull out everything he had done wrong. The missed events because he was working, the times he snapped at them. Things he had forgotten and their wondering about where he was and why he drove that particular route home that night. They easily explained that he was driving the long way when a highway cut fifteen minutes off the journey home rather than the back roads where he was found.
Despite his proclaimed innocence, there was enough evidence provided to me by the police. Mike's car had bloodstains on his seats and was found with the car doors wide open. Reports also told me that he was holding the two sisters when the authorities found him. But through it all, despite everyone trying to break him, Mike maintained his plea of not guilty. I'll admit I was disconcerted when a search of the immediate area turned up no sign of the murder weapon. Still, Police and several 'experts' testified that he could have discarded the murder weapon in any number of ways before being found by the authorities.
The emergency call to 000 by Mike was also perplexing. About forty minutes before he was found, Mike placed a call noting he was pulling over. He told us there was another car pulled over on the side of the road, doors open and a flashlight weaving in and out of the trees.
The call was validated as authentic, and a criminal psychologist brought in debunked Mike's innocence claims by telling the court that Mike was giving himself a mental free-pass by making the call.
But then there was the look in his eyes. I've seen a lot of criminal eyes over the years. Most of the time, the guilty verdict creates anger, sometimes guilt and sometimes even remorse. In one murder case I prosecuted, the killer was blissful, having taken care of a cheating wife and her lover. But Mike, from the moment I met him, his eyes haunted me. In a way, I hated that my job was to prosecute, never to truly investigate. My attempts to ask for additional evidence came up frustratingly empty. No one wanted to exonerate Mike Other.
The past several months, the stress and the pressure of getting a guilty verdict against him had been relentless. My superiors would accept nothing but a life sentence, and the public defender assigned to him was never dissuaded from giving a half-assed effort to make my job easier. I had seen Mike Other in videos, met him on several occasions, and despite a number of obvious closed-door beatings while he was in custody, he continuingly pleaded his innocence. To me, it was his eyes, as I looked at him again after the verdict. At that moment, they were not the eyes of a vicious murderer. They were the eyes of a victim.
'You need to find both of them.'
Again, I thought of those words. He told the story in the interview after leaving his car and shouting out a hello that he heard a young girl scream from the scrub, and without thinking, he ran towards the noise after seeing a torch flashing through the trees. As he told the tale, he noted that a half dozen paces from the clearing where he was found with the murdered girls, someone had clubbed him in the back of the head, and he went down for a moment. When he came too, he noted two moving shadows running back towards the cars and the moans of young Maisy and Tina in front of him. The specialists told us that he had hit the back of his head while struggling with the girls but that he was undoubtedly guilty.



Mike told us that he managed to stumble into the clearing finding the sisters barely alive. He told us that Maisy couldn't crawl to him, so he had to gather her up. She told him how much she loved her sister and that she was sorry before she passed.
At the time, no one, not even myself, believed it. While the crime scene was examined, the storm that came through in the morning on the following day made it hard to find any evidence, yet there was enough for a conviction.
After the trial, I was ushered out of the room as a hero. I was taken for drinks; I smiled as I was congratulated by person after person. But still, Mike's eyes haunted me. I had heard his lawyer's snide remarks following the verdict. And while I could agree with the sentiment about the crime, I was not sure about Mike Other, and I could not abide by the unprofessional nature of his representation, despite what he had done. So. I straightened my clothes and my posture, determined to show Mike that despite the nature of his conviction, the results were professional, and the law needed to be seen as professional.
He was sobbing when I approached him, which is not uncommon for someone in his position. But I could see the tears of a broken man, not a psychopathic killer that could murder two innocent girls. It was at that moment that I felt something for him other than disgust as I put my hand on his shoulder. He flinched back, which I found interesting. But when he looked up at me, it took everything I had not to gasp.
Aside from letting him know I was not in favour of the wanton display of frivolity at his conviction. I wanted to see if I could do something, anything. When I asked him if there was a message for anyone, I saw so many emotions play across his face. His family, friends and everyone who was ever important to him were not more than a dozen paces behind him. I glanced their way, and they were part of the jubilant crowd celebrating his conviction. I understood his wife had been granted a divorce in the previous month. She had agreed to place half the marital assets in a trust account, meagre though they were if he signed papers allowing her new fiancé, a former close friend of his, to adopt his teenage children.
No. There was nothing for him back there, and he knew it.
As I played the final day of his verdict and conviction over in my mind while at a swanky bar with my professional colleagues. I recalled the paint spattering over him as his daughter screamed at him. Pain evident at his family's betrayal was written all over his face as he gave them the only look he had in weeks. Thinking now, hours later, I suddenly found the company I was keeping and the red wine I was drinking no longer sat well in my mouth. His family were scheduled to go on several morning shows over the next few weeks to tell their story again now that Mike Other was convicted and behind bars for life.
I felt disgusted. Dirty. And I wasn't related to them. Mike's ex-wife was practically foaming at the mouth seeing dollars signs in his conviction. Worse, his sons and daughters were obviously being led by the mob. Sooner or later they were going to be unintended victims of this case. Used and abused by adults with nothing better to do that to try cash in on someone else's misery.
I excused myself from the celebration party, citing weariness from the conclusion of the trial and headed home.
A little over half an hour later, I sighed entering my sub-penthouse apartment. I changed from my suit into a comfortable pair of pants and a singlet. I absently rubbed my back where my bra had been tight against my chest all day as I poured myself a glass of water, moving to a chair that had its permanent place by a window overlooking the amazing view over the streets below and out towards Kings Park. It was my place to think in the streetlight lit darkness offered living here in the city.
On the one hand, to date, today has been the highlight of my career. I had successfully convicted Murder Mike in front of the nation's major media outlets. As a Crown Prosecutor, I would now be the most sought-after attorney in Western Australia, possibly even Australia, for the next few years. If I played my cards right, that could lead to a Queens Council role or even a pathway to the Bench, and I was only in my thirties.
I took a long sip of the water in my hand. I outstretched my free hand and looked at my long fingers, my manicured nails, I knew I lived a privileged life, but that thought again moved me to think about Mike Other, who now, would not. As I looked out the window and caught my reflection, my brow was furrowed and once again I considered that I could not shake the haunted look in Mike's eyes.
Not for the first time, I wondered if he was innocent like he protested. I know that while I was doing my job I always felt a sense of contentment from locking the bad guys away. This time it was missing. To me, this victory felt hollow, without a real sense of justice.
Could we have gotten it wrong? And if we did, then not only had we imprisoned an innocent man and ruined his life, but the real murderer was still out there.
I sat in my thinking chair for over two hours, uncomfortable with that thought as I sipped my water and watched the late-night traffic lace through the streets below. The headlights of cars showed how they weaved through the streets, and I looked for a pattern of sanity. I reflected on myself as I stared out the window.
At thirty-five, I was a successful woman, a lawyer of repute, and well off financially. But that also came with the corresponding string of broken relationships. Almost married twice, but with guys that couldn't accept the professional track I was on. They enjoyed the fact that I was attractive, driven, and focused, but once I was in a serious relationship with them, they wanted to call the shots. Tell me what I should and shouldn't do. That didn't work for me.
I again studied my face in the reflection in the glass for a moment. I pull a face as I wasn't sure I wanted kids; sure, it might be nice. But I liked my fit and toned body. My ass held its shape like I was in my twenties and my breasts sat high and perky. My brown, shoulder-length hair shined with a lustre that most mothers couldn't afford the time for. No, kids and a husband would ruin that, and I had not met a man yet that would make me want to put myself through losing my hard-earned body and give up my lifestyle.
I sighed; with my life, it had been easier to seek relief through some casual relationships, and where that failed, the nice selection of toys in my bedside table could get the job done.
I snorted, a little disgusted at the thought. Usually, after a difficult case, I was randy. I would often go to a bar with my girlfriends, get drunk and enjoy a romp between the sheets finding someone whom I could use until I was satisfied. Sometimes it was only a night. A few times, it had become more for a period of time. But they all faded together, and none of those relationships was memorable.
I thought again of Mike Other as I again sipped my water and watched a car waiting at a traffic light. I surprised myself wondering if he was all right. If he was guilty of what we had convicted him of, he was in prison for life. If he was innocent, then it was the same fate for him, but I could only hope our justice system would treat him fairly on the inside.
No. Thinking of Mike Other, I had no desire for companionship, no drive to get drunk with friends. I felt empty; the devastation in his eyes was something I couldn't let go of.
[:::: Mike ::::]
Prison wasn't as bad as it was before my conviction.
No, now I had been pronounced guilty and given two consecutive life sentences. It was much, much worse.
Despite being kept away from the general population, I was regularly beaten. In the first three weeks, I was stabbed three times, and not all of those stabbing me were prisoners. The third time, the wound kept me in the prison infirmary for five days. They only gave me minimal pain relief, and when I begged them to end it, the staff and guards laughed, telling me I would be around for a long time. They told me someone like me doesn't get a quick exit. Now that I was committed to this jail, they all told me my 'relief' was going to be a long time coming.
The cell they kept me in stank. It was small, utterly stark of any colour other than a drab grey and I was pretty sure they let people urinate on the floor before they brought me in from my half-hour of exercise every day. The mattress they gave me was more like a sheet on a cold steel bed, and the light, that fucking flickering fluorescent light, hated me as much if not more than the rest of the country if the way it blinked on and off was any indication.
My meals were always smashed and kicked through my door. Most of the time, it looked like it had been stepped on, occasionally spat in. While I am sure they would have loved to see me eat with everyone else, they knew I wouldn't last five minutes with the general population, and they wanted me hurting for a long time.
After what felt like a month following my conviction, I had no real sense of time so I wasn't quite sure, they let up on me for a few days. The beatings stopped, and the black and yellow bruising that covered a good portion of my body began to fade.
I was further surprised, that one day when after exercise in the small courtyard they had for isolated prisoners, they led me back to a different cell. It was clean and even had a proper bed. I stared at the TV recessed into the wall and it felt luxurious to be in a room where the light didn't flicker. I was wary for the first hour, sitting on the bed, knees to my chest, waiting for a guard to come bursting in or an irate prisoner to try to do to me what Big Larry kept doing to me in the showers.
After a couple of hours, I relaxed just a little and picked up a book on the table beside me. 'How to adjust to prison life and rehabilitate yourself' was the title. I was glancing through the pages when the door to the cell opened, and the Warden walked in with a reporter and a camera crew.
I sat astounded as the warden proceeded to tell the reporter and the camera how despite my crimes how well I was being treated. He explained how he had high hopes that while I may be a lifetime inmate, the entire prison team wanted me to be a productive member of the prison community one day.
Never once, as the warden spouted his bullshit, did they ask me a question. The guard behind the cameraman looked at me menacingly. The one time I looked at him, he clenched his fists in an ominous way. I got the message and said nothing.
As the warden left, the guard sneered at me and threw a manila packet on the ground.
"Here Murder Mike," he said, laughing at my nickname as I said nothing. "Enjoy some reading..."
I heard him continue laughing as he shut the door. I sat for a few minutes, just staring at the package on the lino-covered ground. I knew whatever was contained within was not going to be happy thoughts from people that loved me. I doubted, from the way he laughed, that it was even just legal correspondence telling me that my appeal had been rejected. I had been told that an appeal would never be lodged, no matter how much I demanded my rights.
No, whatever was in there was meant to harm me. I looked up at the small camera in the corner above the door. The only place private in this cell was the bathroom, but I could guess that if I went there for more than thirty seconds, the guards would barge in and do something more depraved, requiring yet another trip to the infirmary.
I sighed and picked up the folder. It had a seal and a note that prison authorities had scanned it for contraband. I moved to the small metal table under the light. Taking one last look at the camera, I gave a small cough, shrugged and broke the seal.
If I had thought that my previous life had totally abandoned me, I was wrong. They hadn't abandoned me, but just as they had told me that day in the holding cell, they wanted to see me in as much pain as possible.
Inside the envelope was an assortment of items.
The first thing was the signed adoption certificate for each of my kids. All three of them. Leo, John and Matilda were now adopted by my former friend, Steve Johnston. It didn't matter that both Leo and John were now over eighteen. They made it a point to hurt me. Included was also a certificate of marriage between my ex-wife, Sandra and Steve.
The next envelope held photos of their wedding, happy shots of my parents, my siblings, and my kids along with Sandra and Steve. The last few pictures are of them giving me the finger and holding signs telling me to rot in hell.
I felt tears escape my eyes seeing those last few photos. I knew from the beatings at their hands and the scenes in the courtroom that I was hated, but for some reason, the photos of them smiling and sneering at me caused a deep dark hole to open in my soul and tear something away from me.
The next envelope held private photos of my ex-wife naked and being fucked by Steve, the photos were raw, and no, they didn't turn me on. They had done this to rub salt in my already open and grievous wounds, I quickly returned those photos to the packet.
The last envelope held a letter, handwritten in Sandra's distinctive handwriting.
Murderer,
I hope that your cell and your treatment is as painful as the warden has told us and that you are in a special type of hell for the rest of your days. In talking with him, we all put together this package for you to make you as miserable as possible.
I must admit I was relieved when your parents told me how proud they were of me for having a six-month affair with Steve before you were caught. At the time, I was wondering how I would break it off with Steve, but thanks to you, I didn't need to. I'm very happy to say that he's twice the lover you ever were, and it's great that your family endorse it.
As I write this, I am ashamed to say that I ever loved you, but it's a good thing that the loathing I now feel for you overcomes any sliver of that former feeling. You are disgusting, and I am so happy that each and every one of us hates you more than we ever cared for you.
Your former kids love their new dad, and we all enjoy playing darts with your face as the cover of the board; you would be so proud of John, with our encouragement, he can now get darts into your eye sockets on the board almost every time.
The only issue I have is that I had to leave that money in a trust for you. But since you'll never get to use it, I suppose it's okay. Steve has gotten a promotion and the money we earn from the media appearances where we get to talk about you more than makes up for it.
The warden tells me they are going to make sure you live a long time and you're in a lot of pain for what you did. That makes us all smile.
Well, I need to finish as Steve is ready to fuck my ass, something you never got to do, but I know you're getting to experience the same thing these days. At least I have lube.
Rot in hell, Murder Mike!
By the end of the letter, I was numb. I never even felt the beating from the guards as they came to take me back to my original cell.
My world was now as dark as the blackest night. My soul felt heavy, consumed in grief and agony. If there was a light at the end of the long dark tunnel, I am sure it would be something they would use to blind me. But they weren't going to let me die.
When I was thrown back in my piss-stinking, light flickering cell, they had made sure that even the bed sheets had been removed so I couldn't hang myself.
I had been defeated, undone, and now I chuckled mirthlessly as true insanity licked at my heels. I came to understand that there was nothing left for me but an unrelenting symphony of pain, misery and loss that only someone tossed aside like I had been, could understand.
As I took the beatings, abuse and everything else, I tried to hold onto the fact that I had been their only comfort when those two innocent girls had passed from this world, I had to be strong, for them. Burns, stab wounds and food that was not fit to be served to pigs could not make me lose that, could it?
[:::: Victoria ::::]
Exonerated!
Due to embarrassment, and the very likely legal shit storm that was likely to be brewing within every media outlet in the country, it was purposely positioned as a footnote story. Still, it was on every media network, TV, newspaper and online website around the world. Mike Other had been exonerated after the real killers, two of them, were captured.
A police patrol following up a posted lookout for their car had pulled over the Turner brothers as they got caught on the highway doing eight kilometres over the speed limit.
When the police heard the banging from the trunk of their dirty old Holden Commodore, a short chase, along with a brief shootout, not only rescued yet another victim of the brothers but had solved a number of unsolved murders over the past decade, including the murder of the Bustoff sisters.
I was following the behind-the-scenes forensics, and upon inspection, a bag found on the back seat of the car continued several blood-stained weapons, including the knife that had the blood and DNA of the Bustoff sisters.
In the proceeding police interview, which I observed from the other side of privacy glass, I watched as they laughed and admitted how much they loved Mike Other taking the rap for their killing of the sisters. These two were true psychopaths, depraved incestuous lovers. Yes, incestuous. Because they knew it was depraved, they both told of their loving each other in addition to other indecent acts they undertook with their victims. They described everything in detail, from how they took the girls, the clearing and how they delighted in their action. These bastards were proud of their wickedness. During the interviews more than one of us threw up, myself included.
The only silver lining I had to overhearing their demented confessions was that their stories lined up with Mike's, exonerating him.
They were delighted when they told us how Mike had discovered them, called out to them yelling if they needed help. They laughed talking about how they knocked him out before running, wiping their bloodied hands on his car seats and fleeing. They never figured that he would be framed, that the blood would be a distraction because their own DNA was on the seats as well. However no one looked that close, but the brothers explained they had cherished every minute of the circus they created.
The following day I was there when Mike was released. While the crowd including media, his family and a lot of the random public was waiting at the main and side entrances of the prison where Mike had been serving his sentence, Mike was discretely brought through another unknown building out to a waiting car.
I gasped as I saw him. While he was never a large man, after his time behind bars, he was almost skin and bones. He had only been eight months on the inside. I could see easily see the bruising and burns on his arms. His face also had scars that looked fresh but overlapped with others that looked like they had not been allowed to properly heal. He looked gaunt and entirely malnourished, abused and for lack of a better word, haunted.
As federal agents brought him out, he stopped for a few moments and started looking around. Suddenly our eyes met, and all feeling in my body, the sensation of sound diminished, my mouth became dry. It was almost like I could not breathe as we shared that moment.
Though we were standing within talking distance. I couldn't say anything, my shame at my part in this man's destruction too great. I struggled to take a breath. But after what felt like an eternity, I managed to swallow and mouth the words. "Found them."



I tried to smile, but the visage of this man, stopped me.
Surprisingly, as he looked at me, I didn't see hate in his eyes. Admittedly there wasn't much of anything. But he looked at me with recognition for a moment and gave me the smile that I couldn't give him when he understood what I had just told him. He nodded and held my gaze as the surrounding agents and nervous prison guards prepared his car for transport.
My phone rang and without taking my eyes off him, I answered the call.
"Vikki," I heard the voice of my boss.
"Tony, I'm here." I told him.
"I knew you would be."
"Where are they taking him?" I asked.
"A witness protection safehouse, it's too hot for him to be anywhere else right now." Tony told me.
I swallowed watching the car pull away.
"I want to talk to him." I told my boss.
"Is that wise Victoria, I mean, you put him away?"
"I don't care," I told my boss. "That man has been through hell and we all put him there. If I have to barter my soul to help him recover I will." I paused again. "You didn't see his eyes Tony. You didn't..."
There was another awkward silence as I couldn't complete the sentence.
"I get it Victoria, and we all know you're the major reason why he's been released. Let me see what I can do," my boss told me hanging up.
The following day, saw myself and a professional friend of mine, Terrance Larkins, sitting down on a sofa in a federal witness protection safehouse with Mike Other sitting across from us.
Mike was covered in bandages. Both of his arms, most of his right leg and I could see another one under his shorts on the left side. There was gauze over the wounds on his face and from his left hand, there was a cannula connected to a drip. I could assume that the bag of fluid also contained pain killers as when he moved, with his injuries I could imagine the pain he would be in. But his eyes were clear, even if they kept shifting to every part of the room and each of us in rapid succession.
In the background by the kitchen table was a federal agent watching us. I knew there were another two elsewhere about the house. On the table looked to be a half-eaten ham and cheese sandwich.
After a moment Mike noticed me looking at his sandwich.
"You can have it if you're hungry Ms Brown," he told me. "I can't keep anything down. Proper food doesn't agree with me anymore," he told us and shrugged his shoulders in a dismissive fashion.
"Proper food?" Terrance said looking at the packaged sandwich almost disgusted. "Mike, what were they feeding you?"
Terrance and I looked over at the agent listening and he looked back at us with a blank expression.
"I don't know," Mike admitted. "Most of the time I would say it was leftovers, though most of the time it was stale and had boot prints in it." He laughed, but it wasn't a pretty sound, more like the cackle of some swamp thing. Then he coughed and I could hear the rattle in his chest.
My heart broke for him, someone I had helped to destroy. I couldn't take my eyes off the pitiful being.
"Yes well, we will get to that," Terrance said clearing his throat as I struggled go contain my emotions.
Before Terrance could say anything else, Mike looked at me.
"You really did get them?" he asked his eyes pleading with mine, I noticed that his gaze had stopped shifting and his eyes were as intense as I had ever seen them.
I couldn't help it. I leant over the table between us and put my hand over his. Tears started streaming down my face immediately.
"Yes Mike, we got them. Both of them. They will never hurt anyone ever again." I said feeling my resolve breaking further.
Mike nodded; I could see he was fighting his own emotions.
"Do..?" he started looking at me more intently if that was possible. "Do I need to go back?"
"What!" I exclaimed. "Mike why would you ask that, you're innocent, why would you think you need to go back to that... that... place!"
"I don't know, I mean..." he said looking at me sadly. "They told me I had to go back."
"Who?" Terrance asked suddenly concerned, but a hard edge to his voice. "The agents?" he said referring to the federal agents guarding him. He looked at the agent standing at the back of the room who suddenly looked caught out.
Mike shook his head. "No, the Warden and the guards informed me. Big Larry also told me I need to go back as the warden wouldn't give him a new bitch as easily this time." As he said it I could see the panic in his eyes even as his voice was almost devoid of emotion. He truly believed he would be sent back to prison.
I felt myself growing angry. We not only incarcerated an innocent man, but we tortured him. I felt my faith in the prison system falter. Sure, nothing is perfect. But to do, what they did to the shadow of a man sitting before me, guilty or innocent, was inhumane.
"Mike..." I stopped as I felt Terrance put his arm on mine.
"I'm sorry Victoria," he said. "Would you and the agent be able to wait outside for a few minutes, I would like to speak with Mike alone for a few minutes if I could please."
I swallowed my angry words, this was what I had brought Terrance with for. And after giving the agent assurance that Mike would be safe with Terrance, I walked out of the room closing the door behind me, feeling my own world and sense of justice spiralling out of control.
[:::: Mike ::::]
"Today in the news, celebrated Crown Prosecutor Ms Victoria Brown, completed the conviction of serial killers the Turner Brothers. The brothers have each received multiple life sentences for a combination of over fifteen murders over the past decade. Their capture was critical in proving the innocence of Mr Mike Other..."
The report continued for another few minutes, psychologists and criminal specialists offering opinions on why the brothers did what they did. These were the same specialists that had profiled myself a little over two years ago as I was going through my trial.
I snorted, turning off the TV and throwing the remote down on the bench in front of me as I turned to look outside. Enjoying the view off into the distance from my balcony, I closed my eyes and drew a few deep breaths like my therapist had taught me and I heard the sounds of the ocean in the distance, calming me.
These days I felt almost normal when I looked in the mirror. After the harrowing experience of being falsely accused and then abused within the prison system, it had taken months of counselling for me to feel comfortable in my own skin, let alone with more than one or two people in the room. The afternoon that Terrance had spoken with me, and then at Victoria's urging, Terrance Larkins had become my lawyer. Not for the first time, I contemplated that Victoria knew what she was doing when she brought him with her to visit me.
Terrance worked for one of Australia's top law firms and was frothing at the mouth at the chance to take on my case. A week after that initial introduction and meeting, Terrance had started the process of suing any and all news outlets that had called me out as a murderer before the guilty verdict was read out, and that was a lot of media outlets. Further, any outlet that had used my name without citing an official source before the formal charges were read, had additional suits against them, and again, that was most of the major outlets.
I was surprised when all of the media outlets settled out of court for outrageous sums of money. Terrance explained that they knew a court battle where I was the wrongly accused and proclaimed guilty until proven innocent would cost them a lot more money. So it didn't take long for all of them to settle, and in the end, I had a little under eighty-four million dollars from over thirty different media companies. That was after Terrance's fees, which was of course a percentage. The payout ensured I would never have to work again if I didn't want to and my lawyer was sitting fat and happy.
When it came to the government, following the abuse I had taken within the prison system. Terrance struck a deal that in exchange for my dropping the lawsuit against them, another slam dunk for me if it went to trial. I never had to pay tax on anything again, and any end of year filings would include a massive return for incidental taxes. I also got massive travel privileges for myself and my immediate family to travel anywhere in the country on the government's dime, and as a kicker, the warden and pretty much any guard that had looked after me while on the inside was fired or demoted, while their criminal investigations were being undertaken. It was very likely that several of the prison crew that were responsible for me, would spend time as guests in the same building they were paid to look after in the near future, including the warden.
Lastly, while innocent, the government also agreed to change my legal details to protect my identity. On paper, I was now Joel Masters, a retired bond banker that had made my money on the stock market and cashed out at the right time. It was bullshit, but in the little community I now lived in, all but a couple of people knew me as Joel.
The main person responsible for my location and someone I now called a friend was the mayor of the region. Not long after Terrance got me my first settlement, Terrance fielded a call from Douglas Monitor, the mayor of Gladstone Regional Council. Doug wanted to offer me a place to move, to live my life without the hassle and notoriety of my former life.
It turns out that Doug's brother was also falsely accused of a serious crime years ago. However, unlike myself, Doug's brother never made it out and it wasn't until a year after his brother's death while incarcerated, that Doug got the exoneration that he and his family had been searching for since his brother's imprisonment. Doug wanted to do something for me that he couldn't for his own brother, so together with Terrance, they found me a tract of land that was a little over five hundred acres on the beach not far above the town of 1770 that had been slated for a resort developing in little over a decade but was now mine.
I paid for the land, however, without the need to pay taxes, the cost of the land was reduced considerably. Most of my property was a combination of Aussie bushland and beach scrub. If you have seen the Australian coastal landscape, you know the terrain, sand dunes, covered with strong but wiry trees, that further back gives way to gum trees and grass. There was a single thin bitumen road that led to the property and pretty much nothing else.
After taking possession of the land, it took the majority six months to get everything sorted. During that time I stayed in a well-appointed motor home on-site that Terrance managed to procure for me.
First, a clearing over five acres was levelled and prepared. Next, my three-story house was constructed. Terrance brought in the best engineers and builders, lots of glass, powder-coated steel and highly lacquered wood was used to create a house that would almost be considered a small resort. But what was amazing was that my deals with the government reduced the cost to a fraction of what it would usually cost to build something this large.
On the ground level was a very large open-plan living area, consisting of a lounge with enough sofas for almost twenty people, a formal dining area with seating for another twelve, a kitchen including all the latest amenities and appliances. It had three sinks. The walk-in butler's pantry could almost be considered a kitchen in itself, so large and impressive it was. I also had a large study with a two-bedroom guest quarter situated directly off to the side of the study in case I ended up having anyone stay.
On the second level were four very generous bedrooms, in each case they would have been classified as very large master bedrooms with their own ensuite and beautiful ocean views. There was also a large games room that included a pool table, and a walled-in bookcase with its own reading nook where I could sit and choose from any of a dozen books while looking lazily out over the beach.
The third level was the master suite which was expansive enough that there was no walls between the bedroom and ensuite. The walk-in closet had its own bench in the middle and I had my own private deck, including a twelve seater spa that could only be accessed through the master suite.
When Terrance and the architect he chose, first presented the plans to me I almost fainted. For the most part I was had no idea what to do with such a monstrosity. But with a gleam in his eyes, Terrance pointed out that it would not always be just me and that I deserved some extravagance after being tortured in a nine-by-three cell. I did end up agreeing, but only if there was not a single fluorescent light in the entire place.
Being that my place was quite far away from utilities, I had a small solar farm installed on a small rise about five hundred meters from the house, it provides enough power to keep everything running for almost a week without sun and even then I have a generator in the utilities shed with enough fuel that I can run continuously for another month without needing to get more resources in town.
Lastly, I made sure the property had a number of safety features. Running along the entire perimeter on its own solar system was an electrified fence. Security gates and cameras surrounded the property and while it wasn't officially a basement, the house did have an underground panic room.
I didn't own the beach in front of my place but being a little north of the main tourist strip and with the nearest neighbours over ten-minute drive away, I had this escape from the world, and I had the option to keep away from people if I didn't want to see them.
During my immediate release and in the month's following, a lot of my former family had tried to reach out, most when they couldn't get me directly tried to reach out through Terrance. Of course, any of my immediate family, parents, siblings, and children were ignored, they had burnt that bridge. I did agree to meet with a number of cousins and relatives further out on the Other family tree if I felt it wasn't going to be an ambush and always at Terrance's office. Any time they brought up reconciliation with my immediate family, I politely declined letting them know it wasn't going to happen. If they pressed me I never spoke to them again.
One of the surprises was with a couple that got exactly where I was coming from. Robbie and Amy Other belonged to a very distant offshoot of the Other family, we were separated by multiple generations and a few marriages, but unlike most people, they understood some of what I had gone through having been betrayed by Robbie's family a few years ago. Once I met with them I recalled Robbie was at one point, a hotshot fighter. They lived only a few hours away down on the Sunshine Coast with their kids. I managed to get a few afternoons with them now and then, sometimes at my place some at theirs. I also found that Amy ran a successful investment company, ALRO, and I ended up getting some great returns by investing a significant sum with her. Of course not paying tax on those returns also kept my bank balance very healthy.
The other person that I spent time with was Victoria. I couldn't understand why, but the crown prosecution lawyer always wanted to be around me. At first, I thought it was guilt, and early on she admitted, there was quite a bit of that in her mind for her role in my incarceration. But as she helped me in making decisions during those early days it became something more.
In the beginning, if I couldn't decide if something was good or bad for me, I hesitated to the point of walking out of the room saying nothing. And any time someone spoke to me that I didn't know I pretty much froze up. My escape was that I would turn to Victoria if she was there and ask if it was a good idea or if the person was friendly. Other than Terrance in the capacity as my lawyer, or my shrink, she was the first person I trusted again and as we became friends, we were able to talk about the trial and what had occurred. If anyone else talked to me about it, I would feel the anxiety rise in my chest, even with my therapist. But for some reason I was okay with Victoria.
During our talks while we watched my house being built, she admitted to me that it was my eyes in court that day that had driven her to chase up on my statement of finding the Turner brothers. She blushed and had to look away from me as she admitted that it was her mission to see my eyes sparkle again.
It was one of the most unlikely relationships. After I had been released, one of the first people to see me had been Victoria and like me when she had managed to get the guilty verdict against me, she was devastated seeing me so broken.
After that day in the safe house, it felt like she was with me every second day. Victoria organised Terrance to become my lawyer, she arranged a counsellor for me. She didn't know the deal I had struck with the media outlets or the government, but she arranged an accountant for me, knowing I was going to get some type of settlement.
While she was the architect of my demise, Victoria Brown had never been my tormentor. As quickly as she made sure the axe was lowered over my neck, she was also the first to lift it. I was amazed that at the same time she was prosecuting me, she was also working the angle and looking for the Turner brothers. When sometimes later, her boss showed me the photos of her workspace, the files and question marks across everything I understood that while she prosecuted me within the law, Victoria always doubted my guilt. I caught the highlights of the trial against the Turner brothers, I couldn't bear to watch more than a couple of minutes at a time. But in what I did watch, I noticed that never once did she let her anger get out of check. However, the fury of her posture, her cutting short more than one demeaning retort from the insane incestuous serial murderers, told her true feelings.
Unlike when my verdict was read, there was no celebration when they were convicted. Victoria held everyone in the room to account, even the judge. The media commented several times on how she accorded herself, requests for interviews were denied and the couple of articles about her personal life were very quickly shut down. No one wanted to cross Victoria Brown lest they become subject of her ire.
But it was a different story when she visited me as she did every few weeks.
For example, one Friday, not long after I had moved into the house. I had gone out for a run, and about the half-way point, I managed to stumble over a piece of rotten driftwood hidden under the sand, and when I fell, I landed into a bunch of loose coffee rock pebbles on the high tide line scraping my arm. It stung a little and was weeping a little blood, but it wasn't anything major. When I returned to the house, I found Victoria had arrived.
She was one of the very few people that had codes and access to my property and my house. She was one of my few friends, and if I was honest with myself, I would count her my best friend.
Walking in the door, I noticed her bags next to the doorway leading to the hallway and heard the shower in one of the two guest bathroom running. She must have gotten in only a few minutes ago.
I made my way into the kitchen and the first aid box, cleaning my graze and preparing some gauze. Halfway through Victoria came out and saw me in the kitchen.
"Hey Mike, how..." she started then saw the bloody weeping scrape on my arm.
"Oh my God, Mike, are you all right?" Her greeting forgotten. She quickly moved into the kitchen and cleaned my arm, then lightly wrapped my arm in gauze then a light bandage. I had to avert my eyes several times, as in her haste to greet me. Victoria had forgotten to don a bra and being a gentleman I did not feel it right to look down her shirt.



"There," she said happily with the outcome after wrapping my arm, "We will look at this again tomorrow." She looked up at me while I was blushing. "Mike, what is it?" she asked a note of concern in her voice as she noticed my expression.
"Um Victoria, sorry but you're..." I sighed, awkward. "You're not wearing a bra."
She looked at me for a moment, then realized what I was saying. She looked down at her chest, blushed slightly herself, but there was something else there too. Her tone gave a playfulness that I had never seen before. "I'm sorry Mike, I didn't mean to embarrass you."
Our mutual embarrassment lasted for about another two minutes before we moved into our usual routine. She asked about my work with the Prison Release Program. Since I have my settlement and access to free flights, I had developed a passion for volunteering time to help non-violent prisoners get back on their feet after being released. I spent perhaps three or four days a month flying to different locations and giving a hand where I could, meeting with parole boards, a number of those being reviewed for release and then again with them after their release to help them find jobs, access services and reconnect with their lives.
I found it therapeutic to help these people integrate back into society, sometimes I would correspond with them over long periods of time. They knew me as Murder Mike, but treated me like a hero. I used the persona to help. The government encouraged it as it was found that the people I helped had a much lower rate of reoffending than usual.
Victoria and I also talked about life back in Perth. She then would ask about my counselling sessions and all in all it was a normal friendship between two close friends formed on the back of a fairly intensive trauma.
The evening I had watched the highlight of her conviction of the Turner Brothers, she had arrived in the late evening, having caught a flight almost immediately after the conclusion of the trial. I made us a spiced Moroccan chicken dinner, grilled over an open flame on the barbeque out on my deck. I had made it before, and I knew she enjoyed the flavours and wanted her to feel safe and warm. For the first part of the evening, we didn't say a lot, both our minds on the results of the trail.
As we sat in the evening air, we could hear the waves crashing on the shore in a rhythmic fashion that I found both calming and exciting at the same time. Victoria sighed deeply as we sat enjoying the sound after dinner.
"Mike, I resigned today," Victoria said suddenly.
"I'm sorry, you what?" I said, the glass of wine I was sipping on halted half-way to my mouth.
"I resigned today," she repeated, turning to look out at the ocean focusing on a cargo vessel, its lights bobbing and moving slowly in the distance.
"Why?" I asked, "Victoria, you are so good at your job; why would you do that?"
"Because I'm not good at my job, look at what I did to you..." She replied to me her voice faltering, anguished at her admission. I saw her shoulders hunch and her neck crane as I could feel the moisture in the air that was not spray from the ocean.
"We've been over this," I told her. "You did what you were supposed to. You prosecuted the case with the evidence you had been given. You did a bloody good job."
"I know Mike, but..." she started to say.
"No..." I said interrupting, not angry, but letting my displeasure at her angst known. "Victoria, you have got the prosecution right with less evidence in the past. And you nailed those Turner brothers to the wall."
"But Mike..." she said turning her head pleading.
I ignored her, "You also never gave up. You knew something was wrong with my case, even as you did your job. Your boss Tony, shouldn't have, but he showed me everything. That even after the sentence you continued to investigate. Victoria, you were likely the only person in the entire world to even believe I could have been innocent. When everyone else was calling for my blood, you were trying to figure it out.
"I heard what you did to the prison staff after what came out with my release," I said, halting her self-deprecating comment I knew was coming. "It wasn't just Terrance that did that. It was you..."
She nodded her head, tears still escaping.
"So why would you resign?" I asked.
For the next few minutes we said nothing. I got up and walked around the table, pulling out another chair and sat down opposite her. I took her hands in mine and waited until she looked at me.
"Why?" I asked again.
"This case... no you broke me," she told me. "Before you, I was on the fast track to be the youngest person to lead the state for the supreme court. I imagined a world where I was able to help put criminals behind bars, and get justice for families. I was a woman on a mission. I was young, good-looking, all the guys wanted to date me. All the judges smiled when I was the prosecuting attorney. I had it all."
"You still do," I told her. "You're still doing that today. You did it for the Bustoffs. You got real justice. If it wasn't for you, the Turner brothers might have gotten away with it for years more. You are that woman of power Victoria. Despite what I have gone through, you are the one that got justice for that family, and all the families of their victims. So why would you resign?"
Victoria nodded her head, then using her sleeve wiped her eyes.
"I get it, Mike, I do. I get where you're coming from. You and everyone I talk to is telling me how great I am. And you're right. In a way I am doing it, I'm getting justice. But Mike..."
I looked at her.
"I don't want to do that anymore," she told me, I could hear the note of finality in her voice.
I sat back, but she didn't release my hands.
"What do you want to do?" I asked a few minutes later.
"I want..." she paused, "Mike... I'd like it if I could stay here with you, would that be all right?" she asked me, her eyes pleading.
"Um sure," I said swallowing.
"I can pay rent, that's not an issue, but I need to get away. I need to understand what it means to feel like a real person again."
I laughed, "Victoria, you are the most real person I know. But to get it away from it all, that I get. Of course, you're welcome here, you're welcome any time for as long as you want, and as for rent, forget it. My friends stay for free."
The rest of the evening was light and awkward, but I could tell Victoria was relieved that I would allow her to stay with me while she figured out what she wanted to do.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
"So how long has that been going on?" Silvia Monitor, Doug's wife, asked me as we enjoyed the evening.
I was flying back to Perth tomorrow evening after asking Mike if I could live with him a few days ago, to which I was over the moon he had said yes. We had had been invited to the Monitor's as they liked to keep Mike somewhat social when I wasn't around and the four of us had just finished a beautiful Lamb roast. Mike and Doug were clearing the table while Silvia and I had grabbed a bottle of port and four glasses, retiring to their formal lounge room to wait for the guys when she hit me with a knowing look and that question.
"What?" I responded to the mayor's wife looking everywhere but at her.
"That look," Silvia said, an eyebrow raised. "I've been watching you all night Victoria, and the look you're giving Mike, that's not the look of a friend; there is more to it."
I blushed a deep shade of red then sighed. Busted.
"You're in love with him, aren't you?" she asked me, not waiting for my response.
I couldn't hide it, not when she had so aptly identified what I was feeling. I just nodded.
Silvia put the port and the glasses down on the table and ushered me outside.
"Talk to me," the older woman told me as we walked out onto their balcony.
"At first," I explained. "I thought it was just guilt. I mean, the entire country wanted to see him hung and quartered, and I was the one who made that happen. I felt so helpless that day in court; despite everything being laid out for me and my eloquence in getting the conviction, I knew I had done the wrong thing.
"When he was exonerated, I was jubilant. And that immediately after, Mike trusted me enough to let me help restart his life, I call a minor miracle. In that man, I see an inner strength that belies his smaller stature. If it came to a battle of wills, I think he could outlast Superman."
Silvia waited for me to continue. The only indication was a slight nod of her head.
"I fully expected him to throw me out of his life at any time." I explained. "In court, I tore him to shreds to fulfil my mandate. But even defeated, he never gave in. The world sought to grind him under its boot, and he never admitted guilt, even though doing so may have got him an easier time in prison.
"I have grown to respect him Silvia. He's hurt, and he has lost so much of his humanity, but what he has left he uses to help those in need. As one of the few people who gets to see behind the curtain, how can I not be falling in love with him."
I leaned over the railing of the balcony as Silva placed a hand of compassion on my back.
"Falling in love with who?" I heard Mike say.
Eyes wide like saucers, I turned to find Doug and Mike, standing in the doorway with a glass of port in each hand. Silva walked over to her husband accepting the glass wordlessly. Drawing him inside leaving Mike and I to stand on the balcony alone. Awkward....
With a trembling hand I accepted the glass, I looked into his eyes and I could again see pain.
He swallowed.
"You're falling in love?" he asked, his voice had an edge to it.
I nodded.
Mike leant on the balcony railing where I had been just a moment before, Doug and Silvia's house was in the hinterlands. It had a beautiful view and as Mike leant onto the railing, I could see his shoulders sag.
"He's the luckiest guy in the world, Victoria. Really." He told me, his voice gaining false confidence to the emotion that was swirling inside him. "Who is the lucky guy?" he asked me.
He didn't see it. The damn fool thought there was another man and he was in pain for it.
As he looked at me I did the only thing I could. I leant over to him and put my hand on his cheek. I looked into his eyes and smiled.
"You," I said simply then I kissed him.
Over the years I have had several relationships, each of them was different, each man had a different feel. Most of the time they were professionals in and around the legal field. Most had an arrogance that was covered by cologne, expensive suits and the vibe that they would provide for the 'little' woman. I had even almost married twice. But each time I knew it would never work. We would never have been equal partners because I couldn't be vulnerable to them and they never would have been able to be vulnerable to me.
But right now, at this moment as I gently pressed my lips to the man in front of me. This broken, yet steadfast man, I felt my heart open. I had known I was falling in love with Mike Other for a long time. The stirrings occurred that day in court with his sentencing when I couldn't fight the awkward feeling of what we had all done to him. But now as I felt his lips, against mine, I knew I was right.
The kiss was soft and I could feel my nipples harden, and I recalled that time a few months ago when Mike had become embarrassed and was concerned of looking down my shirt when I was tending to a graze he had gotten during a run on the beach. I knew in that moment he cared for me. I hadn't done it on purpose, but his blush made me grow damp, much like I felt as my body let the desire I felt for him loose with the kiss. At the same time we pulled back.
The look on his face was one of confusion.
"Victoria, what?" he stumbled out.
I smiled, reached over and grabbed his shirt sleeve. Pulling him in and giving him a quick follow-up kiss on the lips. Even that small action make me squirm. I wanted this man, but he was so hurt and broken I knew it was going to take time.
I knew he got a good payout from the media companies. I didn't know how much, but it had to be decent. So I figured that if I added my savings which amounted to a couple of million dollars, to his, then there was a good chance that neither of us would need to work again. I would love this man for the rest of my life if he would let me.
"You heard me, I'm falling in love. With you!" I said again smiling.
"Why, Victoria, why me, what have I done to deserve this." He asked, I could see that the simple declaration was causing him to doubt his self-worth again. His inner demons forced on him by the world were telling him that he was unworthy.
"Mike?" I sat down beside him at a little table that I imagined Doug and Silva used for meals and took his hands in mine like he did the other evening.
He looked at me, an expression on his face somewhere between hope and despair.
"Mike, I need you to know it's true. I am falling in love with you." I told him reinforcing the statement again.
I watched as he swallowed. Then nodded. The look of panic in his face was hard to miss so I tightened my grip on his hands.
"Talk to me Mike?" I asked him. If I was honest, I was worried. I had never felt this open before, this exposed. I had declared love for a man. Usually, it was the other way around. That look of panic on his face told me he was ready to run. "Please..." I pleaded.
We looked at each other for a few moments and he looked away, but I felt his hands tighten around mine.
He almost whispered, "I'm scared Victoria, I'm so petrified right now to believe that someone could care for me, let alone say they love me." He told me. I sat and waited, I needed to have patience, let him work this out.
"When I heard you just now say you were falling in love, I felt like my world was about to break again. The first thought I had was just send me back to prison."
I gasped. He continued.
"I mean, how could someone say they love me, I'm Murder Mike," he said with a note of apprehension and disgust.
I went to reply, and he released a hand and held it up for a moment before putting it back down on mine and squeezing my arm while giving me a wan smile.
"I know, exonerated, not guilty," he told me, cutting off the statement on the tip of my tongue. "But that doesn't mean I don't wear those scars every day. There were days on the inside after a beating or... something worse... that I almost believed it myself. I mean after all that time. I wondered if I had..."
"No Mike, no..." I said my voice hoarse that he could even contemplate such a thing.
"I know Victoria," he told me giving me a sad smile. "But the mind plays tricks on you if you mess with it long enough, and mine was messed with by a lot of people for quite some time."
He saw the look. "Yes, even you. But you were never vindictive," he sighed. "We've spoken about this. I guess what I am saying is that if there was anyone in my life that I would want to be loved by it would be you."
I smiled, and felt a thrill run down my spine. He must have sensed something because he smiled back.
"But I am having a hard time accepting it," he looked at me again and saw my joy turn to concern. "When you said love, I can admit I don't know how to accept it. My last love broke me. I mean they all took turns having a go at me while I was in custody."
I nodded. I personally heard the boasting made by his family about the beating that he endured at the hands of his ex-wife, kids and parents. I had personally spoken to the judge directly asking for the domestic violence order against them.
"I'm scared," he repeated, "I mean what if..."
He couldn't say it.
"What if it happened again, would I stand by you?" I finished for him. He nodded and swallowed, this man I loved needed validation, he needed to know I had his back regardless.
"Then I would ask you. I would ask you what happened and if you did it. But regardless Mike. I would stand behind you because I see beneath everything, I see your soul, you're not a murderer, I've got your back one hundred per cent of the time and if you'll accept it, you will have my love from now until eternity."
With that Mike broke down, falling to his knees, his tears covering our hands. After a few minutes I leant over the top of him and pulled him into an awkward hug. When his head came up a few minutes later he reached up and used his thumb to wipe away my own tears.
Our lips sought each out and this time I felt his emotions flow from him to me. Though I was taller than him, he pulled me onto his lap and we kissed again. We spent perhaps another half hour outside on Doug and Silvia's balcony, talking quietly. Mike wouldn't tell me he loved me, but I knew that would come. I felt that he did, but he needed time to say it.
[:::: Mike ::::]
That weekend with Victoria, it was like a dam broke inside me. For so long, I had denied myself positive emotions, I took pride in seeing others accomplish things, but most of what I did for me I hid behind the belief that I couldn't feel good about myself. When Victoria told me she loved me, the wall that had been slowly cracking for months as she spent time with me, finally crumbled.
Victoria had six weeks before her position was finished up and she would have to spend a lot of time back in Perth, but she promised to talk to me every day.
I spent time with my therapist, and he smiled and congratulated me on having the courage to move into a new relationship when I admitted my feelings for Victoria were returned. He was also ecstatic that the relationship was with Victoria. She was the one that had recommended him, so he had a passing acquaintance with her.
We spoke through my emotions, and he affirmed to me that it was all right to accept Victoria's feelings of love. He encouraged me to work through my own thoughts and be open to reciprocating. He didn't push me, just showed me the various paths my feelings could take.
Did I love her, I was scared to think that I could. I was certainly attracted to her. Over the months, she had been the one person that had been by my side. She had seen me at my worst, held me when I screamed at the world, never judged me in the few times I had moaned in pain at her for what she did to me. Victoria had taken it all and never complained or let me think she thought any less of me throughout my recovery.
She also held true to her promise. She called me every day. We spoke for hours on the phone about her moving over here with me. We spent a lot of time talking about us as a couple. Several times she cautiously told me she loved me and I admitted that I cared for her deeply. I know she wanted to hear 'I love you' from my lips, it was coming, but we both knew I wasn't there yet.
I spent my days thinking on the beach out front of my place. One of the things I had grown to love is fishing. Doug spent some time helping to outfit me with a surf rod and the right gear, and now I spend a lot of time casting a few lines in and just enjoying the sound of the rolling surf as I waited for something to bite. It's one such day. I've got myself a beach chair under an umbrella, three rods out when Terrance calls me.
"Hey Mike," the voice of my lawyer greets him.
"Terrance, how are you, my friend."
I hear my lawyer chuckle.
"It's not often that I get referred to as a friend when I talk with clients."
I laugh in return.
"True, but you are one of the few people that have been there for me."
Silence.
"No I mean it Terrance," I told him. "I get it. You and your firm have made a truckload of money from me. I do recall you swearing at the media barons settling as you could have made me a billionaire..."
Terrance now did laugh.
"But Terrance, you call me at least once a week. You have brought your wife and kids out here four times in the last six months. A normal lawyer wouldn't do that."



"Nah," He said chuckling, "I just got me a free family holiday on the beach a few times a year. I do it just for me."
Both of us laughed.
"But thank you Mike..." he said quietly. "Seriously, that does mean a lot. Aside from the money, Constance and I do consider you a friend and when you tell me that back it does mean a lot."
I looked at my rod on the far right. The tip was moving like it had a nibble.
"So enough of this soppy bullshit," Terrance said as I moved to pick up the line and laughed.
"Business call I assume?" I asked.
"Sort of..." He said, I could hear the hesitation.
"It's not my former family again is it?" I asked. In the last few months, as my kids were becoming adults, they had all been relentlessly petitioning Terrance for my location. Not a week went by without their sob stories and apologies for what they had done.
"No," Terrance said quietly. "This time it's, Mary and Garlin Bustoff..."
He said nothing for a minute as I steadied the rod in my hands, yes it was definitely a nibble on the line.
He knew I was still there, as he could hear the click of the fishing line.
"Mike?"
"Yeah..." I said, the sound accompanied by an exasperated sigh.
"They want to meet; they told me they would like to do it privately here in the office."
We paused again. I reeled in the line a little, picking up the slack.
"This is what, their seventeenth request?" I asked in a very quiet voice.
"Nineteenth," he told me. "However this time they have added an agenda, they wish to formally apologise to you. And Mike?"
I lifted the line with another bit on my bait.
"Yeah," I replied.
"I think you should, if for no one else but yourself. How about I set it up in a couple of weeks' time?"
"Yeah, alright," I said as I jerked the rod. But I felt the line go slack, the fish hadn't taken the bait.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I was nervously tapping my little finger on the edge of my coffee cup. It had been almost a month since I had seen Mike. We talk every day, but today, it's different. With winding up my position I have been busy. My heart aches for Mike and what I know in my heart we will be able to have once we are together full-time, but at the same time, I now understand how much it hurts being away from someone you love for so long. In the past, the long distances and time away didn't feel like this but ever since that night. I just desire to be in the same room as him if nothing else.
Mike's flight landed about five minutes ago, and I am waiting at the airport gate for his flight to taxi in. Today he's coming into town to meet with Terrance over a few matters, but also to meet up with the Bustoff's. Terrance has met with them several times, as have I. What happened to them was horrendous and though I don't have children, I know that I would never want to go through what they have.
After the courtroom drama immediately following Mike's exoneration, they reached out to anyone who might be able to get them in contact with Mike, this included me. I politely referred them to Terrance, and they hit a dead end. Mike agreeing to meet with them later today is a huge step for him and I am worried if he will be all right.
I felt nervous almost constantly since my confession, I had only seen him once more, two weeks after I told him I was falling in love with him. I must admit that weekend, while I wanted him to tear my clothes off and fuck me to heaven and back making me his woman, I knew it wouldn't happen that way. He was still a shattered man. But even then, the weekend we spent together, walking along the beach hand in hand, snuggling on the couch watching movies, even some passionate making out, it reinforced my feelings for him.
At one point Mike even took the lead and drew me in for a kiss, I know my heart skipped a beat after that kiss and as he pulled me close to him. He still couldn't say it, but I felt so loved. It was even better when I woke the next morning the two of us have not moved all night from our spot on the couch. I could feel Mike's stare, his eyes were looking at me in wonder and when I arched my neck he obliged and when our lips met. I knew I had found him. Not some arrogant, self-absorbed, God's gift to humanity. But a real man, hurt and vulnerable, someone who was trying to find his way back from the abyss the world had forced him into. Mike was not better or worse than me, he was a true partner, an equal to whom I could give my heart to and know he would cherish the gift dearly for the rest of our lives.
Just thinking about him and that I would get to see him in a few minutes made me squirm just a little. While I knew today would be difficult for him, I already planned to take him for dinner after the meeting with the Bustoff's. It was unlikely that anyone would recognise him. These days, he's quite fit and toned, with a completely shaved head and face, along with an amazing tan and coloured contacts that he often wore, no one would recognise him from the skinny, pale-skinned man that had a poor head of brown hair and a moustache that belonged back in the seventies.
I was brought out of my thoughts as I felt a shadow fall across me and stayed there waiting for my attention. I looked up to see a woman a couple of years younger than myself, she looked familiar and it took me a minute to recognise her.
"Ms Brown?" she said to me tentatively.
I nodded and stood, suddenly worried. I looked back over my shoulder towards the runway, trying not to let my sudden nerves show.
"Ms Other, wasn't it?" I responded, trying to be professional.
The woman nodded. "Patricia," she said, confirming her name, Mike's sister.
"What can I do for you, Patricia?" I asked her, nervous as a plane continued to taxi towards this very gate.
"Well, I guess I am a little desperate, however, I am sure you remember my brother?" She asked me, I tried not to snort.
"Of course, there is no way I could ever forget him," I said, keeping all emotion off my face.
Patricia looked down.
"I was wondering if you had ever heard anything. If you perhaps know..." she asked me.
Neither of us said anything.
"I mean, after what we all did to him, I was wondering if you knew how to..." she couldn't say it.
"You're wondering if I know how to contact your brother?" I finished for her.
I sighed.
"Ms Other," I said, trying to sound professional. "You, your brothers, your mother and pretty much your entire immediate family were at the centre of the largest miscarriage of justice that this country has ever seen."
Patricia nodded.
"And when everything happened, you didn't even bother to ask him if he was innocent. His mother, his father, his sister, his brothers, his wife, his children, his friends, not only abandoned him, but actively abused him. You yourself, took turns with your mother and his ex-wife, slapping him until you couldn't hit him anymore."
Patricia was now crying, but she still had to hear this.
"When he was sentenced," I said, fighting tears of my own. "I was there in the room. I was the instrument of his incarceration. And as an innocent man was condemned, I felt horrible, I couldn't connect the crime to the facts I had been given. In a moment of compassion for the man I asked him if there was a message for anyone, and he shook his head, I even took a chance and glanced back into the gallery seeing you and your family celebrating the destruction of a man you previously loved. You weren't appalled that your own brother had been convicted of a heinous crime. You were celebrating."
I paused. There were now a few people watching us. I could see the shame written on her face.
"Your brother rightly moved away from everyone and everything. He has been afforded the opportunity to make a clean break. I suggest if you ever loved him, you let him take it."
The sister of the man I loved looked at me, seeing the tears welling in my eyes and as I looked at her. I could see that she had a degree of remorse, but there was also a sense of desperation that had nothing to do with Mike.
"But... How am I? How are we going to apologise? How are we going to make it right? How are we going to get him to forgive us if we can't see him? His lawyer is the only one who knows where he is, and he tells us each time that Mike doesn't want to see us. His kids are desperate, they search the papers daily, if you looked at their search history, finding their father is their top results, they are still in counselling over what happened. How are we ever going to be forgiven?
"Ms Brown, can you tell me." Patricia pleaded. "We... I hurt my brother so much. I wish I could go back and defend him. How do I get him to forgive me?
"We have been searching the country for him. I'm waiting for Clayton, my brother. We heard he might have been in Brisbane, so Clayton has spent the last week following up on reports. But he couldn't find him." She finished then looked down at her feet in shame.
"You're aware there is a restraining order against all of you from seeing him?" I said, raising an eyebrow.
"I know Ms Brown. Trust me, all of us know. But we're desperate," she responded.
I looked back over my shoulder. The plane was finishing its taxi.
"Why are you so desperate, Patricia? What could seeing your brother do other than cause him more pain?" I asked. I didn't want to put Mike anywhere near his family on purpose. All too soon, I understood that continuing this conversation was not a good idea, and I was running a risk talking to Patricia.
"None of us has seen him since the trial," Patricia told me. "If Mike would forgive us and tell everyone he had, then we could get back to normal."
"Get back to normal?" I asked, almost grunting at the comment. "What do you mean? Normal?"
"We're pariahs in our own neighbourhood Ms Brown. No one wants to associate with us since we so viciously laid into Mike. My parents are hounded everywhere they go, I am ridiculed at work. Clayton's kids get bullied."
I shrugged.
"I understand that," I retorted. "You didn't just abuse your brother. You bought into the entire frenzy. Even if he was guilty, with how you all acted, it would always bite back."
"We know that now," she said mournfully.
"So let me get this right," I said, standing to my full height as the airport staff started to ready the passengers for disembarkment.
"After doing what you did to your brother, you want to find him and tell him sorry so that he will tell the media that he forgives you?" I asked incredulously.
"You make it sound so horrid when you put it like that?" She said her eyes downcast.
"That's because it is Patricia, to think that your main motivation is easing your own conscience is disgusting."
I sighed as the airport staff opened the walkway doors.
"Look Patricia, I can give you no greater advice than to examine your motivations for wanting to talk with your brother. When you know they are true talk with his lawyer to make formal contact."
She nodded.
"Thank you, Ms Brown," she told me, her sadness painted across her features. "We're desperate and I just thought since you know him from his trial.."
I nodded in understanding.
"I understand Patricia."
Sensing movement I watched as Mike emerged third from the walkway and I immediately ran to him and threw my arms around him. As he went to lift his glasses, I pushed him into a kiss.
"Joel, welcome back baby, it's great to see you." I said then added. "I think you're going to love the surprise when I introduce you to an old friend from home."
Mike was suddenly wary and kissed me back, knowing I had just used one of our danger code words. I could see his eyes searching behind his sunglasses and his lips got tighter when his eyes lighted on his sister.
"Thanks honey," he said acting badly, "it's wonderful to see you." I smiled knowing that part was true. "Let's get out of here," he said and linked arms with me.
As we walked past Patricia, I tossed her a glance. She was looking at us, but not in a familiar way. With Mike's lack of any facial or head hair, muscles and a tan, not to mention a renewed dress sense, she couldn't place Mike and my loudly proclaiming Mike as Joel, his new identity hopefully threw her off the sent.
Neither of us said anything until we got into the waiting corporate car, taking us directly to Terrance's offices.
"Vicki, what the..." he asked.
"I know baby," I replied eyeing the driver quickly. "She surprised me. Apparently, your brother was on that flight and they are searching for you."
"Why?" he asked.
I at last let the snort of contempt for his family out that I had been holding in, no one was ever going to hurt my man again if I could help it.
"That bad?" he asked.
"Yeah," I lamented. "They want to seek you out to gain forgiveness, but ultimately it's so that they can get everyone to lay off them. Not to reconcile."
I heard him sigh.
"There is not much chance of that," he said taking his turn to glance at the driver. "I can still feel her slaps. My cheek still stings when I think about it."
I sniffed, feeling for him and leant over kissing his cheek.
"You called me honey?" I told him as I pulled back into my seat.
"Yeah," Mike said smiling at me. "Did you miss me?" he asked.
I bit my bottom lip, thrust my chest out a little and looked at him through my eyelashes. "uh huh." I said. I could almost smell his hormones. Mike was finding himself again. He gulped.
We flirted for the rest of the trip. I don't think he has any idea how wet he was making me by the time we climbed out of the car. I had to excuse myself to go to the ladies almost as soon as we were inside Terrance's offices.
[:::: Mike ::::]
The last month had been difficult. Victoria and I had been growing closer. We spent hours talking and honestly, I loved that she put no pressure on me whatsoever. She was the most patient person I had ever met. I knew I was falling in love with her fast. I watched as we signed into Terrance's office and then she excused herself to go to the bathroom. As I watched her walk away, the swing of her hips stirred me not for the first time during the past month.
Terrance greeted us not long after Victoria returned, escorting us both into a large conference room. His assistant followed us in and took a coffee order for us, before closing the door.
Terrance tapped a thick manila folder full of paperwork, and looked at us both.
"Alright you two, what's going on?" he asked.
"What do you mean Terrance?" Victoria asked, acting over innocent, knowing exactly what it meant.
He looked at me, I just smiled.
"I've known both of you for a while now, and I have never..."
He stopped and looked at us, then smiled.
"You two?" he said looked at each of us and pointing.
Victoria nodded.
"How long?" he asked.
"It's a slow thing," I added before Victoria could say anything. "We are just taking it a day at a time."
"Well good for you," Terrance said a smile on his face.
We spoke for a few more minutes and Terrance ran us through what to expect with today's visit. There were no legal obligations, this is just an opportunity for grieving parents to apologise.
A couple of minutes before the meeting, Terrance's assistant came in and guided us to a smaller meeting room that was nicely appointed with a couple of lounges.
Entering the room, I was surprised to see Mary and Garlin Bustoff already seated. As Terrance, Victoria and I entered the room. They shook hands with Terrance, then with Victoria. Lastly, they shook hands with me, but then did a double take when they understood it was me, Mike Other, they were greeting, not just another lawyer.
Immediately Mary became weepy, apologising over and over. I let them get it out of their system. Out of everyone in the world, when I was convicted, these two had the most reason to hate me. When I was found innocent, they had waited a year to let things settle before starting to try and contact me. If they wanted to say they were sorry and show that emotion of regret, these two people deserved it more than anyone else in the world.
"Mr and Mrs Bustoff," I said as we all took our seats. They sat on a lounge while I sat on another, Terrance and Victoria sat on chairs against the wall. I know Victoria wanted to sit beside me, hell, I know I wanted her to hold my hand. But for the moment I needed to handle this solo.
"Please, Mr Other, call us Garlin and Mary," Garlin Bustoff said, speaking for the first time.
I nodded.
"I know that most of the world has tried to apologise to you," Garlin said demurely. "This includes us, so I won't insult you by saying sorry. I think you know that despite everything, Mary and I deeply regret the ordeal you have been through."
I nodded and smiled, his tone was formal and serious. He wasn't trying to avoid responsibility, but neither was he looking stupid saying sorry belatedly until he went red in the face. As a fellow man I could respect that.
"Mr Other, would you mind if we asked you a question?" Garlin asked me.
I looked at him and smiled.
"Please Garlin, Mary," I nodded to both of them. "If you do me the honour of allowing me to call me your names, please call me Mike." They both smiled and let out a breath they didn't know they were holding. "What's your question?"
Mary reached across the lounge and put a hand on my arm, "How are you?" she asked.
It was a simple question, earnestly asked, but it caused me to sit back like I had been slammed back into my chair by one of my tormentors in prison.
"I'm good," I said using the universal reply when you didn't want to get into things. But then I looked into Mary's eyes. She knew I was lying. I sighed.
"No, that's not true," I said confessing. "I do have good days, truth be told. But most nights the faces of your daughters haunt me. The beatings I took, the humiliation that my family heaped on me. Honestly, I am a long way from good." I admitted.
I watched as their faces fell, if I looked behind me I would have seen the sombre expressions on both Terrance and Victoria as well.
"But with that said, I have hope. And for right now, that's enough." I said.
The small smile that Mary gave me told me she understood. I mean she had lost both her daughters. I took a breath. It was time to be brave.
"Would you mind if I told you a story of the time I got to meet your girls?" I asked already feeling my emotions rise...
[:::: End of Part I ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
When I wrote this story, I originally had the entire thing as one long tale, however, one of my editors suggested that I split the story in two. So that is what I have done.
If you have read any of my other stories, you know that there is always an element of drama, sometimes it's over the top and other times it could 'almost' happen in real life. In Part II we're kicking off with a big part of the drama and unless you have a heart of stone, you will likely need a couple of tissues for what's about to happen.
Also just to point out, the town of 1770 is a real place and yes it uses the numbers. I have visited the place a number of times over the years and I hope that I gave an adequate description of the beautiful beaches up and down the coastline. A surf beach without a lot of people on it, as such a soothing place for your soul, and I felt that Mike deserved it.
By the time you have read this, I will have already submitted Part II, so you won't have long to wait for the ending of the story between Mike and Victoria.
See you in Part II.
Cheers
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Welcome to Part II of 'Guilty Until Proven Innocent', If you are yet to read Part I, I recommend that you spend the time as it outlines a number of important points for this second part of Mike and Victoria's tale.
As opposed to my usual Loving Wives tale, I have written this as a Romance. Just a warning, for those of you who aren't just cold-hearted, emotionless automatons, you might need a couple of tissues for the first section of part II. I had a few tears throughout various parts of this story.
Also, a few readers have complained about my dream sequences in my previous stories, there are a few throughout this tale as I feel they really add to the overall narration from our characters points of vie.
Huge thanks to Mike and GeneralBigE this story has become so much more with your assistance. Mike in particular gave me lots of great ideas! I did kind of rush this last edit through myself and I am sure there are a few mistakes, but they are on me for making last minute changes.
Lastly, it is with a sad and heavy heart that I let you all know that one of the original editors I worked with, Kite, has left this mortal plane having lost his battle with cancer. He helped me a lot with my first few stories and I was recently contacted by his daughter. Please tip your hats and have a drink for a fallen member of the team.
Now with a smile, I invite you to enjoy Part II.
[:::: Guilty Until Proven Innocent - End of Part I ::::]
Mary reached across the lounge and put a hand on my arm, "How are you?" she asked.
It was a simple question, earnestly asked, but it caused me to sit back like I had been slammed back into my chair by one of my tormentors in prison.
"I'm good," I said, using the universal reply when you didn't want to get into things. But then I looked into Mary's eyes. She knew I was lying. I sighed.
"No that's not true," I said, confessing. "I do have good days, truth be told. But most nights the faces of your daughters haunt me. The beatings I took, the humiliation that my family heaped on me. Honestly, I am a long way from good."
I watched as their faces fell, if I looked behind me I would have seen the sombre expressions on both Terrance and Victoria as well.
"But with that said, I have hope. And for right now, that's enough." I said.
The small smile that Mary gave me told me she understood. I mean she had lost both her daughters. I took a breath. It was time to be brave.
"Would you mind if I told you a story of the time I got to meet your girls?" I asked, already feeling my emotions rise...
[:::: Guilty Until Proven Innocent - Part II ::::]
[:::: Mike ::::]
As I came to, I felt that only a few moments had passed. A small stick was poking me uncomfortably in the ribs, I could also feel leaves in my hair and something on my face. I tried to focus but it was almost pitch black in the evening gloom, I knew my eyes might adjust, but it would take a few minutes. Bringing my hand to my face, I brushed, what turned out to be a muddy leaf stuck on my cheek away and then felt the back of my neck. I winched as I touched it knowing I would have a huge lump to deal with.
I paused suddenly wondering if my attackers were still around, focusing I could hear deep male voices running through the scrub away from me. I was worried, because, even at my best, I wouldn't be able to take on most people. I was a smaller unassuming man with a bad haircut and a worse moustache left over from a high-school joke that I never shaved. I again heard deep voices laughing, then car doors slammed before the car, assuming it was the one I pulled up behind. They drove off.
I coughed and winced; it had been a very strong blow to the back of my neck. That's when I heard them. I froze. They were sobbing.
It sound liked two girls.
Despite the ache in my neck, I rose unsteadily and stumbled a dozen feet into the small clearing, the place stank of decay and death and the smell like iron was heavy in the air. Even in the weak moonlight filtering through the trees, and as my eyes adjusted, I could tell that neither girl was faring well. The larger girl, I learnt her name was Tina, was wheezing badly. One of her eyes was swollen shut, and her shirt was ripped with a large red bloom staining the remaining clothing. I won't talk further about it, as it's too disturbing. Maisy, her younger sister, was in a similar state but a little more alert, even though I could see multiple locations where the dark red shadow was spreading.
"Hello there ladies," I whispered to the obviously young girls and trying not to scare them. I was scared that my own voice would betray my panic at finding them in such a poor state. They hardly moved as they sense my presence. "You're going to be all right, okay? I've already called for help. They'll be here soon."
Tina coughed and looked at me weekly through her unswollen eye. We both knew that help in time would be unlikely.
I collapsed between them, more towards Maisy now they knew I wasn't a threat. I was fighting emotion and an ache in the back of my neck along with a range of vertigo, most likely from the blow to the back of the head.
"I'm Mike," I told them, already my feelings swirling within my chest as I looked Tina over, my sense of hopelessness rising, on second glance, I could see she had multiple wounds like her younger sister. I could see the one on her abdomen that was major trouble. Without thinking, I tore my shirt and tried to put pressure on the wound.
"It's okay, Mr Mike," Tina said weekly, "It doesn't hurt as much anymore. How's Maisy?"
"It hurts a lot Tina," the little girl sobbed before I could say anything. She coughed, and my heart ached. I tore more of my shit, using the cloth, trying to put pressure on both girls' wounds at the same time.
For a few minutes, I tried to assess their wounds and place pressure on the places that would help the most. I know I was crying, helplessness falling off me in waves. I tried to comfort them, we spoke briefly about ourselves, the briefest on introductions, but we connected in a way that only victims of a trauma could.
"Hey," I said suddenly, trying to be upbeat even as I tried to stem our tears. "Would you like to hear a story? My kids love it when I give them a story."
Tina was lying on my lap, and I now had my arm around Maisy as she leaned into me.
"That sounds great Mr Mike." Tina replied, she sounded very tired and closed her eyes.
"Hey," I said, trying to jostle Tina a little, "I need you to stay awake for me." I knew next to nothing about injuries like this, but in the movies, they always said to stay awake.
I heard Maisy sigh and cough again. "Tina's always a sleepyhead. Mum says it happens when you become a teenager. But a story sounds nice Mr Mike."
I spent the next little while fighting tears and sorrow, telling them stories about princesses and princes. In my stories, the prince always rescues the princess from the bad guys, and they always live happily ever after. I caught them smiling as I spoke, but heartbeat after a heartbeat, my emotions rose, pain and grief mounting. Mourning these little ones that I had only just met. Yet while the three of us could not say it, we knew I would be the one to see them pass from this mortal plane.
I still couldn't hear any sirens and I finished, "And they all lived happily ever after".
I stroked Tina's hair and tried to peer at her wound. She cringed as I did from the movement.
"It's okay Mr Mike. You've done your best. We're happy you could be here for us." She said, wise beyond her years, and I caught the glint of tears in her now open eyes as she tried to focus on me but was struggling.
I nodded, and I felt Maisy squeeze my arm.
"It's going to be hard Mr Mike. It's going to be harder than any man can endure." The little girl said to me in a voice that, like her sister a moment before, sounded much older than she looked. I held her tightly like I would my own daughter when she was younger.
"I know sweetie," I said, replying.
"No," Tina said, responding suddenly to her sister's statement. "She means what comes next. Mr Mike, I know you will never forget us or this moment. Maisy is trying to say, please always remember you're a kind and loving man. Never forget that."
At the time, I had no idea what they meant, "I will do my best girls," I promised them. Until this retelling, I had never told anyone about my time talking with the sisters.
I had managed to get the three of us into a position where I could help the girls hold hands. The three of us cried, both happy and sad tears, sad at the circumstance, happy that they were together in this moment as I bore witness to their statements of love and affection for each other.
"Mr Mike?" Tina said a few minutes later, Maisy had now fallen asleep, and I couldn't rouse her again. I started to panic but then understood Tina had spoken to me. I looked down at the fading girl lying in my lap.
"When it's time, can you tell our Mum and Dad that we love them? Tell them, So long pussy cats." She tried to laugh at some family joke but coughed blood. "I'm sorry Mr Mike, I am...."
With that, Tina faded out saying how much she loved her sister and then liked her sister she never woke again and I howled in agony and pain that was nothing to do with the lump on the back of my neck.
When the first responders and a couple of Police officers found me, I was clutching both girls and moaning in emotional anguish. As I was covered in their blood from trying to hold pressure on their wounds, my shirt was torn, and the injuries to the girls could easily be seen in the torchlight. I was immediately thrown to the ground and handcuffed. I don't remember much of the next few days until the reading of the charges against me.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
As Mike finished his story, everyone was distraught. Even Terrance, Mike's hard-as-nails lawyer, had rivers of water running down his face. Unlike most people, he knew more than most people about what Mike had been through, but to hear how he comforted those two girls as they passed away in his arms was too much for even a battle-hardened lawyer like him.
I couldn't help it. The man I loved was in anguish having just relived one of the worst moments in his life. His shoulders were rocking backwards and forward, and he was groaning like a mortally wounded animal in agony. As he broke down, I ran to the couch and pulled him into my arms. I had heard Mike talk of certain parts of his time with the Bustoff girls, But to have to bear witness to that gruesome scene. To be there emotionally for the sisters as they passed on and then have the entire world turn its back on you and blame you when your only crime was compassion would be more than any sane person could take.
I closed my eyes and just rocked him, my tears pooling on their run down my face adding to his. His hand latched onto mine, and we rocked back and forward as each one of us in the room sobbed from what we had just heard. After a few minutes, I opened my eyes and looked at Mary and Garlin. They two were holding onto each other as if the world was about to end, Mary's head was buried in Garlin's chest, but even through her tears, her eyes were locked on Mike. At some point, Mary noticed me looking at her and gave me a mournful smile and a nod.
Slowly, ever so slowly, Mike settled down, and each of us waited for him to come back to himself. As he did, he saw the tear-stained faces of Tina and Maisy's parents. Without any more prompting, he let go of me and slid off the couch kneeling before them, taking one of each of their hands.
"Mr and Mrs Bustoff," Mike said, his voice quiet but holding a strong note of resolve. "Your girls, we're two of the bravest, strongest women I have ever known. I am sorry that I wasn't there in time. I am sorry I couldn't save them. I would gladly have given my life if it had saved theirs. I could only..." he faltered.
Mary leant down as tears again stained her face. Placing her hands on either side of his cheeks, she drew his face full of agony and pain, leaned in, and kissed him on the forehead.
"You beautiful, beautiful man," she spoke softly but so clearly everyone heard her voice, She was fighting past emotions we were all obviously feeling to talk. "You gave our girls comfort in their last moments. No one could have done a more beautiful and loving thing for them than you have done," Mary sniffed, again choking back tears. "You were there for them. Thank you Mike, thank you from the bottom of our hearts."
Mike just nodded, and everyone broke down in tears again. Terrance excused himself and returned moments later with boxes of tissues for everyone. When Mike stood next time, Terrance hugged him like a long-lost brother. He guided him back to the couch and into my arms.
I held him and didn't care who was in the room. I pulled Mike to me, placed his head on my chest and kissed his head. The pure strength Mike must have had to endure what he had been through, again amazed me.
His family were stupid.
We all talked a little more while we let Mike recover further and he could again talk without breaking down. Mary and Garlin tried to present him with a cheque for fifteen thousand dollars. Mike smiled and looked at me.
"Mr and Mrs... Garlin, Mary. Thank you for the money, but this is money that I don't need." Their looks were almost pleading though. Mike looked at me and I saw him brighten with an idea.
"Garlin, Mary. Rather than accepting it. Would you be open to investing it in a charity?"
They looked at Mike.
"Since I have been released, I have been working with the prison system helping non-violent criminals get back on their feet when they have done their time."
The Bustoff's nodded.
"But in telling you the story of your daughters today and with some of the other... experiences that I have had, I was wondering if you would be willing to help me set up a charity to support the children of domestic violence?"
I immediately saw that Mike's suggestion had struck a chord with them.
We ended up talking for another hour about ideas. The Bustoffs, Mike, and Terrance would all be on the board. He would use his real name for the recognition but would be hands-off daily running of the organisation so as not to bring too much unwanted attention.
By the time we finished, Mike was again smiling. Everyone hugged like old friends. When Mary hugged me, she whispered.
"He loves you, dear, as much as I can see you love him. I can see it," she said, smiling and looking into my eyes. "But he's scared; he's scared of taking the chance. But for you..." She told me, holding my face in both her hands as she did to Mike earlier. "I know he's going to take the chance. Please look after him, guard his heart, because that man is now as precious to me as my girls were."
I nodded, my eyes were red and puffy like hers, but had she imparted what she needed.
After the Bustoffs left, Terrance closed the doors to the lounge, leaving Mike and me to sit. We ended up snuggling on the couch and falling asleep together. It was almost the end of business before Terrance's assistant came in and woke us.
"I'm sorry to wake you, Mr Other, Ms Brown. Terrance asked me to see if you would both be willing to have dinner with him and his wife tonight?"
We agreed, and she arranged for a car to take us first back to my place and then to Mike's hotel. Mike was surprised when I quickly packed a bag with some clothes and makeup and ushered him back to the waiting town car.
"Don't look at me like that silly. I'll get ready with you, and we can go met Terrance together." I told Mike as we were driven.
Terrance had, of course, put Mike up in a beautiful hotel suite. The place had two bedrooms, a large sitting area and a beautiful bathroom. I saw Mike eye the second bedroom as we walking in the door, but I had other ideas and just took my womanly privilege walking directly into the master.
Mike watched, both shocked and a little intrigued, as I went into his suitcase and pulled out a set of clothes, nodding in satisfaction, laying them out for him. He was going to look good tonight.
"You get dressed here while I get ready in the bathroom," I told him as I made sure to sway my hips a little more than usual. Just before I started to close the bathroom door, I turned and gave him a big smile. His look was still one of amazement, but I was happy to see he had lost quite a bit of the hesitation. Good.
I jumped in the shower and had a quick rinse making myself fresh. Towelling off, I made sure to deodorise myself appropriately, then smiled as I pulled out a new set of lingerie and a new slinky blue dress that would complement the clothes I laid out for him.
I drew in a deep breath as I looked at myself in the mirror feeling my hormones coursing through my system. Clad in sheer lingerie, I luxuriated in the feeling of the thin material on my body. I felt this next step was a huge gamble, but I wanted, no, I needed to draw Mike out with larger and larger steps. He had done so well today. I wanted him to feel again both desire I had for him and that he could desire me as well.
I cracked the door.
"Mike?" I spoke out into the room.
"Yes?" I heard from the lounge area.
"Would you be a sweetie and get my mascara? It's in my suitcase."
"Sure thing." I heard him say.
I turned to the mirror and began applying a little blush to my cheeks. I made sure I was leaning forward, my backside muscles taut for the show I was about to give him. A moment later there was a small knock at the door.
"Are you decent?" Mike asked.
Here we go.
"I'm not naked," I said.
I heard the door open. I started counting. Out of the corner of my eye, as I continued applying my makeup, I could see Mike standing like a deer in headlights. He swallowed. I could sense his eyes roaming my body which made me very proud.
"Thank you, sweetie," I said, reaching out to take the purposely left out of my makeup kit mascara. He handed it to me, and I looked at him. A moment later, our eyes met, and I saw it.
Desire!
I giggled and did a full turn for him.
"You like?" I asked.
"Victoria, I..." he got that look. He was ready to run. I needed to act quickly.
"Mike," I said firmly, drawing him back to me.
"I bought this for you," I told him, gesturing to the lingerie on my body. "We've already talked about taking it slow. But I'm telling you that this body, what I am wearing. This is for your eyes only. No one else gets this, only you."
He swallowed, and I let his eyes roam my body again. After a moment, he looked away, blushing, not knowing where to look.
I started to apply my misappropriated mascara, but I noticed he was still there. I loved the feeling of his eyes on me and I stifled a small flush. I grinned, even better, I could see the reaction I wanted. Mike needed to adjust himself.
I stopped and looked at him.
"Are you all right Mike?" I asked this man I was falling in love with. "I get it. I'm pushing a little here. But I won't push further if you're not all okay."
He looked at me momentarily, and I saw him hesitate, fighting an internal struggle. Then for the first time since he saw me, I saw the smile slowly emerging as he recovered his humanity.
"Thank you, honey," he said and came in and wrapped his arms around me and kissed the back of my neck, sending chills down my spine.
I giggled as I felt him hold me. He was now enjoying looking at me in the mirror. I could see his eyes roaming over my body and my nipples hardened as his eyes kept roaming back to my cleavage. I had to push him away so I could finish and make sure that the crotch of my G-string didn't get soaked, though that may already be too late.
But even as I gestured him back, I couldn't help it. I turned around, grabbed him by the shirt and kissed him, not caring that I was smudging my lipstick. He kissed me back, and I felt another blast flow through my body. He wanted me.



After a minute, we separated.
I picked up a wipe and wiped the lipstick from his lips before giving him a gentle shove and laughing.
"Now get out of here. Let me finish so we can get to dinner." I said, ushering him out of the bathroom as he laughed. Closing the door again, I leaned against it, my hand over my breast and a smile on my face. I had done it, my man wanted me and I felt a rush like never before.
[:::: Mike ::::]
Dinner that night was magical. After Victoria came out of the bathroom twenty minutes later, she was a vision. Her dark brown hair was brushed to a luxurious lustre. The blue dress matched exactly with the lingerie I knew was underneath it. More than once, I had to adjust myself.
In my previous life, I had an active sex life and three kids to prove it. But I had not had any sex drive to speak of in over three years. The couple of times I had looked on the Internet to feel some desire had left me even more depressed. I just had no libido. But over the past month, Victoria made herself more and more obvious in her desire for me. I could feel something awaken. A response that I vaguely recalled and wasn't sure how to handle.
In my head, it made sense. Since my release, Victoria has become my best friend. She never left me alone, and when she told me back in Queensland, she was falling in love with me, I didn't want to believe it because without thinking about it, I could logically see I was falling for her.
At one point, I thought she could be a gold digger, just wanting my money. However, she had no idea how much I was worth, I think she had to know it was more than a few dollars after the settlements. But then again, I knew she was also worth quite a bit being a top-tier lawyer.
I thought about the way she handled my sister at the airport. She could have tried to begin bridging the gap. But she didn't. She went into full protection mode. I also noted that after my breakdown earlier in the day talking to the Bustoffs, she didn't care that they saw her holding me. But while I was inconsolable, sobbing like a newborn, I could feel Victoria holding me. All I could feel from her was love and concern.
Then seeing her this evening getting ready, I knew that little show with the makeup and the lingerie was just for me. She was drawing me out of my protective shell one step at a time, and it made me love her more for it.
Love.
We were sitting with Terrance and Constance at the restaurant, all of us enjoying an amazing meal. I was served amazing Angus steak with all the sides and trimmings, along with the accompanying glass of wine that matched the meal. I looked at Victoria as she laughed at a story Constance was telling us about the time Terrance got peed on by their son when he was changing a nappy, and it got all over a three-thousand-dollar suit.
Victoria sensed my gaze and looked at me, still smiling from the story. I understood it. It was love that I had for this woman. It was not instant lust or a fatal attraction as I had with my ex-wife. This love had smouldered and grown slowly. Our attraction and desire weren't built on physical attraction but it was built around emotional fortitude. Both of us had been hurt by what had happened. Along the way of helping me to recover, we fell in love.
I loved this woman who was now looking at me, our eyes had locked and a moment was occurring. All conversation had now stopped at the table.
"You all right there buddy?" Terrance asked, just a little concerned. I did tend to zone out now and then. But most of the people around me were used to it. I looked away from Victoria and over to Terrance and Constance.
"Yeah, sorry I was just thinking of how much I love this woman," I told them gesturing to Victoria.
Their eyes went wide at my statement, but Victoria took a huge intake of breath and held it, looking at me with hope, tears already glistening at the corners of her eyes.
"Mike, did you...?" she started to say, I knew she was hoping beyond hope.
I smiled at her. "Yeah."
She looked at me again, smiling.
"Victoria Brown," I said, looking deep into her eyes and grabbing her now-shaking hands. "Thank you for being there for me, for being my best friend and for helping me to become a man again. This past year you have been the most amazing person in my life. You have never demanded a thing from me. You have never yelled at me or walked away when I have been an emotional wreck. I have been feeling this for a while, but now I can admit it, I love you."
At that, she almost threw herself against me, her tears causing her mascara to run. Constance appeared with tissues a moment later, and Victoria thanked her as she wiped her eyes. Terrance just smiled widely. When Constance suggested a lady's room trip to fix makeup a few minutes later, Victoria shook her head.
"I'm not going anywhere. My man just told me he loved me." She looked back at me and repeated. "I'm not going anywhere."
After that, Victoria leaned into me, her hand or her arm always touching me for the rest of the night. When dessert came, we ordered a couple of different items and shared them together using the same fork.
Later that evening, we came back to my hotel room and we got ready for bed. I was nervous but anticipating what was about to happen as Victoria told me we were staying together in the same bed.
As we walked into the bedroom of my hotel room, she turned and lifted her arms, drawing me into a passionate embrace. As we kissed, I felt her begin to unbuckle my belt and as I pulled away to let her, she continued by unbuttoning my shirt and drawing down my pants.
For the first time in years, I was harder than steel. Victoria helped me undress down to my briefs and then she had me help her out of her dress before drawing me down onto the bed where our lips and bodies again met.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I groaned as I felt Mike's weight against my body as I pulled him onto the bed with me. When his lips crashed against mine and I felt his hand pass over my stomach, I could feel my entire body quiver. Mike's manhood was pushed against my thigh, and I had never wanted a man more than at that moment. I kissed him again and pushed my hand against his chest. Once nothing more than skin and bones, this man was now fit and toned. My fingers found his pec and I gently rubbed his nipple as his tongue danced with mine. He tried and failed not to groan as we broke the kiss and I looked him in the eyes, squeezing his nipple ever so gently causing a stronger groan from him. Smiling, I took a moment to arch my back and dropped my hand to his, pulling his hand up to cup my breast. When his fingers moulded to my breast, I shivered, the touch causing me to tingle all over. I loved it. When he slipped his hand under the bra cup and put his hand on my breast, without hesitation, I was ecstatic. Moments later he bent his head and pulling the bra down ever so slightly he took my nipple in his mouth for the first time.
"Yeeesssssssss." I moaned as I felt his tongue flick the top of my nipple. The pressure on my breast from his mouth was perfect and he still had his hand in my bra on my other breast. I wrapped my arm around his back as he began moving from breast to breast, sending signals from my chest to my loins caused by his ministrations.
My hand moved and I rubbed his back. There were scars there, lacerations from his time of abuse in prison. But they were no longer the raw, angry marks from when he was first released. Time was healing them and while they would always be there, they could fade.
Releasing my bra from my body, I arched my breasts for him again and Mike hungrily devoured each of my orbs with the passion of a man who had long been denied. Now free of the garment, I pushed my 32Cs together. Mike took the hint and worked to take both of my nipples in his mouth together. I moaned as I felt the small hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and if it was possible my nipples hardened even more. I had been waiting on this for months, I had wanted Mike to want me, I wanted to love this man so much, and he was coming alive. He was touching me in just the right way. His lips gave the right amount of pressure, his hands roaming up and down my sides and my back in light but firm movements that told me he wanted me, but also not so firm that it became just about him, with this I knew he cared for me.
After a few minutes, he started going lower with his kisses, I knew he was wanting me to open my thighs for him, I knew then he would always be a generous lover, looking to my own satisfaction before his own, but it wasn't time yet. I needed my man to know that I too would put his desires above my own. It was now his turn.
Before he could get too low, I stopped him bringing his lips back up to mine, pulling him in for a smouldering kiss. I looked deeply in his eyes as I gently rolled him on his back and started working my way down him. I kissed his chest and made sure to suck on each of his nipples. He reacted, and I understood that he was one of those men who had a number of erogenous zones that they would acknowledge.
I kissed down his chest and abs, pausing to look up at him as I hooked my hands into his briefs. There was acknowledgement in his eyes as he lifted his hips ever so slightly and I came face to face with the only cock that I ever wanted to see again for the rest of my life.
I found it interesting that Mike had an all-over tan. There were no tan lines from his time on the beach that made me smile inwardly knowing that I would have to do the same thing when we got back to his place. But before me was what I wanted. Mike looked at me as I examined his manhood. I knew this was another milestone for him. The wrong reaction at this point could set us back months. But with what was in front of me now, he had nothing to worry about.
Mike's cock was perhaps a little under six inches long. He was circumcised which I liked because it was easier to clean. About a third of the way down, on the underside of a very veiny shaft was a little mole that was stretched as he was hard. I was surprised to find that he had very little public hair, a little stubble was there, but I liked the nice clean look. His balls looked heavy, and I smiled as I watched them move slightly as the blood and hormones pumping through my man's body caused the reaction.
"Beautiful," I whispered, smiling as my compliment caused an involuntary pulse along his shaft and his balls again churned.
I looked up at my soon-to-be lover and licked my lips.
"He's beautiful honey, absolutely beautiful, and he's all mine!" I spoke letting the desire I felt course up and down my spine to find a sultry voice.
I have given a few blow jobs over the years but never before had I wanted to feel the texture of a man's shaft against my tongue. Previously, blowjobs were foreplay, a minor sexual act. But now looking at Mike's rock hard shaft. I knew that I was wrong. I leant forward and now holding the base of his shaft, I looked him deep in the eyes, opened my mouth, and took the tip of his manhood.
Mike threw his head backwards and groaned as I began to suck the head. He tasted heady, the masculine taste again made my nipples hard. And as I took more and more of him into my mouth, I worked my tongue along the underside as I began to bob up and down. I could taste him; his pre-release was slightly salty, slightly sweet on my tongue. Mike groaned again as I used one of my hands to press his pelvis into the mattress, enjoying the sensation of my lover's shaft moving in and out of my mouth. I could feel he was involuntarily trying to thrust, which made me smile. I lifted my mouth off him.
"Stay still honey; I'm enjoying this," I told him.
He nodded, moaning again as I returned to the task. My other hand caressed his balls. I briefly closed my eyes, appreciating the feel of him in my mouth, I luxuriated my lips and tongue as lavishly as I could upon him.
As I made my man grow closer to release, I also made sure to stay away from his ass. I know he had some bad experiences in prison, and while I had engaged in anal play with other partners in the past, Mike and I needed to talk before that.
I pulled back for a moment and watched as Mike groaned again and a large drop of liquid gathered at the tip of his shaft. While he watched, I moved my mouth over the head and, again, looking into his eyes, pressed my lips over his head and licked the large viscous drop from him.
That was it. He couldn't hold back anymore, and I felt the release from his balls. I quickly sealed my lips around his shaft and for the first time ever, I let a man cum in my mouth.
The taste was not quite what I was expecting. The texture even less so. But I was surprised that I was in no way repulsed by it. Indeed, Mike's cum felt like pure liquid love to me. Spurt after spurt I felt hit the back of my mouth, and without thinking, I began to swallow it down. Mike was almost screaming in the release. His body giving him something that he had been denied for years.
I smiled, oh how I loved this man. I again felt the rush of hormones run to my pussy, now soaking wet with desire.
I continued to suck him long after he finished, ensuring he would stay hard for me. For a moment, he softened, but then he got his second wind and he was ready.
His eyes watched as I pulled my soaking thong down my hips and over my thighs. As I lay back down, Mike moved and leaned over me, kissing me. Instinctually, he kissed me as he moved into postion. I spread my hips, and I felt the tip of his cock press against my womanhood.
He looked into my eyes, "Are you sure?" he asked, and I nodded, biting my lip.
"Yes honey, join with me, please." I pleaded.
Slowly he began to push inside me. I felt my lips part as his beautiful cock made its way inside me. I groaned as he made his way deeper into me, the nerve endings within me being pleasured by every movement. I could feel my vaginal walls expanding to accommodate him and I loved it. He wasn't the largest man I had ever taken. And I would never hurt his ego by telling him that, but in one slow thrust, he was the best. His size was perfect. The one large penis I had taken hurt, guys with big cocks think that all women want to be whores for them. However, the truth is that outside of a few real sluts, unless God gave you a cavernous vagina, or you stretched yourself out, larger cocks hurt. Worse, in my one experience with a large cock, the guy was selfish. I lacked lubrication, and he only lasted a couple of minutes, even with the handjob I gave him before we did the deed.
I banished the thought from my mind as Mike bottomed out. I could feel his hips against mine as he leant in to kiss me. I accepted the kiss as he pulled his hips back. The feeling was amazing. Slowly, ever so slowly Mike began to pump in and out and I felt like I could melt into a puddle of warm goo I was so content. For the umpteenth time that evening, my nipples hardened as he began to grind against me. We were making love, sliding together. Our hands caressed each other as his thrusts caused my womb to pulsate. Mike looked at me, our emotions being translated, pure and true love, he become faster. I place my hands upon his chest.
"Fuck me honey, fuck me hard!" I told him.
His response was immediate and almost animalistic. Mike almost growled as he started pounding me and grunting with each thrust like a tennis player in the middle of an epic rally.
"Yeeessss!" I hissed as my man pounded me with power and passion.
I have no idea how long we lasted, but I could feel my orgasm approaching as Mike continued.
"Vickie, I'm going to...." He said, starting to pull out.
Instantly I grabbed his hips and pulled him as deep as possible inside me.
"Inside me!" I screamed as I felt the first pulse of his eruption deep inside me, causing my own orgasm. I felt my pelvic walls spasm and I added my scream to Mike's as I felt everything all at once. I could feel my body milking more and more from his, my body craving his seed.
Our mutual crescendo caused both of us to fall into a heap. At one point, I think I passed out for a few seconds, so fantastic was the feeling of pleasure and euphoria.
When I came to, Mike was lying on me, still buried deep inside me I could feel small pulses from him as his body completed its release.
"I love you," he whispered into my ear as we lay in our post-orgasmic bliss.
"I love you too," I replied kissing him as we drifted off together.
[:::: Mike ::::]
In the morning, I awoke to the feel of something I never thought I would feel again, a sexy naked woman snuggled in against me. Victoria was sleeping lightly and her right leg was draped across my lower body. A white sheet partially covered both of us, but I could see her amazing breasts uncovered, and I felt myself again stir.
The movement below must have stirred Victoria as she opened her eyes and smiled at me.
"Good morning," she casually mentioned to me, "Good view?"
"Good morning beautiful," I replied. "And yes, the view is one of the best I have awoken to in years, including 1770."
She smiled and made a show for me of getting up to go to the bathroom. We kind of had to peel the sheets away our loving making from the night before still clinging to us. Victoria laughed.
"Mike. Last night I felt so desired, so loved, it was breathtaking." she said as she sat down on the toilet as I started the shower. I was amazed at how quickly I had relaxed to be naked with her and that she was in no way embarrassed by bodily functions in front of me.
"It was pretty good," I mentioned stepping under the spray and closing my eyes. A moment later I heard the toilet flush and I felt Victoria's arms around my chest as she joined me.
"Pretty good..." she said in mock indignation. "Pretty Good!" she said again.
"I'll have you know, that was the single most amazing night of my life!" she said, telling me as she opened a bottle of body wash, grabbed a washcloth and started squeezing out the liquid. Once it was done, she didn't use it on her, but started to wash my body.
She continued as she washed me. "The man I have been infatuated with, that I have fallen in love with takes me out for the night, tells me he loves me for the first time and then gives me one of the single greatest orgasms of my life before I get to fall asleep in his arms." She snorted, now rubbing my back with the washcloth. "Pretty good..."
I laughed.
"All right, all right," I replied. "It was amazing, and thank you," I said turning towards her, and once I hugged her, I picked her up and suddenly turned and place her under the shower. She screamed out in happiness and surprise.
"Mike!" she exclaimed.
We spent the next fifteen minutes taking turns washing each other, drying each other off and spending a lot of time exchanging little kisses while getting dressed. I felt alive again. And I could feel every cell in my body vibrating with energy.
"I love you," I said as we walked hand in hand to the restaurant downstairs. We were seated promptly and ordered omelettes and coffee. Victoria had a week to go until she finished up. So I decided to hang around and help her get everything sorted out. I'd spend some time with one of the parole agencies I worked with here in Perth. Perhaps also hang out with Terrance and even the Bustoff's on the new charity if they have time.
After breakfast, she kissed me goodbye and headed off to work for the day, leaving me alone for the first time since I arrived in Perth. Usually, I had an undercurrent of dread whenever I was alone if I wasn't near home. But with the events of the past evening, I felt relaxed. I ordered another coffee and enjoyed reading a book from the hotel lobby. After that, I delighted in taking a walk around the city. For the first time in years, I strolled the paths of the city I had grown up in. I noted a few changes, walked past my old workplace and shook my head as I watched people walk in and out. I even saw a few of my old colleagues. A couple of them even looked directly at me, but none of them appeared to recognise me.



I called Terrance, and we set aside some time in two days to go through the charity. He noted that my sister had called, asking to meet with me again. Obviously, the chance meeting between Patricia and Victoria had motivated another attempt to contact me.
For the first time since my ordeal started, I tried to look at my old family with fresh eyes. The love I now admitted I had for Victoria had certainly swallowed part of the bitterness I had at the world. But no, upon reflection, I still had no desire to meet with or speak with my old family. Perhaps one day my kids. But I wasn't there yet. That they were being socially shunned for their treatment of my guilt or, in my eventual case, my innocence, was not my issue.
The rest of the week flew by. During the day I worked on my various charities. In the evening Victoria and I went out, then came back and made love, each night falling asleep together in a hot sweaty mess that we both knew we would be content with for the rest of our lives.
At the end of the week when we flew back to Queensland, I must admit I felt like a new man. Victoria and I got engaged after only three months of dating. We didn't feel it was fast, and as Doug pointed out, we had been joined at the hip for the past year. He was surprised it took us that long.
We set a date for four months, just enough time to get all our affairs in order. Terrance prepared a pre-nuptial agreement for us. In essence, we would each retain our individual accounts and have a joint account which we would put money into on a regular basis. My personal accounts and investments were off-limit to Victoria, but the same also applied to me for her personal accounts and investments.
Any joint investments we had would be owned fifty-fifty.
Our wedding was a small affair on the beach in the afternoon outside our place. Terrance, Doug and their families, along with Victoria's Mother, Denise. Unfortunately, her father had already passed away. Denise had known about Victoria and I since not long after my release when she asked her daughter why she was travelling to Queensland so often since it was not for work. When Victoria came clean to her mother there were a few awkward days, but I had come to enjoy my time with my now mother-in-law. She had a clever wit like her daughter and I could tell she still loved her departed husband as fiercely today now that he was gone as the day they met.
We settled into a comfortable life, now retired, several law firms were chasing my wife to consult. However, like myself, Victoria used Terrance for all communications, keeping our private life together exactly that, private.
She did almost faint when she found out my personal worth. With what she figured our home in 1770 was worth, she had thought that combining our money together would afford us a comfortable living. She thought she was bringing more wealth to the relationship than I did.
We spent our time together walking, reading, and fishing together. When I travelled for charity, she came with me. On the rare occasion that I had to travel without her, she demanded that I call her at least three times a day.
What cemented the fact that I knew I was in love forever was our first fight. It was over folding towels, of all things. Victoria had learnt a particular way to fold towels and I learnt another. As we lived on a beach, we went through a lot of towels, so it got under her skin quickly that I didn't fold them like her.
The words were not too heated, but we disagreed. She called me a stubborn asshole and I may have yelled an expletive in return. Immediately, Victoria realised what she had done and broke down.
"I'm sorry honey, I mean.... Towels, they're just towels," she told me, sitting down on the floor outside the hallway cupboard.
I laughed, running my hand across my shaved scalp.
"Darling," I replied with a smile on my face, and sitting on the ground beside her, pulling her to my chest. "I am sorry I yelled at you, and you're right. They are just towels."
It set the tone for us. When we disagreed or fought about things, we always laughed afterwards and sought each other out.
It was about six months later that our worlds changed again. I was feeling a little melancholy. It was the first Sunday in September, in Australia, that's Father's Day. For the first time since being remarried, I was feeling the absence of my kids. I hated what they had done, and for so many years now, that hatred had covered over the feelings of love I had for them. I mean, I was still their biological father even if my former friend was now their official father. My youngest would have turned twenty-one a few months ago. I was sitting on the back deck a book on the table in front of me, a glass of juice beside it, condensation running down the outside of the glass. But my mind was on my kids as I watched the ocean. I felt sad for what once was.
I felt more than saw, Victoria sit down beside me.
"You okay Mike?" she asked quietly.
I nodded, "Yeah," I sighed. "I guess... It's just a hard day."
I turned to look at my beautiful bride as she nodded.
"I know, honey. I get it, Father's Day, and you don't feel like a father." She said, speaking my mind for me.
I had also called Garlin and Mary a few hours ago, and I was still emotionally spent from that call. But I felt I owed it to them. We had become so close over the last few months. They had opened their lives to me and felt more like a family to me than the family I once had.
Victoria reached up and wiped away a single tear that I hadn't even known was there.
"Mike?" my wife said. I could hear an edge to her voice.
Her tone shook me out of my reprieve.
"You all right Victoria? I know you miss your dad today as well." I said, looking at her. Victoria had been very close to her father.
She shook her head and looked on the verge of tears. Slowly she pulled out a plastic strip and held it out to me. On it, there were two lines. At first, I thought it was a positive COVID test, the world had largely gotten over the global pandemic and a sense of normality now prevailed in most areas of the world, but it always paid to be aware.
Of course, it wasn't a COIVD test. Between looking at the test and the water in my bride's eyes, it must have gotten through to me as Victoria nodded.
"Yes baby, I'm pregnant," my wife told me.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I could feel myself breaking inside. Before Mike and I fell in love, I would never have considered having kids. Sure they looked cute, but I was a professional woman; kids were not in the plan. But then I met Mike, my best friend and soulmate.
Making love with him was an otherworldly experience, and I will admit that in the back of my mind I had wondered what it would be like to have kids with him. Sure we were both a little older, me in my mid-thirties and Mike now into his forties. But it could work.
We have only had two conversations about kids and both times, I could see the pain on his face as it reminded him of what he had lost. I planned to talk to him about it around Christmas and have a serious conversation knowing we only had a couple of years if we truly wanted to have children together.
"How... How did this happen?" Mike asked me, the look on his face going back and forth between the test strip and me. More than once, he glanced down at my belly.
Despite the tenseness of the situation, I laughed.
"Well, when a man and a woman..." I trailed off and he smiled. Not a total loss.
"I get that, God knows we certainly spend enough time doing the practice, but I mean how did it... I mean, you were on birth control, weren't you? He asked me. Mike's tone wasn't accusatory, but a note of question was posed.
I nodded my head.
"I think it was the weekend of Doug and Silvia's party. We had drunk quite a bit, and while I did have my tablets, I was a little late in having them." I replied. "And that weekend, you did leave a little more than usual in your deposits at the bank..."
Mike smiled again at my innuendo. Then the smile broadened at his recalling the memory of the weekend.
"Are you okay?" his sudden question caught me off guard. I was ready to be there for him. Our life together was near perfect in both of our estimations. Adding a child, while not unwelcome, would bring an element of chaos that I don't know Mike needed.
I nodded my head.
"I think so, honey," I replied. "I mean, a couple of weeks ago, I was feeling really off. I could smell almost everything and honestly, my bras were scratching my nipples.
"When my period was late this week, I went to the chemist and got a couple of tests. I hadn't even thought of Father's Day being today, but... surprise!" I said quietly, waiting for a reaction.
It wasn't what I was expecting. I think I expected my husband to break down, to yell, to cry, even fly off the handle and run. I didn't expect the smile.
"We're going to be parents?" he said as he leaned in and kissed me.
"We're going to be parents." He repeated as he squatted down and put his lips against my belly a smile plastered on his lips.
"You hear me little one," he said, speaking to my stomach. "Your Mum and I are going to be your parents and we're going to love you like nothing else." I smiled as he spoke to my belly and I purposely pushed my tummy out a little, causing both of us to laugh as he kissed my belly.
That night in bed, Mike made such sensual love to me. He was cautious of the pressure on my breasts and took me in long slow strokes. He ensured my orgasms came in soft undulating waves by working the various parts of my body. His care of me, again underscored how much I loved this man. Mike still had his moments where I could see him struggling, but the quiet strength he showed as he looked after me belied the pain I knew that still roamed underneath the surface. His slowly fading scars the only external evidence of what my husband had been through.
The next day, Mike and I went into town and got my pregnancy confirmed. We then went and got all the tablets and supplements that one does when expecting and Mike waited on me hand and foot, always a smile on his face.
I don't think I had seen him so happy since our first night together. When it was time, he proudly told my mother. She broke down crying, happy that she would be able to become a grandparent. She was unsure that I would ever give her the privilege, so wrapped up in my legal career. Doug and Silvia had to have an impromptu dinner party, and we were treated to an amazing meal. Well in my state, everything smelt amazing. I was ravenous as our babies took everything that they could from my system. Yeah, we were having Twins.
When we went in for our first scan, it was barely detectable, however, the nurse was able to identify two distinct heartbeats. The scan showed almost perfect placement for developing twins, and they looked healthy from what we could tell.
Twins also explained why I was ballooning up so quickly. I did quickly lament the loss of my toned abs and almost flawless legs. But Mike told me how beautiful I looked as my body grew. My doctors told me that everything was perfect. That I had 'the glow'. But seeing the loving gaze my husband gave me more than made up for my feelings of vanity.
As I grew into my pregnancy, I'll admit that I felt more like a barn with two kids kicking the doors every ten minutes, but there were times between crying for no reason, craving pickles and honeycomb ice cream, that I felt the glow, everyone told me I had. Mike's smile also lent me strength; he was walking ten feet high anywhere we went. He admitted that between his kids and being there with the Bustoff girls at the end. He saw this as a chance at redemption, to do it right. I could understand that.
My husband worked with my mood swings, they were a little more intense with the hormones accompanying two children, but he took it all in stride. He never fussed, always at my beck and call.
When it was time to head to Perth for the quarterly board meeting for our charity, I came with him. In another month I wouldn't be able to travel until our kids with born. For once, instead of using the commercial-free travel provided by the government, Mike chartered a plane for us to Perth and back. I had been fortunate to fly a couple of times privately in the past, and from what I understand, this was Mike's first time ever, but the flight over was amazing. The moment the cabin staff saw I was pregnant, nothing was too much for them. They waited on Mike and I hand and foot. Meals, hot towels, and at one point, when one of the stewardesses gave me a foot massage, I almost had an orgasm.
I whispered to Mike not long after that I wanted to join the mile-high club, and my husband took me into a private section for sleeping and proceeded to make me moan so loudly that our friendly stewardess gave Mike a very suggestive glance when we both came out not long before landing.
Mike had a corporate car ready and waiting as he helped me disembark. I may have felt as large as a house. But my husband made me feel so loved.
As we drove from the airport into town, Mike and I talked about today's board meeting. While we had talked to Mary and Garlin several times in the past week, this would be the first time seeing them since I fell pregnant. Also, Terrance and Constance would be there and I know Constance was looking forward to hearing how I was progressing. There was an excitement about my pregnancy that was over and above the usual friends getting around to support us. Everyone knew Mike needed this. So it was a surprise to us getting out of the car in front of Terrance's office building when Mike's past reared its head into the here and now.
[:::: Mike ::::]
"Daddy?" The voice spoke, I hadn't heard it in several years and it caused me to pause, my body almost frozen in place.
Victoria and I had arrived at Terrance's office and I had jumped out of the car to open Victoria's door before the driver could. I was in the process of helping my pregnant wife out of the door when the voice of my daughter intruded.
I turned slowly, noticing a small group of people standing a dozen paces away. It looked like they had been standing for a while, watching cars come and go. Obviously, they had been waiting for me.
The group consisted of my daughter, Matilda, both of my sons, Leo and John, my sister, who Victoria had met at the airport, Patricia and my parents, Brent and Roberta.
As I turned to the voice, all six of them let their gaze fall upon me.
Looking at them my eyes went wide and again I froze, the moment I had dreaded for years was here. Like a deer in the headlights I felt my chest tighten till I couldn't draw breath. Every muscle in my body tightened, and I felt the release of hormones such as adrenaline into my bloodstream readying my body to run or stand and fight.
Victoria's arms slid around my waist in support, I know that as she held me, she had a fair idea of what was going on in my head. She too had seen the assembled group of my former family and I could feel waves of rage begin to roll off her. Pregnancy wasn't just defence of unborn kids to my wife, it was also defence of me.
"I'm sorry?" Victoria said addressing my daughter in a tone that belied the blaze that had ignited behind her eyes.
"That's my dad," Matilda said responding to Victoria but looking me directly in the eyes, "I know it's you. You look different, but it's you no doubt."
"I'm sorry miss, but my husband, Joel," Victoria said emphasizing the word. "Lost his entire family years ago, today has me and soon, our babies." She said smiling, it wasn't a kind smile though.
I was still frozen, scenes of growing up with my parents, my siblings and kids, happy memories were interspersed with the insults hurled, the beatings and slapping delivered, the courtroom antics. I could feel myself coming undone with each moment that passed. For the last few years Victoria had put a lot into helping me repair the damage, and just seeing my former life in front of me was breaking down walls and defences quicker than I could believe.
I felt Victoria try to begin herding me towards to the doors, the woman I had just been helping out of the car was now helping me. The small part of me that was still sane, knew this and helped to release my muscles and let her guide me.
"I know it's you Mike," Patricia said, then looked at Victoria, tears starting to stream down her face. "There is only one man that has that look, that haunted look of being betrayed by the world and worse being abused by those that once told him they loved him.
"And his name is not Joel, Ms Brown. I remember you and him that day at the airport." Patricia said tersely toward Victoria. While there was a mournful note in her voice, there was now a note of anger.
"You stood right there, telling me off and telling me to find a way to talk to my brother and all the while you were standing there waiting for him. Tell me," Patricia said taking two strides forward, anger now in her eyes. "Did you feel good berating me all the while manipulating my brother for your own guilty ends, or are you just a slut that will go to any length to justify incarcerating an innocent man?"
If it would have struck, I am sure that my sister would have had a red handprint on her cheek for days. Though pregnant, my wife was still fast, and if I had not of grabbed her arm, my sister would have copped the full force of an angry and pregnant wife.
My sudden reaction to Victoria's movement snapped me back into focus.
"Patricia," I snarled. "You have no right to insult my wife like that."
Realising that I spoke and acknowledged her by name caused everyone to gasp. Patricia in particular shrank back.
"Joel," Victoria said quietly trying to give me a way out.
"Shhhhh," I said patting her hand. "It's okay darling."
I looked at my assembled family. I gestured at my wife while glaring at my assembled family.
"This woman has done more to put me back together than all of you collectively did to tear me apart. You don't get to hurl insults at her. Even before my conviction, she was already doubting that I did the crime, do you know why!"
No one said anything, they all just stared at me.
"Because she asked!" I spat, my emotions now spilling out. If they could my family shrank back further.
"Not one of you. None. Bothered to even ask if I had done what I was accused of." I snarled a feral expression appearing on my face. "No. You all had to get on the hate Murder Mike bandwagon, and even then it wasn't enough. How do you think it felt to get beaten by your own flesh and blood, to have cheeks so swollen from your mother, sisters, and daughters slapping you till their hands ached."
I watched as they grabbed their hands.
"How do you think I felt as my father threw cowardly punches into my stomach while I was restrained?
I saw the males in the group look away in shame.
"The insults you all threw. The media interviews you all gave at how.... Vile, I was to you. None of you once... asked! Before the charges, you had tried me, convicted me and decided that it didn't matter what I had or had not done. You bought into the frenzy and now you want to berate the woman who put herself on the line to rebuild me. A woman who spent months going through evidence that was more than enough to convict me because she had an inkling that I might be innocent because she took the time to look into my face and ASK!
I was hyperventilating now. Nobody moved, my final words screamed at my family a faint echo of the final word echoing around the buildings still ringing with the anger and bitterness poured out from my soul.
"My life was happy," I said mournfully, quietly, though you could hear every word within a dozen paces. "I loved my family, I had a good job, a loving wife and the respect of my peers."



I felt Victoria's arm hooked around mine, but she knew I wasn't done. This had been bottled up for years, it was time for release. Off to the right in the direction we were about to walk before I was accosted, stood Terrance, Constance and the Bustoffs watching.
"But at the first test of strength, loyalty and love I learn it was for nothing. My supposedly loyal wife was having an affair with my friend. And my kids after abusing me demanded that I let the wife stealing asshole adopt them, not because I was guilty of anything, but because my parents, my siblings, my FAMILY! Demanded it. You thought I killed those girls. Did you ever try to reach out to the girl's parents?"
All of them looked away.
"I did," I said, suddenly all eyes that couldn't meet mine moment ago locked on to me. "Day after day, I wrote letters to Tina and Maisy's parents. It was the only hour every day when the guards who tormented me left me alone. They thought I was writing regret. But they were wrong. I was writing of two daughters' love for their parents."
Tears were now streaming down my face.
"I would have endured a lifetime of your abuse, your slaps and insults if it would give those girls back to their parents. I am a broken man thanks to not just two incestuous murderers, but because a family didn't just turn its back on me but it threw every punch it could at me because they couldn't get out of their own heads to ask..."
I had now sunk to the ground, my words becoming incoherent as I broke down, sobbing. Beside me, Victoria was trying to hold on for dear life as I descended into madness. I didn't notice, but there were now five security guards surrounding us blocking my family from getting to me. Terrance was standing before them telling them they needed to leave. Mary and Garlin were standing there holding onto each other crying, having heard my rant.
As reality disappeared, I fell into a waking nightmare, one I hadn't had for a couple of years. I kept walking into the dark, ominous clearing and finding the girls in different gruesome endings, the Turner brothers laughing and taunting me as the police and my family continually arrested me and took morose pleasure in torturing me. Over and over, time and again. I could not escape the nightmare.
By the time the ambulance arrived, I was convulsing, I never felt the injection that brought me sweet release from my internal nightmares or the distraught family that had destroyed me breaking down at the sight of what they had done to me.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I rode with Mike to the hospital and despite the awkwardness of the twins tap dancing in my womb, I held his hand all night long. Even medicated, he was groaning and they had to use restraints to hold him down. Over the years he's had a few bad turns, but this one, the confrontation with his family had done something to him that I don't think Mike even knew could happen.
I knew Mike would be okay. He needed to be, I needed him to be. I could not imagine going on without him, our twins without their father.
As the sun rose, I felt someone squeezing my hand and I looked into Mike's eyes, a sad smile upon his face.
"Are you okay," came his croaky voice.
I was suddenly awake as my husband was awake. I hit the nurse call button like they told me too.
"Mike, honey, you're awake." I said, he nodded.
"Sorry Vicki, I don't know what happened, one moment Patricia was insulting you and the next I'm waking up here." He told me somewhat confused, not knowing what happend.
Before I could say anything else, a doctor and nurse came into the room and started checking Mike over. They released his restraints and told us they would return and if everything was all right they would release him this afternoon.
For the next hour, Mike and I talked through what happened. He was a lot more surprised at his total shutdown then the verbal blasting he gave his family. Then he sighed.
"I guess I'm not as over everything as I thought," he said, contemplatively.
I thought for a minute before replying. A single tiny heel pushed out of my stomach giving me focus. I was just glad it wasn't kicking my bladder.
Getting up and sitting on the bed, Mike also sat up and before long I was leaning into my husband, his arm protectively around me.
"I don't know Mike." I said as we both looked out the window to the hospital gardens beyond. "You went through a trauma that I would imagine is fairly unique to most people in the world. Sure some people certainly have had it worse. But you were abused physically and emotionally by a large group of people over a long period of time. That your body shut down the very first time that you were confronted by a group of former loving people is not that surprising if you think about it.
"If there is a next time," I said to him, looking into his eyes as he looked into mine, "And if we can help it you need to control that next time. I think it will be much easier."
As the morning rolled on, both Terrance and Constance along with Mary and Garlin turned up and were glad to see that Mike was doing well. Both Constance and Mary enjoyed feeling the twins kick and in the end we agreed that they would fly out to 1770 in a month or so for a small baby shower that would also include my mother and Silvia.
The charity board meeting had been postponed a couple of weeks and everyone agreed that Mike and I could attend via video conference to save us flying again. When Mike was released in the afternoon, Terrance drove us to the airport and we got our chartered flight home. Mike slept almost the entire flight and most of the next day. I would have been worried with the exception that the doctors told us he would be tired for a week or two after this incident. I felt further relief that when he was awake he was alert and hungry.
The baby shower went off without a hitch, my friends descended on our home and we had a wonderful afternoon playing a few silly games, opening gifts and talking about motherhood. Being the only one yet to have children I was appalled with some of the stories even though I knew it was coming.
"Just leave your dignity at the door when you go in and Mike will make sure you pick it up when you leave." Constance joked at the process of going through labour.
Mike, Terrance, Garlin and Doug ended up going on a Deepsea fishing charter for the day, and when they got home Mike was extremely proud of a Red Emperor he caught that was almost four feet long.
All in all we had a great weekend, I was surprised after the events in Perth, that I had never seen Mike so happy to be around people. After everyone left Sunday evening, Mike and I sat out on the veranda, I noticed he was crying.
"Honey, are you okay?" I asked.
He nodded and smiled, the tears still streaming down his face.
"Yes Vic, it's been a long time since I have felt this, 'okay'. He told me laughing slightly.
"This weekend with everyone around has been amazing. If you had asked me two years ago if I would ever have been happy again, I would have told you, you're dreaming. Instead, I have a wonderful wife about to give birth to two little miracles, I have friends that visit me for no other reason than just hanging out. I have a wonderful place on the beach, I'm in the best shape of my life... It's just... good." He sat sitting back.
That night we went to bed and even though I felt fat and round, Mike made such sweet and gentle love to me that I had four orgasms before my husband cried out in his own ecstasy.
[:::: Mike ::::]
I have been through the birth of three children in the past. So I thought I was ready for this. When Victoria's water broke at two am on a Thursday morning, wet sheets was the last thing on my mind as I grabbed the birthing bag, my keys and ran for the car. A moment later I stopped, then ran back into the house and helped my wife to the car as well, blushing that I almost forgot her.
I don't think we set a land speed record to the hospital, but I did give it a try in our Jeep. It takes a little over an hour to Bundaberg hospital, and by the time we arrived, Victoria was already having some strong contractions. A nurse met us at the door and Victoria was quickly admitted.
After a quick examination, the doctor recommended that we do a C-section to ensure the health of the babies. Victoria and I had spoken about this and quickly agreed. With the decision made, I kissed my wife as they prepared her for surgery.
My other kids were delivered naturally, so this was new for me. Sometimes they allow the father to stand behind a curtain in the operating room. However, due to the early morning and room availability, I wasn't going to be able to do that, so I would have to wait outside.
A little over an hour later I was sitting in a nondescript waiting room when Doug and Silvia showed up, looking a little dishevelled by the hour, but a lot less nervous that I am sure I looked.
I got hugs from both of them and we sat down and I explained that Victoria was still in the operating room. They both knew I was nervous and spoke to keep me calm. It was perhaps twenty-minutes later as we could just see the sun rising outside when a labour ward nurse came out of the operating room.
"Mr Masters," she said suddenly seeing Doug and Silvia with me gave her pause. "I'm sorry Mr Mayor?"
"It's alright, we are good friends of Joel and Victoria's," Doug said referring to my alter ego.
The unnamed nurse nodded and returned her focus to me.
"Sorry, Mr Masters, I just came to let you know that your wife and the twins are doing incredibly well, Mrs Masters will be in surgery a little longer and your girls will be brought out to see you soon.
"Girls?" I asked, almost whispering the word.
"Yes," the nurse said smiling, "you have two adorable twin girls."
I sank to the ground at the news, Doug looked at me, but Constance instantly got it. She hugged me smiling.
"They are a blessing Mike. You have two beautiful daughters. Be proud," she said.
A few minutes later, another couple of nurses brought my girls out and I got to hold them for the first time. I had forgotten how small they were and while tears streamed down my face, my smile was a mile wide, I was so proud.
After asking about Victoria for the fifth time in as many minutes, one of the delivery doctors came out smiling and asked if I would like to take the girls and go see their mother as she had been moved into recovery.
The nurses wheeled my girls in their little blanket-laden carts through a couple of hallways until we were taken to a private room. I invited Doug and Silvia with us, to which we got a brief frown from a nurse, but nothing was said.
"Hey," I said quietly as we walked into the room. Victoria looking a little out of it, but smiling as her eyes locked with mine.
"Hey..." my wife replied quietly, I could tell she was tired. The nurse handed me one of the girls and I helped lay her into Victoria's left arm, I then did the same with my other infant daughter on the right. I looked closer at them and while very similar I could see they weren't identical.
"Do you know their names?" Silvia asked standing at the foot of the bed with her phone and taking some photos as I tentatively sat on the edge of the bed with Victoria placing my hand on hers.
My wife looked in my eyes and nodded.
I leant in and kissed my girl on the left and said the name, "Tina."
I heard both Doug and Silvia gasp as they heard the name. I moved around the bed being careful not to disturb Victoria and kissed my second daughter. "Maisy."
I heard a sob and Silvia was crying. She knew the significance of the names.
Victoria and I purposely didn't find out the sex of our twins before the birth but had talked about the names if they were girls beforehand. We had very privately asked Garlin and Mary if they would be okay if we honoured their daughters if it worked out this way.
When we sent the photos a few minutes later with Victoria holding Tina and Maisy, we had a reply within moments about how proud they were. We even had a very tearful video call later that morning as we asked Garlin and Mary to become the Twins Godparents. They accepted with more tears and a lot of smiles.
The girls grew and we grew so much as a family. Victoria, originally so hesitant to become a mother, took to it naturally, she was perfect, never too firm or too lax. And she always made time for me. If anything our love making increased once Victoria got the all clear.
[:::: Mike ::::]
My girls were three years old when I had the dream. For the first moment it felt like every other time I ended up here. However this time it was also different. It was the same clearing, but in place of the gloom and despair that I always felt looking at the centre point of the clearing, this time it..., no now it looked more like a glade, and the 'glade' was bathed in a strong, bright moonlight. It was like the brightest rays of the sun were bouncing off the moon and coming directly into my dream.
In the centre was a large wrought iron table, powder coated bright white so it shone with the moonlight coming down upon it. Situated around the table were a half dozen chairs all in the same style. Around the ground in place of the dirt and twigs that I had sat in with the sisters all those years ago was a field of lush green grass and a spattering of little white flowers making the entire location feel like a relaxing space to just lay on the ground and feel at peace.
I took a hesitant step forward, feeling the coolness of the grass on my feet. I looked at myself, I was dressed casually in shorts and a T-shirt like I did so often these days, not in my old work clothes. I walked further towards the table looking for signs of struggle, waiting to find the dying Bustoff sisters. But there was no one to be seen.
I walked around the table a couple of times, touching the cool texture of the metal, wondering what was happening. This dream was so different to the others over the years.
"Hi Mr Mike," I heard a voice from the past say.
I spun around and there they were. Tina and Maisy Bustoff were standing right there in front of me holding hands. In place of the broken clothes and mortal injuries they had when we met, they were dressed in pretty white dresses, and both had white ribbons in their hair and massive smiles on their faces.
I dropped to my knees and opened my arms to which both sisters didn't hesitate to step in and hugged me with the same ferocity that I was giving them. I could feel their hot tears on my chest just as I knew they could feel mine. The moment stretched on for what could have been hours, who knows in this dreamscape it may have been. I just knew that I didn't want this to end.
"Hi girls," I said at last as we broke the hug leaning backwards to look at them.
They had huge smiles on their faces, and I could see a lot of love in their expressions.
"You did really well Mr Mike." Maisy told me.
"What do you mean sweetie?" I asked the little girl who would now be leaving high school if she was still alive.
"You never gave up," she said as she touched the side of my face in a gentle caress. "You never let them overcome you."
I looked at her for a moment then at Tina, who nodded.
"Even in those moments of doubt, when you wanted the pain to end, you fought. We're proud of you Mr Mike." Tina said.
"I sense a but?" I told the sisters.
Both girls laughed then, dragging me by the hand to one of the seats around the table.
"Yes there is, however this time the 'but' is for you." Tina continued.
"For me?" I asked.
Both girls nodded.
"Yes Mr Mike," Maisy said. "It's time for you to forgive yourself, it's time for you to truly move on."
I felt a crack in the moonlight, almost like a shadow descended over the clearing, but as quickly as it came the moonlight appeared again, stronger this time.
I felt both sister's hands on mine.
"It's alright Mr Mike," Tina said. "You have so many people who love you now." Maisy nodded in agreement.
"That's right," said a surprising voice behind me.
I turned in my seat and standing there was Victoria and my three year old daughters. I was instantly on my knees again as my twins flew to my arms much like the sisters of their namesakes did earlier in the dream.
"Daddy!" they squealed in delight.
I hugged and kissed them like I hadn't seen them in weeks, when in reality I had only kissed them good night a few hours earlier. I held them in my arms, and felt Victoria place her hand on my shoulder as I turned back towards the Bustoff sisters.
I wasn't sure what was going on, but I took the initiative in this dream to connect the most important parts of both my past and my future together.
"Tina and Maisy, I would like you to meet the brave girls that you are named after." I said and introduced the four of them. They hugged like they had known each other for years, causing me to smile and wipe further tears from my eyes.
"Tina and Maisy, I would also like to introduce you to my wife..."
"Victoria," Tina said smiling, her eyes bright. "Thank you for looking after him."
Victoria smiled and bent down to hug the sisters then bent in and kissed me. "Love you," she said.
As we turned around the table was suddenly filled with a moonlight picnic, perfect for a girls birthday party. Fairy bread, custard tarts, tubs of sweets you name it was there.
For what felt like the next few hours the six of us laughed and joked, I smiled again and again, feeling a lightness of my soul that had not been there since that night. We played games that suddenly appeared, danced to music that played without speakers and told stories that everyone laughed to.
Eventually though the dream had to end, and we all said goodbye with happy hugs and lots of tears. The Bustoff sisters hugged me so tight and surprised me with kisses telling me they loved me like a father bringing even more tears to my eyes.
As the scene faded I was determined to wake and remember the dream forever.
As I opened my eyes I found the eyes of my wife, tears streaming down her face. Instantly her hand was cupping my cheek as I felt the warm happy tears on my own.
"I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too," I mouthed back as she we moved together wrapping my arms around her.
Moments later, the twins came screaming into the room, both telling us of the amazing dream they both had.
"Daddy, you were there, Mum too." Little Tina said. Her twin sister nodded.
"And the girls we're named after were there too." Maisy said wanting to say something before her sister got the next word in. They told us of the midnight picnic, playing games and how much fun it was.
As the girls described the scene exactly as my dream occurred, Victoria and I looked at each other in amazement, it was just a dream, wasn't it?
Whatever the case, I knew that the old nightmare of finding the Bustoff sisters broken was gone, it wouldn't haunt me again.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
After that night, Mike and I often spoke about the dream, getting the girls to settle down about it was also difficult. In the end, they said something to Garlin and Mary, while they were visiting and we had to tell them the story. There were of course more tears and it was compounded when Garlin and Mary announced that they were pregnant, and everyone ended up dancing to silly tunes for the afternoon. I could see Mike's face a few times as he smiled, I know he was picturing the same thing I was, The Bustoff sisters dancing in the moonlight in that clearing.
I know that dream changed me forever, seeing and 'meeting' the girls, had affected all of our lives so much. And I know as much as I was affected by it, Mike was affected a lot more, but in a positive way. His demons were so much further in the distance now, and the man I loved came alive so much more making me fall in love with him even more if that was possible.



It was with that, that one summer evening a few months later, he came and sat down on the deck with the first frown I had seen on his face in since that night. In his hands he held a letter, for a moment I was concerned as he sat down and looked at me.
"You alright honey?" I asked.
He slowly nodded.
"Yeah," he replied, then he sighed and looked out at the fading light over the ocean, the sound of the waves breaking against the shore in the distance. He fingered the letter in his hands.
"I'd like you to look at something Hon." He told me, a strong note of hesitation in his voice. "I think it's time that I reached out to my kids..."
He trailed off and I watched him wince as he said the words.
I gave him a big warm comforting smile, I had never pushed him for any type of reconciliation with his family. Honestly, if Mike never spoke to them again I was fine with that. Of everyone who had betrayed and abused him, his immediate family were by far the greatest offenders.
I watched for a few more moments as he fingered the paper in his hands, it looked to be a hand written letter, I was assuming from his statement that it was to his kids.
"Hun," I said softly, bringing his attention back to me. His old family wasn't quite taboo, but it was a subject both of us treated delicately. After his breakdown in Perth years ago, both of us knew to be careful.
"Did you want me to read it?" I asked indicating to the letter.
He nodded and slid the letter over to me.
"Yeah," Mike said. "It's just to the kids. After... After the dream, I think I can handle some type of communication with them. It would be nice if I could get you to read it before I ask Terrance to deliver it. I mean they were teenagers when everything happened....
He trailed off for a moment and I let him have the moment as he collected his thoughts.
"I have to believe they would have been heavily influenced by their mother and the people around them..." he said again his voice trailing off.
"Mike," I said causing him to look at me. "I believe that you are right to some extent. They would have been very heavily influenced, but they were not entirely innocent. Would you sit here while I read it? If you feel you need to let me read it by myself, I understand."
He made no move for a moment, then he stood and bent over to kiss me.
"I love you," he told me. "I think I need to sit with you as you read it."
"Okay Hun," I replied and picked up the letter. Mike doesn't have the neatest handwriting in the world, but it was legible. Having gotten to know my husband well over the years, looking at the words I could see that his writing had actually improved since we met.
I knew Mike kept a journal, writing in it at least once a week. In fact, he wrote so much that there were several volumes in his study, he had often let me know I was welcome to read them. But it was a cathartic exercise for him in helping him to process his demons.
I looked at him and smiled, then gave my attention to the letter my husband had written to his children.
Leo, John, Matilda,
I hope that this letter finds you all well and that you are all healthy.
I know that it has been several years and by now you're all adults and from what I understand you have families of your own. That you have families of your own, is one of the few things that does make me smile when thinking about my former life.
I hope that you can understand that it has taken a long time for me to get to a place where I am open to starting to communicate with the three of you. Please understand that until recently I fought daily with what happened and what you, your mother, your grandparents, your aunts and uncles along with various other people did to me. You all hurt me so badly that I could not function if I thought about any of you for any length of time.
When you saw Victoria and I in the city a few years ago, I understand that all of you just wanted to say you were sorry, but as you witnessed, I still had a lot of anger and I was not in a place where I could just suddenly speak to you. I am in a better place now and I think that I can start to communicate.
Please understand that I will only be open to talking to the three of you, and I need you to respect that it will be on my terms. Slowly and with a lot of deliberation. I do not want to talk to any other members of your family. You let them know that is my decision and if any of you try to go around me then I will cease communication with all three of you immediately and forever.
The only reason that I am reaching out is that I want to believe that as my children and the three of you being teenagers during that time that you were unduly influenced by everyone around you. If you had not been my children, I would never have even bothered to go this far. Understand that I do not forgive you for what you did to me, but I am open to beginning communication that could lead to something.
The three of you need to know that, yes, Victoria and I are married and we have twin girls, perhaps one day I will let them meet you, however right now they are innocent of the past and I would like to keep it that way until Victoria and I are satisfied that they can handle what happened all those years ago.
For the moment I would ask that you reply in letters, if you want to reply together or individually, that's all good. But please kids, take it slow. I'm going to need a lot of time.
Hesitantly hopefully,
Your father,
Mike Other.
I finished reading the letter and I got that he was really struggling in what to write, then again, I don't know that I could have written it any better if I was in Mike's shoes. How to write to your estranged kids about the pain they caused you is not an easy topic.
"It's a good letter honey," I told him. "It gets to the point, walks through the key salient facts and gives them a path of communication."
Mike nodded.
The following day he sent the letter to Terrance to send to his kids and for the next few months, Mike started to communicate with the three of them through handwritten letters. He let me read each of the communications, it was if he was looking for validation that he was doing the right thing. I never tried to adjust what he was saying, but I always encouraged him. Within a few months, Mike started emailing with them and in return, his kids shared photos of their lives. Mike cried the first time he saw photos of Leo, with his wife and kids.
Over the course of a year, they went from letters, to email, to phone and skype calls and almost year later as the girls were approaching five years old. Mike agreed to meet with his kids.
[:::: Mike ::::]
As we approached the tavern, I was physically shaking. Victoria held my right hand while I had Tina holding my left. Maisy was holding her Mum's hand on the other side.
This meeting had taken a long time to arrange, since almost the first response to my letter the kids had been hinting at it, but to their credit, they never outright pushed for a gathering. Over the last few months I got to the place where I felt we could meet in person without me breaking down.
Victoria, the girls and I had flown into Perth last night and I had spent a sleepless night tossing and turning. Victoria was the most understanding that I had ever seen her, she constantly told me how much she loved me and told me it was going to be alright. The logical part of me knew that, the emotional side of me was wracked with emotions from hope and love, to anger and disgust. My brain kept playing back the scene in court where Matilda had thrown the red paint at me.
As we walked into the tavern, I saw Terrance, Constance, Mary and Garlin sitting at a table. They waved briefly and silently communicated Good Luck. I then turned my attention to a large group of tables on the other side of the large open tavern area.
As we approached the table, they all stood. The looks on their faces ranged from scared too hopeful. Having talked with them on video conferences several times did nothing to allay the emotions that I was feeling, and I could assume theirs as well.
"Hi," my voice croaked out.
"Dad," Matilda replied, quietly. I opened my arms and suddenly my oldest daughter was sobbing against my shirt. Moments later I felt my sons also wrap their arms around us and the four of us stood there emotional wrecks as everyone else watched.
After a few minutes we broke contact, wiped our faces and moved to sit down at the table. I was for the first time introduced to my children's partners and my three grandchildren.
After an hour, Terrance, Constance, Garlin and Mary came and joined us and we spent the afternoon sharing stories about nothing of substance. Overall, with the exception of one small conversation it was a good afternoon getting reacquainted. None of us wanted to go too deep and I was happy with that.
The only sticky point was when Matilda and her husband Rory, announced that they were pregnant.
"We wanted to tell you first Dad, until today no one else knew, not even Mum," she told the assembled crowd.
"Mattie," I replied. "It's alright, just because I don't want anything to do with your mother, doesn't mean you need to keep things from her."
With that my daughter broke down, Leo jumped in.
"Sorry Dad," Leo said sadly. "We weren't going to say anything because you don't want to know, but none of us have seen to Mum in over three years."
My eyes went wide in surprise.
"What do you mean?" I asked. "I thought..."
Leo and John both shook their heads. Matilda just looked sad.
"Dad," John said. "The last time we spoke to Mum was after we saw you that time and you broke down. She's still married to that prick Stephen, and both of them still see you as..."
"Murder Mike..." I concluded the conversation, as my son was unable to say the name.
All three, plus their partners nodded sadly.
"They know you were framed. However, they continue to demean you because it eases their own guilt about their affair," John concluded.
"This is something we wanted to wait a while before talking about..." John told us.
"Its..." I started to say then swallowed. I could feel a sense of panic and I could feel Victoria squeeze my hand while Constance and Mary gave me concerned looks. Then I looked over to the kids play area and I saw my girls playing with their nieces and nephews, something twelve months ago I never would have thought would happen.
"It's alright," I said, sighing. "We're going to have to talk about this at some point. I've got to stop acting like a fractured piece of glass that is threatening to break every time I hear something about my old life."
I looked at my three oldest children.
"I don't need to hear about everything, but why three years?" I asked quietly, not trusting my own voice. I looked at Victoria and she gave me the slightest of nods never letting go of my hand.
Leo sighed and took the lead as the oldest.
"Dad, even before you were exonerated, Leo, Mattie and I were already feeling bad. We regretted our actions regardless of what happened. You raised us better than that." He said, a note of remorse strong in his tone.
"When your letters came in from prison, Mum and Stephen never gave them to us, they returned them and constantly belittled you, calling you Mur.... that name.
"When you were exonerated, we were happy because we thought that we would be able to say we were sorry. Of course, we knew it wouldn't be easy, even as teenagers we knew some of the things we did were pretty disgusting, but we always thought we would be able to apologise."
He hesitated and Matilda took over.
"We never expected you to cut us out altogether." Matilda said, only just holding back years of tears. "We expected you would be upset, but we were your children, we expected that you would want to scold us, scream at us. You know. Do the things to us we did to you.
"As time went by, we grew desperate, but also Mum and Stephen became more bitter," my oldest daughter told us. "When Aunt Patricia came back from the airport that day after seeing Victoria, Mum kind of lost it and we began to see that her and Stephen were not as innocent as they made out. That their finding each other in their grief about you was not quite the truth."
I nodded my head. Leo took over again.
"It was perhaps a month before us seeing you that first time that it came out. Mattie had tried sending another letter through Terrance," my son said nodding to my lawyer. "And we found out that Mum and Stephen had been having an affair for several months before... all our lives fell apart.
"We put our heads together with Grandpa and Grandma, Aunt Pattie, Uncle Clayton and figured out you would be coming to the board meeting of your charity. Well we figured it was the best chance to see you."
"We're sorry Dad," Matilda said tears in her eyes.
I dismissed the comment with a shaky hand and motioned for them to continue.
"We confronted Mum again after that," Leo told us. "And both her and Stephen continued to talk about how pathetic you were, that you couldn't even hold yourself together after all this time for a simple conversation...
"We ended up in a yelling match with the both of them and walked out telling them that they either change their attitude towards their comments to you or we would cut them out of our lives." Leo finished.
"And that was three years ago?" I asked.
The three of them nodded.
"I've spoken on the phone to Mum perhaps a half dozen times since then," Matilda said. "There is little to no remorse so we haven't seen either of them..."
I wasn't sure what to say, so I went with the classic.
"I'm sorry."
All three of them along with their partners, and the other assembled adults around the table snorted.
"Sorry," John's wife, Jenny, said. "Mike, out of everyone here, out of everything that my husband and his family put you through, you have no right to say you're sorry."
A grumble of agreement went up around the table.
Leo's wife Gertrude, yes her name really was Gertrude, joined in.
"Don't you give us that look Mike, I agree with Jenny," she said. "You have nothing to be sorry for and none of us want you feeling sorry for what Sandra has put you through."
She looked at Victoria a moment and smiled.
"And I know we're still getting to know each other, but Mike, the way Victoria looks at you, I feel jealous of you. I love my husband, however my love feels like a pale shadow compared to how your wife looks at you. Her heart and soul are branded to you. If a slut like Sandra could cheat on you and throw you under the bus at the first opportunity, then she doesn't get to see her grandchildren."
"Mike," Rory, Matilda's husband joined in. "When I found out that Mattie was 'that' Matilda Other, I almost broke up with her..."
I noticed nods from Gertrude and Jenny, that they had similar stories.
"And interactions with Sandra and Stephen have been strained." He said, again lots of nodding.
"It has been the family's wish to reconcile with you for as long as I have known them. I can tell you that Mattie has been a mess for the last week, and I know that is not just her pregnancy.
"This has been the single dominating factor in almost every conversation that your children and us as their spouses have had over the years, Jen, Gertie and I have had to deal with a lot. And none of us are particularly sad that we have nothing to do with Sandra. But we are over the moon that we're getting the opportunity to sit with Victoria and you right now.
I felt Victoria lean on me in empathy.
"Thank you..." I said emotion taut in my chest. "If I'm honest I never thought I would be sitting here. I... I didn't think I would be able to. I'm sorry if my 'sorry' was put in the wrong place. Mine was less about sorry for the two of them. And more for the loss of the relationship. I know what it is like to lose those relationships."
The rest of the afternoon passed by pleasantly, and by the time we left, a good chunk of the anger I had at my kids had evaporated. We all promised to get together again soon and vowed to continue talking and working through our issues. None of us had any illusions that we still had a long way to go and the kids knew they were the only three that were getting any measure of forgiveness at this point.
Later that evening, Victoria and I put two excited, but very tired twin girls to bed and I found her out on the balcony of the hotel room with a glass of wine. Knowing this was her place to think, I poured a glass and joined her.
"Penny for your thoughts?" I asked my wife.
For a few moments Victoria said nothing, just staring at the traffic. I was about to ask if she heard me when she spoke, very quietly.
"Mike, you know that I love you more than my life itself, yes?" she asked me.
Slightly hesitating, I responded.
"Yes?"
"And you know that I would never do anything to hurt you, or that would open old wounds right?" she asked now turning towards me.
"Yes...?" I replied, not sure where she was going.
"Well..." she replied. "Today, I felt something new, like another part of you had been restored. Just seeing you with Leo, John and Matilda left me so happy for you, and I was wondering..."
"What is it beautiful, you've got something in your head, tell me?" I asked quietly.
"I'd like to invite them all home for Christmas?" she blurted out the statement. She had thought it would be hard for me, but I just laughed and she looked at me.
As I looked at my wife I smiled. "Its alright my darling wife, I was kind of thinking something similar. But let's get Terrance to write up a privacy agreement, I don't want anyone else knowing where we live, alright?"
If you have never had an Aussie beach Christmas in Queensland you have never lived. Sure people talk about the romance of eggnog around a fire. But when you have a clear hot day, where you and your family can walk to the beach and pitch a gazebo, we pitched three. Then enjoy the kids running backwards and forwards between the water while the adults enjoy a few drinks, eating lots of platters, prawns, cold meats, mangos, salads, and lots of Christmas cheesecake and pavlova's. Well let's just say you haven't truly lived.
Like our first meeting in Perth, months before, the conversation started awkward between Leo, John, Matilda and myself when they arrived. Their partners were certainly wowed by the place and the kids were screaming throughout the place within moments of arriving, my twin daughters leading their nieces and nephews on a merry chase. We decided they could call them cousins due to age, down hallways and to show them rooms inside, their trampoline and treehouse outside, and everything in between.
That afternoon it was just us, me, my family and my kids with their families, and after getting a few drinks we all walked down to the beach.
"Dad?" Matilda asked.
We were all walking on the harder sand towards the water, the waves washing over our feet now and then. The kids were by now soaked to the bone, having 'accidently' fallen over as waves hit them. Before us was the gentle curve of the beach and a slight misty haze in the distance as the spray from the surf caught the afternoon sun in the distance.
"mmmhmmm," I replied, absently watching one of the constant parade of cargo ships in the distance make it's way down the coast towards port. I looked at my oldest daughter, her expression was one of sadness.
"So many years lost..." she lamented. "I know we have all said it before, but Dad, I'm sorry."
I went to stop her, sure things were slow in reconnecting, but Matilda put her hand in mine and stopped me.
"No dad, I need to say this," I took a moment and nodded.



"I'm sorry Dad, I'm sorry that none of us took the time to be there for you when you needed us. I'm sorry that our selfishness broke us all apart. I am sorry that I wasn't the daughter that you deserve. I am truly sorry Dad."
This wasn't a pitiful self-serving apology, it came from the heart, the mourning, regret and pain she was expressing, I could understand it having been on the other side for so long.
"I am glad that you're here Dad, this is a beautiful place. Victoria is amazing and Tina and Maisy ..."
She trailed off as she cried.
"Thank you..." she whispered a while later as we continued walking.
"For what?" I asked.
"For letting me back in Dad. Despite everything you have let me back in. I know how much it has to have hurt to do that after what we... after what I, did to you. Thank you Dad. If for nothing else than my child will get to meet his grandfather. He will get to know the strongest man I have ever known.
I smiled at that as she rubbed her expanding belly. Victoria, the girls and I had been back to Perth twice in the preceding months and there wasn't a week we didn't talk with my grown up kids. Much of it was icebreakers, the weather, jobs, kids. But we also made sure we spent a little time talking through our individual traumas.
"If there is a place for healing," I said sweeping my arm across the beach. "This is it. Doug helped me to find this place and I have never looked back. When I feel out of it, Victoria grabs my hand and walks with me."
I smiled at a memory.
"There was this one time," I explained. "Where I had broken down over the death of this guy Larry that had abused me in prison."
I saw Matilda frown, at the same moment, Victoria who was walking ahead with everyone else looked at me and smiled. She saw the frown on Matilda's face and I shook my head, my wife smiled and turned back keeping the others a dozen steps ahead so that my daughter and I could talk.
"Well, lets just say that Larry was in no way a friend and our relationship was not... pleasant." I told her smiling sadly. "But for some reason when I heard of his death, it shook me to my core. I didn't have any positive feelings towards him. But I couldn't handle hearing of his death. With Victoria's background she also knew about Larry and walked me out here and we just walked for the next two hours, saying nothing, but she knew what to do to help me."
"She really is amazing isn't she," my daughter spoke quietly to me.
"You don't know that half of it," I smiled. "I meant what I said that day in Perth, she has seen me at my very worst, she knew she could be looking at a wretched man that may never know how to return her love. Yet she gave herself to me and loved me anyway. My heart and my very soul belongs to her and I won't ever let anyone get between us."
"I know, daddy, I see it. Mum was just the warm-up act for you. Victoria is fused together with you in a way that Brad and I hope to have one day. This isn't supposed to sound cliché, but that woman would kill for you if it meant keeping you out of harm's way."
I thought on what Matilda was saying for a moment, then nodded and put my hand over hers.
"I know Mattie," I smiled and looked at my wife who must have known I was looking at her because she swayed her hips in a certain way. "Trust me, I know."
The next day, Christmas Eve, Terrance and Constance with their three kids along with Mary and Garlin and their son, Thomas, turned up. A game of beach cricket was had, young and old alike joining in. Everyone laughed as Tina and Maisy teamed up and kept running with the bat even when they were bowled out.
It was perhaps a little after midnight, now Christmas day, when I was awoken to the feeling of my wife inhaling my manhood. Once she knew I was awake, she kissed her way up my body and with a groan of pleasure impaled herself on my waiting shaft. She placed her hands on my chest and in a slow rhythm started to gyrate her hips, keeping me deep inside her and using my pelvis to stimulate her clit. We must have lasted fifteen minutes before the slow build up caused her to reach her apex and suddenly I felt her pulsing as she fell onto my chest. She whispered.
"I know you're close my love, give me a Christmas baby."
Despite, my now having the snip, the sultry whispered phrase had me plastering my wife's insides moments later. As she felt it she took my earlobe in her mouth and bit it slightly.
"I love you," she whispered as she lifted herself slightly looking into my eyes.
"I love you more," I replied.
"I love you most," she retorted.
"It's a tie," I finished as she smiled and kissed me.
"Merry Christmas Mike," she said, gyrating a little more my shaft still buried deep within her.
We showered, made sure the bed was relatively clean, before falling back to sleep in each other's arms.
Christmas morning, there was a truckload of presents for everyone, especially the kids, all of whom had new swimwear and a lot of new beach toys.
Matilda, with my permission, had bought the twins new swimwear with a bright pink and orange floral pattern. She had also purchased the same swimwear for herself and the same in boardshorts for her brothers. Today I still have photos of my five children from that Christmas on the wall.
We stuffed ourselves with food and drink. Laughed like nothing was ever wrong with the world and when Doug and Silvia turned up. We pitched gazebos again and spent the afternoon playing on the beach.
A week later when my adult kids and their families went home I was surprised at how empty I felt without them. As I sat on the veranda contemplating it, Victoria slid her arms around my neck and kissed me before sliding into her seat beside me.
"It's because you've forgiven them," she said unbidden.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"That lonely empty feeling you have," she told me smiling. "It's because you have truly forgiven them. I know we talk about this all the time, but over the last few months as you have talked with them, I've watched you come alive in new and wonderful ways. You've restored the relationships that matter, my love. But you will always have Tina, Maisy and I here with you.
[:::: Mike ::::]
The next year and a bit were pretty boring compared to the rest of my life. The girls went to school. Victoria was a mess that first week, more so than the twins, but we got through it. Victoria and I travelled a little. I saw my adult children every couple of months.
Oh, and Matilda had her baby. With my permission, Brad and her chose to call him Michael. I tried to tell them no, but they insisted to call him the bravest man they knew. I was honoured.
The kids told me that my parents and siblings were still asking to talk with me, but they responded on my behalf saying that if I was ever open to talking with them that I would reach out. They did pass on the occasional message. But knew to keep everyone at arm's length, I was getting closer to wanting a conversation, but unlike my kids, the rest of my immediate family were old enough to have chosen their response despite their current remorse.
One day, Victoria and I are sitting at one of 1770's beachside café's, enjoying coffee and cake, a bunch of us locals sitting around and chewing the fat while we talked about the upcoming school fete. This year all the kids wanted to do a dunking machine where the parents and teachers sit on a stool above a pool of water and the kids get to throw balls at a target. If you hit the bullseye the person on the stool get dunked into the water. I had donated to hire the contraption from down on the Sunshine Coast and all of us were talking about me giving my daughters the honour to try and dunk me when all manner of screaming started outside.
"Where is he, I know he's in there!" I heard that voice. It was a voice I had not heard for more than a decade and if I had my way it would have been a lot longer than that.
"Yeah, c'mon Murder Mike, get your scrawny ass out here!" sounded the shrew's husband and my once friend.
I looked at Victoria and I could see steam coming out of her ears. My phone rang.
"Dad," John's voice sounded panicked. "I don't know how, but I just found out Mum and Stephen..."
"Yeah," I said. "They are already here."
"You going to be alright Dad?" my son asked me. "We can't get over there until tomorrow at the earliest."
"Nah it will be alright." I said, dismissing my sons concerns.
"Alright Dad, just know it wasn't us, we wouldn't."
"I know John," I said calmly. "I know you wouldn't."
Victoria, the group of parents we were sitting with and I made our way out to the ruckus on the street. Standing in front of the shop were two of our local police, they had their batons out and were looking menacingly at the two interlopers.
"Lady you need to stop screaming, there is no Mike here and certainly no one called Murder Mike." Casey the female officer of the pair said.
"You're wrong officer, we saw him go in there not half an hour ago, see," Stephen said pointing at me. "See, it's Murder Mike, he killed two little girls in cold blood and went to prison."
"I don't know who you're talking about there sir," Officer Jared, the second police officer said. "The man you're pointing at is Joel Masters, he's been a member of this community for years, his twin daughters attend our local school, he and his wife are personal friends of the mayor and he would rather give you the shirt off his back then hurt someone."
"You're lying!" My ex-wife all but screamed. "I know my ex-husband, and that's him, Michael Other. Killer."
It was a little surreal watching the scene unfold, for once I didn't feel the sense of dread and panic that I usually would. I felt calm, even a little pity.
They argued with the police a little longer, when it wasn't going anywhere. I stepped in.
"Thanks Casey, thanks Jared," I said stepping up to stand between the officers. "However it appears that these two need to get something off their chests."
I looked at the two betrayers and lifted a single eyebrow.
"Why don't we go inside and have a nice. Quiet. Chat." I said emphasizing the word quiet.
"If you're okay with that Joel?" Casey asked, looking at me with a strange expression.
"Yeah," I said. "C'mon, just Victoria, and those two. Can I ask everyone else to give us some space while we sort out this misunderstanding?" I asked the crowd.
Everyone murmured their acceptance, but Casey and Jared insisted on getting a coffee inside, just because.
We sat back down at the table we had been at before, Victoria and I on one side, Sandra and Stephen on the other.
"Alright, you two," Victoria said menacingly. "What is it you want with my husband?"
"He was my husband first, bitch." Sandra spat.
"Oi!" Casey said sitting at a table, "Watch the language."
She all but ignored the warning. "He was mine first. And why you would want someone like him, that did what..." Sandra shook her head in mock disgust.
"First off,' Victoria asked in a very innocent and sweet voice which I know was simply a wolf in sheep's clothing. Her eyes were flashing dangerously. "Who exactly is it that you think my husband is?"
Sandra studied Victoria for a moment, "He's Mike Other, but if you're married to him these days I am assuming you already knew that, he might look a little different, definitely more muscular and a lot more tanned, but he is definitely the man I married and had three kids with."
I sipped my coffee, it was now almost stone cold, but I could see that Victoria was wanting to work this confrontation.
"Let's assume for a second that what you're saying it true. Why would my Joel be married to me with a different name?" my wife asked.
Stephen snorted and Sandra glared at me like she was about to reveal the world's biggest secret.
"Because he killed two girls," she said victoriously.
Victoria frowned. "You're meaning the murders from a few years ago, Tina and Maisy Bustoff. They were killed by the Turner Brothers, who are both serving consecutive life sentences. You're saying that my husband is Michael Other, who was falsely imprisoned, was abused by his family and friends, and beaten by prison authorities and prisoners alike, while finding out he had an unfaithful wife who was sleeping with a friend of his. Then he was released and forced to relocate and change his identity to have a chance at a new life. That is who you're saying I am married too?"
"Exactly," Sandra said victoriously, arms folded over her chest, not picking up on the fact of who she was talking to.
"So, if my Joel is this man that you're talking about," Victoria said, now letting the timbre of her voice rise. "If you abandoned him in the midst of his walk through the pits of hell, convinced your kids and his family to hate and abuse him, divorced him and sent him pictures of you having sex with that scum beside you.
"If you sent him a letter explaining how you had been having an affair with a close friend of his for months, then went on every morning show around the country expounding on your ex-husband's deeds that was proved false.
"If this man that I adore and would lay my life down for, if this man is the man that I have spent years helping to recover himself. Of helping him to feel human again. If this is the man that you're referring to. Then tell me why oh cheating slut, lying whore and portrayer of everything that true and honest love refers to as nasty and dirty. Tell me why the fuck would I let you anywhere near him!"
Victoria was standing now, her eyes wild, her chest heaving. Sandra looked over at Casey and Jared were both smirking. If she thought they were going to admonish my wife for swearing at my ex she was sadly mistaken.
Sandra was looking a little worried herself now. She looked at Victoria, Stephen, she even looked at me for help.
"What do you want Sandra, why the fuck are you here upsetting my husband?" Victoria demanded towering over her, ready to cause carnage on my behalf.
Stephen was also a little worried, but he looked at the police, then the other three of us at the table and put a hand on his wife's arm in support.
"Money," he said simply.
"Money?" Victoria repeated, the change in speaker taking a little wind out of her sails.
"We know that Mike earnt a lot after his release and we want some of it," he responded.
I leaned back in my seat and looked at my wife who was still amped up, I shrugged and let her stay on point.
"Why would you think you would get anything?" Victoria asked.
Stephen shrugged then looked at me.
"Because we know who you are, we can tell the world where you are." He said. Stephen ignored Victoria for a moment and looked directly at me.
"Don't get us wrong Mike." Stephen said looking at me. "We don't like you, and you will never get to be with your first love ever again."
I couldn't help it I snorted.
"But Sandra and I have become used to a lifestyle, and the money from the talk shows has dried up. It's taken us a while but with the kids cutting us out of their lives, we figured they would have you back in them, so we went through their bins and found the details of this café. They come here with you every time they travel."
I nodded, they had been going through bins.
"How much?" I said, Victoria glared at me for saying something.
"Four million," he said, "We figure you're good for at least that much."
"So," I said again ignoring my wife giving me the eye to shut my mouth. "Four million dollars and you both walk away and pretend that you never saw me, that I'm not this... Murder Mike...?"
Stephen grinned, Sandra looked relieved. "Yes." He said nodding his head.
"That's extortion," I said quietly.
Stephen looked over at Casey and Jared to see if they had overheard. They were watching us, but as we were no longer shouting they wouldn't have heard what we were saying from the other side of the room.
He shrugged his shoulders, "So?" he said. "I've done worse to you. Who do you think slipped the guards the money to let big Larry look after you, or helped Sandra to write the letter that you received. Who do you think it was that seduced Sandra and made her want to turn your entire family against you when the opportunity presented itself?"
I swallowed, until now I was calm. He was trying to get a reaction out of me.
"And I know what I did was wrong Mike, but the thing is it's my word against yours. You're still Murder Mike, and no one can prove anything. Give us the money Mike, give it to us and we walk away."
"Why?" I asked my one-time friend. "Even if I was this guy that you're talking about. And even if I had that type of money. Why would I give you so much money only for you to blow six times the amount that you got in the first place?" I told him, letting him know I knew exactly what they had earned from the media companies. "Why would I give any money to a couple of extortionists that once I gave in would come back any time they want and ask for more. Tell me why?"
Victoria looked at me proudly. Over the years I'd picked up a few of her speaking patterns to ask the questions without admitting to what the other side wanted.
"Furthermore," I said picking up my phone, turning it on, showing it was recording. "You have just accused me of being someone that legally I am not, there are slander laws about that. Second you tried to extort money that wasn't yours, another crime, third you have just admitted on this recording that you paid officers of the law to perform illegal actions against someone who turned out to be innocent.
"Lastly, you should understand that if I was this person you're talking about, none of the media companies would touch you with a ten foot pole, as with part of the agreement I would have with them as this person. I would make sure there was a lifetime gag order that if they said a single thing on this matter of this so-called person that they could be sued for a lot more than what they had to pay in the first place.
"That is if I was this so called Mike person you are talking about."
I finished.
Neither Sandra, nor Stephen now knew where to look now.
I stopped the recording and stood.
"Now if that is everything," I told them. "I think both of you need to head back to the airport and fly home. There is nothing for you here and you will find that despite the warm weather we are having that 1770 will be very cold for the two of you."
Saying nothing else they both stood and started walking out the door.
As they got to the doorway.
"Stephen?" I said.
As he turned he caught the full force of my punch on his jaw. His head almost slamming into the timber doorway. He fell to his knees as the assembled crowd cheered. Casey and Jared doing nothing but smiling.
"That is for being a deceitful son-of-a-bitch and taking another mans wife. And you,"
I said turning to Sandra as she stood their shocked as her second husband was holding a bloodied nose sitting at my feet.
"Just be glad that my wife is a very level-headed former crown prosecutor that not only helped get your ex-husband out of jail, but also gave him every reason to live afterwards. In fact she is so level-headed that despite the fire in her eyes as she stands beside me now where she wants to bitch-slap you like you did to me all those years ago, she's not going to, because she is better than you."
Sandra's eyes went wide again as it sunk in that I had at last admitted who I was to her, but she had nothing to prove it, and even if she did she now knew there was nothing she could do about it.
Sandra nodded, aging what looked like years in seconds. Her entire posture changing. "Goodbye Mike." She said moving to help her husband stand after my punch. She eyed the police for a moment and understood that they would do nothing to help them.



"If you could tell the kids to call me, I guess..." she trailed off not finishing the thought. "You're not going to are you?" she asked me.
I smiled sadly at her. "No Sandra, I'll tell them, but you managed to burn your bridge with them just as they put every effort into repairing theirs to me. I don't believe they will call you willingly again."
I shrugged.
"Then again I could be wrong, I was wrong once about you."
She stumbled out the door with Stephen and surprisingly, I never saw her again.
I sat back down and Victoria hugged me. Aside from a slight nervous tick in my right hand I was alright.
"I'm so proud of you honey." She said as everyone came crowding back in. Jared whispered to Casey and she nodded, he walked out and following Sandra and Stephen.
"So," I said to the now assembled crowd of about twenty people around Victoria and I. "I guess my secret is out."
Doreen, one of the older ladies barked a harsh but not unfriendly laugh.
"Joel, all of us who have been here for any length of time have known since almost the beginning."
I looked at the older lady, then scanned the faces of the crowd, they were all nodding.
"But, why? If you all knew, then..." I started to say.
"Because you were a man in pain," Doreen replied. "We knew who you were and we talked about what to do when the Mayor invited you. Some of us were a little nervous at first, but you kept to yourself and you rarely ventured into town in those early days. Those of us you interacted with you, knew that you were broken and we talked about just giving you space to heal.
I nodded, tears growing at the corners of my eyes.
"A few reporters tried in the early days to find you, following rumors," Casey added. "Back then I had just moved here with the force and the community brought me into the loop and we all decided that you needed protecting, so without saying anything we got rid of them just like those two today."
I nodded again, tears now leaking, but a smile on my face.
Doreen jumped in again.
"Then we started seeing you more and more with your lovely wife and then your beautiful daughters and we agreed that you could just continue to be Joel with us."
She looked at me in that way that older people can sometimes.
"You can be Mike too if you like, but we all care for you just as you are. You're part of this community, both of you and we look after our own." She finished with a nod.
For the next hour we talked, hugs and stories of incidents of people looking to find me coming out. That included one of my brother Clayton coming to town. I thought again about reaching out, Victoria looked at me and shook her head. I quickly retracted the thought and she smiled. She knew now was not the time to open that can of worms.
The following month the school fete was a success, I spent almost half the day on the dunking machine, and raised almost a thousand dollars. But Victoria was always there with a towel and a kiss. My girls were proud as punch and held my hand introducing me as the best dunking daddy at school.
In a surprise move, Garlin and Mary moved out here to be closer to us when the twins hit high-school. They felt that Victoria and I were almost closer to them than their own family and with the amount of time we spent in the air traveling back and forth it wasn't a bad idea.
They did note to us that when the twins were around the same age as their own girls were, they had a dream that sounded very similar to my family's and mine. We hugged and cried and they thanked me again for everything.
I guess you're wondering if I reconciled with my parents and siblings. Well sort of is the response I can give. When my father got cancer I sucked it up and visited him in hospital. Of course there were a few tears and a lot of apologies from their side. I got the same from my siblings. Patricia was especially emotional. But there had been too much damage despite their remorse. My kids were younger and my love for them was different. Parents and siblings had no excuse. But despite that, after my father passed away I visited them about twice a year, it's still awkward, but usually Matilda is with me acting as a bridge to them.
As I slowed down moving into my sixties, Victoria and I were asked to sit on the board of ALRO, the investment company we had put a large chunk of money into after my initial release. We had spent a decent chunk of time with Robbie and Amy over the years. As I previously mentioned they are very distant relatives and I haven't spoken about our time with them as they have their own story to tell. But sitting on their board was fun helping to pick investments that could make a difference.
My family is everything to me, I have seen the heights of wonder as well as the pits of hell and without my wonderful family and friends, I can honestly say that I would not of made it.
Lastly, Victoria and I. She is still my rock, her smile is always there when I look at her, and I know her eyes only ever shine for me. Her touch still sends tingles up my arm and her body still excites me even as we age. She helps me with our charities and investments, our lives richer than I could ever have imagined and its because of her. She holds me together and I can't foresee a day when I don't wake up without her beside me.
Life is good.
[:::: Victoria ::::]
I suppose that I sadly get to have the final word in this story of betrayal, and romance. Today we buried Mike at eighty-six. He passed away peacefully in his sleep. The night before, we made love, such sweet and passionate love. He still knew how to get my motor running even after all these years. Our kids and now grandchildren live in the area, and we even got to meet three great-grandchildren together, so we call ourselves fortunate. Almost the entire town of 1770 turned out for his funeral. I was surprised to find so many people that my husband had helped over the years after being released from prison there as well. Silvia and Constance now live with me at the beach house, their husbands having passed a few years ago. Them along with a small staff for health and cleaning. It's better than a retirement home and the three of us enjoy laughing and crying over our absent spouses.
Now as the months pass, each night I go to sleep and cry as I miss my husband. I smile as I think of him and though old, I still feel a little naughty laying in bed and think about that look he gave me before I had his arms wrapped around me at a hotel so many years ago. I found a broken man, and never once have I doubted that giving him my love was anything other than the greatest blessing I could receive as he did the same for me.
I know it won't be long before I join him. I smile at the thought as I brush my hair, clean my teeth and climb into bed in nothing but a pair of boyleg briefs. Sure my body isn't what it once was, my ass feels too wide, my breasts droop too much, the tiny bruises that I now get bumping into things don't go away quickly. But Mike still loved to touch me and hold me every chance he got.
Tonight I again smile as I fall asleep thinking of my husband and find myself in a familiar glade. Lit by moonlight there is a big park bench in the middle of the grassy area. I don't know why but even in the middle of the forest I can hear the sound of the ocean as it sounds like standing on the beach in front of our home.
Sitting on the chair are three people, in the middle, larger than life is my Mike. He stands and opens his arms and I rush into them. To the side are two young women. Also strangely, they look much older than the last time we met in this place. But this location and these two women have had more effect on my life more than any other people I have ever met.
"Welcome home my love," Mike says his arms still enfolded around me.
I kiss him until I feel a tug on my sleeve, Tina, who my daughter is named after is now a young woman, long straight black hair and an easy smile.
"Thank you for loving him and seeing his true strength," she says as she hugs me through happy tears.
"You should know," her sister Maisy says as she also gets a hug. "That without you making that choice to believe him, not just Mike's, but a lot of people's lives would have been nowhere near as happy as they were. Your one decision to believe an innocent man wasn't guilty was without question one of the pivotal moments in your nations history, though no one will ever know how much." Maisy said.
I felt awed and Mike looked at me and smiled.
"So what now," I asked.
Mikes eyes flashed.
"Anything we want," he said. "Anything we want."
[::: Fin :::]
[:::: Authors Ending Notes ::::]
Thank you everyone for reading Guilty Until Proven Innocent. I enjoyed writing this one as more of a romance rather than my usual Loving Wives story, indeed I wasn't going to include the scene with Sandra at the end until I was talking with my own wife and she encouraged me to get him a little closure.
I enjoyed writing this one with the different perspectives, I wanted to explore both sides of what Mike and Victoria were thinking so that was fun. And yes, the references to ARLO along with Robbie and Amy were from 'The Nuclear Family'. This is the first time I've referenced one of my previous stories directly.
Lastly I want to lay out a challenge.
In our lives there are moments like what Mike went through with his family, sure they are likely not as extreme as Mike's but there are moments when something comes up with our loved ones that we should pause and reflect as opposed to react. The initial spark for this story was one such incident with my daughter. She was young and getting into some trouble at school, but one incident didn't sit right so despite the evidence and reports to the contrary. I asked my daughter if she did it when no one else did. Once I got the no from her my wife and I looked closer, the end result was that the school had to make a formal apology to my daughter.
Thanks everyone,
See you in the next story.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
I've written what I believe are quite a few emotional rollercoasters over the past year. They take a lot of time to write, to see each scene in my head and try to translate that into words on the page. I've got a few more of those up my sleeve, but I thought it might be nice for a break. Do something a little lighter, and perhaps a little shorter. Thanks to TexDom for the pre-read and feedback.
[:::: Watching the Game ::::]
Once a month, my good friend Andrew and I headed to a local pub after work to grab a burger, a beer and shoot the shit while watching Friday night footy.
Tonight, we were watching the Brisbane Bronco's verses the Melbourne Storm. As Queensland natives of course both Andrew and I cheered for the Bronco's. Before the game started, we'd ordered food. Andrew had a steak while I had a wood fried pizza and both of us were enjoying the digestion over a second pint. Well, I was enjoying a pint of beer, while Andrew was on soft drink as opposed to beer since he was on call. He was a senior constable with our local police station, having gotten a transfer six months ago from headquarters following a messy divorce. Me on the other hand, I was a lawyer, I had just made partner where I worked, was married to the love of my life and thought I was an all-around good guy despite my profession.
Andrew and I were arguing the strategy or lack thereof, of kicking the ball into touch after halfway on the field when he got a call.
"Sorry mate," Andrew told me a minute later as he put his phone down. "I've got to head in. Raincheck for next Friday?" he asked me.
I waved him away when he tried to hand me fifty dollars to cover the meal as he stood.
"Don't worry about it," I told him. "Bring a bottle of something nice to my place next Friday night when we watch the Cowboys stomp the Tigers."
He smirked putting the money back in his pocket, grabbed his jacket and then gave me a serious look before letting his gaze linger over my shoulder for a moment.
"Just take care of yourself. I take it you have noticed ol' roid boy with the hard on for you. He's been staring since he came in five minutes after us?"
I nodded, taking a swig of my beer. "Yeah, he's hardly taken his eyes off me," I replied. "I know I'm a good-looking bloke and all, but he's not really my type."
Andrew laughed, "Don't stress. Joe's got your back if you need a hand," he said nodding towards our barkeep who had known us for a few years. I didn't turn and look, but I could assume that Joe would have returned Andrew's gesture.
A minute later, Andrew was out the door and I leant back in my chair with my nice cold beer and focused on the game.
In my experience, Australian Rugby League is a fairly unique game as far as national sports go. They don't pad up like they do in American Football. And the side is pretty much the set for most of the game. It's a full contact sport where teams complete in full on battle in two forty-minute halves.
It was a close game tonight. Melbourne had the hometown advantage and this season they had been doing a lot better than the Broncos. But tonight, I hoped that we could pull one out of the bag with the way the Broncos were playing. Currently they were ahead.
I was watching the fifth tackle kick that Melbourne did from their own twenty-meter line when the guy that Andrew had noted was watching me, sat down in the seat Andrew had vacated. We had chosen a bench in the middle of the pub floor tonight, perfect for two people to eat and chat. Andrew had called him ol' roid boy and that was what he looked like. He looked like he was one of those guys that worked out at the gym almost three times a day, pushing his body to extremes, he had bleached blonde hair, no neck to speak of and even while relaxed, the veins in his arms could be seen clearly like he had been working out for the past three hours.
I gave him a cursory glance in his tight white tee as he sat down with his tonic water. Likely a mixer with gin or vodka and I tried not to snort at the visage of the stereo typical meathead as I looked back to the game. I cursed as I watched my team fumble the football resulting in a forward pass and a penalty against them.
"You know I'm fucking her," ol' roid boy said to me suddenly and without introduction. His eyes never glanced at the game or anyone else they were solely locked on me.
I glanced sideways at him.
"Sorry?" I asked liked I hadn't heard him.
"You heard me," he told me as a huge grin spread over his face. "I told you that I'm fucking your wife. I'm fucking her and she loves it,"
For a moment I said nothing as I gave him the eyeball. He did nothing but smirk back at me. Oh and he flexed one of his biceps, the not so subtle hint that he would wipe the floor with me if I tried anything.
I looked at him another moment, before the noise from the game distracted me. The Bronco's had just made a beautiful play and made it to within twenty metres of the try line.
I grunted, a little disgusted, "Good try dickhead."
I turned my full attention back to the game and took another swallow of my beer.
"It's true," he said, sneering at me. "Your beautiful redheaded wife. You know the one with the sterling blue eyes, and the beautiful freckles that run down her back. Or how about I tell you about the little tattoo of the twin dolphins jumping over the moon on her left back shoulder blade?
His statement made me take my eyes off the game and look at him. He smiled triumphantly, knowing he had my attention. Yes, my wife did have that tattoo.
"All right then Dickhead," I asked him. "What is it that you want?" He was now smiling like a conquering hero, But I was looking at him like a used piece of gum stuck to the bottom of my shoe. But ol' roid boy never noticed my dark look.
I heard a groan from the room and swore as the Melbourne Storm made a break, running almost the entire length of the field scoring four points directly under the uprights, bringing the score between the two sides within a try of each other. It really was a close game.
"Just that I'm going to take her from you," he told me matter of factly, still not caring about the game at all. "I love her tight body, I love feeling my cock buried deep inside her as she moans for more. I mean, last week I was running my hand over her tight abs as she ground her pussy on yours truly. She is a minx that knows how to fuck. For that alone I am going to take her from you."
His statement caused me to think about Janie. The hours we had spent making love. How I loved staring into those deep blue eyes as her legs were wrapped around my waist and she milked me for all I was worth. The more I thought about her, the more I smiled at Roid boy's description, that feeling of ecstasy I had at the thought of my wife.
Unlike meathead here, I had known my wife since fourth grade when her family moved into the area. Within a week of her starting school, we were best friends. Our mutual attraction too strong to ignore. When puberty and hormones hit, it was a given we would start dating, our families never giving more than a token resistance to our budding romance.
I still recall the day that Janie and I gave ourselves to each other, the awkwardness of our coupling despite months of mutual touching and exploring in the lead up. The wickedness of doing it late at night in an open field out the back of nowhere, scared that we were going to be busted. That knowing look our parents gave us over the following month. They were precious memories to me, to her. This guy had no idea.
I thought of how the giving of ourselves brought us closer together, that since then most of the time, you couldn't get a sheet of paper between us even while we were both studying through university. We were both driven individuals, me studying towards my law degree and Janie with her nursing degree, but never once did it get in the way of our affections for each other. I thought back over our wedding, that amazing day where Janie and I officially belonged to each other, our families celebrating the union.
Then I thought through some of our more recent challenges. But I didn't think we had lost any of our love. If anything, I had thought we were closer. I recalled our last fight and smiled. Janie had started taking off her clothes and I had asked what she was doing. When she told me to undress because we were going to disagree. I only barely hid my smile at her demand, seeing my wife's nudity never ceased to get a reaction out of me and she knew it. Janie had a thing that we should fight naked because nothing would be hidden.
I smiled absently while roid boy watched me, him not knowing I was recalling the discussion and what came after our disagreement had ended.
He must have got tired of waiting and had been snapping his fingers in front of my face for a good ten seconds before it brought me out of the erotic memories and back to the here and now.
As my eyes focused, I smiled at the man who had proudly proclaimed he was fucking my wife. I watched as he lost a little of his bluster, not expecting my reaction.
"So," I said as I took another swallow of beer, "How do you know the woman you're boning is my wife?"
He bustled a little as we sat at the pub bench following my response, then squared himself like he was readying himself to fight.
"Last Friday I saw you and her driving in town," he told me almost a little dejectedly, like it was unusual for Janie to be seen out with me, her husband. "The two of you sat beside me at the lights and were laughing with the windows down in your fucking Mustang, joking like you didn't have a care in the world. It royally pissed me off as you drove away, and she didn't even look my way to see me in my much nicer Mercedes, right beside you."
I watched as he took an aggressive sip of his drink. I noticed the lime in it. Pretty. He smiled seeing me watch him before setting the drink down in front of him in an overly expressive gesture. I glanced back at the screen, not giving him the reaction he wanted.
"So I decided to find you and have this little chat," he told me, pretending I was still looking at him. "Let you know that I'm going to put the full court press on her and that there is no way you will keep her for much longer."
I just about spilled my now half empty beer at his comment. "Full Court Press," I snickered and turned towards him, ignoring the fact that the Broncos were in line for a try on the far right of the field.
"Seriously," I said. "What type of idiot throws words like, 'Full Court Press' out in front of people. You're not some suave Casanova that women beg to take them to bed. Hell, you're not even a pretty boy. You're an over stimulated, drugged up asswipe that thinks too much of himself, spends too much money to get laid and has a dick that is likely so small thanks to your steroid taking that you likely wonder why you can't ever make a woman cum."
For a moment, he sat there open-mouthed that I would insult him like I did. But I was again distracted as I heard the cry go up as the Bronco's crossed the line. I promptly joined the cheer going up around the room ignoring the moron as my team kept ahead.
Roid boy stood suddenly, his countenance growing dark at my blasé attitude and hurled insults. He was readying to reach across the table when I finished downing my beer and placed it loudly on the lacquered wood benchtop.
"Sit down Cody," I said sharply, my sudden use of his name pulling him up short.
"You haven't got a fucking clue have you," I said now glaring at the confused guy. "My wife loves me and only me. She has never had another man in her heart, and she never will. We have been together since we were eight years old and will be together until we're eighty. So, if you think you even have a clue about her than you're in for a shock.
"I'm still balls deep in your wife," Cody sneered trying to regain some of his now quickly diminishing confidence.
I stood and crossed my arms.
"I'm going to pretend that I didn't hear that. In fact, I'd love it if I could pretend that you and I never spoke, but I can't," I said ominously. "So, sit your ass down, shut up and I'll tell you what is going to happen."
Cody swallowed, his eyes for the first-time showing fear, but he didn't sit.
"Later tonight, you're going to get a text telling you that it's over, that you're done, and she will never see you again. Then you're going to forget that you ever met her or it's not going to go well for you."
He took it as a physical threat and continued standing, trying to appear imposing. If I hadn't been staring him in the eyes he might have been. But I knew a bully when I saw one and I wasn't impressed, I was now pissed since he was putting his nose into places he shouldn't.
"And what the fuck do you think you're going to do about it little man?" he asked me snidely.
A few people around the pub were now looking at us while also trying to watch the final minutes of the footy. I was missing it thanks to this moron. Joe looked at me from behind the bar and I gave a small shake of my head that I was alright. It was obvious that this was a bit of a David verses Goliath moment. He was big and strong. But Cody didn't know I had stones and a sling.
"Cody Williams, twenty-nine, still living with your parents in Shorncliffe" I told him in my professional voice. "Works as a Brickie's labourer for Stone and Sons, engaged to Brianna Phobee." I lent in and whispered, "Her daddy that owns the place."
I smiled and lent back, the surprise evident on his face.
"See Cody, I know all about you. I've known about you for a while now. I know your behaviours, where you work, how you work. I know about the three women you have been seeing behind your fiancée's back. I know the money you have spent that doesn't belong to you. I know you think you're a player but that under it all, you're scared that Brianna will see you for the worthless lazy shit you are and dump you. You're worried about keeping her in the dark so you can use her money to keep buying the illegal steroids you pump into your body."
Cody had taken a step back. His body language telling me he was now in a panic.
"Now you should know Cody, that while I know a lot about you. You obviously know jack about me," I told him calmly. "You see, I'm a lawyer, I specialise in criminal law. I help get the bad guys put in jail. I always know the bad guys when I see them," I said giving him the eye. "And I do my research before I talk with them or they talk to me."
For a moment I said nothing and let my statement sink into the overdosed buffoon in front of me. He still had nothing to say, he was worried as this conversation continued to go down the drain for him.
"So let me tell you," I said snidely. "You need to do what the text you get later says, cut it with all the women or I'll be representing Brianna pro-bono as she takes what's left of your miserable pride away."
I turned and watched the screen as the full-time siren blasted out and shook my head. The Bronco's had lost by a golden point conversion while I was talking to the idiot.
Disgusted by the loss and the idiot keeping me company, I grabbed my suit jacket off the back of my stool and threw it over my shoulders, eyeing the stunned cheater on the other side of the bench as I threaded my arms through the sleeves.
I waved to Joe behind the bar and walked around the table, stopping right behind Cody, now sitting dejected and knowing that the conversation had gone exactly the opposite way to what he thought it would when he sat down.
"Do what the text says Cody," I repeated with a hint of menace in my voice. "Or I'll make sure that you spend the next three to five on the inside. Next time, know with whom you're fucking before you pretend that you're anymore more that the gutter trash you are and just hope that you and I never have to talk again."
With that I walked out to the second most important thing in the world to me, my cherry red 2022 Mustang and drove home with a smile on my face.
Coming in the door fifteen minutes later, Janie is sitting at the table reading from a pile of booklets in front of her. I came over smiled and kissed her. Sighing, she wrapped her arms around my neck and held me there as our tongues greeted each other. When I came up for breath, I sat down heavily in the chair beside her, knowing that I needed to have a conversation with her.
"So how was the game? You and Andrew have fun?" she asked me.
"Andrew got called in part way through," I told her. "And the Broncos lost by a one-point field goal in the last few minutes. Unfortunately, I missed it due to a pain in the ass conversation.
"Sorry babe, they'll pick it up next week. There is still a month until finals," my wife said consoling me. "And what conversation was that?"
I looked at her and sighed. "Cody William's decided to introduce himself to me tonight, so we had to have a little talk."
"Oh," Janie said looking at me sadly. "I'm sorry my love, I had hoped it would not have come to that."
I nodded, "I know, but it's done, and we talked. I told him what was going to happen. You can send the text now."
Janie nodded and picked up her phone and typed for a minute before hitting send and placing it back down on the table.
"I'm sorry," she said, and I nodded sadly.
If I could have seen inside her mind at that moment, I would have seen how sad she was that Cody had confronted me. That this was the third time that it had occurred like this didn't make her feel any better. And I knew she hated it each time it happened. But she loved me, her husband, like life itself and she knew that I always knew what I was doing. Cody wasn't anything that I couldn't handle.
Janie got a text not ten minutes later and looking at her phone, frowned.
"He is not taking it well," my wife told me. "Says he's going to fuck you up and make you wish you hadn't been born while fucking your wife in front of you."
I shrugged. "I'll file the paperwork tomorrow. I hate it when they just don't take the easy way out."
Janie nodded and I opened my arms.
Pushing her chair back, my wife gingerly stood. I smiled as I looked at her pregnant beauty, she sat on my lap and kissed me again while I rubbed my hands over her swollen belly.
"Despite being an identical twin, my sister has some of the seriously worse taste in men," my wife said softly. "She needs to stop using you as a crutch to break up with these morons."
I laughed, "Actually this time I don't think it was Kattie," I said referring to her identical twin sister. Identical to the tattoo they both got in their late teens. Janie hated that her sister kept looking for the guys with gym bodies as opposed to finding a boyfriend with half a brain. My sister-in-law had used me as an excuse to break up with guys twice before.
"He saw you and I driving home from Southbank a few weeks ago," I told my pregnant wife, who without the belly would have amazing abs like discussed earlier in the evening. That point was the second clue that Cody was talking about Katie. The first was that I knew my wife and she would rip his balls off with her bare hands before ever cheating on me.
"He saw us in the Mustang and was pissed you didn't look at him in his Mercedes," I snorted. "He thought you were Katie. He then found me and decided to have a chat."
Janie laughed and gave me a smouldering look.
"You know," I said changing the topic. "Andrew's divorce is now six months old; I know he always had a thing for Katie back in school. Perhaps a barbeque Saturday night?"
Janie's look became playful as she sensually plucked a stray piece of cotton off the shoulder of my shirt.
"You never know, stranger things have happened," my wife replied as we both marvelled at the little hand that suddenly pushed out of her stomach announcing its presence. "oh, oh oh..." she said before leaning forward and kissing me again.



"But this," she told me, touching the little hand until it disappeared back into her. "This is your fault. Come and take responsibility for it." My wife then stood swaying her hips as she moved sensually towards the bedroom.
I smiled as she winked back at me, and I followed the most beautiful backside in the world. Kattie's man troubles could wait.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
There we go, something a little lighter, a little more fun. A little mistaken identity and we all get to smile with something a little less serious.
Yes, I am aware I did not give our MC a name, He originally had one, but I thought it would be interesting to ask you to go back and read this putting yourself into our MC's shoes. Enjoy 😊
Next time I'll get back to some of the more intense drama's that I know you're all craving, and honestly that I like writing.
Cheers
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
It has been a little while between stories for me; the past several months have been a roller coaster of so many things happening in real life that I almost feel like a character in one of my stories based on some of the drama. I've been betrayed by someone who I didn't understand was a true narcissist, struggled to find focus in my businesses, been fighting a huge case of burn out and with that associated hormonal crash, been fighting off severe depression. The thing that has held me together has been my wife and kids, they have been my rock and without them I would likely have just disappeared into obscurity. So a big thank you to my family!
I mention this, because so many of us fight with things like this in our lives, my drama's are by no mean unique, and from time to time, I work some of these themes into my stories. Yes, sometimes their over dramatic, but writing is therapy for me, so I often go over the top. To those of you who leave comments and message me privately about how my stories have helped you, thank you, I appreciate it.
Now, lets take a look at this story. This one 'She's Cheating on You', is one that I have been sitting on for a long time. Like 'Bed and Breakfast' I wrote the original draft early in my decision to start writing, it was a draft story I completed before 'On the Mend' and has been sitting in the low digits of now over 85 story concepts that I have drafted, am writing, is going through the editing process or are published.
The concept and theme for this story is nothing new for the Loving Wives category, there are all the usual tropes of love and betrayal, but in this one, I want to explore the concept of love further. Not the usual romantic love that we see in our stories, though that is there, but what about unconditional love, where you love the person despite their words and actions. I hope to touch on the topics of loving another person, despite what they have or have not done. Our two main characters are where I am looking to explore this.
Some of you will like it, some of you won't, some of you won't agree with what I position here, and that's fine. I'm writing fiction, not real life.
I would also like to thank TexDom and Miket0422, both of you have provided valuable input over the long development of this story, thank you!
I hope this is the start of me getting back into publishing some of my work and that you enjoy the tale.
[:::: She's Cheating on You ::::]
"You know she's cheating on you?" Shona, of whom I would easily describe as my closest friend in the world, asked me. Her steely blue eyes were locked onto my face and not giving me any real avenue of escape from her statement.
In the moments following her blatant blurting out of something to ruin my day, I wasn't sure where to look. We were sitting on the back deck at her place. I sat unsure of what to say or really how to respond. The question she asked me moments ago didn't quite come out of nowhere, but it was unexpected and caught me somewhat off guard. Until she asked, I had been having a relaxing afternoon. But the question incipiently written in her gaze also hid a unique form of agony on her beautiful face that only the two of us could understand at her having to utter those words.
After a couple of moments of avoiding her stare, I looked at Shona and held her gaze briefly, trying to wish the last thirty seconds could be rewound. I knew Shona wouldn't have thrown down the gauntlet of challenge unless she had a reason. I felt the muscles in my shoulders tense, and I averted my gaze to look up at the cool grey winter sky. For us native coast dwellers here in Byron Bay, Australia, it was the coldest time of the year. A chilly breeze blew in off the ocean as the two of us sat on her back patio, dressed in warm jumpers and drinking hot chocolate in the late afternoon.
The moment continued to stretch as I studiously avoided looking at her and contemplated the clouds. I noted it was likely we would get a shower or two, perhaps some good rain in the next few hours from how the clouds were moving. Sighing, I picked up my half-empty mug of hot chocolate as I watched cloud formations move, changing their shapes briefly, letting up a glimpse of the blue sky beyond peak through now and then, but would disappear. I took a deep breath, the sunny sky like my happiness, now felt out of reach.
Try as I might, contemplating the weather could not distract me from Shona's uncomfortable words. Still holding the mug in my hands with its warm sweet flavour, I stopped gazing at the clouds and looked over at Maddie, my eight-year-old daughter, who at that moment was gleefully pushing her half-brother, Greg, on the swing in Shona's backyard.
The moment moved to become what must have been a couple of minutes, neither of us had said anything else and I knew Shona was waiting for me to process my thoughts. She had known I had suspicions that something was wrong for a while now; excuses and snarky comments had me wondering about my wife. The time away, diminished lovemaking and even more than a few angry words that had me sleeping in the spare bedroom a few times over the last few months had me morose and moody to everyone.
But everyone knew I was a lover, not a fighter, and would avoid confrontation as much as possible. It wasn't that I was always everyone's doormat. I'd stand up for myself and those around me when needed, but if it was my own personal problem, I tended to procrastinate and hope it went away rather than deal with it if I could help it.
I again heaved a large sigh watching Maddie and Greg play, beginning to feel emotions I had been denying for months swell within my chest. A knot of stress that I had been feeling for a while suddenly made itself known as an ache and I swallowed hard.
Again, I looked back to Shona, and I could see the pained expression on her face. I know she would not have wanted to start anything, However, at the same time, if there was someone in this world that had my back, it was her.
As I let my gaze settle back on her, I couldn't find the right words to say, and as I watched, Shona hesitantly pulled an envelope out of her bag beside her. It was one of those giant bags that mothers all around the world carry to have everything they need for their kids.
"I'm sorry, Hun, I can't think of a kinder way to say it, but Bridget is cheating on you," she told me again. Shona held the envelope a moment. It was A3 in size and looked heavy. I got another look combining pity and pain, but she sighed, committed to her course of action. She moved slowly, placing the envelope on the table in front of her, her left hand now resting on it. "It's all here. I have been debating this in my mind all afternoon, but you need to know what is going on. Do you want me to give it to you now or later?"
Again, the pain behind her eyes showed through. She was not enjoying this one bit and had to see the despair on my face. What was hurting her was that, with the exception of a few months, she had been my closest friend for most of my life and knew me better than anyone.
My name is Timothy Other. Of course, everyone calls me Tim. I was, I thought, until a moment ago, fooling myself that I was happily married to Bridget. However, looking at the envelope Shona had just produced, I knew it contained the truth that my marriage wasn't that happy or healthy. As I reviewed the last few months, hell, looking back, let's call it the last year. There was nothing overt I could put my finger on, but I always doubted Bridget's fidelity. I sighed expressively, looking at the envelope Shona had her hand on. Having a cheating wife was, unfortunately, a scenario that had happened to me before.
Again we sat, nothing was said as I stared at the pile of bad news under Shona's hand. I didn't want it to be true, but the look on Shona's face told me that everything in the envelope would hurt.
"How Shona?" I asked, my voice cracking slightly as I fingered the cup containing about a third of a hot chocolate that was now going cold quickly.
"Rick," she said quickly and simply.
Rick was Shona's husband, a hotshot family lawyer with quite a few connections around Byron Bay and northern New South Wales as well as up into Queensland to boot. Rick and I had an interesting relationship. We both loved Shona and would do anything for her. Despite our history, or likely more because of the history between Shona and me, Rick had also become a good friend over the years.
We both continued to stare at the envelope. If what I suspected was true and in the envelope that Shona had, then Bridget and I were done, and Rick was a better friend than I thought. Either that, or he was perhaps, at last, putting the screws to me for being so friendly with his wife.
For a few more moments, I stared at the envelope under Shona's hand and felt a wave of nausea wash over me.
I don't think I can go through this again, I was thinking.
"Tim, you're not going to be alone," Shona said. She always had a pretty good idea of what I was feeling. But it went both ways, and I could see she held back the words 'this time.' With everything we had been through, both of us were only twenty-five. Going through a second divorce before I was thirty was going to hurt regardless.
The gaps in conversation were large as she gave me space to process what was happening. For the third time, neither of us said anything until Maddie came up carrying one-year-old Greg.
"Mum, I think Greg needs a nappy change. He stinks!" Her nose wrinkled, and a smell told us a very ripe nappy was indeed wrapped around the toddler. My daughter was an eight-going on eighteen-year-old girl and was currently in the habit of narrating everything she did.
Shona stood and picked up her bag without saying anything, plucking Greg from Maddie's arms. She briefly gave me a look, and after a moment's hesitation, she picked the envelope back up, nodding her head to Maddie before catching my eye again. I nodded in reply. Maddie didn't need to see what was in there.
Within the next couple of breaths, Maddie quickly shifted herself into my lap and hugged me and then an air-kiss as Shona took her son in to get a fresh nappy.
"Are you okay Dad?" Maddie asked. "I mean, you don't look all right. What were you and Mum just talking about." A thought occurred to her based on the look on my face, one I just could not hide. "You're not fighting again like when I was little, are you?"
The thought paled my daughter. For as long as she could remember, her Mum and I have not been a couple, but in her mind, we have always been best friends. But a few years ago, she asked why we weren't together if we loved each other as much as we told her. Shona and I had been telling Maddie more and more as she grew up, but she was obviously worried after hearing a few stories recently that Shona and I might have been fighting.
You see, Shona and I were once married. We met in year three at school, and we were pretty much best friends within a week. Friends led to dating when the hormones kicked in, then, without us thinking about the consequences, a teenage pregnancy. Our parents were appalled but supported us. We were young and thought the right thing to do was get married, so we did right after Maddie was born.
It turned out we never should have.
Yes, Shona and I were best friends, but being married to each other wasn't the right fit for our friendship. I will admit after having Maddie and getting married, the love was there, the sex was great, and on the outside, we were a young couple in love. But a litany of little things piled up that ended up breaking us. No matter how hard we tried, we just couldn't be married to each other.
One of the things that broke us is I am a software programmer and gamer. I had started my first business at sixteen, was married with a child at eighteen, and I was working huge eighty-to-ninety-hour weeks all that time.
I gave what time I could to Shona and Maddie, but it just wasn't enough for her. As I said, it was the little things. Most people don't have the stress of children and work until they are in their twenties, sometimes thirties. Shona and I had both at only eighteen years old.
While they supported us outwardly, neither of our parents thought we would make it and made us both sign a prenup before we married. Mine because my parents were giving me start-up cash, Shona's because when I failed at my business, they didn't want their daughter tied up in it.
The business did all right. It didn't fail. But within two years, I created a new business and folded the first one into it, creating Other Gaming. Today, even in my mid-twenties, I have a staff of fifty in three different countries. This includes programmers, testers, marketers, and more than a few admin staff. Overall Other Gaming turns over about one hundred and eighty million a year in revenue through a series of mostly free games that have microtransactions built into them. Microtransactions are where you buy things in the game if you want to get ahead quicker than anyone else. You can buy additional resources, time or bonuses. Our profits are modest compared to some of the gaming companies out there, but it's nothing to sneeze at, and we're yet to have a financial quarter that our investors dislike.
Anyway, back in those early days, Shona and I loved our baby, we were best friends, and we had amazing sex, but ultimately, the only way I can describe it was that we just weren't in love with each other in that soulmate way. As I mentioned before, it was the little things that broke us, things that you overlook when you are truly in love with your spouse. If you're not, it drives you insane. The path to the destruction of our marriage was always going to happen. With myself tied up in the business, I wasn't there like I should have been, which resulted in Shona helping our demise much more quickly. Though perhaps the speed of destruction also saved our friendship.
Everything was building up as we fought against each other over the housework, my time at work and Maddie. On the work front, one day, I had a late meeting with a couple of my investors, and I forgot to tell Shona about it. That same day, Shona never told me she wanted me to come to a meeting at Maddie's day-care, so when I got home, she was pissed, but I had no idea why. We yelled at each other for almost half an hour, the end result had Shona storming out of the house, telling me to make my own dinner shouting, "be a 'fucking' responsible parent and look after our daughter".
She then proceeded to call some girlfriends, got blind stinking drunk, waking up the next morning in the bed of some random guy that had picked her up at the bar they were at.
To Shona's credit, she never lied to me or tried to hide what she did through her tears and regret. She came home the next day, upset and contrite. But as a young guy, as she told me what she did, my entire world crashed around me as my best friend and wife emasculated me.
Without thinking I verbally lashed out at her, calling her a whore and a slut. Shona recoiled for a moment and then retorted, her voice dripping with venom, called me a pathetic nerd and deadbeat dad that was never there for her or our daughter.
The moment the insults left her lips, she knew it was a mistake. She was the one who stormed out and slept with someone else, we both knew I didn't truly mean what I said, But her reaction and implied malice was like an arrow in the heart. Regardless of anything, I had been her best friend for as long as either of us could recall and she knew that.
"Tim, I..." she tried to say, her hands held to her mouth in horror.
I looked mournfully at her, held up my hand, then just turned and walked away.
I immediately moved into the spare bedroom. Over the next few months, I'm sure our screaming matches could likely be heard in the neighbourhood over. Of course, I was hurt so I started divorce for adultery, citing the prenup.
After being served at home while I was at work, Shona didn't go the usual route of counselling.
Over the next few weeks, she was alternately contrite, asking for forgiveness and when I wouldn't tell her I forgave her, she would become upset and yell at me, calling me a wimp and pathetic in bed and the worst mistake of her life any time we were in a room for more than thirty seconds before breaking down crying.
The only time we didn't argue happened around Maddie, and even then, it was tense.
In the end, it was our parents who all but said, 'We told you so', intervening that helped us. They called a truce bringing us back to ourselves. I got home one evening to all four of them in the lounge room, Shona crying and upset as both our mothers talked to her in hushed tones. After both fathers took me aside and gave me a little bit of 'what for' even while understanding that I was the aggrieved party, we ended up in intervention between the six of us.
They laid it on thick and made us both feel guilty. For three hours, they blasted us, each in turn. When later they left us alone to talk, neither Shona nor I said anything for fifteen minutes, but once we started talking, everything broke away, including the pain and the anguish.
Even with her cheating on me, which had hurt both of us, for the first time we talked without screaming at each other. I believed her when she explained that she would never have done it if she wasn't drunk and pissed off.
"I am so sorry Tim," Shona told me, wiping tears away from her eyes. "I never meant to hurt you like this. I should never have left that night, never have..."
"Never had done what I did," she said after taking a deep breath. "I disrespected you badly, and I was stupid and even worse when I took my anger at myself out on you for the cheating I did."
I smiled sadly.
"And I am sorry, it hurt Shona, it still does. You're my closest friend, I should have forgiven you."
Shona reached up and touched my cheek sadly.
"Thank you Tim, but where does this leave us?" she asked.
We talked further over the next few hours. We agreed that if we were to be friends and rebuild our trust in each other that we could no longer be married. For the first time in months, she cried in my arms.
Though we never made love or slept in the same bed again. Over the next few days, we spent a lot of time together. We agreed co-parenting as friends, as opposed to husband and wife, was the right way to go.
The divorce went through over the course of the next eighteen months, and slowly Shona and I became best friends again. We chose to bury the bitterness, so on the ashes of our marriage we found we were as close as we once were, if not closer, slowly opening up to trust each other, confiding in each other like when we first started dating.
We shared hugs and even the occasional chaste kiss, but our romantic love disappeared with our divorce.
Was I sad, yes. I still loved Shona with all my heart. But I would rather have her as my friend and in my life, then both of us destroy each other while being married and unable to trust.
Bridget and I started dating a little less than a year after the divorce, a week after Maddie's fourth birthday. Bridget worked with Shona at the time, which is how we met. Bridget had been hinting at a date for months once it was obvious Shona and I were done. When I didn't ask her out, she took the initiative to ask me. I inquired with Shona if she was all right with me dating Bridget. She hesitatingly gave me her approval, but I could see it hurt her that I was dating.
After the first few dates, I often found Shona on my doorstep with Maddie the next day and inevitably I would tell her about mine and Bridget's time together. She was a true friend and never outwardly judged in those early days, and she made sure she threw her full support behind me even as tears were welling in the corner of her eyes.



Within three months of my first date with Bridget, she had taken me to bed and rocked my world. Until then, the only thing I had known was making soft and gentle love. Shona and I had always tried to be there for each other in bed. Our mutual desire to see each other orgasm was a beautiful thing.
However, in bed, Bridget showed me what it was to fuck.
From that first time when she invited me into her bed by taking my pants down and sucking me off to completion, then continued sucking till I was hard again, I knew Bridget was different. Bridget loved it hard and fast. She loved to be taken in doggy or to ride me, cowgirl. Bridget was also vocal. She always directed what she wanted and was never shy in telling me how she wanted it.
It was perhaps six months after we started dating that the wild sex slowed down into longer sessions with more tenderness. It was then she admitted that she was falling in love with me instead of just desiring me.
Bridget opened up and told me that around the same time that Shona and I were going through our divorce, she was breaking up a long-term relationship, which she called intense but unhealthy. As Bridget and I had met a few times when Shona and I were together, she looked at me as someone kind and loving who would look after her as opposed to the use and abuse as her ex-boyfriend had.
From a body perspective, Bridget was short but fit. She had large but toned calves, her stomach almost had a feminine looking six-pack thanks to hours at the gym. And I loved that Bridget was sporting a pair of healthy c-cup breasts. She waxed below and was a bottle blonde on top, covering her native brunette colour.
She taught me so many new positions. Bridget had taken a naive broken kid and turned me into a guy that loved having sex any time, in any location. Oral, vaginal, anal, it was all on the table, but she also knew fidelity was everything and committed that I was her one and only.
With that out of the way, Bridget moved in with me and I think it got even better. She was fun to hang out with, always with a laugh or asking about how my day went. She loved to go out, but also didn't mind when I just wanted to stay in and snuggle.
About a year into living together, Bridget started hinting about marriage. This time after not too long, I took the hint and proposed. Eight months later, we married. It would have been sooner. However, she tried to convince me to drop the prenup, which was a precondition of our marriage, my legal team demanded protection, and the chairman of my board flew in from Sydney to sit with both Bridget and I to explain why the prenup would happen or our marriage wouldn't. We almost broke up over it following several heated conversations, but in the end, after my board chair left, she signed the documents. Other Gaming was on the up and getting noticed globally with a number of my new games, so my corporate lawyers and board got what they wanted.
While Bridget and I were preparing for a wedding, Shona also met Rick and as much as I wanted to hate the guy, I couldn't. Rick was friendly, a couple of years older than Shona and me. When I saw them together, I noted he fit her well, complimenting her in a way I never could.
It was almost the complete opposite of when Bridget and I started dating, Rick and Shona were hesitant and their intimacy took time. Bridget and I started on lust. When Shona pointed this out to me, we had a couple of big talks where we agreed to talk through our jealousy of our partners so that we never went back to that place of not being in each other's lives. As Bridget and I, along with Rick and Shona grew as a couple, everyone knew not to get in the way of Shona and I being besties.
As an example, in the early days of Rick and Shona, the two of us almost came to blows over a few things. Well, that's not true. Once, he did punch me in the mouth when he caught Shona giving me a hug after I dropped Maddie off. By this time, they were engaged, Bridget and I were married and Shona told him to get over his jealousy as I was already married, her best friend and Maddie's dad. If he couldn't deal with that, he could pack his shit and hit the road.
I was a groomsman at their wedding six months later.
Overall, it was a little surreal how our relationships worked. It was always understood that Shona and I were in each others pockets, and with Maddie in the mix, that was never going to change. Once Rick got over that, we found we became close friends and confidants once he understood I was not a threat to his relationship. The two of us ended up spending quite a bit of time on the golf course with Shona's encouragement, and Rick came to understand that I loved his wife, just not in that way.
At the same time, Bridget and Shona had an easy friendship. They were never what you would call 'BFF's', but they did hang out now and then while Rick and I played the occasional game of golf, or we took Maddie out for an outing.
Coming back to the present, I tipped my head down, kissing my busybody daughter on the cheek as she stole the chocolate chip out of a muffin I wasn't really eating on the plate in front of me.
"No, sweetie," I told Maddie, trying to figure out the right way to talk to an eight-year-old about her father's wife, but not her mum cheating on him. "Mummy and I are not fighting. She's just talking to me about something I think is going to be ... difficult," I finished trying to find the right words.
"It's Bridget, isn't it," Maddie said defiantly. I stared at her. She snorted like a pre-adolescent girl who thinks she knows everything the world does. She took one look at my face and uttered, "I thought so."
"Maddie," I frowned. "You need to respect Bridget. I get she's not your mum, but you like Rick, and he's not your dad," I told my daughter.
She snorted again, now picking through the muffin I was obviously ignoring. "Yeah, but Rick respects you and Mum's relationship, and he adores Mum. Bridget doesn't like Mum or me and doesn't respect you."
I sat there, taken aback a little. I just don't know how I hadn't seen it. Bridget and I had been together for four years, married for almost three. Combined with what I knew was in the envelope that Shona was about to show me and the comments from my eight-year-old daughter, a lot of things had just come into focus. Little things I let slide about how Bridget acted or treated me or Shona and Maddie. Quickly looking at everything introspectively, I could see the small amounts of disrespect and how I let it slide after the disaster of my marriage with Shona. I wanted this one to work, so I was more passive and forgiving than I should have been and most likely, Bridget knew it.
We sat quietly for a few minutes, Maddie continuing to eat my muffin until Shona brought Greg back with a fresh nappy. Shona took one look at me and asked Maddie to take Greg to play while Shona and I kept talking. Maddie started to protest, but Shona overrode her with the mum voice. You never argue with the mum voice.
We both stared after our daughter as she walked back into the backyard with Greg.
"She's almost got it figured out Tim. Maddie's almost too smart and sees things that she shouldn't at her age," Shona said as we watched her walk away with her brother.
It was my turn to snort as we watched the half-siblings settle into a sandpit, Maddie starting to dig a hole that Greg thought it was funny to push the sand back into.
"She must get that from you. I miss all of it, don't I," I said sadly. I looked at the woman I had loved for so many years. That today, I still loved.
In many ways, and even though I hadn't yet seen the contents of the envelope, I felt despair.
Moments later, Shona was there on the chair beside me, her arms suddenly around me, comforting me as both of us let a few tears escape. If I was true to myself, I knew Bridget had not loved me on the level for some time now. I knew there had been too many things that just didn't add up.
I could see the envelope sticking out of Shona's bag, so I extricated myself from her hug and moved to pull it out before sitting back beside Shona.
I went to open the envelope, and Shona reached over and put a hand on mine.
"Tim," she said making me look at her. "Nothing in there is going to make you feel anything but pain. All right?"
She had obviously already looked inside; I nodded.
I swallowed and with nothing else to do, I opened the envelope and what looked to be two documents came out, along with a USB drive. The first document was a combined report of times, dates and locations that Bridget had been followed, along with transcripts of conversations that were noted as held on the USB drive. On the drive was a combination of audio and video captures leaving no doubt that what I was speed reading was true.
If the first document broke my heart that Bridget was cheating on me as I scanned the various pages, then the second fired my heart into the air like a clay target, shooting it with twelve-gauge precision. The second set of documents contained photo after photo of Bridget with another man, a man identified as Brad Houghton, her ex.
In the photos, it started tame as them having coffee, then it became kissing, followed by groping. The debauchery kept going into the final pictures of Brad's cum leaking from Bridget's pussy and her obviously moaning in glorious orgasm as she rode him with his cock in her ass. Some of the photos were taken from a distance, and others had to angle like they were taken with a pinhole camera. Hidden, but exposing the obvious cheating wife. While seeing her with this Brad guy hurt, seeing her giving her ass to him broke me. Bridget promised me that was always mine alone, she told me no boyfriend before me or anyone else in the future would get her ass but me, just another broken promise and betrayal I could not tolerate.
I sighed bitterly, returning the documents and the USB key to the envelope, feeling devoid of a lot of emotion, but I knew it was going to hit me hard later.
"Why?" I asked, feeling something die inside me.
Shona said nothing. I think she sensed some of the anguish in my question.
"Tim..." she started, then stopped. I turned to look at my oldest friend, my daughter's mother, my ex-wife and my first betrayer.
"What's wrong with me?" I asked, my chest tight. Shona looked shocked at my question. "I mean, am I just so pathetic the women I love have to cheat on me."
The moment I said the words, I regretted them. Shona's response was swift. The kiss on my cheek connected, and then it was followed directly by her arms around my neck, and she started to cry as I just sat there feeling the betrayal.
A moment later she looked at me. "Tim, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have..." I stopped her.
"No, it's me, Shona," I replied despondently. "I shouldn't have said that. It's unfair, and I'm sorry I compared this to us back then. Forgive me?" I asked.
She pulled back and gave me a wain smile then kissed my forehead. "Of course."
"Well, well, well, what have we here?" we heard another voice chime in. "that looked awfully cosy," the voice said.
Turning to face the newcomer, we found Rick trying to look serious and failing, a smile on his face. He spied the envelope in my hands, his smile turning from teasing to sad.
"Oh," he said, making no move to break Shona and me up, instead, he came over and took the chair on the other side of me and laid a hand on my shoulder and squeezed.
"I'm sorry mate, I kind of took this one on myself. Shona and Maddie had both said things that made me wonder, so I put some wheels in motion a couple of months ago. The PI is one I have used a few times. I just got the report yesterday," he spoke quietly, a look of real concern on his face.
"Have you looked at it yet?" I asked Rick, he shook his head.
"No, not a real look. I just had a peek from the PI when we brought it in" he looked at his wife, "But I am assuming from both your reactions that both of you have?"
We both nodded. Rick exhaled and sat back in the chair.
"So, what's next?" Rick asked.
I shrugged, "Divorce."
The three of us said nothing, we looked back over to the sandpit. Little Greg was now in the hole Maddie had dug and my daughter was filling it in while Greg laughed. Every now and then she would look our way, but then turn her attention back to Greg, she knew this was adult talk time. Despite the serious nature of the conversation, the three of us smiled.
"Baby," Shona asked Rick, "is it appropriate for you to..." she trailed off.
"Represent Tim?" he asked, finishing the question.
Shona nodded.
"Yeah, I can do that. Tim, would you be alright with that?" Rick asked me seriously, in lawyer mode.
I nodded, "Yeah." I handed the envelope to Rick, "you'll need this."
He pushed it back, "That's your copy. I presumed it would be your choice and have one on my desk in the office. Prenup?" he asked.
I retrieved my phone from the table, quickly locating the document, then sent an email with the pre-nuptial agreement signed by both Bridget and me to my new family lawyer. I laughed. I was sending the information to the husband of my ex-wife.
Shona looked at me funny. "What's that for?"
"My divorce lawyer who is going to eviscerate my cheating wife," I said as Rick smiled that lawyer smile that looked like a great white about to devour a meal. "Is married to my ex-wife who 'technically'", I said in quotation marks, "I divorced for cheating on me and enforcing a prenup."
No one said anything for a moment, and I wondered if perhaps I put my foot too far in my mouth. But a moment later Shona hugged me laughing. Rick slapped me on the back.
"At least you still have a sense of humour," Rick said mockingly.
We spent the next half hour talking over my next moves.
"Bridget is spending the week with her mother up on the Gold Coast. She will be gone for at least another five nights," I said as we plotted. The look Rick gave me and then Shona shared after a glance at her husband spoke volumes. It was most likely that Bridget was not visiting her mother.
"All right," I said quietly. "Well, I suppose I deserve that. But it will give me some time to get things moving." Knowing that my wife was not with her mother kind of added just that little more hurt into the mix, sprinkles on the shit sandwich so to speak.
We spoke for a few minutes and Maddie brought Greg back to the table as the sun set. Half an hour later, after lots of hugs and kisses from my daughter, I was heading home in my Artic White, 2016 Mach 1 Mustang. My Mustang was the first time I had bought a new car, a reward for hitting five million in revenue. The board gave me a budget and was surprised when I spent less than half on a Mustang.
I got home and parked, the big security gates closing on the driveway as I backed into the garage. The house was owned by a subsidiary of Other Gaming and leased to me as an executive perk. At the time it was a way to get a large, modern house. A house that Bridget wanted. Me, I just wanted a good study for my computer gear and a bed to sleep in. Still, the house was nice, with five bedrooms, six bathrooms and a deck that looked out to the ocean in the distance. I had one of the bedrooms as my computer and gaming room, Maddie had her own bedroom decorated for an eight-year-old tastes, and of course, Bridget and I had the large master overlooking the ocean far off in the distance.
We had only been in the house six months, but in that time, we had held a couple of parties and christened pretty much every room in the house, as a young married couple should. I wondered if she had ever brought Brad here. The thought made me feel ill.
I walked into the kitchen, throwing my bag as well as the envelope with the information on Bridget and Brad on the kitchen bench. I immediately headed into the pantry, returning with a bottle of Bundy rum, and then retrieved a cold can of coke from the fridge. Pouring myself a double, I picked up the envelope, got out my laptop and set it up to look through the contents on the USB drive while I read the report in more detail.
Reading the report, it turns out Bridget and Brad had been together before Bridget and I started dating but had broken up a few months before that. Once I settled down and read the report, this worked in with what I knew of Bridget's break up. We didn't talk about it a lot and the PI confirmed what I knew; that the split between them, had not been healthy when it first happened.
I went on to read, they had not spoken until about six months before we married and it was less than three months after our honeymoon that my loving wife restarted a sexual relationship with her former partner.
Contained within the PI report was page after page of conversation transcript, detailed chats from their day to day of cohabitation when they were together, to their reminiscing on history, and plans for the future. In other words, a full-blown romantic relationship.
As I sat, I read a number of their talks in a little bit of detail, almost sick at the level of betrayal by my loving wife.
But what really caught me was a section of the report capturing a conversation between the two after they had finished fucking at Brad's apartment only a month ago. I found the corresponding video file to the transcript on the USB key and hit play when I plugged it into my laptop.
"But Bridget, baby," Brad said in a whiny voice. "Why don't you leave that loser and come back to me? You're in my bed almost as much as his; you know I rock your world so much better."
Bridget laughed.
"Brad, honey, yes, you're bigger than Tim, your cock fills me so much more than his does, and I love you so very much. But he has two things that you don't."
"And that is?" he asked hesitantly.
"Brains and money," Bridget said simply.
Brad snorted.
"It's true, honey," Bridget lectured. "Tim has a lot of money, so I get to use that money while I am his wife. And Tim is smart too. He's always been going places, his company is worth a lot, and he's still on the way up. That's why, when that bitch Shona threw him away, I seized my chance. She didn't have a clue what he was going to be worth."
Again, Brad snorted. "Then why don't you just divorce him and we can both use the money you get?"
"Brad, you've got your muscles in all the wrong places. Tim's lawyer made me sign a prenup. If I leave him before ten years of marriage, then I get very little. Even after ten years, if I leave him I only get a tiny amount of what he is worth.
"What's worse is we need to keep being careful. If Tim was ever to catch us, well, for the next few years I walk out with nothing but the clothes on my back," Bridget explained to Brad without much emotion.
Then she smiled, reaching over to play with his cock, "But like this, we both get the benefits. I get money to take us places and we get to fuck regularly."
"But you're still sleeping with him," Brad again whined.
"That's because I'm his wife!" Bridget told her lover, exasperated. "Look, Brad, honey, if I don't sleep with him, if I don't keep up the appearance of a good wife, then all of this," she gestured around her to the house, "it all comes to an end. Tim doesn't know it, but he owns this place. You don't want to lose a place you're paying nothing for, do you?"
"I suppose not," Brad moaned unhappily. "But I don't like you sleeping with him if you don't love him."
Bridget laughed again. "Oh my poor, poor baby, I do think of Tim fondly in a lot of ways, but he's just a tool to get what I want."
Her grin turned feral then; the camera only caught the side of her face, but it sent a chill down my spine as I watched, and she uttered her next words.
"Tell you what, baby. Tim and I have been talking about kids soon, what if when I go off the pill, I get you to knock me up and we can pass it off as Tim's. Does that make you feel better? Then when the kid turns eighteen, and he can inherit Tim's money, you can tell Tim the kid is yours not his, before some type of an accident takes him."



Brad got excited at this, and within minutes, they were again fucking.
I ran to the bathroom and threw up.
That night I didn't sleep well, having watched the video of that exchange while I read the report and a few others like it. I tossed and turned, my mind giving me dream after dream of Bridget and Brad together. I did manage to drift off, awaking suddenly around eight-thirty my phone ringing, I fumbled for a moment hitting accept.
"Hello?" I said sleepily.
I heard a giggle, "Well hello there big man, you sleeping in while I am away?" the voice of my wife said cheerily.
For a moment, I hesitated, I wasn't sure how to respond. Do I confront her, or play it down? Bridget picked up on my pause.
"Tim are you all right?" she asked. I couldn't tell if the concern was an act or real. I now assumed it was an act. I decided to play down what I knew; I didn't need to see her so I swallowed my feelings, it wouldn't be long before it was all out in the open.
"Sorry, late night, I'm working on a few difficult issues at the moment," I replied.
"Aww baby, I'm sorry to hear that. Well, I'll be back Monday night, so you can tell me all about it and then perhaps we can start working on that baby we've been talking about," my traitorous wife said with a cheery disposition, pretty much confirming she was trying to let Brad knock her up this weekend.
"Sure," I responded without enthusiasm.
"Tim?" I heard the note of question in her voice, did she think I suspected something. "Are you sure you're all right?"
I took in a breath, "Yeah Bridget, your call woke me up, and I didn't sleep well. I'm just a bit out of it." I replied trying to sound like the normal me.
She hesitated, shit! "Well okay baby, I'll make sure to bring you back something nice from up here on the Goldie, alright?"
"Sounds good Bridget, have fun okay," I responded, trying to sound like a loving husband should.
I heard Bridget exhale; she must have bought it. "Alright my hot and sexy husband, I'll talk to you later, love you."
"Goodbye," I said and hung up before anything else could be said.
The comment about trying for a baby got me, and I spent the next few hours fuming around the fact that she's fucking Brad trying to get pregnant before passing it off as mine. After her last period a few weeks ago, she made a song and dance of throwing away her pills telling me it was time.
I was pissed off.
I spent the remainder of the day doing the usual things done in the midst of betrayal, I went online and removed Bridget's access to my bank accounts, cancelled our joint credit cards, called my accountant and corporate lawyer requesting them to remove her from my insurance and will. I wrote a number of emails introducing Rick to my corporate team so everything would tie together. The net was going to close very quickly on Bridget, and in a morbid way the thought made me smile.
Around lunchtime, Rick and Shona showed up at my place with food. A hot chicken, fresh bread, hot chips and some salad. Maddie took Greg to her room and they played while Shona prepared lunch and Rick and I spoke.
"Thanks for the introduction email," Rick told me and frowned looking me over. "But I have to say you don't look like you slept well last night Bud".
I shook my head, "No not well, I hardly slept and when I did, the dreams..."
Rick nodded his head. "So when do you want to hit the button?"
"Is Monday too soon?" and I explained what I wanted to do. Rick smiled.
"No, we can do that," Rick replied. "But I'll have to leave the family here with you and head into the office for a few hours to write everything up. You all right with paying a little extra for it? I'm giving you the family rate, but my boss will still want me to charge for weekend work."
I waved the comment away, "Not a problem. I want this done quickly. I spent a few hours on the PI's report and videos. What I read and watched last night made me sick, I mean she's fucking this asshole Brad, this weekend to try and get pregnant and then plans to pass it off as mine, before arranging and accident for me when the kid turns eighteen."
Rick's eyes went wide, he obviously still hadn't seen the detail of the info. Even Shona as she sat down with a plate of sandwiches looked upset.
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"Yeah, she's off the pill and I watched the video where she convinced Brad that was what was going to happen." I let my shoulders slump.
"Don't worry about it Tim. We'll make sure she's not coming back here." Rick said, "I'll also draft a restraining order against both of them to be filed Monday morning."
"And, I'll stay here with the kids and help you pack Bridget's stuff," Shona said.
I ate lunch and the food in my stomach made me feel a little better. So, when Rick headed off, I went into the spare room and retrieved a handful of boxes we had yet to discard from our move six months ago, bringing them into the master bedroom.
For the next couple of hours, Shona and I boxed up most of her clothes, her toiletries and hygiene products. I placed about a third of her jewellery into a bag, the stuff she had before we got married. The rest I was keeping. I put a few of her shoes in the boxes, but most of them stayed too. I had no idea what I would do with them. Perhaps a homeless shelter?
As the afternoon went on, I made a number of phone calls getting things arranged, Rick called me three times about certain details. The last two times he came across a lot darker and I could tell he had started working through the PI Evidence. For some reason, as the day went on I wasn't surprised but for some reason disappointed that I didn't hear a peep from Bridget.
When Rick came back in in the early afternoon with some takeout Thai food. He had a stormy disposition and hugged me, telling me how sorry he was for me. At that point, I knew he was a real friend and not just my best friend's husband.
I handed him a post-it note with a six-digit code.
"What's this?" he asked, looking at the post-it note.
"Your new code for the front gate," I said, "I reset the system giving everyone a new code while removing Bridget."
"Excellent," Rick said, we spoke for a few more minutes, before excusing himself, giving Shona a kiss then heading to find his son, while Shona and I dished up dinner.
Dinner was subdued and they ended up staying the night as well as most of Sunday before going home just after lunch. I spent quite a few hours with Rick walking through the process of divorce. When Shona and I broke up there wasn't that much to split as Other Gaming was just getting going. However, I always made sure that as I became successful that I looked after Shona and Maddie, well above the required levels for child support.
When it came to Bridget though the betrayal was deep and on purpose. There was very little I was going to do for her, I had a lot more at stake this time and I wasn't going to let Bridget get any of it. I was sure Bridget was going to blow a stack, and Shona noted as much as we talked through things Sunday morning.
"I don't think she ever loved you, Tim," Shona said, putting the PI report down. "I am sorry I never said anything before, and if I'm honest Bridget never quite sat right with me, but I couldn't put my finger on anything. I might be your best friend, but with our history..."
I nodded.
"I hoped you would be fine; I know you loved her and let her have her way, but you did let her lead you to anything she wanted," Shona said quietly while looking me directly in the eyes.
"I am not submissive," I blurted out defensively.
Shona laughed, "No, you're not, and that's not what I meant. I mean that you don't mind if people lead you to the next step. I've noticed that if you don't want to do it, you just go your own way. Bridget has tried to take advantage of that with sex. Sooner or later, the house of cards would have fallen, and I am glad it was before pregnancy."
We spoke a little more and a few minutes later, Maddie came back in, holding Greg's hands over his head as he waddled, grinning like a toddler does when they have everyone's attention. We entertained the kids for the next fifteen minutes before Rick went into the lounge and set the kids up with a movie.
"Maddie has picked up on it the entire time," Shona mentioned as they walked out of the room. "She has never really liked Bridget, and no one messes with her dad. I can tell you that."
"Except her mum," I said jokingly, earning myself a punch in the arm.
"Tim," Shona said, the feel of the emotion in the room suddenly changing.
I looked at my ex-wife, and I saw a sad expression on her face. She sighed, "I know we have spoken about it before, but I am sorry it didn't work between us," Shona told me. "But just because it didn't, I hope you know it doesn't mean I love you any less."
I nodded my head, suddenly finding it hard to swallow; Shona continued.
"You are my best friend Timothy Other, we created a beautiful little girl together, we went through hell and almost lost each other, but you showed me true character by not burning me when you had a chance."
"But Shona, I did..." I started to say and she cut me off.
"No Tim, you didn't," she told me. "Yes, we yelled and screamed at each other. I did something I am terribly ashamed of, and yes, I called you a lot of names when we were in the middle of our divorce. But never once did you treat me wrong. You have never once given me cause to think you are anything but an honourable man."
Rick came back in and sat down beside Shona, his arm going around his wife as he nodded, hearing the end of her statement.
"Shona has told me a lot of what you two went through back then," Rick sat, getting lost in thought a little. "Tim, as a lawyer, I can count on one hand the number of people I trust in this world and you are one of them. When Shona told me to pull my head out of my ass after our little dust-up. I saw you in a totally different light. You were never going to steal my girl. You just wanted your best friend and to raise your daughter. Once I saw that, I realised that something changed for me. You were honest, a man of integrity that just wanted to do the right thing."
Rick eyed me.
"Tim, I heard your comment earlier. You are in no way a submissive. I've watched you argue with Shona over things I wouldn't dare fight her on." Shona smiled at her husband's comment, and then nodded to me. "I've heard stories of you tearing your staff a new one because they did something you told them not to do. You are an alpha dog, but the difference is that you play by your rules, not everyone else's. Most alphas are ruled by F.O.M.O. but you're not."
(Authors Note: F.O.M.O. stands for 'Fear of Missing Out')
"Make your point, babe," Shona said, "You're in-lawyer mode."
Rick and I chuckled.
"My point," Rick said looking at Shona, "Is that Tim, you're about to go through a whole lot of shit getting rid of Bridget, but you need to know it's nothing you have done. You have been an attentive husband and she is the one that has taken advantage of that. It's going to be her loss, not yours."
We wound down a little after that and Shona offered to let Maddie stay with me this week to keep me company. After a moment though, I said no, if things got messy with Bridget. I didn't want Maddie in the firing line.
Monday morning I headed into the office to work with a few of my managers on a few different projects. We were planning on the release of a new game within the next six months, one that blended augmented reality across multiple platforms. It was going to be fun if my personal life didn't get in the way. I came home in the early afternoon and began nervously pacing, waiting for the confrontation to begin.
A little after four in the afternoon, my phone rang.
"Tim, baby, my code isn't working for the gate," Bridget said in a super sweet voice. "I can't get into the house."
"I know," I said simply and flatly.
"What do you mean you know?" She said, a little concern in her voice.
I took a deep breath.
"I know everything Bridget, I know about Brad, I know about your plan to get pregnant and pass it off as mine as well as the accident you have planned. I know that you're not working every Tuesday and Thursday. I know you're staying with Brad at an apartment that you got me to pay for. I know your disrespect for me and I know above all that you don't love me."
Nothing was said as she processed what I was saying. I didn't wait for her to respond.
"I know your code doesn't work Bridget because I removed your access to my house. You no longer live here," I finished.
"But Tim, how can you say that. I do love you, baby." Bridget's words were sickly sweet, but there was an undertone of fear. "Don't forget it was me that picked you up when that bitch Shona dumped you, it was me that took you to bed and has loved you this past four years, how can you say such nasty things to me."
"Easily," I spat down the phone at her, letting my anger at her betrayal show for the first time. I stood looking out the window at her standing alone by the gate. I then noticed the cars pull up. "Turn around Bridget."
She turned and I heard her gasp. I heard the two short conversations as echoes over the phone in Bridget's hand.
"Mrs Bridget Other?" the man asked.
"Yes," Bridget replied, her voice shaking.
"You've been served," the guy said. In Australia, it didn't really have to be this way, but I wanted a statement. The guy continued. "In the envelope is the divorce petition, the prenup between your husband and yourself, as well as a notice to have yourself and a Mr Brad Houghton vacate the apartment your husband owns within ten days. My client notes that any resistance will result in any financial offer he is willing to negotiate outside of the prenup being removed and him suing you for mental cruelty. The last document is a restraining order that has been drawn and comes into effect this evening."
With that, he turned got back into his car and drove away. He was worth the money I paid Rick.
Bridget's next conversation was with an elderly woman who exited a car. Marion, her mother.
"Mum, Tim..." she started, but stopped as her mother's slap echoed over the phone line.
"Whore," Marion said, "I know enough of what you have done to that poor man. I have never been more disappointed in anyone in my life."
"Mum, I don't know what Tim has told you, but it's not true," Bridget protested, holding her cheek.
For a moment I thought the older woman was going to slap her daughter again. But my mother-in-law turned and walked back to her car opening the car door.
"Drop it, Bridget," Marion told her daughter. "Tim shared with me one of the photos that he has, I know the truth. You have nowhere to go and Tim has asked that your father and I take you in. I can't believe you hooked up with that Brad guy again. Compared to Tim he is an absolute loser," her mother spat.
I was still listening over the open line.
"Tim was kind enough to have all your belongings moved to our place. If it was me, I would have burnt them. Get in." Bridget's mother concluded ignoring her daughter's protests.
It was then Bridget realized our call was still connected, she put the phone back to her ear.
"Tim?" my soon to be ex-wife said tentatively.
"Bridget?" I said, void of emotion.
"There is no fixing this, is there?" she said, a mix of despair and hope in her voice.
I laughed half-heartedly.
"Not a chance in the world. Follow the instructions with the divorce brief and you will be alright. I'm willing to be fair over and above the prenup, but mess with me one bit and I will see that you are left with nothing, including your respect."
I paused and both of us said nothing for a moment.
"I did love you Bridget," I told her softly. "But you threw that love away because you didn't love me, you're a gold digger. Oh, and Bridget" I said, ready for my parting shot across the bow. I heard nothing but understood she was holding her breath.
"Get a pregnancy test. If you're pregnant, we both know it's not mine. If you are and you try to fight me on paternity, I will drag you through the mud so badly that your grandchildren will still feel dirty," I finished harshly.
I heard her sob as I hung up. I must admit I felt better, empty, but better.
The next month was a bit of a rollercoaster on the emotional side. I buried myself in work, or took Maddie for outings to keep my mind off things. But when I slept the dreams were unpleasant and I woke several times swearing like a sailor.
Bridget had gotten a lawyer, and she was in contact with Rick. Rick thought they were going to challenge the prenup and demand a traditional fifty-fifty split. However nothing had happened yet. I authorised Rick to put thirty thousand dollars on the table as a settlement and as of yet, they had said nothing.
Things changed that weekend though, I had taken Maddie to the beach and we were enjoying ice cream together sitting on the sidewalk outside one of those little fish and chip shops that were built in the eighties. You have likely seen them on TV, the buildings are an old school beige brick with a tin roof. The floors are lino and you can smell the chip oil in the air as you walk through the door. Out the front are sets of plastic tables and chairs, the atmosphere is casual as everyone gets around in boardshorts or bikinis, towels over their shoulders or a surfboard under the arm.
Maddie and I had been for a swim, both of us loved the waves. We swam, rinsed off in the freshwater outdoor shower, then sat as father and daughter on the pale blue and yellow plastic chairs enjoying an ice cream. The weather was cool coming out of winter, but one of the things in Byron Bay is that if the sun is out then the water is nice even if it's a little cooler.
Maddie and I were enjoying ourselves, talking about how to catch a wave that was just cresting, when suddenly a large arm went around my neck and I was dragged backwards off my chair as Maddie started screaming.
I was dumped to the ground a few moments later, gasping for breath and almost avoided the kick that knocked the wind out of me again.
"Fucking Dweeb, throw me out of my place, I'll show you!" I felt the disgusting feel of spit on my face as I looked up to see Brad Hughton standing over me. I glanced Maddie's face fully of panic as I was assaulted.
Thankfully he backed off a moment later, goading me to my feet.
"Common Dweeb, you couldn't satisfy Bridget and obviously couldn't fuck your first wife for shit," he taunted as I stood. He looked at Maddie for a second and smiled a sick smile. "I bet this one isn't even yours, fucking loser."
Then he started advancing on me, a snarl plastered over his face, "You got me thrown out of my home, you just couldn't keep the status quo. I was willing to let Bridget keep fucking you. All you had to do was toe the fucking line."
I tried to dodge his punch, but not having any experience fighting, I caught his blow on my left shoulder, it spun me around and I fell into a garden bed my head hitting a protruding palm tree and I felt the skin on my forehead peel away.
I sensed Brad take a step forward, but before he could reach me, my daughter ran in front of Brad screaming at the top of her lungs.
"Leave my dad alone. He's done nothing to you, get away from him." She took a deep breath and screamed. "HELP POLICE, HELP POL..."
Maddie stopped mid-sentence as Brad grabbed her in a fit of rage throwing her like a rag doll away from him. I was trying to stand, stunned by my impact into the palm tree. I had blood beginning to pour over my left eye, but I caught the movement as Brad swung and threw my daughter away to try and get to me. As he released her my entire world moved into slow motion.



Brad was tossing Maddie towards the street, however in-between her and the street was one of those pinewood road barriers, they are three pieces of treated greenish wood that school kids sit on and watch the world pass by.
In the slow-motion world I was existing in, I twisted and launched myself to catch my daughter with every fibre of my being. As I pushed off, I felt my ankle twist, but I got momentum. Maddie's face showed a sense of complete panic, her body just a rag doll in Brad's arms being tossed.
I almost entirely caught her, when I mean entirely, I managed to snatch her from the air a mere fraction of a second before the two of us hit the barrier. But I wasn't totally successful. Maddie's shoulder still wasn't completely shielded by my catch. Our positioning resulting in my back, my left arm and Maddie's right arm all getting caught on the pine bar across the top of the barrier at the same time. The combined momentum was too much and the entire barrier snapped and we continued to fall into the side of a Toyota Landcruiser.
I blacked out.
I was told later that I was passed out for about thirty seconds, when I came around there was a small crowd of people. My arm was locked around Maddie and she was screaming in pain while also holding onto me for dear life. In the next few minutes if she wasn't screaming, she was crying 'Daddy" over and over again.
Brad was nowhere to be seen.
One of the crowd told me they had called 000 Emergency and both Police and an Ambulance were on the way. Fighting through the pain in my back and arm, I slowly sat up and asked for my phone and keys that were on the table in front of me.
An older man looked at me sadly.
"I'm sorry son, but that guy, after you caught your little girl here. He stood still for about ten seconds then turned grabbed your phone and keys and ran.
I swallowed and nodded, I could feel an ache on my side, my arm was throbbing and while someone had handed me a towel against my head, my temples were also aching.
"Would you be able to get my daughter's bag?" I asked the man. He looked over at a younger man and nodded. A moment later the younger man, about my age, came back with Maddie's bag. I reached in and pulled out Maddie's phone. I had bought her an iPhone for her birthday this year, it was locked right down, but she was allowed to call either myself or Shona anytime. I dialled Shona. She picked up on the third ring.
"Well hello beautiful, are you having a good swim with your dad?" I heard her say cheerfully.
"Shona." I said, wincing as another lance of pain went through my back.
"Tim?" I felt the hairs on the back of my neck prickle as Shona picked up on me being hurt and using Maddie's phone.
"We've been hurt Shona. Maddie is with me and is being so brave right now," I said, Maddie looked up at me her eyes red and her face a mask of discomfort. I could hear sirens in the distance growing louder quickly. "I don't have a lot of time and we're both in a lot of pain, both the Police and Ambulance are on the way, but I need you to call Nadine and get her to trace my phone. Time is of the essence.
Nadine was my executive assistant.
"What happened Tim, is Maddie alright?" I could hear the pain in her voice, the anguish that a mother for her child has when she's helpless.
"She's here with me now, she's being the bravest girl I have ever met." I smiled through my own pain at my daughter who was weeping again but trying to stay quiet. "It was Brad Houghton, he assaulted me then tried to throw Maddie out of the way when she stepped in the middle between us when I was down. We both got hurt. Can you get to the hospital, I don't know if they will let us stay together, I need you there for Maddie."
"I'm on the way," I could already here Shona backing her car out of the driveway, as her car Bluetooth picked up the call.
"Mummy is on the way to meet us at the hospital sweetie," I told my daughter. I tried not to move either of us as we sat, Maddie nodded and winced again. An ambulance pulled up and two medics got out, one ran right over to us while the other went and got a gurney out the back of their vehicle
"Tim, are you alright?" Shona said over the call.
"I don't know Shona, right now my focus is Maddie, the ambulance is here, I'll see you at the hospital soon. I'm sorry but I need to go now, please call Nadine and get her to do the trace, Brad has my phone and keys, he's likely stolen my car."
"Alright Tim, I'm on it, look after our girl please."
"I will," I said and hung up.
For the next five minutes, the ambulance crew checked Maddie over. They brought the gurney over and then started checking me out. Hopefully they could get both of us in the same ambulance. They suspected my daughter had a fractured arm and praised me for being able to get in the way, if she had hit the pine barrier without me in the way it would have been a lot worse for her.
They got Maddie on the gurney and helped me to sit on the edge of the ambulance, I also had an assumed broken arm they were pretty sure at least three of my ribs were fractured as well. They took a look at my head and suspected that I may have a concussion as myself and witnesses described the altercation.
The Police turned up and I managed to give a few initial details as the ambulance crew loaded us up. They took both Maddie and me to the emergency at the local hospital.
Once we were in the emergency department, both of us were looked over by doctors in the same emergency bay, Maddie wouldn't let go of me. About fifteen minutes after we arrived, Shona was escorted in and I sighed in relief as she went straight to Maddie before giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. A few minutes after that, a doctor took both of us for x-rays.
It turned out that Maddie has a minor fracture in her right arm. They had given her some pain killers relevant for children and were going about the process of wrapping her limb.
Me, I was in a lot worse shape, I had a confirmed concussion, which spoke to the migraine-level headache that was approaching and the waves of nausea and fatigue washing over me every few minutes. In x-ray, it was confirmed I had five fractured ribs and a broken arm. I was also going to have some very bad bruising on my back in a few days from the collision with the barrier. They had given me some pretty strong pain meds and they put some special clips over the gash on my forehead.
Afterwards, I laid down on the hospital bed looking over at Maddie and smiled. I would endure a thousand times worse for her if it kept her safe. Shona was looking at me and as always knew what I was thinking.
"Thank you," she said, tears in her eyes.
"You know I'd give my life for both of you," I replied trying to lean back and find a comfy spot.
I closed my eyes and a moment later I felt a very soft kiss on my lips and I opened my eyes to find Shona standing over me, tears in her eyes. "I love you too Tim," she said and I smiled. I suddenly winced, then I started coughing, blood.
Shona screamed as I felt myself grow faint with a new pain growing in my side. That was the last thing I recall for three days.
When I awoke, I was in a much nicer hospital room, Rick was there and he heard me stir.
"Hey buddy, how you feeling?" he said looking me over with concern.
"Like shit, what happened? Is Maddie alright?" I asked.
Rick smiled, "She's fine, she got her cast on and will be back at school next week. She's going to be the most popular person at school after her heroic father."
I tried to laugh and felt a sharp pain in my side again, Rick noticed my grimace.
"Here, the nurse told me that if you're sore when you wake up this is a morphine button, only use it when you need it, if you can bear it, don't use it."
I tried a grin and failed, "what happened?"
Rick tried a smile as well then looked unhappy. "Nothing too bad, the doctors told us that one of your ribs ended up bending a little too far with the fracture and poked one of your lungs. You had to have a small procedure, but you're going to be fine."
A moment later a nurse, followed a doctor into the room and Rick stood back out of the way. They checked me over, letting me know that I was healing fine, adjusted my meds, then left Rick and myself to keep talking.
"Any word on what happened to that dipshit, Brad?" I asked.
Rick smiled sitting on the edge of my bed and pulled out his phone.
"This is from the night you and Maddie were brought in."
The was a news clip from a news broadcast in Sydney.
"Tonight, our leading story. A manhunt is underway for Bradley Houghton. Earlier today, Mr Houghton assaulted local Byron Bay entrepreneur Mr Timothy Other. We now go to Byron Bay hospital where Mr Other and his daughter are currently receiving treatment. Over to you Carli."
"Thanks, Sharron", one of our local reporters said with the emergency entry for our hospital behind her. I had met Carlie Evens twice when she had interviewed me for growth in Other Gaming.
"Around eleven this morning, Mr Other was assaulted by now wanted fugitive Mr Bradley Houghton. Witnesses say that Mr Other was enjoying an ice cream with a young girl identified to be his daughter when Mr Houghton fixed Mr Other in a headlock dragging him backwards without provocation, assaulting him. When Mr Other's daughter attempted to defend her father, Mr Houghton then assaulted the eight-year-old girl. Witnesses say that beaten, concussed and bleeding, Mr Other dived in front of his daughter saving her from serious injury."
"Carli," Sharon the news anchor asked, "Can you tell us of the condition of Mr Other and his daughter?"
"Yes Sharon," Carli reported. "Mr Other is noted to be in a serious but stable condition after emergency surgery this afternoon and his daughter sustained minor injuries and is expected to be released tomorrow."
"What else can you tell us?" Asked Sharron on the news desk.
"Sharron," Carli began, "Police note that Mr Houghton stole Mr Others' phone and vehicle and was last seen heading south towards Newcastle immediately following the altercation. It is unknown at this time if Mr Houghton is armed, however, Police say that he is potentially dangerous, if he is spotted then call Crimestoppers immediately and do not approach him."
"Good advice Carli," Sharon paused for a moment, reading a note in front of her. "Carli, can you tell us anything about why Mr Houghton may have assaulted Mr Other?"
Carli looked a little hesitant for a moment, quickly looking for someone off screen. She must have gotten a nod as she looked at a sheet of paper in front of her.
"Yes Sharron, there is some detail as to what caused the incident. Apparently, Mr Houghton was recently evicted from an apartment Mr Other didn't know he owned. The reason was Mr Other's wife of two years, Mrs Bridget Other was having a long-running affair with Mr Houghton, which Mr Other recently found out about. Mrs Other is now separated from Mr Other and is assisting police with the ongoing investigation to find Mr Houghton. As of right now, Byron Bay is looking out for one of its most successful business people. Mr Timothy Other generates over a seventy million dollars into the local economy a year and his company Other Gaming is getting recognised for some of the most innovative games available on the Internet today generating more than double that amount in the Australian economy. We can only hope that he makes a full recovery."
"We all hope that to Carli," Sharon replied in her anchor-woman voice. "Keep us up to date."
She turned back to the camera.
"Next, we have our state premier, once again caught on tape in a sex scandal that has voters demanding his resignation..."
Rick paused the news clip, grinning broadly.
"They picked Brad up yesterday in Wollongong after he ran a red light in your car when local police spotted him." He dropped the smile. "Unfortunately, he wrote your car off. But they got the bastard."
"Don't worry about the car," I dismissed, "I am just glad they got him and Maddie is safe."
We spoke for another fifteen minutes before we were interrupted by Maddie running into the room followed by Shona, carrying Greg.
"How are you feeling daddy?" Maddie asked as she climbed up on my bed, a look of absolute concern on her face.
"I'm feeling a lot better princess, the doctors fixed me up really good, just like you." I replied, Maddie looked at the cast on my arm and then her own and smiled.
"My doctor, Mr Sweeny, said I was really brave," Maddie said smiling, then she got serious again, "But I told him it was my Dad that was brave because you saved me."
I smiled back, "Thanks beautiful girl, I'm sorry it ruined our day, once we're all better can we try again, there are still some waves out there with our names on them."
That caused my daughter to smile, and we spent the next few hours talking about days at the beach and getting to eat as much ice cream as possible in one day. Rick ended up taking the kids for a walk and left Shona with me.
"You really scared us there for a while," she said holding my hand.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to," I replied.
"I know, I'm just glad you're safe."
"Me too" I responded.
We spoke for a while and then, Nadine and a few of my team from the office came in, bringing cards and chocolates. When Rick and the kids returned, a few chocolates may have disappeared if the mess on Greg's face was any indication.
I spent a little over a week in the hospital before they sent me home. The Police questioned me and then proceeded to also arrest Bridget. Apparently, she was noted as an accessory, Brad had explained during his interview, without a lawyer, idiot, that Bridget had expressed the desire to see me beaten to a pulp for throwing her out and evicting Brad. It was just a coincidence that he came across Maddie and me that day and with Bridget's words ringing in his ears, he decided to take charge.
The court case was pretty open and shut, Brad was convicted of multiple charges of assault, theft and destruction of property. He was sentenced to fifteen years in a medium-security facility with parole after twelve years. Bridget was convicted of accessory to commit assault, and sentenced to five years, but was given a suspended sentence. Though if she was convicted of another crime for anything more than a speeding ticket she would be required to serve the entire sentence.
The judge also granted our divorce immediately, stating I did not deserve to be shackled to a shrew such as my now second ex-wife. I surprised everyone when I committed to give Bridget ten thousand dollars to help her restart her life. That was with the stipulation that she do that in a location other than Byron Bay.
While I was recuperating, Nadine worked with me at the house every day and Shona could usually be found there as well. Now if you're thinking that Nadine and I ended up as a couple, you would be wrong. First up, Nadine was my executive assistant, what's the old saying, you don't shit where you eat. The second was that Nadine was married and almost sixty years old, not a combination that a young guy only just in his thirties needed.
As we worked though I came up with a new campaign after seeing Maddie in her now heavily signed cast one afternoon when she got home from school. She was staying almost full time with me at the moment, since Shona was always here it made sense, But Maddie was now super protective of me, if anyone looked like they were going to disagree with me, including her mother, Maddie was in their faces giving them a severe ass chewing.
After seeing Maddie's cast one afternoon, I decided we would run a promotion in three of our most popular games, for every pack over ten dollars bought in the game, we would give one dollar to charities around the world that dealt with domestic child abuse. At first my finance department were upset, after costs, that dollar was a little over thirty percent of our profits. However after the first month they were ecstatic seeing the revenue rolling in. Marketing got involved and Carli Evans did a follow-up and our in-game purchases went up over three hundred percent. We ended up giving almost five hundred thousand dollars to three different charities in Australia, Poland and South America. Every year now we run a charity campaign giving money to those in need.
The months went by and Maddie and I recovered, once the casts were off and my ribs were healed, it was mid-summer and Maddie and I were back at the beach. Well, we were always followed by Shona and Greg now and often Rick when he could. Greg was now walking on his own and Shona enjoyed splashing in the shallows with him while Maddie and I played in the surf. I had a grand time that summer, sure I was a little lonely, I missed having someone by my side and while Shona was always there for me, even she knew I needed a romantic companion.
As the summer progressed, Shona and I spoke about me getting back out and dating, but my heart just wasn't in it. The couple of dates I did have, just didn't go well. Either there was no spark, or they were intimidated by my background or worse, they were just straight-up gold diggers like Bridget. I wished I could find someone like Shona that I had that connection with. Hell, I was only thirty-one I had a lot of time up my sleeve.
A year went by, I had a couple of small interactions with Bridget, but they were short and very terse, most of the time it ended up with me saying no. She either wanted money, to get back together or worse, she wanted me to forgive her. Each time I gave her a negative response and hung up.
What I didn't know is that my life was about to change again, but not in the way I thought it would.
I had just turned Thirty-two, so the office along with Shona and Nadine planned a birthday party at my house. I had stayed in the house after the divorce because it really was a beautiful house, I had put a lot of money into it so I planned to enjoy it. We had over a hundred people there that evening, I think I knew perhaps just under half of them. There were people from work, some local business people I worked with, even Carli Evans was there, but she was told she had to be off the record. My family was there, my parents, Bob and Tina, as well as Shona's parents and a couple of Rick's family. Everyone had plenty to eat, plenty to drink, there was music and as the evening went on, I had a nice buzz going on as everyone kept handing me a fresh drink.
I had just seen Maddie run by laughing with one of my cousins' kids, when I accidently bumped into someone and muttered an apology.
"And that's all you have to say, sorry?" a voice rang out at me.
I turned back towards the not quite shrieking voice.
"I beg your pardon?" I asked the woman standing before me.
"You heard me," she said, "A simple sorry is just plain rude, you could have knocked me into the pool."
Despite the aggressive tone of her voice and the scowl on her face that seemed at odds with the world, the woman before me was as strikingly beautiful as she was repulsive in the same breath. She was fairly tall at what I assumed was pretty much six foot, I was six-two. She was fairly slim but with curves that were very obvious in the floral jump-suit she was wearing. She was pale skinned with a spattering of freckles across her nose that highlighted her sapphire blue eyes. But what really drew me in was that red hair. It was long, and held in a braid, almost down to her waist, it had the crimson colour of a smouldering fire you could watch happily all night until the coals glowed hot and you were content saying nothing as you felt the heat off them.
But at the same time she repelled me, it wasn't lit, but the woman had a cigarette in her hand, she was obviously heading away from the group so she could smoke. To me you can take the most beautiful woman in the world that every man woman and child on this planet agree is the perfect human specimen, put a cigarette in their hand and I am turned off. That's what was happening to me once I saw the smoke in her hands.



"Oi, stupid," the woman said bringing me back to the fact she was speaking to me. "Stop staring at me and tell me, where can I go to get away from the crowd."
"Uh, you can't." I finally replied, "There are no smoking areas here, if you want to smoke that cancer stick then you need to go out to the street."
She snorted, "Really, the guy that owns this place is that stuck up?" Her voice held a contemptuous tone that told me she thought it was wrong that she couldn't smoke.
"He is," I replied taking a step towards the woman.
She looked over towards the fence on the other side of the pool where no one was, "I'm sure he won't mind if I have just one where no one is around. Maybe over there?"
I looked over to the corner she was talking about and shook my head, "No ma'am, I don't think that's a wise idea, it's no smoking in here, and there are kids around."
She looked a little pissed, but at the same time at the mention of kids, she started to put the cigarette away. Right then Maddie walked up with a friend and little Greg in tow.
"Daddy said you can't smoke lady, that means NO SMOKING!" Maddie said authoritatively.
"This man is your father?" the woman looked at me questioningly.
"Mm-hm," Maddie said, hands on her hips, the woman took a small step back as Maddie, her friend and now Greg, all put their hands on their hips in a defiant gesture.
"And everyone does what my dad says, if he says no smoking, then there is no smoking," Maddie spoke with a note of sass in her voice.
I thought I should step in before Maddie got too riled up. Even after all this time, she still had a go at anyone she thought was having a go at me. About a year ago, Shona and I had her start going to a therapist. She had gotten into a few fights over me. It appeared that thanks to Brad that day, my daughter now wanted to defend me from everyone, thinking I could die if I got hurt again.
I took a step forward to turn and face the three children, but as I did, Greg thought I was stepping forward to deal with the woman in front of us. He was three now, but with an older sister was learning to push his weight around and was quite boisterous. As I turned, he stepped forward and gave the woman a small shove. What we didn't think of is that we were all standing by the edge of the pool, during our short encounter the woman had stepped onto the coping around the edge of the pool, balancing on what looked to be three inch heels. And Greg's little shove caused her to over balance, suddenly she was about to fall in. I noticed as it all happened and reached out to steady her, but it was too late. With an expression of abject horror, her eyes went wide and she latched onto my hand pulling the both of us into the pool with a resounding splash. Now I was no stranger to pool shenanigans, and this being my birthday party, I was expecting to be thrown in at some point. But whoever this woman was, she did not.
I came to the surface laughing. While she came to the surface spluttering and screaming like a banshee.
"How dare you, you little..." and then she saw little Greg and stopped, you can't get mad at a three-year-old boy. Instead, she looked at me laughing, the scowl on her face deepening.
"And you, how can you laugh, this is not a laughing matter," she scolded me.
"Of course it is," I responded reigning in my laughter. "We fell in the pool, classic slapstick, what's not to laugh about. If you don't laugh you'll cry, so get over it Karen."
"Karen?" she looked at me, "Who the fu.." she paused, looking at the kids who were giggling along with a number of other people around the place. "Who's Karen?" she said, the cigarette that she wanted to smoke earlier floating to the surface between us.
The tiny air bubble that formed on the surface then popped a moment later caused me to grin at the woman. I looked at her almost turning the water in the pool to steam and couldn't help another jibe.
"Sorry, I don't know your name, but with your stormy disposition, the demand for a space to smoke and that look telling me you want to speak to the manager, I just thought you might be Karen."
I watched as her face started to go bright red and I thought for a moment I might have gone a little too far, I daydreamed for a moment, I could see the pool drop an inch as the water evaporated to contain the heat the pissed off woman was now radiating.
"For your information mister, I am not a Karen, and I just wanted a place to smoke out of the way so I wouldn't bother anyone." She stopped, glaring angrily at me understanding what I had just said. I smiled, "I am not a Karen," she repeated, "My name is..."
"LILLY!" Rick yelled, approaching with Shona and a bunch of towels. "I might have known you'd be the trouble here." Rick almost scowled as the woman I now knew was Lilly, sadly not Karen, and I swam to the side of the pool. Now that the spectacle of people, including the birthday boy, falling in the pool was over, most of the guests were turning back to their conversations still laughing. Watching us get out of the pool, Shona giggled seeing it was me in the water.
"Well, you're in a little earlier than I thought, but you got in, happy birthday waterboy," Shona said playfully.
I pushed myself out of the pool, accepting a towel. I dried my hair and turned giving Shona my best blue steel impression, "Merman," two small coughs, "Merman", I said flicking the towel over my shoulder and walking away like a male model.
Shona doubled over laughing at the reference, and I caught the words 'black lung' and 'water is the essence of wetness' as she continued to laugh and I spun around quickly struck a pose, screamed, "Watch me turn left!" As I did, continuing my walk, I heard a number of people laugh. Maddie and Greg seeing their mother laugh joined in. Rick was smiling and handing Lilly a towel.
"Who was that Rick," Lilly asked as she began towel drying her hair, the scowl on her face still evident as I stopped a few times to briefly chat with guests and share a laugh. "He was the most self-righteous arrogant prick here, he wouldn't let me smoke goddammit it, now everything is soaked."
"That dear cousin, was our host, the birthday boy, Tim Other," Rick replied, holding Lilly's bag as she wrapped herself in a towel.
"You mean..." Lilly asked, her eyes going wide as she looked over at me. I was acting out the fall into the pool with a couple of guests and I caught Lilly's gaze and smiled.
"Yep," Rick said grinning.
Lilly groaned, "Not again," I could hear Rick laughing as I opened the door and headed inside to get changed.
The rest of the evening was great, the incident at the pool was laughed about, even though little Greg got told off for shoving. I also spoke to Maddie about getting in people's faces when she doesn't know the full story and later in the evening, I saw her go up to Lilly and apologise. Shona had taken Lilly inside to the bedroom that Rick and her used when they stayed at my place. Lilly got a shower and Shona gave her a change of her clothes. They weren't a great fit, but they would do while Lilly's clothes were in the dryer.
Later that evening, I was saying farewell to Nadine, her husband and a few of my staff when I saw Lilly sit down with Rick and Shona. The kids were now in the lounge watching a movie and there were only a few people sitting in groups while the catering staff started to clean up.
I poured myself another Bundy and Coke and moseyed on over to join Lilly, Shona and Rick.
"So Karen," I said sitting down on the seat adjacent to her, "Do you cater for parties like this or is it just special occasions like birthdays?"
I'm not Kar..." she stopped, checked herself and smiled, "Only birthday's for arrogant men who have their kids push me into their pools."
I laughed, "That one's not mine, its theirs" I said pointing to Shona and Rick.
There was confusion on her face. "But I thought they were yours?"
"Maddie, the girl who came to defend my honour is, but little Greg, he is Shona and Rick's."
"Oh," Lilly said looking down at her hands a moment. "So you and Shona..." the question trailed off.
"Yes, Lilly," Shona said, "Tim and I were married once, and Maddie is our daughter."
A flash of anger passed over her face but was just as quickly replaced by a deep sadness. She looked at Shona, "How do you, I mean, he's your ex and he's so up himself, how can you stand to be in the same room." There was a pleading to her voice, like some sort of pain she had bottled inside her that she didn't know how to express.
No one said anything for a moment, I think we all picked up this had gone from a relaxed sit down to something very serious, very quickly,
"Guys, let me take this one," Rick said looking at Shona then me. We both nodded. "I think Lily needs to hear it from the outside perspective first."
"By way of explanations, Lilly here is my second cousin, she's visiting from Kingscliff. She's had a..." Rick paused for a moment, thinking of how to explain something. "She's had a hard time these last few years and the family thought it would be a good thing if she got away for a little while. She arrived this afternoon and I asked her to meet us here so she could meet a few people before spending the next fortnight with us, unfortunately she didn't get to meet Shona or the kids before they arrived, hence the confusion."
I smiled, that explained a lot, but there was something else, something that wasn't yet said.
"Lilly," Rick continued, almost in a parental lecturing tone. "I guess you could say that Tim and Shona are best friends. I learnt not to be jealous of that years ago, and I trust both of them with my life." He smiled lovingly at his wife, then looked over at me and I raised my glass in gratitude. He sighed, "I have no idea how two people that were once married stay friends like they have. But before you think it, they have Maddie together and never once have either of them given me doubt or cause they are anything other than friends."
Lily's jaw went slack, she started looking between Shona and I.
Shona giggled, "It's a little weird and out of the normal, I know. Most exes hate each other. But Tim and I were friends before we married and yes, it fell apart, but he's always been there for Maddie and I. I love him dearly, But, it's more like a very close brother, we know now that we weren't supposed to be married. But right after my husband," Shona made lovey dovey eyes at Rick for a moment. "There is not a man I trust more in this world than Tim."
I just sat there sipping my drink. I'd made a little fun of this woman and I was guessing there was more to her backstory that I didn't know. But interjecting was not the right move right now.
Something occurred to Lilly and she looked at me a few moments, "A couple of years ago, that business Rick was involved in, it was on the news, that was you, wasn't it?"
I raised my drink taking a quick sip, thinking on how to respond. Most people when they understand what went on get either star struck or pump me for information wanting to be my best friend. I looked at Lilly, choosing my words.
"Yes, that was me, it's why Maddie is very defensive of me, both of us were hurt in the incident, myself quite badly in the process of saving her. Now anytime Maddie feels that someone is having a go at me, she jumps in and thinks she has to defend me. She is working through the fact that I got hurt saving her. Her brother is only three, and thought he was being united with his sister when he pushed you. It all just went a little too far, I'm sorry about that."
Lily said nothing, but looked at me strangely for a moment before nodding.
"Look," I said, "If you really want to smoke over in the corner, you're welcome to. At the time with so many people out here, I just didn't want people to see that or the kids," I finished, taking another sip of my drink.
Again Lily stared at me, it was a shame she had such disdain for the world and a smoker to boot, she could be quite attractive otherwise.
"That would be nic..." she stopped, cocked her head to the side, then shook her head sadly, and sighed, "No, it's alright. I know it's a bad habit I took up again recently after...." She trailed off, a tear suddenly appearing in her eye, she looked briefly at Rick then got up and walked away towards the corner. I looked at Rick and he gently shook his head, story for another time.
By the time Lily came back to the table, we could see she had been crying. We were in the midst of a discussion around a Star Wars series, The Mandalorian. Rick and Shona weren't geeks like I was, but over the years they had gotten into a few shows with me and following the exploits of 'Mando' was one of them. I was trying to convince Rick that Mando was going to have to fight a number of other Mandalorian's in the future over the dark sabre. But Rick wasn't seeing it.
"This is the way," Lilly said, surprising us, it showed on our faces and I saw the very first smile on her face and I understood that underneath the veneer of a woman that was ready to scorch the world at a moment's notice there was beauty there, not for the first time I wondered what had scarred this woman so badly.
"I have spoken," I replied, using the line from another character that many of my friends used in response.
I watched as Lily tried with everything possible, to not smile, failing as both Rick and Shona, laughed. Lily blushed, but they smiled and I even thought she relaxed.
"Star Wars fan?" I asked the slightly off kilter woman.
"More a general sci-fi fan," Lilly admitted.
I didn't even need to look to see the gaze Shona was giving me, I just ignored it.
Around midnight the final guests departed leaving just the four of us and the kids passed out on the lounges inside, as we all had more than a couple of drinks , I put Shona and Rick in their usual room with little Greg. Maddie of course got her room and Lily got the guest room. That night as I fell to sleep I thought back to the vision of beauty that emerged from the pool in a white jumpsuit, not leaving much to the imagination. Too bad that she smoked.
The following couple of days, we spent around my house. Shona, Rick and by extension Lily, hung out. We went to the beach, swimming in the surf, made sandcastles and ate fish and chips. For the most part once you got past a bit of an attitude issue, and the point that she wanted to smoke. Lily was a nice person.
"So what's your story Lily," I asked late one afternoon as we watched Shona with Maddie and Rick with Greg in the pool. We had all had a couple of drinks and I blurted out the comment. Lily glared at me.
"It's none of your fucking business," the fiery redhead threw back at me.
I held up my hands in surrender. "Sorry, I meant no offence. I just thought I would ask, because... well, while you keep talking about needing a smoke, you never have one. You appear to be in the middle of, something," I positioned. "You know a little about my background, so you know I have been there. More than once."
Lilly eyed me, critical and angry then sighed.
"Its... I mean..." she tried to start.
"Take your time, we have all afternoon and I think they're all too busy to notice us." I told the woman beside me.
She took a deep breath resolving something.
"I lost a baby," Lily said sadly.
I wasn't sure what to say, the admission startled me somewhat. Lily briefly glanced at me then back down to the glass of red wine she was slowly drinking.
It was about six months ago," she started, moving to explain her memory. "I had been with my boyfriend for a little over six months and I am not sure why but I fell pregnant even though we were using protection."
When she glanced at me, I said nothing, but I nodded in acknowledgement.
"At first, I was a little worried, I mean we were both so young in our relationship. But within less than a week I was happy at the idea. My boyfriend Aaron, he was less..." she trailed of.
"Anyway, we argued and yelled at each other, and once I started to show, Arron started coming home later and drunk." Lily took a deep breath, her eyes becoming moist. "One night he came home really drunk and I told him he needed to start being responsible, he was going to be a father."
Again she glanced at me, I tried not to move, I didn't want to do anything that would stop her from telling her tale.
"We argued and screamed at each other for almost two hours, he was drunk and I was pissed off. I needed him sober and helping me as our baby grew."
Lily paused a moment, gathering her strength.
"I've only ever told two people this next part," Lily told me very quietly. "One is the police officer that interviewed me and the other in the surgeon that looked after me later. I don't know why, but I'm going to trust you Mr Other."
I nodded, ever so slightly in acknowledgement.
"We didn't know at the time, however our neighbours had called the police, our screaming match reported for a domestic disturbance. Both of us heard the sirens then, and in his drunk state he thought that I had called them and he pushed me down and then..." Lilly couldn't.
I reached across the table, and put my hand on her arm, she gave me a tight-lipped smile, the pain of the memory clear on her face.
"I'm sorry Lily, so very sorry," I said empathetically as she tried to hold back a sob.
"Thank you," she replied and took another breath. "About two days later I lost the baby, I had to have an operation otherwise I might have been in danger. I would like to think she was a little girl, just like your Maddie, that she would have been full of life and just beautiful..."
She produced a tissue from her bag and wiped her eyes, then surprised me by handing a fresh one to me. I took the tissue and found that my eyes we're also wet. Lily continued once we had settled down. Out of the corner of my eye I caught Shona looking over at us, but she kept Rick and the kids busy.
"Anyway," Lily started again. "I became very depressed after losing my little one, they have me on anti-depressants as well as a few hormone treatments, most of which I have finished now. But as I'm sure you've noticed I can be a little... brash, now and then."
I laughed, and Lily joined in, that she didn't take offence, told me that a little levity was to be well received.
"And let me guess, you picked up smoking after several years, just as a coping mechanism?" I asked trying to me light hearted. Lily smiled and nodded.
"My girlfriends and I smoked through university, I know it's a filthy habit but, it takes my mind off things," she said, sounding like she completed her story.
"Lily, would you mind if I gave you a hug?" I asked, she suddenly glared at me, I feigned innocence. "Please don't get me wrong, but I am assuming neither the police or the surgeon, who know the full story would be able to give you a hug."
The glare dismissed, Lily stood and came around the table and as I walked to meet her, she held out her hands like Maddie does when she wants parental comfort.
I slipped my arms around her and pulled her to me, at first, she was stiff as a board, but after a few moments, she relaxed and suddenly grabbed onto me as dam walls broke. Lily cried into my chest, wailing loudly. I looked over at the pool and I could see both Shona and Rick watching. Rick in particular had a frown on his face. I shook my head slightly and Shona grabbed Ricks arm, drawing them away to play with the kids and keep them distracted. I guided Lily to a lounge away from everyone else. We sat down and Lily continued to sob, never once looking up and kept her head buried in my chest, her hands gripping my arms. I wasn't entirely sure what to do, so I said nothing but kept her in the embrace like I would my daughter if she was distraught.
Around ten minutes later, Shona and Rick got the kids out of the pool and took them inside, I smiled as they tried to walk past us quietly, Shona again gave me a questioning look on her way by, and I mouthed the word tissues, to her. A few minutes later, Shona came back out with a box of tissues and a pitcher of water with two glasses, setting them down and heading back inside.



The activity must have brought Lily out from her emotional distress, because she looked to the pool, then to me, then to the tissues and water. Her eyes were puffy and the mascara she was wearing earlier had run, badly.
I picked up a tissue and wiped away her tears, then poured her a small glass of water and handed it to her.
"Here," I said. She sipped the water quietly, then settled into my arms again. "Are you alright?" I asked.
Lily shook her head, then looked up at me, then nodded. "Yes, thank you. I didn't know that I needed that."
I smiled, "it's all good, when I divorced Bridget, Shona did something very similar. I most likely had worse makeup runs than you do."
Lily laughed, looking at the tissue in her hands, "She really is special to you. Shona, I mean?" Lily asked me.
"She's my best friend, always has been. Shona and I have been through hell and back together, anytime I have truly needed her she's been there for me," I replied.
"Even in your divorce?" Lily asked, I could sense she was trying to find her balance, asking about my relationships.
I nodded, "Even then. Sure, there was a lot of yelling, and while we got Maddie out of the deal, we never should have married. But in the middle of it all, I realized I was better with her than without her. Just not married to her."
"What about you're other wife, Bridget?" Lily asked.
I sighed, "I hate to admit it, but I married Bridget on the rebound, not my smartest move and if I had looked at things clearly, I never would have done it. Bridget was cheating on me for quite some time. I loved her, or thought it was love, but all the evidence I gathered, showed she never loved me, I was just a meal ticket."
Lily looked up at me. "I'm sorry to hear that Tim. Despite the impression of a first-class bitch I gave you at our first meeting, you come across as a lovely man. Bridget was an idiot; any girl would be lucky to have you."
I raised an eyebrow, "Any girl?" I asked.
Lily nodded, "yeah, if only I could be so..."
She didn't finish the sentence, as I just went for it. I placed my lips over hers and kissed her. For a moment her eyes went wide, then they closed and I again felt this hurt, angry, but beautiful woman melt into me. Though this time it was not for comfort, but attraction.
When we pulled back, we both smiled at each other and Lily, grabbed my hand.
"That was... unexpected," she said smiling at me.
I frowned, she noticed.
"But not unwelcome," she quickly corrected.
"This is the way," I said repeating my earlier comment. Lily giggled.
For the next hour as the sun dropped lower in the sky, Lily and I talked. We both went deeper into the pain of our past love lives. She told me her ex was now in prison for numerous charges including assault and driving under the influence. That evening where she was assaulted by him, he had driven home almost three times the legal limit. Prison was a good place for him.
By the time the sun was set and the lights were on, Shona and the kids came out, followed by Rick with a pizza from Mumma's. Fresh and hot with homemade Italian sauce, fresh mozzarella and basil on a traditional pizza crust, and cooked in a proper wood fired oven.
Conversation was a little tense for a few minutes, however Lily deftly bridged the gap to Shona and Rick that we had been talking through some hurts from our past. She never went into details, but gave enough of the tale that it appeared to appease Shona's inquisitiveness. I knew Shona would grill me later.
After dinner we all retired inside, Maddie was with me this week, Shona and Rick were taking Greg and Lily home with them. The hug that Lily and I shared was awkward, but held a note of affection that neither Shona nor Rick missed. As Maddie and I prepared for bed, Maddie let me know she didn't miss it either.
"Dad," my daughter began in that tone that told me she wanted to talk with me about something serious. I sat down on the end of her bed as she brushed her hair.
"You like her don't you?" my perceptive daughter inquired of me.
"I think so, Maddie. She's been through a lot. In some ways more than what we went through. But we've only known her a couple of days, let's give it some time. We don't want another Bridget on our hands do we."
Maddie snorted, "I don't think Lily is anything like that bitch." I frowned at her language; Maddie noticed. "Sorry dad, I meant, that unworthy woman..."
I laughed, Maddie was growing up fast, in another few year's boys would be upon us and then watch out world.
"It's alright Maddie, Bridget was a bitch," Maddie and I smiled at each other. "But just watch your words please. And Lily, who knows. But what do you think?"
Maddie chewed her bottom lip for a second, continuing to draw her brush though her dark blonde hair. "You're right dad, she's not like Bridget, and Mum and I were watching you two this afternoon."
"Oh, you were, were you?" I asked smirking, Maddie, blushed.
"She likes you dad, a lot if mum and I are right. Just be sure dad, I don't get the weird vibe I got from Bridget, but she's also damaged, we can all see that."
"That she is, she has dealt with a lot these last few years and none of it her fault," I told my daughter.
"Like what?" Maddie asked.
"I can't tell you pumpkin. Lily told me in confidence and I won't betray that."
I thought Maddie would argue with me, but she gave me a curt nod. With that we turned to school and homework, doing the usual thing that parents do, pushing their kids to be ready for the school week.
Later I was sitting down in my study, running through emails and planning my week when Shona called.
"I don't know what you said or did, but that woman is totally besotted with you," Shona said, feeling like I was being told off.
"Well hello to you too," I laughed, transferring myself over to my Bluetooth headset and calling up our software sprint schedule for the next month. While Shona spoke, I started moving tasks around the board ready for our development teams to review next week.
"I'm serious Tim," Shona told me in a conspirator's tone. "Lily has done nothing but talk about how awesome you are all the way home and right up until now when I called you. Rick tells me he has never seen her so devoted. Apparently, her old Boyfriend was abusive and it didn't end well."
"It didn't," I confirmed quietly.
There was a pause on the end of the line, I could hear Shona mentally grinding gears.
"She told you all about it didn't she?" she asked me.
"Yes, she did," I confirmed. "Shona, Maddie asked me about it earlier, and I'll tell you the same thing as I told her. That woman has been through things that make our issues seem small and insignificant in comparison. But she also told them to me in confidence, and while you're my best friend and I love you; I cannot say anything more."
Again, Shona was silent as I continued looking at the sprint boards in front of me.
"So, you like her too?" she said simply after a minute.
I stopped looking at the boards and turned to face out my study window. It was dark outside and not much could be seen. Though in the distance you could catch a glimpse of passing container ships, their pilot lights able to be seen as they rocked gently back and forth.
"Yeah, I like her. She's articulate, witty, like's sci-fi, doesn't mind I'm a geek.." I started; Shona laughed.
"And don't forget drop dead gorgeous," Shona finished.
"I hadn't noticed," I said trying to keep the humour from my voice.
We both laughed for a minute, poking fun at each other.
"Seriously, Tim," Shona reasoned as we settled down into the relevant conversation again. "She likes you a little more than just a passing flirt. In between talking about you, she's been questioning me a lot about our relationship, as well as Maddie. She's a little worried about you and me though."
I laughed, "She shouldn't be, if there is really something there and between talking with Lily this afternoon, Maddie earlier and now you, I'm starting to hope there is going to be life after Bridget."
"There will be Tim," Shona said seriously. "Are you okay if I go to bat on your behalf, as your first love and your best friend, I've got unique insights to either sell or scare?" I could feel Shona arching her eyebrow.
I thought for a moment, Lily was everything we said before, and more. I had glimpsed a beautiful woman that was worried everyone in the world was out to get her. Loyalty was never going to be an issue, but love...
"Sure Shona," I responded. "Not sure if it will go anywhere, but go for it."
I didn't hear anything from Lily or Shona for three days after that, Maddie was suspiciously quiet, and during dinner gave me looks like there was something going on. Me, I just buried myself in work and let the geek take over. It was Wednesday evening, I had just gotten back from the office and I found, Maddie, Shona and Lily all sitting in my living room. Shona and Lily had a glass of wine each and I could smell something like a carbonara, that distinctive and delicious white sauce and bacon smell wafting from the kitchen.
I greeted the ladies and excused myself for a few minutes, walking into my office and setting up my work agenda for the evening once Maddie was in bed. I wasn't sure where things were going with Lily, so I just thought I would play it cool.
"Tim," Lily said walking into my office, "Dinner will be on the..." she trailed off as she looked around the room. Her eyes going wide, she looked at the computer setup, it was an impressive multi-screen affair. But unless you knew a lot about computer hardware it was the usual thing you would expect from a geek like me. However, what had caught her attention was the posters and frames on the wall.
For close to two minutes, Lily walked up and looked at the posters and the awards on the wall beside it. What was impressive was that I had a picture for each of the games that had been successful, and then a frame for each of the awards that it had won beside it. It was a reminder to me of everything I had built within Other Gaming and I must admit I had a little pride in seeing it there. In my office we had the awards in a frame on the wall, but here, in my private space, I liked to see the games I had created.
"I know this game," Lily said, pointing to one of the posters. "I ended up spending several hundred dollars to buy the bonus packs, it was a good game." Then she looked at another poster. "This one too, the hours I spent trying to level up."
Then she looked at another game, pulling out her phone, showing me she had the game. "This one got me through that time in the hospital. I loved the puzzles, when things were darkest, I retreated into these games..."
"Why do you have them on your wall Tim, I know you work in programming. Do you work for the people that create these games?"
"Open up Puzzle Build and look in the bottom right of the loading screen," I asked her in reply, noting the game title she was talking to me about.
She did and her eyes went wide, "Other Gaming, that's you?"
I nodded, "Years ago I created Other Gaming, and all these games are my creation."
"You mean you design them, you own the company, these games..." she asked, her eyes wide, a note of disbelief evident in her tone.
I chuckled, "Since I was nineteen."
"So, when you told me that Bridget was a gold digger..." she asked.
I laughed again, "Yeah, I'm worth a little bit more than most, but honestly, most of it is tied up in the business."
"Okay," she said, her face dropping a little, I just came to tell you that dinner was ready.
Dinner was wonderful, Maddie and Shona had let Lily in and she had used my kitchen to prepare an amazing Fettucine Carbonara, grilled Garlic bread and finished it off with vanilla bean ice cream. By the time we got to the end of the meal everyone was stuffed to the gills.
Shona was eyeing Lily; however Lily was surprisingly depressed, despite the platitudes of praise that Shona, Maddie and I were delivering. Afterwards, Shona went with Maddie to help her get ready for bed all the while hinting for me to talk with Lily.
I poured us both a small glass of a lovely local desert wine, it was sweet and the taste mellowed on your tongue as the perfect accompaniment following ice cream. Lily and I went and sat down in the lounge.
"Are you alright Lily, that was an amazing dinner, but if you don't mind me saying, you didn't appear to enjoy it as much. Did we do something to offend you?" I asked.
"No," Lily said immediately. "No, it was, I mean..." she sighed, then kind of slumped against the couch, deflating a little.
"Tim," Lilly said, quietly, a note of resignation in her voice. "Have you ever been in a situation where you thought you would at last be able to rise above the bullshit, that you might at last be able to find something worth holding onto, but then in one moment of clarity you figure out that it's never going to happen, the gulf is too wide to cross?"
I studied Lily for a moment, I wasn't entirely sure what she was on about. But I figured it had something to do with our serious conversations about her past. I sipped my wine.
"I suppose, in some ways my break up with Bridget was like that. I did love her and when I learnt the truth, it broke something inside me, something that still feels empty. But I can't figure out how to fix it, but I know I need to, that is my ravine I'm trying to cross. Does that count?" I asked her.
Lily nodded, "I think in some ways it does," she looked at me. "Tim, you're my ravine."
I laughed, not the right reaction, judging by her cross look. "Sorry, I don't get it, how am I that gulf, that gap to you?"
"Tim, I think we both know there is something between us, I mean that kiss..." Lily smiled and blushed slightly, brushing a lock of hair back over her ear.
I smiled too, "It was pretty awesome." I admitted. For a moment she beamed, then she lost the look and feel into despair.
"For the past week, we've hung out, I've gotten to know Shona and Maddie, I've gotten looked after by Rick. I've gotten to know you, the man who had kids at his birthday party push me into the pool just because I wanted a smoke," she smiled as she told me, so did I.
"And that kiss. Oh my goodness Tim, that kiss, I have never felt like that from just a simple kiss. I never wanted it to end." I again smiled at Lily, and put my hand on hers.
She brushed it off and I looked at her confused.
"But tonight, I saw in your study that you're a gap I can't bridge, I can't be... that..." she said.
"Be what?" I asked confused.
"Tim, I'm nothing, I work in admin for local council, I'm from nowhere and I can't hold a candle to the social circles you walk in." Lilly looked at me, tears in her eyes as it felt like her heart was breaking. "I earn a little under sixty thousand a year, I'm broken, and I can't... I mean I won't be a gold digger..." Lily was on the verge of crying.
Sometimes, I am just thick, this woman was pouring her heart out, feeling that with my money that I would think she was a gold digger, just like Bridget. She had been abused, lost a child and was angry, but for some reason, even before she knew anything she opened up to me.
I suddenly knew what I had to do.
"Lily, come with me." I stood up, holding her hand and walking her out the back. We walked hand in hand and I could feel hope radiating out from her, her fingers tightly wrapped around mine as we walked down the path out the back. There were no lights on, but the moon was full as we started walking by the pool.
Suddenly without warning I picked her up, held her tight to me and jumped, both of us fully clothed landing in the pool. As we went under, I let go of her, and we both came to the surface, I started laughing, Lily sputtering just like she did a week ago. The look of confusion and anguish she uttered, gave way to a groan of lust as I pulled her to me and planted my lips directly on hers and wrapped her in my arms. For a moment I thought she might hit me, but then she threw her arms around my neck and I felt her tongue dance with mine. Minutes flew by and our kissing continued, I could feel rock hard nipples against my chest and I know more than once she felt my hard cock against her thighs as we danced in the water, balancing on tippy toes as we made out.
I pulled back and looked her in the eyes.
"Lily, I don't care about your background, I don't care that you're broken. To me you're not nothing, you're beautiful, talented, you cared enough tonight to make an amazing meal, before you walked into my office I am guessing Shona and my daughter had seen that you liked me and were encouraging you to chase after me, right?"
She nodded, her arms still around my neck.
"Lily, if either Shona or Maddie thought you were, as you say a 'gold digger' then you would not have gotten anywhere near me tonight, let alone had the opportunities to talk with me this week. Trust me, they don't think you're nobody. If you will let me, I'd be more than happy to date you and we can see where this goes?"
Lily, kissed me again, "Okay Mr Other, but only if you promise to stop throwing me into pools anytime you think you need my attention."
I laughed, "Sorry, but that's a no deal."
"Well next time at least let me take my clothes off first..." Lily said, a note of lust in her voice as those rock hard nipples poking through her shirt to my chest again.
I swallowed and Lily laughed, however, before anything more could be said we heard the door open.
"If you two need them, I'm leaving a few towels here for you, Maddie is in bed and will turn her light out in a few, she's going to leave you both alone and I'm heading home," Shona told us, her smile evident as she placed the towels down on the table. Then she walked over to the edge and sat down on a chase lounge. Smiling at Lily with her arms around my neck.
"I love him Lily," Shona told Lily, giving her an intense stare. "I love him like the brother I never got, there is no one more important to me in the world than the man you have in your arms right now. So, I will tell you this once and once only. Treat him right and never take advantage of him. He deserves to be loved, loved for the amazing man he is. He will always have Maddie, Rick and I. But he needs a partner, he needs to be able to hand his soul to someone who will handle it with care and give it the respect it deserves. I think you could be that person Lily.
"But. If you hurt him, I will do everything I can to protect him, even against you. Bridget is only now beginning to find that out. Treat Tim right and you'll never have a worry."
With that Shona got up and walked away.
She paused a half dozen steps away from the back door, looking back at us with a mischievous gleam in her eye. "Lily, beware Tim's tongue, he knows how to use it very well. Even better than Rick," she smiled and I kind of blushed.
"Goodnight you two, we're going to do dinner out tomorrow night, see you then."
Lilly, looked at me holding me as Shona headed inside, "What did she mean?"
"Shona has a very defensive streak when it comes to those she cares about," I told Lily as we continued to float in the pool our arms around each other. "She never really liked Bridget, but tolerated her for my sake. If she has done something, then I am sure we will hear about it."
I looked at Lily in the moonlight.
"But you. You just got her blessing to chase me, believe me, I have seen a number of women try over the past year and they never even got a date. Maddie and Shona seem to be able to figure it out."
We swam over to the shallow end, kissing some more.
"So, before we were interrupted you were saying something about clothes?"
Over the next few minutes, Lily and I slowly undressed for each other, only the moonlight casting its lights for us. It wasn't long before we were naked in the pool, our wet clothes piled on the side as Lily arched her breasts out of the water with both her hands on the shallow step underneath her.



For my part I was standing and feasting on her dripping breasts, my mouth suckled over her tiny, rock hard nipples. Lily didn't have massive breasts, they were a solid b-cup, but I was surprised when I started sucking and I felt a small stream of milk suddenly release into my mouth. She must have been lactating at the time she sadly lost her baby, and there was still just a little left in her. When I didn't stop but increased my attempt to nurse from her. Lily moaned her pleasure and for a few minutes I enjoyed moving between each breast, lapping up the milk she was producing.
She stopped me, her voice was raspy, desperate. "Inside me please, now" Lily pleaded as she moved back a little and I could see her perch herself on the edge of the step, spreading her legs and laying back into the shallow water. Instantly I was there, thrusting inside her. Her womanhood was warm, and I could feel her squeezing my insides, we only lasted a minute before I could feel a release I couldn't stop.
"I'm gonna..." I said trying to hold back.
"In my mouth baby, in my mouth," Lily said as I pulled out of her, and she drew me forward taking my cock deep in her mouth. I was standing there on the shallow pool step-in knee-high water as Lily, bobbed up and down and stroked my cock as I groaned a release and emptied myself into her. I only had my hand since Bridget, and even then, it had been several days. Lily never missed a beat, she took each wave of my orgasm, swallowing my load until I went weak at the knees collapsing back into the shallow water with her.
I surprised her, by falling directly into her arms and kissing her, "Tim, I haven't, I mean..."
I laughed, "it's alright, I don't mind, if you're good enough to let me return the favour later that is?"
"You mean that you would. I mean. you would eat me out?" her eyes wide.
"What, have you never had a guy go down on you?"
Lily shook her head, "I have been with a total of three guys, including you just now in my life, and if I suggested that to either of the previous two, well it would not have ended well for me."
I grinned, "then let's get that rectified shall we, you're coming to my room right now."
With that I drew Lily out of the pool, we wrapped ourselves in towels and stopped to pick up our dripping clothes. We threw them in the laundry, and I took Lily hand in hand up to my room. As we passed Maddie's room, her door close I heard "Goodnight dad, Goodnight Lily." In an amused tone.
I laughed and said goodnight, Lily muttering the same, clearly embarrassed.
Heading into my room, closing and locking the door, I took Lily into my bathroom and unwrapped the towel, seeing her naked form for the first time in the light.
Lily was a true redhead, pale skin, freckles running from her face to over the top of her breasts, she had taut abs and toned legs that told me of many hours spent in the gym, most likely as part of her recovery over the past few months. I also liked that she had a very thick and full bush. I started the double shower and pulled us both in, and again felt Lily melt into my arms for a kiss, I turned her around, grabbed the shampoo and then proceeded to lather and massage her hair. Within minutes she was moaning and despite the shower washing us I could smell a very feminine desire as I did something that I doubt Lily had ever had before. I paid attention to her and her needs. I rinsed her hair then using body wash and a washcloth, made sure to clean every part of her. She just about buckled when I ran my hands over her engorged labia. I was looking forward to eating her soon, but I wanted her to feel spoilt first.
After I dried her, then myself while she watched. I led her to my king-size bed where I proceeded to show her what Shona meant earlier about my talented tongue. After four orgasms, a second of my own, and another shower, Lily was curled up to me and I could tell she was feeling safe.
"I love your pool," she said with a note of affection in her voice.
I kissed her and we fell asleep.
The next month was magical, Lily basically moved in overnight, it was a little whirlwind and we made a point to head out on dates, spend time out and about, before coming home and fucking like rabbits all night long. More than once, both of us woke late and I was lambasted by Nadine for missing our morning stand-up. However, I think she knew something as there was always a smile on her face as I got told off.
Lily for her part, applied for and got a role in the local council doing admin like she had up in Kingscliff. Her fear of not fitting into our social circles was unfounded as she found being a geek I tried to stay away from the glamour and glitz as much as possible.
The first time I had to travel, just an overnight to Sydney, Lily almost panicked. It had now been months since that first night in the pool and Lily got worried if I wasn't in bed by midnight, which being a geek, happened often. Travelling and not being in our bed brought back memories of being alone. In the end, I arranged for her to take a day off and brought her to Sydney with me. I did my meetings, and she did an amazing job of charming one of my board members as my girlfriend.
About the third month, we exchanged 'I love yous' after she pushed me in the pool before dinner. It appeared that ending up in the pool was going to be a common theme in our relationship.
A year in I proposed, and I don't think I had seen Maddie and Shona so happy. Our wedding was held on a Saturday afternoon in the backyard, Rick was my best man, Shona the maid of honour. When we said I do, and our celebrate said you can kiss the bride, the photographer was ready as both Rick and Shona turned to us and shoved both of us, you guessed it, into the pool.
The shots came out beautifully, the smile on our faces captured as we fell, arm in arm together into the water. Our honeymoon was in Europe and we spent almost a month sightseeing and visiting pretty much everywhere through several countries.
Lily and I found that we fit very well together, yeah, we fought sometimes, but we also talked it through after emotions were spent. I found she was insanely jealous for me and the only women that got to talk to me without invoking her ire were Shona, Maddie and Nadine. Anyone else had a fiery redheaded woman in their face in seconds.
If I was worried that fidelity was ever an issue following my two previous marriages, two events that occurred around our first wedding anniversary put that to rest.
The first one, was one of the rare evenings that Shona and Lily had a girl's night out. They had gone with several women; some married, some single out to a local club. All the women would dance together, and while the singles would often accept requests to dance from the single guys, neither Shona, nor Lily would dance with any man.
Shona let me know about it two nights after everything happened.
"Seriously Tim, you can't blame Lily, it's not her fault," she was telling me. Lilly was on the phone to our lawyer.
"I went to the bathroom for a few minutes, and immediately I'm told by security these two guys started hitting on her. When they wouldn't take no for an answer, one of them tried to manhandle her out of the bar in front of the two ladies still at the table with her.
"Lily let the guy get her up then pushed him down and kicked him in the nuts, the second guy then grabbed Lily and she elbowed him in the stomach, and as he went down she used her handbag to knock him in the side of the head screaming over and over again that she was a married woman and her body belonged only to her husband. They could both take a hike and burn in hell. That sort of thing," as she told me Shona had a look of amusement on her face.
The charges came to nothing when the security footage from the club was shown in court, instead, the judge sentenced the two guys to a six-month suspended sentence with a warning to understand that no means no.
The second incident occurred about a month after our first wedding anniversary. Which we spent camping on Fraser Island in Queensland camping on the beach. I understood why the locals used the term white pointers after that week, as Lilly almost never had a top on as we played in the surf.
Anyway, I digress. The second incident happened about a month after. Lily had a visit from Bridget.
It took about sixty seconds for Lily to think something was off, I had never shown Lily a picture of Bridget, never really described her. But she told me about the meeting that afternoon as we lounged in the pool. Rick and Shona were sitting on the other side of us as Maddie and Greg swam back and forth playing a game with some pool toys.
"I wasn't expecting it, I just had a meeting booked with a B. Brown. When she walked in and sat down, I greeted her politely but she just stared at me," Lily was telling us innocently.
"I got really uncomfortable as she looked at me, but as with her reputation as a bitch, Bridget didn't disappoint," as my wife continued to tell us the tale of her meeting my ex-wife.
"I can see why he likes you; you're much better looking than he described," the woman told Lily.
Lily blushed at that, thinking somehow that she was referring to me.
"Thank you, Ms Brown, I like to think my husband Tim finds me attractive," Lily responded.
At that the woman in front of her frowned. Then smiled, but it wasn't a nice smile.
"Oh, I didn't mean Tim, I was meaning Aaron," the woman said.
Lily gasped, "W.. Wh... Why, would you mention Aaron, how do you know him?" Lily ask, now concerned to who this woman was.
The devious smile broadened on the woman's face.
"Oh, Aaron and I know a lot about you, we've been tracking you for some time. After he got out of prison, I sought him out to get him to take you back," the woman told my wife with an evil smile.
Lily was flustered, Aaron was one part of her past that she still had trouble with.
"Why would you do that, I am married now," my wife told the woman, beginning to blush.
"Oh, I know little miss pretty red haired bitch, but you're in my spot," the woman snarled, all pretence at civility gone.
"Your spot?" Lily said, still a little shaken.
The woman stood, "Yeah my spot, I was Mrs Other before you and I want my husband back!"
Lily's mind snapped from panic to anger, the realisation focusing her. Suddenly Lily wasn't worried about Aaron, she had the woman that caused her husband so much grief in front of her.
"Bridget," she said simply.
Bridget nodded, "I am bitch, Tim is my husband, sure I screwed up the first time, but I'll win him back. He loved this body; my tits are so much bigger than yours and I'm not screwed up in the head because of losing a baby like you are."
For a moment, Lily thought she was going to jump across the table and strangle Bridget. Obviously, Aaron had told her a few things. But my wife held back, only just. Without saying anything she got up from the table, grabbed her bag and started walking away.
However, Bridget had other plans, as Lily was walking out the doors, Bridget grabbed Lily, by the back of her hair.
"Bitch, I'm not done with you," Bridget started yelling in front of everyone in the café, dragging Lily backwards towards the table. "You're going to leave Tim and go back to Aaron. I'm going to get back together with Tim and have his babies, that way Tim and all his money will always be mine."
Bridget then went to grab Lily's arm and spin her to face her, but as she did, she didn't see the left hook coming. My beautiful redheaded wife used the momentum to catch Bridget unaware and her closed fist connected with the other woman's face. The blow staggered Bridget and she let go of Lily's hair. Lily followed up quickly by reaching out and tripping Bridget and putting her face down on the ground, pinning one of her arms behind her back.
"Someone call the Police," Lily said to the witnesses in the café, one of them responded that they already had.
My wife then explained how she lent in close to Bridget almost whispering, as she held Bridget face down, arm pinned and now Lilly's knee in the centre of her back. "Listen up whore. You had your chance, there is no poaching that man. You should know that Shona would make sure your body was never found if you tried," Bridget was struggling but sagged against the ground at the mention of Shona. "And you know, I'd have no problems in helping her dig the hole.
"But I belong to him Bridget, not the other way around. Oh, and as for kids, don't worry, I was going to tell him tonight, but I suppose you can be the first to know, but Tim is going to be a father again. I just confirmed this morning with the doctors that I am pregnant." Bridget groaned. "And knowing how well Tim gets that beautiful baby batter up inside me, I wouldn't be surprised if it was twins."
After that the Police turned up and very quickly Bridget was arrested, Lily was questioned, but everyone noted that Lily only acted in self-defence and restrained Bridget.
As she finished the story, Lilly told me she was sorry she told Bridget before she told me that she was pregnant. I laughed and told her it was all right, it put Bridget in a world of hurt and just that I was glad my wife and gestating kids were all right.
Bridget was released the next day and was served with a restraining order against Lily, Maddie, Shona, Rick and Greg and of course myself. We never saw her again, however a few years down the road we did hear that she got married to some drug baron up on the Gold Coast. It didn't last and she got arrested with her husband and a number of other people ending up serving time.
We also found out Lily wasn't carrying twins, no, it was triplets.
It was three am on a Wednesday morning when Lily went into labour. Conner, Adam and their sister Jessie were all born by c-section not even two hours later. The doctors didn't want to risk the triplets and complications. I was there with Lily, on the other side of the curtain in the operating room the entire time. My wife was a trooper, and I loved her all the more for it.
I took a three-month leave of absence from Other Gaming to help, that was along with a full-time live-in Nanny, a big nosy sister in Maddie and of course Shona, Rick and even little Greg, who wasn't so little anymore.
It took a little while to find a rhythm, Lilly was almost constantly breastfeeding, her b-cups swelling to d-cups. With three hungry babies, she was always in demand. I did nappies, I had forgotten how bad those early nappies were and multiply that by three and the house smelt a little funny for a few years afterwards.
But as with all things, we pressed on, Lily and I had a few arguments when we were worn down. I think once I just walked out going to Shona and Rick's before I calmed down. But we came back to each other, and I have to say the makeup sex that night after the kids were in bed was memorable.
Now here we are, the triplets are now three years old, and we have our usual Saturday afternoon around the pool at our place. I had just thrown Lily in the pool fifteen minutes ago for her dropping a crass joke about how William Riker in Star Trek picks up all the women so I should be more like Riker and pick her up more. I did, and dropped her into the pool. She responded by grabbing me with a massive smile and pulling me in with her, where we laughed and kissed.
The kids thought it was great and moments later, the entire family was in the pool playing.
After a few minutes, Lily and I got out, sat down with Shona and Rick.
Shona was still my best friend, and I could not have gotten through everything without her. A couple of years later, Lily and I sat down and spoke with both Shona and Rick about Lily's past, Rick didn't know the full extent and it made the four of us even closer.
So with a lazy Saturday afternoon, Shona produced a deck of cards while the kids played. The adults got down to some serious business.
"She's cheating on you," Shona said, leaning down and whispering in my ear while the two of us eyed Lily from the other side of the table.
For a moment I almost panicked, the last time Shona uttered those worlds my world almost ended, this time I smiled.
"I know," I whispered back, Lily smiling at me.
I glanced over my shoulder to the big mirrored doors reflecting the view of the cards that I held in my hand, the angle perfect for my wife to see what was in my hand.
"He knows what's good for him Shona," Lily said smirking while putting her next cards down. "He knows that if I win now, then he wins later," she said giving me a knowing look.
And the answer the question, yes, I absolutely did win later, twice actually, but that's a story for another time.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Hey everyone,
I hope you enjoyed 'She's cheating on you'. I enjoyed pulling together the relationship particularly between Tim and Shona. The basis for this relationship came from two people I knew growing up. They we once married but knew they were not meant to be. They had a son and stayed friends. When they married others, they still stayed friends. In this day and age with the bitterness that appears to follow divorce it was strange, but it worked for them.
Lily's story was also based off someone I knew a number of years ago. She was pregnant and her partner who didn't want the child, came home drunk and abused her until she lost the child. Unfortunately, in her case she could never have children afterwards. However, she later married a wonderful guy and they adopted two kids giving her the family she wanted.
I want to thank everyone for their continued feedback and encouragement. As a part time writer that means a lot. I do have a number of stories in the works, some funny, some painful. Of course there is betrayal, and drama, but there will also be joy and romance. As always I write for me, my stories are what I feel I want to write and I publish them for your enjoyment. Like them or not, that's all good. But if something I write inspires you or helps you, I count myself fortunate.
See you in the next story.
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
If you have previously read any of my stories, you know that I love writing drama, the emotion that makes us feel rage, sadness, joy and everything in-between as we follow and hopefully empathize with our central characters, be them good guys or villains. Within many Loving Wives stories, we all know it's inevitable, seeing the train wreck that's coming. But what if there was no way to avoid the train. What if it had passed the station and you had pretty much no choice but to deal with what happened?
In this story that's where we start, broken and in a no-win situation, then again is it really a no win?
I'd like to thank a new editor that has stepped up to the plate but has asked to stay anonymous. Thank you for your help. I also had the chance to read this to my wife before posting it, and she needed a couple of tissues, so you have been warned.
This is a long story, there is lots here, so if you're after a quick read or not a fan of how I write, then I advise you to move on. But if you want to run the gauntlet of emotions, then refill your drink, make sure you have snacks and strap in.
I hope that you enjoy Parenthood.
[:::: Parenthood ::::]
I felt peace and contentment as the soft undulations of gentle waves lapped against my legs, the beach was bright and the sky a beautiful azure blue with soft clouds arching through the atmosphere on their journey from nowhere to oblivion. In the background, palm trees made their way up high, bent slightly at the top, laden heavy with fruit. It was a veritable tropical paradise.
I laughed as I observed the nubile young maidens dancing around me dressed in nothing but sheer transparent satin. They teased me with their curves, their hidden treasures, their stunning smiles alluding to the promises of what could happen if I could give them my attention long enough. I smiled in return as I looked to each woman, flawless in form and appearance.
I enjoyed the feeling of a tropical drink, some type of Piña colada in my hand, cold to the touch, the aroma was pineapple and rum, the sweetness mixing in my nostrils making my mouth water in anticipation of sipping the cool mixture. The drink combined with the scenery made me feel content, I couldn't imagine a better place to be. The summer breeze through the air, the bright sunlight pouring down on us, the tropical location.
Perfect.
I grinned when one of the beautiful ladies swayed through the ankle-deep water towards me with more than a suggestion of a tropical rendezvous. Her dusky skin, and the hint of a nipple; oh so tantalising underneath her sheer clothing had my heart racing. I smiled as she reached out to touch my cheek and our eyes met. Her smile would have me wrapped around her little finger, denying her nothing in no time. For a moment I wondered if she was the one. She beamed at me, alluring, beautiful, elegant. As we stared into each other's eyes, she came within inches of me, I took in a deep breath, waiting in anticipation.
Our lips were almost touching, when suddenly and without warning, her expression contorted, and she screamed in my face.
[:::: 1 - Welcome to Reality ::::]
I was awake instantly, the dream fading quickly from my mind as I glanced at the dark red LED display of my twenty-year-old bedside alarm clock. The time had to be adjusted every couple of months on the old thing, but it was a present for my fifth birthday from my grandparents, so it held sentimental value even if it didn't keep consistent time.
Two-thirty in the morning, perfect.
I sighed, understanding that I had the same word go through my brain a few minutes earlier and it held an entirely different meaning. I calculated that I had only been asleep for a little over forty minutes when the scream of the woman in my dream echoed to the screaming female that was not two armlengths away from me.
Groaning slightly, I threw the covers back and sat up trying to rub the sleep from my tired eyes. For a moment I marvelled how the substance called 'sleep' could accumulate so much so quickly at the corner of your eyes, while I was lacking in the very meaning of the word.
A momentary breath from her caused me to understand why I had awoken so suddenly. Squinting, I looked at her as she looked at me wide eyed and continued her crying, her look pleading for help. I smiled at her. For a moment she stopped, seeing my face in the dim light and that I was smiling as we locked eyes. But it didn't take long before she couldn't hold it in, and she started again.
I kept the forced smile on my face, as I shifted my weight so I could hold her. Over the next few minutes, I continued to smile as she cried, her tears staining my arms as I held her and she settled down. I found it difficult to be so receptive, so open to holding someone that I never asked to share my room, someone that I was struggling to love.
I looked over at the clock again and noticed it had been fifteen minutes since she roused me from the dream. I must have been tired; I would have sworn that it was only three minutes since I woke. I heard her sniff and looked back at her, our eyes locked once more and I felt something move in me, those baby blue eyes, innocent and wide. She began crying once again now she had my attention.
Britney Other, was looked on by the world as the cutest, most adorable baby they would have ever known. To me though, Britney represented failure.
On one hand, Britney was my sobbing infant daughter, only a few months old. Perfectly formed with chubby cheeks, those pink fleshy hands that would grasp anything placed into them. She had deep blue eyes that had managed to capture the hearts of everyone around me over the past month. Those same people telling me that her eyes were just like mine, even though mine were brown. Looking at her as she cried, I guess if I squinted hard enough, I could see it.
I stood, holding Britney in my arms like the nurses had shown me, making sure her head was supported and slowly walked towards my bedroom door. I could now smell the nappy, knowing this was what had woken her. Everyone told me that it would get easier, that being a dad was hard and that I could do it, but the reality was that I didn't want this, I didn't want the responsibility, I didn't want her.
I turned on the bathroom light and lay her down on the change table that my parents bought me. As I unwrapped my daughter, she stopped crying, the movement causing her to wonder what was going on. I gagged as I undid the tabs on the nappy, once again wondering how someone who just drank milk formula from a bottle could produce something that would likely rival the waste product coming out of a nuclear reactor.
I cleaned Britney up and she coo'd as I re-wrapped her nice and tight before carrying her into the kitchen and warming up a bottle. I was getting good at doing things with one hand. Formula in the bottle, water, shake. Then a brief trip to the microwave and lastly, test on my wrist ensuring it was the correct temperature.
With Brittany snuggled against my chest, I moved from the kitchen to my small lounge, sitting down on my old second-hand couch. The drab brown material felt slightly cool, yet a little uncomfortable from years of wear and tear, most of them happening before I bought it. Nestled in my arms, Britney gratefully accepted the bottle and immediately began feeding. While sucking on the formula for all that she was worth, she was gazing deeply into my eyes.
Yes, I reflected. Brittney had my eyes and she had my nose as well. But she also had her mother's chin. What was worse though, is that even as a baby, Britney had that woman's lips. I gave an involuntary shudder as I tried not to think, tried not to go back to those memories.
Brittney soon finished her bottle and following a gentle pat on her back and an un-lady-like burp, she began to fall back to sleep. As gently as possible I carried her as I placed the bottle into the kitchen sink before turning off the lights, and slowly made my way back to the bedroom. Placing Britney into her bassinet situated right beside my bed I looked at her as she settled and slipped back to her innocent infant slumber, blissfully unaware of my internal turmoil.
My daughter was a reminder of the woman who had turned me into a shell of a man. Scared to go outside unless I had to. I struggled to talk to anyone I didn't know and was always looking over my shoulder at any perception of unknown movement.
Britney's mother had done that to me. But now being a single father that had to look after an infant and still pay the bills, I had to fight against those feelings every moment of every day. The feeling of humiliation, of unworthiness, the genuine pain I felt almost daily in my limbs where I had been bound. My doctors told me I had a type of PTSD that was common with victims of sexual abuse. This made sense as twice I had tried to end it all. But both times I had been fortunate, and someone had found me before I expired.
A single unbidden tear ran down my cheek as I watched Britney. Even with some of my features, she still had a strong resemblance to the woman that gave birth to her. My torturer, my rapist.
A little over twelve months ago, Britney's mother, Sheila, had gone and done something so horrific that she ended up in prison while causing me to withdraw from the world. Now I was a single father and Sheila wasn't in the picture. In fact, she was no longer alive, passing away in the hours following childbirth due to complications, leaving me her daughter to look after and raise.
As I laid back down, I pulled the sheet over myself, rolled on my side and stared at the bassinet. I could hear Britney's breathing deepening and she would give a little shuddering breath now and then as if to let me know she was really sleeping, not just lying there awake. I had picked that one up in the first week.
As I lay there, I contemplated that my feelings towards my daughter's mother were complicated, but definitely not positive. I had not been in love with Sheila, and she knew that. From almost the get go, Sheila knew I didn't love her, and that was a small part of what caused this path of life I was now living. I didn't even know that Britney had been a result of that night until Child Services turned up on my doorstep early one Saturday morning, my infant daughter with them.
They knew very little of what had happened, only that Sheila had died, and they had managed to locate me, naming me her father. The two ladies that visited me, were shocked to find out I had no idea Sheila was pregnant, let alone had given birth. They were again shocked, when I showed them my scars, explaining I wouldn't know anything due to the court orders and twice weekly counselling I was still undergoing.
But be that as it may, I was now a father, and it was obvious from the outset that I was her father.
I called my mother, and she was at my front door within an hour, talking with the Child Services team and telling me it was going to be okay as I just stared blankly at whomever was holding Britney at the time.
I did try to say no a few times, but between my mother getting upset that I wouldn't want to raise her grandchild, and the other two ladies telling me that the childcare and foster systems just weren't adequately disposed towards looking after a newborn when a biological parent was available, I was pretty much told to stand up and be counted. When I tried to tell them that I wasn't capable of being a father, my mother scoffed and told me that no parent is ever ready. But ready or not, right or wrong, I was her biological father, her only surviving parent and I found I couldn't say no.
My parents, especially my mother, helped as much as they could. I was taught how to change nappies, how to wrap a newborn, how to support an infant's neck and how to carry them. I was provided tips on how to know what different cries meant, when they should sleep, when they shouldn't and a litany of other advice including medical care, help numbers and the like that first time parents spend the entire pregnancy preparing for together.
Me, I got a three-day crash course before Mum left me alone with Britney for the first time.
Of course, I was overwhelmed within an hour and that first night I panicked at every movement, each noise causing me to doubt myself. I resented being responsible for someone when I could barely look after myself.
I sighed coming back to the moment, the clock now read a little after three am and not for the first time, I softly cursed Sheila. I was sure, that even in death she was likely laughing her ass off. Our daughter, her last brutal gesture to a relationship that I never really wanted, but had resulted in the sleeping babe beside me.
As I felt my self-drifting at last, I was still contemplating how it could all go so horribly wrong. My dreams once again taking me back to that night, to the months leading up to it, our first meeting and the night that Sheila stole my innocence and trapped me in this nightmare.
[:::: 2 - 18 months earlier ::::]
Before I became the recluse I am now, if you ever passed me on the street or walking down the middle of a shopping mall, most likely you would never have given me a second glance. My unkempt hair and almost pasty complexion, overlayed with remains of acne that I had not grown out of even in my early-twenties, had me as just one of the crowd.
Don't get me wrong, I wasn't ugly. In my own view I just wasn't someone who stands out. I would describe myself with average looks, a shock of brown hair, with hazel to brown eyes. I had an average build, wiry but I did have a few muscles thanks to spending a couple of hours each week in the gym at work.
I suppose work was likely the most interesting thing about me. In school I had been a geek, interested in computers and gaming online. I also dabbled a little in programming at home in my spare time. This interest landed me a job in the Information Technology department of the Queensland Police Service. I got the job when my father's brother, a Senior Constable with QPS, got me work experience at headquarters in my senior year of high school. That turned into some part time work and then a full-time junior IT position with the department.
Within six months of joining the department full-time I was also studying part time towards a bachelor's in technology. It would take me almost five years at the rate I was completing modules, but I believed that by the time I had my degree I would also be senior within the technology team and perhaps there could be a manager's position in my future.
I also liked to think myself as a little more thrifty than the average person, because while most of my peers were out partying, drinking, and having random hook-ups, I saved most of my pay check.
Six months after I started my job, I was still traveling almost an hour by train into work. It was an easy commute but a fair distance out of town. But then my parents noted a townhouse for sale on the outskirts of the city. It was little more than a couple of bedrooms and a small kitchen with a lounge. But it was close to the city and the office, so it worked for a single guy like myself. With a hefty loan from my parents for a deposit and bartering my soul to the bank for the next thirty years, I became a homeowner.
Overall, though, as I said, you wouldn't pick me out from the crowd, I had a number of friends that I hung out with, but they were all better looking, partied harder, laughed more and the pressures of a full-time job and mortgage payments were still in the distant future for them. So, while I went out, I was conservative with what I spent, knowing that I had my next home loan repayment looming.
It was with one of these groups of people that I first met Sheila.
I was out for an evening with friends. We were doing one of those Saturday pub trivia nights, everyone was enjoying a few drinks as we hastily scribbled down the responses to classic questions like, 'What is the longest river in New South Wales, Australia' and 'How Long is the Great Barrier Reef'.
Everyone had taken a break following the questions until our host would reveal the correct responses, so several of us headed to the bar to refresh our drinks. I had just gotten a pint and turned round when she ran straight into me, knocking a portion of my new drink all over me.
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," she told me. "It's my fault, really I'm sorry."
I brushed the beer off my shirt and smiled back at her, noticing that she was quite attractive.
"That's alright, it's not the first time and likely won't be the last," I replied to the nervous looking woman. We both laughed and I moved back to the table with my friends.
I don't know how it happened, but after that, by the end of the evening, my group and hers were sitting together chatting like we had all known each other for years. Her group had actually won the evening and they were revelling in their trivia prowess while our group, coming fifth, were just enjoying the booze.
Somehow, Sheila, as she introduced herself, sat next to me from the time our groups merged. She again apologised for earlier and I again waved her off before we listened to my friend Tony tell us the story of how he got caught running buck naked from his girlfriend's house while her father chased him with a cricket bat in one hand and his underwear in the other. He told us how the next day he went back and got a large serve from her Dad, and then her Mum, before dropping to one knee and proposing to his girlfriend in front of them.
We all roared with laughter as he told the story. Mind you, so did his now betrothed who was sitting beside him blushing but happily sporting a small rock on her engagement finger.
I will admit that at the time I thought it was a good evening. Looking back though, I sometimes wondered if I had made a real attempt to separate from her at that point would our lives have gone differently. Throughout the evening Sheila and I talked on innocent topics, the things that strangers do. What we did, people that we might have in common, the weather over the coming week, and the like.
I need to also admit at this point that Sheila really was an attractive woman. I would never have believed at that point what was lying in wait under the surface, but she was easy on the eyes. She had light sandy blonde hair to the middle of her back. And for a woman in her twenties, she had an attractive build with hips that flared out nicely, cleavage that would draw your eyes and a face that while not a super model, wasn't unattractive. Sheila had a bubbly personality that was always smiling and laughing at whatever conversation was happening around the table, yet there was a slight vibe to her that I couldn't quite identify. It was almost as if there was a desperation for attention, combined with a fear of being rejected. But when she looked at me, it was almost like the fear was intensified tenfold.
That first night, she was constantly around me, touching my arm or my shoulder. A couple of my friends gave me a look and by the end of the evening Sheila and I had agreed to soon go out together on a date. The smile she gave when we agreed on the time and place could have lit up the room when I also, with slight hesitation, gave her my phone number.
At the time I hadn't gone past second base with a girl. While, as I mentioned earlier, I wasn't the best-looking guy around, neither was I the worst. I did have a few girlfriends throughout high school and a little heavy petting wasn't out of the question. However, sappy as it was, I was hanging onto my virginity until I found a woman I knew would cherish the gift, because I felt, once I found her our love would be shared forever.
Sheila and I texted a few times throughout the week, connected on Instagram and shared a few reels. If you haven't seen reels before, they are the short videos that Instagram users, put together and get shared on the platform.



The next weekend found Sheila and me, out for an enjoyable afternoon, walking through a local art gallery, then having a late lunch together before going back to the same pub with a combined group of friends. We ended up drinking, chatting around the Instagram reels and laughing through more of the night. A little tipsy by the end of the night, Sheila hinted at heading back to her place, but she dropped the idea when I shut her down and told her quietly there would be no additional dates in the future if she pushed me. Instead, she accepted a small kiss with a promise of more dates in the near future if she behaved herself.
For the next two months we dated, every Friday and Saturday night. Yes, she was attractive and was pushing for more than the heavy petting we were doing. I got my hand in her bra once and she managed to get her hand down my pants, but I just didn't feel that connection, that spark, that said we were a forever couple.
In the end I broke up with her. She was sobbing and telling me how much she loved me, that I was her soul mate, but after a little over two months of dating, I knew that we were not meant to be and I knew I had to be the bad guy and bring the relationship to an end.
I thought that we were done, and in time she would come to see that we didn't have a future. In the weeks following, she was still calling and texting, but I was ignoring her. I felt like a bit of a prick, but I figured leading her on by continuing to be friendly with her would just cause more issues.
It was four weeks after our breakup, the messages had all but stopped and I thought I was clear, until one afternoon I had just left work and Sheila accosted me outside of Queensland Police Headquarters.
"Tommy, why are you ignoring me?" she pleaded loudly from the sidewalk as I was walking down the front steps.
I sighed; this was becoming too much of a headache.
"Sheila," I told her quickly before she could start talking again. "I've told you; I'm not dating you. Seriously, all the texts and emails, they need to stop. I'm sorry, but if it's any consolation, put it all on me, but outside of mutual friends, you need to leave me alone."
"I'm sorry Tommy I can't do that. I love you," she proclaimed loudly and expressively as the drama unfolded further.
I shook my head. She just wasn't taking the hint, in fact the look in her eyes was a little worrisome.
"No, you don't Sheila," I told her. "We only dated for a couple of months; I told you why we broke up."
The look she gave me told me that she thought I was stupid for disagreeing with her. I sighed, quickly growing tired of her obsessiveness, but before I could say anything Sheila responded. "Tommy, you told me you didn't feel that spark," her voice sounding contrite. "But I can help you feel it baby. I can make us connect if you will come back to me."
For the next few minutes she was so expressive in telling me how great we would be together, the life we would share. I was just standing there waiting for it to end when two police officers that I worked with had come out of the building having finished their shift and saw me upset while Sheila talked at me.
"Is there a problem here Tommy?" Senior Constable Douglas asked.
"No problem Marty," I replied. "Just talking with my ex before I head home. Sheila and I have finished talking now and we're going our separate ways."
At last, with a couple of boys in blue standing there watching, she took the hint and with a couple of stern looks from Marty and his partner, Sheila and I started our walks home, thankfully in opposite directions.
I didn't hear anything from Sheila after that.
The next time I saw her was at dinner one Saturday night. I was again enjoying eating with some friends, sitting in a little open bistro and she walked in with two girlfriends. She saw me, hesitated when I saw her and gave me a little wave, but didn't make her way over to me, which I thought was progress. I gave her a tight smile, nodded and I thought that was it.
Not long after I finished my dinner of a medium rare steak with a bacon topper and beer battered chips on the side, the waiter brought a round of drinks up for the table.
"Compliments of the lady over there," he said gesturing to Sheila. We politely accepted the drinks and raised a toast to Sheila. Again, she didn't try to talk to me, so I thought I was safe.
A little later in the evening, I decided it was time to bury the hatchet and say a formal hello. I excused myself and walked up to Sheila and her girlfriends, exchanging greetings.
We spoke for about ten minutes and Sheilas girlfriends asked me to stay for one more drink. I think they were advocating for Sheila, but she apologised.
"Sorry Tommy," she said with just a hint of sadness. "Their hearts are in the right place, but I know you don't feel that way about me."
I was about to reply, and her friends were looking a little hurt, when she raised her hand.
"No, it's okay. I was a little too intense," she admitted, blushing slightly. "I really do care for you, but I know it needs to be returned before there can be a real romantic relationship."
I smiled and agreed, feeling that we had turned the corner. Perhaps we could be friends. I let the ladies know I needed to hit the bathroom, but I would drop by on my way out to say farewell.
When I came back there was a final round of drinks and I agreed to a single round of shots.
Sheila handed me mine with a huge smile and the four of us saluted and it went down the hatch. We spoke a few more minutes and then I'll admit I started feeling a little weird.
That's the last I recall until what I assumed was a few hours later.
As I came to, I felt like the entire world was pulsing and swimming through turbulent waters, and right through the middle of my brain at the same time. I was also surprisingly horny, not the feeling I would have thought with what had to be an epic hangover. I felt a thin sheet over me but was alarmed that when I tried to move, I couldn't. My hands and feet were tied to the large bed I was laying on. Testing each limb, I found each was secured, the same with my torso. I could move my head a little, but that was about it. Despite the pounding in my head, I was beginning to panic and had a growing sense of dread.
Off to the side I heard a giggle.
"Good, you're awake," Sheila told me. She was sitting naked on a chair; her legs spread and had a toy that was making a faint buzzing sound. She noticed my eyes and laughed.
"It's alright baby, this is just keeping me warmed up," she told me, placing the vibrator on the table beside her. "You're the only thing that's going inside me tonight."
"Sheila," I said a note of panic in my voice. "What did you do to me. What are you doing?"
She again laughed and came over to me brushing the backside of her hand over my torso.
"It's alright Tommy my love, you're going to be perfectly fine," my deranged ex-girlfriend told me. "I love you and I know that after tonight you will love me too. I'm sorry, but I put something in your drink to get you here, but I need to bind you to me. You can't see it yet, but we need to be together."
I didn't like the maniacal look in her eyes.
Sheila pulled back the sheet and exposed my traitorous member, standing at attention from whatever mix of drugs she had given me. She smiled at me, and even as I tried to resist, she climbed on top of me, grabbed my shaft, and giving it a rub over her moist lips, impaled herself on me while I screamed the word "NO!" at her. Over and over again, she loudly moaned out her orgasms, taking some type of perverse pleasure in my unwanted participation.
I pulled and pulled against my restraints until my wrists and ankles started to bleed. The straps across my torso and chest holding me firm felt like they were bruising my ribs. But still Sheila continued to ride me, her ecstasy in bedding me against my will overriding her concern for me. I emptied myself inside her against my will and was appalled that I stayed hard. She must have given me something pretty strong, because despite the pain in my body and my continued pleading to stop, I stayed at attention for this unhinged woman taking something I did not want to give her.
Almost two hours later, she had used me, filling herself up four times. Myself, I was feeling faint from the drugs in my system along with some amount of blood loss. Only when she had come down from her euphoria did she noticed the blood staining the sheets and became somewhat troubled, but even then, Sheila appeared largely indifferent. She didn't even appear to notice I had been dry heaving, having thrown up twice during the episode. My chest was on fire, my limbs all numb, with the pain and agony that I was in. At least my manhood was spent and softening, so she was done.
Seeing my distress, Sheila bent down to carefully examine me. I now understood that she was also high on something as her eyes were slightly glazed. She dabbed a clean part of the sheet over my left wrist that was still bound and tried to kiss me on the lips.
Through the therapy that proceeded later, I understood that I was somewhat detached at that point. I let her kiss me, as by that time I was largely catatonic due to the trauma. Behind my eyes it was like I was in a dark room alone in the corner, each noise, each movement was just another anticipation of pain.
I heard her tell me again and again that she loved me, that it would be alright because we were bonded now. She told me she would look after me. Thankfully through sheer exhaustion I passed out as Sheila began to sing happily to herself.
I awoke in what I believe was the next morning, whatever drugs she had given me had largely worn off and I had an almighty headache, worse than before Sheila had taken my innocence from me. But I noticed that my bonds were cut. Someone, I assume Sheila, tried to bandage my wounds but did a poor job, the wounds on my hands and feet still weeping.
Looking around the room I couldn't see or hear Sheila, so I took the chance that it was safe to get up. Getting up was so painful I winced as I got off the bed. Weak and naked, I grabbed a towel that was laying over a chair just outside the bedroom and stumbled my way to her front door.
Wearily, I made my way out of Sheila's apartment and into the morning sun. I winced once again, this time the bright sunlight hurting my eyes. Without thinking I put my arm up to shield my pain filled eyes. That was when I notice some of the blood from my still weeping arm, dripping onto the flushed skin on my face.
I could feel that I was swaying backwards and forwards. When I dropped my hand down, to see where I was going, there was a mother with three children in front of me. The four of them looked at me, in particular I noticed the concerned expression on the mother's face. I must be a sight to her, clad only in a towel and with obvious bloody wounds .
"Hello," I said, before collapsing to the ground unable to stay upright anymore.
Within the next fifteen minutes, an ambulance and two police cars arrived. The family that had discovered me brought me a blanket and, even covered, it wasn't long before I was shaking and weeping like an abandoned child.
While the medical team worked on me, their frowns along with the words of 'severe trauma' and 'blood loss' were mentioned a number of times.
The next day I learnt the police had defined Sheila's apartment as a crime scene and Sheila herself was arrested as she happily returned to her apartment, with groceries and medical supplies to try and treat me, unaware of what was awaiting her.
The Police found my clothes, phone and wallet on a shelf in her spare bedroom. Sheila apparently told authorities that she was planning on nursing me back to health now that we were bonded together forever. She was surprised when less than a week later she was formally charged with aggravated assault, grievous bodily harm, deprivation of liberty, drug offences and oh, yes, rape.
I spent almost a week in hospital, and after that, my parents arranged for me to spend some time in a rehab facility. They got me into a program that was tailored towards victims of sexual assault. I was one of three men in the program. Yes, men are sometimes the victims of sexual assault, the river can flow both ways I found out.
Fortunately, being a government employee and working for the Police, they had excellent insurance and they gladly covered the cost of my treatment. In the first month I think there wasn't a night I didn't awake at least once screaming, sometimes it was several times. But fortunately, the centre knew this would likely be the case and there was always a nurse on call and counsellors to help me. By the time I left the facility I was on a range of new drugs, most of them anti-anxiety/anti-depressants, aiming to help me deal with the ongoing nightmares and self-loathing that I felt.
My parents were there for me, as were several of my co-workers who had been told enough about what had happened to support the broken man I had become. Even before I was back at work, my manager spent a lot of time with me to make sure I felt as safe as possible as they eased me back into my job.
It took a few months after that night before I went back to work. Just working through IT migrations, doing documentation, nothing to intensive. I didn't tend to do anything but go between work and home. I even ordered my groceries online rather than have to go out in public. I had managed to buy a cheap car and work allowed me to park under the building in their secure car park, so I was pretty much never outside where people I didn't know could surprise me.
On the legal front, Sheila was going through the court processes. I provided a victim impact statement for the prosecution and I am told that the evidence of the gore in her bedroom along with my blood toxicology and photos of my wounds had more than one member of the jury throwing up as the prosecution did their job well.
I was granted a formal restraining order, Sheila was not allowed anywhere near me, not that it would be an issue as I was told she was sentenced to over twenty years with all the charges combined. Sheila would be past the prime of her life by the time she got out.
I wished I could have wanted for her to get help and get well, but I'd be lying. The thoughts I had about her were dark, most of them I could not write down as just thinking about what I wanted to do made me disgusted with myself. The initial shrink I was seeing, had a good idea what I was struggling with, and tried to pry it out of me, pushing me session after session, telling me it was better to let my darker thoughts out, because anger and hatred was common among victims and those poisons needed to be delt with if I was to move forward.
In retaliation to him trying to pry it out of me, I tried to overdose on my meds. My mother found me in a puddle of my own puke. Fortunately, they were not that strong. I spent overnight in hospital before being released to stay with my parents for the next month, along with more approved time off work. A new psychologist was required that would work with me rather than try to force me to relive my trauma as the first one had.
The second time, I didn't even realise I was doing it. It was about eight months after that horrid night and I felt I was getting better. But then someone at work mentioned that Sheila had tried to hurt herself in her cell but was unsuccessful. I wasn't sure what to think and I went home that night via a local liquor land and bought myself a bottle of Jack Daniels. The next thing I knew I am waking up in hospital with the sourest and the most upset stomach I had ever had.
Apparently, when I didn't turn up for work in the morning, my boss became worried and with a couple of officers came to my house finding me on my kitchen floor, again in a puddle of my own vomit. After a night in hospital, I spent another fortnight in the rehab facility. I ended up buying my manager a huge bunch of flowers from a very upmarket florist as a thank you for saving my life.
Now, almost a year later, I am still a shell of what I once was. But as long as someone I know well is with me, I can tolerate going out into public. My parents are worried, but they know what I went through and while they want me better, they know it's going to take a long time to get over what Sheila did to me.
Its then, one afternoon as I am watching a movie at home, that Britney came into my life. Now we're back to where I was struggling to fall asleep, a single father, broken, but knowing that I needed to look after Britney even as I warred with myself between on the one hand wanting her and on the other wishing she had never been born.
[:::: 3 - Life moves along ::::]
As the months went by, Britney and I became used to each other, and I found my heart warming to her. Despite the torment of my feelings, I began looking forward to holding her when I got home in the afternoon from the office.
My mother being a doting Grandmother, looked after her when I had to go into work and in those early months, I don't know that either Britney or I would have made it without her help.
"It's alright Tommy," she would encourage me. "No first-time parent gets it right; you're doing perfectly fine. Britney is a very healthy, happy baby."
I love my mum, and of course she takes a lot of photos of Britney and she tirelessly worked on me to get me posing with Britney in a lot of photos as well. She, more than I, knew I was growing to love my daughter but was worried about the undercurrent of resentment I had for her now dead mother.
By the time that Britney was three years old, I had fully accepted her as my daughter and it became us against the world. Not surprisingly, Britney became my key to recovery and at almost twenty-five, I am one of the younger dads around her daycare. But now I could not imagine life without my daughter. Even at that young age, Britney knew I was a little different than the other dads, but that brought a very protective streak out in her. Cuddles and hugs were her love language, letting me know how much she loved me and I never said no.
Three days a week, I would drop Britney off to a local day-care centre on the way to work and the other two days I worked from home on reports and documentation while looking after Britney. Mum and Dad were often around to look after their granddaughter, but due to our circumstances she is very much a daddy's girl.
By the time she was coming up on three and a half, my daughter was walking, talking, and even helping me a little around the house. I could be out in public with her and could even stand to walk through a crowded supermarket or shopping mall for short periods of time if she's with me. I found it exhausting though, and she always thanks me for taking her out with lots of kisses and hugs afterwards.
One afternoon after finishing work and heading to pick her up from daycare, Britney came running to me with a smile a mile wide waving a piece of paper in her hand like it is the most important paper in the world.
"Daddy," she exclaimed in her cute little voice, waving an invite at me. "Dend-da-ney is having a birthday, we going?"
I smile at my daughter, and got down on one knee, to be at her level for better eye contact.
"How about we call Denny's mum and have a talk to her?" She responded with one of her heart-warming hugs.
It is strange that while Britney is now looking a lot more like her mother, I no longer equate her to Sheila at all. She still has my eyes, and I can see one day she's going to be a heart breaker with long blonde hair and a stubborn attitude.
That night I called Mary, Denny's mother. Though his father works with me, I know it is the mums that put these events together, and with Britney beside me, I confirmed the party and that Britney and I would be there at the play centre in two Saturday's time.



That Saturday morning, it was almost like my daughter had three bowls of pure sugar for breakfast, she was so hyped up. Birthday's and play centres are one of a kid's favourite things. Britney is fairly popular in her kindy group, so I knew she loved playing with her classmates, and this would be her first outing to a play centre.
Nervously, I walked into the play centre with my daughter. This wasn't just her first birthday party, it was also my first time with her in a public place where I won't be able to see her all of the time. Holding hands, we signed in and I saw Mary. We greeted each other and smiled as Denny, Britney and a few other kids disappeared into the maze of brightly coloured pipes and slides. A few minutes later I was practicing a couple of breathing techniques as I smiled at the other parents, hoping they wouldn't notice my skittishness. With a big deep breath and a sigh, telling myself I was being silly, I began contemplating a bowl of potato wedges and a coke, when I suddenly felt a presence beside me.
Turning around I expect to see one of the parents or family members of one of the kids in the playground. The woman was an attractive blonde with an attractive face, generous curves and an easy smile.
I started to return the smile when my brain suddenly caught up to what I was seeing and my face froze. I suddenly felt my pulse in my ears, roaring like wild water on a flooded river running over rapids. I couldn't help it, I screamed. The blood curdling cry stopped every noise in the centre. How could Shiela be here?
"No!" I yelled. "No! Stay away, get the hell away from me!"
The woman was looking at me with a horrified expression on her face. But I was already back peddling, scrambling to get away as fast as I could. Pretty much everyone in the place was now staring at me as I stumbled over one of the children's chairs and tables, destroying it in my mad dash to get away from her. Without thinking, I picked up the remains of one of the plastic kid's chairs, holding it out in front of me like a lion tamer would against a beast that was about to overwhelm him.
Tears were streaming down my face, and I was whimpering in panic, while the woman just stood there her face a mask of confusion, and yes, of horror. She hadn't moved since I started yelling.
I could feel myself starting to hyperventilate as my daughter burst into the scene in front of me, her arms wide and face intense as she stared down the woman she had never met.
"Stay away from my Daddy!" she shrieked.
Sheila was still standing their horrified that Britney and I are having such an intense reaction to her being here and made no move towards either of us while the centre staff, mere kids making weekend pocket money, are now coming towards us cautiously like we're the lion, not the woman that has ruined my life right in front of me. They must know I need to protect Britney and myself, I am not going to attack them. Suddenly understanding that no one is doing anything to make the situation worse. Britney turns to me, throwing herself into my arms.
"Daddy, what's wrong Daddy," she cries into my chest, not understanding that her mother is standing not more than five steps away from her.
Saying nothing and letting my body move on its own, I reacted by scooping my daughter up into my arms and started again for the exit. Britney was sobbing as everyone watched me retreat. Mary was standing with a look of bewilderment on her face, the same look as pretty much everyone else. But, as I passed through the exit gate, Sheila still hasn't moved, her face is a mask of surprise and horror at my reaction. Good, there is no way I am letting her take my daughter away.
We made it to my car. I have an older model Camry station wagon and opening the door I place Britney into her seat. But then, suddenly, the moment finishes overwhelming me, and I collapsed to the ground sobbing before I could strap her in. I must have been there for five minutes as I felt Britney hugging me, bending over out of the car, her hand running through my hair.
"It's okay Daddy, you're okay Daddy," she kept saying.
I am not sure how much longer it was before I felt another hand on my back, and I turn expecting to see Sheila, feeling ready to lash out before she could trap me again. But it was Brad, Mary's husband and Denny's father.
"Tommy, are you alright?" he asked with real concern etched on his face. He and Mary knew a little of my story, so he's at least got a little sensitivity.
"My Daddy is strong," Britney said before I could reply, "It's always me and him and that lady isn't going to hurt my Daddy," my daughter said confidently making me smile despite the situation.
A small crowd had gathered outside and I noticed that Sheila was standing in the back with a worried expression on her face. For a moment my panic returned until I at last understood that the woman was not Sheila. That poor woman that I just screamed at in panic, had more than a passing resemblance, but she was not the woman who broke me. I couldn't help but look at her as I started my breathing techniques.
Feeling my pulse slow, I picked Britney up out of the car and hugged her tightly, turning back to the gathered, concerned crowd, and let them know that I am okay. For the next few minutes, I blushed profusely as I apologised for my freak out. Brad and Mary also talk with everyone and with my permission they ask if it's okay if Britney and I come back inside.
After several concerned questions and being escorted back inside, the centre manager was really nice and offered to shout me a meal. When I tried to pay for both the meal and the destroyed furniture, he refused. I explained that a few years ago I had quite a bad trauma and it kind of flared up when a few different things came together all at once.
More than one person looked from the woman to me and back again, but I told them that it wasn't her fault, we have never met, though I was still getting puzzled looks from everyone.
Half an hour later I was sitting at a table with my wedges and a coke, when the woman came over and sat down beside me.
In barely a whisper, she gently asked, "Are you really, okay?"
Closing my eyes briefly I swallowed, then again, fighting the memories, since even her voice sounded like Sheila. Her voice was a bit deeper than Britney's mothers, but still very similar. While my logical brain recognised wasn't my abuser, after all Sheila had passed away over three years ago. But still I was struggling with my emotions. While there were similarities in appearance, up close, this woman did look different.
Sighing, fighting to calm the emotion, I opened my eyes again and tried to give her a warm smile.
"Yeah," I reply quietly. "I'm sorry I reacted to you like that. It's just that you remind me of someone that I knew years ago and unfortunately for me it was not... a pleasant experience."
At that moment Britney came running up, hugged me and gave me a kiss, asking if I was okay, before giving the woman another stare. I told her I was okay, so after another moment, my daughter ran off to play again. She had been doing that every few minutes since we went back in. It did make us all smile.
"She's very cute," the non-Sheila woman said. "I'm guessing her mother..."
I shake my head.
"She died during childbirth," I spoke. The woman nodded like she already knew.
While I am struggling to look at her for more than a moment, I sensed her hesitation, as if she was wrestling with a question.
After a few moments, like she was afraid to ask, she just blurted it out, still in a quiet voice. "You're him, aren't you? You're the man that Sheila hurt?"
It took a moment for me to register that the woman was talking about Britney's mother and my rapist. Somehow understanding that my panic was again rising, she put both her hands up sensing my emotions were moving towards the wrong place.
"It's alright, I'm no threat," she told me in the least threatening way possible. "I'm not going to harm you or your daughter."
I nod, not entirely convinced. 'Breathe Tommy', I tell myself, 'just breathe'.
"I'm Sarah," she added a moment later, extending her hand then looking at me, pulled it back and tried to smile at me in a non-hostile manner.
I swallow and dig deep within myself, extending out a shaky hand and she touches it lightly.
"Tommy," I say cautiously.
It took a little time, mainly me fighting back the impulse to grab my daughter and run, some patience from Sarah, and a few more concerned adults like Mary and Brad checking in on me, but we chatted and it turned out that Sarah was Sheila's cousin, their mothers are sisters. She had brought a child to the party as a favour to a friend, who's parents couldn't make it today.
Sarah admitted that she knew only a little of the history of what happened between Sheila and me. The family was quite tight lipped about anything to do with Sheila. Outside of her parents, no one was willing to confirm that she had been pregnant, let alone had given birth. To most, it was just rumour. The only thing the family knew for sure was that she had done something horrid to a guy and had died in prison because of it. Sarah explained while watching Britney play, there had been rumour of a child, but no confirmation. Her aunt and uncle, Sheila's parents, apparently thought the child had died with Sheila or was given up for adoption.
"But that's her, isn't it?" Sarah asked me while we continued watching Britney playing with two of her friends from daycare. They were running up and down a slide and I noticed the Britney was sticking to the edge near me and wouldn't go too far inside the play area if it meant she couldn't see me for more than a few seconds.
She continued, "That's Sheila's daughter and you're her father, aren't you." It was more of a statement then a question and I nodded slowly.
"Yes," I said softly, again looking at my precious daughter. At that moment Britney looked over and I waved, she smiled and waved back. "I... It was... Look sorry, this is hard. Britney is everything to me. She is the only good thing that came out of that awful time. Most days I don't see... her. I just see Britney..."
I was at a loss for further words, and I chanced a glance at Sarah who was nodding sadly.
"As I said Tommy," Sarah explained quietly. "I don't know much about what happened. But from what I have heard and your reaction earlier when you thought I was Sheila, I know it wasn't good."
Over the next hour as we spoke further, I was non-committal on pretty much everything. But I think Sarah could understand. She tried to be friendly, but honestly outside of Britney, I could feel myself withdrawing from the situation, putting up my barriers. By the time we left, I was barely functioning.
That night at home, Britney was very affectionate. "Daddy, are you otay?"
"It's pronounced, okay, sweetie," I replied with a forced smile. "And yes, Daddy is okay."
"You scared me," she said with tears in her eyes. Then she whispered, "I thought you might die."
Death had been an interesting topic for the two of us. From almost the time she could talk in full sentences about a year ago, she had a curiosity about death. This stemmed from her day care where she understood that she didn't have a mother and I had to carefully explain that her mother had died.
"I'm not going anywhere Brit," I told her as I tucked her in. "I just got... a little scared myself today."
She looked at me for a minute, a very severe expression on her face.
"Did that lady hurt you?" she asked concerned.
I shook my head smiling.
"No Sweetie," I replied. "She didn't and it wasn't her fault. She just looked like someone that I once knew that hurt me a lot."
"I hope I never meet her," Britney told me now scowling. "I would punch her."
I smiled sorrowfully, though my daughter didn't understand why. How do I tell her that it was her own mother that hurt me badly enough that I reacted like I did to someone I had never met.
When I climbed into bed later, I tossed and turned for a few hours, then took a couple of sleeping tablets that I hadn't needed very often since before Britney had come into my life. I then fell into a restless sleep.
At work the next week I was surprised when I was summoned to the front security desk and I found Sarah there wanting to talk with me. Swallowing the sense of panic in the back of my brain. I called my manager up and let her know I would be out for a while, perhaps for a few hours.
Sarah and I ended up walking to a coffee shop on the next block that was overlooking the construction of a new transport centre for the city. We ordered coffee, Sarah had a caramel Latte, and I had my usual oak milk cappuccino. As we sat down there was an awkward silence.
After taking a few sips of my coffee, I finally ventured, "What can I do for you Sarah." I purposely spoke her name, more to convincing myself that she wasn't Sheila than anything else.
She watched me for another moment, taking in my slightly harried look and the darting of my eyes around the room.
She swallowed.
"I'm sorry Tommy," she explained. "For the most part, I wanted to find out how you were doing. I mean I have never been so frightened in my life to have my mere visage cause that type of a reaction in another person. I didn't sleep at all this past weekend. And as bad as it was for me, it must have been worse by orders of magnitude for you."
I nodded and swallowed again, then a few moments later, again.
"It's alright," I finally told her. "It's not like you can help that you look like her... um, Sheila."
I looked at Sarah for a minute and she tried not to be too obvious when she returned my gaze.
"Would you be willing to indulge me with something for a few moments?" I asked her.
She gave me a tight smile and nodded, but I could also see the concern in her eyes. I took a deep breath and for the first time set my focus on the woman in front of me.
Sarah was an attractive woman in her own right. Her hair was a lighter shade of blonde than Sheila's, her eyes were hazel instead of blue, but she held her posture the same way. Her arms were delicate with more freckles and her lips were perhaps less prominent than Sheila's. There was no doubting they were related. But upon close inspection, there was also no doubt that they were very different women.
After a minute of my not saying anything, Sarah was looking uncomfortable. But I held up my hand and gave her the very first warm smile that had nothing to do with my past trauma with her cousin.
"Sorry, I know that was awkward," I explained. "It's something one of my counsellor's taught me if I was to ever run across someone that looked like her... I mean like Sheila. I just needed to look at you and tell my mind again that you're not her. I needed to show myself the differences between the two of you so I can see you as a different person."
Sarah nodded, again hesitating to ask the question that I know she wanted to ask, I waited and smiled as she took a very deep breath. I knew it was coming.
"Tommy, what really happened?" she asked. "I mean we knew that Sheila was with a guy, that something bad happened. I now know that someone was you. I'm guessing that you were together for a period of time, but she did something horrid that landed her in prison where she died. But what really happened? No one in the family that knows anything will say anything and the rest of us whisper about rumours. I mean I get that something bad happened, but can you talk about it?"
I looked at her another minute. Over the past couple of years, I had only spoken about what happened with my parents and my shrink. Anyone else who asked I promptly ignored till they stopped asking questions.
Was I going to do that to her cousin, a woman who looked to have more concern for me and what happened on the weekend than just being motivated by curiosity.
Time to be brave!
I undid the buttons on my cuffs and rolled my sleeves up showing the scars on my wrists. Sarah gasped seeing the bunched-up skin.
"She... Sheila, drugged me, tied me down and ra... had her way with me for a number of hours against my will. These scars and the ones on my ankles are the reminders I have from trying to resist her, for trying to say no." As I explained what happened, Sarah grew pale, her eyes going wider and wider in shock.
As I rolled my sleeves back down, I explained in a certain amount of detail, how we met, spent a couple of months dating, our breakup and the ill-fated evening meeting and what happened afterwards. Surprisingly I never shed a tear during the retelling, but Sarah did, having to retrieve several tissues through my story.
"Sheila, would not take no for an answer and I paid the price," I sighed as I finished.
"But," I told Sarah and paused while smiling for the first time in my story. "Through the pain I got Britney."
I thought about how to explain my forced parenthood, unexpected and unwelcome. And how Britney became my reason for living.
"For the first month I couldn't stand it," I told her. "She was the product of an evil thing that was done to me. But then it all changed."
"What... What happened?" Sarah asked, her voice uncertain, still holding a tear-stained tissue in one hand.
"Britney did an exploding poo all over me while I was changing her nappy," I told her wrinkling my nose while smiling.
"What?" Sarah said eyes wide again, but this time at my statement and my smile.
"Yeah," I said. "I was still pretty much a shell of a person when Britney came to me. And while my parents have been amazing, they couldn't be there all the time. Like most first time parents, I was sleep deprived. Britney was a fussy infant, and never slept for more than an hour, or at most two, at a time in the first six months.
"Well, it was one evening, not sure what day it was, they were all blending together at that time, and I was changing a wet nappy. I was slowly getting used to the process of lift, remove, clean and change. But for some reason, Britney was crying when I removed her nappy. So, without thinking, I picked her up bare ass naked."
Sarah smiled.
"I was doing that thing that all dad's do with her over my shoulder when she suddenly stopped crying and then let loose. The runniest, sloppiest stingiest mess just came out of my daughter and covered my hands, my body and was dripping on the floor in great disgusting blobs."
We both wrinkled our noses. Worse for me than Sarah, I could still smell the memory.
"What did you do?" Sarah asked eagerly wanting to know the end of the story.
I shrugged.
"I kind of lost it," I admitted. "Oh, I kept Britney safe, I may have been a broken man, and full of regret for what had been done to me, but Britney relied on me for life, and I would be a fool to do anything to hurt her. So covered in poop I sank to the floor, and I sat there holding her and sobbing at what my life had become.
"But while I sat there, Britney touched my cheek and giggled. It was the first time, only a few months old and she touched my cheek." I smiled at the memory; my daughters' eyes wide as she was only just able to turn her head to look at me. A week before I would have had to support her neck and head.
"It was a watershed moment for me," I continued explaining. "For the first time since everything started happening, I laughed and Britney joined in laughing with that baby squeal that they do, which set me off again. We went from sadness to joy and for the next five minutes we laughed at each other. Here we were father and daughter covered in poo, tired in the dead of night, laughing like nothing else mattered."
Sarah was now smiling, seeing the happiness reflected in my own eyes as I recalled the memory.
"So, it was at that point I decided that I was going to pull myself out of the shit I was in," Sarah laughed at my statement. "I took us both into the shower, washed the mess down the drain and cleaned us up before putting Britney to bed. I kissed her before putting her down and that was the first night that I told my daughter I loved her.



"I mean, me, love her," I said to the woman across from me like she would not believe that I would not love my own flesh and blood. "It felt surreal in that moment. I must have watched her sleep for over two hours that night, and she never woke up. But in a night of firsts, I was amazed for the first time, that something so beautiful could come out of something so vile."
"That's good to know Tommy," Sarah said, a tear in her eye again as she tried to distract herself and took another sip of her coffee. I nodded smiling again.
We spent the next hour talking, and I was surprised to find her a good listener. Sarah thought about what she said before she said it.
It turned-out Sarah worked for another government department a few blocks over. With a little careful positioning on her part, she only made one request, a chance to talk again. I only hesitated a moment before I agreed. She told me it was as much for me to get some closure, as it was for her to feel better about the reaction she had caused.
Over the next month, we met for lunch several times. Each time, Sarah met me at the security desk and walked with me. She didn't make mention that each time I had to sit with my back to a wall and I watched every person like a hawk when they came through the door.
I learnt more about her; she worked as a junior town planner for the department of infrastructure, helping to review and define various zoning areas around the various cities in our fair state. I explained to her about my job in the IT department and we became more and more comfortable with each other.
Sarah even spent a couple of afternoons with Britney and me. After some initial awkwardness, Sarah asked if she could braid Britney's hair and from that moment on, any lingering issues my daughter had with Sarah disappeared and they were fast friends. As I watched them, I continued to notice, then commit to memory how Sarah was very different to Sheila. The way she sat and gave attention to things, the way that she continuingly touched the back of her neck when she was nervous. Sheila would have laughed at something uncomfortable; Sarah became quieter and more reserved.
A few months later we were into a routine with which I was comfortable, I was finally feeling I didn't need to worry that Sarah was going to hurt Britney or me.
One day we were sitting at the café between our workplaces having lunch, and she was telling me a story about how they had to move a bus stop three hundred meters away from a proposed shopping centre, because two frogmouth owls decided they liked to mate very loudly in the middle of the day right near where the bus stop was planned, when she suddenly stopped and looked at me strangely.
"What?" I said suddenly feeling self-conscious. "Do I have lunch on my face?"
"No, it's just that since we met, I have not seen you smile, I mean really smile outside of talking about Britney. But right now, you just did."
"That's not true, I smile all the time," I responded somewhat guardedly.
Sarah looked away, "Not with me."
I sat back in my seat, taking on board what she had said. It was true, although I was coming to see Sarah as a friend, in the back of my mind I still felt bad about the way we met.
"I'm sorry," I told her. "I still struggle I guess."
Sarah nodded and looked back at me seeing the lost expression on my face.
"Tommy, it's alright. I know your still fighting your demons. In truth its part of why I want to spend time with you."
"Because of my demons?" I asked raising an eyebrow.
She nodded again.
"My cousin did something unforgivable," she told me. "She paid the ultimate price, giving her life in penance. But that still leaves you and to some extent Britney with scars."
I snorted, "Britney is fine, it's me who's broken."
This time Sarah smiled, then shook her head.
"Sorry Tommy, but you're wrong, wrong in more ways than you can know," Sarah told me. It was the first time she had ever been forceful with me. I waited, my natural first response was to get up and walk out, to retreat. But I held myself in check, Sarah caught the movement and smiled.
"See," she said. "Right then, that moment. Tommy, you are an incredible person. After what was done to you, you could spend the rest of your life hidden away, running from every feeling and no one would blame you. But you don't, you fight it every time, and you're getting better at it each day. You make the choice to live despite what has been done to you. Many don't."
I went to respond, but she again held up her hand with a smile.
"Yeah, yeah, I know. You're broken, scarred, a shell of a man. I get it," she said. "I know that you're never going to shake your demons entirely. I've been reading a little about how to support people in your situation."
I gave her a shocked look, she continued smiling.
"I care Tommy," Sarah explained to me, a sadness crossing her features. "Perhaps its guilt about the way we met, that you thought I was my cousin for a moment. Perhaps it's that I see a fellow broken human that I want to help because there is a common person that once stood unseen between us. But Tommy, I really do care about both you and Britney."
Nothing was said for a moment.
"I kind of get that Sarah," I replied at last, looking down into my coffee cup, not wanting to meet her eyes. "And I would be lying if I didn't tell you that means a lot. But how is Britney an issue, she has never known her mother, it's been just her and me as long as she can recall?"
"Tommy, you are a great father, and I can see that Britney has been your rock. But she's getting older now. Surely, she has been noticing that other kids have two parents?"
I shrugged, "Sure, but she also knows her mother passed away."
"But she doesn't know how," Sarah explained. "She is going to develop questions in the next few years. Sure, the scars that you have on the surface show the scars you have on the inside. But Britney doesn't even know she has the legacy of scars she is inheriting from her mother. One day you are going to have to tell her something about what Sheila did. You may never be able to tell her the full story, but you can't lie to her and you're going to need to say something. Aside from me, Britney has never met anyone from her mother's family, and she doesn't know we're related. Then on my family's side, they don't even know she exists. But sooner or later you will need to talk with her about it."
"You haven't said anything?" I queried the woman opposite me about her family.
"No," Sarah said quietly, shaking her head. "I didn't feel it was my place and I even hesitate to mention it. You have enough on your plate without having to deal with... the other side of the family."
"You hesitated, is there something else?" I asked.
Sarah said nothing for a moment then nodded, I was learning to know when she was waiting and when she was wrestling with something. This was a wrestle, she desperately wanted to ask me a question or tell me something that most likely had to do with Sheila. She took a deep breath.
"Next month," she began. "There is a family gathering. I... I would like your permission to tell Sheila's parents that they have a granddaughter that is alive and well. But I know doing that will start things, conversations that would mean that you may have to deal with other people that could drag up memories you would rather not dwell on."
We both sat for another long moment. Me, lost in my thoughts and Sarah patiently waiting. I looked out the window of the café and I noticed a tree planted in one of the gardens between the sidewalk and the road. Being one of our cooler months, the tree was pretty much bare of leaves and was not much more than a collection of twigs along with one or two very sad looking brown leaves refusing to fall. But I knew as the weather warmed up, as we moved from our winter season we would see new growth on the tree. Tiny green buds would sprout as the weather warmed and soon the tree would be covered in lush foliage.
I gave one of the most expressive sigh's in the history of sighs. Choosing to do something I know was going to make me feel the furthest out of my comfort zone that I have ever been.
"What if..." I said quietly, so quietly that Sarah had to lean in slightly to hear me speak.
"What if, Britney and I were to come with you? Would we be welcome?" I asked.
Sarah's eyes went wide, I know she wanted to smile, but she held it in. "You... You think you could do that?"
"I don't know," I shrugged. "But Sarah, you're right. Britney has another side of family that she should be able to get to know. I need to let that happen. If you're there with Britney and me, I might be okay."
Without thinking Sarah reached across the table, and grabbed my right hand, "Oh Tommy that would be wonderful." Then she realised what she had done and released my hand. "Sorry."
I gave her a tight smile, "It's okay Sarah, it's alright." I told her and surprised myself knowing that I meant it.
For the next few weeks, we met for lunch almost daily. She also came over to my place and spent time with Britney and me. A week out from the event, and with my permission she told her parents about the existence of Britney and myself, asking that they keep it quiet. But that her mum could tell her sister about her granddaughters' existence.
The morning of the family gathering, I was a nervous wreck. However, Sarah came around a couple of hours earlier and helped me get Britney ready.
"Daddy, are you alright?" my daughter asked me as I tried to stop my hand shaking. Her question causing me to fight away at least some of my fears in order not to upset her.
I nodded solemnly at my daughter; my jaw clenched with emotion.
"Your Dad is a little worried is all," Sarah told Britney, sitting down on a chair, and then lifting Britney up onto her lap. Britney had gotten more comfortable with Sarah over the past couple of months and I knew Sarah would be important in getting us through today.
Sarah held a hand out to me, I hesitated then looked at Britney who was looking at me, concern shown on her almost four-year-old features. I took Sarah's hand and she immediately placed it over my daughters while I squatted down to be at eye level with her.
"Britney, today we're going to meet some people. They are you're mothers' family."
"Mothers family," she whispered eyes wide.
"That's right," I said. "It's going to be hard for me. But I know it's important for you to have the opportunity to meet your mother's family. Sarah here was your mother's cousin."
"Cousin?" Britney asked.
"Like you and Braden," I told her, referring to my older brother's son.
"Braden is gross, he farts and thinks it's funny," Britney said screwing up her face.
I smiled at Britney.
"He is, but he is your cousin, he's family," I reiterated. "Sarah is your mother's cousin and today she has invited us to meet your mother's family."
"Will you be okay Daddy; I know that my mother wasn't nice to you?" Britney questioned.
I almost rocked back on my ass. I had thought that Britney had no idea, but I guess kids are always a lot more perceptive than we give them credit for.
"I'll be fine princess," I replied, forcing a smile on my face. "As long as you look after me."
She flew off Sarah's lap and wrapped her arms around my neck kissing me.
"I'll always look after you Daddy," she told me in that way that brokered no doubt.
"I know beautiful girl, I know," I said holding her tight in my arms.
We arrived a little before lunchtime, Sarah coming with us in my car. She was a great travel companion, keeping both Britney and I focused on everything else except the upcoming meeting. The trip was a little over half an hour, and while we drove, she distracted us leading us in games of eye spy.
Sarah's parents' place was an older two-story house that had been built almost twenty years ago. When we pulled up out front there were already a dozen cars lined up on both sides of the street. But there was a spot on their driveway and Sarah told me to park there, it had been reserved just for us.
I turned off the car and felt every muscle in my body tense. I could feel my pulse in my neck. My breathing quickened. Sarah put her hand on my arm.
"It's okay Tommy, just breathe and focus on my voice, you've got this," she told me.
I closed my eyes and breathed, Sarah kept talking to me softly and I slowly relaxed.
Approaching the house, I had Britney in my arms while Sarah walked a couple of paces in front of us.
Entering through the doors, Sarah yelled out, "Mum, Dad, Auntie Carrie, Uncle Don, we're here."
She led us into the kitchen where four older people were waiting. They looked almost as anxious as I was.
Sarah briefly hugged each of them while we watched, then turned and introduced us.
"Tommy, Britney, these are my parents, Gary and Wanda, and my aunt and uncle, Carrie and Don. Everyone this is Tommy and Britney."
Carrie took a tentative step forward, supported by Don. I could see the worry in her eyes, eyes that looked a lot like Sheila. She extended a hand.
"It is so wonderful to meet you, Tommy, Britney," she said.
I hesitated a moment and took her offered hand, briefly shaking it.
She looked at Britney then at me, and I nodded.
"Hello Britney," Carrie said softly.
Britney buried her head in my shoulder. "Say hello sweetie," I told her.
"Hello," she replied, looking at the group through one eye with her head still buried into my shoulder.
Carrie and Don both smiled. I noted that Sheila had Don's mouth and cheek structure, I swallowed.
"How old are you, Britney?" Carrie asked.
That got Britney to sit up and look at everyone, they all smiled. She held up three fingers.
"Free," she said.
I squeezed her, she spoke again, "Three."
"And what a big three you are," Carrie replied.
It was the right move as Britney beamed.
"Are you my mothers' parents?" she asked suddenly looking at them.
They looked to me for a moment, and I nodded, they smiled.
"Yes, little one, we are your mum's parents," Don replied, his hand on Carrie's shoulder as Carrie gasped.
Britney looked around the room, then looked at me. "Are they like Nan and Pop-pop?" she asked me, her names for my parents.
"Yes Britney," I replied, trying to keep calm. "They are."
After that we spent a few more awkward moments with introductions and Britney felt comfortable enough to hop down out of my arms.
"We have most of the family waiting outside for introductions," Gary told us. "We thought it best not to overwhelm you too quickly."
I nodded and closed my eyes, breathing deeply, I felt Britney suddenly hug my leg and a hand move into mine.
"Just breathe Tommy," Sarah encouraged me, standing right beside me, noticing I was struggling. "It's alright, Britney and I will be here with you the entire time."
I opened my eyes, surprised to find Sarah holding my hand and looks of concern on the faces of the others in the room.
"Sarah, would you... would you tell them. I don't know... it's all I can do right now just to be here." I mumbled quietly, still trying to hold my tears back, fighting the panic, the memories.
She gently shook her head and I felt her squeeze my hand. "It's alright Tommy, I've got you. How about explaining later? Right now, talking about it is going to open things I don't think you need to concentrate on at this time. How about we just breathe through getting to know everyone. Britney and I will be with you the entire way, alright?"
I nodded slowly.
As her grandparents watched, I bent down and kissed my daughter telling her that daddy was okay. Then asked, how about she take her grandparents hands and we go out and meet everyone.
She nodded and both Carrie and Don, smiled broadly as they each held one of their granddaughter's hands for the first time. As a group we walked out onto the back deck.
Arrayed outside were perhaps twenty people, I tried not to think of them as 'Sheila's family', rather more as Britney's extended family.
For the next twenty minutes, Britney and I were slowly introduced. I heard Sheila's name a dozen times and each time I drew in a sharp intake of breath.
For at least the first hour, I had never felt so weak and pathetic as I did then. I was the man that Sheila had broken, scared of talking with someone. Sarah, had to run interference lest I grab Britney and run for the hills.
I got a sense that Carrie and Don along with Gary and Wanda knew enough as they stayed with me and didn't let too many of the family talk to me for too long. I was thankful for that.
I finally sat at a table with her parents as well as Don and Carrie with an open chair waiting for Sarah.
Garry had brought me a plate of food. That at least had me smiling. Smoked pork ribs, slathered in a tangy barbeque sauce, with mac'n'cheese and a side of wongbok salad. Wongbok is a type of cabbage salad with crispy noodles and a soy based dressing. It was so good! Gary smiled and Wanda laughed as I groaned after my first bite of the delicious ribs.
"That's our boy, Craig, Sarah's younger brother over there," Wanda said pointing to a guy a year or so younger looking than Sarah, wearing an apron with flowers on it. "He's right into his Barbeque and takes any opportunity to smoke anything. "
Not a dozen bites in Sarah brought a plate and sat down beside me pointing out that Britney was sitting a dozen feet away at the kids' table. Britney looked over at me and I smiled, sauce over my lips and cheeks and she laughed. My daughter grabbed her sausage dipped it in some sauce and placed it on her cheek then smiled at me broadly, now looking like me.
We all laughed.
"She's delightful Tommy," Don said sitting back down with his own plate of food and a beer. "Thank you for offering to come today, I get that it hasn't been easy."
I nodded and swallowed. Picking up another bite of meat, followed by a fork full of wongbok salad.
Sarah looked at me and then to the others around the table.
"Tommy is doing amazingly well today," she told everyone. "I have never seen him so conflicted, yet so driven to see this through."
"Conflicted?" Wanda asked, "What do you mean?"
"I don't know how much you know about what happened with my cousin," Sarah said with some anger in her voice as she slipped her hand into mine. I didn't even flinch which surprised me, her hand felt so warm, so supporting.
Her anger surprised me as she turned toward Sheila's parents. Suddenly, she blurted out, "I'm sorry Aunt Carrie and Uncle Don, but she deserved everything that happened to her."
Sarah turned back to me catching my eye, and I gave the slightest nod of my head. She looked around and noticed that most of the family were out of earshot and they were keeping the kids away from us. This was obviously prearranged so we could talk.
The subtle fury in her voice was hard to miss as she spoke further. "Sheila drugged and cruelly restrained Tommy by tying him to her bed. Then, she took him against his will repeatedly until his wounds had been bleeding for hours and he almost died of blood loss. She drugged him with several compounds to keep him sexually stimulated while only semi-conscious. What she did was an abomination to any type of love that she ever professed."
The four elders looked appalled. I was weeping slightly, while looking down into my half-eaten plate of food. The emotions beginning to overwhelm me. My stomach was getting very queasy.
"Sarah," Carrie said not believing that her own daughter could do such a thing. "Surely it can't have been that bad. I mean yes, she went to prison, but the little girl I bore and raised wasn't capable of doing something so horrible. It just doesn't make sense."
"No, Aunt Carrie, it doesn't make sense, but it happened," Sarah looked at me, anger still burning at the edge of her eyes. Then she lifted a hand to my cheek, the most intimate gesture that anyone outside of Britney or my mother had given me in years.



"Tommy, I know this is hard," Sarah said, speaking softly. "But I want them to understand what I do. Can you show them, like you showed me."
The feel of her touch on my face was again warm and brought me back from the edge of the abyss I was teetering on. I nodded my head absently and undid the buttons on the cuffs of my shirt. Despite it being a hot day, I never wore short sleeves outside of the house. As I rolled up my sleeves and showed them the horrid scars on my arms all four of them gasped.
"No," Carrie whispered. "No," she said again soon burying her head in Don's shoulder. Sarah leant over and helped me roll my sleeves down and buttoned them up.
"Thank you, Tommy," she said and turned back to her family. "Every word is true, Sheila fell pregnant that night when she stole Tommy's... innocence." She obviously was not wanting to say the word 'virginity'. "He fights what was done to him every day. He gets up each day to look after Britney. He holds an important IT job at the QPS headquarters, but every day is a struggle. He agreed to come today, despite the fact I know that he would rather be anywhere but here, anywhere that reminds him of her or having this conversation."
She took another breath.
"I never said anything before, but Sheila screwed him up so bad that the day we first met, he had a meltdown thinking I was her. But despite all that, he's here, please respect that. He's..."
She paused and looked at me, something that I had never seen in her expression before as she placed her hand on my arm.
"He's special to me," she completed the sentence. Suddenly there were surprised looks from everyone, even jaws dropping. That included mine.
Sarah suddenly looked like a fish out of water, too. "No wait," she said. "What I mean is that I want to help Tommy. My cousin broke him, and over the past few months I've gotten to know him. It started out as just wanting to know why, at first, he had reacted to me as he did, but then it became a strong desire to help him and Britney. Now he's become a friend; a close friend and I want even more than ever to help."
No one said anything, then everyone but me smiled and then broke into gentle laughter over her strong proclamation.
Carrie stood, coming around the table and drew me into a standing hug. At first, I wasn't sure what to do, but then she pulled back holding me at arm's length with an expression that was both full of sorrow and joy.
Tears streaming down her cheeks, almost choking on her words, she said, "I am so sorry for what my daughter did to you Tommy, and I am sorry if my reaction before caused you to feel horrible. It's so hard to reconcile the girl I raised with the things that she did. But know this, you and Britney have a safe place here with us. We will never judge you, and if it lets us keep our granddaughter in our lives then we will never mention my daughter to Britney or yourself ever again."
It was a heartfelt plea, and sincere in its delivery. So, taking it as graciously as I could, I accepted her offer. We then sat down and talked some more for a while. They told me their story, explaining that Sheila had asked them not to attend the court case and that she would do her time by herself. They could write, but that was it. At first Carrie and Don were shocked, but due to the severity of the accused crimes, Sheila had them barred from the court room when they, against her wishes, tried to attend to support their daughter.
When she was sentenced, and shipped to prison, she refused to see them. She would write, but accepted no visitors. In the letters she explained that she needed to do her time for the crimes she had done, but as all the records were sealed, they did not know the full extent of what their daughter had done. She did let slip in one letter that she was not going to write for a while because she was about to give birth.
But a month later, they received notification that Sheila had died during childbirth. As per Sheila's wishes there was no funeral and she was cremated. Her parents, upon receiving the notification mourned for months. Until a week ago, they thought that their grandchild had died with Sheila and until an hour ago, had no idea of how badly their daughter had screwed up.
After a difficult, yet also in some ways a pleasant afternoon, we headed home. Britney chatted for a while but fell asleep quickly. Sarah didn't say much and while I know she wanted to ask lots of different questions, she just let me drive silently.
Over the next three months, Carrie and Don, came down three times to spend time with Britney. They met my parents and the two older couples spent a number of hours together talking through the tragedy that had occurred. During those chats, Sarah always walked Britney outside letting the older couples talk through their grief. My parents had lived the trauma with me; however, the details were still fairly fresh to Carrie and Don. Carrie herself, was often moved to tears when she left. I allowed her to hug me, and over time she almost became another mother to me as she fussed over me.
That became more than evident at the next family gathering three months later.
Sarah and I had become closer too, and I must admit that I wondered if there was more than friendship there. My problem was that I was conflicted, I had broken up with Sheila because I never felt that spark of connection. But when I looked at Sarah, it was evident to everyone, even myself and Sarah that there WAS something there. But she was Sheilas cousin, and I was worried about taking it further. I mean, what if I screwed it up. She had rapidly become my best friend; my confidant and she was pretty much a mother figure to Britney. I couldn't afford to lose that.
This time the gathering was at Carrie and Don's. They lived a few hours on the other side of the city and again Sarah drove over with us. I wasn't as nervous as last time, and Britney was excited to play with the kids again, telling us how she was going to play tag, watch movies and eat three bowls of ice cream.
We parked and walked up to Carrie and Don's house, a large Queenslander style home. Queenslanders are a particular style of home designed for the Australian climate. They are usually a single, spread-out level with a large veranda that stretches around the entire home. They sit on stilts as well to encourage air-flow in the summer months or in some instances lifting the home above known flood levels.
Carrie and Don had bought the home only a few years ago, looking at it as an investment as their kids were getting older and having families. Sheila was actually the third child of four kids. She had two older brothers and one younger.
I head learnt over the past few months as Carrie and Don got more comfortable talking with me, that Terry and Roger, the older two were married with a few kids between them already, and Dominic their youngest, was dating a special girl that they hoped would one day become their daughter-in-law.
With my approval, they had explained some of mine and Britney's story to their kids, believing that Sheila's siblings should know, to some extent, what their sister had done and why she ended up in jail.
In turn, I asked them to please be patient with me, I didn't want everyone to know, but Britney's aunts and uncles needed to know enough to understand Britney and I were going to be involved in their lives.
On the doorstep of Carrie and Don's, Sarah and Britney helped me through a couple of breathing exercises. I was nowhere near as nervous as that first time meeting. I had met most of the family and they were respectful and friendly. No, outside of my usual fear of being around people I would be meeting Roger and Dominic for the first time. I had briefly met Terry as well as Roger's wife last time. But Roger and Dominic couldn't make the last gathering. However, I had hopes since they knew some of the story, they would support Britney and me.
The moment we walked in the door, Britney squealed as Carrie bent down for a hug and my daughter rushed from my side to her grandmother. Sarah hugged her parents and I gave Wanda a hug as she enquired how I was doing.
I had only met Sarah's mother twice now; she had come down to go shopping with Sarah one Saturday last month and mother and daughter had dropped in to bring Britney some clothes. One of the dresses, was being worn proudly by my daughter this afternoon.
After looking back at me, Britney did a polite twirl for Wanda and Carrie, both who clapped appreciatively and commented on how grown up and beautiful she looked.
With Sarah at my side, we all walked out to the back where I almost stopped, turned around and decided to drive home. There were almost fifty adults around the backyard, not to mention what looked to be thirty kids.
I think my sudden stop and look of panic showed, as Sarah had taken two steps more before understanding I had stopped. She turned and caught my look of concern.
Walking to me and taking my hands in hers, she said, "Tommy, look at me," drawing my eyes to hers. "It's okay, I've got you," she assured me uttering the phrase she was starting to use anytime I was on the verge of an anxiety attack. "This is family, you have met some of them and no one is going to hurt you or Britney, okay?"
With that she took both my hands in hers and stood there waiting for me. Carrie and Wanda were also there. Carrie held her sister's hand, having seen two of my episodes, she knew what to expect. But this was the first time Wanda had seen it. However, her sister, held her firm.
I breathed, several deep breaths and I moved my fingers slightly over Sarah's. There are several ways to deal with anxiety or panic attacks. Different things work for different people, or situations. Some people count, other fix their gaze on the horizon, however what worked for me a lot of the time was understanding the texture of things around me. With Sarah's hands in mine, I focused on my fingertips and felt the texture of her hands.
Sarah had soft hands, they were both soft and subtle, and I could feel a small amount of moisturizer where her fingers touched mine. Her palms were pressed against mine and as I breathed, I could almost feel the pulse of her circulation in the moment.
"Thanks," I said as I calmed myself. Sarah smiled at me and never let go of my hand as we moved to sit down at a table under a big marquee that had been assembled for the afternoon.
Carrie and Wanda sat with us a few minutes, and once they could see I was settled and that Sarah was not going to leave my side, they let us know that they would be in the kitchen helping to finish food preparation, but that if I needed anything, they would be there.
Britney had gone to play with the kids, a few of her distant cousins' kids that she recalled from last time asking her to come play. She never went too far, and like always would come and check on me every few minutes.
Terry and Roger, along with their wives, Freida and Sam, came and sat with us for a while about fifteen minutes after we arrived. I almost felt like the elephant in the room with what was not said. But after a few minutes, they let me know they had spoken with their partners, and they were all sad, but wished to apologise for their sister's behaviour. They assured me that Britney and I were family, and always would be. As a sibling myself, I appreciated the vote of confidence.
As the afternoon progressed, I was feeling more relaxed. From what I could see, a lot of the family now had some understanding of what had occurred to me. I got a few looks, but outside of the immediate family no one said anything to me about Sheila, or what had happened.
I enjoyed some smoked pizza, courtesy of Sarah's brother Craig, and had just enjoyed a hug with Britney while Sarah was visiting the bathroom, when my afternoon went south.
Sarah had excused herself a few minutes earlier, having drank a little too much punch and pointed out that Carrie was not far away, and within line of sight. I was feeling comfortable enough that I smiled and nodded, no real panic on the horizon. Britney had come up to me for her usual hug and had just run off when Dominic, chose to turn up drunk and introduce himself.
Apparently, Sheila's younger brother had been out at a buck's party the night before, had gotten falling down drunk and then when he woke up, got back on the drinks until his girlfriend, Hannah, had picked him up. She had wanted to take him home and let him sleep it off, but Dominic had insisted that they attend his family afternoon barbeque.
"So ,this is the fucking little cuck that couldn't handle my sister?" Dominic said in an arrogant, not quite slurred voice as he walked up to me.
I tried to swallow, but it caught in my throat as I stared at the guy. He was younger than me by a handful of years, but was built solidly. From what Don and Carrie told me, their youngest son worked in a warehouse, doing very physical work. Even drunk he could likely wipe the floor with me.
I forced myself to swallow and tried not to gag.
"What?" I said, my voice almost a whisper as I felt my right hand begin to shake. I quickly, placed it under the table on my leg. Domnic noticed and gave me a crooked smile.
"You heard me cuck," the drunk brother said. "I asked if you were the pathetic excuse for a man that my sister fucked and ended up dying in jail for."
"Dominic!" Carrie screamed, noticing her son starting to torment me. "What the hell do you think you're doing?"
Domnic looked at his mother a moment, her voice carrying across the yard and drawing everyone's attention. However, Dominic didn't notice at all that he was in the spotlight.
"What? Mum, I am just introducing myself to the cu.. I mean Tomboy."
Even to his own mother, the drunk attitude carried.
Carrie's eyes narrowed and her nostrils flared slightly. She looked at me, seeing the panic in my eyes and my nervous hand.
"Dominic Johnathon," Carrie berated. "Apologise this instant."
"Or what?" he said, his eyes narrowing.
Carrie looked at her son, "You are not so big that I can't put your backside over my knee."
Dominic laughed.
"Don't kid yourself Mum," he said haughtily. "I've been too big for you to handle for years now, out of all of us, I am the fittest, the strongest and..."
He reached out suddenly and punched me in the face with a lightning jab. It caught me in the cheek and split my lip. My head snapped back pushing me backwards over my chair.
"The fastest," he finished saying to his mother, then looked at me.
"That was for my sister, she's dead because of you."
I was laying on the ground, stunned by the blow, a dribble of blood running down my cheek. I wasn't sure what to do but run and never come near this family again. But then out of nowhere a blonde streak came bolting at Domnic and started hitting him.
Britney ran straight at him and started pounding on him with her tiny fists.
"Don't. Hurt. My. Daddy," she screamed as the rest of us were stunned.
Dominic took it for about five seconds and then without any effort began to pick Britney up by the collar of her dress. As he did, my reflexes kicked in and I was up and charging the guy before he did something to truly hurt my daughter.
I screamed a primal cry, I might be a wimp, perhaps by some people's definition, a cuckold. But I was a father and despite anything. ANYTHING! Britney was the MOST important thing in the world to me.
I came in under his arms and he immediately dropped Britney to try and capture me. I had no more form than a skinny man's tackle. But Dominic was fit and drunk and had likely been in a fight or two while in an inebriated state as the elbow to my ribs before we had even finished falling to the ground attested to.
Before I knew it, I was on my back and his fists were pounding into my face.
"You think your tough fucker," he screamed at me. "I'm going to end your life right now so you can apologise to my sister."
Carrie was screaming for Dominic to stop, and I could sense the movement of others coming towards us. I just had to take a few more hits before others separated us, then I would be grabbing Britney and Sarah and we'd be out of here never to return.
He had just gotten his fifth hit in, a glancing blow that I managed to use my left forearm to deflect from my face when, the blurred form of Sarah came out of nowhere at full speed and knocked Dominic off my prone body.
A moment later, Terry and Roger pinned their younger brother to the ground while Sarah reached down with a feral look in her eyes grabbing Dominic by the balls and squeezed.
"Do I need to twist your balls off and feed them to you Dominic?" Sarah asked, twisting the offending gonads while all he did was glare back at her wincing from the discomfort.
When he didn't respond, she squeezed a little harder causing a groan of pain from Dominic. "Do I?"
Terry and Roger, said nothing, but held their brother firmly, as he yelled out a "Stop," and then said "No."
Sensing the fight had gone out of her drunk cousin and knowing that Terry and Roger as well as a handful of others had now gotten around Dominic, Sarah immediately let go of her cousin and turned to me not even attempting to pry a sobbing Britney from around my neck.
I was half sitting with my arm around my daughter, trying to comfort her. Sarah accepted a serviette with some ice in it from someone and immediately put it against my split lip.
"Are you okay Tommy?" she said searching my eyes. Britney now had one arm around Sarah, but wouldn't let go of my right hand.
I nodded.
There was movement and we looked over at Dominic. Under the guard of his brothers, Carrie had swooped in and had grabbed her son by the top of his right ear and was now dragging him towards the house. Don who was only now emerging from the house, having been in the front yard, looking at some of the families' cars, looked over at me, then at his wife dragging his son towards the house with the world's largest scowl, and his face darkened.
Over the next hour, almost everyone came and apologised for Dominic. It turned out one of the family was a doctor and she checked me out, letting me know I would have a black eye in the next few hours and a couple of bruises, but other than that I would be fine.
Both Britney and Sarah refused to leave my side, Britney would not move even when offered ice-cream. She told everyone her daddy needed her and that was that. While Britney sat in my lap, Sarah held my left hand in a way that told me she was scared if she let go, I would fade out of existence.
A little while later, Carrie and Don came back and sat down.
"We're so sorry Tommy," Don said. "I saw Dominic and Hanah come in but thought nothing of it. We should have been here."
I shook my head and smiled at the couple that had been so accommodating of my issues over the past few months.
"It's not your fault," I told them. "How were you to know that he was going to do that."
"It's no excuse," Carrie said. "He's better than that, we all miss Sheila," she said glancing at me and I gave her a tight smile. "But that is no reason to take it out on you, drunk or not. What happened was in no way your fault. I'm sorry Tommy, that's the second of my children that has badly hurt you."
It was strange in a way, when Dominic started to lift Britney off the ground, it was like the malaise around my life lifted. Now in the aftermath of being beaten, for the moment at least, much of that anxiety I had lived with for years, had suddenly faded into the background.
"It's alright Carrie," I told her. "At least this time I didn't need to spend a week in hospital," I chuckled.
It was meant as a joke. However, it went over like a lead balloon. I knew I had said something wrong the moment it left my lips. Carrie just stared at me. I knew she was feeling like a failure as a mother in that moment.



"Shit," I spat out.
"Daddy," Britney said giggling and breaking the mood. "Bad word."
My daughter, so much more eloquent than me. We all laughed, even Carrie.
"I'm sorry Carrie, that was insensitive," I told her.
She shook her head. "It's alright Tommy, I just don't know what I did wrong."
"Nothing Aunt Carrie," Sarah said joining in. "Terry and Roger where there within moments, knowing exactly what was happening. Dominic was drunk and never should have turned up. Picking on Tommy wasn't anything I think we ever saw happening."
None of us talked about Sheila.
"So, what happened to Dominic?" Sarah asked a few moments later.
"My brother is driving him home," Don told us. "Hannah pretty much broke up with him once we got him to the house, apologised for bringing him and left."
"He's always acted like he was a little too big for his britches," Don lamented. "He's going to be on the outer of the family now for a while. Not a good spot to be when your girlfriend just broke up with you and you rent a house from one of the other family members."
We spoke for a little while longer and then spent time with more of the family who showed concern. It was weird that it took an event like this and getting beaten to bring me a little further out of my shell.
On the drive home, Britney fell asleep almost immediately, exhausted from the day's events. When we got home, Sarah helped me get Britney into bed and then followed me down into the kitchen where she accepted a glass of juice before we sat in my lounge.
"Are you sure you're going to be okay?" she asked me, her face full of concern.
"Yeah," I nodded. "Seeing him pick Britney up, well, nothing else mattered accept protecting her."
Sarah smiled, "Parental instinct, trumps anything."
I shrugged. And we sat for a moment.
"And what about you?" I asked her. "That speed with which you ran in, and were you really going to twist his nuts off?"
Sarah blushed, "I was going to tear them off and feed them to him. Coming back from the bathroom I had picked each of us a cup of iced tea when I heard your scream. I saw you both go down and by the time he had you pinned I was running for him with everything I had."
"Sarah?" I asked, feeling my pulse quicken.
"Tommy?" she queried in return, a blush creeping up her neck.
"Why are you spending so much time with Britney and me, I mean you have your own friends don't you?"
"Are you saying you don't want me here?" she asked with a little bit of hurt in her voice.
"No," I said immediately and firmly. "No," I repeated in a softer voice. "I just wondered..."
"Tommy," this time when she said my name there was a new tone in her voice.
"Sarah..." I returned.
"Yes," she said to the unasked question.
I swallowed; she sat and waited. I looked at her and I noticed the blush deepen on her neck.
I sought out her hand and our fingers intertwined. I had looked deep into her eyes a number of times since we met. However, this time as our eyes locked there was something more there. The feeling of our fingers together, clasped together in the moment, locked eyes and fingers, it was something that screamed intimacy.
One moment passed, then another and it wasn't awkward, it was magical. But then she swallowed and went to release my hand.
In that fraction of a second as her grip began to relax a lot went through my mind.
Yes, she was Sheila's cousin, but over the many months since we had become acquainted, Sarah had been nothing but patient with me, she had been there when I had my anxiety attacks. She had spent real time with Britney, she had brought meals to us and hung out when she very easily could have hung out with girlfriends or even found a boyfriend.
'Boyfriend,' that word stuck in my mind. Sarah and I had not talked at all about her love life, and I think she had held back because of my tortured past, but I knew the beautiful woman in front of me was single. I knew there was something between us, that spark, as I called it. Months ago she had called me 'special' to her, and even then when she tried to push it aside, everyone, her parents, aunt and uncle, even me, had known instinctually what she meant.
Her fingers started to slide back away from mine and she was starting to break eye contact. No, she was more than special to me. Like Britney, Sarah made me want to be a better man, when she was around me, I found myself fighting the depression and fears that constantly sought to weigh me down. If I looked back over the months, even before that first family event, Sarah was on my mind more than she wasn't. Her sweet personality was pulling my mind away from the bad things of the past and into a brighter future.
Her knuckles were grazing past mine and she was brushing her hand back over her shoulder in her nervous tick that I had come to know, come to adore.
Sarah was beautiful, inside and out, she was everything I wanted, everything I needed, the exact opposite of her cousin.
Suddenly my grip caught and locked her knuckles, stopping her hand from sliding out of mine and she looked back at me, the look on her face, her eyes sparkled, they held something that suddenly I realised I had dearly lacked for many years: Hope!
I stood then, our fingers untwining, but I would not let go of her hand. The moment was magical, but I wanted something more, something that I hoped she was willing to give. As I drew her to stand with me, I saw her straighten her back, her neck exposed, vulnerable. But that wasn't what I wanted.
Without words I led her down the hallway toward my bedroom. For a moment she was confused, but then it was almost like she was pushing me to go faster.
I pulled her into the room and while still holding her hand, I closed the door so we would not disturb Britney. My curtains were closed and the bedside lamp on the side of the bed I slept on was already turned on as we faced each other.
For the first time in years, I felt myself stir to the feeling of a real woman being in front of me, and I could see that Sarah was excited too. I could almost smell her desire, thick in the air.
Nothing was said as I released her hand and I turned her around, so that I could see the buttons on the back of the summer dress she was wearing.
As my fingers undid the buttons, one at a time, slowly and with purpose, Sarah's breath increased. When I got the last one undone down towards her middle back, I slid my hands over her shoulders and under the fabric of her dress before helping the material to slide down her body to pool at her feet.
Sarah was wearing a black lacy bra and matching black cotton bikini panties. The sight of her beautiful body in all its glory caused me to catch my breath. Her skin was so smooth and her backside the perfect shape. And, if I dare say it, juicy. She looked over her shoulder at me and blushed as I marvelled at her marvellous body.
I took a step forward and ran my hands down her sides, from just under her bra to the top of her panties, the touch elicited a moan from her, while I lent in and took a deep breath of her scent.
Sarah had a slightly musky aroma, most likely a result of sweat from throughout today's dramas mingling with the remains of deodorant and her current arousal. We stood like that for a few moments as she breathed deeply and I rubbed my hands over her sides. When I gently lent in and kissed the side of her neck, Sarah let out a loud audible groan of pure pleasure that permeated the room.
While I gently kissed her exposed neck, she reached her arms up over our heads, holding my lips to her neck. I took the opportunity to let my hands slide once again up her side, but this time, as my hands reached their zenith, I kept moving, reaching behind her, undoing the clasp of her bra. Again, Sarah gave an audible moan of great pleasure in agreeance with my move.
My hands slid forward, under the now loose material and I cupped what felt like two magnificent mounds, their peaks pressing hard against my palms.
A moment later, she couldn't hold it anymore, and while I expected her to turn and throw her arms around me, she took two short steps away from me, towards my bed, and looked back over her shoulder with the 'come to me' look while hooking her thumbs into her panties and catching my eye.
I was transfixed, her eyes told of her want and desire, but she wanted to make sure this was something I wanted too. She must have got the look she wanted because the next thing I knew, Sarah was bending over, pulling the final piece of clothing she was wearing down her legs and showing me everything.
She did it slowly while my body was responding quickly. I felt the desire inside me inflamed even further and I found myself growling as she lifted a leg and stepped out of the now discarded garment.
I'm not sure how it happened but the next moment I was as naked as she was and buried deep inside her. Sarah was dazzling, positioned on all fours on the edge of my bed, while I stood and gave her everything I had. Our groans were passionate and after only a couple of minutes I flipped her over, pushing her into the centre of the bed and buried myself inside her again as she opened her arms and drew me into our first kiss.
As our lips touched for the first time it was if fireworks were going off in my head. I could see colours and lights, and it was like everything was in focus for the first time in my life. I hadn't moved while we kissed. I was still buried deep within her and as our kiss broke we looked into each other's eyes and smiled with wonderment.
Sarah bit her lip then and nodded; I slowly began to pull back, then in, then back. Over and over, faster and faster. Sarah closed her eyes concentrating on the sensation. I did the same and after only a couple of minutes found myself approaching the edge. I think Sarah must have sensed it as she opened her eyes and pulled me in for a passionate kiss, my hips still moving at speed. As our lips parted, she uttered the first two words we had said since leaving the lounge room.
"Do it," she said softly, but with love.
It was all I needed and I started to roar, but then thought that I didn't want to wake my daughter and the cry died in my throat, even as my release fill my best friend's womb. Sarah for her part had her eyes closed, her hand was gripping mine and I could see the veins pulsing in her neck as I could also feel her pulse around my manhood.
We collapsed and I rolled onto my back while Sarah snuggled into my side, placing her head on my shoulder.
"Are you okay there?" she asked me.
I nodded, "Yeah," I croaked out. "Sarah, I..."
As I hesitated; she took it wrong.
"Tommy, I'm sorry, I didn't mean..."
I put a finger to her lips and chuckled.
"No, Sarah, that was amazing," I told her, and she relaxed. "I mean, I didn't know that sex could be like that, could bring such joy, such happiness. That was the single most amazing thing I have ever done."
"Really?" she asked her expression filled with hope.
"Really," I replied nodding. She squealed and kissed me, so I pulled her to me and kissed her back. Then she felt someone stirring, looked down below before back to my face and raised an eyebrow.
[:::: 4 - Looking towards the future ::::]
We were awakened the next morning by Britney pushing the door open to discover both Sarah and I asleep. We had gone at it three more times that night. Our last coupling finishing as light was starting to seep into the sky. We had showered and put on sleep wear as I had told Sarah more often than not, Britney would come in and snuggle for a few minutes usually a little after seven in the morning.
Britney had climbed into bed, carrying her toy rabbit, still sleepy and cuddled me until she suddenly understood that we weren't in bed alone. She squealed when she saw it was Sarah.
"Sarah!" my daughter said excitedly.
Her bouncing up and down caused me to open my eyes, Sarah was also laying there, a huge smile on her face as she saw the excited little girl.
"Hey sweetie," Sarah croaked out.
"Did you stay over?" Britney asked, as she suddenly stopped jumping up and down.
Sarah looked at me and I smiled, Sarah nodded.
"Yay, I'm happy," Britney said suddenly standing and whirling her rabbit around before collapsing on the bed and looked at us both.
"Daddy needs you to love him," she said suddenly. The L word catching me off guard.
"I do Britney," Sarah replied and my daughter nodded like it was common truth.
"And Daddy," Britney said looking at me. "Sarah also needs you to love her, just like you love me."
I looked at my daughter, then at the woman who had given me so much, up to and including herself over the past months, but even more since last evening. I reached out for Sarah's hand in front of Britney.
"I do Britney," I told her.
Britney giggled. "Well now your married, my Mummy and Daddy."
For a moment Sarah and I looked at each other.
"Britney," Sarah gently said. "You're Dad and I aren't married."
"But you said, 'I do'," Britney told us looking confused, "I asked you and you said, I do. And you're here Sarah, here with Daddy."
I laughed and sat up, pulling Britney to me and giving her a big hug.
"It's alright sweetie," I told her. "Sarah and I need to talk some more, but you're right, we DO, love each other. And perhaps we will get married..."
I glanced a look at Sarah who was beaming.
"But how about now," I said giving Britney a squeeze, "the three of us get dressed and go out for breakfast."
The cry that Britney gave was almost louder than when she found Sarah here sleeping in the same bed as me. We had only been out to eat a handful of times since Britney was a baby, usually it was with my parents for a special occasion, such as mine or Britney's birthdays. For me to so casually say we were going out was unheard of and had my daughter more excited than Christmas time.
Eventually we got up, dressed and the three of us jumped in my car and Sarah directed us to a café about fifteen minutes away. As we ordered breakfast. I felt adored, first by Britney who had not stopped smiling since discovering Sarah with me this morning. Then there was Sarah. If she wasn't sipping her coffee, which she needed with the amount of sleep we didn't get last night, she was staring dreamily into my eyes. She was constantly holding my hand and leaning in for quick kisses which Britney took no end of pleasure in, while laughing joyously.
Lastly there was me. I was understanding that since yesterday, much of what I had been suffering had faded somewhat into the background. Sure, it was early days, and yes, my issues were still there, I still had to sit with my back to the wall, but I was surprised by the absence of fear.
We got back to my place not long after lunchtime and Britney went down for a nap. Sarah, kissed me and told me she needed a change of clothes but asked if it was alright is she stayed again tonight.
I, of course, said no.
Pffft, Of course it was alright, I wanted her there all the time, and of course in my bed.
When we went to the next family gathering, I took my parents along, they spent a lot of time with Carrie and Don, and everyone picked up very quickly that Sarah and I were now a couple. Wanda was smiling ear to ear, saying it was about time.
It was in bed that night that Sarah and I exchanged an 'I love you' for the first time. We were watching an episode of a show we liked and she was snuggled into me. After we turned out the lights, I held her in my arms and told her I loved her, it kind of slipped out, but I didn't regret it as Sarah didn't make a big deal of it, she told me she loved me too and that was that.
At work, they quickly picked up I was happier, and my shrink was also happy that I was finding fulfilling love. That it was with Sheila's cousin was a surprise, but we discussed it and agreed that as long as I held no resentment towards Sarah for what her cousin had done then there was no harm.
Six months later, I got home from work to a very despondent Sarah. She had picked Britney up from daycare for me and had been doing that increasingly lately. But tonight, she was moody and snippy at us.
"Sarah, what's going on babe, something wrong?" I asked her once I had gotten Britney to bed.
"Nothing is wrong Tommy," she snapped back at me. It had been a while, but the snap brought back memories of Sheila. I swallowed.
"I don't buy it Sarah," I told her taking what I felt was my life in my hands. "You have been in a mood all week and tonight you all but yelled at Britney when she offered to take your plate into the kitchen. She was only trying to help."
"I know that..." and she stopped, then sighed. "Look, I'm sorry Tommy, but I guess I am out of sorts. It's the new manager, he's pushing all of us to get things done faster and faster, and in some ways, it feels like he's been picking on me for the last week."
She sat down beside me and snuggled into me.
"I'm sorry babe," she told me. "I didn't realise I was being a bitch."
"It's alright," I replied. "I just don't want you to make Britney feel like she did something wrong."
For a moment she said nothing, as tears welled up in her eyes.
"Or you," Sarah added quietly.
"Sorry," I responded, I heard her, but there was still a tone in her voice.
Sarah sighed again, sat up and looked at me. "I said, or you. You don't want me snapping or being a bitch to you."
"That is not what I said," I told her.
"But it's what you meant!" she said accusingly.
"No, it's not," I said shaking my head. "I meant that Britney.... well she loves you and she was upset that you told her off for her asking to help. I..."
"You what," Sarah said suddenly angry again.
"Nothing," I said my defensive barriers coming up for the first time in months.
"No Tommy," Sarah said suddenly standing, her hands now on her hips, nostrils flaring. "Tell me, tell me what a bitch I was being to your daughter, tell me how I have been treating you and her wrong all this time."
I said nothing, not understanding where this was coming from. Sarah and I had been happy until this week. I mean we were talking about marriage in the next year, perhaps having a baby together not long afterwards. And sure, yeah, I still had a few anxiety attacks now and then, but they were fewer and fewer, and Sarah always worked them out with me.
"Look," I said trying to calm things down. "I'm sorry Sheila, but you have been so stressed, with work and all the stuff with Damien, Darren, uh, David. I just don't want you to..."
Sarah's scream caught me off guard and my anxiety was back in full force as she thundered at me.
"I am not that bitch Tommy," she yelled. "I'm not the woman who raped you, took your innocence. I'm the one who helped you, stood beside you!"
"I know, I know," I said my hands up, suddenly realizing that I had called her Sheila. "I'm sorry," I said quietly.
"You're sorry Tommy, stop being sorry, just own it," Sarah accused me, thunder in her voice. "Why don't you just grow up."
Stunned, I said nothing.
Sarah continued glaring at me, "What, aren't you going to say anything, just going to sit there and retreat into yourself? I can see it Tommy, even now your retreating, and you don't give a fuck about Darren. Get his name right and listen," She hissed. Then she stopped.
"You know what, stuff it. This isn't worth the fight. I'll sort Darren out tomorrow," she told me as I just sat there no longer moving. Sarah didn't know it, but in her anger, she unknowingly triggered a huge anxiety attack and I was locked.
"I'm going to bed," she said and stormed off.
I sat there, my mind running on hyper speed, adrenalin filling my system, yet I couldn't move. My breath was coming in short gulps of air; my cry for help was stuck in my throat. As it was, who was I going to call, Sarah had just stormed off and Britney was asleep in bed.



I must have sat there for almost twenty minutes, trying to get myself to move. I tried touch, to feel my surroundings. I tried counting, but it didn't work. I couldn't settle my breathing to any regular patten. I just sat and my mind began to wander, wander into dangerous territory.
Why had Sarah gone off at me over such a minor thing. I wasn't having a go at her, I couldn't, I wouldn't. I loved her so much. I just wanted to simply try and address the elephant in the room, that Britney had felt a little put out tonight that Sarah had been grumpy with her when she just wanted to help.
I mean this Darren guy at work had obviously gotten under her skin, and was deeply hurting her. But was there more?
Then a dark thought entered my brain. What if he had gotten more? I mean Sarah was a beautiful woman, surely a strong guy that put the moves on her would have a chance. What if her frustrations with me, broken Tommy, had taken her to someone else? What if she was cheating on me? What if Darren had already gotten to her, and her frustration was directed at me for my inadequacies?
I sat there a long time, unable to move, worried that the woman I loved, the person that had helped me so much, no longer felt that same way about me. What if I was just a charity case, someone to fix and the better I got the more she didn't need to be around me?
And what about Britney, my daughter loved Sarah like the mother she has never had. What will happen when Sarah leaves us, will Britney be able to take it?
I was rocking back and forth slowly; I would say probably for almost an hour before Sarah came back downstairs in her robe. As she walked around the corner into the lounge she was saying, "Tommy, are you coming to bed, or are you..."
Suddenly Sarah gasped seeing me sitting there, rocking in an almost catatonic state. I could voluntarily move my eyes, but my arms and legs were still pretty much locked.
"Tommy, Tommy" she repeated, "No, No, no, no."
Sarah was suddenly sitting beside me, her phone in one hand making an emergency call and her other holding mine as tears streamed down her face.
"I've got you Tommy, I love you so much! I am so sorry! An Ambulance is on the way."
Sarah followed right behind the ambo, a sleepy Britney in the car with her. The three of us spent the next two hours in the emergency room waiting for a doctor. They quickly confirmed a severe anxiety attack and checking my medication on record, gave me a large dose of meds and finally discharged me so that Sarah could take me home.
Getting me home, Sarah put Britney back to bed and then slid into bed beside me.
"I am so, so, sorry Tommy, I have no idea what came over me," she told me as we snuggled into bed. I was still feeling a little out of it. Doubly so since tonight had knocked Sarah off the pedestal on which I had placed her, and I thought I had lost her forever.
Finally, I manage to squeak out, "It's alright Sarah."
She shook her head, "No, it's not," she told me. "I felt horrid even as I said those mean things, I mean you weren't having a go at me, you were just trying to help me, and I threw it in your face. What is wrong with me."
I waited, sensing she needed to get this out before we slept.
"You were right babe," she told me. "I was being a bitch and it wasn't fair on you; neither was it on Britney, I love both of you. Yes, Darren has been busting my chops at work. But something else is wrong. Can you forgive me?"
I thought for a moment, we had just gotten back from the hospital, I didn't want to go again.
"So, there is nothing going on at work with this Darren guy?" I ventured at last.
For a moment, in the moonlight room, I watched the emotions play off her face, surprise, anger, then worry, last fear.
"Oh my God, Tommy. No, how could you think that. I don't really like him, I don't hate him, but we're not getting on. There is no way I would have anything of a sexual nature with him..."
I think she felt me relax. I heard a small sob.
"Is that what you thought, stuck down there while I was being stupid up here. That my snippy attitude was because I was cheating on you?"
I didn't say anything. For a moment neither did she.
"Tommy, honey," she said softly and with love in her voice. "There has been no one in my heart since you from the day we met and you screamed at me."
We both chuckled at the memory.
"There is no one, and I mean no one that I love more than you. And Tommy, I have no desire, sexual, romantic or otherwise towards anyone else. I wish I could tell you why I am acting so weird. But I am. Please baby. Please believe me. Please forgive me."
I smiled at my girlfriend, "I do."
We kissed and fell asleep in each other's arms. Both of us still unsettled but together.
[:::: 5 - Changes ::::]
The next morning, I awoke to the sound of Sarah dry retching into the toilet.
"Garr, Tommy, I must have eaten something that was really off, I feel terrible," she told me as I walked into the bathroom.
I rubbed her back, and suddenly something came to me.
"Sarah?" I asked, my tone causing her to look up. She was green around the gills.
"Yeah?" she replied.
"Um, well I don't know, but mood swings and throwing up. Could it be possible, I mean could you be...umm...pregnant?"
Sarah looked at me for a moment and then paled. She took her birth control pills like clockwork, and I could see her doing figures in her head.
"Pregnant?" she cocked her head to the side. I nodded my head.
"Us?" she said looking at me. Again, I nodded my head.
"Tommy, what if. What if that's true, what if I am, I mean, we are pregnant?" she asked me concerned.
I smiled, "Babe, if we are, then Britney is going to love having a sibling."
I helped Sarah to her feet and helped her downstairs. We found Britney watching cartoons, oblivious to everything going on. After a breakfast in which Sarah only had tea and toast we headed off to a chemist to get the test.
We spoke for most of the rest of the day about the things that could happen.
The following morning, Sarah, came into the bedroom.
"So?" I asked.
She held up the test strip.
Positive.
I broke out a smile and Sarah fell into my arms.
"You're going to be a mum," I told her, and when she looked at me, I added, "Again."
She squeezed my arm, "But Britney isn't mine."
I snorted, "Biologically perhaps, but in everything else, you have been her mum from the moment you convinced her to let you braid her hair."
We snuggled in bed for a while, gently touching her belly together.
"Are you happy Tommy? really happy?" Sarah asked me. "I mean this is all happening so fast."
I pulled her into me and kissed the top of her head. I knew Britney was going to be up soon. But she was now making her own breakfast. In two weeks, she would be four, and she could make her own breakfast without us.
"You know," I told her. "I am."
"Good, then me too. I love you so much, Tommy."
"I love you back Sarah, you know..." I said trailing off.
Sarah turned her head to look at me.
"What?" she asked.
"Perhaps we should get married, you know, like quickly, before the baby?" I positioned, not sure if I was going to get in trouble.
Sarah moved and I felt one of her breasts touch my chest as she kissed me.
"I would like that," she replied. "You and me, Mr and Mrs Other with our kids. A family?"
Britney was dropped off at daycare and Sarah and I went to work. At lunch time we went shopping through some of the jewellers and chose a ring. It wasn't a super expensive one, but we both agreed we could afford it right there and then, so I bought it, and hugged her, asking her to marry me and slipping it on her finger as she said yes.
That night there were screams from the family as we told parents. They had all been betting how long it would be, but no one thought it would be this soon. Of course, we didn't tell them that night we were also expecting. Just that we were getting married.
Two weeks later it was Britney's fourth birthday, Carrie and Don, had asked if they could host the party. They were doating on their granddaughter, and I had agreed.
Their back yard was decked out with party games, jumping castles, tons and tons of sugary treats and most of the family, minus Dominic, who was still on the out. We also included all of Britney's friends from her daycare.
Despite it being a kids birthday party, Craig had taken to smoking a brisket for the family and as the birthday girl's father I had no complaints, Sarah's brother knew how to barbeque and I eagerly accepted the plate of tender meat. Grinning as my fiancée sat beside me with her own plate, making sounds that I tended to hear in the bedroom.
After the food and games, Britney excitedly opened her presents. Toys were enjoyed, money was treasured, but her preferred gift was one that took her a few minutes to understand.
She had opened the envelope but couldn't read what it said.
"What does it say Daddy?" she asked me handing it too me.
I gave Sarah a glance and she smiled. As I helped Britney into the seat between the two of us. Everyone else, her friends and the family were around us listening.
"It says," I noted as I looked at the words on the laminated piece of paper. "That in six months' time you can redeem this voucher for a sibling."
There were gasps all around, No one was surprised that Sarah and I were getting together, perhaps the speed of it yes, but that it was happening? No! But as my statement sunk into the adults around us, they were looking and waiting for my daughter to figure out what it all meant.
"What's a sibling Daddy?" Britney asked.
Sarah touched her stomach and addressed my daughter. "Britney, it means that you're going to have a little brother or a sister soon. I'm going to have a baby?"
Out of the corner of my eye I caught my mother being supported by my father, while Carrie and Wanda were hugging. Britney was still processing.
She looked at Sarah, then back at me, then down to where Sarah had a hand on her tummy. Cautiously, Britney placed a hand on Sarah's stomach.
"Sibling?" she said quietly and looked at me. I nodded.
"Yes Sweetie, sibling," I told her wrapping my hands around her. "Britney, you and I are going to have to help mummy look after the new baby and you're going to be a big sister."
That was it, she might be struggling with the term sibling, but big sister, that she got and suddenly she was all over Sarah, hugging and kissing her, then me and that was followed up by her grandparents, aunts, uncles and all of her younger cousins.
My mother hugged me tightly.
"I'm so proud of you Tommy," she told me.
"Hey," I replied. "It's not me, Sarah is doing all the work here, she is the one growing a human inside her."
My father laughed; I had heard him say the say thing with affection to my mother several times growing up.
"I know Tommy," Mum replied smiling. "But you have been through so much. To have Sarah enter your life has been such a wonderful blessing. We hoped from when we met her that you two would end up together, but marriage and a baby already is overwhelming in a good way. I had always hoped..."
I stood back from my mother and placed a hand on her shoulder.
"I get it Mum. Sheila..." Mum looked at me as I said her name, everyone including her family tended to avoid talking about her around me. I nodded. "Yes Sheila, I am getting used to saying her name without wanting to curl up in a ball. Sheila did something horrible, but she also gave me Britney and, in some ways, led me to Sarah. I don't see Sheila when I look at Britney or Sarah these days, I just see two women that I love. They have seen me at my worst and both are still here.
"I can't wait to marry Sarah and for us to have our baby together. I want us all to be a family. I want us, especially me, to at last be able to get past what Sheila did."
I got a hug from my mother and was surprised when I also got a hug from my dad. He was a man's man, never wanting to show that softer side. But I accepted it and was glad for it.
Back at home that night, Britney reduced Sarah to tears as she asked that since she was going to be a big sister if she could call Sarah, 'mum' from now on having heard me refer to Sarah like that earlier in the day.
Our wedding was held in Gary and Wanda's back yard. It was a small celebration with mainly family and a few close friends including my boss who had supported me so much over the years.
While Carrie and Don, looked after Britney, Sarah and I spent a week in Melbourne. We took in a number of shows, ate food until we were bursting and made love, morning, noon and night.
Returning home, even though Britney had a great time with her grandparents, she was happy to be home with us. But there was also a sadness in Carrie and Don that neither Sarah or myself could place that evening as we picked our daughter up. And yes, Britney was our daughter. As part of the wedding, we had signed the agreement that Sarah would officially be adopting Britney, not just a stepmother. It would still take some time to become official, but we had discussed it, and it was important to both of us. Sarah had been the only real mother figure that Britney had ever known, and we wanted it to be official.
The following weekend, we found out why Carrie and Don were upset when they, along with Gary, Wanda and my parents, turned up at our place mid-morning on Saturday.
"Tommy," Carrie said after we sat down in the lounge. Wanda had taken Britney out for a milkshake while the rest of us talked. I swallowed; I had a feeling this wasn't going to be pleasant.
"You have blessed us more than we could ever imagine, letting us into yours and Britney's lives. We know what my daughter did to you was horrid and unforgiveable. It's taken me a long time to accept it was possible she could do such a thing. But as bad as it is for me, I know it has been worse for you."
I nodded. Sarah was sitting beside me, holding my hand and listening to her auntie.
"When Sarah brought you to our place that first time," Carrie continued. "I saw the two of you and immediately knew that you were destined to be together, and I prayed at church each Sunday that my daughter had not screwed that up."
I smiled.
Carrie then opened her bag and pulled out a slightly aged letter.
"I debated if we should actually do this, but it was one of my daughters last wishes."
Carrie and my eyes locked and I could see the pain in them, it somewhat reflected my own pain. A mother having to confront the fact that one of her children had committed a crime like she had was something that she would have to carry for all her days.
"Go on," I said, my voice breaking slightly.
"This is one of the last letters we got before she passed. This letter came sealed addressed to you. My daughter asked that it be delivered to you after five years. We were not sure how to do that, but we decided we would try. However then you came into our lives."
"We all thought," Garry said jumping in. "That we would come here to support you. We've all talked about it and we have no clue what is in the letter, but we all wanted to be here for you."
I looked around the room to all the people who had supported me over the years, and those that had done so since learning about Britney. All of them had given me unconditional love. None of them had rebuked me when I was rude or brash with them. They had given me no problems when I was having an unexplainable anxiety attack.
My hand was shaking as I held it out for the letter.
"Would." I stopped and cleared my throat. "Would you mind if I read this by myself?"
Sarah leant in and kissed me. "Not at all, but we are here for you, okay?"
A few minutes later, letter in hand Sarah walked with me to our bedroom, kissed me, told me that she's got me, and they would all be waiting for me with whatever I needed. She also let me know that she would check on me in half an hour but would leave me alone to read the letter.
I kissed my wife and as she retreated and closed the door, I turned the letter over in my hands while settling on the bed.
It was a sealed envelope that had my name written on the front of it and a 'Department of Correction' name and logo on the back.
I broke the seal and unfolded the letter, seeing the cursive writing that was distinctive of Sheila's writing. I closed my eyes and walked myself through my breathing exercises while running my fingers across the texture of the letter, feeling the slightly rough surface of the paper, the edge of the page and the corner where the paper ended.
Taking a final deep breath, opening my eyes, I read.
"Tommy,
From the bottom of my heart, I am so very sorry for what I did to you. You never ever, deserved to be treated that way and I understand that it's very likely you will have thrown this letter into the bin, never having opened it.
But if by some miracle, you are reading this, then I want to sincerely apologise. What I did was so very wrong and even as delusional as I was, I knew, in the core of my being, that I was harming you.
If I am honest, please know that I do really understand that what we had was not love. In some ways it was not even lust. There were circumstances involved that you didn't know about, and I hope with this letter that you will come to understand them. I do not expect forgiveness, but if this can help you move forward then I will tell you my own tale of woe.
Before we get to that, Tommy, I need to let you know that I am pregnant. But I hope you know that by the time you read this, and that you will be raising our daughter, on my behalf. I am going to name her Britney! For obvious reasons I can't raise a child here, so it is my hope that after she is born that you will be willing to be a father to our daughter, rather than putting her in the care of the state.
I can't entirely regret that night Tommy. As horrid as it was for you, and even though I know you won't believe it, under reflection, neither was it everything I wanted it to be either. But we're going to have a daughter, and the mothering instinct in me that is growing as I grow closer to birth cannot regret that.
Tommy, there is a reason I did what I did, a reason why I became obsessed with you, and time and counselling has shown me it's not a good reason, but it is a reason none the less. I have never told anyone before but the counsellor here and now you in this letter.
In high school I was taken against my will several times. He was a boy that I kind of liked and we got on well. We had several classes together and in my teenage fantasy, I dreamed that we could date, get married, have children and grow old together. But I also had the same thoughts for several boys. My cousin Sarah and I often told each other of the boys we liked and how we would marry them and be the best wives and mothers. Our husbands would make lots of money working together and we would enjoy kissing them. Silly teenage girl fantasies I know.
Anyway, I liked this boy and he picked up that I liked him so he asked me out. At first, he was nice. We dated and he was respectful. But then one night he got me drunk, and I woke up sore. He had taken me against my will. I cried, and he apologised saying we were both drunk and it happened. But he had taken something precious from me and I felt dirty. Yes, I understand the irony, and that is part of this tragedy.
Over the coming months, we dated, but he forced me to sleep with him several times. His demands grew more and more, then he became abusive; forcing me to do things I didn't want to, calling me names and hurting me as he took me. But I was an unclean woman. Having given up myself, I felt I deserved his bad treatment.



To the world, to my parents, I acted myself, but when I was alone I cried and howled in agony. Parts of my body that shouldn't ached, bleeding now and then by what was done to me. I was deeply hurting, and Tommy, I had no idea what to do about it.
But then fate intervened and he was tragically killed in a car accident. For some reason I was sad, but I was also free. My family knew, I was sad at the death of my schoolmate, but never knew why I was so emotional. As a response, over the rest of the year I became a bit easy, I sought the attention of boys where I could, and got a bit of a reputation.
Then one day I had a scare, my period was late, and I freaked out that I might be pregnant and that stopped me cold. No more scandalous encounters, flirting, or anything. I would go out in groups and be friendly, but that was it. Until you.
Tommy, when we met, I just about passed out. You were almost the spitting image of him. You're face, your build, how you stood, the way you laughed. But unlike him, you were never cruel. Even when you told me we weren't meant to be together you tried to do it with kindness. Thank you.
That night where I screwed up both our lives, was planned. My girlfriends knew nothing of it. But I had become obsessed with you. You were too much like him and he had hurt me too much for me to let you go easily. He hurt me, so I needed you. I needed to control you but make you mine because I was bringing him back and showing him that I was better than him.
The drugs I gave you and took myself, were only a mask for the pain I was giving to both of us. And again, I am sorry, especially because you never did a single thing wrong. This was all on me. Not you.
I will be here for a long time, but I fear that I have placed you in a prison as well. Tommy, I hope that you have gotten help. I hope that when you read this, Britney is a part of your life, that you have found someone to love, and this letter gives you closure.
I will serve my time gratefully and I will not contact you again unless you wish it.
Sincerely Sheila.
Tears were streaming down my face as I finished the letter, not for me or my circumstances, they were for Sheila. Her letter explained so many things and why she was such a tortured soul. It was like when you are working on a jigsaw puzzle and you keep looking at a few different pieces that you know fit, but you just can't get the position right until suddenly it makes sense.
Despite everything, I could never understand why she had done what she did, why Carrie, Don and her family could not figure out how she could act like she had.
Now I knew.
I knew the letter was true, there were no lies or deceit. Having read it, I was saddened that she never knew she would pass away not long after giving birth to our daughter. I could never hold love in my heart for Sheila, yet I was surprised that I no longer held hate towards her, instead I had a deep sadness that she had been abused as much, if not more than I had.
I read the letter one more time and stood, walked out of the room into the lounge to face the family.
Sitting down I took some time to explain what was in the letter, believing that Sheila would not be offended by my sharing with her family what she had written to me. I hugged Carrie firmly as she cried, understanding that her daughter had been through something that broke her. When I handed her to Don, she cried further as Sarah slid her arms around me and told me how proud she was of me.
It was about three months after Samuel was born that Sarah and I took Britney with her baby brother to Sheila's grave. While her parents didn't get her ashes, they wanted a memorial, a place to visit their daughter. Sarah laid a bouquet of flowers down and brushed some of the twigs off the gravestone.
"Would you like to place this down," I said as I handed Britney a single thornless rose. "This is your birth mothers resting place."
She looked at me, not quite understanding, but laying it down and then moving to Sarah.
"We'll give you a few minutes," my wife told me. Touching my cheek gently as she took Britney's hand and carrying Samuel in the other.
"Hey Sheila," I said, speaking to the grave in front of me. "I want to thank you for the letter. It helped a lot."
My right hand with the essential tremor I had developed shook slightly and I reached over and touched her headstone.
"You'll be happy to know that I did take Britney in after you passed. It wasn't easy, but our daughter changed my life for the better. Without her I likely would not have made it."
I sat down then and rested my shoulder against her headstone.
"And I found love," I smiled thinking about my wife. "I met Sarah and freaked out thinking it was you returning from the grave. I guess that's what you thought of me, you initially thought I was Gordon."
I glanced at her headstone again, not expecting a reply, but giving a moment none the less.
"Yeah, we all figured out who it was. For what it is worth I am sorry for what he did to you, you did not deserve it. But Sarah and I found the spark that you and I didn't have. After reading your letter there is part of me that wished we could have had it. But we both knew it wasn't there."
I paused another moment and looked up at the sky. It was a clear day and the trees amid the cemetery were casting a shade that gave a pleasant feeling sitting here talking to Sheila.
"You would be very proud of Britney, Sheila, she's about to start School and she's already reading and even writing a little. She calls Sarah Mum, and I hope that's okay. But as she grows up, we will also make sure she knows about you.
"I hope that you're at peace now, wherever you are. And I guess that leaves just one thing..."
"Sheila." I held my breath for a moment. "I forgive you."
I sat for a moment and rested my head back against her headstone and closed my eyes. It was likely my imagination, but it was like a small breeze passed by, and as it passed, it touched my cheek, giving me a feeling of warmth and contentment.
Yeah, perhaps my imagination, but I'll take it.
I promised that Sarah and I would bring Britney past a few times over the next few years and stood brushing grass off my pants.
My wife smiled at me and enfolded me into her arms, giving me a kiss as I walked back to our car with my family.
"You okay?" Sarah asked me.
"I am," I replied, looking back towards Sheila's grave and smiling. "I really am."
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
This was an interesting story for me. As I wrote it, I found it parallel some of the depression and burnout that I have been dealing with worked their way into Tommy's internal dialogue. When I re-read the initial draft before editing, I picked up a few of the emotions that I repeated over and over again. In some ways they are not things that you write. I am learning as a writer that when you want to say the same thing a few times in a story, you find different ways to say it. But in this case, when you are dealing with these emotions that occur with depression, you say that same thing over and over again. So I left it that way.
I also had another two scenes in this story from Britney growing up. But the final scene in the story was the right place to leave it, so I might leave these notes for a part II or a follow on story at some point in the future.
See you in the next story,
John Other.
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"You messed up, you know that?" my wife asked me, trying to hold onto my hand.
I looked around the room, the metal table, the bars on the window, and way too many people in prison guard jumpsuits watching everyone carefully.
"You never told me this is what would happen," she says to me, looking me straight in the eyes.
I look away, thinking back over the past few months, and then shrug.
"But here we are, and I shouldn't have had to tell you," I reply without much emotion.
I caught Bronwyn in bed with my boss six months earlier, their bedroom talk devastated me, but worse was that our six-month-old daughter was asleep down the hall.
"I was doing it for us you know," she told me, something I had heard her say a number of times since that night.
"I know you want to believe that Bronwyn, but you keep forgetting to look at it from my side, can you get over yourself? Try to look at it from my point of view," I countered, again not for the first time.
"But you shouldn't have tried to stop us. It's your fault!" my wife told me arrogantly.
My wife is referring to the point that in my rage, I stormed into the bedroom to confront them but didn't take into account that my boss, Kaine, while older enough to be her father, was three times my size. I got in the first three punches. But moments later, I was laid out on the floor. In hospital, I was visited by a couple of friendly Police officers, who took my statement and, after hearing my story, suggested that I retain a lawyer.
"Was it worth it Peter?" the now scornful voice of my wife said, bringing me out of the memory.
I studied her, she was good-looking, and until that night, I thought mine exclusively. Of course, I was wrong.
"What do you think?" I spat back, trying to keep my anger in check. A guard glanced our way but said nothing. "We're sitting here, and I can't get out of my head that the mother of my child for over six months was nothing but a slut, when she should have just been happy being my wife. We should have been raising our child together, not sitting here."
"And I didn't mess up. You did. I did what any good father should have done. When my daughter grows up, she will know that I am neither a cuckold nor a cheat," I said proudly, seeing my wife cringe at the angry words.
"But you didn't have to... I mean... Peter, what happens now?" she asked, a certain amount of sorrow in her voice.
"This," I said, gesturing to my lawyer who was sitting at another table waiting for my signal. It had been a little difficult getting him in on the visitor register for the prison, but there was a process and he had everything ready.
"Mrs Bronwyn Other, I have here divorce documents between you and your husband." The lawyer spent the next few minutes walking through the documents with both of us, explaining the split of assets and the trust that would be established while time was served.
By the time the lawyer stood and was escorted out of the visiting hall, Bronwyn was sobbing.
"Please Peter, it doesn't need to be this way."
I stood then and looked at my wife, the prison guard looked at me, and I nodded, holding up two fingers for just a couple more minutes.
"Bronwyn, you knowingly fucked him in our bed, demeaned me with him, did nothing to defend me when he beat me senseless and let's not talk about how you tried to set me up to take the fall for the two of you stealing just seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars. What did you think was going to happen."
"But thanks to you," I smirked. "I got Kaine's job, I've got custody of Casey, and you were right, his daughter Tabitha, she's keen on me. Tonight, Tabitha is bringing a meal over after she found out I was divorcing your deceitful ass."
Bronwyn broke down. Minutes later, I walked out of the visiting hall with a smile. I was ready for dinner and looking forward to an adult style dessert Tabitha hinted I was getting from her for helping free her mother from a cheater. I grinned in anticipation, ready to be happy again.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Now and then it's good to write something just a little less serious. There isn't some big plot or emotional drama in this one. I just had the idea as I was shaving, this is a slight twist on the 'Goose and Gander' plotline. I'd love to say it's just a bit of fun, but honestly, infidelity never is. But this is a lot less serious than my usual stories.
Enjoy!
[:::: The Gander ::::]
Growing up I could always be a pain in the ass. I did what I wanted and if you didn't like it, no problem. But don't get in my way. I didn't set out to antagonise people, but sometimes I did and usually I didn't take it personally when they got upset at me.
For instance, take my wife, who at that moment was standing in front of me, screaming her head off while figurative steam blew out of her ears. The reason, she was accusing me of cheating on her.
Laurie was a stunning twenty-five year old blonde-bombshell. She had legs that led to heaven and a stomach that was washboard smooth. The only blemish on her were the breast enhancements that she got the previous year not long after we got married. I for one loved her little a-cups, but she wanted to be larger so over a couple of months she worked on me and eventually got her way. They were nice looking c-cups now, but her nipples were not as sensitive as they once were. She was also pretty much missionary in bed and didn't like to try new things.
Laurie and I met when I did a job for her father. He was a master builder, and I was wet behind the ears having just gotten my builder's license. Laurie and I met, fell in love and married. Bert enjoyed the fact that his little girl fell in love with a fellow 'chippy' and we were headed towards a big house, kids and what should have been marital bliss.
Ha, not really.
As I mentioned, my wife was screaming at me, obscenities pouring out of her pretty lips as she punctuated every third swear word with 'cheater,' and 'how could you,' and every other sobbing comment that a wife uses when she finds out her husband has been stepping out on her.
The fact that I wasn't too disturbed by her accusations incensed her even more.
"Laurie," I asked her when she was almost hyperventilating and pausing to take in more breath to continue berating me. "What makes you think I am cheating on you; did you see me with someone else?"
I was calm compared to my wife, and when I raised my eyebrow in challenge and gave her a smirk, she went a bright shade of pink. As I told you, I can be a jerk.
While gasping for air due to her crimson appearance, she opened her phone and thrust it out at me. The phone had a picture on the screen, the picture was me at lunch with a woman that wasn't my wife.
The growing smirk on my face was still challenging and continuing to piss her off. I quickly took in everything on her phone screen and noted that it was an SMS from one of her friends, not something she had taken.
"And?" I retorted in reply to the photo, "That is Jill, and we were having lunch."
"Fuck you Tony," my wife spat at me, she flicked the screen, and the next picture showed me kissing Jill in more than a friendly fashion.
"Alright, I'll admit that pic could be taken the wrong way, but would you believe me if I told you..."
I paused for effect and raised an eyebrow to match the shit eating grin on my face.
"It's not what it looks like."
Laurie's eyes bulged at my comment, and she went from crimson to almost purple before she went deathly silent. She skimmed another picture, thrusting her arm out towards me saying nothing. This time it showed Jill and I holding hands as we walked towards the elevator of the hotel where we were having lunch. I noted the picture was dated a different day.
"Yeah okay, that one is even more suggestive. But what do you think happened?" I asked.
"Well," she said menace dripping from every word. "I don't think you were doing you're taxes up there."
I laughed, "No you're right, we weren't doing our taxes, but there is more to it than that."
"Tony," Laurie said angrier than I had ever seen her. "What were you doing with her, are you sleeping with her?"
There it was, the direct question, no inference, no beating around the bush. A straight up question.
"There was very little sleeping, but we were certainly in the same bed," I replied smiling proudly at my wife.
"Then how the fuck..." my wife started, then paused before taking several deep breaths, I waited. I think I knew how this was going to go.
"How do you think cheating on me is alright?" she asked me barely keeping herself under control. "Tony, you're my husband and I find it hard to believe that you could cheat on me with her."
"What do you mean her?" I said acting a little indignant.
"Tony, cheating aside, look at her, she's a plain woman, even a little chubby, I mean look at her ass."
"Hey," I replied instantly, offended. "She's got a great ass for a mum of two kids."
"She's a mum?" Laurie said shocked. "She's married?"
"Yeah, married for around eight years," I said as I leaned back in my chair and picked up the beer I was drinking before my wife came in and started whaling on me.
"How could you? I mean, how could she?" she stammered.
"Let me look at that photo again," I asked. It caught her off guard, but she pushed her arm out again.
"Sorry but that's not Jill," I told my wife. "That is actually Daisy, she's Jill's twin sister. You can tell as Daisy's hair is cut shorter in the back than Jill's."
The goldfish look that Laurie was giving me told me she had no words.
While she baulked, I picked up my own phone and unlocked my private store, before scrolling through a few pictures and turning it to show Laurie both sisters kneeling on the hotel bed in some very flattering lingerie. Both of them looked utterly stunning, and I smiled at the thought of what I had done with them later that same afternoon.
Laurie collapsed in a chair, tears now streaming down her face.
"Just how many women are you cheating on me with?" she asked me.
"Five," I told her immediately, her eyes snapped to me a microsecond later, not believing that I had admitted it right away.
"Five," she said repeating the number, "Tony, how could you, I mean you're my husband."
For a moment I said nothing as I contemplated my devastated wife. I took the final sip of my beer and stood.
"I'm going to get another drink; would you like one?" Laurie said nothing as I shrugged and walked five steps to the fridge, retrieved two beers and came back to the table, setting one in front of her before retaking my seat.
Laurie said nothing as she just stared at me. I sighed, time to tell a story.
"It all started about eight months ago," I told her. "If you recall I was feeling unwell and was really out of sorts."
Laurie nodded, but her pained eyes never left mine.
"Even your dad noticed I was not well, but being a typical bloke, I was just trying to power through it. I drank a shitload of water and tried to sweat out whatever was in my system. It was perhaps two weeks after feeling off that I met Jill."
I cocked my head to the side wondering what her reaction would be, Laurie did nothing but look at me giving me the ultimate betrayed look. I mean, I had already admitted that I was cheating on her with twin married sisters, so right now I was lower than dirt in her mind. I continued. "Jill approached me at a food truck while I was getting smoko (Australian morning tea) and asked me to meet her for lunch later in the day. I was intrigued so I said sure. Later, when we sat down, she had a story to tell me."
I took a quick swig of my new beer and looked at Laurie, waiting to see if she would speak to me.
"What type of story could be so amazing that you would cheat on your wife with her, and hell, her sister as well?" Laurie asked in a very snarky tone.
"That is a really good question," I replied, tipping the neck of my beer towards my wife in acknowledgement, then took a second pull on my beer and gave her a winning smile before looking back at the bottle of beer in my hand. Great Northern, not a bad beer I mused for a moment. Taking a breath, I once again cast my gaze on my distraught wife, narrowing my eyes which took Laurie aback just a little. "What Jill told me is that she found out her husband of eight years, along with her sister's husband and three other husbands in their group of friends had been cheating on their wives for quite some time."
"So," Laurie spat trying to maintain her aggressive stance. "Just because their feeling betrayed gives them the rights to steal my husband and make him betray me?"
"Well yeah, Kind of."
"Kind of," Laurie replied, standing up, her voice rising again. "Kind of, Tony, we're married, doesn't that mean something to you?"
I nodded, "Of course it did."
Laurie sat back down, her voice now a lot quieter, "What do you mean, it did?"
Ah, so she caught that.
"Well," I explained. "Jill had pictures with her, videos on her phone, where the five wives banded together to get a PI to follow their husbands, what the PI found was interesting.
The red glow on my wife's face was dissipating rapidly, retreating into a suddenly pale colour.
"What the PI found was built around observation over a six-week period," I told her in a deadpan tone. "The five men were meeting twice a week at a sleazy hotel on the outskirts of town where they would gangbang one of the local whores."
I eyed my wife as I used the derogatory term. She was now struggling to meet my eyes.
"Yeah," I kept on explaining. "Apparently they had been doing this for about five years, a year longer than before we met."
"Tony, I..."Laurie started to say and I held up my hand.
"Let me finish," I told her. "I will admit that I was shocked, I mean they had been cheating on their wives for all this time, and, they all had kids. What was worse, from the report, is the woman they were fucking, was also absolutely down with it. She had to be since she was married herself. I mean the pictures and the video were crystal clear as to what was happening and how they continually disparaged their spouses."
Laurie's eyes were now watering. I took yet another drink of my beer which was now two-thirds gone before continuing.
"So now, there I was sitting at lunch with Jill as she explained how the woman I loved, had never been faithful to me while I was giving her everything I had. Anger, pain, anguish and unworthiness were some of the emotions I had almost immediately. I mean, fuck I thought we were going to have children together. But the woman I loved had knowingly and passionately enjoyed making me a cuckold for our entire relationship."
I slammed my hand down on the table making both bottles of beer jump as well as my wife.
"And I found out that my loving wife had given me an STD which is why I felt like shit," I spat, now letting the anger into my voice that I had been holding for the past few months. I sighed then picked up the beer bottle finished it and started peeling the label.
"Jill took me too a clinic, apparently, she had picked up something as well from her husband's escapades and sought treatment. This was how all of them figured out about their husbands' unfaithfulness, someone had obviously gone outside their little fuckfest and given us all a gift."
I eyed Laurie, but she gave nothing away. No idea if it was her.
"At the clinic I got a shot, some drugs and struggled for about a week. I was sliding into a pretty big depression while trying to figure out if I confront you or just walk away."
I wasn't sure what to make of my wife's look right then as I gave her my revelation. She looked devastated, but I wasn't sure if it was because I was cheating on her, that she found out I knew about her cheating on me or that I had picked up an STD from her fucking around. At that moment, the lamp over the table was spreading a harsh yellow light, like an old school movie interrogation, but it suited my mood as I explained everything to Laurie as I continued peeling the label away from the beer bottle.
"A couple of weeks later I was leaning towards just walking away when Jill asked me to meet with her again."
Some snippet of the way I said it must have alerted her. As Laurie looked at me, some of her initial anger returned to the corner of her eyes. I ignored it as I kept explaining, toying with the edge of the label on the beer bottle as it lifted from the glass.
"I ended up meeting with Jill, Dasy and the three other women that were the wives of the men you were cheating on me with."
"So you fucked them to get even with me, is that it?" Laurie spat angrily. I shrugged.
"I almost didn't if you want to know the truth, but as we commiserated over a few drinks about our cheating spouses, the five of them convinced me otherwise."
Laurie wanted to say something but at the last moment choked back whatever it was. I grinned at her; I had an idea what she was thinking.
"Magnificent," I said.
"What?" she replied.
"You were going to ask how the sex was, how was it fucking five other women that were not my wife," I told her. "The answer: Each of them was amazing. Seriously, you could take lessons from any one of them."
"There is no need to be so harsh," Laurie said quietly, now looking dejected. I just continued to smile, knowing I was now being an asshole.
"I'm not being harsh Laurie, I am just being real. You cheated on me for the entire time we have been together with those five dipsticks. Their wives found out and then offered me comfort in their arms, with their bodies and I have to say, they all know how to use their bodies to please a man, so I have no idea why their husbands would stray for someone that acts more like a blow-up doll in bed.
"Sure, they don't have a tight ass like yours, but their curves are amazing to caress. They have bellies from childbirth and scars that they are embarrassed about unlike your perfect gym rat waist, but they love it when I kiss their tummies and tell them how beautiful they are. Their breasts vary in size and all sag a little from breastfeeding, but they are natural and sensitive, and I can make them moan just by licking a nipple unlike the bolt-ons you have now.
"Their faces have lines from worrying about kids, but they all treat me like I am the only one they want, not their husbands, who have, like you, been cheating on them for years. One on one, each one of these ladies leaves you in the dust as a lover. Each of them is more passionate, more vocal and give as much as they get in bed. But Laurie, fuck me, together they are all incredible."
"Together?" her eyes bulged again.
"Yes together. What, you thought..." I shook my head. "They were aware of your orgies with their husbands. Again, the pictures and video they have are very clear about what you were doing and what you all thought about us.
"I did learn a few things though," I continued before she could say anything in reply. "I learnt that those women did not have the aversion to touching each other that your guys do. Jill and Daisy won't touch each other that way, but O.M.G. they had no issues helping me eat out any of the others. Seriously, kissing a hot MILF while also eating out another woman. Fuck me Laurie, it has been some of the hottest sex of my life."
I finished peeling the label off my beer bottle and once again looked at my wife. She was absolutely destroyed; I could see it all rolling over her features like waves on the breach. Anger, guilt, envy, fear, disappointment and worry.
"So what now?" she asked quietly.
"We divorce," I said simply.
[:::: - ::::]
Overall, aside from requiring time, our separation was simple. Laurie did try to talk with me about reconciliation a few times, but I always said no, her betrayal was too callous, too wounding.
From what I understand, she is no longer seeing her fuck buddies either. The shit hit the fan within twenty-four hours of my chat with Laurie. Each of them blamed each other and of course Laurie.
Laurie's father, my boss, was disappointed in his daughter and when it came out what I did, was also a little disappointed in me even as he acknowledged privately the red-blooded male in him was jealous of my revenge loving from five women, admitting he understood why I did what I did, but he had to support his daughter.
However, he was a good man and he helped me line up work with one of his mates, wished me well and we parted ways.
And of course, you're wanting to know if I am still shagging five women. Easy answer, no.
We took a hiatus for a couple of months when everything first blew up, then we did spend about six months fucking up a storm a few times a week while all of our divorces went through. I don't think I slept alone once during that entire time, sometimes one or two with me, sometimes more.
But all good things come to an end and one day I was round at Jill's with all the ladies and their kids. We were doing nothing but hanging out. I was helping the kids build a pillow fort while the mums were preparing lunch when Tracey showed up. She was the younger sister of Jill and Daisy. But one look at her and I was smitten, and everyone, kids included, knew it. For the rest of the afternoon, I was polite but stealing glances at her any time I thought I could get away with it. Tracey for her part was blushing and stealing her own chanced looks.
It was perhaps two weeks later that Tracey and I started to formally date. She knew I had been sleeping with her sisters as well as the other three women for revenge. She was apprehensive, but we had 'the talk' and Tracey insisted that any relationship between us was monogamous; fidelity paramount. After I agreed with no hesitation, she also spoke with the others about it and aside from losing a bed partner, they were okay with giving me up so that Tracey and I had a chance.
Our first-time making love, I think Tracey was trying to compete with her sisters. The next day when Jill and Daisy saw me, they howled in laughter commenting that I looked like a worn-out husk, while grinning and congratulating Tracey on picking up one hell of a man.
These days, almost three and a half years later. I still get overly affectionate hugs from my sisters-in-law, or any of the other three women when we see them, but we never cross a line past a little innocent flirting.
Tracey is pregnant with our second right now. Our daughter is her spitting image and Auntie Jill and Auntie Daisy dote on my little Betsy like only a close family could.
One evening, all three women came waltzing in the house, a whirlwind of shopping bags, baby things and just general noise, of course, six children between them including my daughter didn't help the volume.
I kissed my wife and daughter, as we all ushered the kids into our lounge room for a movie, I then gave my sisters-in-law kisses on the cheek as they grinned at me.
"What?" I said looking at the Cheshire cat grins they had on their faces.
"Guess who we saw today?" Daisy proudly said, I looked a Tracey, and she was blushing.
"Ryan Renyolds?" I said absently, knowing that Tracey had a crush on the actor. Then again even I could admit he wasn't bad looking, and I was a fan of Deadpool.
"No stupid," Jill exclaimed in a friendly tone. "Laurie."
"Really," I said raising an eyebrow. "And how is the old gal?"
"I think she has seen better days," Daisy explained almost gleefully, as she unpacked several packets of pasta into our pantry. They both lived together with their kids in a house less than a block away, but our house, much newer and larger, was the centre of the family so they spent almost as much time here as they did at home.
I grabbed a beer, sat at the kitchen table, the same one that I was sitting at when Laurie and I had our chat and took a sip.



"How so?" I asked.
"She had too much fake gold bling on," Daisy told me. "And seriously, that really bad spray tan gone almost bright orange looks like crap. Add to the fact she's lost a lot of weight, and not in a good way. Those breast enhancements now look really out of place on her frame. But then, when she realized who we were, she came striding across to us like a woman on a mission."
I chuckled, as did the twins, however Tracey looked upset.
"So, what happened?" I asked drawing the phrase out.
Jill and Daisy smiled.
"Well," Jill told me taking over the story. "She storms over and puts her hands on her hips and thrusts her tits out and ignoring the fact of the kids with us, says "So are you two still fucking my husband?""
I laughed, while Tracey blushed.
"What did you do?" I pointedly asked my wife; as she went a deeper shade of red as her two older sisters laughed louder.
Jill swallowed her laughter after a moment, then explained. "My little sister calmly stood, looked over at the kids who were too busy eating their happy meals to notice anything and then she stares Laurie in the eyes and states, "Your husband? Sorry whore, but that's now my job as Tony's wife.""
"Your ex just looked at Tracey for a few moments, then must have figured out we were related. "You mean he's fucking three sisters?" Daisy explained doing a bad imitation of Laurie's voice. "But in the next moment my little sister surprised all of us by sending a loud resounding crack through the entire eatery, in a single move she slapped the shit out of Laurie sending her sprawling to the ground."
Daisy grinned at Tracey. "Seriously ten points sis, you did something Jill and I have wanted to do for years!"
My wife blushed deeper as the surprise showed on my face. Of course, she knew all about the end of my marriage with Laurie, but has always told me that if she ever saw Laurie, she would just walk the other way.
"I couldn't help it," Tracey said joining the conversation at last. "When she came over and I heard the bragging about you being 'her' husband I got upset. When she accused you of sleeping with all three of us I kind of lost it. I mean I know your history with Jill and Daisy, but seriously, your mine Tony, no one else's."
I grinned at her and gave her a wink letting her know it was alright, she gave be a coy smile in return as I opened my arms and she slid into the place she belonged.
"I felt horrible, never have I felt so angry and upset. But I helped her to her feet," Tracey explained. "Then I thanked her for cheating on you and releasing you to be with me.
"Her confidence was shattered, her hand was on her cheek where I slapped her, but then she noticed my wedding ring and that I was pregnant, and she sank back down crying."
"It was hilarious," Daisy said smiling. "She came over wanting to start something and then I think when she saw Tracey's condition along with the new handprint, she finally understood what she had done and lost."
I looked at all three sisters. Daisy was smiling, and Jill was making movements with her mouth caught between happy and trying not to laugh too much, but Tracey looked a little mournful.
"I think I feel sorry for her," my wife told us. "I mean she had you and gave you away. From what I understand there was no love in her affairs with those men, just sex. But she lost you and we got you."
She then bent her head up and my lips descended to meet hers while her sisters giggled and clucked, as I ran my hands over her pregnant belly.
"Don't feel sorry for her," I told Tracey. "She chose her path. That she is still upset about it is not our problem."
Tracey sighed, "I know, I know."
For the rest of the evening, we talked around Laurie and the past. Tracey was a little morose while her sisters were happy at Laurie's downfall since she caused their own marriages to implode. But they were happy, Jill was getting serious with a guy from her work, while Daisy had been dating a friend of mine for the past eighteen months. I kept rubbing my wife's pregnant belly and letting her know it was alright for her to feel a little bad for Laurie. But to not forget that my ex's screw up was her fortune.
Me, I felt like the luckiest man in the world. I had a wonderful wife and daughter, a second child on the way, a son, though we hadn't told anyone and of course, some sexy sisters-in-law that had my back anytime I needed it. My ex, I had learned, was a shell of her former self having ended up with several STD's that destroyed her sex drive following our divorce. Now she could not find the intimacy she once had with me, as anyone worth a damn saw her as the wrung out broken hag she was, which did make me smile.
Yep, I can still be a bit of an asshole.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I think this is my shortest story to date, and I wrote the first draft in just a couple of hours. My aim with this one was to hit as many clichés as possible while not taking the emotion that is inherent in being betrayed too seriously.
Just keep in mind that it's only a story, it's not real life and shouldn't be taken any other way then a little bit of a distraction from everyday life.
See you in the next story where we will likely get serious again.
Cheers
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
As a species we are genetically dispositioned to be looking for the partners that are the best match to us. We look for the healthiest, fittest, best-looking mate that we can find. The concept is that health and vitality are linked to looks, which when it comes to mating, has the greatest chance of producing the best offspring, ...or something like that.
Now, I am not the greatest looking man in the world. If you met me, you would think I am fit, tall and slim, but not someone you would look at twice. My wife on the other hand, well I think I am punching well above my weight. She is as beautiful today as the day we met over twenty-four years ago and she is ten times more talented than I am. I know that when it comes to us, I am the lucky one.
The concept of this story is a melding of the drive to find good genetics and the pain of not being the best-looking person (or the least good-looking person in the room). Much like a beauty and the beast style tale, I created this story as a bit of a look into the emotions of how one with low self-worth view's 'self'.
This story is broken into four parts, so keep an eye out for each as they get posted.
Last, a big shout out to my editing team, you guys rock!
I hope you enjoy, 'Through the Fire'.
[:::: Through the Fire - Part 1 ::::]
[:::: 1 ::::]
Everything was in darkness, the swirling clouds billowed around us with menacing promise. Our surrounds were hard, but it was better than the alternative. From above us water cascaded over our prone forms as we huddled, hiding. While we waited, the two of us tried to contain our emotions. While it wasn't said, neither of us thought we would survive this night.
I don't think I had ever been so scared, and knowing there was nothing we could do, I pulled his arm around me and tried to hold in my tears. I wanted to be brave until the end.
For long moments, we stayed still, hardly moving, hardly breathing, the falling water the dominant sound around us as we tried to hide from the danger.
Then the light appeared, at first it was fleeting, flicking in and out, casting long shadows before it disappeared, and we were again plunged into darkness. I dared to open my eyes and through the dimness that now permeated the room, I could see his arm was wrapped around me, strong and firm. I could see it was smudged with grime caused in our mad dash to try and find safety, however, each hair on his arm stood on end in alert as we knew we could not escape.
Later I cried out a moment, then I felt him pull me closer and again tell me it was going to be alright.
Once again, the light came, this time stronger, illuminating the room and we both tightened our grips on each other. This time we looked at the light source as it flickered through the gloom, its orange glow illuminating towels and shampoo, bath toys and toothbrushes.
"Dad?" I sobbed.
"Shhh Theo," he told me pulling me even tighter against him as again the light entered the room, this time forcefully. "It's going to be alright, let me protect you."
This time the light stayed with us, and within moments the room was brilliantly lit, despite no power in the house. The room was illuminated as if every light was on throughout the house and focused on us. The two of us huddled down into the bathtub filled with water as he tried to cover me, and the light began to dance on the bathroom vanity in front of us.
The crackle of flames quickly surrounded us, and the heat, which moments ago was annoying suddenly became unbearable. The scream when it came was loud in my ears and I quickly came to understand it was me screaming, not Dad. The water, which had initially offered us its protection, had quickly evaporated in the heat of the flame, now turning to steam as the bath cracked and liquid spilled onto the floor evaporating almost instantly. The steam was now causing almost as much trouble to our bodies as the flames themselves.
Once the water had evaporated, my clothes ignited, and my skin was blistering as the light in the room around us grew. But even as I burned Dad tried to protect me. I could smell us cooking and Dad was groaning. He cried out my mother's name. He prayed that he could save me, using his body to try and shelter mine even as we both were burned like we were inside an oven.
Everything in my world was pain, everything hurt and there was not a shadow left in the room as everything began to come apart and drown us in the light of flame that would forever change not just us, but so many lives by those we left behind.
[:::: 2 ::::]
For long moments, we stood there looking at each other, wondering why, but for different reasons.
"Seriously Brian. How could you not tell we were just keeping time," Ava scolded me like I was the dumbest person on the planet. Then, in retrospect, I wondered if perhaps I was that dumb.
I shrugged, "I thought we were moving towards something."
"Stupid," she scolded me. "If we were doing that, wouldn't you think we would have slept together? I mean four months Brian; four months, I've been putting up with your shit."
"My shit..." I stopped, suddenly tired and feeling very over being taken for granted. "Ava, why are you here?"
I had thought that Ava and I had been in a relationship. We'd now known each other four months and she had been my girlfriend for the past three; we met through one of my workmates girlfriends at a weekend get together. We had been out a number of times, she had managed to bring me out of my shell a little, and while we hadn't slept together yet, there had been some make out sessions. I thought it would have only been a matter of time before progressing to the next level. This breakup conversation was not what I was expecting.
"I came to get my stuff," she told me, arms now crossed over her chest as she looked up at me with scorn.
"What stuff," I replied gruffly, now getting pissed at her. She had ghosted me for the past week, and I was already annoyed at her when she sent me a text earlier explaining she would come to my place tonight but offering no other information.
Again, in retrospect, stupidly, I thought we would have dinner together, talk about our weeks and she would explain why she had been avoiding me when I thought we had been building a relationship.
My riposte about her 'stuff' at least had her blushing at my response, though there was more menace in her stance than regret. At twenty-four, Ava was a slightly overweight blonde, with brown eyes and pudgy hands. She had an attractive face and I will admit her cleavage drew my gaze more than once. I had thought she was attractive. I had also assumed we got along well enough, and that would grow into something more, or so I thought until a few minutes earlier when I opened the door to see a look of disdain on her face.
"My bag and things, that stuff," she said cryptically. She wanted something I had, but even in the process of breaking up with me was trying to hide her intention to get what she wanted without telling me what it was. Then the light bulb went off in my head.
"Wait here," I told her and without another word, I turned and walked into my bedroom.
I came back a moment later, throwing a pink bag at her feet. It was a bag she brought around a few weeks earlier when she talked about staying the night but never did.
"Go now," I ordered her tersely as she opened the zip of her bag, rummaging through it as if looking for something in particular.
"Where is it?" she said sharply, gazing at me with a look that was a single facial muscle short of a sneer.
"Where is what?" I responded playing ignorant.
"The bangle," she said simply.
"Oh, you mean this," I replied, displaying an ornate bangle, that I bought her last month, twirling it around my middle finger. It was worth about a hundred and fifty dollars. Ava saw it and fell in love with it, so trying to impress my new girlfriend I bought it for her. She left it here last time she visited and now she obviously wanted it back but not me.
"That's it, give it to me Brian and I will be out of your life," she told me with a grimace, knowing that I had what she wanted.
"Nope," I said snidely. "This was for my girlfriend, which you are not. So go, leave my life, but the bangle stays with me."
"Fuck you Brian, its mine," she snarled back. "Seriously I don't know why I agreed to go out with you. You're a freak Brian, you hear that, a fucking freak and everyone told me I was a fool to go on one date with you, let alone several. The only thing that made it bearable was that you bought me things. Give me the bracelet, Crispy."
While it annoyed me to hear her say everyone called me a fool, which I knew was a lie, the sudden use of that nickname enraged me. It was a nasty taunt from my childhood that had dogged my heels for years, thanks to the disfigurement that covered over half my large six-foot-four burly body. Ava had never called me that before, but it told me she had been talking to people I didn't like.
"Get out," I hissed in a low and menacing voice. "Get out of my house, and never, ever, speak to me ever again."
She did the opposite of what I wanted, putting her hands on her wide hips and laughed as she looked up at me. "Why Crispy? Did I hit a sore spot?" she snarled at me. "Or how about the fact that for the past two weeks, I have been in bed with Brian DuMont. He's so into laughing about everything he takes from you Crispy. Your women, and even your pride. He's everything you're not. He's handsome, has a body like a Greek god and his endowment, it..."
She didn't get to finish her statement.
Brian DuMont and I met back in primary school. He was a French transfer student who joined our school in third grade, his father having moved to Australia for work. He had an accent and spoke multiple languages including English, French and German. His family had money and he had the 'popular' gene.
By contrast, I was everything he wasn't. I was not a small kid, actually I was one of the largest in the school, while Brian DuMont was the smallest boy in his class. He hated me from the first moment he laid eyes on me. He coined the name 'Crispy' within a week of joining school. The nickname coming from the hideous burn scars that even still today cover most of my body. That includes both my arms and a good portion of the left side of my face that can be easily seen by anyone.
Brian DuMont hated that he shared the same first name as someone who looked like me and was constantly making it his mission in life to humiliate me as much as possible, taking any opportunity he could to screw me over. Stealing my chubby girlfriend, wasn't above him. Ava didn't know it, but she'd be out of his bed and single within hours of leaving here today. Once she told him how I'd thrown her out, her usefulness to the French prick would be complete.
Now I am against violence, but before Ava could finish her sentence, I grabbed her by the arm and forcibly moved her out the front door of my house. That was followed a moment later by her pink bag which thumped heavily against her pink Nissan Micra parked on my driveway. While she was standing there in shock, I slammed the front door shut, not caring what she did next and walked into the kitchen, dumping the desired bracelet into the bin and then in a moment of inspiration, scraped my raw, left over chicken scraps over the top of it.
Stalking the few steps to the fridge, I grabbed and cracked a beer, drinking the thing in almost a single pull. Then let out an angry belch to which of course no one replied.
With the steam I was sure was pouring out my ears right now, I likely could have cooked dinner there and then had the human body the capability to turn emotion into energy. It wasn't just that I was annoyed that I had been preparing dinner for two or that Ava was being a bitch. I knew she could be, so that hadn't really surprised me. It wasn't even that fucking Brian DuMont had again caused me grief. No, it was my life in general and the way the world treated me.
Never one to waste good food, I cooked while I fumed, and then ate dinner. I have to admit though, I almost pushed my knife and fork through my food and into the ceramic of the plate several times. I drank another beer before stomping up my hallway to the shower like a little kid being told off by a parent. I knew I was acting childish, but I could easily justify my behaviour to myself. As I raged, I stopped myself just short of damaging my house. I stripped, and entering the shower noticed I was still a little dirty from the day's work.
I worked as a labourer for a local landscaping company. It was good honest work and being a bigger guy, I had the strength to do it well. For the most part the guys I worked with ignored my scars and disfigurement, and when my looks did come up, they were about the only group of people that never used it as an excuse to treat me like a freak. This was how I knew that Ava was bullshitting me about the 'fool' comment, since I met her through these guys and I knew they had my back.
One time, my boss had hired a guy that must have known DuMont and he kept calling me Crispy all day, laughing and trying to get everyone else to join in. He didn't return the next day. I learnt he was let go when the team took their complaints to the boss.
After a few minutes of just letting the hot water pour over me as I continued to fume, I grabbed my shower gel and almost twisted the safety cap off the bottle along with the plastic neck I was still so annoyed. I learnt in the years after my skin grafts that failure to keep myself clean resulted in skin infections. I was much more susceptible to infections than normal people, so soap, shower gel and keeping clean was a must.
Stepping out of the shower and drying off, I paused to inspect myself in the mirror. Overall, I was a tall barrel-chested guy. I had long brown hair that came down past my shoulders. On the job site I tied my hair into a ponytail, however outside of work I used it to cover my face. The first of my patchwork of scars, was visible a little to the left side of my forehead and then covered two thirds of my left eye, cutting down over my cheek and over the left side of my mouth in a fairly straight line before finally moving down over my chin and neck. My left ear had been reconstructed, but was a mockery of my original ear, so I kept my hair over it most of the time.
My chest and torso were the least scarred, only my left pectoral was marked by the discoloration that comes with skin grafts. However over ninety percent of my back was a patchwork of scars, skin grafts and burn discolorations where my skin never properly healed itself.
My left arm, from shoulder to wrist looked like it was from a horror movie; as I grew and hit puberty, the skin couldn't stretch like that of a usual adolescent and as such my left arm was more purple veins through translucent skin than a normal looking healthy arm. My right arm, with much lighter scarring, still showed the ordeal I had been through.
Even my backside had not been spared, following the hideous pattern of my back and continuing down both of my legs. Though I was fit and muscled, anyone who saw me naked outside of a medical setting would likely run screaming from the room. Once I became a teenager, for a time, I refused to be seen by anyone, including my family without a long-sleeved shirt or long pants on.
By now you're wondering, how did the scarring happen, how was it that I ended up with such massive burns to the majority of my body that Brian DuMont used to bully me, women like Ava to taunt me and more than one child to run screaming in tears when they saw me?
Well, when I was five years old, my parents had been out for dinner with friends and the sixteen-year-old girl next door, Tilly, was charged with looking after my three-year-old sister, Harper, and me.
The fire started out in the kitchen, apparently a faulty oven that hadn't shut off correctly and by the time that the smoke alarm went off, Tilly who was watching TV, could do almost nothing.
She managed to get to my room and drag my sleeping body out the door, while coughing and wheezing from the smoke. But by the time she turned to go back in and get Harper the house was well ablaze. Still half asleep and worried for my little sister, I ran back into the house to get Harper, ignoring Tillys cries, not truly understanding the danger I was in.
When the firefighters arrived and got into the house with a sobbing Tilly being held back from running in after us by neighbours, they found me hunched over Harper in the corner of her room with flames crawling up the walls. My clothes were on fire as was over half my body as I wrapped myself around my sister to try and protect her from the flames. Harpers arm that wasn't covered by my body was also on fire and we were both screaming despite smoke choking our lungs.
To this day I cannot praise those firefighters enough, brave men that risked their lives to save us. If they would have been a few minutes later, neither Harper nor I would have made it. Both of us were carried out and rushed to a hospital where after immediate emergency burns treatment to stop further damage, I was kept in an induced coma for almost ten days while they worked to save my life. When I woke up, I had no idea what had happened, only that I was a child whose body itched, and I couldn't move. As it was, I spent almost ten months inside a sterile burns tent, as they worked to keep my skin alive. My only contact with other people were my doctors and my parents, all who had to wear outfits that looked a lot like hazmat suits from the movies, because they were so worried about infection.
Harper had third degree burns along her right arm along with significant scarring. However, fortunately, she wouldn't have to endure the painful skin grafts that I required for the areas of my body where the skin was too damaged to survive. To this day, Harper is my most adamant supporter. To her I am her hero, the one that saved her from the burning house using my body to protect her. Throughout school, she was suspended five times due to starting fights with anyone she heard call me that dreaded nickname. Three times she was sent home for getting physical with Brian DuMont.
As for me, the surgeons did an amazing job with what they had to work with. After seven surgeries I had an almost normal looking face, even if I looked a little more like Frankenstein's monster than your average person.
For the first year after they released me from hospital I refused to go anywhere outside the house, throwing a tantrum any time Mum or Dad told me we were going out. But eventually with Harper's assistance they got me to go to places. I struggled, being openly gawked at. Parents gasped and I am sure I made my share of babies' cry as they saw the child with horrific burns.
I started school a couple of years late. In fact, I started the same year that Harper did and until high school we were in the same class. She was my best friend, my confidant and protector even though I was easily twice as large as the rest of the kids in my grade and as big as the kids' years ahead of us. Looking back, I know, if it wasn't for my little sister, I think I would have just stayed home and never learnt to read or write.
As I moved into high-school and puberty, I grew, to be the biggest of the kids in any grade. Dad's family had a long line of men who were big, fit, physical men, and very manly looking. Yes, the women were tall, but were very graceful. I had the genetics, so without any effort I started bulking up. As I grew, I quickly overtook most of my bullies who were years ahead of me, so they started teasing me behind my back. However, once they realised that I was a gentle giant it started again. I took it week after week. I knew I was an ugly beast, so I expected it. I kept to myself, did my schoolwork, and rarely spoke to anyone outside of Harper.



Upon graduation, I managed to pick up a job working for a local landscaping firm thanks to Dad's relationship with the owner Geoff. Geoff had known me for years and when I started work, had stern words with any of his crew that gave me any grief over my appearance.
Those first few months were rough, early mornings, long hot days, gruelling physical work. Landscaping is a lot of digging and wheelbarrowing dirt. I was strong, yes. But I had to build the stamina needed to move stuff all day long. By the time I had been working for Geoff a year, I was seen as one of his most steadfast guys.
He paid me well and encouraged me to attend the local TAFE, standing for Technical And Further Education, an Australian version of a community college, to earn a certification for structural landscaping. Two years later I had the diploma and with my job, lack of a social life and frugal spending habits, I had enough money to buy a house.
Usually, I didn't talk to anyone outside of my family or the guys at work. Even then, I rarely accepted the invites to head to the pub on a Friday arvo, Aussie slang for afternoon, when we finished work. They told me they had my back, but I didn't want to expose myself to ridicule. For example, to avoid the stares of most people, I did my shopping late on a Thursday night, using the self-service checkout. I wasn't quite a recluse, but too many reactions to how I looked encouraged me to avoid crowds of people whenever and wherever I could.
And girls? Pfft! I learnt very quickly to avoid any one-to-one contact with women outside of my mother and sister as much as possible. Early in high school, I fancied a girl, and it took me three months with Harpers encouragement to work up the nerve to even talk to her. I was surprised when I said hello, she talked back to me. I was even more surprised when two days later she came and asked me on a date.
But my surprise turned to humiliation when I turned up for the date, finding the girl making out with Brian DuMont and three of his friends while they laughed at me. When I got home early, Harper asked what happened, but I ignored her, hiding and recovering by myself in my room. It took her three days to get me to tell her what occurred, and the following Monday Harper got suspended for decking Brian DuMont and breaking the girl's nose.
When I got a little older and first moved into my place. I bumped into a nice-looking woman a few times late at night while shopping. She smiled at me and didn't cringe at my appearance too much. But when I worked up the nerve to talk to her, then subsequently asked her out, she tried to say no politely, that I wasn't her type. I got the message; I was a freak.
Lastly was Ava. One of the guys I worked with, Brad, had told me that his wife knew a girl who had been single for a while and wondered if I would be open to a blind date. I shrugged my shoulders with a 'why not' and attended the rare Saturday barbeque at his place meeting Ava.
When I met her, I wasn't put off by the chubby blonde. She was pleasant enough if a little needy. For the first time in a long time, I felt relaxed around a woman that wasn't part of my immediate family. A kiss as I dropped her off home after going to the movies, didn't set off fireworks, but it was my first real kiss, and it was pleasant none the less.
Viewing myself as a hideously scarred freak, I was happy to settle for what I could get. In my wildest fantasies in those few months, I dreamt about being able to lose my virginity to Ava.
Alas, as I stared at myself in the mirror today after my shower, I was ruminating over recent events, I knew that it wasn't to be. I walked into my room and climbed into bed and re-watched for the fourth time an episode of 'The Sandman' on Netflix. The dark and gloomy character, Dream, felt like he could be my best friend, but unlike me, he was smooth and good looking. I fell asleep feeling more alone and depressed than any other time in my life.
The following morning, I made myself a leisurely breakfast and spent an hour in my yard, mowing the lawn and working around my garden. In the middle of the grass, I had a wooden bench that I liked to sit on when I had time and take in the surrounds. I had planted several flowering plants and fruit trees when I first moved in. I enjoyed my time tending them, weeding, pruning, and mulching. While I didn't have a huge property, what I did have, had grown over the years, was well tended, green and lush. Best of all, no one bothered me. I had only met my neighbours briefly, I avoided them and after meeting them and being polite, they also granted me the reciprocal once they saw me.
After my morning in the yard, working out my frustrations from the night before. I grabbed a shower and changed before jumping in my three-year-old Toyota Hilux and headed over to my parent's home. Mum, Dad, Harper and her boyfriend, Trey, all immediately picked up on my melancholy mood. It didn't take much for them to get it out of me.
Harper snorted as I finished the PG version of the tale, minus the swearing and sexual references for my parent's sake.
"She was a fat whiny bitch anyway Bro," my sister spat indignantly on my behalf.
"Harper Bronwen Other," my Mum stated in that mum tone, she used when you knew you were in trouble, "Watch your tongue."
I snorted and when Harper noticed, she smiled.
"Brian," my sister said turning serious and placing a hand on my arm. "When you find the right woman, she won't see the scars, she will see the man on the inside, the real handsome one and the hero that I adore."
I nodded; Harper said things like this to me all the time, I didn't see it, but it was easier to agree with her then endure an argument.
For the next month, things went on as usual. I did hear through the guys at work that Ava hadn't even spent an hour with DuMont before he publicly dumped her in front of a crowd at a popular café. She had been further shunned by several of her girlfriends when it was found out what she had done, several of them being the partners of the guys I worked with. When the guys told me, I smiled and shook my head, but said nothing other than telling everyone to get back to work.
These days, I was the 'leading hand' on one of Geoff's four landscaping crews and we had some lucrative contracts with our local councils. We did a lot of the gardens that you see around parks and highways. They aren't always the most colourful, but they are designed as greenways that absorbed noise and pollution, and our teams did a good job.
We were finishing up a job one Wednesday, about two months after the 'Ava Incident' as the guys at work called it, when Geoff pulled in and walked up to me with purpose.
"Hey Brian, you look just about finished here," he stated.
"Yeah," I nodded in reply. "And a day early too, the earth didn't have the clay in it that the report told us, so it was a lot easier to dig out." I told him referring to the retaining wall and gardens surrounding an area that would be turned into a kid's playground in the next month.
"Good, good," he replied distracted. "Look Brian I was wondering if I could talk to you about something."
My boss's tone caught me off guard, this was something more personal and he was hesitant to ask me about it.
"Yes?" I replied cautiously.
"Look you know we have that fundraiser coming up?" he asked.
I nodded, knowing the one. Three times he had asked me to attend, three times I had said no. Geoff was one of the businesses sponsoring a day out and charity event for the children in the Burns Unit for our city's hospital. The event was a day out for the kids and to help raise funds for some new medical equipment that the government didn't have in its budget.
Yes, yes, I know I am a burns victim myself, and I knew it was a good cause. But seeing other burns victims, much less kids, was frightening for me and very, very, emotional. The thought of seeing them after my own experience, let alone being in a crowd of people that I believed would judge me, drove me just a little crazy.
"Sorry Brian," Geoff told me with a concerned expression on his face. "I'm not asking you to attend, I know you're not comfortable going. But I was wondering if you could help with the setup. I had Baz, helping out, but he's come down with the flu and I don't think he's going to be up for it Saturday morning..."
I left him hanging for a moment before I sighed.
"Sure," I replied, and he exhaled. "But just the setup. After that I'm gone."
[:::: 3 ::::]
The event had taken over New Farm Park, one of the larger grounds around Brisbane. I collected a map of the layout from Geoff; the map outlining where we were helping, and I got to work.
I was impressed at the layout of the event that used the expansive acreage of the park quite innovatively. The organisers had pulled out all the stops. There were rides for kids and adults alike, stalls that would be selling all types of nick-nacks, food trucks selling sweet and savory dishes, a concert stage with charity auctions, fashion shows and even a concert in the later evening.
It boggled my mind, that with the expense going into putting this event together, they would even cover costs, the permits and insurance must have cost a fortune, let alone make any money for charity. When I talked to Geoff about it later, he laughed and agreed, but then pointed out that the amount of people and marketing involved generated a lot more revenue for not just the machines that were needed but the supporting companies as well. Besides most of the people were volunteers and the equipment was being provided for near to cost, being this was all for a good cause.
By getting our crews involved, Geoff expected to get a handful of new jobs and a whole lot of kudos for the company. Before sending me back to help move chairs into a large tent, he also pointed out that the kids that this benefit was held for would also be getting a much-needed day out.
I had to admit that it was true the kids could always use a day out of the unit. When I was in the burn's unit myself, I was often so bored. There were only so many times you could watch the same half dozen VHS tapes of cartoons. Then over the many months after I was out of the sterile tent, I wanted to see more than just the trees outside the windows of the Burns Unit.
I learnt that the setup for the afternoon had been going on for almost a week. However, even in the few hours in the morning I spent the time lugging equipment around, I found it strange that people for once didn't look at me with fear or pity, instead they gave me an appraising glance and asked if I was looking forward to the afternoon and evening.
Most of them were so earnest, it was one of those few times that my bitterness didn't raise up and bite back, so I just smiled and said it should be great weather for an afternoon out. A couple of times I got asked for a business card. I was wearing one of Geoff's shirts and happily handed them out. I always kept a supply in my wallet.
About eleven, I got a text from Geoff to make my way over to the main staging area, so as I arrived, I was surprised to find Harper and Trey standing with Geoff. Now I haven't mentioned Trey except in passing. He is of course Harpers boyfriend, and I would say outside of work and family he's about the only other guy that I can easily speak with. He's my age, meaning he was two years ahead of Harper and I in school. They met at university, and he was not put off by either Harpers arm or my face and body burns. It turned out he has an older sister with Down Syndrome, so disabilities did not faze him in the slightest.
Usually, Trey followed my sister wherever she went. I was under no illusions that they were going to end up married. Six months ago, they had moved in together and Mum had been hinting at potential grandkids in the future to which Harper just laughed.
Walking up to the group including my work colleagues, sister and her boyfriend. I hugged Harper and then shook Trey's hand.
"Hey Bro," Harper stated, smiling at me. "You been helping out this morning?"
I nodded. "Yeah, Baz came down unwell, so I'm filling in, I'll be off in a bit."
"No, no, no," my sister said shaking her head. "Here."
"Here is a change of clothes," she told me while thrusting a backpack into my arms and pointing to a tent. "Go get changed over there and come back, you're with us this afternoon."
All three of them saw the expression of panic on my face. Me, the public, lots of people? Not something I wanted.
"Brian," Trey said quietly. "It would mean a lot to Harper if you stayed. You don't need to do anything other than stay by our side, and you don't need to talk to anyone you don't want to okay?"
I looked at Trey, then Geoff who was looking smug, then lastly, I looked at the pleading expression on my little sister's face. Geoff and Trey both knew that if there was any way to get me to stay, then she would be it.
I sighed.
"Alright," I said defeated. Harper started to squeal, and I held up my scarred left hand. "But I'm not talking with anyone I don't want to, and at the first freak comment I'm out of here."
I returned a few minutes later feeling more exposed than ever before. Harper had packed me a pair of jeans and a blue short sleeved shirt I only ever wore around home. Any time I left the house I always wore long sleeves to hide my burns. But I could hardly complain, Harper had also donned a singlet that showed the large burn scars up and down her arm.
She locked her arm into mine. Smiling broadly, she proceeded to point me in the direction she wanted me to go. However, before we started walking, I noticed someone.
"Hey Baz," I said to the person coming up behind Geoff. He turned.
"Hey Baz," he also said before turning to look at me and then back to Baz, "Glad to see you're feeling better."
"Yeah Baz, miraculous recovery," I added sarcastically. Both had the good grace to blush. I looked down at my sister who still had her arm locked in mine and she beamed, knowing her conspiracy had the outcome she wanted.
"Brian, bro, you're going to have a great afternoon," she told me as she led me away from the crowd and towards the food trucks. "I'd like you to buy me one of those pulled pork sandwiches..."
You know what, after the food and wandering where my sister wanted, she was right, I was having a great afternoon. Harper never let go of me for more than a moment and I felt happy.
We walked through some of the stalls that were still doing last minute setup. A few times she knew the vendor and introduced me as her brother who had saved her life when we were kids. I was surprised when several of the vendors called me a selfless hero and after seeing my burns, would not accept payment when I went to pay for something that caught Harpers eye.
I was also surprised when we ran across a couple of our original doctors that had been with us as kids. Both times they hugged Harper and me, telling us how good we both looked. I think they were being polite, especially to me, but they smiled and spent a good half hour walking around with us, introducing us to various people they knew. They were also taking a page from Harpers book, explaining that I was one of the bravest people they knew, selflessly running into a fire to save my sister and then using my body to shield her at my own expense.
Again, the vendors would not accept payment for our dessert. The word hero was being brandished about liberally, and while I blushed, I must admit it felt good not to be looked at with disdain or like a freak.
As the day progressed, our parents turned up, and Mum hugged me like she hadn't seen me in months, telling me how proud she was of me for coming out for the event. Even my father gave me a hug and smiled, I was surprised when the word hero also passed his lips during conversation.
Harper was beaming after each chat, and I could tell she was trying to hold in a 'I told you so' as I worked to hide the smile that was threatening to break out on my face. Everywhere we went throughout that afternoon I wasn't the hideous hulk, I felt like I was someone, like a real person.
We were having a great time and then the kids from the unit arrived.
The Burns Unit had hired a couple of special transport buses that could drive the kids the ten minutes from the hospital to the park. Unfortunately, not all the kids could come, some were too sick, or the risk of infection was too high. But when I asked, the doctors told me that a special meal, entertainment and toys were being brought to those kids, so they didn't totally miss out.
When the buses arrived and they started unloading the kids, the group I was standing with, including my parents, Harper, Trey, Geoff, two of my childhood doctors plus a half dozen of my workmates and their partners, were able to help usher the kids through the public to the area reserved for them.
No one questioned it when we parted the crowd, we just helped.
As I watched the kids, I saw in their faces they were unsure how they would be seen by the grownups. I got a small window into what adults may have thought of me when I was a scared child covered in horrendous burns. I watched as everyone moved out of the way. Most smiled with looks of pity, some turned away, and I saw a number of ladies, wipe a tear away as the procession of kids made their way through the groups of people.
Most of the kids were able to walk, their burns and scars healed enough or not dire enough to require too much assistance. But there were also those in wheelchairs, deemed fit enough to come out for the afternoon, but not strong or well enough to move under their own power.
As we slowly made our way with the kids, the crowd continued to part for us. I felt the injustice of these kids unable to play, run, jump or in some more extreme cases move without help. But they were here, and this entire event was, in a sense, just for them. As we moved into the games area, the stalls ready with various arcade amusements, I smiled while at the same time felt a tear roll down my scarred cheek as I watched various groups of children try their luck.
"Are you alright Brian," I heard Harper ask me at one point, watching a group of four kids play a ring toss and each win a toy. I sniffed as I watched another group giggle, placing the ping pong ball in the mouth of a carnival clown. I looked back and forth, both wanting to laugh at the scene, and cry out in anguish for the unfairness that was my... I mean their lives.
I swallowed.
"Yes," I whispered hoarsely. "Harper, I... I feel I have been so wrapped up in my own selfishness. I mean these kids... I could have spent..."
I let my shoulders slump forward. I should never have avoided the Burns Unit. When Harper or my parents or my doctors asked, I should have been there, not hidden away.
Feeling overwhelmed I fell to my knees, watching as each child, won a prize at each game, no matter what the outcome of the game. I felt my heart break as I saw two kids, most likely a brother and a sister, play a game together. The sister was in a wheelchair, most of her hair gone, her burns covered almost as much of her body as mine did. Her brother was also burned, both his arms were wrapped as was one of his legs. I couldn't help but stare as Harper who was holding me, saw where I was looking. She smiled.
The little girl was whopping as her brother had played the game for her and he was proudly accepting a large pink unicorn on her behalf. Both were beaming and I was rocking backwards and forwards, feeling like it was Harper and I all those years ago.
"Common Brian, let me introduce you," My sister said after a few moments, helping me to my feet and over to the children.
There was security all around the kids now they were in the games area, the public were not allowed too close as the kids were being shown a good time. But Harper was known to them and the three of us, including Trey, were let through immediately.



"Hey Tim, hey Sonia," Harper said greeting the two with a very large smile on her face. "How are my favourite twins?"
Both their heads turned at Harpers voice and their faces suddenly had megawatt smiles.
"Harper!" they both cried out in unison.
"Look Harper," the little girl said holding up the unicorn. "Tim won me this toy."
"You're such a good brother Tim, Sonia is a lucky sister," Harper praised the lad. I stood there silently, not knowing what to say. It was then that both Tim and Sonia noticed me standing behind Harper and their eyes went wide.
"Who are you," Tim asked looking me up and down. "You look like us, only bigger."
Harper laughed and reached for my hand.
"Do you remember when I told you about my big brother who saved me from the fire when I was around your age?" she asked them, and they both nodded. "Well, this is my hero, my big brother Brian."
I bent down and shook Tim's hand and with permission from the attending nurse who was pushing Sonia's wheelchair around, I gave Sonia a kiss on her cheek.
"Are you really THE Brian?" Sonia asked in awe. I looked at Harper and she grinned.
I smiled and nodded. Her burns really were almost as bad as mine. Harper told me later she had been through several surgeries already. With the advancement in plastic surgery over the years, she would look a lot better than me, but it would be tough for her none the less.
"Tim was brave like you Mr Brian," she told me. "He saved me when our house caught on fire. Tim is my Hero."
I looked at Tim and he beamed but then got serious.
"But I couldn't save Mum and Dad or Steph," the boy said, and they both looked like they were going to break down.
"Hey now," I said, trying to again reign in my own tears. "Let's not dwell on sad things. How about we find something to be glad for?"
"Like what," Sonia said sniffing loudly as she recalled their lost family.
"Well," I replied thinking for a second. "How about meeting new friends like me."
Tim and Sonia tried to smile and then I had another thought.
"I know," I said smiling, thinking of something that always perked me up in the hospital as a kid. "I saw an ice cream van back there. I love chocolate-mint ice cream. How about you Tim?"
The little boy nodded, "Yeah that's my favourite too."
"What about you, beautiful Sonia?" I asked the little girl.
"I..." she hesitated, unsure if it was okay to smile. "I like strawberry."
"Then Strawberry for the brave princess it is then", I said like there was no other response that was appropriate.
Harper and I walked over with the kids and we each got an ice-cream. Then we spent the next half hour walking through the amusements. I won Tim a stuffed Lion, telling him that it was in payment for him winning his sister the unicorn and then we found a spot on a hill overlooking the stage in a VIP area that was for the kids and their guests only.
As we sat, I learned a little more from Harper and the kid's nurse. They had been in the Burns Unit for a little over eight months. The house fire had killed their parents and their older sister. Tim and Sonia had been rescued by firefighters, but they were unable to save the rest of the family. As orphans they were currently wards of the state and were living in the hospital until both were fit enough to leave together, into what was likely to be foster care.
Their nurse told me that most of the time they were brave for each other, but there were times where both kids broke down missing their parents and older sibling. I felt Harper slide her hand into mine and brush away an errant tear from my cheek as I heard their story, and I did the same for her more than once.
As the afternoon moved along, the public section of the venue was filling up with families. I was about to ask what was going on when almost every kid in the venue sent up a scream as movement on the stage occurred, that included Tim and Sonia. I don't know how, but the organisers arranged for the popular children's group 'The Wiggles' to attend the event, and for the next forty minutes, well known children's tunes were blasted out as every child that could dance and even those that couldn't, like Sonia in her wheelchair bobbed her head and sang along.
It was a little weird for me, as a couple of times, I laughed watching the kids dancing, it was so different, so alive. Sonia would hold out her hand and I would cautiously place her hand in mine and swing our hands lightly, while I moved my body to the music for the brave little girl. A couple of times, I swore I could feel someone looking at me. Not at us, but me and it wasn't the usual, 'you're a freak' stare, it felt more intimate, personal. But when I looked around, I couldn't see anyone other than the kids, Harper, Trey and their nurse paying us any attention.
Afterwards the members of the group came out and greeted many of the children in the VIP area. A photographer took photos of the Wiggles as they greeted their little fans.
I was surprised when the group, in their colourful clothes, asked both Harper and I to pose with them in the photos with Tim and Sonia. Harper was of course a natural, and I think I pulled it off.
Later, there were more tears as the kids were all wheeled to the busses for transport back to the hospital. I promised that I would come to see Tim and Sonia soon, Sonia making me do a pinkie promise before she would let them put her on the bus.
"You're a good man Brian Other," Trey said placing his hand on my shoulder and an arm around my sister who was openly crying as the buses headed off.
"Thanks," I replied a little hoarsely, waving and supplying a smile to the retreating busses. "I... I am glad you got me to come today."
Harper turned to me with a gleam in her eyes.
"I knew you would help Brian," she told me. "Those kids have been through hell like we did. And while I have burns, you showed them today that even with full body scars there is life, and you can laugh. You're move with the ice-cream was perfect."
"Thanks. I think it helped me as much is it helped them. I feel... lighter, better, more alive," I told them and meant it. I then turned to look back at the event which was far from over. "So what now?"
Harper feigned a heart attack. "Be still my beating heart, did my brother just allude to the fact that he wanted to continue being seen in public?"
I laughed.
"Take it while you can get it sis," I replied. "I'm feeling good today."
[:::: 4 ::::]
My sister walked us back through the stalls and on the way, I met a few of Harper and Trey's friends. They greeted me warmly, not as a freak, but as Harper's big brother whom I learnt, she was always talking about me to them. I blushed more than once as she introduced me, and they talked to me like I was the duck's nuts.
Harper also introduced me to a few other adult burns victims that were, like me just making their way in the world without trying to be noticed too much and by the late afternoon there were almost two dozen of us hanging out and enjoying time together. For the very first time I felt like I was part of the crowd and appreciated, not just tolerated.
As the sun started setting, bands started taking their turns on stage and as a group we made our way down, singing and dancing. We ended up fairly close to the stage perhaps two hours later, as the MC, a lady from the local news, came out and announced the fashion show was about to begin.
She explained that the models and designers had donated their time for this event and each outfit would be auctioned off later in a special tent following the show, the entire proceeds going to the kids.
I was smiling and laughing, and I could see Harper was loving having her big brother out in the world with her. She hugged me almost as much as she did Trey, and it was good, for once, it was really good.
As the fashion show started, there were runway models and costumes from all over the world. As a group, we ooh'd and aah'd as models were introduced and strutted their stuff.
There were some wolf whistles for the girls as they walked the stage, then again, the same happened for the guys. But all of them were professional and never acknowledged the open gawking and cajoling.
I must admit I was jealous of the guys strutting their stuff, their flawless skin and looks that would make any girl swoon.
At one point I closed my eyes and wondered what it must be like to be desired like those models were. But I must have got lost in the moment, because suddenly there was a hush that went over the crowd. Opening my eyes, I wondered what was happening and I was surprised that one of the models, indeed she was the hottest woman I had ever seen had stopped mid-runway.
Even stranger is that she was staring at me.
At first, I thought she couldn't take her eyes off the freak, my burns and someone as beautiful as her was disgusted by my disfigurement. But as heartbeats went by, the murmurs in the crowd grew until the model, Lurandra was her name I recalled, pointed at me, then beckoned me with a single finger.
She was wearing a beautiful white evening gown, and it flowed down to her ankles where it flared out slightly almost but not quite into a wedding train.
There was no doubt in the way that Lurandra's eyes were locked with mine that she was beckoning me and not someone behind me. Like Moses and the Red Sea, the dozen or so people in front of me moved aside and I found myself standing as close to any woman than I ever had.
If there was a hush over the crowd before, with so many people in attendance, it was so quiet you could now hear a pin drop as the music stopped and everyone waited for what would happen next.
Lurandra had gotten down on her knees to the side of the stage, and with a gesture, had security let me through the barrier, drawing me up to the edge of the stage. Despite my height. I was still looking up at the famous model, wondering what this was all about, but not able to look away.
Her brown eyes were soft and inviting and I felt no threat as she reached down with both hands and with a hand on either cheek, she lent further down until our foreheads were touching. She closed her eyes and I also closed mine in response to the intimate touch.
Lurandra didn't flinch, didn't rub her hands over my scars, she just held me and breathed in and out as the crowd watched.
"My hero," she said what felt like ten minutes later, but was likely closer to ten seconds.
The statement caught me by surprise, and opening my eyes, I looked at her. Those gorgeous brown eyes, flawless smooth skin and big luscious lips. She still had my face in her hands as I wondered at the statement, her voice, chiming like a soft bell in the breeze.
But before I could react and ask why. She did something that no one before in my entire life had done. She again leant down, but this time she kissed me.
Now sure, I have been kissed. I mean, Mum and Harper had kissed me. But those were family signs of affection, nothing intimate or sexual in anyway. And yes, I had kissed Ava, at the time I was surprised that kissing her felt more like kissing my sister, it was okay, but I couldn't understand why poets wrote sonnets about it, why movies were written with kissing being all that. Kissing Ava was nice, but nothing earthshattering.
But as this stunning specimen of femininity, someone who had travelled the world and was sought after by fashion labels, fragrance vendors and the like, pressed her lips to mine, my world exploded.
Despite being surrounded by what was likely thousands of people and the backup of models down the runway. Lurandra, kissed me. Her hands held my cheeks, her soft lips touched mine and I felt their pressure, their need, their desire to have me kiss her back. I must have breathed in slightly as I parted my lips and I caught a breath of mint and freshness, but suddenly her tongue brushed my lips and still the kiss kept going.
My eyes were closed again and there was no one else. Great empires rose and fell. The earth heated and cooled, while cities grew and shrunk, still we kissed. Time was nothing, paused in that moment or speeding toward the certainty of the end and I just didn't care. Lurandra's lips were all consuming.
Then the moment passed, and she pulled back, still smiling at me. I stood their stunned and she began to stand up, leaving one hand on my cheek as she stood, then that was gone and I stood there motionless watching her retreat, strutting down the catwalk like nothing had happened.
As she disappeared at the end of the stage, the entire crowd broke into an enormous cheer. But I hardly heard it, still staring toward the end of the stage where she had disappeared. I brought a hand to my cheek, touching it where she had let her hand linger, and ran my tongue over my lips where her lips had just been on mine.
The rest of the evening was pretty much a blur after that. My back was patted and there were people I didn't know congratulating me. I know Harper, Trey, Mum, Dad, Geoff, Baz, and a number of others talked to me, but I had no idea what they said or how I replied.
By the time I got home, I fell directly into bed. As I drifted off, I was convinced that the entire thing must have been just a straight up publicity stunt. I mean, an international supermodel calls out the most hideously scarred person in the crowd, kisses him in front of everyone and saunters off? Was she just showing the world what a compassionate person she is? It would certainly make headlines and likely make her more millions.
Yet the words "my hero", the intimacy of her touch, the look in her eyes, the kiss; It didn't feel like a publicity stunt. It felt real, like she was connected to me.
Regardless, I fell asleep happy. I had my first real kiss and felt like perhaps, just perhaps I might be able to have a life, perhaps even the love of a special woman one day.
[:::: End of Part 1 ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I recall when I was young, a number of those old school television charity drives where they got celebrities to answer phones while we watched. One of those was a drive to raise funds for child burn victims which is where the plot for this story came from. I have met only a few burns victims in my life and none that have the scarring that I see when I see Brian in my mind. But those with burns have my utmost respect for pushing forward through the challenges they face.
Worse that there are people like Ava and DuMont that are so cruel that they would treat people like they did in this story is horrendous. So perhaps in the following parts we may find out a little more about how things go for them.
I'm also looking forward to sharing with you all, how in part two Brian acts in the aftermath of being kissed by a supermodel. But to pre-warn you have your tissues ready.
See you in part 2.
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
If you have yet to read part 1, I suggest that you do before starting on this one, there is context that is important for what we are about to read.
Now, this is the longest part of the series at a little under 19,000 words, there is a lot for us to get through so ensure you have a comfy chair, a pillow to lean on and a box of tissues ready.
Anyway, lets get back into the story.
When we finished part one, Brian was drifting off to sleep after being singled out in the crowd by a famous supermodel, Lurandra, and kissed for the world to see while she calls him her hero.
What happened next? Read on...
[:::: Through the Fire - Part 2 ::::]
[:::: 5 ::::]
The next morning was Sunday and was my one morning of the week that I allowed myself to sleep in, but by seven-thirty my phone was ringing constantly. After the third time of my phone vibrating on my bedside table in as many minutes, I accepted the call.
"What?" I said not even caring who the caller was that had interrupted a very nice dream in which a certain sexy supermodel was looking longingly into my eyes.
"Bro, are you up?" the excited voice of my sister sounded through my phone.
"Harper?" I replied, annoyance in my voice, "What the... It's Sunday and only seven..." I looked at my bedside clock. "...Thirty-three. Why the hell are you calling me?"
"You're everywhere Brian," Harper said ignoring my disdain. "And I do mean everywhere. Turn on your TV."
I groaned but reached over to the remote and flicked on the TV. It turned onto one of the morning talk shows. You know the ones; they talk about the "news" and all the social impact things happening in the world that don't actually mean a thing to anyone except creating gossip; only this time, the short rolling video clip that they were showing over and over again was of me. Well not just me, but the kiss that Lurandra gave me. With Harper still on the phone I turned the sound up on the TV.
"Recounting one of our top stories this morning. Yesterday was a major fund-raising event for burns victims in Brisbane's, New Farm Park. The event itself raised almost six hundred thousand dollars for new medical equipment, much of which will go for helping children. However, the question on everyone's lips is 'who' is the man that international super model, Lurandra stopped an entire fashion show for? Obviously, a burns victim himself, the unidentified man was beckoned forward and kissed in front of almost two thousand people.
"In trying to unwrap this mystery, later this morning in entertainment news, we take a look at Lurandras rise to fame and who this mysterious man might be when she said the whispered words, 'My hero'.
In other news..."
I was stunned. Never in my life had I wanted the spotlight and having never met a supermodel before, let alone been given the time of day by anyone who called themselves beautiful, I was in uncharted territory.
"Brian, you still there?" Harper asked me.
"Yeah..." I said absent mindedly.
She giggled.
"Trey says you looked really manly in the clip," she teased me, I snorted.
"Well, I did get to kiss a really hot woman," I said, smiling thinking again of her lips on mine. "I think he's just jealous that he only gets to kiss you."
"Hey," she said in mock anger. "I might not be a super model, but I know how to rock my man's world."
"Too much information Harper," I laughed, "Too much information."
We spoke for a few more minutes, and we speculated about why Lurandra may have singled me out from the crowd. Our chat was interrupted by Mum and Dad, joining in a conference call, also wanting to tell me about the news. I spent another half hour in bed, before just deciding that I wasn't going to get any more sleep and got up.
I spent a lazy Sunday around the house and even got a couple of looks from my neighbours as I mowed my front yard. For the first time ever when they looked at me I didn't look away, I smiled and waved, and they smiled back.
Perhaps being seen wasn't such a bad thing.
Monday at work, we started on a new public park that Geoff had gotten the approval to begin to create. The media were there, somehow having tracked me down, and I had a dozen reporters shove cameras in my face as I got out of my Hilux.
"Is it true that you're dating Lurandra?" one fired at me.
"How long have you two been seeing each other?" fired off another.
I stood stunned, frozen to the spot. After a minute I moved to tug my sleeves down to cover my scarred arms. One of the reporters noticed the movements and she quickly shot at me, "How did you get your burns?".
"Oi," Geoff shouted getting out of his truck and quickly moving to me. "I think you can all leave Brian alone!"
"Mr. Webb," the one who asked if I was dating the super model asked, "How long have you known about the relationship between Mr Other and Lurandra?"
Geoff's face darkened. "Now all of you listen here," he said menacingly, "What relationships Brian does or doesn't have is no interest of yours. He is a good worker, one of my best and right now, you are stopping him from doing his job. So, unless you want complaints lodged against your workplaces for harassment, I suggest you clear off and let us do our jobs."
With that Geoff pulled out his smart phone and snapped a picture of the half dozen people, making sure to get the logo's on their clothing, and equipment. Then without saying anything he led me back over to his truck and cast a glance at the gaggle of reporters still milling around.
"Ignore them Brian," he told me. "There are just opportunists, but they should leave us alone. Are you okay?"
I nodded my head and said nothing, before he gave me a smile and left me as I started to work. Whereas on the weekend I felt normal for the first time, the questions the reporters asked me for some reason made me feel humiliated and ashamed as if I felt unworthy of all the attention. In just a few short minutes my self-esteem had again collapsed and I couldn't figure out why. None of the questions were particularly bad, I just felt like I needed to hide away.
I spent the rest of the day just concentrating on the work that needed to be done. The team was cautious around me. I could see the desire in them to ask about the weekend, but a look from Geoff as we all worked halted any questions before they were asked.
The video footage of their catching me at work never made it into the news like the initial kiss did, but there were a couple of online articles that surfaced talking about it, showing photos of me working and a close up of the kiss. I'm not really one for doomscrolling comments about my own life but in this case, I couldn't help it.
[ It was a publicity stunt, she's just using the poor guy for attention ]
[ I feel sorry for the poor scarred bastard, she's using him for her own career ]
[ Even with those scars the guy is a hunk, I mean the size of him. If I was Lurandra I'd date him ]
On and on the comments went, most were comments that Lurandra was using me. There were a few that threw insults at me due to my scars, but more people stepped in to tell them to shove off, which I found gratifying.
Two weeks after the event, I was back to just being Brian Other, a large, horribly scarred man with my usual self-confidence issues. Though that wasn't entirely true. The second Friday after the event I was presented with the obligatory invite to the pub after work, I surprised everyone this time by accepting the invite.
I won't say I had the time of my life as I sat there with my work crew enjoying a drink and passing crude jokes and jibes, but it was fun and I can admit I had a good time. I got dozens of stares from the other patrons, whether it was from my looks or that they recognised me from the news. I caught a number of whispers, but the guys bought me a few beers and it was a good start to my weekend.
The next morning, I read a news article that Lurandra was strutting her stuff in New York and was rumoured that she was seeing a b-grade Hollywood actor. Some of the comments on the article weren't so nice as the author said he was nothing compared to me, the guy she kissed in New Farm Park. That made me smile.
The other thing that changed for me since that event was how I spent my weekends. I now spent most of my Saturday mornings at the hospital in the Burns Unit. Spending time with the kids in the park had awoken something in me. I now understood that I had something to give. Many of them needed support to understand how they could act normal, get jobs, find partners, live a normal life.
They looked at me with my full body scars, someone who had been burned as a child and was now grown and from their point of view I was living a normal life and it gave them hope.
I found from that first visit after the event, that the doctors, parents, and the kids welcomed me with open arms. Of course, my favourites were Tim and Sonia. They spent endless hours talking with me and telling me how their most cherished possessions were the unicorn and lion along with a framed picture of Harper and I standing with them and the Wiggles.
Outside of weekends, I managed to get Geoff to let me take the morning off a month later. It was the day that Sonia was to take her first faltering steps without assistance. Everyone clapped and cheered as she made it to the end of the small supported walkway of only five steps. I felt my heart enlarge five times that day, as moments after her walk, Sonia demanded, my full attention. We had a loving hug and she kissed my cheek.
Tim and Sonia may not have been my kids, but there was a special place in my heart for them. I knew, that wherever they ended up, there was a bond between us now. I was fully committed to be there for either of them anytime they asked in the future.
The next Saturday, now almost three months since that day in the park, I was enjoying a barely passable muffin and some really bad coffee in the hospital cafeteria before heading to the Burns Unit to see Tim and Sonia when she sat down opposite me.
I looked up, then did a second glance. I had to give her props for the audacity to sit down uninvited after what she had put me through. At least she had the courtesy to blush.
"Hey," she said simply after a few moments. I wasn't entirely sure what to say.
"Hi," I replied flatly.
"Fancy seeing you here," she stated trying shyly to draw me into conversation.
In response I picked up my coffee cup and took a sip of the rapidly cooling, really, really bad coffee that was growing more and more bitter by the second. I frowned down into the cup.
"Not really," I replied. "I think you knew I would be here."
"That's true," she answered. "I did, I've just been waiting for the right time to see you again."
I sighed and so much of the last few months flew through my mind, I walked backwards thinking fondly of my blossoming friendship with Tim and Sonia, how much more comfortable I was around people and how those I worked with were encouraging me to come out of my shell. I thought through that day at the park where my life changed and then I thought about the woman sitting opposite me.
I stood, picking up the remains of the muffin and coffee cup, throwing them into the bin, then just walked out of the cafeteria towards the Burns Unit, leaving her sitting there stunned that I would just walk away.
"Brian wait," she said following after me.
"I thought," she stopped. "I thought we could talk about it, what happened that is, see if we could..."
"What," I spat suddenly, angry, turning to glare at the pleading woman, ignoring the few other people walking along the hospital corridors.
"You thought after what you did and the shit you put me through, I'd just open my arms and say, 'hey it's all good, you didn't mean to hurt me, it just happened that way?' or something like that?" I told the now cowering woman.
"Well," she said. "Not quite like that, but Brian, we could, I mean..."
"No," I interrupted and turned beginning to walk away again.
"Come on Brian," she said, still following behind me. "Look at you, you're so much more confident, you're in public. You have even been on the news. What harm could it do?"
"Ava," I said angrily turning back to her. "You treated me like garbage in the time we were together, only using me because you thought I would give you things, then you went and slept with one of the few people I truly hate in this world. Why in the hell do you think I would ever want anything to do with you again?"
"Because who in this entire world will ever give a hideous, disfigured freak like you the time of day, let alone have any romantic interest in you, except me," she replied, and then, a moment later, realized what she said as her hands flew to her mouth. I glared at her for a moment.
"Brian... I... I didn't mean..." Ava said eyes wide.
I took a step towards her, raised myself up to my full height, swept my hair off my face and stood towering over her, showing my burns open and with pride, then looked her up and down like smelly trash that contained three-day old maggot filled meat scraps and mouldy bread.
"So what," I glowered at her. "Good Ol' Brian DuMont with the oh so big cock that fucks you so good got tired of your fat lard ass. Now that he got what he wanted, which was to hurt me, he suddenly dumps you like rotten eggs and you have no idea what to do.
"Then you see on the news that I had five minutes of fame and thought perhaps the freak isn't a bad option after all. You know, since you're an unattractive shrew that no one will give the time of day to, you were likely thinking that I would be so desperate because I can't find a date that I would take you back. But I think you did mean what you said, its truly how you see me. Do you also see me as so much worse than what you are?"
She did have the shame to look away confirming the statement.
"Just so you know Ava, it's not that you're overweight that people don't want to date you," I told the now cowering woman. "It's that you're... unpleasant, to be around," I lectured her. "Me, thanks to that day in the park, I have people that have shown me I have worth that transcends my scars. People care about me and I know that one day I will meet a woman that will see past it all to value the real me, not just settle because I might be desperate for love."
I finally relaxed for a moment as the woman in front of me, that I once thought fondly of, looked like she was about to break down.
"Look, Ava," I told her speaking more softly. "There will never be anything between us. You torched that with how you ended our relationship. But I don't want to hate you. Take your medicine, stay away from turds like DuMont, and next time you find a man showing interest in you, look past any flaws he has and try to show him that you're not a selfish, cheating shrew. Be a better person!"
She dropped her head and gave a sad nod.
"I..." she stopped. Then looked at me. "I'm sorry Brian, I really am, and I'll try to be better."
"That's all anyone can ask," I said smiling at her, even though I didn't feel like it.
We said our goodbyes and Ava walked back towards the café slowly, looking for all intents and purposes like the world had just broken her. Who knows, perhaps some of what I said would get through to her.
Me? I felt both exalted and depressed by the conversation. On one hand I had never truly stood up for myself like that before with anyone. On the other, Ava's points about someone wanting to be with me still made my heart ache.
Reaching the Burns Unit a few minutes later I put on a brave face and headed in to spend time with others like me that would have to fight through life to be accepted despite how they looked.
Not an hour later, I was sitting with Sonia and another young girl, Meghan. We were reading a story together when Sonia picked up on my mood.
"Mr. Brian are you okay?" she asked in her small voice. While she was still covered in the specialised burns bandages and would be for some time to come, the fact that she could now move short distances under her own power had brought a lot of joy to everyone in the burns ward.
"Sure Sweetie," I replied. "Why do you ask?"
"Because you seem sad today, that's why," the clever little girl told me matter-of-factly.
I thought for a minute and understood that some kids are a lot more perceptive than we credit to them. Sonia had seen right through my mask of trying to be happy. I sat back against the back of the couch where we were sitting and closed my eyes. Hearing but not seeing the movement around us. I could feel the kids playing with toys and games spread all around us. Others were sitting with parents, friends, or nurses. Reclining in various alcoves around the large community area. Others still were sitting and just doing nothing, broken by being a burns victim or the family of a burn victim. The mood in this room was always flying between anger and joy, Between hope and desperation. One could not spend any time in a place like this without it affecting them.
Sitting with Sonia and Meghan, my eyes closed, I soaked in the room for a few moments and thought about how to respond to Sonia's question.
I smiled as I opened my eyes and looked at my little friend, a fellow burns victim that would have many of the same challenges that I had as she grew up, and I reaffirmed my vow then to be there for her and her brother as much as I could in the future.
"I suppose you're right, today I am a little sad," I admitted truthfully.
"But why Mr. Brian," Meghan asked, no longer focused on the pages of the book we were reading a few moments ago.
"Because sometimes people can be mean," I told the two girls, and they nodded sagely.
"On the way here today, someone who was mean to me a while ago tried to talk with me. Today when I talked with her, she again used what felt like mean words that really hurt me."
"We don't look like normal people," Sonia said astutely, then looked to the side being distracted by someone sitting down behind us."
"No, we don't," I agreed. "But just because we look different doesn't mean that its fair for people to treat us like we don't have feelings, dreams and desires like everyone else. But, unlike normal people, we also have to be more brave than them, because they might think they know our pain and pity us for it, but we have to be the ones to show them how to be better, we need to be..."
I stopped to think of the right word and her voice, that melodic voice that had only ever spoken two words to me resounded around the room.
"You need to show us how much you're our heroes," the voice said as I turned around and saw the speaker, Lurandra!
She was removing a large straw woven hat and big sunglasses to hide who she was and was smiling at me.
"Hello Brian," she said.
Everyone in the room had stopped and heads were now flicking back and forth between us. Sonia was frowning while Meghan was bouncing up and down.
"It's her Mr. Brian, it's the woman who kissed you, Luada," Meghan said excitedly.
"Lurandra," I said correcting her, then looked back towards the supermodel. "Ms. Lurandra, would it be alright if I asked what you're doing here?"
She smiled. I'm sure it could have melted the polar icecaps it was so brilliant.
"Of course. I'd be lying if I didn't say I came to speak with you," she told all of us who were now listening, which now was the entire room. "But I also spend time in a lot of hospitals around the world visiting with kids, so I thought today I could cover both."
I nodded; of course, I had taken more than a passing interest in her career since that day. She had come to international fame about eight years ago around the age of seventeen and quickly gained renown on the catwalk. Behind the scenes she was known as a no-nonsense person. While she was seen at parties, she was also known to stay away from the seedier side of the industry including drugs and such.



Lurandra was slim and willowy, perhaps 1.75 metres tall. Even when not on the catwalk, she walked, sat, and just oozed a grace that showed confidence and commanded people's attention. Lurandra seemed to have a perpetual a smile on her face and was forever using her left hand to move her long brown hair back over her shoulder when she bent over. Fashion blogs had commented many times on how looking into her big brown soft eyes, you could feel the model had a compassion for everyone around her that went way past the vain acting that many models tried to effect.
She was always in high demand for shows in the US and Europe, and at the same time she donated her time freely when invited to model for charity events like the one a couple of months ago in New Farm Park. Indeed, she was noted to have passed on several high-profile events over the years to attend such fund-raising events, making her alure as the darling of the high-fashion world even more prescient.
Lurandra spent the next three hours with me as we played games with the kids. We laughed and smiled as we took turns reading stories or helping them build block towers. She even charmed the kids by showing them how to do some simple magic tricks. Tim admitted to me she was his most favourite person in the world when she showed him how to do a disappearing re-appearing coin trick.
Lurandra caught me looking around a few times throughout the afternoon and at the third time of being distracted she asked me what was wrong.
"I'm just wondering when the cameras are turning up?" I asked, perhaps a little nervous but accepting that it was going to happen.
Lurandra for her part looked offended. She pointed to an older woman in the corner.
"See that woman over there?" she said and when I looked the woman waved at me smiling. "She is my agent and the only one in here that will take any type of photo that may officially be released. And it won't happen without everyone in the photo's approval."
"Brian," she then said while looking at me with a serious expression. "I'd like to talk with you after this, there are some things I need to explain."
I swallowed uncomfortably and nodded, "Okay."
At last we were finishing up the time with the kids. Lurandra gave out a whole lot of hugs and posed for a number of photos that her agent took. She also spoke with the adults. When it was time for her to pose with Tim and Sonia, all three of them begged for me to get in the photo. I plastered on my best smile as her agent snapped a number of pics.
"Beautiful," the older woman said smiling.
"I'm Sandra," she said offering a hand, introducing herself, as Luranda spent a couple more minutes with the kids.
"Brian," I replied, unsure of what else to say.
Sandra touched my shoulder in a very familiar way.
I know," she said simply. "It's not the first time we have met."
"It's not?" I asked inquisitively.
She shook her head, and smiled, but I was stunned. The smile on her face and the look in her eyes held nothing but mournful sorrow, a pain that was hard to quantify without knowing something that had not been explained to me. This woman knew what real emotional agony was, but was so practiced at hiding it that one had to have one's own hurt to recognise it.
"I'll let Lurandra explain," she said quietly. "After that I would also like to talk with you."
I nodded, having absolutely no understanding of what she was talking about.
Twenty minutes later as the stunning supermodel was saying final farewells and thanking staff for their efforts and allowing her visit, I said my own farewell to the kids and waited outside of the Burns Unit.
"Thank you, Brian," Lurandra said, exiting the room with Sandra in tow. "I didn't mean to surprise you like that, but I couldn't resist when I heard you talking about how people react to those of you with burns."
I nodded and noticed that not once had she cringed at how I looked, or reacted like I was a leper. Indeed, she kept such strong eye contact with me I had felt awkward several times throughout our time with the kids.
She placed the big hat back on her head and then a pair of regular glasses. She explained that now it was getting dark, sunglasses would attract almost as much attention as not wearing the hat and glasses would. Most of the time the glasses, which were plain glass, not a prescription, would throw the paparazzi or reporters off the scent long enough to keep moving. Now and then she would get caught out, but for the most part, she explained it worked.
"But walking with me is kind of sticking out like a sore thumb," I told her.
"True," she replied simply.
We talked about a few different places to chat, and in the end, she suggested and agreed to meet me at my place and bring a meal. I shrugged providing them the address.
Two hours later there was a knock on the door and I opened the door to see Lurandra and Sandra standing there with a few shopping bags.
After greeting both ladies, I showed them to the kitchen and we all started unpacking steaks, cheese, tomatoes, lettuce, carrots, and gourmet sauce as well as Ice Cream and apple pie for dessert. It was all fairly straight forward and I couldn't help but laugh as the three of us prepared dinner. Sandra asked what I thought was so funny.
"I'm standing in my kitchen preparing dinner with a supermodel and her agent and, said' model is leering at the largest steak looking like she is claiming it for herself when I thought all supermodels ate rabbit food and air."
Sandra threw her head back and laughed while Lurandra blushed.
"Despite what the media says," Lurandra told me. "We models do enjoy a good feed now and then."
She had placed a large pan on my stove top a few minutes earlier and the pan was now smoking hot with a little oil and two cloves of garlic sizzling away waiting for the meat. She had seasoned the three steaks with a little oil, some salt, pepper and that was it.
She said nothing as she placed all three into the pan and the sound of cooking meat filled our nostrils and she looked back at me.
"However, I do need to watch my diet and I will have to spend a couple of extra hours in the gym over the next week before my next show which is next month," she explained. "But this is good food and other than the cheese nothing is processed, so I'm going to enjoy a good meal with someone who I hope will become a good friend."
I raised my eyebrow as she smiled at me warmly, responding, "Fair enough."
The dinner conversation was light but friendly, Sandra said little but watched the conversation between Lurandra and me. Lurandra for her part asked about my work, my family and even named Harper by name which surprised me.
I shyly asked about her travel around the world and she admitted that travel had long ago lost its lustre. She explained that visiting different cities and traveling on planes was more of a nuisance than anything else.
I nodded like I understood, but in all honesty, I didn't; I had never been on a plane. The way she spoke so nonchalantly about different cities made me a little envious. I would love to have seen another city, but never had the courage to book something, falsely believing they wouldn't let me on the plane due to my ugly burn scars.
After dinner Sandra sent both of us to the lounge room to 'chat' and told me that she would clean up dinner and prepare dessert. She handed a bag to Lurandra and patted her shoulder before retreating to my kitchen.
Awkwardly, the two of us sat down and I was reminded of the scene from the Disney cartoon, 'Beauty and the Beast' where Belle the stunning beauty and the mis-understood beast were not entirely sure how to start talking. And much like the movie, it was the beauty that started the conversation.
"Betty," she said, placing what looked to be an old worn backpack on the low table in front of her.
"I'm sorry?" I replied.
Nervously, she brushed a hand down over the top of her head, brushing her long hair back over her shoulder.
"My real name, its Betty, not Lurandra," she explained with a tight smile.
I leant back and nodded, mouthing the word.
"Would it be okay if I told you a story?" she asked me. In moments I could feel something. It was like a sudden thunderstorm had materialised in my lounge room. It felt heavy and serious, the tension like a taught guitar string. Strong emotions flowed thick with intensity, and she hadn't even started her story.
"Of course," I told her swallowing, my throat suddenly dry.
She nodded and began a tale that I didn't yet understand, had changed all of us.
[:::: 6 ::::]
When she was born, the world rejoiced, the second child to her mother and father, Betty's Brother Theodore was a doting four-year-old boy. Old enough to help their parents with a few light duties such as fetching nappies, or ferrying formula bottles between parents when their mother wasn't breastfeeding. Betty for her part was an adorable infant. Even from her first few weeks of life, she had those big brown expressive eyes that on the catwalk today were part of her trademark look.
As she became aware of her surroundings, it was Theo whom she first noticed. Sure, her Mum and Dad were there to, but Theo was always doing silly things that would make the infant laugh and giggle adorably.
When Betty learnt to roll over, her mother told her how Theo would roll on the ground with her until it was nap time. When Betty was old enough for solid foods, Theo loved to spoon feed Betty with pureed apple and veggies.
It was Theo who helped Betty with her first steps while their parents watched proudly, and it was Theo who helped to place a band-aid on Betty's knee the first time she fell off her plastic tricycle and cried.
In all the world there wasn't a better big brother than Theo. And I don't think there would be anyone who could disagree. The way their mum would tell the story, he was your usual rambunctious six-year-old when Betty was two. Yes, he got into a bit of trouble for sneaking pieces of chocolate, or not eating his greens with dinner. But when it came to Betty, he adored her.
It was the fire that changed everything.
Betty was four years old at the time, her big brother a strapping eight-year-old with a bedroom across the hall from hers. In the evenings, her brother would tell her the wonders of school and that next year she would get to come with him and learn how to count and spell, how to read the stories that they read together each night with Mum and Dad. To Betty she couldn't wait and constantly asked her parents when she could go to school.
But the serene family image was shattered in an instant.
Like my background, their family home had caught on fire, but it was the next-door neighbour's house that set the blaze due to the neighbour not carefully and properly storing combustible chemicals. The flames quickly engulfed the neighbour's house and then spread to their home before anyone knew what happened.
From what she was told, Betty's father woke to the sound of the smoke alarm and broke their bedroom window to get his wife out. He then ran to Betty's room and gathered his daughter in his arms running through the hallway, now alight with flame but dim due to the smoke and handed the now crying girl to her mother. With a final kiss and a look of resignation, he told his wife how much he loved her before turning and striding with fatal determination into the blaze to search for his son.
Now bleeding from cuts on her arms where glass had cut her and holding her daughter, Betty's mother was screaming for her husband and son when the firefighters arrived. But by then they could not enter the building as both houses were too much engulfed with fire and the danger of collapse was great.
For over thirty minutes the brave men of the Queensland Fire Service fought the fire to bring it under control. As soon as it was deemed safe enough, they made their way into the still smouldering ruins of both houses.
In the first house they found the corpse of the neighbour who had incorrectly stored the chemicals. In Betty's house they quickly found the room that her father and brother were in. Her father had, amidst his own flesh melting from his bones, somehow managed to get young Theo into their combined shower bath and turn on the water before using his own body as a shield for the young boy.
Their father had perished, but somehow, miraculously, Theo survived. Between the residual water in the bath and his father shielding him, Theo was found clinging to life in the ruins of the house. But even with those protections, Theo had been severely burned.
Theo, the magnificent brother, that made the world a thing of beauty to his little sister held on for almost three weeks, fighting the entire time. Like myself, Theo was held in an isolation tent and both Betty and her mother could only visit him for short periods of time. He had tubes and wires all over him and he would hold in his tears when ever his little sister was there.
As a four-year-old, Betty explained that she didn't remember lots of things, but she recalls how brave her big brother was. It was her mother in the years to come that would explain how courageous Theo was, how strong and proud of her father she was.
It was a Tuesday afternoon like most others to the world, but Betty and her mother were in with Theo. Betty didn't know it, but the doctors had just told Betty's mum that Theo wasn't going to make it. Betty's mum was being as strong as possible as they stood in the isolation tent with Theo, the Doctors making adjustments to ease Theo's passing.
"Hey," Theo said softly, his eyes bright as he looked at his little sister.
"Hey," Betty replied, as her mum knelt beside her and both laid their hands on Theo's hands, encased in bandages.
"I need you to be brave okay Betty?" Theo said weakly.
Betty nodded. "I am brave Theo, and so are you."
Theo moved his head in a motion that would imitate a negative shake of the head.
"I'm dying Betty," he said, and his mother gasped. "It's okay Mum, I've known for a few days, and I heard the doctors talking to you earlier. They forget I can hear through the tent walls."
Betty was crying, "No, no, no Theo. You can't, I need you. Mum and I need you," she continued on vigorously wailing.
Theo smiled at his mother and little sister through his bandages. "It's okay Betty, Mum," he said quietly. "Dad says it won't hurt, I'll just go to sleep and won't wake up."
"Dad?" Betty's head snapped up as their mother gasped.
"Warren," their mother whispered, the pain and longing in her voice causing even the young child Betty to grasp her mother's hand.
Theo smiled soulfully gesturing to his mother to come closer.
"It's alright Mum," Theo told his mother. "Dad says he loves you and will be waiting for you, but it will be a while before you see each other again."
Betty's mother was weeping but nodding her head. She had no doubt that her son was hearing from her husband as he began to move from this world to the next as the veil between the mortal and immortal was being torn asunder.
"Betty," Theo said much weaker now. "Betty, this is important okay."
Four-year-old Betty straightened herself as much as she could, taking a small step forward, knowing intuitively these were the last minutes with her brother.
"Never forget who you are, always be kind and friendly, never judge people or be rude to them," he told her. "You're going to do great things my little sister, and I know you're going to be brave. I love you Betty and Dad loves you too."
With that, the three exchanged their goodbyes and Theo closed his eyes for the last time.
As they exited the isolation tent, Betty and her mum were taken to the common area, where all the people who had burns got to visit with their families. There were toys and colouring books, but today Betty didn't want to colour or play. For a long time, the two of them just sat and cried. Her Mum held her and rocked her, having lost her husband and her son, she held her daughter as tears flowed and people moved about them letting them have their grief.
Neither of them knew how to feel, their twin losses over the past few weeks making both of them feel like the world had ended. They had lost everything, their house had burnt down, they lost their clothes, their family, the men in their lives. For the past three weeks, both had been staying on cots in one of the spare wards while they watched over Theo.
Tears streaked red on her cheeks, eyes sore from the tears that would not stop coming, Betty turned at the feeling of someone watching her. It was a memory, that today, was almost as clear as the final moments with her brother, but the boy who was only a year or two older than her was standing and looking at her. There were also tears on his face.
"He was brave," the boy said. "I got to talk with Theo a few times when he was lonely. He was brave and I'm going to miss him."
Still cradled in her mother's arms, Betty turned to look fully at the boy and nodded. The boy was a long-term patient of the burns ward. Rather tall and large for his age, the boy was almost bald and had burns that ran all over his face and down his arms and legs. She recalled that over the past few weeks, this boy had come and sat with Betty a number of times, they had coloured or done puzzles without saying anything to each other, the boy being there for her, knowing she just needed a friend.
She had asked her Mum once about the boy and in a rare smile during those days her Mum had said the boy was a hero. Her Mum told Betty that a little under a year ago, the boy, then just five years old, had run into his house while it was on fire and rescued his little sister. He had been trapped like Theo had, protecting his sister with his body like her dad had done for Theo. But the Firefighters had been able to rescue them, and the boy and his sister managed to survive. Like Theo the boy had spent the better part of a year in one of the sterile burns tents while he received skin grafts from the unburnt sections of his body to replace the parts of his skin that were dying due to his ordeal.
Her mother explained that the boy having only in the past few months had his bandages removed, was spending lots of time with the other kids, telling them they were going to be alright, joking with them, making them feel that they weren't alone in the world. That had included Theo, the boy would stand outside Theo's tent and talk with him. They talked about sticks and poo and farts, the usual.
Betty had never really talked to the boy; she was so worried about Theo and was missing her dad. But after hearing her mother tell her about him, every time that he sat down and started colouring or building blocks with her, she would take his scarred hands and hold them. Like Theo, she began to think of him as strong and brave, a hero for having saved his sister and right now as Betty and her Mum cried the boy had told her how brave Theo was.
Now in the moments after Theo's passing, the boy was once again there. He, like Betty and her mother, had tears streaming down his face in compassion for his lost friend and the boy's family.
As Betty sniffed, she noticed that he was holding out a toy, a stuffed teddy bear. It looked like it had been well loved over the past few years, many of the Burns Units kids had a toy like this, a friend that had been there for them through the hard times. And right there, through both of their tears, the boy offered up one of his most prized possessions in an offering of comfort for Betty.
Quietly, Betty slipped from her Mum's lap and cautiously took the bear, holding it in her hands and smiling even as fresh tears began to slip from her face onto the moulted fur of the bear.
"Thank you," she whimpered to the boy and he nodded, standing rigid and unsure what else to do.



She looked at the boy, someone who had been through the fires of hell himself and who had selflessly offered nothing but comfort and friendship to her and her brother in their times of need.
She took the few steps towards him and carefully placed her arms around him. "Thank you," she said again as she felt their combined tears fall upon them and the friendship bear.
The next day, Betty and her Mum were helped into a house that their insurance company had opened up. She only saw the boy one last time. That was at Theo and her father's funeral. He was there with his sister, Betty noticed that the boy's sister had a burn scar running up and down her right arm. But the girl held onto the boy like she would have hung onto Theo, and his parents stood stoically behind them.
After the service, the family came up to Betty and her mother. His parents hugged them in that way that only parents who have been living with children with burns, who were constantly fighting against death's door would understand.
Betty hugged the boy's sister and then hugged the boy who smiled.
"Is Barry helping?" he asked.
"Barry is his name?" Betty asked with a small smile, pulling the toy bear from the backpack that someone had donated to her.
"Yes, Barry the Bear," the boy said. "He was there for me when it hurt, He's a great friend and I know he'll help you."
"Barry," she said again and looked at the sewn on black eyes once more.
"Thank you, I know your sister says you her hero, but after being there for Theo, Mum and me, I'd like it if you would be my hero too," Betty asked the boy. He nodded.
Soon, the boys and his family said their farewells, Betty and her mother continued to greet mourners and well-wishers.
[:::: 7 ::::]
I sat there stunned, I had often wondered what had happened to the little girl and her mother. I had spoken for hours with Theo, as I understood the boredom that came from being in the Tent. I had hoped to be a friend to Theo. He was a couple of years older than I was and already into skateboarding. At the time I loved how he told me he got to ride with his friends until after dark or dinner time. Theo also told me how you could 'pop a wheelie' on your bike, lifting the front end and ride around on just the back wheel. At the time I was in awe of the eight-year-olds abilities, and over the preceding years had often wondered about his family.
"He... He was..." I swallowed feeling my emotions rising quickly. "Theo was so brave. I wanted to think if I didn't make it that I could have been as brave as he was."
Betty nodded; the tears had been streaming down her face since she started the story. She retrieved the backpack, I now knew was familiar, from beside her and opened it, pulling out a worn toy bear with a patchwork of mottled fur, missing one eye, but easily understood to be very well loved throughout the years. Betty held him out and with trembling hands, I reached for it, I knew it was Barry, the toy I had given to her so many years ago. But instead, she flew into my arms and wept.
It was like both of us were again children in the Burns Unit, mourning the loss of loved ones as we cried. Sandra stood in the doorway, tears also pouring down her face seeing the reunion between Betty and me. Then without releasing my left arm from Betty, I reached out with my right.
"Come here Mrs Brown," I said, the final pieces falling into place that Sandra was Betty's mother. For the next half hour, so many emotions flew around my small living room. We moved from sadness, to joy; tears and laughter were exchanged in equal measure. In front of me was no longer Lurandra and her agent, but rather Betty and her mother, Sandra.
I called Harper and told her that I had just reconnected with Betty, that she needed to get her fat ass around here now.
Ten minutes later, Harper's jaw hit the floor as she came to the realisation that Betty Brown was Lurandra and then another twenty minutes was spent with the girls exchanging excited 'oh my gods' before they settled down.
While Harper and Betty spoke, Trey, who forever accompanied my sister, assisted Sandra in the kitchen with preparing ice cream and apple pie. The two moved in a whirlwind around my place, When I moved to help, Betty pushed me back down and sat on my lap pinning me in a chair and telling me I wasn't moving anywhere. Harper laughed and gave me a knowing smile.
I had no idea what to do. To say that both of them were enjoying my awkwardness would also be an understatement. Even with my short time together with Ava, I had never had this much intimate contact with a woman. I sat there and tried to be as still as possible. At one point Betty looked at me with shiny eyes and a knowing expression but turned back to the conversation while I tried to stop blushing.
When everyone settled back down with bowls of dessert, Betty was still firmly seated on my lap. She told us how not long after the funeral, Sandra and she moved down to Melbourne to live with a cousin of her father while they got back on their feet. They had a lot of support and at one point, a couple of years later, Betty was asked to join a children's beauty pageant to help raise money for sick kids in hospital with cancer.
At the pageant, one of the judges, who was a talent scout for a large international modelling agency and liked Betty's walk, recruited her to the agency. By the time Betty was twelve she had been promoted with a name made up to sound exotic - Lurandra, and her career was set.
Sandra and Betty refused to be separated, so Sandra became her agent, mother and daughter travelling the world together. They attend every charity that they could to raise money for good causes, but also put the time in to make sure that Betty was seen as a world class model so the charities got noticed on the world stage.
The five of us talked well into the evening and when Betty noticed that my legs we getting restless, she slipped to the side of the couch. She still held my hands and her legs were still across mine.
The fact that her hands never left mine wasn't missed by anyone in the room and a couple of times I caught Harper giving me sly glances, so I mischievously poked my tongue out at her.
With a little under an hour before midnight Harper and Trey made the move to head home and Sandra noted that Betty and her should do the same. Reluctantly, Betty got up and stretched like a cat knowing everyone was watching her.
I walked everyone out to their cars and kissed my sister and shook Trey's hand.
"She likes you," Harper whispered to me as I gave my little sister a kiss goodnight. I snorted in return, my reaction saying 'yeah right'. Harper just gave me a look and wished us a good night.
Sandra gave me a hug and thanked me for an amazing evening of reconnection, thanked me again for being there for her son in his final hours and then told Betty and I to take a couple of minutes while she let the car warm up. As she got into the modern Audi, I almost repeated the phrase 'yeah right' like a car like that needed a warmup period in our mild climate. But as Betty pulled me to her, I held my tongue.
"Brian, I..." she started then stopped. "Thank you."
"Me," I replied, "What for?"
She pulled my arms around her and looked up into my face. "I don't know that you would understand. But for more years that I call to remember, you have been my safety. In the times where I felt overwhelmed, I would hug Barry and think of how strong you were. You were the rock for me in the worst time of my life. Despite what you went through, you were there for me before anyone else. In that short time, after Mum, you became the most influential person in my life."
I went to object and she shook her head.
"I know, it was in my head. But you have always been there for me even though you didn't know it. I went to that charity event in New Farm Park to model and help raise funds for the kids. But I never thought I would see you there. When I saw you, I couldn't stop myself. I saw you while I was getting ready, that's why I beckoned you and kissed you as I walked the catwalk. Brian for as long as I can remember you have always been my hero."
I gave her a tight smile; she was still snug in my arms. Seriously one of the hottest women on the planet was here on my driveway, in my arms and calling me her hero. I felt ten feet high.
"Brian?" she said softly after a moment, both of us lost in our own thoughts, but giving me that tone that told me she was about to ask me something that I wouldn't be comfortable with.
"I was wondering," she stopped, stepped out of my arms, but didn't let me go. "I have a busy life; I'm usually flying around for half the year and the rest of the time Mum and I are just trying to find time for charities and such."
I nodded, understanding, she was busy, but I was not seeing where this was going.
"Next weekend I have a gala ball for the agency that represents a number of us Australian models and I was wondering," she stopped again and sighed. "I am hoping that if I was to ask, you would agree to go with me?"
"Me," I replied shocked, she nodded, I still couldn't believe it. "Go with you?" she nodded again. "In public?"
"Yes Brian," she told me frowning. "Together as a couple to this dinner."
"But why Betty?" I asked. I still couldn't believe it. I would be the ugly freak in a room full of beautiful people. Betty must have sensed it.
"Yes Brian, you," she said firmly, grabbing my wrist. "I would love to have you with me. In case you're missing the signals, I like you."
"Me," I replied stupidly again, repeating myself and sounding dumb. "But Betty you're a world class super model, I bet guys pay a fortune just to spend a few minutes with you. You're on the cover of magazines, you can have any man in the world at your beck and call, I..."
She put one of those oh so delicate hands to my lips stopping my self-deprecating rant. The next thing I knew she had pulled my head down and her lips were against mine. She tasted like apple pie and vanilla ice-cream and I had never tasted anything better.
"Betty," I said a minute later as she broke the kiss. "Thank you, but why would you want me there, everyone there is going to be handsome and beautiful. They'll be pearls brushed to a fine finish. I'll just be the freak."
"No," Betty said anger now in her voice. "Brian, you don't see it because people have belittled you. But you have so many people that love you, that care for you. Harper, Trey, your parents, Tim, Sonia, Geoff. You're not a freak. It might appear quick. But Brian, you have been my man for years."
"Your Man? Betty, you've dated famous people, actors, models and probably rich men. You've been photographed on yachts with the rich and famous. I've had one relationship in twenty-six years of life and she cheated on me with my arch nemesis before I even got to second base."
"So, you have been saving yourself for me all these years," Betty said playfully. "Brian you cad."
She melted back into my arms. "It's alright Brian, I won't tell anyone. But as much as I'm sure you have been checking me out online, I've also been checking you out over the past few months. I'd like it if you would come with me next week. If you're feeling uncomfortable at any point. Then we'll leave, okay? But I would like to spend time with you."
I thought about it, spend time with a hot woman that for some bizarre reason was into me. Easy.
"Alright," I told her.
I got another megawatt smile. And then another kiss, this one lasted longer. The only reason we stopped was Sandra tapped the horn.
Betty giggled. "Sorry, I forgot Mum was there. Brian, would you call me in the morning, and talk with me?" she asked me as she was pulling out her phone. "What's your number?"
I told her and she quickly called my phone that was still inside. "That's my private number, only very close friends and loved ones have it."
I felt a little bold, "Which one am I?"
"I'd like you to be in the second category and soon," she told me, then stepped back. "I need to go, but call me please, otherwise I'm calling you."
I walked back inside and kind of sat down without thinking, picking up my phone. I smiled and saw the missed call from Betty. I saved it as Betty, and then noticed the text message from my sister about ten minutes ago while I was still holding onto Betty outside.
[ Well? ] it read.
[ 😊 ] I replied.
[ wow, that good ] she sent back and then called me.
We spoke for about fifteen minutes and then I said good night and I went to bed. On the off chance, she might see it, I sent a text to Betty. [ Thinking about you ] I sent.
A moment later I got a reply. [ Can't stop thinking about you too, you are my hero, but I need sleep, however I promise to dream about us, ok? ]
I replied back with my own approval and fell asleep to the memory of the best kiss I had ever received, daring to hope that someone might really see me as more than a disfigured freak.
[:::: 8 ::::]
The following week I texted and spoke with Betty every day and everyone on the job site guessed that I had met someone. I got smirks and questions about who she was all week. I jokingly said "Lurandra." They laughed, slapping me on the back letting me know they got the joke. I just smiled and they told me they were happy for me.
I clocked off an hour early on Thursday, Sandra and Betty picking me up from my place a little after five. They took me to a very exclusive store and had me fitted for a tux, the owner almost sneering at me, till Betty told him to drop the attitude or she would drop him as one of her outfit designers.
After that we got along fine.
Saturday morning, Betty turned up to my place by herself and told me we were going for breakfast. Dressed in hats and sunglasses, hers to hide her identity and mine to hide my scars, we drove to a seaside café and spent time talking to each other about almost nothing at all. What I was quickly growing to love about Betty was that she never asked me for anything. She never demanded I treat her a certain way or that I buy her things like Ava did. In return she treated me like I was the most normal person in the world and while we got a couple of looks, either men catching Bettys curves in those amazing jeans or people catching sight of my scars. But most people quickly kept moving if I turned to look at them for more than a moment.
Breakfast, which for me was three bacon and egg toasties along with a large coffee, while Betty had a small coffee and an egg white omelette, with spinach, of which she ate like three mouthfuls. She blushed when I asked why she wasn't eating.
"I had a huge meal with this guy I like the other night, but I have a show coming up so I have to watch my intake," she told me. "But if you're still hungry..."
I finished off the rest of her food.
After eating and talking for a while, Betty and I drove to the hospital and we spent a couple of hours with Tim and Sonia. Tim was excited to show us the Lego he built throughout the day, while Sonia was content to sit on my lap and hold Betty's hand most of the time.
"Are you going to marry Ms Lurandra?" she asked me quietly at one point while Betty and Tim were spending some time with a couple of the other kids.
"Nah, I'm going to wait till you get bigger and marry you," I told her giving her a slight tickle. Sonia giggled.
"No silly, I'm too young" the little girl told me. "But if you marry Ms Lurandra, then you and her can adopt Tim and me and be our new parents."
It was delivered so innocently, but it made me stop and stare at Betty, it was at that moment she looked over at Sonia and me and smiled. Her smile faulted for a moment when our eyes met though as she saw the expression on my face. Later she asked me what was wrong and I tried to dismiss it. She wouldn't have it.
"Brian, what's wrong," she asked me. "I thought we were having a beautiful day together?"
She was letting me drive her Audi back to my place and I must admit I was enjoying the experience; I had never driven anything that reacted this well. I thought before I responded.
"Betty, where do you see this going?" I asked her.
"What do you mean where?" she replied almost right away.
"I mean, this, us, our relationship?" I stated in a voice that wasn't quite concerned, but was perhaps a notch below that. "I mean I am not complaining, for the past week I have gotten to spend time with a stunningly beautiful woman and I have had more kisses in this past week with you then I have had from any other person in my entire life and that includes my Mum."
She sniggered.
"But I am still wrapping my head around this, you're a beauty, I'm the beast. You travel all over the world and are worth millions, I have never been more than three hours outside of town and have only a few thousand in savings. I mean we are from opposite sides of pretty much everything and..."
She held up her hand and I fell silent. Then sighed.
"Brian, I've told you I like you," she said forcefully. "I get it, all your life you have seen yourself as some horrendously scarred... freak, I hate that word by the way. You've viewed that your less than people, not worthy to be seen in public because you did something so heroic that even today your sister would walk into the pits of hell to help you if needed. You were there for me when Theo died. You gave me Barry. Brian, despite what I do for a living, I don't think that I am so vain that I can't see past a few scars on your body to see the man underneath."
I said nothing, thinking about my sisters similar words many months ago while keeping both my hands on the wheel, and looking ahead. But a moment later I felt a hand come to rest on my thigh. An intimate touch I never expected. Betty's voice purred.
"Since that time in the hospital, you have been the boy I wanted to be with. I don't care what you 'think' you look like. I want to see if the man beside me right now can be the man in my dreams, the one I dreamed of dating, falling in love with. Of getting married to and having children with."
She said it so casually, yet it shocked me and the car swerved a moment until I straighten it out and Betty giggled.
"Of course, right now I'll settle for you keeping us on the road," she stated and I couldn't help but smile, her tone breaking the tense atmosphere. "But Brian, I'm serious in what I say, I like you, and I don't want to scare you by saying I perhaps more than like you.
"I have dreamt of all of that for years. If you're willing, I would be keen to explore it with you and see if there is something there."
I chanced a glance at her, and those big brown eyes were adorable. How could I say no, I just hope it didn't end in heartbreak.
"Of course, I want to say yes Betty. To even believe I could have a relationship with someone even ten percent as beautiful as you is beyond my wildest dreams. I guess it's a little hard to think that someone would truly be interested in me after all the rejection in the past."
"I get it..." I took a hand-off the steering wheel to hold hers. I sighed. "And I promise you that if you truly feel this way, I will try to stop thinking of myself as a freak," I said as my brow furrowed. "I want to believe there is something there and I have enjoyed our time together over the past week immensely."
I gave a third more expressive sigh, I felt Betty's hand tighten on my thigh and I could feel the look of concern.
"Treat me gently Betty," I told her. "If at any point you don't feel that I am right for you, please don't play with me, be kind."
Things were slightly silent until we pulled up at the lights just outside the estate heading into my house. Once the car momentum stopped, I felt Betty lean over and kiss my cheek.



"I will never hurt you," is all she said.
[:::: 9 ::::]
We turned up to the venue hosting the event and I almost refused to get out of the car. Being it was for a well-known international modelling agency, there was a red carpet, including bollards on both sides and a number of reporters and paparazzi that had me wanting to just drive home. Betty had to coax me out.
"It's okay Brian," Betty told me sympathetically, she knew I was well outside my comfort zone. "If we're together they are going to see you. Think of it this way, it's a short walk from the car to the doors, we stop for a photo of my hand on your muscular arm then we're clear. On the inside only the agency media is allowed. Come on handsome."
Even as hesitant as I was for the night, I startled at the remark. With a valet standing just outside the door and a horde of reporters waiting, Betty's statement gave me an additional pause.
"What? What is it Brian?" Betty said concerned.
"You called me handsome," I said quietly, and ventured a small smile.
Betty beamed, "Did I? I wasn't thinking, I guess I'll try and get into the habit of that."
She patted my hand, collected her clutch and nodded. I exited the car and for a moment the entire crowd held their breath as they watched the giant scarred man exit the luxury car and stride around to the passenger's door opening it for world famous supermodel Lurandra. With Betty on my arm, I threw the keys to the stunned valet and we were a third of the way up the red carpet before the first question rung out from the flabbergasted media.
"Ms Lurandra, is you're date tonight, Mr Other?" One reporter asked as we turned and stuck the first pose that Betty and I practiced earlier in the afternoon.
"Mr Other," the next reporter threw at me. "Are you dating Lurandra?"
We turned again and posed together. It was the first time I had ever tried to pose for a public photo, and I tried to smile softly and relax, just like Betty and I again had practiced. She was of course grace personified, easily smiling, and used to posing with a partner, like she had so many times before. I most likely stuffed it up. But she more than made up for my lack of experience. I just hoped that when the photos came out in the news that I didn't look too awkward.
As the photographers snapped photos and the reporters threw more questions, for which we just smiled but did not respond, the next car arrived and Betty squeezed my arm with the signal to turn to walk inside using a practiced smooth movement, we strode to the hotel doors where two staff opened them and we strode through.
Once we made it to the lifts that would take us up to the grand ballroom. I pressed the button and Betty continued to hang on my arm. The lift doors opened and we walked inside arm on arm. Turning to face the front, Betty pressed the floor we were heading to, and the lift doors closed for just the two of us.
"Damm," I swore as the lift doors closed. "How the hell do you do that all the time, and then in front of all those cameras during a show?"
Instead of responding straight away, she turned to me, reached up and pulled my face down for a kiss.
"I'm proud of you," she told me, letting her hand linger on my face, running her finger along the scar on my cheek just a little longer. "I know that wasn't easy. But you did so well. I am very happy to have such an amazing man on my arm."
I blushed at the praise, not used to being complimented in such a way. Betty's eyes held mine and I could see the love and adoration in them.
Wait a minute, love, adoration...
I was beginning to ponder what those words meant when the lift slowed down and the doors opened on the hallway leading into the grand ballroom.
The scene the doors opened on was something to which I had only ever seen in movies. The hallway was opulent, with dark brown and deep red colouring, interspaced with light tan highlights. Each of the doors along the hallway we walked looked to be a dark oak or some other deep grained expensive timber. The wallpaper showed a pattern that looked to be inlaid with a goldleaf. The lighting was spaced to highlight artworks, promotions and highlighting signs to rooms and facilities.
I could hear classical music and was surprised to see a grand piano being played by an older woman of Asian descent; her long brown hair sculpted into waves that accentuated the sequenced green dress she was wearing as she tickled the ivories.
As we walked, Betty calmly reiterated to me what to expect, to not worry about people's reactions and that she had me every step of the way.
As we entered the ballroom, it almost took my breath away. The agency obviously had more money than practical sense. Across the expansive ballroom were strung two rows of three opulent chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. On the right side of the room was a large dancing floor and at either end were large ice statues. To my right where we entered was a large swan, its neck craned and wings spread in majestic flight, at the other end was a statue of a model in a pose struck like she was at the end of a catwalk looking out over the audience. Later in the evening when I looked again, I noted that the ice statue had more than a passing resemblance to Betty.
Directly in front of us was a large stage that currently had a string quartet playing something that felt like it matched what the pianist was playing outside the doors. To my right were a series of round tables covered in red silk tablecloths, interspaced with white cloth placements, glinting silverware and bottles of champagne that had a variety of white petaled flowers wrapped around them.
There were a number of people milling around in small groups talking. I was surprised that while a number of them were beautiful models, both male and female. I also saw a lot of 'ordinary' looking people, some of them not very attractive at all.
I was taking in the scene, and we had perhaps been in the room almost ten seconds before Betty and I heard the scream. At first, I thought it was someone who had noticed me. The high-pitched female voice was certainly aimed in my direction, but it wasn't a scream of fear, rather of excitement.
"Lurandra!" A woman in a deep blue satin dress and flowing long blonde hair yelped running up to us. I vaguely recognised her from my investigation into Betty, she was another model. She came up to us and Betty unhooked herself from my arm for the first time since exiting the car downstairs and embraced the blonde woman.
"Casandra," Betty replied with a big smile. "How are you my sweet."
"Good, good," the woman replied nonchalantly, suddenly looking at me. I watched her eyes narrow as she looked at my face, taking in my scars, then her eyes swept over my body and I watched as her eyes went wide and suddenly a smile came over her face as she turned back to Betty squeezing her in a much more familiar embrace.
"You found him," she said and Betty nodded. Casandra turned to me as Betty slipped her arm back into mine. Casandra held out a delicate hand.
"Casandra Blane," she said formally extending a petite arm. I gently took her hand, trying not to be too firm, as we shared a traditional handshake. I felt like if I squeezed too hard, I might break her hand.
"Brian Other," I said.
"Indeed you are," she said giving me another apprising look. "Betty, opps sorry. Lurandra here, has been looking for you for years. I swear that you are all she talks about."
I looked between the two women and Betty blushed as Casandra winked at me and then surprised me as she snuck herself onto my other arm and escorted Betty and I around.
For the next forty minutes I was introduced to the rich, the famous and sometimes the infamous. Models and their agents, TV celebrities, news readers and even a couple of sporting personalities.
Knowing how nervous I was, Betty stayed by my side almost constantly, and I was thankful when three times Sandra came up and brought us glasses of wine, taking our empties away. I had never even noticed Betty's mum come into the room.
Betty and I were seated towards the front of the ballroom near the stage. Our table had Casandra and her date, another model named Brad, as well as the federal member of parliament for Brisbane and her wife.
Waiters wandered around taking orders from a well-planned menu. For the main, I chose a wagyu steak, medium rare with pepper sauce, smashed potatoes and a selection of seasonal vegetables, along with a red wine that Betty recommended. Betty chose a chicken salad along with a glass of white wine.
When the meals came out, I was surprised at the size, the cuts of meat were thick and tender. My jaw must have dropped, as the TV news presenter sitting beside me must have caught my expression.
"It's always a shock the first time," he said. "You would think that with this being an event for models the meals would be tiny." I nodded; he laughed as he cut a piece of his steak. "The models may only sparsely touch their food, but the rest of us are paying good money to be here and we expect a decent meal."
I looked over at the guy and he smiled again, then put down his cutlery and held out his hand.
"Ray," he said, "Ray Jordan, Frontline News."
I tentatively shook his hand. I did recognise him, having seen him presenting for many years.
"Brian Other," I replied. And he again gave me that news anchor smile.
"I think most of the city has an idea of who you are Brian," he said as a few of the others around the table gave a polite smile. I frowned and he sat back trying to be non-threatening.
"Don't sweat it mate," he replied in an occa Aussie accent that I would not have thought he had. "In here there is no media or stories to be told, except for what you want to tell. This evening, we are just people who are giving of their time and wallets to a good cause."
"A good cause?" I asked and I felt myself stiffen; Betty had said nothing about donations. Ray must have noticed my sudden worry.
"Don't worry Brian, its all done through donations and the charity auction," he said pointing to a brochure sitting in the middle of the table. "They put on a good event every year, and this year I think they are supporting homeless shelters."
I nodded my head, and my eye caught Betty smiling and nodding her head in agreement. I found that Ray and his wife, Joanne, were great people to talk with. Both of them were used to the spotlight and treated me like I was just another person.
After dinner the charity auction was held in between a couple of speeches and a few awards. My beautiful date won the award for greatest contribution to society, beaming at me as she accepted it to polite applause.
Ray, talked to me constantly after our introduction, and together we enjoyed talking through the auction list. I learnt that he and Joanne had three daughters, all in private school and this was a rare night out for them where there was no expectation for him to be the 'Frontline News' anchor personality.
I watched as Cassandra and Brad moved among the tables, but she constantly came back to Betty and me. I got the feeling that Betty would usually be circulating, and she was only staying close for my sake. She told me off when I asked about it.
"Brian, I am exactly where I want to be tonight, by your side," she said. "The only way that I am letting you out of my sight is the bathroom, and I am watching what I drink so I don't need that right now."
With that my date, placed her hand in mine and lent in and kissed me on the cheek.
I heard a delighted sound, looking and seeing Joanne observing us, her hands clutched directly over her chest.
"I hate to talk gossip," the woman said unconvincingly, a moment later as Betty, lent against my shoulder. "But is it really true that you only met at the New Farm Park event a couple of months ago?"
I gave Betty and approving squeeze.
"Not really," Betty explained. "Brian and I first met when I was four years old in the Burns Unit at the hospital."
For the next ten minutes, Betty and I took turns explaining an abridged, less emotional version of our story. However, by the time we were done, everyone at the table looked thoughtful if they weren't using their napkins to dab moisture from their eyes. Even Casandra and Brad had sat down long enough to hear most of the story.
"Well," Joanne said when we had finished. "If there is ever a couple I want to see make it in this world, it is you two."
The sentiment was echoed around the table and I looked at Betty.
"Couple?" I asked her quietly as the MC got back up and drew everyone's attention.
Betty nodded and squeezed my arm affectionately as the MC spoke about the agency's achievements over the past year. I hardly noticed as Betty gave me her next statement. "I'd like that Brian, I know were moving fast, but I like the thought of you and I being together."
It didn't take too much longer before the dancing started and I was again moved into unfamiliar territory. I had never danced before, well outside of my house where no one could see me. Even at school, I never danced, the girls never wanting to touch me because of my scars. When one of my teachers offered, I politely declined, heartbroken by the rejection of my fellow students.
Betty was patient and helped me make the right basic moves. I wouldn't say I was graceful in any way shape or form. But I was satisfied that I never embarrassed myself either. After a few songs, Casandra cut in, sending Betty to dance with Brad. Betty told me she would be right there, not more than a half dozen steps away.
I nodded and smiled at my new dancing partner.
"You're something special, you know that don't you?" Casandra asked me almost immediately after we started moving. She, like Betty had to lead as I had no idea what I was doing.
"Me?" I asked the hot blonde woman in my arms.
"Yes you," she giggled and then turned to look at Betty who was trying not to be too obvious looking over at Casandra and me. "She is absolutely besotted with you, and now having met you I understand why."
I snorted.
"Someone really hurt you didn't they Brian?" Casandra said, cutting directly to the heart of the matter.
We danced for a few minutes and then I nodded. "Most people look at me and they see a big lumbering giant, with hideous scars, I don't usually get pleasant reactions from people."
We danced another couple of moments, mostly just swaying.
"No, it's more than that, someone has specifically hurt you, multiple times," she stated perceptively shaking her head, her words making me think of Brian DuMont. "There, right there. You thought of that person when I mentioned it, I saw it, your eyes dimmed for just a moment."
I nodded.
"Then don't let that person stay in your head to keep hurting you," Casandra said squeezing the hand I was holding. Like Betty her hand was small in mine, but she still managed to get the message across.
"Since the event at New Farm Park, Betty hasn't been able to stop talking about you," she told me. "See, she smiles all the time, for us models we either plaster the smile on our face, or we're the serious catwalk persona."
I nodded, letting her continue.
"Betty's trademark has always been her eyes, when she smiles with her eyes, the world just wants to be a better version of itself."
I again nodded, taking a glance at Betty who was still dancing with Brad and also glancing at me. We locked eyes and smiled at each other. Casandra noticed the look.
"But when she looks at you Brian, it's like the sun has notched itself up to fifteen. She is often plastered over magazine covers and does commercials for all types of products with her smile. But if the agents get one look at her smile when she looks at you, her demand will skyrocket."
"Because of me?" I responded, not believing it.
"Because of you," she replied stating the matter plainly. "I did wonder why she was obsessed by you, and I think part of it is her infatuation from her childhood."
"I sense a but...," I positioned, hesitating just a moment.
"Of course," Cassandra replied, smiling, but the smile did not reach her face this time. "She has the man of her dreams in you Brian. You're honest, hardworking, you give of yourself even when the world spits in your eye. You put yourself out there even though you don't want to. And I think you care about my friend a lot more than even you want to admit."
I blushed.
"But," she smiled at me. "You don't have the confidence in yourself, you need to believe in yourself as much as Betty believes in you. Do that and neither of you can be hurt, don't and both of you are going to be broken."
We danced for a bit more as I contemplated her words until the song came to an end. Then we turned towards Betty and Brad, preparing to again exchange partners.
"Thank you for the dance Brian," Casandra said, pulling me down to kiss my cheek, then whispered in a conspirator's tone. "Think about it. You will see what I said is true."
"Is what true?" Betty asked as we walked back to the table.
"Just that I had better look after you, or she's going to come after me with a knife," I replied after a moment's thought.
"You better believe it!" Casandra said a dozen footsteps behind me laughing.
I could see that Betty was going to ask me a follow-up, most likely something serious, when we were intercepted before we could sit down.
"Lurandra!" a wiry man with a high-pitched voice exclaimed.
"Andrew," Betty replied, and I could see a genuine smile grow upon her face.
"How are you darling," he asked her, kissing her on both cheeks, then looked at me. "Well, well. Aren't you just all the football linebackers rolled into one. Gorgeous darling, gorgeous."
Betty laughed.
"Brian, meet Andrew Phillip. The most fun fashion reporter that you will ever meet," she said as we shook hands; he had a firm grip for a gay guy. "Andrew, this is my boy... date for this evening, Brian Other."
He looked me up and down like the piece of meat I had drooled over for dinner earlier.
"Indeed, you are darling," he replied still eyeing me. "Indeed. You. Are."
Suddenly his attention went, from eyeing me off, back to Betty.
"Lurandra, darling," he said, laying it on thick as those around us smirked. I was guessing they knew this guy. "Would you and your man here, consent to an interview?"
Betty looked at me and dropped the smile, then nodded her head at me very slightly. She told me that there would be a couple of reporters around tonight, but she would only let us be interviewed by one or two of them that she trusted to tell any story, or gossip in a way that made us look good. This Andrew guy must have been one of them. I nodded back, my stomach doing flips.
"Sounds good, Andrew! Does right now work for you?" she asked, knowing that if she waited, I might chicken out.
"Perfect darlings, perfect," he said. "Follow me."
We walked through into another hall where they had four sound proof recording cubes lined up. We could see through the clear screens that two were already in use. In one, two people sat talking, it looked like they were doing a one-on-one interview. In the other there were four people. Three of them standing in the cube and doing what looked like singing. I wasn't sure, but they may have been some teen band that was semi-famous locally.
Andrew, Betty and I, walked into the cube on the end and Andrew sealed the door as Betty and I sat down on one of the couches. Andrew plonked himself down on the other one.
"Fuck," he said. "So good to get off my feet and cut the 'shmooze' for a few minutes. How are you Betty?"
I think my jaw must have hit the floor, in just that one statement his entire demeanour had changed from flamboyant gay fashion reporter to true-blue Aussie bloke.
"Did I... Did I miss something?" I asked a moment later.



Andrew laughed and slapped his knees.
Betty interjected, "Brian, Andrew and I have known each other for years. It's all an act."
"An Act?" I replied eyeing the guy. "You're not gay?"
Andrew laughed, "Fuck no. Happily married with three kids."
He pulled out his phone and showed me a picture of him with a beautiful looking wife and three kids ranging from eight to fifteen years.
"I find that if I play the game a little around these events and the fashion shows that I tend to get a little more for the money. Oh, everyone who's anyone knows the truth, but acting over the top can get you into places that a straight man can't, if you know what I mean."
He said that last part using the voice from earlier, and I couldn't help but laugh.
We spoke for a few more minutes and he outlined what we were going to do. He let me know he would play it up for the tape. But nothing would be released without mine or Betty's permission and asked if Sandra could act on behalf of both of us. Betty and I agreed, and he hit record.
"So," Andrew said seriously. "I can see the fireworks between you two. Brian, you and Lurandra have been the talk of the fashion world since the New Farm Park incident...
"Shame I couldn't be there...
"But here you are again tonight. Lurandra, you look stunning as always darling, and Brian, my, my you do clean up ever so handsomely. I think that half the women here tonight, and even a few of the boys, are envious of our little Lurandra tonight."
He said it with such enthusiasm, that I even half believed it.
"So, is there something there, Brian, Lurandra?" he asked.
We looked at each other, and without thinking our hands came together.
"I think there might be," I responded, for the first time taking the lead from Betty.
Andrew clapped his hands. "Excellent!"
"Now Brian," Andrew said, his voice dropping an octave. "While this is audio only, I think everyone has seen the pictures of you and Lurandra from New Farm Park. You've got some scars in and around your body. Would you be open to talking about them for a bit..."
For the next fifteen minutes, I talked about my burns, how I got them. What my stay in hospital was like and Andrew was even able to coax out of me the bullying and humiliation I had experienced growing up, without making it feel overwhelming.
He even asked me about relationships, to which I hung my head and told him that I had never had a real one, every girl I fancied either said yes and then humiliated me or cheated on me within a few dates letting me know I was a freak.
Andrew paused the recording, apologising and telling me that he would not release that part, he could see how it affected me. I smiled and told him it was alright, other kids growing up might be able to take heart and not make my mistakes, perhaps some of those I fancied in the past would realize what bitches they had been.
Restarting the tape, he then got Betty to tell her story about losing her brother, how we met as children, then, over the past little while, how we had gotten reacquainted following New Farm Park and were open to seeing if things went somewhere.
Throughout the entire time, even with his flamboyant persona in the forefront, he never pushed too hard, never pushed too far and any time he thought he might, we paused and discussed it.
Andrew finished off asking about the New Farm Park event and the kiss that sparked everything.
"I'd been looking for Brian for quite some time, I had spent money on investigators, but he was not an easy man to find. I recently moved back to Brisbane, so I was hoping to see if I could locate him," Betty explained. "When I saw him in the crowd, I knew it was him and on impulse I stopped and well..." she shrugged. "Everyone saw the result."
Andrew smiled, "Any regrets darlings?"
"None," Betty replied, I just shook my head smiling and agreeing.
"Well, there we have it folks, our own fairytale coming to life. Thank you, Brian, thank you, Lurandra."
Exiting the booth, Andrew shook my hand and hugged Betty. Telling her to look after me.
Later that evening, Betty dropped me off at home and left me with an agreement for a date the next Friday night and lots of calls and texts throughout the week. I may have also gotten a toe-curling kiss that didn't let me wipe the smile off my face all week.
I was surprised when I got the article for review the following day, and after a phone call with Sandra I gave my permission for it to be printed.
It was released into the fashion media titled. 'Aussie Fairy Tale', and the opening line of, 'Lurandra and the most real man I have ever met.'
Most of the guys on the crew were throwing lines like "You're shitting me, Lurandra," to "You're fucking with us Brian, really a fucking supermodel!"
It's like that on the worksite, but what really made me feel good, is at no time did any of them make me feel awkward like I wasn't deserving a relationship.
The next two months were surreal, in all my life I can't recall being happier. Betty and I spent most of our spare time together. Twice she had to go overseas for a show, and three times she flew to Sydney during the week to do modelling work. But if she wasn't working, she was finding time to spend with me.
While she showed me the beautiful apartment that she and Sandra shared, we spent more time at my place because it was more private. I was like a teenager, spending hours just kissing her, running my fingers up and down her arms, holding her tight.
I introduced Betty and Sandra to Mum and Dad, and both were hugged with tears by my mother and immediately welcomed to the family.
We did cookouts, movies, picnics. We went to art galleries, and I even got my first plane trip to Sydney to attend a show with Betty. I was nervous on take-off and landing, but Betty held my hand. I was embarrassed, but she told me how cute it was.
In Sydney we slept in the same bed and for the first time I held someone as we went to sleep. I had never slept so well as that night.
I awoke in the morning to the sight of Betty staring at me.
"Good morning my man," she told me and kissed me.
I smiled.
"Please tell me this is real, that you're real," I replied, reaching out to touch her face.
"It's real, very real," she told me as she sat up.
Betty was wearing a soft cotton nighty, and I don't think she had any panties on, but she looked at me.
"Brian. Why haven't you tried to take me yet?" she asked me looking very vulnerable.
"Take you, what do you... oh..." I started then stopped and suddenly sat up. I was just wearing a pair of boxers and Betty saw the scars on my chest for the first time in the morning light, her eyes went a little wide, seeing the criss-crossing lines, scar tissue and patches of mottled skin.
"Brian, I..." she put her hands to her mouth, her eyes darting between my body and my face.
Its one thing to see the face and arms of a burns victim, its another when you can see most of their body. I smiled, "Its okay, Betty, it doesn't hurt. Look," I reached out and brought one of her hands to my chest and placed it on the rough texture that was my skin. "See."
A minute later I smiled sadly, and got up off the bed, pulling a shirt on and sitting on the chair in the corner of the room.
"Don't be upset, It's okay Betty," I told her. "Most people freak out when they see me without a shirt on. That it took this long for you to see the freak. Well now you can let me go..."
"No!" she exclaimed and bolted off the bed and into my arms kissing me fiercely.
"No," she said again as our lips parted and she searched my eyes. "No Brian, I am not leaving you just because I got to see the scars on your body. If anything. You look more like the man I am falling in love with because you felt comfortable enough to let me see you. That was not rejection Brian, that was taking in the lines of your body. I see the muscles that are ripped and strong under the skin. The beauty of a man who has been forged by fire and come out the other side.
"I am not leaving you, you're mine, you hear!" she said with authority and moved to kiss me again.
When we next came up for breath, I smiled at her and cupped her cheek.
"Sorry, it's hard to break bad habits," I told her, then I pulled our foreheads together as we looked into each other's eyes. "And did I just hear you say you were falling in love with me?"
She sat back on my lap and bit her lower lip while nodding. The look was utterly cute and a moment later I had to shift and Betty smiled at me.
"I am falling in love with you Brian, I really am. And I know you're falling in love with me, too. I know you want me. So why..."
"Why aren't we fucking like bunnies?" I finished, she nodded.
"God knows I want to, but..." I couldn't finish it.
"You're scared of something?" Betty asked.
"Yeah, Betty I'm a virgin, before you I have never had a real girlfriend, or had anyone show me real love and affection. And you're... well your Lurandra, international super model. I am not going to assume you're a virgin. But what if I don't..."
"Measure up?" she finished for me.
I nodded.
"Oh Brian," she kissed me. "My beautiful, innocent man. Just when you can't get any more adorable, you're worrying about what I think of you in bed?"
I nodded. She ground herself into me a little more. Then stopped and looked at me.
"Brian, your right I am not a virgin," she told me and took in a deep breath. "I have been with a total of four men and one woman. Yes, I felt that you naughty boy. Yes, a woman, no it wasn't love and no I will not be repeating it so don't go there.
"Only once did it feel like love, but it wasn't. It wasn't like what you and I have developing here and from that moment at New Farm Park there hasn't been anyone in my heart, my mind or my body but you.
"It has been almost a year for me. My last time was that actor that the tabloids had me with, but it was nothing but bed mates for a few weeks and to be honest we didn't really click in bed or in person."
I nodded.
"But what if..." I started to say and she put a finger on my lips and grinned at me.
"Don't finish that, I will never compare you to any previous lover, because I know that I will never have to. They are going to pale in comparison to what you and I are going to have baby."
She looked at me again, sultry and desirable. And I could feel the hairs on the back of my arms stand on end as much as her attributes started to threaten to tear through the cotton of her nightgown. She looked at my arms then to her excited chest and quickly stood.
"Brian," she said serious again. "There is nothing I want right now then for you to tear of my clothes and take me here and now."
"I sense a but?" I said, trying to stop myself from doing just that.
She nodded.
"I want it, but Brian I want our first time to be special," she told me, I could see her fighting her own arousal. "I want your first time to be everything. Right now, we've got to get up and get ready for the day then fly home. Right now would be a quick fuck. I don't want that; I want us to make love for our first time. Does that make sense to you?"
I have no idea why, but I nodded. She smiled and took a couple of steps backwards.
"Good, well give me a few minutes, I'd invite you to shower with me, as I thought we would this morning, but... well, give me a few then you can have a rinse."
I sighed and nodded.
"And Brian?" Betty said pulling my attention back to her. I looked at her as she now stood in the bathroom doorway and quickly pulled off her nighty.
As a model, she had a great body. But standing there naked as the day she was born, wearing nothing but a smile. I grabbed the arm of the chair with white knuckles and groaned.
Her body was nothing short of spectacular. Smooth skin, pink areola and very erect nipples, she had a taught tummy and was shaved, most likely waxed smooth. When she turned on her toes and looked back over her shoulder towards me, I caught a look at her butt. Yep, right there is the reason she is a supermodel.
"Give me a few minutes, baby," she said grinning knowing I was giving her my undivided attention. "Then the shower is yours."
It took me all of thirty seconds in the shower to achieve release when it was my turn. Betty standing outside the door encouraging me didn't help. But when I emerged a few minutes later dressed ready for the day, she kissed me.
"Thank you again Brian, I know a lessor man would not have been able to resist. I'm going to make it worth it for you. Two weeks, we've got today, then I have to fly to Parris for a little over a week and then I have a month back home here with you and I don't want to see the outside of your bedroom that entire time."
For most of the day as we got around Sydney holding hands and kissing when we could, I had to adjust myself anytime I thought about her last statement.
[:::: 10 ::::]
It was the eighth day of Betty's Paris trip when the fantasy of me riding off into the sunset with her came crashing down. I was eagerly anticipating her return, of after almost thirty years of life I would have someone that cared enough about me to say they love me and provide me their body in love as I would give them mine.
Yeah, yeah, romantic, but that was what I wanted. I didn't want to lose the one thing that was precious to me to a whore or a drunken one-night stand where the woman woke screaming at me in the morning. I wanted someone to love me for me. In Betty I thought that I had that person. When we returned from Sydney the evening after our conversation in the hotel room. Betty kissed me deeply and reminded me that she had to leave early tomorrow for Paris and when she got back she was going to make sure I knew I was the luckiest man in the world.
We spoke over messenger for the first couple of days, I waited up in the evening due to the time difference and never regretted it. Betty was happy and she loved showing me the sights from her hotel room hinting that in the future she would love it if I could come with her.
I also spoke with Cassandra who was walking the same event. Betty kept sending me photos of her and Casandra with lots of hugs and kisses, along with 'wish you were here messages. I returned with photos of me and the guys on the job site making poses with our shovels and wheelbarrows. I even sent her a short video of me driving a bobcat around on two wheels instead of four.
Overall, it was fun and flirty, and Betty apologised on the fifth night when she told me the event was starting and it would be difficult to talk for the next four nights. She would text, but the show was going to be quite intensive.
I told her I understood and if possible, I would try to watch the event online.
Betty had earlier, given me a login and password where I could watch the show live along with all the coverage. I will admit a big guy like me watching fashion felt a little weird, but then again my girlfriend, and I was really thinking of her that way now, my girlfriend was a supermodel and desired by both men and women alike around the world.
In her guise as Lurandra, I watched with pride as Betty walked the catwalk in evening gowns, swimwear and some really odd trench coats. Yes, there were some flashes of her backside and even the hint of a nipple, but I knew it was part of the alure and I was going to be the only one that got to be intimate with her.
Geoff and the guys gave me shit during the day, but it was all good natured and for once I felt like one of the guys, not just the guy they put up with.
As I mentioned, my good mood, my future with Betty, the chance of me being intimate. Fuck it, lets call it what it was, losing my dammed virginity, went down the shitter as I sat down that evening to log into the site and watch Lurandra walk the runway. Excited that tomorrow would be the last day, then we could talk as she flew home, to me.
I had watched Casandra do her walk, she looked stunning in a red evening dress that had sequins all over it. The dress also had a plunging neckline that was so low I was pretty sure she waxed everywhere if you catch my drift.
I smiled as I could see Betty move out onto the runway ready to begin her walk. She was three away from strutting in a white dress that looked like liquid satin with long gloves, when my phone alerted me with a message, with about a minute to go, I picked it up and saw the message from an unknown number.
[ Hey, you should check out these articles about your girlfriend before you get in too deep with her. Just thought you should know ]
The message had a link in it, which if I was smart, I would have scanned before opening, but I clicked it and I wish I hadn't.
The first article was a number of photos, showing 'Lurandra' out and about Paris with two very good-looking men. She was smiling broadly as the articles questioned her fidelity to her new beau, Brian Other, back home in Australia. The next message showed a picture of her standing topless, in a G-string, her nipples blurred out, one of the men from earlier with his hands on her breasts the caption, 'what about Brian?'
The second article talked about the other man in the photo, her ex-boyfriend Tommy Williams, and included pictures of her in a string bikini and him in a pair of speedos. The article talked about how they believed that after Lurandra was done milking sympathy in her 'beauty and the beast' romance with Brian Other. Her and Tommy would be back together and getting married before the end of the year.
I turned my attention back to the live stream, watching as Betty was walking her stuff up the catwalk, she was looking serious and regal for this one, but her eyes were shining, However now I wondered if it was for me or was it for Tommy Williams? I felt gutted.
After everything, I had thought that Betty and I had something. I thought we were falling in love and now it was just another push to use me. Was she really just using me as a ploy, a way to drum up sympathy. The thought made me sad; it made me angry. But hang on, these were just news articles they were conjecture nothing written in fact.
I texted the person back as I watched her make her return run.
[ Sorry, no idea how you got this number, but they are just make-believe nonsense. You have your facts wrong ]
A moment later I got a series of texts and images that shattered me.
[ Sorry Crispy, but it's too late, I've already enjoyed Paris and its treats ]
Brian DuMont.
Four images followed.
The first one was of DuMont in the backstage dressing room, he was taking a selfie, smiling and giving a thumbs up, in the background was Betty, she was waving at the camera.
The second one was Brian and Betty cheek to cheek, both smiling for the camera like they were best friends.
The third one was DuMont standing and taking a selfie while the woman that I had fallen in love with stood there in nothing but a G-string. I could feel my chest tensing and my anger welling as I saw it.
The last one though, the last one broke my heart, my mind and pretty much everything that had me falling into a pit of despair.
The picture was taken in a hotel room. In the background out the window you could see the Eiffel tower giving me a location. In the bottom right I could see it was date stamped not two hours after last night's show had ended when Betty texted me saying she was tired and heading back to sleep. However, in the photo she wasn't sleeping.
In it she was naked, her body was spread before the camera leaving nothing to the imagination. She was smiling that winning smile and her eyes were bright just like they were on the catwalk, just like they were looking at me in Sydney not two weeks ago.
Under her was Brian Dumont, also looking and smiling at the camera, his look telling me that once again he wins.



[:::: End of Part 2 ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I get a number of messages and emails often asking me why I write my characters with such obvious defects. The truth is that I usually base each character on one of my own issues, my insecurities. I take an element of my struggles, magnify it and build a scenario around it. By doing that I feel I can identify with the struggle my characters are having.
It also means that when our main characters stand up and rise above their circumstances that in my own trials I believe that I can do the same.
See you in Part 3
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Welcome to Part 3 of 'Through the Fire', if you have not yet read Part 1 or Part 2, spend a little time and get acquainted with our characters.
In part 2, we found Brian and Betty falling in love. But in a cruel twist, Brian receives photos from his arch-nemesis, Brian DuMont, of DuMont and Betty in very compromising positions while she is in Paris. The question is, how will Brian respond.
[:::: Through the Fire - Part 3 ::::]
[:::: 11 ::::]
I don't know how long I looked at the images, it may have been seconds, it may have been hours. But at some point, I found myself sitting out the back of my place on my bench, watching the last of the sunset not understanding how I got from my house to out the back.
There were dark clouds in the sky and the air smelled of ozone, but as the sun finished setting and the stars came out, I watched the sky as I felt a breeze pick up against my skin. I casually placed my arms over the backs of the bench then let my head fall backwards to point at the sky as the first drops of rain fell to the ground.
That night a storm raged, lightning flashed, and the wind howled. But I hardly noticed it as I sat on the bench, lamenting my existence. Explosions of lightning came and went breaking the sky open with impressive regularity turning night into day. Even the large cracks of accompanying thunder did not disturb me as over and over in my head my life played in a depressing loop. The spotty images of saving Harper, my time in hospital, meeting rejection by Ava, the time spend with Tim and Sonia.
The humiliation heaped on me by Brian DuMont caught on repeat more often than most memories. In my mind he took everything and ruined each happy occurrence. His snarky appearance broke me over and over as I retreated further and further into the back of my mind and the storm continued to lash at me in time with my internal torment.
And of course, Betty Brown. The international super model that held the world in her hand as well as my heart. I honestly thought that she cared for me, that she loved me. But again, DuMont came along and took her.
Eyes closed and ignoring the environment around myself. The figure of Betty in my mind, tortured me. Firstly, she was the angel who gave me confidence, then she became my tormentor, dashing my hope that life could be more. Her body was beautiful, but the smile, her eyes that caught me and the memory of our kisses, I knew she would haunt me for the rest of my days.
I retreated even further into my mind as I could not chase the feeling of her kisses away despite the pain it now brought me. Betty may no longer be mine, but she would forever be with me, the touch she shared with me, the exquisite feel of her lips pressed against mine telling me of promise and what I wish could have been.
My tears mixed with the rain, and my body shivered with both emotion and the cold that was setting in.
I groaned, my voice lost against the storm, as I knew that Betty's lips were now his. Again, he had taken my happiness. Why? because I shared his name, and he got perverse pleasure in hurting me. But this time he wouldn't win.
I knew he wouldn't, because as the storm ended, the wind continued.
I guessed it was the early morning. So, as I sat there on the bench and the temperature continued to drop. With the wind against my body, I was rapidly losing the formidable strength I had always had, the night was taking its toll. I wasn't against staying, but in this moment, neither was I against nature taking me somewhere that people wouldn't be able to hurt me anymore.
As my body continued to tremble, now more a physical need then emotional outlet, I thought about Harper. What if I had not run into the fire? I would still be normal. But I would have lost my sister. No, if I had my time again, I wouldn't change it. I would still run into the fire to save her; there would never be a choice, my sister was worth it.
Harper would be sad if I left. Actually, I knew she would be royally pissed. I knew that she would miss me more than anyone. In this world there had been no greater advocate for me than my little sister. For a time, I had thought Betty would give her a run for her money, but I had now learnt that I was mistaken. Harper would likely chew Betty a new asshole when she found out what happened, but she would mainly be sad.
Mum, Dad and Trey would also be upset. Not as much as Harper, but they were my rock when I needed them. Geoff as well, I couldn't ask for a better boss, and the guys at work too. Perhaps there were a few people that might mourn me.
I felt a deep cold now, my body had stopped trembling, and I knew that was not a great sign. I momentarily wondered if I would end up with hyperthermia, but it wasn't likely in our climate. However, exposure to the earlier storm and the continued winds could still easily do me in.
I again thought of Betty, even though she had been seduced away from me, would she miss me? I replayed our time in Sydney, really believing we had a chance at a future together. But those pictures, and that final one left no doubt. She may have had some type of feeling for me, but no one would pose for an intimate picture like that unless it was for your lover. Which I could see I was not.
For a moment the image of her and DuMont together was replaced by just her eyes and that smile. Immediately, I felt my pulse quicken. I felt my blood flow through my veins, the hairs on my arms came to attention not being caused by the cold. From our first real meeting a few months ago in the Burns unit, I had dared to hope we could fall in love.
It was then I thought of Tim and Sonia, the twins would also be sad that I was gone. They were two kids facing the world together, burnt like me and would have to face the same ridicule I had. If I was going to live, it would be for them.
The thought roused me, and I realised I was being stupid. Sitting here and feeling so depressed didn't mean I could let myself go and not be there for Tim and Sonia as they grew up. They were going to face the same challenges, the same prejudices that I had, and they needed someone there to help them through it. I understood that without their parents that was me.
I tried to move but found my energy sapped, my arms were numb and wouldn't respond to my commands. I tried to move my legs and found the same, I think I could feel my toes move, but that could be my imagination.
In a panic I tried to twist myself, but even then, I couldn't move my arms, they were still braced over the bench. My muscles had locked into place diverting blood flow from my extremities to my core to try and keep me alive. By trying to twist, all I did was slide a few splinters into my arms and not move more than a couple of inches.
Trying to think my way out of this, I gave myself a mental uppercut for letting my depression get in the way of being there for Tim and Sonia. So I stopped and tried to listen to the world around me wondering if I could find a way to save myself.
Inside I could hear my phone ringing. I think it had been for the past hour, but I hadn't been aware of it consciously. I figured it was likely Betty calling to break up with me, but that was okay. I would have a hole in my heart I know would never again be filled. But I reasoned I didn't need her, while I know Tim and Sonia would need me, and that was all I required right now.
Focused, other sounds were coming to my ears. In the distance, I could hear a garbage truck moving, that meant it had to be close to dawn. Dawn meant warmth and if I could make it that far, then I could likely move and get help.
A sudden gust of frigid wind though, made me doubt myself. While I could feel it on my skin, I also felt numb, the sensation dampened from what it should be. Worse, I was suddenly weary and tired, and I knew that falling asleep was the last thing I should do.
Through mostly closed eyes that were blurry and out of focus I saw a light on the horizon. I heard a car stop and a knocking at someone's front door, most likely one of my neighbours. For a moment I wondered who was stupid enough to knock at what was likely four am in the morning.
But I also realised they were likely the only ones that might be able to call for help, and I tried to call out. But my voice was also affected by the cold and my lethargy. I managed a voice that was barely above a horse whisper, nowhere near enough to get the persons attention.
My energy sapped; I was struggling to stay conscious when I think I heard my back door open.
"What the fuck Brian," Harper said angrily as she must have noticed me. "Betty is in a panic; she tells me you haven't messaged her back and she..."
My sister suddenly stopped speaking, seeing me not moving as I sat on the bench.
"Brian?" she said suddenly at my side.
"Brian!" she screamed, "Oh my God, Brian, what... Brian, fuck. Help!"
She stopped and I heard her fumble.
"Betty, I found him, he's... he's out the back, it looks like he has been out here all night, he's soaked from a storm that came through, he's lips are purple and he's freezing. Betty what..."
"No, you're right, ambulance," I heard Harper say in her hysteria as she hung up and made another call.
She spoke to someone who said an ambulance was on the way, they must have asked her to calmly speak to me while they waited.
"Brian, what happened, why did you stay out here. What's wrong my hero?" her use of the word hero causing me to groan.
"DuMont," I whispered when she got close enough.
Storm clouds regathered very quickly as my sister's countenance took on a rather nasty vibe. "What did you say Brian, DuMont did this?"
"Took Betty," I managed to whisper out. Harper would find my phone and see what DuMont has once again done to me, what he had taken from me.
She kissed my forehead and frowned. "Brian, that can't be true, Betty wouldn't do that to you," she told me as her lips seared my cold skin with heat as we heard the ambulance arrive.
Nothing more was said between us as Harper yelled that we were out the back and there was sudden movement as hands were all over me and a strange voice told me to relax. They asked me things to which I whispered, but I am not sure what I replied with. They wrapped me in something, and I felt movement as I gave into the inevitable and passed out.
[:::: 12 ::::]
I woke up slowly and was told later, it had been four days since Harper had found me. I was in a hospital room and somehow Betty was snuggled in beside me. It was a large hospital bed, a little larger than normal, I think they had them for bigger patients of which I suppose I was one of them with my bulk.
Betty was snuggled into me lightly snoring as I came awake. Though that changed the moment I let out and audible groan as aches and pains throughout my body made themselves known.
Betty was instantly awake.
"Brian, Brian, are you okay?" she asked, panic in her voice.
"Betty, what are you doing here, what about DuMont?" I asked weakly.
I watched as Betty grew angry; her voice had a hard edge to it that I had never heard before. "That fucker can shove a red-hot poker up his arse and rotate on it till he dies."
I looked at her, not understanding, I had seen the photos, the articles.
"What?" I said hoarsely, my throat sore. "Betty, I saw everything, the photos. I don't understand, what are you doing here?"
"Shhhh," she told me leaning in and kissing me lightly on the lips. "Brian, it was all deception and lies. I was never with him, and I'm pretty pissed off at you right now if I'm being honest."
"Me, what did I do?" I asked the angry woman holding onto me for dear life. The fury at my nemesis now redirected at me.
"Brian, why the hell would you do that, stay out in the rain in a storm. The doctors told me that if Harper hadn't turned up when she did, you likely would have died, your organs were already shutting down, why Brian, why?"
Betty then broke down, crying into my chest. Despite everything I was feeling, the prominent emotion being confusion. I put an arm around her and held her as she cried. I could move again, that was good.
After a minute or two, she looked at me with the question on her lips, why.
"I'm sorry Betty," I told her sadly, still wondering what she was doing here, perhaps it was pity. "I never really told you about my history with Brian DuMont, I am assuming that Harper has filled you in now?"
She nodded, "Yes, let's just say that your sister... well I never ever want to be on her bad side again?"
"Again?" I asked.
Betty nodded, looking away embarrassed.
"While they were loading you up into the ambulance, I called Harper again to try and find out what was going on. Harper was telling me that they had you, but you were in a serious condition due to exposure."
I nodded.
"Well, Harper was going through your house locking up before heading to the hospital when she found your phone. It still had the picture open on it..."
She looked at me and blushed. I looked away in shame. Here she was proclaiming how much she cared for me, that it was lies and deception, but she had still fucked DuMont, I had the photo.
"Brian," she said a moment later, then again more intently. "Brian, look at me."
It took her hand to turn me back to see tears in her eyes.
"The photo isn't real, it's a fake. The experts are calling it a 'deep fake'. DuMont took a picture of himself having sex with someone that had a passing resemblance to me and then got someone good with computers to integrate my face onto the body to make it appear we were having sex."
I looked at her crying and felt my heart soften.
"It! Was! Not! Me!" She emphasized each word, still crying. I then realised I was crying too. Relief washing over me as I realized Betty hadn't been seduced by DuMont, but that wasn't all, I needed to know everything.
"What about the articles, the other photos with you?"
"I had Andrew look into the articles," she told me still with tears falling down her cheeks, she was still adorable. "The articles are also fake, DuMont tried to get them taken down, but Harper got Andrew to look at your phone and they got the cache. The other photos though..."
She sighed.
"Brian, those other photos are real but taken out of context. I've told you about Tommy, I don't know how he got those photos of Tommy and I, they were taken at a private event a few years ago..."
I nodded not needing to know any more at that moment.
"What about the ones in Paris?" I asked.
"Aside from the sex one, those were real," Betty explained now blushing. "Brian, you know when we model, most of the time we walk around backstage in almost nothing?"
I nodded; Betty had explained it to me. There was nothing overtly sexual about it. The models, male and female walked around in G-strings and nothing more as they quickly changed. I didn't like it, but knew it was part of the modelling world.
"Somehow DuMont got a backstage pass and got that photo of me topless during a change. Usually there is an assistant, and it happens quite quickly, but somehow DuMont got in and took a picture. He's in major trouble for that one alone, let alone everything else."
She sighed.
"Brian, the other pics, the selfie with me waving and us cheek to cheek. He introduced himself and told me he knew you, he even had pictures of you two in school to prove it. He told me he was going to send them to you to say hi, I thought it was on the level, so I allowed it."
I understood, but I still felt deceived.
"Brian, I understand," she told me her hand now in mine. "In your head right now, you feel I betrayed you. You thought that I was just using you, you thought that I was going to run away with Tommy or DuMont."
I blushed, "Yeah, pretty much."
She lent in and kissed me. "I get it Brian, I do. For one selfless act, you have been teased and humiliated over and over again by the world and by this DuMont asshole more than others. But Brian..."
I looked at her.
"You have me, I've joined Harper in the Hero Brian Fanclub. I love you Brian Other, madly, deeply and no man but you is ever going to get this body. When you get out of here, for which I am upset at you for ruining my plans and timeframes. You're going to have to lick, kiss and touch every part of this body, including a few areas that have been off-limits to everyone else. I am yours Brian. No one else's.
"I want to marry you, to have your babies, I want to laugh with you, cry with you, get pissed off at you for not getting baby formula on your way home from work, or just hold you when you're sad. Your scars are nothing negative to me Brian. They show me the type of man you are, a man that rescued his sister, a boy that was there for my brother as he lay dying, that comforted me giving me his precious toy. Let me be there for you, Brian. Please, don't push me away or leave me."
In the early morning light after her impassioned plea, we remain quiet for just a moment.
"Yes," I said simply.
"Yes?" she queried me, cocking her head to the side.
"Yes, I'll marry you," I replied smiling at her.
Betty's eyes went wide then teared up and she again pushed herself into me and sobbed.
"What's going on here?" the voice of my sister queried a few minutes later, with an obvious level of mischief. She had two coffee's in her hand, one for her and one for Betty.
"We're getting married!" Betty exclaimed, tears still rolling down her cheeks.
"What do you mean married?" Trey asked, standing behind Harper, sipping his own coffee. "And by the way, good to see you awake Brian."
"Idiot," Harper said punching him in the arm. "He just woke up after almost dying and that's what you ask."
He smiled, "Yep, I know this man and it takes more than a night in the open to stop him. I mean his ability to battle the elements brought me you didn't it."
Harper turned to mush, "Awwww," she said and kissed Trey, then punched him in the arm. "He still almost died dickweed."
She then turned to us placing the coffee's down and putting her hands on her hips, "And what's this about getting married. Brian, did you just ask Betty to marry you."
"Nope," I said smiling, enjoying the confusion on my little sister's face. "She just asked me."
Harper looked back and forwards between Betty and I for a moment, then suddenly squealed. But she had to give me an awkward hug, as Betty refused to let go of my hand or be shifted from my lap. Trey just walked around the other side of the bed and we fist bumped.
"Bro," was all he said.
Harper disappeared and a few minutes later, she brought in Tim and Sonia. Apparently, they had visited me yesterday while I was still asleep and were very relieved to see me awake. Tim was the ever-excited young boy and even Sonia with her blonde hair starting to grow back was looking a lot healthier. Like me, she would forever have scars over her body, but a lot had progressed over the years and her skin wouldn't quite look like the patchwork that mine did.
Betty helped her up onto my bed and I soon had Betty in one arm and Sonia on the other while Trey and Tim played a game of tic-tack-toe on a travel game board.
Sonia told me about her latest doll, holding it up to show me, it was made of a patch work of cloth wearing overalls with the message, 'I need hugs' written on the chest. It was given as present from one of her mother's cousins that came to visit. She was sad because the lady was too old and lived a long way away so she and Tim couldn't go to live with her.
I told her it would be okay, because wherever they ended up, Betty and I would always be there for them.
"I know Mr Brian," she told me.



"You know?" I said brushing the tip of her nose as she giggled.
"Yep," she replied casually, flipping the dolls arms up and down.
"And how do you know that?" Betty asked, leaning back on me and touching Sonia's cheek affectionately.
"Because Mum and Dad told me", she said, like it was fact.
"You're Mum and Dad told you?" Betty queried the little girl.
"Yeah," Sonia explained. "The night of the big storm a couple of days ago. Mum and Dad told me in a dream that Mr Brian and Mrs. Betty would look after Tim and me."
I looked at Betty, aside from the way Sonia told us, she didn't miss the 'Mrs' part either, but neither child knew what took place earlier with the proposal, and previously Sonia had always called her Ms Lurandra.
Sonia for her part started humming happily, tracing the scars on the back of my hand as she held her doll to her chest.
[:::: 13 ::::]
A couple of hours later my parents turned up and again there were hugs all round. They greeted everyone, including Tim and Sonia and I caught Mum hand Betty something out of the corner of my eye. I let my brow furrow until a couple of minutes later as I was sitting up, Betty sat on the side of my hospital bed and opened the ring box in front of everyone.
"Brian, I know it's been a strange courtship, with twists and turns. You have been there for me in the worst of times, and now I want to be there for you when you feel all hope is lost. When I look at you, I don't see a man burnt by fire, I see a strong man fighting against voices that would shout him down. I see a man who gives of himself even when it causes him pain. I see an honourable and steadfast man that I have fallen in love with completely.
"Brian, my love, my heart, my soul. Your mother gave me this, her mother's engagement ring as a symbol of our love, everlasting and tempered by fire..." she paused and smiled. "And by ice. Would you do me the honour of taking this ring and placing it on my hand and agreeing to be my husband?"
I looked around the room and took in everyone's expressions, everyone was smiling and waiting for me to say yes. I frowned.
"I can only say yes on one condition," I said softly.
Everyone held their breath.
"Wha.. What. What condition is that?" Betty asked in a whisper. She wasn't too concerned; I had said yes earlier but we hadn't talked about any conditions.
"My condition is that as part of us getting married," I said seriously. "These two wonderful children here need a home, they come as part of the deal if we marry."
Betty's face broke out into a big smile and both Betty and I looked over at first Sonia, then Tim. Neither of them seemed to be quite following the back and forth.
"Did you hear that," Harper said, turning to Sonia. "My brother is only going to marry Betty if you and Tim agree to live with them."
Sonia took a huge intake of breath, then looked over at Tim whose eyes also were now wide. Then she looked back at us beaming.
"You mean if Tim and I come and live with you, we can be a family?" she said, her voice seeming to rise an octave with each word.
"That's it," I replied. "We can be a family, but only if you two say yes."
"Yes, yes, yes, yes. YES YES YES!!!" screamed the little girl happily. Tim just smiled and uttered a shy "Yes".
I turned to Betty, I took the ring from its box and slid it onto her finger. "Yes, I will marry you, Betty Brown."
Everyone clapped as I pulled Betty into me and kissed her passionately.
We spent the rest of the afternoon talking. Betty, Harper and my mother grouped up talking wedding plans, and then brought hospital administration in to discuss the process for adopting Tim and Sonia.
I was checked out late in the afternoon with the proviso I take a week off, which Betty promptly arranged in a phone call to Geoff.
That night as I crawled into bed, I wasn't surprised that a vision of beauty, clad only in a white cotton shirt and a pair of sky-blue panties, came into the room. I watched her pull the sheets back and climb in beside me, a single eyebrow going up as she watched me watching her.
"You are going to be able to keep your hands to yourself tonight, aren't you?" she asked me in a very serious tone. "Remember, the doctor told you to take it easy."
I swallowed, then nodded, "Are you?"
Betty laughed, "Touché my man, touché. Honestly, here right now, I want nothing more than to rip you're clothes off and feel the man I am going to marry inside me. But I want you to be ready for it. I don't want you back in hospital because I sucked the life out of you."
Her tone was moving from serious to seriously flirtatious. I opened my arms and without thinking she slid into them and suddenly our mouths were pressed together. Feeling her body pressed against mine I was amazed at my soon to be wife. And unlike some of the other times we kissed, which were incredible, this felt more intimate, more natural than anything I had previously experienced.
I felt her hands begin to roam, she touched my arms, and ran them up over my shoulders, touching my face as our tongues danced. She pulled back a hand on either side of my face and looked deep into my eyes.
"I love you Brian," she said.
"And I love you Betty," I replied.
After a few more minutes where she had moved a hand over her shirt covered breast, we caught ourselves.
"Betty," I said almost moaning.
"I know," she replied in almost the same tone of voice. "Hold me as we fall to sleep though Brian, I want to have your arms around me."
I smiled as she snuggled into me, her perfect backside, pushing up against a very hard and very excited part of my own body.
She giggled.
"I know that is for me," she whispered to herself while wiggling her backside into me. "Soon. Very soon..."
She was right, I wanted nothing more than to tear her clothes off and feel myself sheathed within her, but I had waited all these years, I knew I could wait a little longer. Falling asleep with my arm protectively draped over her, for the first time I didn't dream of fire, I didn't dream of being teased, I dreamt of warmth and marriage, of children, both Tim and Sonia as well as our own.
In the morning, I awoke, finding that Betty was already awake. She was just laying there until I opened my eyes, then she smiled and reached out to touch my cheek.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi," I replied staring back at her. "Betty, tell me this is real, that it isn't a dream. I never thought I would find someone who would love me, who could... accept me."
She leant in and kissed me.
"It's real babe," she replied. "And..." she hesitated.
"What?" I asked, suddenly more awake.
"Brian, I was wondering, would you allow me to do something for you?"
I smirked at her.
"Something naughty, sexual like?"
Betty shook her head, blushed, tilted her head to the side and then nodded sideways.
"No, not really, but it requires physical contact."
I raised myself up on an elbow, my shirt clinging to my body due to the sweat and warmth of being snuggled with my intended bride all night. "What is it that you would like, you know I will not deny you anything in my power to give you?"
She looked briefly over towards my bedside table behind me, then back to me. I looked over at it, there were several items on it, including my alarm clock. I took in the time, only seven-thirty in the morning.
"We have all day," I replied. "Other than going to see the kids I didn't think we had anything pressing to do today?"
She nodded, "I wasn't looking at the time. I kind of had a dream last night and, well I was wondering if you would let me act it out?"
"A dream?" I asked, the smirk back on my face.
She nodded and then got up and walked around the bed. I watched those amazing legs and taught backside disappear up into the nightie she was wearing and felt my morning wood become more apparent. Despite doctors' orders, I was hoping that today would be the day.
She stopped and turned picking up a bottle of skin moisturizer from the far edge of my bedside table.
"If you're willing," she said demurely. "I'd like to rub this into your back."
As a burns victim, my skin needed regular cleaning and a decent amount of skin care or it got red, blotchy and irritated. Several times over the years I had ended up at the doctors and once back in hospital due to inadequate skin care. Of the usual routine, I massaged a moisturizer into my burnt and scarred skin to ensure it never got too dry. My face, arms and chest were easy, and I used a modified back scratcher to rub moisturizer into my back. I'd be lying if I didn't admit I was excited that my less than twenty-four-hour old fiancé wanted to rub it into my back herself.
I swallowed and nodded.
"I... I would like that," I told her, giving a nervous shudder.
The smile that she gave me was like she had reached the end of the catwalk in one of her shows and instead of being serious was smiling at all the fashion designers, and show watchers, but ten times brighter.
We spent a couple of minutes preparing, seeing to our morning needs in the bathroom, while I also got a couple of towels from the hall closet and laid them on the bed. I removed my shirt as Betty watched and I saw a gambit of emotion run across her face as she saw my patchwork back clearly for the very first time. In Sydney, she had mainly seen my chest. In contrast, my back was a lot worse. In fact, my back was by far the most scarred part of my body.
We both stood there and I let her look, to take in the sight. For the first time I wasn't worried about rejection, I knew that she loved me, but I stood quietly.
"Brian, would... would you be okay if I touched you?" she said cautiously, afraid I may reject her.
I nodded, "If it's your touch."
A few moments later I felt her small delicate hands on my back. She was tracing mottled lines of skin, scars, pigment changes, blemishes, each part explored, touched, and as I shuddered at the intimate touch, I was surprised when I felt the first kiss on my back.
Betty was kissing my wounds, the part I tried to keep away from everyone, however I now knew there was someone I would trust.
After a few minutes of this she instructed me to lie face down on the bed and let her do her thing. I positioned myself like one of those chalk outlines you see in movies, arms and legs slightly spread; face slightly tilted to the side with my one cheek firmly against the sheets.
I felt Betty sit down on the bed beside me and heard her squirt out some of the moisturiser. Her first touch was tentative, between my shoulder blades, and she hesitated, moving to lightly and slightly tickling me until I mumbled she could be firmer.
For the next ten minutes her hands roamed my back, my shoulders and my arms as she worked the cream into them. I must admit it felt good to have someone who could reach my middle and lower back in order to rub the lotion in fully.
Then she came to my lower back and my backside. Now, I have some scarring there. But it's not as extensive as the rest of my body and Betty was moving that way quickly.
"Lift your hips babe," she told me, and I did. I wasn't expecting it, but in the next moment, she had my boxer shorts down to my knees and for the first time someone was looking at my adult butt, other than myself in the mirror.
"Hmmm, very nice," Betty said and before I could say anything else, she pushed my backside back onto the bed and again began massaging my lower back.
"Relax babe," she told me trying to soothe my nerves. "I know your tense, and this is difficult. But I want to build our intimacy. I want to get to know every inch of your body."
With that I felt her bend over, and she kissed the hollow in my lower back.
"I love you, please let me show you," she pleaded with me.
The next moment, I felt her lips on my left rump, followed a moment later on my right. Beneath me, my manhood was begging me to roll over, to let him into the air. And I was about to do that when I felt a very naked Betty, straddle me and lay down on my back. Now I had touched a lot of this woman over the past few weeks, well months, even as we had kissed and gotten to know each other as adults. But for the first time, this was full skin to skin contact.
She placed her pelvic region on my butt, and I could feel a moist warmth there, which made little Brian even more excited. Then she continued to lay down on my back. I felt two hard points press against my skin, following by a toned abdomen and then her arms and hands laying over mine. Finally, her lips pressed to the side of my neck and she kissed me, her tongue darting against the skin of my neck caused me to groan, unable to hold it in anymore.
We laid like that for a few minutes, her naked body on mine, my senses were inflamed as I felt her yearning grow as I am sure she could feel mine. Her kisses becoming more insistent as time marched on.
"This is wonderful Brian," she said contentedly. "This was my dream, being able to look after you, lay on you like this and show you how much I love you. I'm not hurting you am I?"
I laughed, "No, it's different, but I feel warm, loved."
She got up on her hands and knees, "Roll over babe, I want to lay on your front now, I want to kiss your lips and see your eyes."
I rolled over and groaned as I saw her naked body for only the second time, but this time up close and personal. Betty smiled seeing the enviably male reaction to check out her chest and then move lower.
She bent down and kissed me quickly, holding herself on her hands and knees.
"Do you like what you see?" she asked me.
The question felt a little strange. Here I was naked in bed with one of the worlds acknowledged sexiest women. She was adored by men and women alike from around the world. She was chased by fashion designers in the top fashion houses and she was nervous that a virtual no one, someone considered ugly by most of the world, might not like the look of seeing her naked.
"You are by far," I told her reaching out to touch her cheek, "the most beautiful naked woman I have ever had in my bed."
She giggled at that and sat down on my abdomen, "You cad," she told me, mischievously, blushing as she lightly slapped my chest. "I bet you say that to all the girls."
Her eyes showed playfulness as she arched her back and let her hands run up over her breasts, first cupping them, then while using her left hand to pinch a nipple, she ran her right hand up her neck and through her hair moaning slightly as she inched backwards her ass coming in contact with the tip of my enthusiasm.
I was speechless, she was oozing style, sexuality and desire. She opened her eyes and looked at me for a moment before looking back over her shoulder and down at what was poking her.
"Is that for me?" She playfully asked. "Is my man hard for me, do I turn him on, showing him my naked body, my perky diamonds, my wet little kitty?"
As she was saying this, she ran her hands back down her body till she lifted her hips slightly and I groaned as she spread herself and I saw her excitement.
My eyes were locked on her body for another moment as she continued to turn and then wrapped a hand around my hardness, drops of my anticipation making themselves known.
"Hmmm, that must be for me. He looks amazing Brian," she told me with an extremely sultry voice.
Without another word she moved her body until she had turned around and squashed herself towards the end of the bed, positioned like a sphinx, but now she was between my legs, a hand still holding my shaft, and she was looking at me with those big brown, gorgeous eyes.
"Brian, tell me you want me to do this, tell me you want me to be the first woman to take this solid, veiny and desirable hunk of manhood. Tell me, Tell me Brian my love."
I groaned at the words.
"Yes," I hissed.
"Yes what? Tell me man that I am going to marry."
"I want you to...." I said hesitating, no one had ever come close to asking me something so sensual, so intimate.
"Tell me Brian, I want to hear the words," Betty pleaded, poised ready to strike.
I closed my eyes a moment then reopened them.
"Make me a man Betty, be the very first woman to ever have me, you get all my firsts and I don't ever want there to be another."
With that she smiled and made a show of placing her lips over the head and while looking me in the eyes she used her tongue in ways that I am sure was illegal in several countries. Meanwhile she started to stroke me up and down and she had her other hand gently holding my balls.
I had never, felt anything like it in my life. My first sexual contact with another person, and her eyes told me how much she desired me as she sought to give me relief.
"Betty, I'm going to..."
That was all I got before I let loose, but Betty didn't stop. She pulled off and kept pumping me. I was groaning, and I had thrown my head back even as I continued to pump rope after rope over myself.
When I was done, Betty did something I wasn't expecting, she put her head back on my shaft and kept sucking.
"Oh, Betty, what are you doing!" I was in pure bliss at this sexual vixen.
She kept it up for another minute or so before moving back, smiled, and licked her lips.
"Brian that was amazing, you came so much, do you always cum that much?" she asked me as we both surveyed the mess I had just covered my abdomen with.
I laughed.
"Not all the time no, this one was pretty epic."
"Was it because of me?" Betty asked me pointedly, battering her eyes.
"You know it was, that was... you are... incredible," I told her.
She smiled, "Good, because now, I want you inside me."
I looked at her as she got up from her position between my legs and laid down on the bed beside me.
I went to go down, to repay her act, but she told me no.
"Brian, I want you to know, that I love having my kitty eaten and know that no one other than you, will ever get it. But right now, I am so wet that I want to feel you inside me. Please my love, fill me up, give me a fuck that a man should give his intended bride that says you want me to have your kids."
At that moment, the timid, gentle giant, that was worried about what anyone thought about him, disappeared. I climbed up the body of Lurandra, sexy supermodel, and adored the nipples on that same woman also known as Betty Brown and without thinking, I slid into her, both of us groaning as we connected in the most intimate way possible.
My bride to be was wet and warm. And I felt an involuntary pulse all around me as I reached her depths.
"Pull back," she whispered, looking directly into my eyes. "Then back in. Join me, become one with me forever."
I started slowly, and built up my pace, I laid myself on her body and she smiled at me as I began the process of becoming a complete man. After what was more than a minute, but less than two, I was giving Betty everything I had. She was holding her legs, and looking at her face, her eyes were closed as she panted in pleasure.
I kept pushing, trying to keep a pace and Betty, continued to groan.
"So good, so good," she moaned, "Brian, oh my goodness Brian, I'm going to..."
That was all she said before she threw her head back in a wordless scream as suddenly, I felt her velvet walls grip me like a vice, then start pulsing wildly. The experience sent me over the edge again and for the second time that morning I reached my own peak.
Betty must have felt it, because she was suddenly looking at me pulling my head to hers as her tongue smashed against mine.
"Yes," she moaned. "Fill me my love, fill me with your baby making sperm. Breed me babe, make your woman pregnant!"
If there was more to give, right then I think my body exceeded my first orgasm hearing those words.
As we came down, Betty kept my head to hers and me inside her.



"Was I, was I okay?" I asked her nervously.
Betty giggled, "Brian, you were much better than okay, that was incredible. Did you feel me pulsing around you?"
The way she said it, sounded beautiful and naughty at the same time, but I found I liked her talking about my manhood.
"Yes, that was amazing," I replied.
I rolled off her and she nestled herself into me, snuggling her head onto my chest and a finger started chasing the line of one of my chest scars.
"Brian, that was the first time I have ever cum with a man inside me."
I thought for a minute, the statement implied that she had sex with other men, but then again she had already told me that. She had also told me that I would be her only from now on. And that she had never cum like that with someone before. That was a good thing, I craned my neck and kissed her forehead.
"Thank you," I told her simply.
She looked up at me.
"You're welcome," she told me, then added, "Brian you're mine now, you know that don't you?"
"I was from that very first kiss," I replied, and she smiled back.
"But that is reciprocal babe, I need you to know that I am also yours. No other man or woman may ever touch me like this, and if they try, I will hurt them."
'Or I will," I told her growling a little.
She laughed, as we lay there in our post-coital bliss. "That's the way babe. I want to be all your firsts and there are somethings that I have never done that I want to try."
"Like what?" I asked as we held each other.
Betty blushed a little.
"Well, the one most guys like to hear about is anal," she told me and laughed as she saw me stir a little. "I've never done that, I have never felt secure enough to try, but I am interested. And if you trust me that could go both ways but stay only between us."
I thought about it and nodded, "what else?"
"Well, I would like it if you tied me up and blindfolded me, before taking me."
I felt her nipples harden a little at the admission.
"Noted," I said.
"What about you, any fantasies?" she asked me.
I thought for a minute, and hesitated, but she told me to be honest.
"Well, I guess I'd like to eat sushi off your naked body, I heard that referenced in a show once."
She giggled, "I'd like that."
She then turned serious.
"Would you ever want to have drug sex, I've never but I know some..."
"No," I replied cutting her off. "You and I after a couple of drinks, every day of the week, but drugs, no baby, never. I have seen the effect."
She squeezed my hand.
"Me too, and we're united on that."
We spent another twenty minutes chatting about sexual do's and don'ts and I was surprised that her experience to date was so vanilla. She just told me it was that she never had someone she truly loved and trusted until now. She wanted to try those things, but only with someone who would never throw it back in her face.
Almost an hour and a half later we got ourselves fully out of bed, showered, got dressed and headed to the hospital to see Tim and Sonia. They were ecstatic to see us and we started chatting about life as a family.
We ended up spending most of the day, and Sonia in particular was excited that soon she would be able to be taken out without being in the care of a nurse. I was pretty sure it wouldn't be too long before she was discharged and we hoped that they would be able to come and live with Betty and me.
Later, we were in Betty's Audi, on the way to Harper and Treys for dinner when Betty turned to me. "Brian," she said in that tone that all men know their beloveds use when they are about to ask something they think might not go over well.
"Yeah," I replied cautiously. I didn't think it could be too bad, given our activities and intimacy this morning, but you never know.
"I was wondering babe, when we get married where are we going to live?"
I hadn't thought of that yet. My house was nice, but it was a suburban house with only two bedrooms. That would mean that Tim and Sonia would share a room. Right now, that was alright, but in a few years as they embraced being teenagers that would change. At the same time, Betty had that three-bedroom sub-penthouse apartment in the city. However, Sandra had one of the bedrooms and it didn't afford us much privacy either.
"I hadn't thought of that," I replied after a few more moments thinking. "But I don't think either of our current places will work long term. Is that what you're getting at?"
Betty nodded as we drove through suburbs.
"I think we need a new place," she said.
"I guess," I replied. "I would need to sell my place. That might take a while to use as a deposit as I can't see us wanting to turf your Mum out."
Betty giggled, "No, we wouldn't want to do that." Sandra was still in Paris sorting out the issues related with Betty leaving before the end of the show thanks to Brian DuMont's actions. She had smoothed things over with the event organisers, agreeing that Betty would attend the next show at no charge. She was also in the process of working with the Paris police around charging DuMont for several privacy invasions.
Being that DuMont's family was based in France and he himself was classified as a French citizen, he was in a little bit of trouble. They would likely hold him until he could be brought before a judge or release him on bail. But he would need to surrender his passport, unable to return to Australia.
"I was thinking," Betty said watching the other houses pass the windows as we drove. "We could look for a nice big four-to-five-bedroom place, open living, something for a family."
"Can we afford that?" I asked. "I mean I know you're worth a little bit more than I am, but in this market in a good neighbourhood close to school for Tim and Sonia, that would be easily over a million?"
"Brian, my love," my less than twenty-four-hour fiancée said quietly. "How much do you think I am worth?"
I thought back to the web sites I was looking at after she kissed me that first time. I shrugged.
"I'm not sure," I replied. "I'm not falling in love with you for your money, perhaps seven or eight million."
She laughed, "You were looking at Wikipedia, weren't you?"
I blushed as we turned the corner.
"Babe, my personal wealth is closer to eighty million US dollars, and most of that has been generated in the last three years. A lot of that is tied up in various investments, but with a few weeks, we can afford to pay for a house outright in that range."
My eyes went wide.
"I had no idea," I said.
"Hey," she said feeling my sudden awkwardness. "If I was worried about you wanting my money, I would have said something before now. Like a professional sports person, us models usually have a shelf-life, as we get into our thirties we get replaced at the top by younger, more beautiful people."
I snorted, "You will always be beautiful."
"Thanks babe," she said and laid a hand on my thigh as we came to a stop at a set of lights. "I know you will always see me that way. And while Lurandra will always have a certain appeal, think of Cindy Crawford as she aged. I know the demand for me as Lurandra will wane over time. While we are at the top we make as much money as we can, then have smart people help us to invest so we are set for life."
The light went green.
"That makes sense," I replied.
"Besides, in a couple of years' time don't you think it would be nice for us to give Tim and Sonia a sibling or two."
I glanced at the amazing woman beside me and she was smiling broadly, her eyes were full of wonder as we pulled into Harper and Trey's driveway.
"I think I might like that," I said contemplatively, turning the car off.
[:::: 14 ::::]
The next few months were busy, Betty managed to do most of her work from various studios around the city, only having to fly out three times in two months and both were day trips.
Sandra arrived home not long after that conversation in the car and while she had seen the proposal from a video, demanded that Betty and I sit down with her and walk her through everything, from finding me unresponsive out the back of my place, to Betty proposing to me, to my condition that we work to adopt Tim and Sonia.
At the prospect of becoming an instant grandmother and having two children in need of lots of love, Sandra became a woman possessed. Acting as the agent for Betty as Lurandra, she knew a lot of people around the world to make things like this happen, and by the end of her first week home she already had legal paperwork in place that would allow Betty and me to assume legal guardianship of Tim and Sonia once they were released in about a month's time.
She also agreed with buying a new house and along with my parents, Harper and Trey, everyone helped Betty and I look to find a suitable home.
We found a very nice, five-bedroom, split-level place in the Northen suburbs. It was a fair- sized block and sat on a hill that looked back towards the city. It was fairly new, having been built within the past decade by a young up and coming lawyer that was looking to build a family. Unfortunately, his wife and him split and they were looking to sell the place as part of their divorce.
The rooms were huge, and the master felt like it was almost the size of my old house. It had a large walk-in closet for Betty's clothes, and a big double shower that I couldn't wait to try out. It had a huge three car garage with an attached workshop that was perfect for all my gear and I instantly fell in love with the back deck that gave us magnificent views.
We spent almost a week moving our stuff and buying furniture, making sure the rooms for Tim and Sonia were ready. We agreed that we would move in the same day they were to be formally released into our custody. They of course knew most of this, but the difference between hearing about it and seeing it, well, I have some amazing video of us walking the kids in and them both screaming as they saw the house and then their own rooms.
Sonia especially, begged for hugs and happily placed her toy unicorn in a place of pride in the centre of her princess bed. For the first time I had no issues walking around the place in shirts that showed my scars. Tim was the same and Sonia wore dresses. I figured if they could both be bold and could show their burns then as their guardian I could as well.
Betty and I had talked about a date in around six months for the wedding, it would be early in the new year, hot here in Australia, but we didn't want to wait too much longer as all going well, that would also be the time the formal adoption came through for Tim and Sonia, making us a real family.
There were now a few rumours getting around about Lurandra and I, so Betty and I reached out to Andrew to come and do a formal interview with us. Andrew was hoping to do a full family portrait, including Tim and Sonia. We sought guidance ensuring that it was okay to legally include the kids since we were not yet their parents. Advice came back that as long as government authorities were able to review the interview before its release there should be no problems.
For the first time ever, I felt like just a regular person, I smiled at people in public and was even happy to talk about my scars if someone asked. At night, after tucking the kids into bed, Betty and I would make love in our king size bed. We talked a lot, and as we did, we pretty much were always touching. Both of us also really enjoyed sitting with a glass of something on our back deck in the early evening.
I felt happy, content, ready to begin my life with my new wife and two kids that I would be more than happy to call my son and my daughter.
Of course, only a few weeks before the wedding was the point when the rug was pulled out from under us.
[:::: End of Part 3 ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I hope that you have been enjoying the story so far. We only have one part left to go that will give us closure on Brian and Betty. See you in Part 4
Cheers
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
When I first drafted this story out around eighteen months ago, the concept was a lot more in the LW category, however as the words and story came together, it was obvious that this was a love story of two very different people that had been connected by events and despite everything the world threw at them were destined to be together.
I have known couples like this, sometimes their physically at opposite ends of the spectrum, other times their personalities are like night and day. But each time, you note very quickly that they are very much in love, and they don't give a rats what anyone else thinks. This is where I saw Brian and Betty ending up.
If you haven't yet, please read through Part 1, Part 2 & Part 3 before getting into this closing chapter of the story. Through the Fire has been an enjoyable story to write and now with their happiness locked in, who would want to try and disrupt that happiness?
I would like to again thank the two editors that worked with me on this story, they both wished to remain anonymous. As all us writers do, I've tweaked even after three edits, so there are mistakes, but if you can look past that to the story, good on you!
Now, read on.
[:::: Through the Fire - Part 4 ::::]
[:::: 15 ::::]
I had the knuckles of my right hand in a bucket of ice, the water tinted red with a touch of my blood. My hand hurt, but an earlier check-up had proven it wasn't broken, just a sprain. I sat back in the police interview room, and with a simple napkin, used my left hand to dab my lip which was split. I had been sitting for a little under half an hour according to the clock on the wall and trying to ignore the drab décor of the room when the detective came in caring a folder.
He placed his information down, then sat in the chair on the opposite side of the table before opening the folder, looking at me and then began reading.
"Mr Brian Other, recently turned, twenty-eight. works as a landscaper for Big Landscapes, current legal guardian of twins Tim and Sonia Redding, engaged the Betty Brown." He frowned at Betty's name while obviously seeing a photo of her.
"Better known as the super model Lurandra," I finished for him putting the pieces into place.
His surprise showed for a moment before his professional demeanour reasserted itself. 'Well yes, of course, Lurandra."
He stopped a moment later and looked at me, his mask again slipping. "Really? Lurandra?" he asked an incredulous note in his voice.
I sniggered, "Yes, I am engaged to Lurandra, aka Betty Brown, aka one of the acknowledged sexiest women on the face of planet earth."
He cleared his throat, then his voice broke. "Really, I mean..."
I raised an eyebrow. A few months ago, this would have just sent me into a spin, I would have clammed up and apologised just for living. But I was different now.
"Is there something wrong with me, a reason that I could not be with her?"
I know what he wanted to say, and fortunately his training was strong enough that he resisted the urge.
I laughed again. "Is it because I am a super large, hideously scarred freak of nature?" I told him, enjoying his awkwardness. When he went to respond and tell me it wasn't the case I waved him away. "Detective it's alright, I am sure that when the media get hold of this, you're once again going to hear a lot about me and Betty. But yes, I am engaged to her."
He smiled and appeared to relax. "I'm sorry Mr Other," he said.
"Brian," I replied.
"Brian," he repeated nodding. "Well Brian, we've got a bit of an issue here, would you mind walking through it with me?"
"Am I under arrest or being charged with anything?" I asked, figuring out if I needed a lawyer.
"Not at this point," the detective told me shaking his head. "You're here because everyone is and we're interviewing everyone separately. It's possible there will be charges, but a lot depends on what everyone says."
"Tim and Sonia?" I asked him.
"They are being looked after by...," he paused looking in his folder, "A Ms. Harper Other. Your sister?"
I nodded, "Thanks," I told him grateful that I knew the kids were safe.
"So do you want to walk me through what happened this afternoon?" he asked me placing a voice recorder on the table. "Do you mind?"
I nodded, "Please, I would prefer this a casual chat off the record. I am happy to tell you what happened, but if you want to record, I will need to say the 'L' word and I would prefer to keep this friendly.
He sat back and eyed me for a moment, "Fair enough, casual for now. So, tell me Brian, what happened?"
He put the recorder back in his pocket and I took a deep breath, blew it out and gathered my thoughts.
[:::: 16 ::::]
Since that fateful day in New Farm Park, my life had turned around. I was no longer a walking advertisement for depression caused by the horrific scars all over my body; scars caused by saving my sister from a fire when I was young. Indeed, from the day that Betty Brown, more commonly known by the world as Lurandra, supermodel, I had come out of my shell.
We were engaged and not only that, but we were also in the process of adopting twins. They were two amazing kids, that like me had been burnt in a house fire in which they had lost the rest of their family. Tim and Sonia would legally become our children once Betty and I were married in a few weeks' time. Due to Betty's fame, we had been regularly meeting with a trusted reporter, Andrew, who would interview Betty, Tim, Sonia and myself over the next few days to make the next release of formal announcements around our impending marriage and their adoptions.
I had been through a bit of a media frenzy once, the day that Lurandra kissed me in front of thousands of people, but that had settled down a while ago replaced by a background buzz regarding our relationship. It was known that she was dating me, but the public would not know how serious it was until Andrew released the articles. Betty kept her engagement ring in a box on the dresser in our bedroom except when we were in our home.
It was a bright Saturday morning, Betty had headed to the airport to pick up Andrew, while Tim, Sonia and myself set up at a table out of the way in the beautiful gardens within New Farm Park. We felt it was the right place to do the interview since this is where everything had started.
After laying everything out and sitting down, Tim and Sonia were happily telling me about all the things they were looking to do as a family: Holidays to the beach; Holidays to Disneyland; friends they wanted to meet; the pets they wanted us to buy; the movies they wanted to watch and of course what was their favourite brand of chocolate was, and lollies should be in the house at all times.
Since being released into our care, both kids had flourished, Tim, who was less scarred than his twin, was always helping Sonia. Like me she had burn scars over more than fifty percent of her body including part of her face. She was still rather frail but getting stronger all the time.
On the table we had laid out sandwiches for the kids, party pies and sausage rolls, hot from an oven bag. There was juice, water and soft drinks. And both kids were eyeing off the block of chocolate for later. I had just gotten a text message from Betty that her and Andrew were parking and would be a few minutes away when everything kind of happened.
Tim and Sonia were trying to be very helpful, and there was no warning, but Sonia looked up and suddenly screamed. Her voice carried, the panic in her expression conveyed across the broad meadow of the park we were sitting in. The cause of her scream was apparent even as it was loosed from her lungs, and I started to turn in the direction that she and now Tim were looking.
But before I could move more than a few inches, a large and hairy arm went around my neck and before I could react started dragging me backwards. I am quite burly and strong myself, so without thinking, my hands went to the arm to release the chokehold.
His assistants were ready though, and as the first guy released me, the other two grabbed my shoulders and forced me to my knees.
"Aww, look at that," a voice that I had not heard from quite some time said mockingly. "Crispy has gone and found some mini versions of himself."
My eyes narrowed to focus on the form of Brian DuMont, now standing a half dozen paces away from me. He had three other men with him, all greasy looking, dark hair, scraggly beards and eyes and facial features similar to his own. The two holding me, were standing on my calves while I was on my knees and holding my body taut, but with some effort I could turn my head to see Tim and Sonia. They were trying bravely to stifle cries while being held by the fourth guy. I did not like the lecherous look on his face.
I turned back to DuMont. "What do you want?" I sneered at my longtime nemesis.
"Blood," he said immediately. "You got me arrested, and now I'm going to take it out on your hide before you go to the cops. You're going to write a statement, something those pricks called police here can submit to the pigs back home dropping the charges against me. My family had to sneak me out of the country and you're going to sort it out for me or pay dearly for fucking me over Crispy.
"Get lost DuMont," I spat. "I had nothing to do with it, that was all your fault. No, is my simple answer. Now, let me up, let us go and back off now before I get upset."
DuMont barked a laugh and sneered at me. "You don't get it Crispy," he said and nodded. Suddenly I was jabbed in the back with a fist and Sonia cried out again before she suddenly went quiet. I winced and looked over; the leech had his hand over her mouth. I glared at the poor excuse for a human being holding her.
"If you don't do exactly as I say, my cousins and I are going to hurt all three of you, hurt you badly. I get it that you might not care about yourself, God knows no one else does. But what about your young friends here.
"We're going to tell the police..." was all Tim said before the leech backhanded Tim.
"Shut your mouth," the guy said in a thick French accent.
The other two holding me, had to jab me in the kidney's three times before I settled down. Once they had me pinned again, DuMont strode forward and slapped me. I spat the blood from my lip a second later and settled all of my hate, all of my rage into glaring at the poor excuse for a man in front of me.
"Weak as piss, DuMont," I said a moment later. "You hit like a girl." I wanted to scream and swear at him, but that would just cause the kids to panic and too much foul language was not something they needed to hear from me.
He stepped forward and slapped me again, his palm echoing against my cheek. "You freak," DuMont spat, angry that I had not just acquiesced like I had so many times in the past to him. "You think you can insult me?"
"Too right," I replied before he could say anything. "It's taking everything your two gorillas have just to hold me in place. And let me tell you, if anything, and I do mean anything happens to either of my two friends," I smiled darkly. "Then there will not be enough strength in any of you to stop me from tearing you limb from limb and using you're severed limbs to beat you all to death, you get me, DuMont?"
For a moment, DuMont's visage dropped and showed that the little prick was scared shitless. If it wasn't for the other three guys, I already would have finished him. I wasn't a fighter, but I was three times the size of the little French fuckwitt. I most likely could have gotten out of his two compatriot's holding me and likely have done some damage if it weren't for the guy with the kids.
DuMont put his mask back on. "Then do what I say, and no harm will come to them," he tried to tell me, but I didn't believe him for a second.
I shook my head, "It won't make any difference Brian," I said using the name we shared. "You know that anything I say doesn't mean a thing in a French court. Besides, the charges were not from me, they came from Lurandra."
He sneered again and lent in close to me. I could smell the cigarettes on his breath. "Yeah, how does it feel Crispy?" he told me. "Once again, I got to fuck the girl you were interested in, and my God, she was super in every way. I rocked Lurandra's world and I'm still deciding if I'll go back for a second helping. When she lands back in Australia, we can hook up. Who knows with a pretty little thing like her. Perhaps now I've taken her from you, I'll settle down with her and fuck a few kids into her."
He must have been out of the loop a little too long, drunk a little too much wine or just doesn't watch the news. Or he would have seen the rumours. He just totally ignored that it was Lurandra and her agency that were suing him with bearing false witness and bringing my now fiancée's professional name into disrepute.
I again glanced at the kids. Tim had a red mark on his cheek where the letch had struck him, but was acting bravely, looking for an opportunity to free his sister; Sonia had tears in her eyes.
I threw my head back and laughed. "You idiot," I spat back. "You never got anywhere near her, I know for a fact that Lurandra wouldn't touch your snivelling, excuse for a dick if you donated a million dollars to her charity of choice. You're nothing but a bottom feeder DuMont. You never got it. Then again, it wasn't until recently that I got a clue either."
He said nothing. I sighed.
"Look Brian," I said, again using our shared first name, trying to soften my tone and deescalate the confrontation. "The reality is that you never had a chance with Lurandra. We both know you never slept with her before, nor will you in the future. She will never, ever have your kids."
"Yeah right," DuMont said, but a note of doubt was creeping into his voice. "You saw the photos, I know you did."
I nodded, trying to still appear calm. "Yes, I did, and it upset me so much that I spent a night in hospital."
DuMont smiled triumphantly.
"But it doesn't change the matter that you and Lurandra would never happen. I know the photos are fake and besides, she is with someone else," I replied indignantly. If he wasn't up on the latest news of my love life, I might be able to use it to disrupt him and get my future children free to run.
"Yeah, her ex Tommy," DuMont said haughtily. "She used you Crispy. Used you like a two-dollar whore for the publicity. She's going to marry Tommy and you will just be stuck here with these two mini-crisps."
All four of the men laughed.
I shook my head. "No, it's not Tommy, Lurandra is not with him," I told my nemesis.
I just needed more time, surely someone heard Sonia's scream, there weren't yet a lot of people nearby, but there were people in the distance that might be curious or could send for help.
He snorted eyeing me off. "What you," DuMont sneered again. "You think that a beautiful woman like Lurandra, would ever be interested in a man who is so ugly that he has to find friends with kids that are just as hideous as he is?"
Before I could reply, a new voice rang out.
"Yes him," my fiancée stated. "He is the strongest and most handsome man I have ever met."
There alongside my bride stood Andrew and even better, two police officers, one of them on the radio I assume calling for backup.
"I'm in absolute awe of Brian Other," Betty continued. "I love him more than anyone can ever understand and we're getting married soon. So not only are those two children that you are holding illegally, going to join my husband and I as a family, but I am going to make sure he knocks me up soon."
DuMont looked unbelievingly at Betty, then to me and then back again. I was smiling broadly at his unbelief, so was Betty as she publicly proclaimed her love for me. DuMont glanced at the kids, and as he did, I felt the two holding me ease up in the presence of the police. Suddenly, I was able to shrug off their hands and stood in a single explosive motion sending the two of them sprawling backwards. I could feel their earlier punches that they had delivered to my kidney's, but it didn't matter, right now I wanted to tower over DuMont.
"Give it up DuMont," I spat at the little prick. "This isn't high school anymore. I'm not the kid you teased and humiliated. I'm not even the guy that you enjoyed hurting by seducing an insecure woman away from me. I've found my purpose, people that care and love me. I am engaged to the hottest woman on the planet, and I know she loves me as much as I love her. You're French, you have read of the great romances. We'll now you can put Lurandra and Brian Other among them. It's a bond that you, with your slimy smile and snake oil charm can't break."
He was glaring at me, hatred in his eyes. "Fine," DuMont spat. "Then just die."
Everything went into slow motion as those moments in life do. DuMont reached into his waistband and started to bring out something; it immediately looked like a gun. The police behind me were also drawing, but there were a number of people in the way, including two kids. They would never shoot.
I saw the murderous look in his eyes and knew I had moments to react. He would try to kill me first, then who knew who else's lives would be in mortal danger.
As I mentioned earlier, I'm not a fighter. Despite my size and strength, I avoided fights and pretty much usually ran the opposite direction or just took the humiliation.
DuMont was drawing the gun as I moved. Fortunately, he was only a couple of paces away from me after delivering his last slap and I didn't have far to move. Even as he was turning his wrist to align the gun on me, I had taken a step forward with my left foot while my right foot was working on the conversion between the uprights.
The grunt that DuMont made as my foot made the connection with his balls was satisfying. He was lifted off the ground a couple of inches and lost his grip on the gun. As my foot touched the ground a moment later, my fist collided with his cheek and the little ingrate sprawled on the ground spitting out two teeth, the gun bouncing a dozen paces away.
Suddenly the police were yelling commands, their guns drawn, ordering everyone on the ground.
DuMont was already down and senseless, but the leech and the two guys that had been holding the kids and me quickly complied.
Just to stay out of the way, I sat down and I got a nod of appreciation from one of the officers, as cautiously, with his gun trained on DuMont, moved to stand between everyone and the pistol on the ground.
Five minutes later and there were close to a dozen officers around us, an ambulance crew and we could see media van's turning up, obviously picking up the disturbance on police scanners or similar channels.
DuMont was face down on the ground, now in handcuffs.
Sonia was sitting in my lap and Betty was sitting beside me, dapping a napkin on my blooded hand, Tim sitting in her lap as we waited.
Andrew had headed over with an officer to talk to the media, following approval from Betty and me.
"You haven't heard the last from me Crispy," DuMont sneered has face on the ground, I could see blood on his face, his nose and cheek didn't look right. But no one appeared in a hurry to get him medical attention. Instead, I could see an ambulance crew making their way over to us and I would make sure the kids got checked out first.
Sonia snorted a cute little sound in reply to DuMont. "You know," she said sweetly but loud enough for everyone to hear including DuMont. "Mr Brian's going to be my Dad pretty soon. He's got more love and forgiveness in him than I have, and I know he would forgive you if you asked."



She looked up at me and I smiled at her before turning back to the Scooby Doo villain. "But I don't want him to forgive you. You wanted to hurt him. He is going to be the best Dad in the entire world, but you don't get anything from my Dad, my brother, or my Mum," she said looking at Betty, who was smiling as bright as the sun. "You get nothing. I think you should go to jail and stay there."
There was a lot going through my mind at that moment, I got what she was saying and she was right that I wasn't going to forgive DuMont. But out of the mouth of babes...
However, that wasn't what caught my attention. She had called Betty, Mum, and she had called me Dad. I squeezed her a little and we just sat and waited.
The ambulance crew arrived and checked the kids over, Betty waved them away from her and then looked me over. Lastly, they looked at DuMont.
When it was all said and done, four men, French nationals, here on 'family holidays' were held on numerous charges. Brian DuMont was treated for a broken nose, missing teeth, fractured cheek bone and a severe groin injury.
Me, I was given a couple of pain killers, a bottle of water and an ice bucket in a police interview room while everything was sorted out.
[:::: 17 ::::]
Our wedding was streamed live over the net, several companies paying a hefty fee to Betty's agency for the privilege. Of course she was a beautiful bride. And I loved that she went simple. A white satin dress, with no train, and just a bunch of flowers in her hands as she walked down the aisle, Andrew as her escort. Tim acted as ring bearer and Sonia as her flower girl.
Harper acted as her maid of honour and Trey my best man. We only had fifty people in the small church and kept things as easy going as possible.
I don't recall too much else of the day, other than we danced, laughed with everyone, had a great time and I constantly found Betty looking at me like she had just won the lottery.
Sandra and my parents agreed to look after Tim and Sonia while we were on our honeymoon. We spent a month on a tropical beach. For the first time ever, I went without a shirt for most of the trip. The staff on the almost private island were very discreet and never directly asked about my scars. Then again, they never mentioned the screams of passion that escaped our beach side bungalow either.
When we got home, the following month the adoption paperwork came through, But both kids had already taken to calling us Mum and Dad after that day at the park. But now, they could legally use the last name Other.
When six months later, Betty fell pregnant with twins, our first set of twins were over the moon.
Almost nine months later, George and Priss were born and Lurandra retired from the world of professional modelling.
Me, I continued working with Geoff, I still looked after the crew and enjoyed my work. Betty, the kids and I now go to almost all the invites to barbeques, and I am more than happy in shorts and a short-sleeved shirt.
You're likely wondering what happened to DuMont. Well, he and what turned out to be three cousins, are serving six years here in an Aussie prison. Once their sentences are completed, all of three will be deported along with DuMont who will then still need to face the music in France for his original charges plus skipping out of the country.
I hope that he ends up with the book thrown at him, but he no longer is of any concern to me. I have my family and I fall in love with Betty more and more every day.
[:::: 18 ::::]
Twelve years later, I am walking my daughter down the aisle. Sonia looks stunning in her gown. Actually, its Betty's gown, proudly provided by her mother. Sonia is marrying the captain of the local university's football team, Tony. They went to high school together and one day when a couple of his friends were teasing Sonia about her looks and burns, he stood up for her and the way he tells it, he fell in love with her the moment she looked at him and gave him her special smile.
At first, I was a little weary, I was concerned that Tony was just leading Sonia on to humiliate my daughter much like DuMont had done to me years ago. However I was very wrong and Tony has proven he is the right man to look after Sonia many times over. Harper, Sandra and Betty haven't let me give him too much grief for dating my oldest daughter.
Tim's also still dating his high-school sweetheart. She's a cute little redhead and I think he'll be popping the question in the next few months.
Betty, well she never went back to modelling full time. Sure, after George and Priss, she did a few shows, but she and Sandra went out and started their own agency. They do well for themselves and are representing some significant models both here in Australia, the UK and the US.
During the wedding photos, my oldest daughter posed proudly with me, both of us smiling broadly as we displayed our scars, our burns now a mark of honour rather than the shame we so often have to deal with.
At the wedding reception I got the father daughter dance and both of us cried as the music played, we swayed backwards and forwards. When the music ended, I handed Sonia over to her husband as Betty slipped into my arms.
"My hero," Betty said as I got lost taking in the sight of my awesome wife.
"No, you're mine," I told her, bending down to kiss her, her lips just as wonderful so many years later as the day she first beckoned me to the stage.
She laughed, drawing the attention of the crowd, everyone smiled then turned back to what they were doing. Betty, the former supermodel known as Lurandra, touched her hand to my cheek, her forefinger tracing the scar line in an act of intimacy.
"We've done alright haven't we," I said as we danced close, holding her to me. "The sexy super model and the scarred man."
She smiled up at me, she knows that while I am still self-conscious about my looks, though they no longer hold me back from being seen. In fact, I have done several advertising campaigns that have helped burns victims understand they can be proud to be seen among regular looking people.
Betty moves her hand to my chest, bringing me out of the thought and it then sneaks up to cup my chin. "We've done amazingly well babe," she says as she glances over at Priss who is surrounded by a group of George's friends. She's already got her mother's looks, but she wants to go into medicine, not modelling. George loves working with his hands and is looking at a trade when he finishes high school. I could not be prouder of all four of my kids.
I hear my wife take a large breath.
"So, the kids have their own room tonight," Betty says in a sultry voice. I raise an eyebrow. "I hear that former supermodel Lurandra, is doing a very exclusive show tonight, away from prying eyes."
"How exclusive?" I reply playfully.
My wife grinds herself against me, "For your eyes only, babe. Your. Eyes. Only."
I smile, Life is good.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thank you for reading through all four parts of 'Through the Fire'. I hope that you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Now there are a few Aussie slang words and phrases amongst the lines in this story, so if you struggle with anything, let me know and I will happily provide context.
As I have mentioned in other stories, the past year has not been great for me personally, so many challenges have come up that have felt insurmountable. But at the same time, building the emotion I have felt into some of what I write appears to have resonated with a number of readers. Firstly, thank you to everyone who reached out with your words of concern and compassion. It really does help. And to those of you who have sent me messages talking to how my stories have helped you through your own trial. I am overjoyed that what I have wrote has helped.
What's next? Well, I have a two-part story complete and its been through the first round of edits. And I've got another three stories drafted, but I'm going to take my time.
I've also got concepts outlined for two tales that could be larger more professionally published stories, so with encouragement from my amazing wife, I am thinking about working on something in parallel with my Lit content.
I think its then finding and agent and take that next step.
With that said, again, a hearty thank you for reading 'Through the Fire'
See you in the next story.
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
This one came to me on one of my beautiful Friday mornings at our local coffee shop. I was in a bit of a forgiving mood as a lot of what I have written over the past six months has been quite dark, matching my outlook. But this one came to me quickly and I managed the first draft in a little under two hours.
It is a short, but pleasant read, something just a little different from much of what we so often read.
I hope that you enjoy 'The Jump.'
[:::: The Jump ::::]
I stood looking at the sky. It was a cold winter's morning, and I could see my breath misting each time I exhaled. My cheeks felt ruddy and flushed as my body siphoned up the heat of my figure up and out of my head. I looked around me at the others milling around, all of us waiting in anticipation of what was about to happen.
Getting out of my warm bed before sunrise was not my idea of fun, especially on a Saturday morning; it was the only day of the week I got to sleep in because my husband would look after the kids. But I had made a promise, and I had dutifully gotten up, bailed the family into the car, making our way to almost the middle of nowhere.
My daughter, Bridget, a feisty twelve-year-old, came up to me a minute later, she held a coffee in her left hand which she handed to me, followed by a quick hug. Of course, she also had a hot chocolate in her right which she then put both hands around before sipping while looking around the place. Bridget then grinned up at me, knowing she never asked to purchase one, but that I wouldn't bite her head off for not asking.
"How long?" she asked, changing the topic before I said anything 'motherly' about her purchase.
I sighed, deciding it was not worth the angst. I looked around and stared up into the cold, blue sky, which was currently empty.
"Not long, I think?"
"Within the next five minutes," I heard a voice say behind me.
"Mum?" I said, surprised to hear her voice. "What are you doing here?"
"What," she replied in a mock tone, affecting feigned hurt in her voice. "Is there a law banning me from being here?"
It wasn't quite what she said, but how she said it that had me on alert. My eyes narrowed.
"Mum, leave it alone," I told her as my daughter looked between me and her grandmother. "I don't think you should be here, and whatever you are planning is not going to happen the way you think it is."
She reached over and grabbed my right hand, the one not holding the coffee, and pat it like she would a favourite pet.
"It's all right, sweetie," she told me. "I've got this."
'No, you don't,' I thought, but didn't say it. I was about to reply when Bridget took her grandmother's hand and walked her away, sensing that I was about to give my mother another in a long line of angry responses.
[:::: Fifteen years ago ::::]
"Alisha," Mum called up the stairs to me, "I'm heading off."
I ignored her statement, wiping the tears from my eyes. There was no way we deserved this. I dried my eyes and used my trusty Nokia to send a message to my boyfriend, Daniel.
[ Its happening, help! ]
"Alisha, did you hear me," Mum said, standing in my room's doorway. "I'm heading off, I'll be back on Sunday night. There is food in the fridge for you and your father."
The way she spoke, it was like she was heading out to spend some time with my ailing grandmother or just heading to a conference for work as she did once a year for her teaching certification. Her voice, tone, and inflection did not tell it like it really was; she didn't talk like she was breaking our family apart.
"Please Mum," I told her, my tears again falling down my cheeks. "Don't do this, don't break our family."
This had been a daily conversation for the past week, Mum and I, Dad and I, Mum and Dad. Each of us pairing off trying to convince my mother not to leave for the weekend.
Mum looked at her watch and then back at me and sighed.
"Alisha, sweetie," Mum said, coming and sitting on the edge of my bed. I wanted to hug her and stop her, but I was also repulsed by the woman now sitting next to me. "You're seventeen, you're experiencing the beginning of love. You care about Daniel, right?"
I nodded and responded without hesitation. "I love him."
Daniel and I had been together since we were four. Our fathers worked together, and they were constantly hanging out. He was a year older than me, but one day, when I was eight, I saw one of the other girls in the neighbourhood making eyes at my best friend and the green envy monster raised its head.
That same day, I grabbed Daniel by the hand, forcibly pulled him to my room, and for a good ten minutes, gave him a dressing down on not allowing his head to be turned by other girls. When he tried to defend himself, I went to town on him, no excuse was good enough for him to talk to another girl. He was mine.
In the middle of his reply, saying that he was just being friendly, I had had enough. I pushed him down on my bed, climbed on top of him and kissed him. While I was only eight and he was nine, there were enough hormones in our systems that it brought us both up short.
"You're my boyfriend now," I told him as I pulled back from marking him as mine. "Any girl comes near you like she did, and I will end them."
Over the next decade, there had never been another issue. I made sure that everyone knew Daniel was mine and I was his. We knew we would marry, and I would often smile as my fingers traced patterns on my body, thinking of the day when the man I loved was able to make me his woman in the biblical sense.
Mum nodded, the movement bringing me back to reality. She knew I was lost in thoughts of how much I cared for Daniel.
"Just like I care about your father," she stated.
"NO," I yell back. "Then don't do this, don't Mum. If you love him then don't break his heart like this."
It was then that she did it for the first time. She took my hand in hers and patted my arm. I was revolted at the condescension of the act.
"I love your father and he loves me," she explained in the mothering tone that we all know. "But I need to do this, I need to do this for me. Your father loves me and is going to let me have this. When I come back Sunday, I'll show him how much I love him for letting me have this weekend away."
At seventeen I had read enough trashy romance novels to know the cheater's justifications, their delusions. While I was young enough never to see my love for Daniel end, I was also old enough to know that life is not always a fairytale and you have to work at love.
Mum was throwing that all in the bin and leaving Dad and me for a weekend in bed with her boss, the vice-principal of my school.
Having one of your parents working at the school you attend is a mixed blessing. On one hand, there is no hiding it anytime you get in trouble at school. For example, the time I got busted smoking. That night, Mum and Dad gave me what for, and I was grounded for a month. Then again, Mum was always the first to my defence after telling me off.
On the other hand, it worked sometimes in my favour. For instance, when I got my first period in the middle of class, having Mum there with me at school was a godsend.
Mum wasn't a bad person, but she was led down the path by our vice principal, Garret McDonell. In my view, Mr McDonell wasn't a nice guy. He was always harsh and frowned, but worse, he was also quite a leech. He had been caught several times looking down the shirts of us female students, and despite many complaints, he was somehow still employed in a position of authority and control.
I don't know how it started with Mum, but she had fallen for his bullshit at some point and, a week ago, sat down and told my father that she was heading off for a weekend with the prick. It was not long after that that the yelling started. I sat in the doorway to my bedroom at the top of the stairs as my mother threw statement after statement at my father.
I still don't get how cheaters can say, 'They'll make it up to them'. I mean, how? How do you betray someone you love, and what actions would ever make it up to the person that they destroy?
At the end of their 'conversation', Dad stormed out, slamming the front door and burning rubber down the road. Mum saw me sitting in my doorway crying as she walked sadly up the stairs.
"Alisha, I..." she started to say. But she stopped as I stood glaring at her, stepped back into my room, and closed my door behind me. I spent the rest of the evening on the phone with Daniel.
Dad had not returned the next evening, but Daniel's mother turned up with my boyfriend. She sent him into my arms and up to my room where he held me, and I cried. Dad hadn't returned my calls or text messages, and I was worried he had hurt himself.
We heard nothing from downstairs for almost two hours, and while usually we would fool around a little, I wasn't in the mood. When the knock came at the door, I was still in his arms as Heather, Daniel's mother, popped her head in. I looked up at her from within her sons' arms, and she shook her head sadly. I felt more tears run down my already red and puffy face as I stood and slid into my future mother-in-law's arms. She wrapped her arms around me, and I felt more love in that moment than I had felt from my mother in the past month.
"She's still going to do it?" I asked Heather.
"Yes," was all she said.
"Where is she?" I asked, worried that she was in the hallway behind Heather.
"She's down in the lounge crying. She knows what she is doing is wrong, but this man has convinced her that you and more importantly, your father would be forced in time to accept her betrayal. She refuses to listen to reason."
We spoke quietly for a few more minutes before Daniel and his mother headed off.
Not long after they left, Mum came and knocked on my door. I yelled at her to go away. I let her know, in no uncertain terms, that when Dad divorces her, I will live with him, not her. I may also have thrown a few more hurtful statements in my anger until Mum walked away crying.
Later that night, I did get a call from my father. He asked how I was, and I told him I hated what Mum was doing to us and that I was far from okay. Dad told me he was sorry for walking out. He had crashed at his brothers', my Uncle Dave's and gotten drunk. He would be home tomorrow.
I told him I loved him, and that we will get Mum to stop. But he replied sadly that he doesn't think there is anything that will stop her.
The next evening, Dad came home, and to say things were tense would be an understatement. Mum had prepared a simple meal of Spaghetti and nothing much was said as we ate. I excused myself to my room knowing I wasn't needed for the next part of the evening. Sitting on my bed feeling like the world was ending, I listened to the raised voices of both my parents. Dad didn't leave that night, but he did sleep on the couch, letting Mum know that he would not sleep with her again until she gave up on the stupid idea of cheating on him.
For the third night in a row, I cried myself to sleep. I now hated my mother even though I still loved her, and I could not reconcile the two people my mother had become.
The rest of the week was like a tropical storm within the house; in some moments, the conditions were wet and windy, as my parents argued and emotions ran high. Other times, it was like the eye of the storm, quiet and cold. I spent any moment I could with Dad. We constantly hugged, and I told him how much I loved him.
But when it came to Mum, I tried to avoid her. I didn't want to interact with someone who was going to throw her family out the window despite all our pleadings and warnings.
So here we were, Friday night, and my mother was trying to justify to me how she could be spending the weekend with another man.
"Daniel and you are so in love now," she was saying. "What you don't understand is that love will grow dull as the years go by. You polish it now and then, and while we will never part, I need something new and shiny, something your father can't give to me."
I looked at her, scrunching up my face, wondering who the hell the woman before me was. It wasn't the mother I knew and had so deeply loved in the past.
"Cheating is cheating Mum," I replied. "It's not like polishing Nan's old silver vase."
"Well, when Daniel struggles to get it up when your sex drive is twice that of his, you'll tell me it's not worth denying your needs."
I sat and looked at my mother for a moment, wondering indeed if this was my mother or a replicant that just looked like her. The pure nastiness in her voice as she said the last statement had me ripping my hand away from her and backing away in disgust.
"You know what Mum," I said, my surprise and pleading suddenly being replaced by anger. "Go, go and spend the weekend in another man's bed. Go and get yourself fucked. Spread your legs, breaking your vows while breaking our hearts. Walk away from a family that loves you. I hope you enjoy the regret you will need to live with for the rest of your life when Dad and I refuse to let you be part of our lives if you walk out that door."
I then stood and walked to the door of my room, placed my hands on my hips and waited. I scowled at my mother and waited some more. Secretly I hoped that being so crass with her would snap her out of the delusional state she was in.
"Well, if my own daughter is going to hate me..." Mum said.
I saw the guilt trip, and it didn't work.
"Then don't go be a slut Mum, stay and beg Dad to forgive you. If you're contrite, you may still be able to earn his forgiveness."
Mum snorted, "Forgiveness. For what? He's the one being so pigheaded that he won't see reason, and obviously, neither do you. Alisha, I need this one weekend, two nights in the vast days of our lives. A small amount of time just for me to prove I am still desirable before age takes it all away from me."
I looked at her; it was almost like a crone was morphing into my mother's features as I watched; it was ugly and vile. The thing was selfish and only cared about what it wanted. Despite that, I hoped the woman I loved was still there somewhere.
"Then take Dad away for the weekend and give him one of those little blue pills that everyone jokes about," I snapped back at her. "For fucks sake Mum, if you want, take my bloody vibrator, and use both it and him at the same time. But don't disrespect my father like this. You do this, and neither Dad nor I want you back."
Mum looks at me, "Vibrator? You have a Vibrator. Alisha, you are only seventeen."
I snorted, "You're trying to change the topic Mum. But, yes, I have a vibrator. While both Daniel and I are of the age of consent, he will be my first and, God willing, my only. We are waiting. But I am still a hormonal teenager."
I glared at her in challenge, though she said nothing.
"But hang on, Mum, this is not about me; it's about you, about you becoming a slut and cheating on your husband, on your daughter."
She looked at my anger and tried to stand and intimidate me. When she opened her mouth, I interrupted her to plead again.
"I'll ask one more time Mum. Don't go, stay and cut the crap about how you need this, you deserve this or any of that other shit excuses. Until your brain ran off with the fucking fairies, you were my role model. But Mum, if you do this, I'm dead serious that I will cut you out of my life."
Mum gasped.
"Alisha George Other," Mum said. "You don't mean that."
I looked at her, doubling down. "Cross my heart, I do. If you go this weekend, I don't want you in my life. Don't come to my graduation or my wedding or support me with any kids that Daniel and I have. You wouldn't be my mother, and they will not be your grandchildren. I don't want you near me or Dad as you will be dirty, unclean and not welcome in my life. Please Mum," I pleaded. "Don't do this!"
For long moments, we started at each other and there was at last fear in her eyes and she was wavering. However, any opportunity then went out the moment as the doorbell rang.
The prick had arrived.
"I have to go," she told me, shaking her head and ignoring the last parts of our conversation. "We will talk more about this on Sunday when I get home."
I shook my head sadly, "No Mum we won't."
She made no more excuses and walked out, rolling her suitcases without seeming to have a care in the world.
[:::: 3 ::::]
The next twelve months were hell for Dad and me. Mum did it, the idiot. She went away and slept with Garat, then tried to breeze back into our lives like nothing happened.
When she turned up home on Sunday, she found the lights off, the locks changed, and neither Dad nor I were anywhere to be found. We were in another state, Dad having booked flights and accommodation for the two of us to be away for a week. We spent a morose time at the beach, lamenting the loss of the meaning of her existence in our lives. At least Dad and I had each other, and the time together bonded us closer as father and daughter.
Returning home, we found that Mum had someone open the house. She had retrieved the bags and boxes that Dad and I had piled with her clothes and then left, relocking the house behind her. We both breathed a sigh of relief that she wasn't around.
For me, though, it was short-lived as Mum came and found me at school the next day.
"So, are you and your father over your little snit yet?" She asked, cornering me in a classroom following a study period. I will admit I was hiding, not wanting to see her.
"So, am I to assume you're staying with your lover?" I spat back.
For a moment, she said nothing, knowing my off-the-cuff comment was true. Snorting and knowing this conversation would go nowhere, I slipped my bag over my shoulder and walked past her. But she spun and grabbed my arm, halting my progress out of the room. I looked at her and then down at her hand, and she understood that she had crossed a line. No adult was permitted to touch a student, parent or not, on school grounds without the student's permission.
"You will remove your hand Mother," I said in a low but menacing tone.
She did and looked down at her feet.
"I gave your father and you your space Alisha. I told you it didn't mean anything, and it doesn't. I still love you both as much, if not more. There was no love, it was just...."
Mum paused and blushed while I stood there looking at her like a piece of gum needing to be scrapped off my shoe.
"Sex," she continued, embarrassed to say it. "And not very good sex either. He was not even close to your father."
I crossed my arms over my chest.
"So you gave Dad up for something that you say wasn't any good," I spat at her. "You walked away from Dad when he pleaded with you. You walked away from me..."
Mum looked away, tears welling in her eyes.
"What can I do?" She said, suddenly broken.
I looked at her, "Nothing."
She looked back, lost.
"Mum, you took something beautiful, a marriage between two loving people with a loving daughter, and purposefully dragged it through the mud, then stomped on it until it was broken. You killed any romantic love that Dad had for you. He still cares about you, but he doesn't love you anymore, not in a romantic way."
I looked at her with anger. It should not have been up to a seventeen-year-old daughter to explain to her mother, but I knew I had to do it.
I sighed. "One thing good to come out of this is I now know how not to treat Daniel when we get married. I love him and I always will. And while I won't cut you out of my life like I promised, I will prioritise Dad in my life over you following the divorce."
"Divorce," she said, repeating the word suddenly, her head snapping up and her eyes locking on mine.
I nodded sadly, "Dad was going to tell you this weekend. He was going to ask to meet you and explain why he and I can't look past your betrayal. He still might, but to say it in his own words. Dad and you are done."



I looked at her, and she sat down in one of the classroom chairs; I think the enormity of what she had done was at last sinking in. In some ways, I pitied her, but my anger at her was still raw, and I congratulated myself on my restraint as I walked out, leaving her beginning to sob.
That weekend my parents did meet up and Dad gave her the initial divorce paperwork. The process would take almost two years, as Mum begged and pleaded for mine and Dad's forgiveness. In the financial settlement, the house was sold, and Dad and I moved to another neighbourhood. It took Mum a few months to figure out where, but it was difficult for her to visit as we lived in a gated community.
It's a strange thing, and I don't think any one child of divorced parents has the same story. But from the friends I had that have been through it, we all agreed it sucked.
But there was also light at the end of the tunnel. The men in my life, Dad and Daniel, were amazing. Despite my father's sadness, he always made me his priority. And Daniel, if there were a competition for the world's most understanding and perfect boyfriend, he would be in the running.
I knew how much he loved me when, not long after my birthday, we had a few drinks together, and I tried to sleep with him. But Daniel just held me and told me not yet. He knew I was still dealing with my mother's betrayal. It was now public at school that my mother was having an affair with the school's vice-principal.
When it came out, I was glad I would be graduating in just two short months. Gossip can be cruel, and I copped some backlash from the other girls. Daniel, however, defended me and told the wannabe sluts to take a hike. Well, there may have been a few more expletives in his words, but they got the message. I wanted him, and from the feeling in his shorts, I knew he wanted me. But he explained our first time would be one that was all about him and me, not me wanting to escape the pain of my mother's infidelity.
Mum, to the disgust of her family and most of her friends, was still living with Garet until around six months after that first weekend. The single conversation that he had with me, not a month after their weekend, which shattered our family did not end well for him. He tried to tell me it was fate, even as he stood over me and tried to look down my shirt at my cleavage.
I calmly stood and told him that despite his affair with my mother, the fact she was living with him and then, with his perversity for leering at female students, he should never again darken my doorway with his presence. If he did or even once again looked my way, I would submit a complaint to the school board about the inappropriateness of his behaviour towards me.
While a leech on a boil on the ass of society, Garet McDonell had never crossed that line, from what I understood. He was just a perv that gave you the creeps, and for some reason, my mother had fallen for his shit.
I left his office, and he knew not to mess with me. A few days later, Mum tried to talk to me about him, and I shut her down, leaving her again sobbing.
When Daniel proposed a few months after school in front of Dad and his family, I jumped into his arms, shouting 'Yes' over and over while kissing him. His father and my Dad had collaborated, putting together the evening at the swanky restaurant. It was the right distraction for the sorrows my mother caused. It was a perfect setting for Daniel to get down on one knee and ask me to be his wife.
When Daniel and I got married, I hesitated, but in the end, I did not invite my mother, letting her know that Dad was needed much more than her. She argued with me, and I threatened that if she made a fuss, I would instigate my previous no-contact rule. She agreed, not wanting to lose all contact with me and understanding I was prioritising my father. From meeting with her somewhat reluctantly every couple of months, I learnt she was now living alone and had a different boyfriend, having left the perv. However, while she wasn't invited, I did see her hiding in the back of the church as I said my vows. I think Dad saw her too, but neither of us said anything, just letting her be.
Married life was everything I hoped it was and more. Despite being virgins on our wedding night, Daniel and I learnt a lot quickly and he learnt to play my body like a grand master. Three years after we got married, we talked about it, and we decided it was time for children. I went off birth control, and I must admit my husband never appeared so appealing as we coupled in an attempt to create our first child.
Not a year later, James, our son, was born, followed not long after by Bridget. We talked about a third child but decided that we had two happy, healthy children and that two were enough for us, so Daniel, at twenty-six, went and had the snip.
Yes, we were a young family, and each of us still needed more maturing. We had some fights, and sometimes, money was tight, but I know that our incredible love held us together.
Not long after the divorce, Dad had a lucky streak. Not only had he gotten a promotion at work, but he also won a small fortune on a scratch-and-win ticket his brother had given him for his birthday. With that, my father had bought forty acres a little out of town and built both himself and Daniel and me a home, for which he only asked us to get a loan for half with himself as the guarantor. As such, he was always around. He loved babysitting and just being with us. Of course, Mum wasn't welcome.
Even with the kids, I still saw Mum now and then, but I made sure she knew she was never welcome in our home, so we usually met at cafés or a shopping centre.
Now, even years later, I still didn't like my mother, and I hated that she had a revolving door of boyfriends. It always irked me when she told me she would drop them in an instant if Dad would take her back. In their meetings, Dad was respectful but rebuffed her every effort.
If Dad had any flirtation with anyone before Bridget was five and the cutest granddaughter anyone could ask for, then none of us knew. He told us that if love came looking for him, he wouldn't hide from it, but he was happy in his life with us and didn't need to go looking for a new partner.
I'm convinced that words have power in life, as he met Rhonda not six months after he made that statement. Rhonda was a forty-eight-year-old widow, her husband having been killed several years ago in a car crash, which took his life and the life of his mistress and their infant son. Rhonda had been devastated, not having known anything about her husband's infidelity or his secret love child. She was also left to raise their young daughter.
For several years, Rhonda was disgusted by all men. She just focused on raising her daughter and living her best life. As her daughter got older, she decided, while not seeking a relationship, to get on with her life and not stay the bitter woman she felt she was becoming.
Rhonda joined a fitness club, and while not attaining the rank of model, she gained confidence in her own body. From there she found programs for walking trails in the hinterlands, joined a surf program and then in an extreme move, decided to learn how to skydive.
It was here that she met my father. Their connection was instant and obvious to anyone observing them. In the evening, Dad could not keep quiet about her, his infatuation obvious to everyone except him. With some subtle encouragement, Dad asked her out on a date, and when Rhonda accepted, they were off.
When I first met Rhonda, she immediately took me in, and by the end of our first shared family meal, I felt motherly love beyond anything I had felt in years. Rhonda had an air about her that, while guarded, she would give you the shirt off her own back to help you if you played it straight with her. Her daughter, Tilly, was about five years younger than me, and we both giggled and bonded as we watched our parents act like love-struck teenagers.
Tilly loved my kids and admitted that she was getting a little clucky waiting for her boyfriend to propose and start her own family.
I didn't hide this from Mum when we met up every few months, but then again, neither did I volunteer any information about the changes in Dad's life.
As a family we all knew things were serious for a while between Dad and Rhonda, and we had an inkling that something was up when we all got the invite to attend Dad and Rhonda's first solo jump. But I was surprised Mum turned up to the field that cold and misty morning.
Bridget, who had gotten to know her grandmother a little, had my mother's hand and was leading her away when I stopped the two.
"How did you know this was happening Mum?" I asked.
The two of them stopped as Mum stared at me blankly.
"I saw the event on your Facebook page dear, 'Dad's first solo jump'. I thought there was no better time to get back into your father's good graces than to be here when he completes his first solo skydive. I was thinking that I could take him for a coffee afterwards and show him how much I have changed, how I can again be his supporting partner in life."
"Mum," I started, wincing, knowing that this wasn't going to occur the way she thought it would. But I was interrupted as a cry went up, and the group pointed to the sky.
"There!" Someone exclaimed, pointing in a particular direction.
As one, we all turned, and sure enough, there was a group of black dots in the sky growing larger by the second as the rules of gravity exerted themselves on their bodies as they fell. I felt my heart quicken as I tried to estimate the distance away from the ground they were and willing each of them to pull their chutes.
Despite being safe on the ground, I could feel my pulse in my ears, and I am sure that it must have been orders of magnitude higher for Dad and Rhonda. But just as I was about to shout at the sky, we all watched as each member of the group pulled their chutes, and each one gracefully decelerated as they came screaming with joy into the clearing.
Rhonda swooped in first and, with a hop, skip, and a little jump at the end, completed her jump, screaming in ecstasy at the top of her lungs. Tilly was laughing a dozen feet in front of me, seeing her mother land, waiting for the okay from the ground crew that it was safe to enter the landing zone, when my father came screaming in at pace.
In the movies, when you see the skydivers come in, they skim the ground for several meters before they pull up and land. Dad pulled that off, swooping in and skimming the ground until he landed, planting his feet on the ground. His chute drifted overhead, landing on the ground behind him. The entire crowd cheered, and I found my voice joining the fray. Dad pumped the air with his fist, and I could tell the adrenaline was still moving through him.
I sensed Mum moving towards the edge of the crowd, making her way to the front. I was about to warn her when Dad ran over to Rhonda and hugged her, then kissed her in front of everyone. I looked over at Mum and she was frozen mid step.
Then, as everyone watched, Dad dropped to one knee, bringing a gasp from everyone watching. When his hand came up, he had a ring box in it. We couldn't hear, but the question that he asked Rhonda was obvious, and we heard her cry out, "Yes!" as she threw her arms around Dad. I smiled; Dad deserved this. But I did feel somewhat for Mum. She looked back at me, her eyes dripping with tears, and as we looked at each other, I just nodded.
Mum bolted. And I sighed, feeling somewhat torn. Daniel came over to me.
"She just watched all of that, didn't she?"
"Yeah," I replied. "I think I need to go after her. Could you take the kids and explain to Dad?"
"Sure," my husband replied, giving me a gentle kiss. "I love you."
I kissed him back. "I know." I smiled and made my way back to the car parking area.
Mum wasn't hard to find, she was sitting in her car bawling her eyes out, so I opened the unlocked passenger side and slipped in. It took a few moments before she noticed me.
"You knew your father was going to do that, didn't you?" she said accusingly.
"No actually," I replied. "I didn't. That he was doing his first solo jump, and Rhonda was doing hers, yes."
"Is that the slut's name," Mum snarled.
"Mum," I said a warning tone in my voice. "Rhonda and Dad have been dating for almost a year. They have been in love for almost the entire time. And Rhonda, by the way, is the opposite of a slut. Like Dad, she was betrayed badly. I, for one, am glad they have found each other."
"Glad," Mum snorted. "That is my husband she's taking, your father. She can't sleep with my man."
I sighed; it was the same old argument.
"Mum," I repeated. "You and Dad have been divorced for years; you have had a revolving parade of men moving through your bedroom."
"But if your Dad..." she started to say, but I held my hand up.
"No, if you were that serious about reconciling with Dad, there would not have been another man in your bed after that weekend. But you lived with the prick for almost six months after, and then I lost count of the boyfriends. You like the idea of Dad, but you don't have a faithful bone in your body."
"Alisha, that is no way to talk about your mother. If you can't be polite..." she said, drifting off as we both noticed the crowd making their way out to the cars. Dad and Rhonda were surrounded by family and friends, Dad's arm around his new fiancée.
"That's okay Mum," I replied. While I still love you, I have not liked you since I was seventeen, when you walked out of the house despite not only Dad's pleading but also my own. I have felt disrespected by my own mother since that time, and not once have you offered any type of apology.
"But that's alright," I told her, reaching out and patting her arm like she did so often to me. "I've grown to accept that I will never get that. However, I have learnt from your example Mum. When Daniel is stressed, feeling like the world is pulling him down and he is struggling to give me the intimacy I need. I double my efforts to be there for him. Your words about the struggle were right. But the words about finding something exciting outside of marriage were wrong. I love Daniel more than I ever have; he isn't perfect. But we're a team, and I could never do to him what you did to Dad."
I opened the door.
"But right now, I am going to give my father a hug and congratulate him on his engagement to a wonderful woman. I would suggest that you get over yourself and come with me, tell him congratulations and move on, but I know you haven't got it in you."
I got out of the car without saying goodbye and walked away. Moments later, I heard her car start to drive away. I stopped and squared my shoulders again, once again feeling disappointed in my mother.
[:::: Epilogue ::::]
"Life is a collection of choices," Dad was saying at the lectern. "Sometimes we make the right choices, other times the wrong ones, but often how we react to the bad choices is telling of our personality.
"Several years ago, being asked to perform the eulogy at my ex-wife's funeral would have been seen as a very bad joke of the highest order. Darlene and I had a tumultuous past, and we hadn't interacted for several years following our divorce. But sometimes, events occur to challenge us and make us think. It is with a surprising strength of character that Darlene reached out to connect and make good on the hurt of many years. It is why today I can say that for the last several years, she has been a good friend to both Rhonda and me. When she asked for my forgiveness, I found there was no reason that I could not give it.
"I was also impressed that Darlene and Rhonda became friends. With our history, I would never have seen it. But today, my wife and I mourn her passing. We were honoured to be there in her last hours as the cancer that had metastasised took her life. That the woman who I had known and loved was now at peace.
"Today with our family and friends, and our daughter," Dad said, holding out his arm to me, for which I slid into it. "We celebrate Darlene's life. She will forever be missed."
I, more than anyone, was surprised when, only two hours after Dad had proposed following the jump, Mum turned up to the restaurant with a huge bunch of flowers, a congratulations card, and a gift, two new altimeters, one for Dad and one for Rhonda.
Moreover, the tears that were falling from her face looked real, and she fell to her knees, crying for forgiveness. Dad looked at me, and I think the shock registered on my face at Mum's attitude. While we celebrated, Dad, along with Rhonda and Mum, went into another room, and there they stayed for almost an hour before they came out hugging. Mum then sought me out and threw her arms around me like she hadn't for many years.
She told me that my words had at last broken through the shell of self-delusion she had been living for so long and she needed to at least say the words that would set not just Dad, but herself free.
Sorry.
It was still a lot of effort, but Mum became a part of our lives again. She never had another relationship, but then again, she was never alone. We brought her into the family, and Dad even admitted to me a couple of years later that he was happy that she was in my kids' and my life again.
When the diagnosis of breast cancer came, we all cried, and she fought hard for almost four years, but in the end, she just couldn't beat it. However, I had never seen a more serene expression on her face as she shed her mortal body for the realm of eternity.
I recall kissing her forehead and crying as Dad and Rhonda held me in the minutes following her passing.
I then turned to my husband and kids, and they held me as I cried.
"I always loved you, Darlene," Dad said softly as Rhonda held him. "Rest now, be at peace."
It was a beautiful moment that never would have happened had not Mum made the effort to show her remorse.
Tonight, sitting on our patio after Mum's funeral, after all of us had laughed and cried at her wake, I am enjoying a glass of wine as my husband sits on the chair beside me, a glass of scotch in his own hand. For several moments, nothing is said, our silence comfortable.
"Penny for your thoughts?" He asks. I look at him; he's getting greyer through his hair, though the sparkle is still in his eye when he looks at me, even after a sad day like today. "I love you Daniel," I say. "We've been through so much and I guess I really am going to miss her."
"You got her back Hun," he tells me. "Yes, you missed a lot of years, but you got her back in the end and that is what is important."
I smiled at him.
"Would you be upset if I told you to take me to bed and make love to me like the amazing, supportive man you are?"
I watched as the sparkle in his eye matched the smirk that came over his face, and he said nothing as he took my hand and led me inside and showed me how much he really did love me.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
While the 'leaving for the weekend' trope is a dramatic one, that has been done quite a bit. I enjoyed looking at this from the daughter's angle. Perhaps a little more condensed than I would usually write in the epilogue, I still got a little misty at Darelene's passing and enjoyed writing it.
Now it's back to working on 'The Red Suit' which has now become a four-book saga, and I hope to release Book 1 this December 😊
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[:::: Friday Coffee ::::]
I watched him as he navigated his way through the tables and chairs, not easy with the stroller and rambunctious two-year-old boy. There was just an early morning crowd, a few people who looked to him, and then the young boy who was more interested in his buttered piece of toast than anything around him.
I smiled as I watched him approach my table and sit down on the chair to the left of me like I knew he would, as he always had. Then, he arranged the stroller in front of him so he could give attention to my son for a few moments.
A doting dad, I smiled as I watched him fuss over Charlie, the little boy smiling and giggling as David cleaned him of crumbs while teasing him just a little.
I sighed and looked out at the sky. Sitting outside the café, we had an uninterrupted view of the car park, but looking up past the tops of the paperbark trees that dotted the car park edges, it was a blue sky with lazy white clouds drifting along slowly in the early summer morning.
David and I have sat here every Friday morning since we were thirteen. We were next door neighbours before we were boyfriend and girlfriend, lovers before we were married.
Yet rain, hail or shine, we had sat at this very table for more years than I could count.
I looked over at David. For a man in his late thirties, he has held his age well. Being a parent agreed with him. Yes, he had lines on his face that were not there a few years ago, bags under his eyes from the constant sleep deprivation of those late-night nappy changes, and he was starting to get a few greys to become prominent in his lustrous black hair.
But even with the toll of parenthood, he looked good. His body was well toned from time spent at the Gym, and he still moved like the athlete he was in high school, even though I know he worried about the Big Four Zero coming in a couple of years.
Yet it was his eyes, that held my attention as we both sat, they were so alive, so full of life. David had a way of looking at the world, even when things went wrong that drew you to him. There was only that one time when Charlie was born that his eyes dimmed, and I was worried for a while that the light would not return.
The café attendant came out and brought two coffees, one in front of David and one in front of me. David thanked him, and I smiled. He was always so courteous to everyone around him, making me laugh.
He looked over my way as I looked back out to the sky, I wish...
"You know," I said absentmindedly. "I think the weather is going to be hot this Christmas. Charlie might like a trip to the beach."
David picked up his coffee and took a sip, looking out at the same urban horizon.
"What do you think Charlie, fancy a trip to the beach?" He asked.
I smiled, and I enjoyed listening to him talk.
Then, I felt more than I saw her coming, and I automatically stood.
"Hey there, good looking," she said, sitting down and picking up the coffee. "Have my boys been good today?"
David poked a face at Charlie, and the boy poked his tongue back, his lips still covered in crumbs from the toast.
David looked over at Stephane and smiled, picking up his coffee and waiting.
The new arrival smiled back, picked up the coffee that had been placing while I was sitting and laughed as they 'clinked' coffee cups.
I smiled, joining them and feeling sad at the same time.
I walked around the stroller and kissed my son on the forehead. Right before I did he looked up, looked me in the eyes and giggled.
"Shh," I told him, putting my fingers to my lips. He repeated the motion.
"What's up, Charlie boy," David asked.
"Mum," he said, pointing into the air at me.
David frowned.
"It's all right, babe," Stephane said, putting her coffee down and leaning across the table to place a hand on David's arm. "He's two, he never knew Sarah."
For a moment, the eyes of the man I loved dimmed. I hated that.
"I know," he said, sighing, and he smiled. 'He's said that a few times recently, but never at you."
Stephanie smiled big and lovingly at him. I felt a wince of envy, but it passed quickly.
"It's okay if he never does," she told him. He's not my son."
"Not mine either," David said, the brightness of the life in his eyes almost going out entirely.
I swung into his lap and wrapped my arms around him. Phantom tears escaped and vanished from existence as they struck David. He never noticed.
"It was not your fault," Stephanie and I said simultaneously. Of course, David could only hear her.
I got off his lap and crouched down beside him.
"It was never your fault," I told him, aching to be able to touch him, to hold him omen last time, to tell him how sorry I was and how much I loved him.
I touched his face and ran my hand up and through his hair. For David, it was like a breeze passing through his brow. It wasn't much, but it brought him out of his mood.
David and I, were a couple in love. We had life by the hand, and nothing could stop us. David worked as a fitter and turner for one of the local manufacturing firms. I was a teacher at a special school for high needs children. We were young and going to take the world by storm.
That was until, they entered my life.
David never knew; he was blissfully ignorant. But I started an affair with two of my fellow teachers. Both of them were so different from my David. One, Grant, a PE teacher, was big and strong; he would take me without heed of my desires. Phillip, an English teacher, was so thin and wiry, yet he knew how to push my buttons.
And then there was David, my David, the other half. You could put Grant and Philip together every day of the week, and they could not hold a candle to David.
So why the affair?
I wish I knew. It started on a night out with the facility. We had some drinks, and I ended up dancing with Phillips and feeling his manhood pressing against me. But at the end of the night, I had enjoyed making him groan and making a mess in his jeans.
We played, and eventually, I caved and let him take me to bed. The guilt I had nearly overwhelmed me, and I would have ended it and confessed if Grant hadn't blackmailed me, having found out about Philip and me.
When I found out I was pregnant, I found myself lost. I had no idea who had gotten me pregnant. But David, being such a loving, ignorant fool, comforted me, figuring my mood swings over the past couple of months were the early stages of my pregnancy.
I called an end to my affair with both Phillip and Grant, praying that my baby would be David's.
While I kept both men at arm's length and tried to be the wife I should have been to David, I was fooling myself.
I was a week from my due date when it all went wrong. It was my last day of work before I went on a year's maternity leave, and David was to pick me up when Grant came charging into the staff room, Phillip hot on his heels.
"I don't care, dumbass," Grant was almost yelling as the door to the room shut behind him. "It's my fucking kid, and I'll be taking care of her."
"No, it isn't shit for brains," Philip restored. "I've done the math, and it's mine."
It didn't take me being a rocket scientist to figure out what they were talking about, and I stood to end it all when they saw me, ignoring the others in the room.
"Sarah," Phillip pleaded, "Tell this thumping idiot that it's my kid, not yours. This fuckwit should go back to fucking farm animals."
"I..." was all I got before everything went blank.
The next thing I knew I was screaming in agony, I was in the midst of labour. I had never felt a pain like this before. I had expected neither my region to hurt. But not my head and neck.
I heard a voice.
"She's awake," I heard a voice say. Then, a hand grasped mine. "Mrs Other, stay with us. You're in labour, and you're injured."
I drifted in and out. I felt pain and pressure. Then I heard a cry: Charlie was born. And I closed my eyes.
When I next opened my eyes, I was standing beside Charlie, and I knew I had not made it.
My son was a good-looking, pink, and healthy boy. I looked out of the nursery and saw my husband, David, sitting there with his head in his hand, sobbing.
In listening to everyone talk over the next few days, I learnt that as I stood to confront my former lovers, Grant had taken exception to Philips' farm comment and grabbed a ceremonial sword that the French Teacher had brought in to show the class. Grant grabbed it and, in a rage, without thinking, swung away.
The sword all but took Philips's head off, and I happened to be in reach, and it dug deeply into my own neck.
Philip had died there in the staff room, and I had managed to hang on until my son was born.
Grant was arrested and would spend the rest of his life in prison for the double homicide.
It took two months for David, my beautiful David, to sort out the mess. He looked after Charlie, and as the details of my affairs came to light and doubt that Charlie was not his crept in, he never once treated Charlie differently.
When the results came back that Charlie was Philips's son, not his, he never caused a stink and never did anything more than cry when he thought no one was watching.
Me, I was there through it all. I had no idea what I was: a ghost, a spirit. I never saw anyone else. I didn't sleep, but I had times when I was 'resting'. I never interacted with anyone except, for some reason, Charlie. He could see me, hear me. But that was it.
I took to singing to him and telling him stories about David and me growing up. I called David his father because that was what he was. I followed David and Charlie everywhere because I had nothing else to do.
When David met Stephanie, I was immediately jealous. How dare another woman try to take my man. By then, Charlie was a year old, and I had been dead for a little over twelve months. Stephanie was a beautiful woman--an accountant with a bubbly attitude and plenty of curves. When she started staying over, I stayed with Charlie, ignoring the sounds coming from my once-bedroom in favour of singing to my son.
But over time, she won me over; she would never be as stupid as I was and never put herself into a situation where she could be tempted. David's parents loved her, my parents loved her and I admired the woman.
Back in the moment, I smiled at Chalie and pointed at Stephanie.
"She's going to be you're Mum," I told him. Charlie looked between myself and Stephanie not understanding. David and Stephane thought Charline was being cute.
For the rest of the day, I felt weird; it was like I was drifting. When night came, both David and Stephanie put him to bed, but David stayed and touched the forehead of the sleeping toddler.
"I will never know why you did what you did, Sarah; I just don't get how you...." He stopped, looking around the room like he was searching for me like he knew I was there.
"I was so angry for a long time that I tried never to take it out on Charlie. I mean, it's not his fault. I will always treat him as mine, but I will not hide his heritage."
For a long moment, he said nothing, then looked at me dead in the eyes.
"I will always love you, Sarah; I hated you for a time. But I will always love you more than that. Thank you for Charlie, thank you for being in my life and I am sorry we never got to say goodbye."
He sighed and looked away, when he looked back his eyes were no longer looking directly as me, but at a spot just over my shoulder.
"I forgive you, Sarah," he said quietly and pulled the door open. I slid to the ground crying, and I wasn't sure if I could hear something similar from the hall.
I was back at the café, except that, unlike this morning, the sky was overcast, and a light drizzle was falling. Sitting under the awning, we were not getting wet, but now and then, a few droplets would drift over to us.
"He feel asleep crying," Stephanie told me as we sipped our warm coffee. "Came back to the room sobbing his heart out like I had never seen."
I nodded, and she smiled at me.
"He loved you Sarah," she told me. "And I think he always will."
"I know," I replied, somewhat choked up. "And I will always love him."
"He told me he forgave you tonight," she said before taking a sip of the drink. Looking at me over the lip.
"He didn't have to," I told her, placing my cup down on the table. "But, it makes me love him more for it."
She nodded.
"Stephanie, David is all yours now. I don't know what is happening. But I do know that I'm not going to be around like I have been any more. Please look after him, look after both of them."
She smiled warmly, and as she had to David that morning, she placed a hand on my arm over the table.
"You were not a bad person Sarah," she told me. "Philip drugged you the first two times, and Grant was in on it. They both lusted after you and set out to try and steal you from David."
Even as a long-dead woman, I was aghast.
"What?" I exclaimed.
Stephanie nodded.
"If I understand it right, you are always around Charlie. David got the police report a few months ago. I thought you should know if this is the only time we talk. You were not entirely in control."
I couldn't help it. I slid from my chair, sobbing, and suddenly, to match my mood, it was raining hard, the wind blowing the rain over us and soaking us. But Stephanie moved, sat on the ground, and hugged me.
"I don't know if I will remember this, but I feel like you need to forgive yourself too."
I don't know how long we sat, but then we were back at the table, and the sky was blue, our clothes were dry, and our coffee was again full and hot.
She looked at me and raised an eyebrow, and I laughed.
"Dreams are funny like that," I told my husband's new woman.
I looked at her momentarily, debating if I should tell her.
"What?" She asked me as we still held each other.
"You're going to be giving Charlie a sister," I stated, sniffling a little.
For a moment, she said nothing, and then her eyes went wide. She went to say something but struggled.
"How... How do you know?" She said after a minute.
We helped each other up and sat back at the table, our coffees again full like they had just been delivered.
"I just do," I told her. "Perhaps it is this place. Something supernatural. But I know that you are pregnant, and you're going to have a sister for my son."
We spoke for the next hour, like girlfriends who had known each other all our lives. But when the dark suburban pulled up to the curb, I knew it was time.
We both stood and hugged, I kissed her.
"Please take care of my boys," I told her. She held me a nodded.
"I promise," she replied hoarsely.
With a sense of trepidation, I got into the car and felt a sense of relief I had not felt in a long time. I knew they would be fine. Sure, they were going to have their ups and downs. Life is never one hundred per cent smooth sailing. But by and large, they would live happy lives.
I settled into the seat; it was cool and comfortable, and I wondered what was next for me....
[:::: - ::::]
I awoke with a start, sitting bolt upright in bed, the tears streaming from my face as I reached down to grasp my abdomen.
With the movement, David was instantly awake and trying to console me and bless this beautiful man.
"Babe, what's wrong, are you hurt?" He asked me, frowning as he saw my tears and my hands holding my stomach.
I smiled and pushed him down, mashing myself against him and kissing him deeply. After a few moments, I felt him relax and his body responded as it should to my naked form pressed against his.
After a little time, I felt happy and well-satisfied. My husband had given me everything he always had when we made love.
"I had a dream," I told him, snuggled into his shoulder, picking at one of the hairs around his nipple.
He said nothing, and for the next few minutes, I told him everything, including the strange dream in which I had coffee with Sarah, both of us knowing things that we shouldn't know, and that she told me I was pregnant.
As I explained, David said nothing, but his hand slipped down and gently held my stomach. Like me, he didn't doubt that we were going to be parents again.
"Was she okay?" he asked. "I mean, last night, I could not explain it. It was almost like I could see her in Charlie's room."
I nodded and looked up at him.
"She was," I replied, and thought for a moment. "I think she is at peace now."
David nodded, and we held each other for a long while.
[:::: - ::::]
Life went along, and I was ecstatic that nine months later, I gave birth to Charlotte Sarah Other. David recommended that we honour his former wife for the gift she had given us that night. Charlie was the best big brother, always trying to help his little sister. He helped her take her first steps, played the games she wanted, and even helped her pick out the right outfits for dates as she moved into her teenage years.
After that night, he also started calling me Mum. David and I could not have been happier.
Today, we are proud parents as Charlie has married his long-term girlfriend. They had gone through an on-again-off-again relationship. But then, one day, they just clicked after a big fight. I am unsure, but I feel a coffee on Friday morning was involved.
I hugged my son, even as his sister stood by his side.
"Nervous?" I asked him.
"No..." he replied. Then I looked at him and raised my eyebrow. "Yes, of course, Mum."
I smiled, hugged and kissed him.
"She would be so proud of you," I told him, referring to Sarah. We never hid his parentage from him. He knew neither David nor I were his biological parents, but he knew he was our son.
He beamed as he held me tighter and we he pulled back I reached out to wipe the single tear on his cheek.
"I know," he said, and Charlotte hugged him.
"I need to get out there," she said. "Cindy will be here in a moment. Don't choke bro."
They laughed and fist-bumped like they always did, and she headed out to join the bridal party.
The ceremony went off without a hitch. David and I, along with Cindy's parents, were as proud as punch. At one point, I felt like I did that day in the dream and looked around expectantly but saw nothing.
As we exited the church, though, I was surprised to see a large black suburban pull away, and it sent a chill down my spine.
Feeling David's arm move around my shoulder, I relaxed. He nodded in the direction of the departing suburban.
We spoke of Sarah many times, always fondly. We wished she could have seen this day. I smiled, as I believed that she perhaps had.
We cheered as we assisted the bride and groom into the waiting car. And David's lips sought mine as they departed.
"I wonder how soon before we're grandparents," he asked me.
Suddenly, I looked in the direction that the Black Suburban had gone, then back to my husband and lastly to the wedding car, which was about to depart.
"If I'm right," I told my husband. "Then much sooner than we think..."
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I hope that you enjoyed Friday Café. This started as an idea that Beth and I had as we were sharing our own Friday morning coffee at our local coffee shop. I liked the concept that our MC was supernatural and wanted it to be a tragic tale of loss, but also regret and some redemption.
Had Sarah lived, then I believe this would have been a very different, usually cliched LW story. But her death changed the plan, and I went in this direction. I had originally planned it to be David and Sarah in the café, resolving their issues. However, I felt it was more effective to have Sarah and Stephanie. And I believe it worked well.



Now, for everyone who scoffs at my supernatural positioning, go for it. I don't believe that any of us have a true idea of how the supernatural works. Yes, we all have our beliefs, but I just want to point out that this is a story for entertainment, not real life. Please just enjoy it (or not) with that in mind.
See you in the next story.
John Other.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
As humans there are a few different views that we project on the people we interact with. Sure, we all like to think we are as honest in public as we are at home or by ourselves, but the truth is that we all project a different perception of ourselves depending upon the circumstances we are in or the people we are talking to. Some of us hide behind masks, our experiences driving us to behave differently to what we see as our true selves.
As always, thank you to my editing team. They always do a great job of catching a lot of my mistakes, and I do like to tinker up to the point of release, so the spelling and grammatical mistakes are all mine. If you want to pick on syntax, that's your right, just don't expect me to respond to hate mail around that, I'll ignore it in favour of just enjoying writing a story.
It's been a couple of years now, and I have enjoyed sharing a little of my journey in the notes I put in these stories. Beth, my amazing wife also constantly asks me how I'm feeling, am I enjoying the process, does continuing to write help me with my struggles? I have taken a few days and when I started writing this, I was still pondering those questions.
Just to let you know, this is a cut down version of the full version, about 35,000 words, but I think it gives everyone the core of the story.
Lastly, In response to a number of private messages and emails that I have received from all of you and discussions with my beautiful wife, Beth. Yes, I am still immensely enjoying the process of creating stories, characters, scenarios and pushing the 'Otherverse' as some have termed it.
I think I still have more to give, even to those that don't like my style.
Now with that said, I hope that you enjoy this one.
[:::: Masked Confidence ::::]
[:::: 1 - Tom - Reflection ::::]
Success.
In my experience, the word success is a fickle term. It can mean different things. It could mean you're doing well, you're meeting your goals, or it could also mean rising above the expectations that you set for yourself or by those around you. But success is often only a few moments from failure. When someone praises you for your success you can often bet that once the words have left their mouths, they're often also looking for you to slip up, to knock you off your pedestal.
For the past two and a half years I had worked for Capital Brokerage, one of Sydney's top brokerage firms. For the first six months I worked as an analyst. However, for the last two, I have been rapidly promoted up the ladder as my trades have made more profit and generated more outcomes for the company than anyone else in the firm's history.
Not every one of my trades are winners, but enough are that I've been called successful.
Today, I have an apartment overlooking the world-famous Sydney Harbour Bridge. I am walking distance to our office and any number of pubs, clubs, and entertainment venues. I have a car that turns heads, and I work out at the gym a number of times each week. I am fitter than ever. By anyone's estimation, I am a success.
But in my mind, I don't feel like it.
Tonight is one such night. I finished my shopping earlier, and now I'm sitting on my balcony, hearing the never-ending traffic of the Sydney business district. The cars, trams, businesses, and people revelling or yelling. I have a nice wine, a merlot that I have grown fond of, in one hand and a picture of myself and others in the other.
No, I reflect, looking at the picture of happier times. I am not successful; I am a failure. If I were a success, then we would all still be together, I wouldn't be alone.
[:::: 2 - Traci - The Mask Slips ::::]
"Good morning, Tom," I greet our company's rising star with a smile. Tom is an amazing example of masculinity. Aside from his intellect and endearing nature, he is tall and broad-shouldered, and it seems like every follicle of the thick lustre of his brown hair is in place yet moves naturally with his body. He's fit and toned under his suit, and everyone knows he spends at least three hours in the gym several times a week.
Adding to this, Tom came in and unbidden this morning, placing a large coffee on my desk.
"Good morning, Traci," he said, looking me directly in the eyes, making my heart beat just a little faster. "A large, half-strength almond milk latte with a single pump of caramel," he rattled off, his entire demeanour again causing my breath to catch.
"Thank you..." I started to say, and then I stopped. I was looking into his eyes, those big brown expressive eyes. We ladies loved Tom's bedroom eyes. But this morning, while there was a smile on his face, his eyes told a different story. You would need to know him, know how he moved, and express himself to see it, but there was something off about him this morning. I could see it in his eyes.
"Traci?" he said a moment later, and I blinked. When I looked back at him, the pain and sorrow were gone, and he was back to being Tom. What had just happened?
"Uh, Sorry, Tom. I was just going to say what a doll you are," I said, recovering and placing a silly grin on my face. "Those tickets to the opera last weekend, that they just happened to turn up on my desk with a coffee just like this, were greatly appreciated."
"Well," he said, and this time, the smile reached his eyes. While I can neither confirm nor deny where the tickets came from, I can tell you that I overheard your mother was coming to town and loved opera."
I blushed.
"She was here, and she loved the show, we both did," I replied. Then I looked around conspiratorially and mouthed, 'Thank you.'
Tom nodded, picking up his briefcase before heading for his desk. He greeted several of his fellow traders on the way. I took a sip of my coffee and sighed, perfect like always.
But just now there was something there. I knew it wasn't my imagination, I know I saw it. The mask he wore had slipped and beneath it was a man in pain. As I sipped my coffee, I daydreamed that I could be the one to help him with that pain. But then I chastised myself for thinking that way, if he knew my own past. Damm it, I knew it would never happen, but a girl can dream.
Moments later, the first customer of the day showed up, so putting aside my personal thoughts I once again became the welcoming face of Capital Brokerage.
[:::: 3 - Tom - Cheat Day ::::]
My week passed slowly, and I was feeling a little off thanks to my interactions with Traci. However, it was now Saturday morning, and last night, I had been Latin dancing at a club on George St until around midnight. In the beginning, it was just me and a few of the office team, but it didn't take long before I was dancing with various women who had seen me enjoying myself.
Saturday morning was an all-body workout for me. I woke early, dressed, and made my way to the gym, where I worked my core, lifted for a while, and pushed hard on both my legs and arms. It didn't have the intensity of my other workouts throughout the week, but I always had a nice burn by the time I finished, and then I was free to enjoy my favourite indulgence of the week.
Like most capital cities, Sydney has its hidden gems, bars and restaurants that some people swear by and others hate with a passion. But there is something for everyone, and for me, on Saturday morning after a workout, it was Pow's Chinese.
Pow's had an all you can eat buffet that I couldn't go past. So still clad in my workout gear, I bought one of their large plates and filled it to the brim with every dish they had. Fried rice, omelette, honey chicken, sweet and sour pork, Mongolian beef. The owners were an older Chinese couple that despite the fast-food nature of the cuisine, knew their flavours and cared about their product. On top of the not so healthy meal, I always bought a bottle of coke. The full sugar one, not diet. Together, the meal and the drink were my cheat for the week, and I looked forward to it from the moment I left the gym, sometimes getting two or even three plates of food.
I know I was making almost obscene sounds as I was finishing off my third plate when I saw her exit the store, and our eyes met.
She hesitated for a moment before she made her decision and strode over to me.
"Hi Tom, how are you today?" Traci asked me. I still had not eaten anything more of my meal since we noticed each other.
She was wearing a black gym top that hugged a good-sized chest and exposed her toned abs. And she was wearing those very form-fitting, black yoga leggings. Her deep red hair was tied up in a ponytail and her blue eyes sparkled like she had just been found as the prettiest girl at the ball
"Uh, Good," I stammered out. "How are you? Shopping?"
She giggled, "Yeah, I need a new outfit for my cousin's wedding in a couple of weeks, so after my workout, I thought I would see what I could find."
She eyed my plate.
"You look like you're enjoying that?" she told me.
I smiled at her, "It's my cheat meal of the week. It's some of the best Chinese food in Sydney, in my opinion."
"Leave your bags and grab a plate. I recommend the rice and chicken pieces. Drizzle them with a little lemon sauce, and they're delicious."
She sat back down a few minutes later with a modest plate and smiled at me, picking up a drumstick that was covered in the sauce and taking a bite.
"Oh my God," she moaned a moment later. "You weren't kidding Tom. I wasn't expecting much, but this is amazing."
As we ate, I learned that she was shopping for outfits as she was heading to Brisbane to attend her cousin Stefan's wedding. But she admitted she wasn't looking forward to it as Traci hinted that there may be some people there that she didn't get along with.
"So, the wedding?" I asked, trying to keep us talking. Are you being partnered with someone?"
It was an innocent question, but again there was pain instantly written all over her features, and she shook her head sadly. I was screwing this up royally.
"No, I mean they gave me a plus one, but I will just be going by myself."
"Well, how about if I come, I can be your plus one?"
She shook her head, and I was a little disappointed. I mean I don't know why I offered, but I thought she would jump at the chance. But then a moment later, her eyes went wide.
"Wait, what?" she said suddenly, unable to take her gaze off me. "Did you just say you'll come with me?"
I shrugged and ate the remaining spring roll on my plate, now almost cold.
"Um Tom," Traci said a few moments later as she recovered, fortunately I don't think she caught my last sentence. "You know if you come with me, everyone will see you as my date?"
"Well yeah?" I replied.
"Date," she said seriously, "As in you and I together?"
I laughed, taking the final swig from my bottle of coke, finishing off my less-than-healthy meal. "I get that Traci. Let them talk. As far as you and I are concerned, we're just good friends and I am coming to support you."
Later at home I wondered. I had seen the hesitation. There was more to this wedding than Traci was letting on. She was obligated to go, indeed, from what we had discussed she was going above and beyond with purchasing new clothes, cosmetics and such. But underneath it all, I could sense something else.
Dread.
Traci was scared shitless to attend this wedding. She was putting on an air of confidence she didn't feel and was being brave, but something was wrong.
Shutting down the airline site, I opened a new browser, my hands hovering over the keyboard as I watched the teams playing football on the screen in front of me. Closing my eyes I tried to thread multiple conversations together. Yes, I had said I would go with her on a whim. But as I calmed myself, I knew it wasn't really a whim, Traci needed help but didn't know how to ask.
[:::: 4 - Traci - Flight ::::]
I danced through the next fortnight, not quite believing that Tom was willing to fly to Queensland with me to attend my cousin's wedding. I, like most of the ladies around the office, had a crush on Tom, and while those with partners would never betray them, any of us single ladies would say yes in an instant if he ever showed an interest. Hell, we'd even say yes to a one-night stand, just to have time with the unattainable Tom.
Inside, I was as giddy as a schoolgirl and the ladies of the office took it to mean I was excited about the upcoming wedding, not who was going with me. But that changed at Friday lunch, the day of our departure. We were sitting down in the kitchen, and I would be leaving in a couple of hours to head to the airport for my Friday evening flight.
"Hey Traci," Tom said greeting me as he sat down with the group of us. "Are you ready for the weekend?"
Before I could say anything, Sally replied. "I haven't seen her this excited since that bevy of Thunder Down Under beefcakes came into the office to talk investing," Sally snorted. "Mind you, they were hot."
We ate for a few minutes and passed some good-natured gossip until Tom stood, having finished his lunch.
"Well, this weekend should be fun," he said as he picked up the rubbish. "Do you want to meet me at the airport or should we travel from here? I've got a bag by my desk ready to go."
I felt every lady's head swivel like they were in a horror movie.
"Uh, I was planning on leaving from here around two. Does that work?" I asked him.
"Perfect, I'll be ready then," he said before sauntering off, oblivious to what he had just caused. I had purposely avoided saying anything as I knew this would happen.
The moment he had rounded the corner out of the lunch room, women came at me from every direction, their mouths trailing along the floor.
Dianne, our CFO, an older lady in her forties who was known for her standoffish nature, sat down, folded her arms on the table and looked at me.
"Spill," she said, as each woman, now six of them plus myself, gave me appraising looks.
I shrugged, trying not to look like I was the cat that caught the canary.
"Tom agreed to be my plus one at the wedding this weekend," I told them simply.
"No fucking way," Sally exhaled. "I wouldn't believe it if I didn't see it myself, but Tom, our Tom is going out with one of us."
I giggled nervously.
"Well, he's coming as a friend," I said, trying to downplay my excitement.
"Bullshit," Dianne said, now grinning. "You're as excited as a schoolgirl about to lose her virginity after the high school formal to the boy she's crushed on for years. I wondered why you went from worry to ecstasy about this weekend. Now we know why."
Once we left the office, Tom apologised for causing the awkward scene at lunch. He didn't think, but afterwards, he knew that I would have been mobbed. I told him, 'Just friends' and we both laughed
Despite my booking economy, Tom upgraded both of us to business class, and by the time I got off the plane, I felt like a queen.
I was surprised when we got off the plane to hear a scream. Suddenly, my mother had her arms around me, kissing me like she hadn't seen me in years. She noticed Tom standing patiently and gave him an appraising eye--the one that all mothers give any prospective suitor of their daughter.
"And I suppose this is the famous Tom, my supplier of Opera tickets?" My mother asked as she lent in and gave Tom a hug.
She gave me the eye and a smirk, knowing I was about ready to tackle him to the ground and take him there after I watched him retrieve my bag. However, she said nothing as the three of us walked out to the car. My father was circling the pickup zone waiting for us, and when he pulled up, I introduced Dad to Tom, and we were off.
"You know," Mum told me quietly as we drove, wanting to address what I was trying to avoid. "They are going to be attending for at least part of the reception, perhaps the wedding?"
"I know," I replied, the first shadow falling over my happy mood. I had been studiously avoiding thinking of what was coming, not looking forward to seeing them. But it was inevitable, and I knew I was going to have to come clean with Tom, more than likely tonight. My mother gave me a way to approach the subject, and if I were honest, I would do everything to avoid it.
"Family drama?" Tom asked politely from the front seat as we pulled up to the hotel where the wedding was.
"Let's hold it there for a moment," Dad said stoically before we could say anything else. "Tom, would you help me with the bags?"
We spent the next few minutes checking in, and I was surprised that I had a hotel room on the same floor as Tom. After a quick discussion, we agreed to drop our bags and get a drink downstairs in a few minutes.
Fifteen minutes later, Tom placed a glass of red down in front of me and put his own beer in front of him.
"So," he said after a few minutes when I didn't say anything, my nerves getting better as I looked around, hoping not to see anyone I knew.
"Yeah," I replied, sipping my wine but not tasting it.
"On a scale of one to ten, how bad is it?" he asked.
"Fifteen," was my quick reply. Tom raised an eyebrow and sipped his beer.
"Are you willing to tell me the story?" he asked. "I mean, you don't have to, but as I am here with you..."
I sighed and looked down into the glass of wine that he had bought me. I drew in a deep breath and tried to hold back the tears that I knew were coming, knowing that I would more than likely lose the budding friendship with this hunk of a man that I was starting to adore.
[:::: 5 - Traci - Introducing the Cheater ::::]
I decided that no matter the outcome, I would have to tell Tom my story.
Growing up, we were a close family, with many of us getting together at least once a month. The Dads would BBQ and the Mums would gossip while preparing sides and desserts. The kids would play games and generally make nuisances of ourselves until the food was ready.
Throughout my childhood, teenage years, and early adulthood, my closest friend was my cousin Trina. Like me, she was a redhead. She was a few months older than me, but she entered puberty when she was eleven, as opposed to me, not sprouting until I was almost fifteen.
I don't know if it was because the hormones hit her early, but as her hips widened and her bust grew, so did her desire for boys.
Unlike Trina, I developed slowly. I didn't get my first period until I was almost fifteen, and I didn't need a bra until around the same time. But Trina was there for me, encouraging me to find my sexuality. It was fun, but we had one major difference. While Trina wanted to try as many guys as she could, I only wanted one. Cameron George had grown up only a couple of houses down from me.
As I matured, I found that my growing desire had a target, and Cameron was it. When Cameron asked me to go to the school dance in grade nine, I said yes there and then, I was so happy. That night, when I called Trina and told her Cameron had asked me to the dance, we ended up speaking for hours. Over the following years, Cameron and my love grew, and I thought my life was set the night that Cameron proposed. I had the man I had desired since I was a girl, my family around me and my best friend, Trina, backing me.
But as we all know, some fairytale stories don't have a happy ending and family drama must come from somewhere.
It was hard to pinpoint our downfall exactly, but it started perhaps a month after our engagement.
"Traci," Trina asked me one afternoon as the two of us sat in the backyard of our place drinking Margaritas. "Have you ever... I mean, have you..." She stopped then fixed me with an intense look. "Have you ever slept with anyone other than Cameron?"
I snorted, not in surprise but in humour.
"Of course not," I replied. "You know that. Cameron is all the man I have ever needed."
Trina nodded.
"Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be with someone else?"



I snorted again.
"No," I told her, taking a sip of my drink and then looking back at her. "Why?"
"Well," my cousin told me, "You're going to be married soon, and once you are, you'll never have another chance to be with another man."
"Trina, I don't need another man," I told my cousin, my best friend. "Cameron is all the man I need."
"I know, I know," she replied, instantly getting that I was becoming annoyed. "I just wanted to make sure, I'll drop it."
But she didn't. Over the next few months, she asked the same question a dozen different ways, continuing to bring more and more men around and flaunting them in my face. I never caught that a lot of the time as she was flirting sexually with them, Cameron wasn't around. I also found myself attacking him in bed quite often later that night once Cameron was in my arms, and Trina had taken her latest conquest home.
I didn't understand at the time the effect my cousin was having on me. Our girl talk was turning downright raunchy, inflaming my desires and pushing the envelope of my fidelity.
It was three months until the wedding, and we were planning my bridal shower when Trina put the hard press on me. It was just her and me, everyone had left after we had spent time with the family on wedding planning. There had been snacks and a few bottles of wine consumed, and I don't think I went all night with less than a half-glass of wine in my hand, everyone keeping me topped up.
As such, I was more than a little drunk when Trina and I collapsed into the lounge after seeing everyone out.
I don't remember passing out, but the next thing I knew, I woke up with a splitting headache. The guy Trina had been talking about, Tony, was pumping in and out of me as Cameron stood in the doorway screaming at me.
I must have cried for almost an hour before I turned to someone who knew me and would understand that I would not have cheated on my man willingly. I tried to call Trina, but to my anguish, it went to voicemail.
I called my mother the following day as Trina still wasn't answering my calls. When she arrived, she was hopping mad. Apparently, my infidelity was making the rounds within the family, someone having spread the word. Suddenly, I became a person-non-grata to a lot of people. My parents would support me, but Mum called me a few choice names as she helped me pack enough gear to last me a few days.
Cameron stayed away for almost two weeks, and when he turned up, we found out why Trina wasn't picking up anyone's calls.
It turned out that my cousin had the major hots for my man for years, and once she managed to get Tony into my panties, she took some photos. Then, playing the concerned friend, she used my cheating, which she instrumented, to devastate Cameron, convincing him to take a trip overseas with her to ease his pain.
Of course, the wedding was cancelled, and in the end, my horror at my own downfall turned to anger at Trina and Cameron. The man I had loved had not even bothered to find out the truth before jetting off with my cousin. Harsh words were said on both sides yet none of the blame fell on Trina from anyone but me.
I compounded my folly when I caught up with her six weeks after they returned. She was walking through our local shopping centre when I noticed her and like a screaming banshee I attacked her.
I woke up an hour later in the local doctor's surgery with a minor concussion and two police officers waiting in reception to take me to the local station.
The overall fallout within the family was huge. A large portion of the family supported Trina and Cameron, saying that I cheated first and showing sympathy for Trina, given her sudden pregnancy announcement. Then again, with my parents' support, there was also a fair amount of the family that saw what Trina and Cameron did to me as wrong.
In the end, it didn't matter. Lines had been drawn, relationships destroyed, and Cameron and Trina had a shotgun wedding before their son was born.
Me: I found a reception job at a brokerage firm in Sydney and moved away to lick my wounds and vow never to fall in love again.
[:::: 6 - Tom - Embraced ::::]
I sat there speechless as Traci finished her tale of woe. It was different from my own, but the result was the same. She had moved to Sydney to reinvent herself after being betrayed by two people she had loved unconditionally and thought they loved her the same.
"And now you know the truth, I am a slut and a cheater," she told me, eyes once again downcast into her wine. "I'm sorry Tom, I never should have invited you here. If you want to leave, I will understand."
"I wouldn't dream of it," I told her, standing and moving around the coffee table between us to sit on the couch beside her. I took one of her hands in mine and put my other around her shoulder, pulling her into my chest.
"I'm not going anywhere Traci, this weekend I'm your date to this shindig and if anyone wants to say anything negative then they will have to deal with me."
Just saying the words felt good as, for the first time in years, I truly felt protective of someone. Yes, technically, she was the first to cheat, but in my mind, it was a setup. It sounded like her cousin had been working on her for months, getting her so drunk she didn't know what was happening and then instigating this Tony fellow to get her into bed.
Sleep took a little while coming that night. Her story played over and over in my head as I showered and climbed into bed. She had been through a lot, and I suspected that shame was the reason she didn't go out or date.
[:::: 7 - Traci - Wedding Day ::::]
It was four in the morning when I woke from one of my frequent nightmares. Trina and Cameron were taunting me, with Cameron striking me over and over while Trina laughed and encouraged Tony to take me over and over. I woke in a cold sweat, sitting upright in bed, my heart racing.
I quickly dressed and made my way to the Hotel Gym. It wasn't large, but it had a number of rowing and running machines along with a selection of free weights.
I was also surprised to find that Tom was already there. He was using a kettleball and stretching his impressive arm muscles. I muttered a muted 'good morning,' and he understood I wasn't up for too much interaction as he resumed his workout.
This morning, I decided to work on my cardio so I could stretch my muscles and run the gunk of my nightmare out of my brain. I started with a brisk walk, upping the pace after a few minutes and focused on the wall in front of me.
I was so lost in thought that I never noticed that Tom was running on the treadmill beside me. I was almost startled and almost tripped over myself before I realised he was running at the same pace I was. He smiled at me, noticing my alarm and then mouthed 'sorry' before the two of us got into a groove.
"You, okay?" Tom asked as we wound down. "You appeared to just need some time to yourself. I hope my running with you was alright. You were keeping a good pace."
"Actually," I replied. "Yes, that was what I needed, and your presence on the run was soothing. Thank you."
"Good," he replied, nodding. "I was worried about you. Last night must have been... difficult."
"It was," I told him as we walked to the lifts. "I was thinking that I have not really told everything to anyone other than my immediate family. I mean, how do you tell everyone around you that you're a cheater."
Twenty minutes later I smiled as I walked into the hotel restaurant and my parents were already seated with Tom. The three of them smiled as I sat down.
"And how long have you been telling Tom all my embarrassing stories from childhood?" I asked smugly, crossing my arms over my chest as I settled into my chair. Tom bust out laughing.
"Not long," he replied, winking at me. "Just long enough to hear about how you filled a wading pool full of grass cuttings and water, then thought it a great idea to swim in it."
I laughed, "Yeah, and I was itchy for a week from what I recall."
After breakfast, we all walked out as a group. Mum grabbed my arm, and Dad and Tom followed a respectful distance behind us as we all made our way to the elevators.
"He's a keeper," she told me straight.
I laughed, "Yeah, but I'm not."
Mum squeezed my arm, "You told him the story?"
I nodded, "Last night."
She looked back over her shoulder at Dad and Tom, and I followed her look. Dad was laughing about something Tom had told him. Tom had a big smile on his face and winked at me when he noticed the two of us staring at him.
"He doesn't care," Mum said a moment later as we both turned and continued to the lift lobby. "He's got eyes for you."
We reached the lifts, Mum hit the up button before turning to me and hugging me.
Tom looked at me and raised a single eyebrow. But said nothing, smiling sweetly knowing Mum and I were talking about him.
"Why don't you give Dad a call so the two of you can hang out while we ladies make ourselves beautiful?" I told Tom as we started rising in the lift.
Tom looked at Dad, and Dad just smirked.
"Tom, what do you say? We make sure the girls get back to their rooms and meet in the lobby at ten. We can then go find a real coffee."
Tom got a big smile on his face. Like my dad, he was a bit of a coffee snob, and the coffee they served here would only be a step above instant in his books. My dad was the same.
"Sounds like a plan, I could use a real coffee," my date replied.
With that, the lift stopped. Mum and Dad got off. A couple of floors later, Tom and I also stepped off the lift, he asked.
"Are you alright with your Dad and me hanging out?" Tom looked at me. What if he asks about us?"
I looked back at him as I reached into my purse and felt for my room card.
"Tell him the truth, which he already knows. We're work colleagues, and I would like to think we're close enough friends now. I mean, you are my date for this weekend."
"Okay," Tom replied, unconvinced, perhaps slightly nervous for the first time.
[:::: - ::::]
A little under three hours later, the look on his face when I opened the door at his knock was worth the effort. He had not seen the dress the day we met in the mall, but now I know the expense was worth it. I had washed and brushed my red hair to a shine, and it came off the top of my head, falling down my back in a single column to just above my butt.
"You look... You look simply incredible!" he exclaimed.
Tom was wearing a black suit with a crisp white business shirt underneath. He had shaved, and his hair was immaculate. He had on a blue tie, but I reached into my purse and pulled out a box with a green ribbon on it.
"Here," I told him. "A gift."
He smiled and opened the box. Inside was a tie and pocket square, matching the colour of my dress. After he agreed to accompany me, I went back to the dress shop and asked them to refer me to someone who could give me a matching male dress set.
Making our way down to the main hall, we were greeted by my parents, who were there with Stefan's parents. His father, my uncle, introduced himself to my date. Immediately following the introduction, my dad proceeded to tell everyone what a standup guy Tom was. He talked about how they found a coffee shop, and then once Dad found out Tom was also from Brisbane and supported the Broncos in NRL, it was like Tom could do no wrong.
I never saw Trina and Cameron enter, but at different times throughout the ceremony, I could feel their eyes on me. I could equate it to the feeling of a laser target painted on my back.
Later, at the reception, I saw them sitting on the other side of the room. When Tom asked if the couple who couldn't stop looking at me was Cameron and Trina, I said yes.
Tom was amazing. Once he knew who they were, he kept us on the opposite side of the room from them all evening without it being obvious. Later, when the dance floor opened, he showed everyone that he was a Master of Dance. I twirled, dipped, and moved about with ease. He even politely declined several offers to dance with anyone else even though they saw how much like Fred Astaire he was.
We followed my parents out of the ballroom not long after the happy couple retired, and I could not have been any more elated. I looked good, I had not had to interact with Cameron or Trina, and Tom was the perfect date.
[:::: 8 - Tom - Breakfast Revelations ::::]
I awoke the next morning, feeling more alive than I had in years. Yesterday had been amazing. I was amazed at how Traci's family had made me feel welcome and part of them without there being any pressure.
Traci and I were one of the first to arrive for breakfast in the morning, however within half an hour, a lot of the family had arrived.
I noticed that when Trina and Cameron sat down at a table almost on the other side of the room, the conversation around us stopped for a few minutes. I changed the topic by telling them how Ron taught me the proper etiquette for drinking Guinness yesterday, which got a few laughs when Traci's mother slapped Ron on the back of the head good naturedly.
But it didn't matter, there was enough tension in the room that just a spark could ignite the fire. I was at the buffet getting my second helping of bacon, eggs and hash browns when it happened.
Traci had been studiously trying to avoid them, but for some reason Trina had walked by and dropped the comment.
"I can't believe what a slut she looked like last night," she extoled to Cameron as they walked by, making sure it was loud enough for the entire table to hear.
Despite trying to avoid them, Traci was instantly on her feet.
"Slut?" she spoke low and with menace. "I am not a slut!"
By this time, I was moving back to the table, my breakfast forgotten. Trina was smirking, having gotten the reaction she was looking for. Everyone at the table was frozen, not sure how to act.
"Well, if the shoe fits," Traci's cousin remarked. "I mean, you dressed ready for every man to fuck you. I mean, that's how Cameron found you, wasn't it? A man balls deep in your slutty slit."
I placed a hand on Traci's shoulder, and she instantly relaxed.
"I'm sorry. I haven't introduced myself. I'm Tom. You are?" I asked the two interlopers, affecting my most cordial voice.
Cameron snorted, and Trina looked at me like a piece of meat.
"Is that what you're going with, slut," Trina said again, her eyes never leaving mine. "You hire a gigolo to attend with you?"
I cleared my throat and laughed. I needed to take the focus off everyone else and put Traci's cousin in her place.
"A Giglio," I said, suddenly defusing the tension. "That's a good one. I've been called a lot of things, most of them not very nice, but a Giglio. That's a first."
I struck a pose and flexed my biceps. In the sky blue, skin-tight T-shirt I was wearing, my muscles bulged. Looking to one arm and then the other, I kissed the top of the rise, and I felt almost every woman in the room breathe in.
Relaxing the pose, I looked at Trina and pursed my lips before slowly tilting my head to affect what we called the smoulder. "A gigolo, perhaps I could have had a career that way. But sorry to disappoint you, but I work in finance."
I smiled again, now standing casually, as I took a small step towards Traci. Most of the table laughed at my diffusing comment as the tension around the room eased just a little.
"Finance," Cameron snorted, not being able to hold in his disdain. "Looking like that, fat chance."
There were a few muffled comments around the room. I noted that now every table, both those part of the wedding and those not, was paying attention.
"Actually Trina," I said, letting her know I knew exactly who she was. "Traci and I have been seeing each other for what, the past two years?"
Traci, now over her initial shock and anger, caught on where I was going and put her arm through mine, my hands now place firmly on my hips.
"Yeah, that's about right," she cooed. "And unlike other men, Tom is a perfect gentleman. He always asks before responding."
"Bullshit," Cameron spat. "There is no way that he's anything more than a human dildo for you, and why would he have anything to do with a cheating whore like you unless you were paying him."
"Cameron," I told the guy that I already didn't like, and I was really beginning to wonder what Traci had seen in him. "I would prefer it that you didn't use language like that. While I am sure it feels good in the moment. Traci is neither a slut nor a whore."
He gave me the stink eye for a moment.
I clenched my fists for a moment, then relaxed. This was nothing after what I had been through. It was time to put it all on the table. I looked at Traci. She was holding onto my arm, tightening her grip. In the next moment, our eyes met, and I gave her a look that she instantly understood. She hesitated and then gave me a slight nod.
"Cameron, from what Traci has told me, you two grew up on the same street, dated all through high school, and until a few years ago, were going to get married, correct?"
He waited a moment, his eyes still blazing, but at me, not Traci.
"Yeah, what of it?"
"Well, I'm sure people have tried to tell you this in the past few years, but she never cheated on you."
Everyone gasped, even Traci.
"That's... That's bullshit," he spat at me, he appeared to enjoy that word. "I was there. I saw it. And you should know I have the photos and video of the whore cheating on me to prove it."
"Yeah, that's right Cameron," I said, letting my gaze now zero in on Trina. "It was Traci's best friend and cousin, the woman who took you overseas for almost two weeks the day after showing you the photos."
Suddenly a lot more heads were looking towards Cameron and Trina as opposed to Traci and I.
"What of it?" Cameron replied angrily.
"The. Very. Next. Day." I said, emphasising each word and waiting.
I must admit I was enjoying this, my own Perry Mason moment.
"The truth is that the two of you had been having an affair for months. Actually, it was almost a year," I told them. With my revelation, I now had everyone's attention, especially Traci. "Trina tried to lure Traci into cheating on Cameron to get around it. But even with the prompting, Traci was too much in love with her intended husband that she wouldn't cheat.
"See, Cameron couldn't just come out and break up with Traci and then pick up with Trina. That would be in bad taste, and everyone would hate them. Let's face it, Trina already had the reputation of an ally cat, taking anything with a dick and a few that didn't to bed if the rumours are to be believed.
"So how could the lovers get their cake and eat it too?" I asked the listening crowd like they were my jury in a courtroom. "See, they already didn't care about Traci. I mean she was in the way of their love, so they had to destroy her."
"You're lying," Trina spat.
"No, not really," I said calmly. "I wasn't the one who arranged for their cousin to be raped, you were."
This time, the collective gasp was almost defining, and the murmurs were almost threatening to overwhelm the entire situation.
"You got Traci so drunk that even before your old fuck buddy, Tony, turned up, Traci had already thrown up and was almost senseless. You pretended to be there for her but led her back to the bed and brought Tony in. A man you had been with multiple times."
I paused momentarily to let all the background noise die down.
"Tony's not a pretty man either, way too much hair and a huge pot belly. I mean, really, Trina, what were you thinking."
"Shut up!" Trina suddenly yelled at me. "Shut the fuck up, you know nothing."
I chuckled.
"Well anyway," I kept talking like she hadn't said anything. "Traci was unconscious on the bed, and you had Tony take her without her consent. I mean, there have been multiple instances in the news of women who have been too drunk to give consent, and that makes Tony a rapist and you an accessory after the fact."



Trina suddenly paled and looked around the room.
"But then, after that fact, you left your own cousin, someone who considered you their best friend with a rapist. Someone who then did goodness knows what else to an unconscious Traci while you 'drove' across town," I said with the rabbit ears quotation marks. "You wanted to show Cameron who was devastated", again with the rabbit ears.
I looked at Cameron.
"You came in after an agreed amount of time once your lover here told you she was waking up and pretended to be furious with Traci, who was still drunk from the alcohol and whatever else Trina had put in her drinks."
"But you know what made it click for me. It was the fact that Trina and you just happened to fly out to another country together, not twenty-four hours later, for an extended period of time."
"So what," Trina said, trying to recover.
Terri Brown, Trina's mother, who until this moment had been trying to be unobtrusive stood and looked at her daughter with absolute contempt.
"What this young man is trying to say," she told the room. "Is there no way to get flights, accommodation and visas to travel to another country in less than a day? At least not to Thailand where you to went."
"Shut up Mum," Trina said in a hushed tone. But it was too late.
"I am ashamed to be her mother. I'm so sorry," she told Traci. Then, everyone watched without saying another word as she walked out of the eating area, and security let her pass.
"You prick," Cameron spat at me once his mother-in-law was out of sight. "Look at what you've done. You've just destroyed her life. I should take you outside and beat you within an inch of your life."
I raised an eyebrow, looking at the guy again. He had a few muscles from his work, but he had a beer belly, and he looked like he would pass out on a treadmill after a two-minute jog.
"As much as I'd love the opportunity, I really won't involve myself with trash like you that hits women. If we got into a fight, I am likely to lose my temper and end up killing you, which would cut short my time with Traci."
"Hit women, what are you talking about?" he replied angrily. Beside him, I could see Trina tensing.
"I mean when you purposely threw Traci into a pole, knocking her out and then the two of you were seen spitting on her."
"What, how could you..." Trina started to say then stopped as Cameron put a handout, halting her before she said anything more.
I once again took Traci's arm in mine and patted her affectionately.
"It's a strange thing at weddings. Us blokes have a whole lot of time on our hands while our women get ready," I told the room. "See, since I agreed to come with Traci, I knew something was off, so I started looking into things. Part of my job is investigation, and I'm quite good at it if I do say so myself," I told the room smugly. "Then Traci and I talked the night we arrived, filling in a number of the gaps, telling me her version of what happened. I knew something smelled wrong. So, I went online and did a little digging.
"I found the transcripts of the court case online, the locations talked about, and I managed to get the video footage from the shopping centre. They keep all incidents in an archive in case they are ever called up the court."
I pulled out my phone, and a moment later, the room could hear the sickening crunch of a body hitting something. Those who could see my screen saw Cameron pick Traci up from her failed attack on Trina and move to throw her before seeing the pole and redirecting her into it.
You could then see Cameron help Trina to her feet before they both spat on Traci as she lay there bleeding and unconscious, laughing at her.
Usually, you can't hear anything in security videos, but the shopping centre had two cameras wired for sound as the police had been trying to catch the local kids buying and selling drugs.
"Take that you fucking skank," Cameron could be heard saying. "You're never going to know that I've been fucking your cousin for the last two years."
Then you could hear Trina laughing. "Yeah, the nice thing is that the world is going to see you as the slut and me as the saint, when the reverse is true. But no one will ever know we set you up, no one will ever know including you."
I paused the recording and turned to Traci.
"I'm sorry Traci," I told her. "I was going to sit down with you today and walk you through this. I mean it just didn't add up and I got curious..."
I was interrupted by Traci jumping into my arms and kissing me. And not just any kiss, but a soul sucking, all encompassing, kiss of passion.
I was surprised when I found myself returning the kiss and it wasn't long before we heard the applause that must have been going on for a while.
Breaking the kiss, we looked around the room and I placed Traci down on the ground.
Trina and Cameron were nowhere to be found, and we found out later that while Traci was trying to reach my tonsils, they both charged out of the room.
Traci looked at me and blushed.
"I'm sorry," she told me. "I mean thank you, no one has ever gone to those lengths to help me."
As things settled down, the restaurant manager came over and I quietly gave him a big tip, thanking him for keeping the kids out while the altercation was happening. I had seen the two cheaters come in after my first plate of food and knew something was going to happen, so I quietly asked them to get the kids out, of which there was only one family at the time.
By the time we checked out and were on the way to the airport, I had been hugged by every woman in Traci's family, including Trina's mother Terri and shaken the hand of all the men.
[:::: 9 - Traci - Things Change ::::]
Monday morning came and I was worried that after the weekend we had, Tom wouldn't want to talk to me in the office. Logically I knew that wasn't likely. I mean the guy had just stood up in front of virtual strangers and cleared my name.
Talk about having my own knight in shining armour. Not only was he handsome and strong but he knew what was right and what was wrong, so after holding his hand all the way home I had some very nice dreams when I finally got to bed.
"You alright there Traci?" Sally asked me. I was daydreaming and never noticed her enter the reception area. "I take it you had a great weekend?"
She was smiling.
I cleared my throat, "Um, yes, it was a great weekend. The wedding was really nice."
"And how was the time with Tom? Was he a gentleman?"
I know I blushed but before I could reply, his voice entered the fray.
"Always," he said from the other side of the reception desk. He placed a coffee in front of me and I could have melted. "But I had to fight off all the other men with nothing but my bare hands and the bride's bouquet. Traci was that good looking."
I struggled out a giggle and I know I was a bright crimson. Sally looked between the both of us and Tom just smiled before winking at me and heading into the office.
"Something happened," she said accusingly.
"Lots happened," I replied as I reached for the coffee.
"I mean between you and Tom?" she asked.
I couldn't help it, the sigh and nod was all she needed.
"You and Tom?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. It brought me back to the moment, not lingering on the thoughts of a very nice kiss.
"What, No," I told my friend. "Well maybe, perhaps. It's complicated."
With that, we both turned as the first appointment of the day arrived and it was time for business.
"Lunch today. My treat and I want to know everything." Sally said as she went back to her desk.
[:::: - ::::]
Friday afternoon as I was packing up, I was surprised when Tom stopped by my desk.
"Traci, I was wondering," he started and then stopped suddenly unsure of himself. I waited. "I mean, I wanted to ask. You never come out with us on a Friday, and I guess after last weekend, I understand why. But I was wondering if you would come out with us this evening?"
I gave him my best smile, "Sure, why not. You will be there won't you?"
"Of course," he said, and I noticed that his mask had slipped just a little. Again, his eyes told the story that he was genuinely pleased.
"The Establishment, six-thirty. Sound good?" he told me.
Tom confirmed with me again before heading out, and Sally followed up behind him before grabbing my hands. Together, we gave a squeal that sounded more like pubescent girls than professional women.
Two hours later, I turned up just after six thirty in a blue dress that I had not worn in years. It was professional enough to say I had come from the office yet playful enough with a mid-thigh hemline that said I was out for Friday night on the town.
Kevin, one of the other analysts, offered to get me a drink, and I accepted.
"Where the hell have you been all my life," Toby, the newest intern, said. "I mean damn Traci. You're stunning."
I could feel the jealous vibes pouring off Tom as Toby looked me up and down.
"Down boy," Sally said a moment later. "This one is spoken for."
"She is," he said stupidly.
"She is," Tom said. I could feel him trying hard not to put an arm around me and claim me. I wanted it so much and felt his desire.
"Here," Kevin said placing a Lychee Daiquiri down in front of me. "What did I miss?"
It broke the tension, but I think it is evident to our crew that I was off the menu outside of casual flirting. As the evening progressed, I saw Toby talk with Tom, and I noticed that Tom smiled and slapped him on the back with no hard feelings.
When the music started, Tom immediately asked me to dance, and everyone stared in amazement when I took his hand. He then showed me the finer points of Latin dancing, which the club was famous for.
By eleven, I had a nice buzz going, and Sally, Dianne, and I headed for the ladies' room. When we came back, there were drinks already on the table--another daiquiri. Toby and Kevin were talking off to the side, and Tom wasn't there, so I sat down, and the three of us girls clinked glasses. Sally told an off-colour joke, and we laughed. Just as the drink was almost to my lips, we heard a crash.
"Stop," Tom bellowed from across the room, causing most of the club conversation to halt.
Like the Red Sea parting, the crowd moved out of the way as Tom was pushing towards us. But as he approached us, he suddenly veered out of the way and slammed a guy near our table into the wall.
The guy tried to resist, but Tom was stronger, and he had a sense of rage about him that none of us had ever seen.
"Where is it?" he bellowed at the guy, and two security guards made their way to Tom and the guy. I saw you put it in their drinks. Where is the packet?"
I suddenly understood what he meant, put the drink down, and looked at it like a poisonous snake. Sally wasn't thinking and was about to take a sip, so I forced her hand, spilling the drink.
'Traci, what the..." she started saying.
'He drugged them," I said loudly so the security approaching would overhear and understand Tom's anger. Looking closer, he wasn't doing anything more than holding the guy and glaring at him. Police were summoned, and the guy was arrested in front of us while Tom was praised as a hero.
Afterwards, as our crew came back together, Tom explained:
"While you ladies went to the bathroom, I went to the bar to get the next round. I passed that guy on the way, and something didn't sit right. He had a tray of drinks but had been solo all night. While waiting, I looked back and caught a movement that looked like he was doing something at our table. I then saw him move back as you three came along, and he was watching. It was then I knew he had done something. I was trying to get back when you were about to drink, so I took drastic action."
For the rest of the evening, Tom was by my side. He kept an eye on all of us, however, I felt that he was paying particular attention to me, and I blushed several times as his gaze lingered on me.
A little before midnight, I was ready to go. As I said my goodnights, Tom also rose and said his farewells, following me out.
"Tom, I'm okay. You don't need to look after me. It's a fifteen-minute walk along well-lit streets. I'll be fine."
He hesitated a moment, clearly conflicted.
"I'd still like to walk with you," he told me. I smiled and offered him my arm, which he took, and I began walking. Inside my heart was soring and I hoped that I wasn't scaring him off. We walked for a few minutes in comfortable silence before Tom started talking.
"Traci, tonight I was worried. I mean, I was concerned for all three of you, and I was glad I was able to stop that creep. But Traci it wasn't the other two I was really worried about. It was you."
I felt the fine hairs on the back of my neck straighten.
"I... I also have a past Traci," he told me, and I looked up at him as we walked. "I was once married."
The admission stopped me in my tracks, and I am sure the look I gave him was incredulous. Tom looked at me a moment.
"It didn't end... well," he told me. I took his arm again, and we kept walking. He chuckled. "In some ways, the end of my marriage was worse than what happened to you."
I said nothing as we continued walking.
"My life was a mess when I moved here," he admitted. "If it wasn't for a couple of friends I had from Uni, I might not be alive."
I looked up at him again, and he gave me a sad smile.
"Yes, it was that bad," he told me. "I had to get away, my mate John. He hooked me up with the analyst position at work, and I had to reinvent myself."
"What happened?" I asked as I turned down the street leading to my apartment building.
"I'm still..." he paused, as well as stopping in the street. "I still don't think I am ready to talk about it Traci."
He sighed, reached out with both hands and grabbed my arms while giving me an intense stare.
"Traci, Can I ask you an honest question?"
I nodded, swallowing and feeling my pulse in my ears, "Of course."
"Why did you stop flirting with me in the office? I mean the serious flirting. It was a couple of weeks before the wedding. It was like one day, we were having fun banter, you would flirt, and I'd reply. Then, one day, nothing. You just stopped."
"Honest?" I asked, looking back at him. He nodded and released me but stayed close as I guided us to a bus stop bench, and we both sat down.
"It was one morning when your mask slipped."
"My mask?" he queried.
"Yeah," I told him and placed my hand on his leg. "You're mask. Tom all of us in the office think you are the most standup guy we know. You're funny, smart, and easy on the eyes, and let's not even mention that we feel safe around you. Yet we all know that you never let us see under the mask you wear, the one that hides your true self."
He leaned back on the bench, and I continued.
"We all wear masks to a greater or lesser extent. They help us get through the day and minimise the pain we feel if we're rejected or if we find out someone doesn't like us." I looked away.
"I saw your mask slip one morning. I could see the pain, and with what you now know of my past, I felt I could identify. I guess I felt that it wasn't fair to flirt and treat you like a..."
"Male Gigolo," he supplied, and we both laughed.
"Thanks Traci," Tom told me, smiling broadly. "It means a lot."
I sighed, and as I went to stand, Tom grabbed my hand. I stayed where I was.
"Traci, I'm damaged on the inside. But tonight, I would have gladly spent a night in the slammer just to keep you, not the others, but you, safe."
He mumbled something I couldn't hear.
"Sorry?" I asked.
"I like you Traci," he repeated. "I mean, it has been coming for a while, ever since that morning. I recall it as well, that's why I asked.
"Would you be willing to date someone like me who has more than a few issues, issues that I am not ready to tell you about?"
I laughed. "No less than you agreeing to come to a family wedding where you found out about my shameful past."
"Traci, you weren't..." I held up my hand to stop him.
"I know, but before we left, I thought that I was still a cheater. I still struggle with the self-confidence around it. And no, I don't know your past and won't push you to tell me before you're ready. But I also refuse to believe that you're a bad person or would intentionally do anything to hurt me."
He smiled at me.
"So what now?" he asked. "A date?" he said absently, his mind thinking, "Got it. Are you free tomorrow?"
I giggled. "For my boyfriend, of course."
We stood. "My apartment is that one there," I said, pointing to a building less than fifty meters away.
"How about I meet you here at about eight tomorrow, and I'll take you out for breakfast?"
"Sounds good," I told him, and then we hugged. Tom felt warm and safe. I moulded to him, and after a minute, I looked up at him as he looked down at me. There was that magical, awkward moment and then our lips met.
Unlike my impulsive kiss at the breakfast the day after the wedding. This kiss was soft and tender and made my skin tingle all over. Tom's lips pressed to mine, and I stifled a moan as his arms tightened around me.
"mmmmm," I said. "My man knows how to kiss."
I noticed that I could again see behind his mask, and this time, I could see what looked like tentative joy.
"Tom," I told him suddenly, wanting to reinforce it. He looked at me expectingly. "I have no idea what some bitch might have done to you. But I will never, ever hurt you like that. Ever!"
[:::: 10 - Tom - Seeing them from afar ::::]
The last four months have been nothing short of spectacular. Four months since that evening when Traci and I had our first of many subsequent sensual kisses. Four months since, I understood that a long-dormant part of me had been coming alive again, thanks to Traci.
On Monday, Traci and I met with the leadership team in the office and announced that we were in a relationship.
Traci and I went out about three nights a week. Dinner, shows, movies and dancing. Traci cancelled her gym membership and joined my gym, and we often worked out at the same time. I got to see her apartment, nice, neat, perfect for a single woman in the middle of the city. I took her to mine and the hunger in her eyes grew as she kissed me on my balcony.
We also took another couple of trips to Queensland to hang out with her family. Her mother was over the moon, and her father shook my hand inviting me to sample some of the lagers that he and one of his mates had been brewing.
I felt more accepted than I had with my own family, and things were good.
Traci felt like she fit me more than my ex-wife, Emily, ever did. Perhaps it was because of that fit or lack thereof with Emily that our downfall occurred. But then again, that was a piss poor excuse for what they did.
Traci and I had not yet slept together, though we had been close a couple of times. Often, our make-out sessions were quite passionate, and both of us had taken a few liberties. We talked about it, and we knew that we would be more than compatible in bed, but she wanted to give us time to come together as a couple before sex distracted us.
I knew it wouldn't be long, though, as I was pretty sure she was falling as deeply in love with me as I was with her. Like sex, we had not yet exchanged those three words. But we knew it was coming.
Today was a Saturday, and we were in Brisbane once again. It was Traci's mother's birthday, and we had flown up yesterday morning to surprise her, taking her to dinner and a show at QPAC, the performing arts complex in Brisbane city.
The morning went great, and Traci and I had planned a day in Brisbane city. We would visit a few places we both remembered from growing up and try some of the small cafés to see if our memories of them matched the reality.



We spent a little time walking up and down the mall, grabbing a coffee at one place and a pastry at another. We also walked through a few of the shops but didn't buy anything. Throughout the morning, Traci was constantly holding my hand and smiling at me. She kissed me often, and I enjoyed walking up behind her and wrapping my arms around her before nuzzling her neck.
We had chosen to have lunch at a popular restaurant that had been an institution in Brisbane for years. It had a balcony overlooking the mall, where you could watch people coming and going and a good menu with different cuisines.
I ordered an Italian dish, while Traci ordered Greek seafood. I got a glass of red and Traci a glass of white.
"It's getting cooler now," I started to say talking about the weather. "So perhaps we should...."
"Babe, Babe," Traci was saying, but I could hardly hear her. I knew the colour was draining from my face. Traci looked at me with concern, a worried look on her face increasing as she looked in the direction I was looking. "Tom, what's wrong?"
Being a Saturday and with a clear, bright, sunny day, the Queen Street Mall was busy. A few businesspeople were walking between meetings, work more vital to them than taking the weekend. There were also groups of teenagers, boys and girls, who were judged old enough by their parents not to be under constant supervision. Then there were the families, who came in all different compositions, groupings, and ages. Sometimes mothers and fathers with their sons and daughters. Other times, aunties and uncles spend time with their nieces and nephews. And then there were the Grandparents. Grandparents are often special in the family unit. They may not be as spry as parents, but with few exceptions, they will do about anything to be part of their grandchildren's lives.
They looked a little older than the last time I had seen them, but there was no mistaking they were my parents. Their granddaughters were also a lot larger than the last time I had seen them. If I had to judge from my perch on the balcony, they were almost double in size. Lucy and Heather had that look on their faces, both smiling but bored to be out with their grandparents.
I felt a pang of sorrow as my heart beat faster, and Traci wrapped an arm around my neck. She had come around the table and put her head down with mine to see exactly who I was looking at.
"Family?" she asked.
"Yes," I croaked out. "My parents and my daughters."
I felt Traci tighten her grip.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't know you had kids."
We watched as they continued up the mall out of our sight.
"The last time I saw them was a little over four years ago," I explained after a few moments. "Their mother, Emily, and my brother Louis were encouraging them to use bats to beat me."
I knew if I looked at Traci, her face would be aghast. But I was staring into space. A few minutes later, I snapped back in and looked at her. Our meals had been forgotten; Traci had nothing but concern written all over her face. I pulled her face to mine and laid a soft kiss on her lips.
"I love you Traci," I admitted, uttering the words out loud for the first time. I knew she wanted to return the sentiment, but she bit back the words and waited. "And I think it's time I told someone the real tale, everything. Because of how I feel for you, I would like you to be the first to hear it. Would you be willing to listen?"
"Of course, Tom, you know I'm here for you."
"Well, it all started in the second year of high school..."
[:::: 11 - Tom - Taking my toys ::::]
Growing up, my family was pretty normal, loving but noisy. My youngest sibling, my sister Stevie, lived up to her name and was a total tomboy. She played any sport she could while growing up and was never content to let her older brothers get one over on her. My younger brother, Louis, the middle child, was a mini version of my father, the practical joker of the family. I got on okay with Louis and pretty good with Stevie, and while I was always in trouble with Mum and Dad, it wasn't too bad.
Until the second year of high school, I never really dated. We started going out in groups, and now and then, we'd all pair off and steal kisses from someone we liked, but nothing serious happened.
In year nine, though, Terria Stubbin decided to up the ante and asked me to take her to the movies. We had only kissed once, but it was enough for her and with her Mum as a chaperone, we saw some comedy movie. I think it was an Adam Sandler one. I don't recall much of the movie; it was more about us sharing popcorn and sneaking kisses when we thought her Mum, who was a few rows behind us, wasn't looking.
I was almost heartbroken when, two weeks later, Terria took another boy to the movies, and from what I heard later, he got to cop a feel.
However, a week later, it was all forgotten when I asked Emily Regent out on a date. Emily was new to the school and was two years behind me. For a year seven girl, she was tall but had not developed much. However, she was sweet, and we had a lot of fun at a local amusement park that our parents agreed to take us all to.
After that weekend with Emily, there wasn't another girl for me, and over the next couple of years, as we both continued through puberty, our relationship developed. I started to develop a little facial hair and a deeper voice while Emily turned into a blonde bombshell. By the time she was in year ten and I was in my final year of school, every boy wanted to be with her but wouldn't dare go near her as I would have had no issues in punching their lights out as one of my classmates, Roger Draper, found out in grade ten.
Emily and I were in love. While I went to university to study accounting because I loved math, Emily finished her senior year. We saw each other constantly, but I wasn't aware that there was one person who wanted to take Emily away from me and didn't feel threatened by me.
When she graduated high school, I proposed, and she accepted. We planned to get married after a year, but Emily got pregnant and nine months later, Lucy was born, so we had a shotgun wedding, living in my parents' rental apartment.
Two years later, I had a job with a good, solid accounting firm, learning tax and accounting, when we found out that Emily was pregnant with our second daughter, Heather, and I thought all was right with the world.
The end of my marriage came suddenly, and without warning, though looking back, there were signs that at the time I never saw or even considered, nor did I think that everyone would so utterly betray me.
It started when I got home from work one evening to find Emily in tears. The girls, who were four and five years old at the time, were hugging her legs. My mother was there with a box of tissues. My brother and sister were there in the background. When I walked in the door, the collective glare they gave me almost distracted me from Emily's black eye.
"Emily, what happened?" I asked, getting angry that someone had hurt my wife.
Emily stood shaking with rage.
"Like you don't know, you bastard," she spat at me.
"Emily, what do you mean? How would I know who hit you?" I asked, her fervour taking the wind out of my sails.
"Don't play innocent. You hit your wife, and it isn't the first time," my mother accused me.
"What are you talking about!" I exclaimed.
"You heard Mum, you prick. We know it all. Emily has told us everything. The beatings, the demands that are borderline rape. She is your wife, for goodness's sake, Tom," Stevie spat.
"Stevie, Mum," I said, putting my hands up. "I don't know what you are talking about, but I have never once raised my hands to Emily, I love her."
I looked at my younger brother and saw the grin. He was gloating, and I knew--really, I just knew!
A rage as a rage like I had never known, swelled in my chest. I growled and started to charge at Louis, but before I could get two steps, the next thing I knew, I was lying on the ground with the taste of blood in my mouth and an open wound on my back as my daughters were beating me with the small baseball bats I had bought them last month.
"We hate you!" they were screaming. "You hurt Mum. We hate you and wish you would die."
I was in shock, and as my father put his knee into my back and pulled my hands behind my back, Stevie pulled the girls off me. Dad really didn't need to bother, though, as all of the fight went out of me as I processed what my daughters had been saying to me.
Nothing more was said as I lay there. I think everyone except my sister and father left the room until the red and blue lights filled the room, and the police came in and took me away.
I was charged with a number of things, assault and domestic violence and a restraining order was placed against me, so I was not allowed even to see my children. It seemed that Emily and the children had repeated to the family lawyer they retained that they hated me and wanted me to die and that they never wanted to see me again.
News of my arrest made it to work as my brother tried to screw with me even more by telling them all the lies. I was fired from the company as they wouldn't employ a spousal abuser. I was paid my severance and told not to ask for a letter of referral.
When the case came before the courts my entire family testified against me, with Emily breaking down several times, lying and describing in detail how I abused her, playing the part of the loving husband and father in public, whilst behind doors acting completely differently.
When it was my time to testify in my defence my pleas of innocence fell on mostly deaf ears. Worst of all was that throughout the trial my younger brother sat in the gallery grinning with that awful smirk on his face.
On the day the verdict was announced I almost lost it again as Emily and Louis walked hand in hand into the court room. I was glaring at them with so much hatred that my lawyer actually kicked me under the table.
I was given a three-year suspended sentence, which I would have to serve in its entirety if I got in trouble for anything more than a parking ticket. The Domestic Violence Order was extended to cover a further three years and after that time I could petition the court for visitation rights to see my daughters after that.
My lawyer left me saying he would call me next week as I looked at my approaching father as we exited the courthouse. My Lawyer looked between the two of us and shook his head as he walked away.
"Tom," he replied in what I can only describe as his 'dad tone'. "I hope you have learnt your lesson from this..."
"Do you know what Dad," I said angrily, but not letting my temper get out of hand. "If you still won't listen, if you won't question it, then you don't know me at all and you are not the father I grew up with."
"Come on Tom, don't be like that, with time..."
"Fuck your old man," I interrupted him once again. He took a half step back at both the words of disrespect and the vitriol in my voice. "You judged me guilty, didn't bother to look at anything other than what they told you."
"I'm done with you, Mum, Stevie and those other two. And I'm sorry that my girls will grow up without their father, but it looks like their uncle is going to slot into their lives and given a few years they will call him dad and I'll be a memory."
I think Dad at last picked up that I was serious. And in that moment I think something of what I was saying filtered through to my father and at last he might have sensed the truth of the matter.
"Tom, I..." I again held up my hand stopping him.
"Everything that needed to be said has been said. I will miss not seeing my daughters grow up, but perhaps one day I will find a woman that will love me, and I will have children with her and none of you will be a part of their lives. But I won't have anything to do with a bunch of sycophants that listen to half the truth and believe lie after lie.
"I'd tell you all to go to hell, but I'm there after what all of you have done to me and I don't need visitors."
"I'm sorry Tom."
I laughed,
"You're sorry. You don't even know what you're sorry for."
My father was now hunched over, and I turned to walk to the bus which would take me to the apartment I was renting.
"And one more thing," I said stopping and looking back over my shoulder, Dad looked up, a forlorn look on his face. "Tell Louis to never ever let me see his face again. Because if I do, I will tear his dick from his body and shove it so far down his throat they will need to pump his stomach in order to find it."
He said nothing as I walked away.
[:::: 11 - Traci - Love ::::]
Tears were streaming down my face as Tom told his story, I now understood why he masked his pain. To be betrayed by your wife, your brother, your entire family. It was heart breaking and it did make my problems seem inconsequential.
Tom was looking out over the balcony, towards the sky, but his eyes were unfocused as he recounted his memories. "So, after having the paternity test completed it seems that both the girls are mine, but it wasn't because of Louis's lack of trying. It turned out that my younger brother had a thing for Emily, and he used the year that they were in school together while I was in college to start an affair with her. The affair had been going on since they left school, and Emily had started sleeping with him soon after she and I started sleeping together."
"How did you find out?" I asked him.
"Private Investigator," he admitted.
"It turns out that he has some fertility problems and is infertile so both girls were mine, but by the time he admitted that to Emily, they had been married for a year. But, down the pub, he was very happy to talk about how he cuckolded his big brother and stole his family. How he was now the heir apparent to the family since I had disappeared, and while he couldn't have kids, my daughters now called him Dad."
I got up at that point, straddling myself over him and took his head in both my hands.
"I love you Tom Other," I stated. "Truly, madly and deeply. You do not deserve what any of them did to you.
"I will stand by your side and fight for you with everything I have," I told him. "I pledge this now that I will defend you to my last breath. Let my family be your family. I have never felt this way about any man, not even Cameron and our strength will be that we are together. My heart, my body and my soul are yours and together we can overcome your pain."
With that I brought my lips to his and I poured every ounce of my love and desire into the kiss. I had been in love with Tom for a while now and he had told me earlier he loved me; I could do nothing less than show him my love in reply.
When our lips parted, his eyes were moist and he quietly said, "I want to marry you."
"And I you," I replied. "But not yet, ask me soon. And just so you know. I will be saying yes."
We slowly walked back to the hotel, and along the way we may have checked out a jewellery store or two. I know we were both scanning for his parents and daughters, but we never saw them.
That evening, I let Tom shower first, and as much as I was tempted to join him I didn't. When he came out, I kissed him before taking my own time in the bathroom.
I needed time to trim, wash, moisturise and make myself desirable for my man. I brushed my hair till it was shining and took a long look in the mirror before opening the door to reveal my naked body to him.
"Traci..."
"What, you don't like what you see," I said smiling and running my hands up and down my body, making sure to cup my breasts and then turn and show him my ass. "I thought you might like it more than a movie."
In an instant he was out of bed and our bodies collided in passion as his lips met mine and our tongues fought with each other. I felt his strong arms wrap around me and his hands moved sensually over my body as he guided me over to the bed.
He lost his boxers as he pulled me backwards towards the bed, and as we fell naked onto the crisp white sheets, I moaned through what was to be the first of many sounds of passion that night as my man and I joined, forever bound.
[:::: 12 - Tom - Nine Years Later ::::]
Our eight-year-old son Ryan was wrestling with me on the rug in front of the television, having just lost his Mario Cart Rally game to me. His younger brother, Adrian, only a year younger, at seven, could not bear to miss out and chose to jump from the couch onto my back.
Adrian laughed as I used my legs to pin Ryan to the ground and tickled Adrian in the ribs.
"Stop Dad," he yelled at me after less than a minute. "Stop!"
I did for a moment, letting him go and spinning before either boy could react. Suddenly, it was Ryan I was tickling and Adrian who was pinned.
Both boys were laughing, and I was grinning from ear to ear.
We heard the doorbell ring, and I released them, about to get up and open the door. I thought it would be Gary, a friend from a couple of floors below, as we were planning on taking both families out this afternoon, and he likely wanted to know if we should take a few beers with us.
"Don't get up," Traci said, smiling, walking past us, seeing the three of us in a tangled pile. "I'll get it."
I resumed teasing my sons while my wife went to the door.
After that fateful trip to Brisbane eight years prior and our first time making love, our relationship progressed quickly. I awoke the following morning feeling like a new man, and all the horrors of my past were just that, the past.
When Traci and I returned home to Sydney, she moved in overnight, and we married only a few months later. It was a good thing, too, as not even three weeks after we returned from our honeymoon, Traci woke up with morning sickness three days in a row. My new wife was pregnant.
Both of us were surprised but delighted, and Ryan came into the world loved and adored by the two of us. A little over a year later, we had Adrian, and again, although he wasn't planned, he was welcomed and loved.
Traci took to motherhood like a duck to water. She was protective without being overbearing and let all three of her boys get away with a lot. That was until she didn't, and none of us dared cross her when she put her foot down, and the redhead's temper came out.
Traci also got sexier with motherhood, if that's possible. You know how some women look great with curves. Well, my wife got them in all the right places. Sure, she complained about dints on her thighs and a bigger tummy. But seriously, she turned me on like nothing, and I was always ready for a little loving with her voluptuous body.
Both of us still go to the gym, but parenthood and age slows you down as your priorities shift. I was fit, but not like I was in my thirties.
Traci and I were surprised when she was promoted from reception to my assistant, but the executive team were clever. They knew that even pregnant, my wife knew how to keep me on target. They say some couples should never work together. It was the opposite for Traci and me. We were a powerhouse, and everyone knew to get on board with Team Other or get out of the way.
There was the odd occasion when we were the only ones in the office and the boys were with their grandmother, so Traci and I had to 'work late', but mostly, we were a power team, and there was nothing that could come between us--nothing that could threaten the four of us.
Of course, those thoughts are dangerous and come back to bite us.
"Tom," I heard Traci call from the front door. I wasn't sure what it was, but there was a tone in her voice, not of danger but of concern. I paused my sons' wrestling.
"Yeah?" I called back, shaking my head at Adrian, who wanted to play more. He got the hint right away, and both he and his brother immediately settled themselves.



"Ah, there's some people here to see you."
"It's alright hun, I was expecting Gary and perhaps Dawn, they were..."
My voice died in my throat as I moved into the hallway that joined our bedrooms and living areas within the apartment. It wasn't Gary and Dawn.
Standing there were three people I hadn't seen in a decade and had not spoken a word to in over fourteen years.
"Hello Thomas," my mother said softly, looking embarrassed.
Traci stood there, not quite knowing what to do. She had only seen the three of them once from afar, but there was no mistaking that this was my mother, and with her were two young women who were, without a doubt, my daughters.
"Uh, good afternoon, ladies," I said formally, turning my work-mode personality on a little.
"Dad," Ryan shouted from the lounge, "Is it Darren? Are we heading out now?"
Darren was Gary and Dawn's son. He was the same age as Adrian and one of Ryan's best friends. His voice jolted me back to reality and I realised that nothing was going to get resolved if we stood staring at each other.
"No," I replied, looking back at the boys. "It's just some people here to see me."
I glanced at the women and then again back at my sons, wondering how it would go introducing them to their half-sisters, whom they had never met.
"Why don't you guys go and grab your Nintendo's from your rooms, as well as your shoes, so Mum can walk you down to Darren for a while?"
The boys yipped, all but ignoring the three strangers as they were about to get to play on their own personal devices. While they were gathering their things, I ushered my old family into the living room and gestured them to seats.
"Sorry, but we weren't expecting company. We were just about to head out," I explained as I picked up a pair of dirty socks off the couch that Adrian had left there earlier this morning.
"That's alright," my mother replied. She was staring down the hall towards the sound of the boys. She had only caught a glance at the two grandsons she had never met, but it was hard to ignore the look of desire to meet them in her eyes.
Traci stood between the lounge and the hall. Her arms crossed, thunderclouds gathering while she waited for our boys. She knew the story of these three and what they had done to me. And she was getting increasingly upset as moments built up despite her sons yelling at each other excitedly in the background.
"Hun," I said, breaking her glare. "Why don't you take the boys, explain we could be a while and come back?"
Traci came over to me, wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me into a deep kiss. I was pretty sure my mother and daughters were blushing as my wife made sure she was claiming her territory, letting them know she thought the three of them were intruders, but the moment was broken by my guys giggling.
"Get a room Mum and Dad," Ryan said with childhood confidence.
I broke the kiss.
"I've got one. Mum and I kiss like that in your room at school."
They made sick sounds while laughing, and I slapped him on the back of the head. Traci looked at me with love and concern.
"I'll be right back," she told me and chased our sons out the front door.
I turned back to the three women.
"Traci will only be a couple of minutes, so why don't I get us some drinks while we wait?"
I gave them the option of water or soft drinks, not feeling that it would be right to offer anything stronger, even though I was pretty sure we would no doubt need a strong drink very soon. Mum took a water while both the girls accepted lemonade, their eyes never leaving me the entire time.
"You have a lovely place," Mum said, trying to make conversation while we waited for Traci to join us. My mother was gazing outside to our balcony and beyond. We were still in the same building I was in when I met Traci, just a couple of floors higher, in a larger apartment, as we needed the extra space for the boys. There were only four apartments on these upper floors so we had great views.
"Thank you. It's close to work, and I love the view."
"Rent must be staggering," Mum stated, still staring at the scenery. I think she was looking at the Sydney Harbour Bridge.
"No rent. Traci and I own the place," I replied, holding a chuckle, knowing what her next comment would be.
"Own," she said, turning back to me. "Thomas, your loan must be, I mean, a place like this..."
I laugh quietly, "Yes, it was significant. But we managed to pay it off last year. Now, if I could reduce the condominium fees, that would save some real money."
My daughters continued to stare at me, the incredulous looks on their faces, not believing what I was saying. I looked at them for the first time; I mean, really looked at them. While they had bodies similar in size and stature to their mother, their features also heavily favoured me, particularly with their facial expressions, eyes, noses and mouths. But I also noticed they were dressed quite demurely. It wasn't threadbare, but neither were they new clothes. I looked at my mother and saw the same.
I held my frown as I heard the front door open and then close, and Traci came into the room like a woman possessed. Before she could do anything, I handed her a lemon-scented glass of sparkling water.
"Traci, I would like to introduce you to my mother, Bronwen, my older daughter, Lucy, and my youngest daughter, Heather. Ladies, I would like to introduce you to the love of my life, mother to my sons, and wife of a decade, Traci Other."
"Wonderful to meet you Traci," Mum said.
Traci snorted and sat on the ottoman on the other side of the room from the couch.
"So," I said a few minutes later. "You three have come a long way just to see me after fourteen years. I take it this is not a social visit?"
I was trying to be polite despite the turmoil I was feeling.
"Not really no," Mum told me.
I took a large breath, blew it out slowly, then gestured to my mother.
"Why don't you start at the beginning," I told her.
Mum nodded.
"I don't think I need to recount the events of that evening fourteen years ago, as I can see that Traci knows it from your point of view."
"I do," Traci growled.
Mum nodded as the girls held each other's hands while she continued. "There is no other view as we were lied to in the worst possible way, and we believed the wrong thing about the wrong people," Mum said.
After all these years, it felt good to hear that in their eyes I was no longer the bad guy, but then simply telling me I wasn't at fault doesn't wipe the slate clean.
"To all our shame, we bought into everything that we were told. At the time, the black eye and the bruises were all convincing as they told us what you had done. I mean, it was hard not to level such strong emotions at you when your wife was extolling your wicked deeds while nursing a black eye and purple bruises."
"I never saw the bruises," I said casually. "Just the eye and the hateful looks from all of you. The sneer from Louis, and later, the feeling of my daughters beating me while hearing them tell me they wished I were dead. Kind of takes your focus away from certain things."
I delivered it without emotion, but I knew the impact it would have. Both Lucy and Heather broke down, and I watched Mum start to tell me off and then think better of it.
She held up both her hands in surrender.
"I get it," I replied. "I do. Trust me. I have played that meeting over and over again in my head throughout the years, and I can understand you were only acting on what you saw and were being told. It doesn't make it any easier that you didn't want to believe your own son, but I can understand. What doesn't make sense is that while I get your initial anger, none of you ever once bothered to ask my side."
The three looked away, nodding slowly, knowing I was right.
"Tell me, what has happened since?" I asked my mother.
"Well," Mum said. "For the next few months, Emily told us story after story that painted you as the bad guy. We were broken, Tom. I mean, you were the one we were so proud of, married, kids, a good job. Then your wife tells us horror stories while showing us injuries that painted you as a nightmare."
I nodded.
"So, how did Emily get the injuries?" I asked. "I mean, I know that I never touched her in anger, and I never would have hit her?"
"We know Tom," Mum told me. "We know that now. It took almost two years after you left before it came out."
Mum looked away, shame written over her features.
"What we found out later," Mum continued. "Is that Louis seduced Emily in their last year of high school. He played the long game, breaking her down and stealing her away piece by piece until together they planned to destroy you."
Mum produced a tissue from somewhere and wiped her eyes.
"After you had left, without a focus on their plots, they fought more and more, yet for some reason, they were unable to walk away from each other. Emily threw things at Louis, and Louis hit her several times."
Despite my loathing for what Emily had done to me, I felt my temper spike thinking of a man hitting a woman. But Mum's next statement instantly cooled the protective thought I had towards my ex-wife.
"It turns out that Emily had Louis punch her in the face, hitting her, to give her the injuries we saw that night. The ones they accused you of causing."
"Why?" it was Traci's voice, disdain for Emily dripping from that single word. I leant back, surprised that she had beat me to ask the question.
Mum shrugged sadly, "Because Louis hated Tom for some unknown reason and convinced Emily of the same. None of us understand it."
I turned to look at the two girls who had said nothing more than their choice of drink since entering my apartment.
"What about these two?" I asked my mother, nodding at my daughters. They were startled at my bitter comment towards them.
Mum looked at them and nodded. "Until last year, when they moved into an apartment together, Lucy and Heather have lived with us since they were teenagers. It may feel like poetic justice, but we had to have a domestic violence order taken out against both Louis and Emily after Emily threw a book at Heather one evening."
It was my turn to be surprised.
"I sort of remember that night," Lucy said, speaking for the first time. I knew she was talking about the last night she had seen me, not about her mother throwing things at her. Her voice was quiet and reserved. "I sort of recall Mum crying. She was blaming you for everything. Heather and I were also crying, wondering how you could hurt Mum..."
I leaned forward and crossed my arms, placing them on my knees. I was interested in hearing my daughter's story for the first time. She started to break down.
"I don't remember telling you those nasty things. I just remember thinking it wasn't fair. You were my Dad, and you hurt my Mum. I'm sorry... Dad."
Hearing her words, it was my turn to be startled. It wasn't sorry, it was the word 'Dad'.
I don't know what happened, but moments later, I was on my knees in the middle of the floor, holding both my daughters in my arms for the first time in years, all three of us crying bitter tears.
I felt a soft kiss on my cheek and turned to look at Heather.
"I'm sorry too Dad," she said through her tears. "We have been looking for you for years to apologise and only found you a few years ago. Since then, we have been working to visit you."
"Girls, I never touched your mother in that way. Until that night, I loved her. I loved all of you with everything I had. I never saw what they did to me coming."
"Neither did we," Mum started. "It's what made it worse and that we have all suffered because of their lies for all these years."
Something in her tone caught my attention. Someone obviously was missing. I recalled the scene when Traci and I saw my parents walking along the mall.
"You know," I said suddenly. "Traci's family is also from Brisbane, and her story is tragic, just like ours. But years ago, Traci and I were sitting on a balcony in the mall, and we saw you all walk by."
I felt the girls' hands tighten on my body.
I held Lucy in my arms, looked over at Traci, and nodded.
"It was a little under ten years ago," Traci began as she stood and walked to us. "Tom and I had unofficially been dating for a couple of months, both of us broken. Yet it was our pain for what our families had done to us that brought us together. It was those emotions that allowed us to love and be there to see you walking up the Queens St Mall.
Traci then knelt beside us, reaching out a hand. I temporarily released Heather to allow our fingers to touch, and then I wrapped my arm around my adult daughter again.
"We were talking when all of a sudden Tom went pale," she continued. "It was then he saw you, he told me your story for the first time, and it was then I knew this guy was my forever man."
Nothing was said for a moment as we all processed things.
"Where's Dad?" I asked.
At the mention of my father, the girls could no longer hold it and again started crying. Looking over at Mum, I could also see her struggling.
"He's... he's in the hospital," Lucy explained after a moment.
"Your father has bowel cancer," Mum said flatly.
"It's one of the reasons we had to come and see you Dad," Heather said. "It has hit Pop more than anything. He, more than any of us, carries the guilt of what we all did to you. He...."
She paused and took a breath.
"They are not sure if he's going to make it," my daughter told me, completing the statement a moment later.
I sat for another minute, digesting what they were telling me. I eyed my mother till she started shifting uncomfortably. I could see myself forgiving my daughters and building a relationship with them. In a lot of ways, they were just innocents back then, caught up in a bad situation. In the eyes of a child, I could understand how their mothers' deception took them in. However, when it came to my mother and father, they chose to ignore my pleas of innocence during the months it took leading up to and through the trial.
"Mum," I spoke to her matter of factly. "There is a lot we need to work through here. While I get that Louis and Emily took in all of you. Never once did you or Dad try to understand or even consider that my version of the story could be true."
I held my hand up before her objection manifested itself.
"I can forgive these two," I said, squeezing my daughters. "But even with them, there is a lot of emotion and hurt that I need to process. I can admit that I feel bad for what Dad is going through, but you have to understand that both you and him hurt me terribly, and unlike Lucy and Heather, gaining my forgiveness will take even more time."
Mum went to say something but stopped and nodded sadly.
"I understand."
I smiled at her then. "But neither am I unreasonable. Work with me through the hurt, don't blame me if I want to yell at both of you."
Mum nodded in understanding.
Obviously, our afternoon out with the boys was shot to pieces. So, we brought the boys back and introduced them to their older sisters and grandmother. I think we all hid the awkward earlier conversation well. And the boys were overwhelmed by the fact that they had sisters.
By the time they left later in the evening, promises had been made, and we had even booked flights.
Even later, after getting two very excited boys to sleep, my wife ensured that I was also ready to sleep, using an exhausting workout between the sheets.
Post-workout, as we held each other, she touched my face slightly.
"You know I would rather die than hurt you like she did?"
I picked up her hand that was lazily playing with my left peck and kissed it.
"I know."
"But how do you know Tom? I mean, today, you remained so calm with your mother and your daughters. So controlled."
I smiled at my wife.
"Honestly, I was ready to scream at them. But then I looked at you and saw your face, and I knew it would be alright."
"My face?"
"Yeah," I reached out and drew her in for a kiss, our lips melding softly. Like always when her chest was against mine, I felt her heart quicken, and her nipple harden as her breast pushed into my side at the intimate contact.
"You were ready to claw their eyes out in my defence," I told her. "Very few words had been spoken, and it didn't matter. I could see the fury on your face. You were going to fight for me."
She blushed, and I released her breast before gently pushing my finger into the beautiful, soft flesh of her heart.
"I know this is in my hands," I told her, then brought her hand over my own heart. "Just as mine is in yours. I would not hesitate to lay my life down for my kids or for you."
She thought for a minute.
"You said, kids. Does that mean Lucy and Heather?"
I nodded. "It does. I know we never really spoke about it. But I always knew they had been manipulated. I mean, most girls cling to their mothers until they rebel as teenagers. Emily was their role model, and they were still in their formative years, so with her manipulation, I was always going to be the bad guy no matter what.
"I had resolved that if they ever came into my life again and they were contrite, I would be open to having them back in my life."
She smiled at me and took her turn to poke me in the chest over my heart.
"I love you, Tom Other," she said, purring. "You're thinking of me even amid a reconciliation with your old family. Of course, I am fine with the girls. But what of your parents, your brother and sister?"
"I think it is a matter of time with my parents," I said thoughtfully. "I believe they are regretful and will do everything to reconnect. I know it will never be the same as what it was. But it would be nice not to feel like the black sheep of the family.
"My Sister," I shrugged. "I don't know. We haven't spoken in a long time. Does she still blame me? Is she living with regret? I am not sure.
"As for Louis, No, never, nada. I will never forgive him, and he had better hope I never get in physical reach of him, or I'll do to him what Robbie Other did to his brother."
She giggled. Robbie Other was a very distant relative of mine. According to one of the ancestry sites, we were related by three or four marriages. Robbie was famous, as he reacted by decking his brother on the streets of the Gold Coast after catching him in bed with his wife.
"I get that babe," Traci said, now rubbing parts of me in a sensual nature. "To be honest, if I ever met Emily, I would love to go Robbie Other on her before hugging her and telling her thank you for sending you to me."
I laughed and words fell away as our passion for each other ignited for a second time that evening. Our lovemaking was slow and passionate, and afterwards, we showered, falling into a very deep and satisfying sleep.
[::::: 13 - Traci - Becoming a mother to daughters ::::]
The next few months were a roller coaster for Tom and, by extension, the boys and I. We flew to Queensland the weekend after Tom's mother and daughters called on us and visited Tom's father in hospital. An older version of my husband, Peter Other, was a proud but broken man in his sixties. After introductions, Peter asked to speak with Tom alone, and for over an hour, the rest of us entertained the boys in hushed tones, at any minute expecting Tom to burst in and rush the boys and me home and out of his family's lives again.
It didn't happen. When Tom reappeared, he was melancholy and had me take the boys to visit their grandfather while he spoke with his mother and daughters.
Being the mother of two young boys is exhausting, and I love Ryan and Adrian as much as the most devoted mother in the world. However, I think everyone was surprised at how quickly Lucy and Heather came to see me as a motherly figure. Despite both girls being in their early twenties, they had been starved of a mother's love and a woman to look to for advice. Sure, Bronwen had been there for them. However, a grandmother has a different role in raising children, and I was quickly the one they sought out for advice as their relationship rebuilt itself with their father.



At first, I was concerned as the girls talked to me more and more. Then Tom and I discussed it. From what we understood, the girls saw Emily now and then, usually for coffee in a public location and always together. However, they didn't like her much, and following the incidents from their teenage years, they were almost scared to be in her presence. As I got closer to the girls, we got to do the mother-and-daughter type things, like take them shopping for clothes, give them advice about boys and talk about women's issues. What I think consolidated our relationship was a day when Heather called me in tears.
She had found a lump on the lips of her vagina and was in a panic about it. I immediately booked a flight to Brisbane, and with a short explanation to Tom, I was on my way to help her out.
When I arrived at the apartment she shared with her sister, she was panicked, and the three of us talked well into the evening. Together, we called Tom and spoke to the boys before they went to bed. I slept on the couch, and in the morning, while Lucy went to work, I went to the doctor's with Heather and held her hand in the doctor's office as she was examined.
"It's a benign lump," the female doctor explained after her examination. "However, to be sure, I would like to remove it and send it for testing."
Heather's initial relief at the word benign was replaced immediately with panic around the word 'removal'. She cried into my arms and uttered words I never thought I would hear from anyone but my sons.
"Mum, I'm scared will you stay with me."
I don't think she knew what she said, but I held her and nodded to the doctor, who immediately prepared for the procedure.
We left the doctor's office an hour later, with the anaesthetic still in her system, and drove to their apartment. We called Tom and then conferenced with Lucy, Bronwen, and Peter. We agreed to take Heather to Sydney with us for a few days as she recovered, and Lucy would join us for the weekend.
That night, as we got her into bed in our spare room, Tom kissed his daughter good night, letting her know he loved her. It was somewhat strange that Tom and the girls spoke with terms of endearment like the girls were in their early teens, not their early twenties, but I figured it was just them making up for lost time.
I ushered Tom out and closed the door. I needed to check the dressing over the incision, and a father does not need to be there for that type of examination of his daughter.
"Traci, I need to apologise to you," Heather told me.
"For what?" I asked. "It was no trouble for us. Tom can look after the boys without me for a few days, and I can work the hours I need to."
"No," she said and blushed. "I'm sorry, I didn't realise until later that I called you Mum."
I smiled at her, she was technically my stepdaughter since I was married to her father.
"No apology necessary," I replied. "I'm flattered that you felt close enough to me to call me mum in a moment of anxiety. If you and Lucy feel you want to call me that, I would be honoured."
We both cried a little, but they were happy tears, and from that day forward, I was Mum to both Lucy and Heather.
The only family reconciliation that was off was with Tom's sister Stevie. Oh, she was regretful and contrite. But there was something there that neither Tom nor I could put our finger on. From what I could understand, growing up, Stevie was just 'one of the boys'. She was into all the boy activities and dressed pretty much as a tomboy and had an aggressive nature.
What came out around Heather's twenty-third birthday about Stevie was something we never expected.
[:::: 14 - Traci - Sisters ::::]
Outside of Stevie's standoffish behaviour, Tom was adjusting well to having his parents and daughters back in his life. We had settled into travelling between Sydney and Brisbane each fortnight, once a month, and spending a long weekend with either Tom's or my family.
Everything happened one day, just over a year since Tom's family had returned to his life. We were celebrating Heather's turning twenty-three. We had all gathered in the girls' little ground-floor apartment. Our group consisted of Tom and me, the boys, Peter and Bronwen, Stevie, Lucy's boyfriend, Harry, and Heather's new boyfriend, Kieran.
We had ordered Uber Eats from three different places and were waiting for the food. Tom's family was talking to us about some of the stories of Lucy and Heather growing up. My husband never got enough of hearing them, and the girls never spared any detail, no matter how embarrassing. I think they will forever be making up for the years they lost, and I felt honoured that they thought enough of me to allow me to be a part of them.
"Mum?" Lucy asked me, having taken to calling me Mum not long after Heather. "Can you explain to the old man here that Queensland will always trump New South Wales in the State of Origin?"
I laughed. Despite being from Queensland, Tom had reinvented himself by supporting the team from New South Wales for what were the three most important football games in Australia each year. I, also from Queensland, refused to switch sides, and while I thought Tom would happily revert, I think he stayed with the Blues just to be on the opposite side to me.
Tom was just about to reply with a witty retort when I watched the blood drain from his face for the second time since I had known him.
"Hello, Mum, Dad, Lucy, Heather?" I heard a female voice say. Everyone in the apartment froze as a woman I had never seen before walked into the room. I could see the resemblance to Lucy and Heather, so I immediately knew this was Emily.
Behind her was a younger-looking version of Tom, but he appeared slimy or greasy, and I shivered as I looked at him. This had to be Louis, Tom's younger brother.
"Darling, happy birthday! Your father and I bought a cake and gifts," Emily said before walking into the room and seeing all of us.
Halting, she swept the room with her gaze, Louis suddenly stopping behind her. Emily looked at everyone. I noted her glance at Stevie with a disgusted look. Then she looked at me with a surprising comprehension in her slightly dull eyes, and finally, her eyes came to rest on Tom.
"Tom," she spat with sudden hostility.
Tom, for his part, said nothing, but I could see him tensing, his muscles growing taut. He barely acknowledged his ex-wife, though. He was looking right past Emily, directly at Louis, ready to pounce.
"Mother," Lucy stated, using a formal tone. "Heather and I agreed to meet you for coffee tomorrow."
Emily's eyes never wavered from Tom's, and then the bitch bit her lower lip slightly, eyeing my husband like a hunk of meat.
"I see," she hissed, then shook her head slightly. "Your father and I thought it high time we came here and spent time with you on your birthday. I mean if everyone else is here, why can't we be."
Then Heather jumped in.
"Mother, first of all, he is not our father," Heather said, nodding at Louis. "Second, as Lucy said, we will meet with you tomorrow. Today is for all of us, and we don't want any drama, so as Lucy just explained, we will see you separately tomorrow."
I'll give her credit. Emily, the whore, didn't miss a beat.
"Nonsense sweety, okay, if you have Tom here, we understand it could be awkward. But you know that we're your family. We're not the ones who were abusers."
I was glad that my mother-in-law had grabbed Ryan and Adrian and taken them out the back. They did not need to be exposed to this.
"Mother," Lucy hissed. "Heather and I have tried to be nice. We've tried! But we know the truth. We have for years."
"What truth is that sweetie?" Emily asked, trying to feign innocence.
"That Dad never hurt you. He never gave you bruises or that black eye. That you had that man behind you, the poor excuse for a man that you dared to try and pass off as a father, make all of us think it was Dad."
"Well, you know that's not true," Emily replied instantly. "Tom, come on, after all these years, you need to admit the truth," she said, daring Tom to defend himself. The tension in the room rose by the moment.
Tom sighed, took a couple of steps forward and used the movement to push Lucy and Heather behind him. I moved forward with my husband. There was no way in hell this bitch was going to twist things.
"You're right, Emily. I do need to admit the truth," he said, causing all of us to gasp and Emily to smile. Behind her, I at last understood the sneer that Tom said Louis had, as it featured prominently on his face.
"The truth is Emily, that I did not deserve what you and shit for brains did to me, nor did Lucy and Heather deserve to be lied to, manipulated and forced to be apart from me for so long."
"But as you can see," Tom said, spreading his hands. "Your lies have come to nothing. I am here with my family. My daughters know the truth, and you will never come between us again."
Emily thought for a moment, and then her eyes settled uncomfortably on mine before she smiled. It was a sick smile, full of malice and hatred, and it made my skin crawl.
"I see Tom, I do. But tell me, abuser, how does it feel to be married to a whore?" Emily said, causing everyone to gasp, including myself. Everyone except Tom.
"Emily don't," he hissed. Behind her, Louis laughed.
"That's right, dear brother," Louis said, speaking for the first time. "Didn't you know your wife is a cheater? She fucked another man in the bed shared by her and her fiancé. I bet you need to test if those brats of yours have your DNA?"
I felt Tom tense, so I squeezed his arm, holding him in place. I looked Emily in the eye and spoke.
"So, you know Cameron and Trina?" I asked them, letting my own tone convey my displeasure.
That made them both think, but Emily's grin returned.
"Of course, and they told us all about you."
Tom growled.
"You know Emily," I said calmly. "I have known you for less than a few minutes and have yet to hear a single word of truth or any positive reinforcement for your daughters. I'm willing to ignore your nasty lies and stories and let it all go for Heather. She is a wonderful woman, who today, of all days, doesn't deserve to be caught in the middle of a family drama. Truce?"
I took a single step forward and held my hand in the offer of peace.
I knew the moment I made the gesture things were going to go sideways. Still, I was unprepared as without accepting the hand, Emily launched herself forward and slapped my face screaming 'Whore' as everyone watched aghast. The blow stung but didn't phase me as the self-defence courses I took at the gym snapped into gear. I grabbed my husband's ex-wife, flinging her to the ground. I stood and readied myself for further attack when I noticed Louis and Tom charged each other. The two brothers were grappling.
For a moment, Louis threw some wild haymakers, one connecting with my husband. Tom was bleeding from a cut on his lip but was none the worse for wear. He easily blocked his younger brother's next attack and then threw two punches with more power than I had ever seen. That included some impressive blows at the punching bags in the gym.
Several of the family were screaming for them to stop, and while I had watched my husband lay his brother out for the count, Emily had gotten back on her feet and spat at me. It was then that of all the voices yelling, one could be heard over everyone else's and caused us all to pause.
"They have HIV!" a voice called out for what I think was the third time.
No one moved. Louis was groaning on the floor, and even Emily, while glaring at me with a triumphant smile, stayed still.
"Who has HIV?" Peter asked as we stayed frozen. I was still in a defensive stance, as Tom was. And we were both facing our foes. I touched my cheek and felt the spittle on my fingers, taking a sharp intake of breath.
"Stop," the voice said again, and I was surprised to hear it coming from Stevie. The woman looked broken and forlorn, almost crying. "Both of them, both Emily and Louis, have HIV."
"What?" asked Lucy, looking at her aunt. "How do you know?"
"I know," Stevie told us. "Because years ago, they raped me, giving me the same infection."
[:::: 14 - Tom - Broken ::::]
The police arrived soon after our confrontation, arresting both Louis and Emily. Traci and I were taken to the hospital to undergo a series of tests for HIV. The next few months were nerve-racking and frustrating.
We got the results on a Friday and arranged for the boys to have a sleepover with Darren for the entire weekend.
We sent a 'both negative, talk to you next week' text to the family, and by the time the boys came home on Sunday evening, neither Traci nor I had anything left in the tank or could walk straight.
Emily and Louis were sentenced to five years for assault and intent to spread a deadly infection.
Stevie sat down with us, and through more tears than I had ever seen her shed, she explained how in the year after I cut myself off from the family, she grew closer to Emily, having believed their lies and believing their relationship grew due to their mutual distaste of me.
Perhaps a few months before they showed their true colours to the family, taking a page out of Cameron and Trina's book, Emily and Louis had gotten Stevie blind drunk. They ended up tying her up, and they both took turns having sex with her, infecting her with HIV.
My loathing for my brother increased exponentially as I heard of the atrocities he inflicted on my sister, and I hoped that he was well looked after in prison for the parasite he had become.
Lucy got a call from Emily when she was released a little over four years after her sentence. My daughter hung up on her after using some very graphic language that would have made a sailor blush. We heard that she moved north, but that's all we know as none of us, including her own family, have heard anything from her again.
Louis was a different story. It was a little over eight years before he got out, the rape and incest charges adding additional time to his sentence. He was released to a halfway house and not a week later was found beaten black and blue one morning on the steps of the place he was staying.
I was questioned by the police but was able to show that I was in Sydney with my family, including all four of my children, my parents, and, of course, my wife. My alibi showed them time-stamped photos from all our phones of us playing a family game of Monopoly.
What I didn't tell the police was that it was a simple enough matter to change the date and time on our phones, showing a different date of when the pictures were taken, and of course, no one ever thought to look for me to hire a private plane.
The satisfaction I got of beating the living shit out of my little brother was also nothing they needed to know about as we touched back down in Sydney a little after one in the morning, a few hours after his attack.
Today, five years later, my daughters are married. Traci and I have our first grandchild, with another on the way. Our boys are in high school, and we're trying to teach them to make good choices.
Traci and I still love each other as much as ever. We continue to work together at Capital Brokerage, and now, even though I am in my fifties, I don't see either of us leaving anytime soon.
Even Stevie has found love. Another HIV-positive victim of a cheating wife, Phil, is a quiet guy, but he loves my little sister, and she treats him like a king. From what they tell us they practice safe sex and have both had procedures so they will not have children. But that is not stopping them from supporting each other.
Today, we are all back in Brisbane, celebrating the life of my father, Peter, who passed away after a relapse of his bowel cancer. As we said our goodbyes, I stood by the coffin with Mum on one side of me and Stevie on the other. Everyone filed past, and I was surprised when Louis passed by. He glared at each of us but said nothing before bowing his head and touching the side of the coffin before moving on.
Later, I sat beside him and said nothing. I poured a little scotch from the flask in my jacket into a cup and slid it over to him. He said nothing but took the cup and had a sip.
"You always get the good stuff, don't you," were his words a few minutes later.
I shrugged.
"I work hard for it, So I get a few nice things."
"I hate you, you know that?" he told me.
"Not half as much as I hate you," I replied, taking another swig from the flask. He looked at me like I would pour him another nip, but I screwed the top on and put it back in my jacket pocket. "It's our father's funeral, and I can pretend for a few minutes."
He nodded, Louis smiled, and we sat for a few moments.
"I know there is something wrong with me, Tom," he told me. "I don't have a single regret about my actions. I wanted Emily, so I took her. I wanted your girls, so I figured out how to take them. I wanted to fuck Stevie, so I figured out how to do that."
I started to bristle, and Louis held up a hand.
"I know," he told me. "I'm not looking for another fight. I am just telling you that I know I am a monster. I know I have broken everything good in my life. I lay in bed wondering what my life would have been like if I could have just looked up to you, not tried to take everything you had. Sometimes I think I get glimpses, but I don't regret it, pretty fucked up, isn't it?"
I had nothing to say, he was little more than a stain on the world's underside, and he knew it. He blew out a breath.
"I do regret disappointing Dad though," he admitted. "For some reason, his approval always meant something to me. To have him write me off for you didn't make me mad at him. It was the one thing that I regret."
He ran his fingers inside the cup to get the last drops out and rubbed them on his teeth.
"Tom, I meant what I said. I respect you as my big brother, but I hate you. Even now, I want to take away your amazingly beautiful big-titted redheaded wife."
I stood suddenly, clenching my fists, ready to smack him down and he gave me that lopsided sneer I had now seen many times. But then he held up a hand.
"See, that's how sick I am. I also know if I tried anything, you would kill me. You had the chance once and you didn't. If I were you, I would have finished me off, not left me lying on the steps of the halfway house where I was living."
"I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about," I replied calmly.
Louis laughed then. "No, you don't. I have no idea how you did it, but it was well done. Don't worry big brother, I know it was part of my penance and that I am going to be in the lowest levels of hell when I die. But I can't help it."
"Hope that you never cross my path again in this life," I told him as he stood. "Because if you take one more step against me or my family, I will see that your end is slow and agonising. I'm not worried about disappointing Dad, as he was right there with me."
Louis's eyes went wide for a moment as he caught the subtle context of what I was saying. He understood.
"Message received big brother, don't worry too much. I doubt we will see each other again."
With that, he walked away, and I never did. Six months later, he was found deceased in a ratty apartment. We didn't hold a funeral and didn't spend more than a few moments remembering him. My little brother was not going to be missed.
At seventy-four, I formally retired from the brokerage company, having spent over thirty years of my life working for them. Traci had retired with me, and our plans were to spend the next few years traveling the world. As the kids got older and more grandchildren started coming our way, it was like we were in a different place each week.
Today, we were off to Europe for our third three-month cruise in the past two years. We were looking forward to seeing more of Rome, Turkey, Italy, and Germany--just the two of us.



"Dad," Ryan said as he helped us check our bags in. "Make sure you take your tablets each day. Don't forget we want you coming home."
"Don't you worry, my boy," Traci said, hugging our son. "I'll make sure he takes them."
"And the other ones, too," she said quietly under her breath.
"Eww, Mum," Heather said with a smile on her face. "TMI."
"Well," I said, hugging my wife. "When you have a woman as sexy as this, what can I do? I need all the help I can get to perform."
My kids all laughed; all four of them, with their partners and their kids, were there to see us off at the international terminal for our flight. We made sure that sex was never a taboo subject and never flaunted it, but neither was it hidden. It was reflected in their own relationships with their spouses. Everyone had a good laugh, never going too far past innuendo.
We hugged and kissed everyone at the entrance to customs, told the grandkids we would bring them back something and held each other's hands as we walked through security to the airport lounges.
"You know," Traci told me as we relaxed in the airport lounge a little later with a drink and a few snacks. "I never thought that by recognising a single look under your mask of confidence, where I could see and understand how much you were hurting, that I could have such an amazing life with such an amazing man."
I squeezed my wife's hand, feeling her pulse quicken and her breath catch as I looked at her with adoration.
"You're right," I told her a few minutes later as we watched people enter the airport. "You caught my mask slipping, and your reaction caught my attention, but I am glad I had a rough night the night before because I have never regretted a single night since."
We raised a toast and kissed before our gate was called, heading out on our next adventure.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors ending note ::::]
Welcome to the end. This one kind of got away from me and took some directions I wasn't expecting. When the concept of this came to me, I wanted to do a story that tried to look at cheating through a different lens. I purposely chose Traci as our female lead, as a number of my fellow authors often use Traci as our cheater, so I thought this may have you, as our reader, walk a certain path until the reveal.
By the same token, Tom is a name that I have seen as the male cheater, so I hoped that I had your interest as the story unfolded.
While she was a side character, I think I saw Emily slightly differently than how she was presented. It's rare for me not to give a certain amount of forgiveness to the woman betraying our MC in my stories, but Emily just didn't deserve it this time.
And Louis, sorry, but what a prick. I wasn't sure how he was going to be turning out. The guy had some serious mental illness. I like that I hated him as my fingers typed out his lines. He had zero redeeming qualities, and the conversation between Louis and Tom at the funeral felt a little surreal. But I thought it worked.
Lastly, for those of you who know Brisbane, the balcony I was referring to was a place called JoJo's. It was there for a lot of years, but not long after the pandemic, it was replaced with a McDonald's. I didn't want to ruin the story, so in the timeline of the story, JoJo's still would have been there when Tom first told his tale of woe to Traci.
I also mentioned Robbie Other, the main character in my tale, "The Nuclear Family."
See you in the next story,
John Other.
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I found myself thinking about this post for a long time.
Should I say something? Will it upset people? Offend them? Will they hate me?
For the past few years, I've fought what feels like a relentless battle against the giants of anxiety and depression, with hopelessness and self-isolation working the night shift.
The events that led me to this place? They're not the point. You may know me, or maybe you don't. But what matters is that they were real, they mattered, and they pushed me past the point where I should have stopped fighting. And still, I kept going.
As a former business owner, I look back on my almost sixteen years running a company, and it hurts.
I gave up more than I should have. Friends I was once close to--gone.
Colleagues I respected--distant. I missed events, holidays, and ordinary moments with the people I loved because I was chasing customer satisfaction and payroll deadlines.
And the one person I didn't look after was me.
It only took one thing to tip it all sideways. One moment that was out of my control when my focus was elsewhere.
Once loyal staff and customers told me, "We think your great, but we can't work with you anymore because..."
Some of you reading this know that story all too well.
I fought even harder after that. I gave more of myself, even as the tank hit empty.
I went without and told myself I could fix it, thinking it was my fault.
Every failure, my fault.
Every loss, my responsibility.
Each one a dagger, bleeding me out slowly.
There have been moments of help since. Glimpses of light. But underneath, there's a sense of loss that I haven't been able to define.
My ability to plan, to react, to think clearly, gone.
My trust in my own decisions was shattered.
Even buying groceries sometimes feels too heavy a task under financial pressure and self-doubt.
Was it all bad? No.
There were people who cared, who stood by me.
But when you're in the middle of the storm, kindness feels like static. Distant, hard to interpret.
You're too busy trying not to drown.
I'm not writing this for sympathy. I'm writing because maybe you've been there too, or are there now.
Your struggle may be different. A broken relationship. Addiction. Grief. Shame.
But this I want you to hear: your struggle matters!
I'm a slightly awkward guy. I struggle to engage, and I often can't hold eye contact.
Maybe I'm on the spectrum. I've never been tested.
But I'll smile at you. I'll listen. I'll make bad jokes, plan weekend BBQs, and help when asked.
I'll show up, even when I don't know how.
Robin Williams once said:
"I think the saddest people always try their hardest to make people happy because they know what it's like to feel absolutely worthless and they don't want anyone else to feel like that."
That one hits home.
Ask me how I'm doing, and I'll deflect with a joke:
"Oh, fine... just gotta mow the lawn."
Or, "Okay... but what's with all this rain?"
Occasionally, the mask slips.
Maybe more often than I think.
When I'm at my worst, I withdraw.
I'll ignore your calls--not because I don't want to talk.
I do. Desperately.
But... what if you're calling to tell me I've let you down?
What if you see me for who I really am--tired, broken, hollow?
I'll stare at my phone in a room full of people, pretending to read something important.
Not because I don't want to connect.
Because I don't want you to see the cracks.
To see that I'm pretending to be okay.
Pretending not to be falling apart over things I think shouldn't break me.
Can you see it? That I want to cry? To scream?
That I laugh too loud or talk too fast sometimes, because I don't know what else to do?
Some days, I have no idea how to move forward.
Even on good days, I'm just waiting for the next blow.
And when someone reaches out, it's not the first or second attempt that breaks through.
It's the constant, unrelenting kindness, the showing up, that starts to chip away at the darkness.
Sometimes, I don't need words.
I need your hand on my shoulder. A hug. Presence.
Sometimes, I need to cry, and not be told to fix it.
Sometimes, I need help making a choice. Not to be told what to do, but to be encouraged, supported, cheered on, even if it doesn't work out.
Can you see me? The quiet one in the crowd, smiling but not present?
Feeling invisible because this week's loudest drama gets all the attention, while I can barely breathe?
This part is hard to write. But it's real.
If I weren't here tomorrow, would anyone miss me?
Would they remember me kindly, or see me as just another failure who gave up?
These are the thoughts I still wrestle with.
Some days are better. Some worse.
But always there, somewhere beneath the surface.
Hope is a heavy word.
It means believing there's still something ahead that matters.
That the things I've lost can be made into something meaningful.
That I might feel joy again--real joy.
That I might laugh without needing a reason.
That I can become someone I'm proud to be, even if it's not who I used to be.
Do I have hope?
Yes. And no.
Yes--because I still have a role in the company I started, even if I'm not the boss anymore.
Because I have a boss now who seems to get some of this, and I think we could build something new, somehow, he and I can help me get financial once more.
Yes--because I have a family.
And my wife, above all, has walked beside me with more patience than I ever deserved.
I hope I can take her on the holiday we never had.
I hope I can be the husband she deserves.
I hope that someone sees through my mask and just... stays.
Not to fix me. But to be with me.
I hope that I can feel proud to be who I am.
Not who I was. Not who I should be. Just... me.
But this is a moment-by-moment fight.
Standing in the light one second, in the shadows the next.
I'm not okay. But I'm closer than I was when I started writing this.
Maybe you've felt some of what I've described.
If you have, please--reach out.
To someone. Anyone.
Don't stay in the dark.
I know it hurts. I know you don't want to be there. I don't either.
My heart aches for you. Truly.
I hope you find something that lifts you.
For me, it's been writing.
My stories have been a kind of therapy. A way through.
Find your thing. Art. The gym. Woodwork. Music. Something that gives back to you.
And if you're someone who's never felt this kind of weight but you empathise--please look out for us.
We're there, but not there.
We smile, but we're barely holding it together.
Don't let us slip away.
Be patient. Be kind. We might not open up right away, or cleanly. It might be awkward and messy.
But when we take that first step, with your help, we'll walk the next. And the next.
And we'll be the most loyal friend you've ever had.
I needed to get this out. It's been burning inside me.
Soon it will be September. R U OK Day falls on the 11th, of all days.
I always try to reach out to someone. To post. To ask.
But I wonder... do the ones who really need the question ever get asked?
I've smiled and cried while writing this.
It's been healing for me, and I hope, in some way, good for you too.
If this has touched you and you don't feel like you have someone to turn to, please reach out to me.
I might not be perfect, but I'll listen. I'll be here.
See you in the next story,
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
This is a short one and one of my first tries to write poetry outside of the Red Suit. It doesn't come naturally to me. So sorry if the words don't rhyme like they should.
This is a short one that I am working on while I complete The White Suit, Book 2 of The Dark Christmas Saga and polish a new story, 'Pain'.
[:::: Forget me not ::::]
My tears stained the page again, joining the ones I had shed the previous two times I had read the letter from my wife of twenty years, Barbara. Standing across from me was the oldest of my three children, Gwen, at twenty-two. She also had tears running down her face.
"I can't..." I started to say, stopped, and turned to walk away. However, before I could take even ten steps, Gwen's arms wrapped around me.
"Daddy, we're not letting you get away again."
I just stood there, stoic and motionless, my face devoid of all emotion but the tears that continued to fall, my wife's letter still in my hands.
Eighteen months ago, I separated from Barbara when I called out the burgeoning affair she was having with a co-worker. She denied it, so I threw printouts I had taken from her phone of text messages and photos the two were sharing. Still, she denied anything physical had occurred.
I stormed out, and we had not spoken since, with the kids acting as our intermediaries.
I wanted to divorce her, and had spoken to lawyers, so I knew what would happen if either of us decided we wanted out. I didn't care about the money side. What I cared about and hated was that I still loved her.
The kids knew this and had been working on me, as my anger had begun to subside over the past few months. I knew I should have spoken to her by now, however, I still hadn't taken that step. Was it pride getting in my way? I didn't know.
Gwen knew her long-term boyfriend was about to propose, but she hoped that Barbara and I could at least talk by the time they got engaged, giving us a reason to reconcile.
I wasn't sure how we could reconnect. But from what the kids told me, she lived like a nun and always asked after me.
I believed I was ready, but then, before I could do anything, this afternoon, Gwen turned up with the letter in her hand, sobbing. Handing it to me as I frowned, I opened it immediately and started reading:
"Stanley, my one and dearest love.
I have written and rewritten this letter so many times over the past year, trying to figure out how to say that I am sorry, to tell you of my regret and how much I have hurt you. You were right, there was something there that should not have been. I did things that did not honour you, even if nothing physical happened. I hurt you, and it is a pain deep inside me that I can't ease without healing you, and I am stuck."
I read through the rest of the page; however, moving to the next page, I could see that it was fresh and new, the handwriting still in my wife's distinctive style but sloppy and rushed.
"There was more I wanted to explain, but I have removed it. Something has happened, and I am not long for this world. Earlier today, my car was run into by a drunk driver and the internal injuries I have mean that I will likely not last the night. But I am awake and can pen this last letter to you. I will give it to Gwen, and she will give it to you when she arrives at your place.
The pain is growing despite the medication they have me on, but I believe I have the words to express myself now. I pray this helps you."
She had written a poem that broke me:
"I see the truth now, clear as dawn.
The nights I brushed your fears aside,
The warnings etched upon your face,
The hurt you swallowed, dignified.
You knew, oh love, you always did,
That something flickered, undefined.
But I, a fool, stood at the edge,
And played with fire in my heart, not my mind.
I never let him cross the line,
Though I teetered close with a trembling soul.
I know not why, I craved escape from the shadows cast,
But I never let him make me whole.
Still, it was betrayal all the same,
In thought, I pause, wondering what I did.
And now I lie in soft decay,
Regretting every word I hid.
I'm sorry that you bore the weight
Of loving me through shifting sand.
And though I strayed in silent ways,
I never stopped holding your hand.
You were my rock, my morning light,
The one whose trust I broke.
I only wish I'd said it more
And not when lying here in death.
When memory paints me in your mind,
Don't let it end in this dark plot.
Remember laughter, wind-swept days,
And please, my love... forget me not."
It hurt, the pain and ache in my heart intensified tenfold, till my vision blurred.
"I must go," I told Gwen after reading the letter once more.
"No, Dad, we need you."
I turned and held my daughter, kissing her on the forehead.
"No," I told her. "I need to go to your mother."
We were out the door in minutes and the ICU within the hour. Escorted into the room, my wife was resting with tubes and wires running all over the place. I stopped and started, Gwen holding my hand.
Barbara was thin and emancipated. She had lost weight in all the wrong places, even before the accident, and now, once more unbidden, the tears came.
Slowly, I walked to the bed, took her hand, and bent to kiss it.
"Stanley?" I heard her voice weekly.
I smiled and looked at her.
"Hey there, beautiful," I told her and moved to kiss her bruised lips.
"I am so sorry," she lamented, tears pouring from her eyes.
"Hey, hey," I told her, "None of that. I am here now, and that is what matters."
She squeezed my hand ever so slightly, and we whispered the needed words of love and forgiveness.
Around four hours later, she slipped into a coma and never awoke. Our reconciliation was short, but we said what we needed to.
[:::: - ::::]
I debated reading the poem she wrote for me in her final hours at her funeral. However, I did not want anyone to know about her betrayal. Other than myself, the kids were the only ones who knew about it.
That is not to say the funeral was without drama.
"You dare to turn up to my wife's funeral," I spat at the sprawled figure on the ground.
He had turned up, with his wife and the rest of the people Barbara worked with. When he came up to me, along with his co-workers, to shake my hand and offer his condolences, he was not expecting to end up with a broken nose.
"Dad!" Thomas, my son, said, stunned like everyone else. "What?"
"This is the slimy bastard that tried to get your mother to have an affair with him," I said with nothing but malice toward the man on the ground, shaking my hand. It hurt after striking the son of a bitch.
"What?" his wife said, her head on a swivel between me and her husband.
"Honey, it's not true," he said, still sprawled on the ground. "Look, Stanley, I'm sorry for your loss, but there was nothing between Barbara and me. We were just coworkers."
I pulled out my phone.
"Barbara, you looked amazing today. It has been years since I have felt such adoration for someone who looked as good as you," I read aloud, from the text messages that he had sent my wife as he tried to seduce her.
"Or how about a dozen messages and a month later..."
"I know you love Stanley, but Barbara, you have awakened something in me that has been asleep for years. My wife shuns me, yet you breathe new life into me. Surely you feel it too"
His wife was glaring at him.
"You know she admitted that she almost gave in," I told him and the listening crowd. "Because of you, I was so angry at my wife that I missed the last year of her life. Yet here you are. Flaunting your pursuit of her in front of her husband and her children. Could you not have had the decency to stay away? Do I need to show you the crude messages and lewd pictures you sent her to try and get her to betray me?"
At that point, the mix of anger and grief had me hyped up and ready to beat him to a pulp, but fortunately, my son and soon-to-be son-in-law held me back.
A couple of his co-workers and his soon-to-be ex-wife escorted him from the church.
[::::: - ::::]
Was it cliché? Of course. But then again, in a way, she helped to heal the wounds that I never got to close fully with Barbara.
Did my kids approve? Not at first, but in time, Stacy won them over.
By Stacy I mean, the ex-wife of the dickhead, Roger, that almost slept with my wife.
Following my confrontation at the funeral, it came out that he had been having affairs for several years, always citing that he lived in a dead bedroom, when the fact was that he had denied Stacy.
During the divorce, Stacy turned up at my place one day asking to talk to me about my evidence. We got to know each other and felt the spark of something. Over a year while she took her shit head cheating ex to the cleaners, that spark grew into something more, and we ended up finding out that there was nothing wrong with her at all.
Roger disappeared from her life. Fired from his job for 'performance' reasons and shunned by friends and family alike, there was no reason for him to stay.
Outside of my kids, Stacy is the only other person who has read the poem and agreed with my kids that Barbara did truly love me. She may have been at the line but never crossed it.
I struggled for a while as Stacy and I got closer. She knew that I was trying to find my way. But what helped was the dream I had one night. It was this huge pub, where the drinks tasted amazing, yet everyone laughing and having a great time was out of focus, everyone except the bartender and Barbara.
"Do you remember my poem to you?" she asked me at one point, holding my hands and looking deep into my eyes. I nodded.
"I meant every word, I hurt you Stan, I hurt you bad. And even now, it hurts that I never fully healed your wounds. But you can find love again with a woman who is falling deeper and deeper in love with you. Yet she is as scared about you as you are about her. Her husband tried to seduce me while they were married. She loves you Stan but is concerned that you will do the same thing in years to come. Love her, trust her and she will never betray you like I did."
I awoke the next morning with Stacy beside me. As she opened her eyes, I brushed her cheek.
"I love you," I told her. We had exchanged the L word several times before, but I think she sensed the difference in the way I said it. She was suddenly awake; our bodies pressed against each other.
"I love you, too," she replied as our lips parted.
Later that day, we had a barbecue, my kids and hers, and I got down on one knee and proposed.
She said yes, and six months later, we were married in a small ceremony.
Today, I love her as much as I did Barbara. Not more or less, different. I am also thankful to Barbara. I don't know if it was a dream or something more, but she gave me the push I needed. Stacy and I have a moment of silence for her every year on the anniversary of her passing, and always give Barbara a toast on her birthday.
Do I think of what could have been had she not been killed? Sure. But I try not to dwell on it. Instead, I think of what she wrote:
When memory paints me in your mind,
Don't let it end in this dark plot.
Remember laughter, wind-swept days,
And please, my love... forget me not."
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
I'm working on a few projects that should be completed over the next few months, but this short one has been on my mind for some reason.
It was sorrowful, and as I wrote the poem, it spoke to me. Never being a big poetry person, I don't know why it worked, but it became the story's focus for me.
I hope you enjoyed it.
See you in the next story
John Other
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
It's funny, I've been writing for a couple of years now, and I love that I get a lot of feedback on both ends of the spectrum, from those who love my work to those who really don't like it.
One comment that I have gotten both ways recently is that these Authors note that I like to put at the beginning and ending of the stories. Some people love them, while others, as I recently mentioned, don't. For me, it's part of my process, so sorry if you don't like it, but it won't be going away any time soon. Just skip over it and get to the story.
This story had its genesis before COVID, and I recently shared it with my Full Monty crew for their comments and help with editing, as I have been struggling with severe depression. Thank you, FM crew; you know who you are.
I have two parts to this story; this is my condensed version just for Lit. I have read through the story a couple of times, and as I mentioned, this is a condensed version, so hopefully I haven't left too many gaps.
[:::: Disrespect and DNA - Part 1 ::::]
In many ways, I never had a clear experiential understanding of what a loving relationship was really like. That being between me, Shawn Other, and my wife.
The strange thing was that I came from a very loving home where my parents were open with their love for each other and for us, the children. Love, respect, support and encouragement were a daily thing. I guess that I just thought that was what marriage and family were all about.
While watching young couples or young families walk around, lost in their own world, I could see how much in love they were. As I observed, between sips of coffee, I wondered what it would be like to be loved unconditionally by someone like that, with a spouse showering me with deep affection.
Nearby, the display of public affection shared by the couple in front of me drew my attention. Dwelling on it, as I tried to enjoy the flavour of the coffee in my mouth, I felt a momentary pang of regret, a sense of something lost, of experiences I had missed, and of joys never experienced.
My focus came back to reality. I was waiting for my wife of seventeen years, Abby Other, to finish her shopping. Sitting at the table with me were my two seventeen-year-old twin boys, Terry and John, along with my fifteen-year-old daughter, Mandy, "never call me Madeline".
The children all physically favoured their mother, who had blonde hair and hazel eyes. They also all had sensitive skin and easily burned in the sun if they didn't have sufficient sunscreen on.
Abby had great curves and a D-Cup bust that had sagged a little with three kids, but they were still a dangerous weapon when supported with a good bra. She had Mum curves, including wider hips.
Then there is me. I would call myself average in almost every way. I am just a little under six feet at five-ten, with brown hair, brown eyes and olive skin, thanks to my father. I've always been a little on the trim side. In school, I had been called skinny. However, "skinny" was changed to "trim" as I entered the workforce.
With three wonderful kids and a good-looking wife, and blessed in the downstairs department, why am I wondering what it's like to be in a loving relationship?
Quite simply. My wife, Abby, is a slut.
Abby and I met in high school, and while we weren't close, we did have several mutual friends. I was active in sports and popular with most, despite being skinny. I was a physical guy.
Things took a big turn the night of our 'senior formal'. The girl I had taken decided a little under halfway through the evening to get back together with her old boyfriend. I was okay with that. Sally and I had been friends, and I had hoped for something more, but if it wasn't in the cards, I wasn't going to complain.
At the after-party, a large group of us was sitting on the beach in front of a fire, drinking more than a few beers, when a warm and sexy body dropped in beside me. During the rest of the evening and through into the early morning, we drank, laughed and howled at the moon. When I woke up, I was surprised to find myself in a bed with a naked Abby Toomey snuggled in beside me, snoring and with horrible morning breath. Mind you, mine would not have been pleasant either.
It was three weeks later that I realised my world had changed. School had finished a week before, and I was gearing up for some summer work at the local fish and chip shop; several hours most days let me earn a few dollars before heading to Uni. I planned to study engineering, earn a degree, secure a good job, and then hopefully find a suitable woman with whom to start a family.
I had just gotten back home from a shift at the fish and chip shop, thinking about a shower and then heading out for the evening with Steve and some friends, when I discovered three visitors sitting in my parents' lounge room who would throw all my dreams out of the window. Nareen and Bryden Toomey sat with their weeping daughter between them. The serious expressions they exchanged with my parents, Bob and Katherine Other, had me worried as my parents asked me to come and sit down with them.
Now I must give Nareen, Bryden, my Mum and Dad credit. As we talked, no one yelled, no one screamed, and there were no recriminations over my knocking up Abby. The six of us talked into the evening, and then our parents left to give Abby and me time to talk. Both Abby and I had been brought up in religious homes.
By the time she was into her third trimester, I had saved a few dollars and proposed two months before her due date. Then a week later, Abby Toomey became Abby Other, my wife.
Terry and John came screaming into the world three weeks short of the nine months after our drunken first time. Both were delivered early by C-section, and it dawned on me as I held them for the first time that, while I was still in my first year of university, I had suddenly become a married woman with twin boys.
Life was hectic, so I never complained when Abby asked me to watch the boys so she could get a little time to herself. Perhaps once a fortnight, she headed out on a Friday night, telling me it was girls' night, usually returning around lunchtime the following day.
Yeah, I know what you're thinking. She was cheating on me.
And you're right, she was. However, growing up in a wonderful home with parents who were so obviously affectionate and loving as well as supportive of each other was the way I knew it was done. To me in those early days, infidelity was just a foreign concept.
Over the next few months, Abby started giving me an attitude that went past a tired mother. Yet, since she looked after two rambunctious twins all day, I knew I needed to cut her some slack.
The boys were eighteen months old when Abby told me she was pregnant again. "Guess what, numb-nuts, you knocked me up again," Abby told me as I was finishing up an assignment while getting ready to head for the late shift.
Eight months later, Mandy was born, and to this day, she still has me wrapped around her little finger. I was proud of my sons; they were growing up to be exceptional young men, but a father always has a special place in his heart for his daughter.
I had first become aware of Abby cheating on me when Mandy was three. Having graduated from Uni, I was now a well-paid engineer. That day, I had just come off a midnight shift and gotten home in the early hours of the morning. I was scheduled to be working until 10 am. However, one of the crew members got injured, and we had to shut down that section of the plant until they could conduct the requisite workplace health and safety checks.
When I didn't find Abby in bed asleep as I had expected, I checked the kids' rooms and then the guest room, and found them all asleep, along with one of Abby's friends, Renee. I was immediately concerned about where my wife was and if there was a serious problem that caused her to be away. I wondered why she hadn't texted me, so I would know what was happening and why Renee was looking after the kids. As my concern grew, I sent Abby a text asking where she was.
Being so early in the morning, I didn't expect a quick reply, but my worry got the best of me, and I began a search of our bedroom looking for clues. In Abby's top bedside drawer, I found her iPad. We both had one, I used mine to read, play games and occasionally video chat with friends. We both knew each other's passcode, and as I opened up and logged onto Abby's tablet for the first time, without her showing me what was on her screen.
I discovered quickly that I had never had a loving wife. Abby was really just a slut who pretended to love me when it suited her needs.
It didn't take me long to find one of those social media chat applications hidden in one of her group folders. In it were an astounding number of chats with other men with names like 'LongJohn69', 'BigBoy78' and 'MarriedLover25'.
I felt my heart being crushed as I read the exchanges, saw the photos and videos that they exchanged and, worst of all, the way my wife belittled me. She happily told these other men how unsatisfying I was in bed, how my little cock never got her off and that she loved being with "real" men. I was disgusted.
The messages revealed that Abby was at that moment staying overnight at one of her lovers' places, a guy by the name of 'BigLittleT94'. It appeared Abby and this guy had a more regular relationship than most, with her spending multiple nights with him, most of the time when I was on the late shift.
They called me names and belittled me as much as possible. In their messages, it was as if they took pleasure in discussing ways to demean me.
I had hardly made it a third of the way through their chats when I couldn't hold it anymore and ran into our ensuite, throwing up. I felt sick to my core; my wife had no respect for me and saw me purely as a meal ticket and someone to look after the kids.
I returned to the bedroom and spent several minutes taking screenshots of parts of the conversations Abby was having with several of her lovers. I then sent them to my iPad and erased the evidence of my accessing the messages before putting her iPad back. I soon packed a bag and left. I knew that Renee was there for the kids, and obviously, Abby would be back from her lovers before I was supposed to be off shift, so I got out of there.
It was a little after eleven in the morning when I awoke to my phone vibrating. I was hungover, having grabbed a half bottle of whiskey on the way out the door and proceeded to down it before falling asleep.
"Hello?" I said in a croaky voice.
"Where the fuck are you?" my wife's angry voice rang in my ear, making me cringe.
"Hotel, I'm sick," I managed to groan out.
"Did you come home?" Abby demanded, a question and perhaps a note of concern in her voice.
"Yeah," I said quietly, slowly sitting up. I decided to play this for myself. "Came home early and vomited, so seeing Renee was sleeping and taking care of the kids, I thought it best that I get out of there so I didn't pass anything on to anyone."
Abby didn't say anything for a moment. I wondered if she would buy my explanation. I had never lied to her before. I was so panicked that I would be caught out by someone who was a master at the craft.
"Where were you?" I asked, and the nausea is the only thing that prevented my anger from coming through.
There was silence for a moment, and I heard her give an almost inaudible sigh. "A friend of mine was in a bad accident last night and needed someone to watch her kids until her family could arrive. I called Renee, and she agreed to watch our kids until either you or I could get home," my wife coolly lied to me.
I couldn't hold it anymore and ran to the bathroom in my little hotel room and puked up a massive amount of whiskey and the obligatory carrots that are with you every time you blow chunks. I groaned and returned a few minutes later and was surprised to find Abby hadn't hung up.
"Shawn, Shawn," I heard her say with real concern in her voice as I picked up my phone, "Are you okay? You sound really sick."
I was surprised at her show of emotion. Having discovered her infidelity and the disrespect she had been showing to me when with her lovers, not even twenty-four hours ago, I was shocked that she could be concerned about me. "No, Abby, I'm not okay, I'm sick as a dog, but that's one of my reasons for getting out of the house. I would hate for the kids to be impacted by what is happening to me." All right, it was a play on words and not exactly a lie.
"Okay, babe," Abby said. "Do you need me to bring you anything?"
"No, just give me a few days to get myself sorted out," I replied, my voice weak.
"Okay," she told me, "Shawn?"
"You know I love you, don't you?" she continued.
The question again caught me off guard. Did she love me? If she did, she had an absolutely fucked up way of showing it.
"Abby, I need to go. I think I am going to be sick again." I hung up without another word and spent the next half hour throwing my guts up and promising myself I would never drink like that again.
What the divorce laws in Australia claimed to care about was the welfare of children who were born of any marriage or civil union. My wife could slut around with everyone in my neighbourhood and she would still get half our assets, a large amount of child support and a good amount of spousal support since, technically, she was a stay-at-home mother.
My biggest concern now is my great kids. I wanted to be more than a part-time dad for them. To my acting credit, Abby never even thought I had any inkling about her cheating.
A quick check of her iPad showed several messages between her and 'BigLittleT94' for the week following my return. The prick was asking her to come and get her ass ploughed. However, she responded with a lie, which was still disrespectful to me.
I was feeling better a couple of days later and got back to work.
As I planned out my life until the kids were out of the house, I tried to think of what else she could do to me. Was there something that could break my resolve? The worst thing I came up with was that Abby could divorce me at any time if I decided to grow a pair and directly confront her cheating. Understanding that logic, I knew her first likely action then would be to deny me access to the kids, as it would cause me the most pain.
A few weeks later, I was having a beer with Steve, and I confided in him that I was pretty sure Abby was cheating on me. He looked at me, giving me a strange look, then bought me another beer and advised me to stay the course and keep my head down.
So knowing all I did, and how I was screwed if I did anything, over the next few years, as the kids grew, I put my heart and soul into making sure they were well-adjusted and knew that their dad loved them. Since I was disrespected so liberally by the woman I married, I also threw myself into work, resulting in receiving a couple of promotions that gave me a lot more flexibility and more income.
Over the years, my kids became the centre of my world and Abby, the cheating slut, was way out somewhere in the outer reaches of my solar system.
By reviewing her chats over the years, I was able to maintain detailed records of her interactions with her lovers. As technology advanced, so did I; I even found ways to mirror her iPad to mine to record her infidelity and disrespect. Although I thought it was never going to be anything I could use in court, if it ever came to a nuclear option, I would be able to show the world the slut and shrew what she really was.
Yes, I still slept with her in the same bed, though I never made love to her again, just we fucked about once or twice a fortnight. Fearing STDs, I used condoms, with the excuse that they helped me last longer, not cumming too quickly, so she would get better orgasms.
What I found interesting was that she would often snuggle into me afterwards and tell me how much she loved me. Now and then, she would even shed what I believed were genuine tears, telling me how amazing I was and that she didn't deserve me. Once, she even whispered that she was sorry after we had fucked when she thought I was asleep.
She had then placed a gentle kiss on my lips before turning away from me and crying herself to sleep. In the morning, she was again the shrew.
The only other times Abby was kind to me were in front of family. Whenever we were at either of our parents, she acted the loving and doting wife. But lo and behold, if I didn't play the part of the perfect supporting husband at these events, she made me pay at home.
So there I was, sitting at the café on New Year's Eve, with the kids, trying to put all the garbage from my mind to deal lovingly with them. I noticed Abby, at last, striding towards us with a couple of shopping bags in her arms.
She saw that I noticed her, and the smile on her face became a sneer. "Come on, let's go," she said, "We need to get ready to head to Bob and Katherine's this afternoon." The kids and I said nothing.
I downed the final part of my almost-cold coffee, Mandy put her phone away, and the boys tore their attention away from the girls coming and going at the swimsuit shop across the way to follow the woman who demanded that we do her bidding or suffer the ugly consequences of her anger.
Later that afternoon, there was a big family and friends' barbecue at my parents' place to celebrate the new year. My brother would be there with his wife and two kids. Abby's parents, along with her brother and sister, and their families, would also be there.
Friends of the family were also invited, including Steve and his kids, creating quite a crowd.
I hadn't seen Steve much over the past few years since his divorce. He had married Beth, a beautiful woman both inside and out. They met at a party and had a couple of kids. However, he got caught in bed with another woman, and she divorced him. He wasn't quite sad about it and didn't have a great relationship with his kids.
However, Beth had just gotten remarried, and he had the kids while they were on their honeymoon over the holiday period, so I think he figured it would be a leisurely afternoon where he could chill, chat and not have to entertain his kids directly.
By all accounts, it was a pleasant afternoon. December in Australia is summer, and it can get quite hot. Years ago, Mum and Dad put in a pool and covered it with shade cloth to protect us from the searing summer sun.
With the day being clear and sunny, the atmosphere during the party was terrific. We all ate lots of barbecue meat, salad, and some of Nareen's amazing potato bake, eating until we were stuffed.
If I could pinpoint the timing, I would say things started to go wrong around four in the afternoon.
As the day was so hot, we all went for a swim to cool off after digesting a part of the enormous amount of food we had all eaten.
I was chest-deep in the water, having just surfaced after swimming a lap or two underwater and came up almost straight into Steve's foot. "Hey," he said good-naturedly as he moved his foot out of the way. "Watch it there, buddy."
I couldn't help it; I stared at his foot. I had forgotten that his foot had that unusual shape. You see, Steve, back when I considered him a close friend, told me the story, when I asked about his larger-than-normal little toe on his left foot. That little toe was longer and slightly larger than usual, although it didn't make any difference, but it was odd. He laughed as he told me that at the time, it was a genetic trait. I knew that both of Steve's kids had the extended little toe on their left foot, which they inherited from their father.
"Nice laps of the pool there," he said, looking at me questioningly as I was still looking at his foot and not responding. He paused for a moment and looked at me, "Hey Shawn, you okay there?"



In my mind, I was connecting dots while trying not to get out of the pool to tear his foot off and shove it down his throat. Not looking at him, I ducked my head back underwater and swam a few more laps to try and get myself under control.
Lifting myself out of the pool without saying anything to anyone, I grabbed a towel and walked away.
As I dried myself off, I looked over at the kids, then found myself focusing on my kids' left feet. I looked at Terry, then at John and lastly at my beautiful baby girl, Mandy. Each of them had a similar extended little toe on the left foot. Just like their father, I wondered?
Abby looked at me, a frown coming over her face, but I ignored her and never returned the look. Then, not ten seconds after, I turned away from Abby and something inside me snapped. The years of silent abuse, neglect, lies and pain that I suffered just for my kids' sake caught up with me. I felt my world begin to implode.
Ability, reason and reaction would not move my limbs. I could feel the breeze on my skin, cooling me, as the towel I had been using hit the ground. I think every hair on my body stood on end as my mind began to spiral. I felt total emptiness and an overwhelming desire to be alone. Suddenly, I didn't care about my wife, the kids, my family, or friends. Without saying a word or acknowledging anyone, I turned and walked out to get in my car and head to a safe place.
I have no idea how I managed to get back home safely. Without thinking, I went to the kitchen pantry and picked up a half-full bottle of whiskey, took off the cap and inhaled a large swig. It burned down my throat as I sank to the floor.
I wasn't satisfied.
Through the growing whiskey haze, I realised that subconsciously I had put the pieces together years ago, that my unconscious mind knew the truth, but it was too painful for my conscious self to acknowledge it.
I was disgusted with myself and took another large swig. Suddenly, a primal scream escaped my lips as I slammed my fists against the floor.
I kept drinking from the whiskey bottle until I passed out on the kitchen floor.
When I finally came to, I felt like a small animal had crawled up inside my mouth and died. It had been many years since I had drunk like last night, and at thirty-eight, I knew that I didn't have the recovery stamina that I had in my twenties.
I groaned and slowly opened my eyes, confirming I was in the living room. In front of me, there was a container, something that I could throw up in, a tall glass of water and a packet of painkillers. On the other side of the room, there was movement. Suddenly, Mandy, my now almost sixteen-year-old daughter, was by my side,... No, strike that; Steve and Abby's almost sixteen-year-old daughter was on her knees looking at me with concern on her face.
"Dad?" she said, looking directly into my eyes, a real look of worry showing in her eyes. She had been reading a book on the couch, obviously watching over me. "Dad," she repeated quietly. "What happened? Why did you leave Nan and Pop's? Why did you do... this?"
I snorted in disgust.
Mandy caught the undertone and looked at me, her question incipient, but she didn't verbalise it. "When we got back here and found you passed out around ten-thirty, Mum screamed at you, but you were completely out of it, unconscious on the kitchen floor."
When I wouldn't speak, Mandy pulled her phone from her pocket and made a call. "He's awake," she said and hung up before taking my hand in hers as I just continually stared at her.
Shortly, Terry and John walked into the room, and I exhaled a breath I didn't know I was holding, now understanding that it was them she had called. I don't know if I could have taken Abby walking in the room at that point.
John sat down on the couch. Using the space at the end I wasn't using. He placed a hand on my leg. "Dad?" he said quietly, softly, with notes of concern that echoed his siblings.
"NO!" I screamed at him, adrenaline coursing suddenly through my system and clearing my hungover brain, clearing my thoughts momentarily as I aggressively pushed John away.
Instantly, I regretted yelling at them and fell back to the couch and began sobbing and staring at their feet, pointing to their toes in their open sandals and speaking incoherently.
The last thing I heard as I passed out into blissful oblivion, overwhelmed by the emotion, was: "He knows..." whispered by Mandy.
[:::: - :::: ]
I don't know how long I was out. Moments or minutes? Or more? But when I came to again, my head was again pounding and John was again sitting beside me with an arm around me. He placed a couple of Panadol in my left hand and the glass in my right. "Drink this..." and stopped before he finally added in a most loving tone, "Dad".
John continued sitting there with his arm around me while Mandy was on the floor leaning against the couch, sobbing, her arms hooked over my legs while her lovely, wide eyes stared into mine.
Despite everything, I loved her with every fibre of my being. She was in pain, and my paternal reaction was instant: protect and comfort! I slide onto the floor, pulling her to me.
"Daddy, oh my Daddy," Mandy kept repeating as she grabbed hold of my shirt to pull me closer and cried. She didn't seem to care that she was blabbering like a four-year-old.
"So?" I finally uttered with a croaky voice. "Am I the last to know that none of you are my kids?"
"No, you're not," Terry finally exclaimed with embarrassment. "Nan, Pops, Gran and Gramps, none of them know yet."
"How long have you known?" I finally weakly asked them.
Finally, John, giving a large sigh, commented, "Remember a couple of years ago when the three of us were acting up, and you had to read us the riot act about being responsible young adults?"
I nodded.
He nodded back. "Yeah," John related. "Mum and Steve took us aside for a talk. Now that Mandy was a teenager, they wanted to sound us out about how we felt about Steve as our "real" father. We all but screamed at them, told them we would tell you, and if they tried to stop us, we would run away and go to the police."
I nodded, "Then?" I asked.
"Mum and Steve told us not to rock the boat; doing anything like that would cause nothing but trouble."
At last, Mandy relaxed a bit, sitting up straighter, but didn't let go of me.
"The three of us talked and we decided to stay quiet so that we wouldn't lose you," Mandy whispered. "We were going to try and tell you before she did." The disdain dripping off each syllable as she referred to her mother was very hard to miss.
"Did you figure it out yesterday?" John asked after another long silence.
I nodded. "Sort of," I replied, sighing. "I've known that your mother has had lovers for a number of years, and I planned to leave once Mandy turned eighteen. That way, I wouldn't have to pay child support. But I had still thought you were my biological children. Why are you here though?"
"Because you're an honourable guy that stands up when he makes a mistake and corrects it," John told me.
My head still hurts, but the Panadol is doing its job well.
I snorted. "Kids, I'm sorry for my reaction earlier. I need you to know I love all three of you very much. I just... I mean, when I was... and saw his feet, then yours. I kind of lost it..."
"We understand, Dad," Terry told me, piecing together my disjointed words.
"Look, kids," I asked them. "If it's all right with you three, could I head up and grab a shower, and while you order a Pizza or something, I'm starving?"
They nodded, and John and Terry helped me up as Mandy reluctantly let me go.
"Can I come live with you?" Mandy asked as I started walking toward the bedroom.
"Can we talk about that after I shower?" I replied, at the moment not knowing the correct response to give.
That last comment brought smiles of agreement from all three. "Let me get cleaned up, you order us a pizza, and we will talk some more, okay?"
Finally, walking into the bathroom, I stripped and threw my vomit-smelling clothes into the hamper, knowing I would need to do the washing soon, for once happy that Abby never helped around the house. I could take care of this myself.
After a shower, I took some time to shave and dress, and by the time I came downstairs, I was feeling a whole lot better and had resolved a few things in my mind.
"Has anyone seen my phone?" I asked the kids as I walked into the kitchen.
"I've got it," my mother called from the front room, my Dad walking behind her carrying three pizzas. I know the surprise was evident on my face.
"Sorry, Dad, but I called Nan and Pop and asked them to bring food," John said. "We need them here as much as you do right now."
I swallowed, and my parents caught the gesture. "What has she done now?" my father said crossly. I knew he was referring to Abby.
We spent the next two hours going over everything, from the time Abby and I got together at the 'After Party' to my disappearance at yesterday's New Year's Eve party.
"Well, happy fucking New Year," my mother said under her breath.
"Nan!" exclaimed Mandy, giggling a little. "Swear jar."
Mum waved her away.
It was decided that I would immediately move in with my parents for the next few months. John, Terry and Mandy would remain here for a while. The boys were six months from being eighteen, and Mandy was a little over two years from the same. If push came to shove, they had no issues with testifying in court on my behalf. I hoped it never came to that. But I now saw no reason to hold off any longer from divorcing Abby.
My kids, and yes, I again thought of them as my kids, argued to be allowed to stay with me.
I was surprised that I hadn't heard from Abby until Tuesday morning. Obviously, she hadn't talked to anyone else after fucking Steve for four days straight because the text message was telling.
[I'll be home after work this afternoon. You had better clean yourself up, and be ready with a fucking good apology for your disgusting behaviour!]
I declined to reply, and later that evening, I noticed I had six missed calls from Abby as I got back to Mum and Dad's after work. Two days later, I met with a lawyer.
"Mr. Other," Candice Brown started speaking to me, a thoughtful expression on her face after I had laid out my story in its entirety.
"Shawn," she started again, more softly. "I've heard a lot of stories practising family law over the years; however, if you will pardon my language, you've got a real shit show on your hands."
I nodded.
"However, in your case, after hearing everything, I don't think going for a divorce is the right way for you to..." as she attempted to unfold her legal plan for me.
"No, no way!" I almost yelled, interrupting her. "There is no way I can stay married to... her."
Candice Brown was suddenly smiling like the cat that swallowed the canary. She held up her hand in the universal stop sign. "...and I am not advising that you stay married to her," she replied with a reassuring smile.
I gave her a lost look.
"What I am recommending...," my new lawyer said with a grin flashing her teeth, "...is an annulment."
I cocked my head to the side, "Annulment?"
She nodded. "Yes, we will petition the court to annul your marriage on the basis that your wife committed fraud. She trapped you into a marriage based on a lie and then, for seventeen years, continued to lie to you, including having three children with your friend and leading you to believe they were yours, causing you to support them generously."
"Former friend," I replied snarkily.
By the end of my visit, I was so thankful I had found Candice Brown to represent me. She was smart and she was tough.
[:::: - ::::]
The following week, I had Abby served at work. Things don't happen as they do with process servers in the United States, but Candice had fun personally serving the papers to Abby.
Candice smiled as she told me how the yelling started as she walked out after serving papers not only to both Abby and Steve for destroying a marriage, but also to their managers for supporting their workplace romance.
The following day, Nareen and Bryden, along with the kids, showed up at Mum and Dad's.
Throughout the years, my parents and Abby's parents had become very close as their grandkids grew up. They would often co-grandparent and had usually spent evenings playing Canasta over a bottle of wine, even when my family wasn't around.
The moment they walked in the door, Nareen sought me out and, before I could react, gave me one of the most enormous and most heartfelt motherly hugs I have ever had.
She kissed my cheek and whispered, "I am so sorry," before being guided by my Mum to the kitchen for a cuppa as she was beginning to lose her composure.
As Dad ushered Bryden into the kitchen with Mum and Nareen, I greeted my kids with large hugs and a couple of tears. I had purposely stayed away for the past few weeks, and while they knew why, they were also missing me.
"Why are you kids here? Does your mother know you're here?" I asked.
"She's lost the plot, Dad," Mandy said. "She is two bricks short of a house at the moment, and Terry, John and I are a little worried."
"What, that she might hurt herself?" I asked, not as upset at the thought as I would have been before New Year's.
"No," she said quietly. "We're worried she might hurt us."
My hackles went up immediately, and Terry noted it, shaking his head, letting me know they had it handled.
For the next few hours, the kids and I got into a game of Monopoly as they explained, and I settled down, hoping the game would help us forget our troubles. During our revelry, all four of their grandparents came into the lounge, each with a cup of tea, and we ended up talking. Obviously, most of the conversation was about Abby.
Everyone, including her parents, heavily condemned her behaviour, that is, to everyone's surprise, everyone condemned her except me.
"Why are you holding back, Shawn?" Bryden asked me at one point. "I know out of everyone here, you have got to be hurting the most?"
"You're right," I said. "There is a huge hole in my heart and in my soul that I don't know how to quantify. For years, Abby has been abusing me, treating me like shit, cheating on me, and as I now understand, going as far as to have another man's kids and have me unknowingly raise them."
The kids nodded and gave me wan smiles.
"For both of you," I said, looking at my in-laws. "You have just found out that your daughter is not who she pretended to be and likely never has been. Instead, she is a mean-spirited, manipulative, conniving bitch. I know you're in shock; You're hurt and wondering what you did wrong, but honestly, you did nothing wrong."
Nareen reached out a hand, while holding her other hand to her chest in a fist, her eyes watering, as her husband hugged her tightly. I smiled and nodded before she folded her outstretched hand back over her other arm and smiled lovingly at me.
"And what about you, son?" Dad finally asked me.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Me?" I asked rhetorically, shrugging my shoulders a second time in the last ten seconds. "Who knows? I just know that Abby and I are done."
[:::: - ::::]
The next couple of months were a bit of a morbid dance. I lived at Mum and Dad's while Abby, Steve, and the kids stayed in the house. For the kids, it was a technicality that the house was still their home, even though they spent more time at their grandparents' homes than at the place they legally called home.
Candice had the kids and me submit to a second DNA test, which verified that I was not the biological father of my three kids.
"I just think you adopted me at birth," Mandy said one night as we sat down for dinner with my parents. "I am yours, and the guy who donated the sperm is not someone I want in my life."
A little over three months after our lives blew up, Abby and I had our first day in court. Depending on your situation, a family court in Australia can be as simple as a magistrate rubber-stamping the divorce and property settlement documents, or more complex with a judge, hearings, interviews and testimonies like you see on TV.
Due to the nature of our separation and the fact that this is an annulment, rather than a divorce, Candice chose to pursue a court process with a judge present to ensure that no issues were left unresolved. In the unlikely event that the annulment is denied, we could still proceed with a divorce.
It was a cold and grey winter's day as we made our way into court, and the westerly winds, that often blow a strong frigid breeze, were in full force. It appeared the weather was matching my mood.
Judge Bridget Donaldson was an older lady, probably in her late fifties, who had a serious yet compassionate look about her.
There was no jury; just a court reporter, a bailiff, and the judge. Our families were in the hard plastic seats behind us, and Abby, along with her lawyer, was on the left side of the court, while Candice and I were on the right. "Okay," Judge Donaldson said almost to herself. "This case is Mrs. Abby Other vs. Mr Shawn Other in the matter of..." She relooked at the notes, "Annulment." I swallowed.
Over the next two hours, both sides presented their arguments. Abby admitted that the marriage was over and wanted a fifty-fifty divorce, child support for all three kids, spousal support and a pretty good chunk of my superannuation. Candice presented evidence that the entire marriage was fraudulent from the start. She presented the DNA reports, played phone calls where Abby admitted her infidelities, and explained how she planned to punish me by leaving me penniless.
The scowl that the Judge gave Abby as Candice played each successive message made both her and her lawyer hastily stare at the pictures of various government buildings around town, as if they were quite interesting.
Finally, there was just one more factor that the Judge wanted to address. "I see that all three children are here today?" Judge Donaldson stated. "They are, Your Honour," Abby's lawyer noted, a note of hope returning to his voice. Candice said nothing, but she absently picked up a manila folder.
"I have notarised statements from each of the three children," she told us, picking up a sheath of stapled-together papers. "I also note that the biological father of all three children, whom I can see is currently residing in the family dwelling with Mrs. Other and the children, is not here today?"
The question caught Abby's Lawyer off guard. "Ah, that is correct, Your Honour," he told the judge, hesitatingly.
Abby looked a little worried, as did her lawyer, as he loosened his tie a little. "I believe my client believed that, as this is a divorce hearing between Mr Other and my client, Mr Johnstone was not required," he said, sounding more confident as he completed the sentence.
No one said anything for a few minutes as the judge reviewed several documents. I assume there were submissions from both sides, including financial reports, and so forth. Everything that makes up the demise of a marriage.
When she put the papers down, she picked up a pen and tapped it on the side of her glasses, looked at Abby, then at me, and lastly, she looked over at John, Terry and Mandy. "While I know you children are a little older, in fact, two of you are now legal adults, and this proceeding from a legal standpoint does not affect you. I was wondering if the three of you would be willing to speak with me privately?"
For the next thirty minutes, we all wondered what was being discussed. Abby kept looking over at me while her lawyer drew in his notebook. I also glanced at Abby a number of times, running through my mind all the years we had been together and the montage of feelings I had for her during that time.



"All right, everyone," the judge said as she brought us back to order. "We've heard testimony from both sides, and I have had the opportunity to talk with three charming and respectful young people," she said, smiling at the kids. "Now, let's get to the matter at hand. After talking with Mrs. Other's children, it is very clear to me that all three children are upset with the split between Mr and Mrs. Other."
Abby smiled viciously at me.
"They are most upset at having to keep their parentage a secret for the last few years in an attempt to retain Mr Other in the family home as all three view him as their father," the Judge noted, still giving nothing away.
Again, Abby looked over at me with a lopsided grin, telling me that she thought she was winning. "Now, all three agree that while they love Mr Other, he should not be held responsible for the marriage into which Mrs. Other knowingly duped Mr Other. They have stated that they are fully supportive of the annulment."
Abby suddenly lost her smile. "And so, in the case of the annulment of marriage, between Mr Shawn Other and Mrs. Abby Other, I find in favour of Mr Other. The Marriage is annulled," she told us and banged her gavel.
We would need to sell the house and split any assets that we had made during our time together, but there would be no support of any kind between Abby and me.
"Lastly," she said once we thought everything had been wrapped up. "Ms. Brown, I am told that you have a final piece of paperwork for me?" I looked at Candice, and she returned the look with a 'trust me,' and I bobbed my head ever so slightly. Candice picked up the folder she was holding earlier, and I wondered what she was up to.
"Yes, Your Honour," she said, straightening her shoulders and handing the folder to the bailiff who had strode forward. In a moment, the Judge had whatever was in the folder, and I looked over towards Abby, who was glancing alternatively between the judge, Candice and me.
"Everything appears to be in order," the judge said after a few minutes. She looked to the gallery. "Ms. Madeline Other, would you kindly come and sit in the witness box?"
Abby's lawyer swallowed. "Your Honour," he began. "My client and I have no understanding as to why my client's daughter has been called, and what is in the document that my client's husband has given you. As such, my client and her daughter must be represented."
The judge considered his statement for a moment. "Unfortunately for your client, this has nothing to do with the case of the marriage annulment. Young Madeline here has engaged the services of Ms. Brown separately from Mr Other in a request for emancipation from her mother."
"What!" both Abby and I said almost at the same time. Both of us were stunned;
Emancipation was very rare in Australia, although not unheard of. I quickly put two and two together from conversations over the past couple of months where the kids would spend a bit more time talking with Candice about the annulment than I thought necessary.
"During my talk with all three of Ms. Toomey's children," the judge said, referring now to Abby by her maiden name. "They had conveyed to me their disappointment in the behaviour of their mother and their biological father. While her brothers are over eighteen and are legal adults, Madeline is not, and legal emancipation is not something to be taken lightly.
"Before I make my decision, Madeline has asked to address Ms. Toomey and Mr Other," Judge Donaldson said, looking at Mandy. "The room is yours, dear."
Mandy took a deep breath and looked over at me. She saw the lost expression on my face and smiled. Then she looked over at her mother and frowned.
"Mum," she said sadly. "First up, you need to know that I do love you. But I do not like you. What you have done to Dad is, without doubt, the most underhanded, cruel and humiliating thing that John, Terry and I can imagine. We have been angry and upset at you..." she looked at the judge, and the Judge smiled back. "And, our sperm donor, ever since the time you told us the truth of our parentage," she said, choking back what I assume was a curse against Steve.
"If you thought your actions would ever pave the way for acceptance that he could ever be considered by us as our father and replace Dad in any way, you were sadly mistaken. The only, and I mean that literally, reason the three of us agreed to stay silent was to keep Dad in our lives for as long as possible.
"You see, Mum," Mandy said, turning and looking at me briefly and smiling a broad, loving smile at me before turning to look at her mother again. "Mr Shawn Other is my father in every way that matters."
Abby gasped and started to reply, but her lawyer grabbed her hand and shook his head.
"Dad was the one who taught me how to ride a bike. He was the one who made all our school lunches while you were at 'work'." She noted doing air quotes around the word 'work', leaving no doubt about what she thought her mother was doing.
"Dad was the one who helped me through my first period and through the first few months of my embarrassing womanly cycle."
Abby was looking upset and angry, but not at all remorseful.
"That man," she said, turning back to me, and pointing at me as tears began running down her face. "Is the model of a man that I want in my husband. He loves me, he supports me, and despite his knowing about your infidelity for years, he stayed by your side even though you continued to spurn him by taking multiple lovers, belittling him in every conversation behind his back. To his face, you treated him as a sub-human, and yet he stayed with you."
I looked at Mandy, and in that moment, I was so proud of her; she really did see me as her Dad and wasn't letting her mother get away with anything.
"Mum," Mandy continued, changing her tone again and looking back at Abby once again. Her voice softened and became quieter again. "If Dad will have me, I would like to live with him. Perhaps he could even adopt me so that I can proudly keep his last name. "That is all I have to say," and then my daughter sat back.
For almost two minutes, no one said anything. Judge Donaldson said nothing, looking at some papers in front of her. I sat in my chair, smiling, as my internal dialogue was happy that Mandy, along with John and Terry, were truly on my side. I know they had told me, but this whole emancipation process just confirmed it.
The judge cleared her throat. "As this is a family court, and we are dealing with matters directly regarding the well-being of a person under the age of eighteen, I would like to ask a couple of questions."
We waited.
"First, Mr Other, should I grant the emancipation from her mother, would you be willing to undertake the care of Madeline here, including her financial and emotional well-being until she passes eighteen years of age?"
I glanced at Candice, who smiled and nodded. "With all my heart, that and beyond, I would do anything for my daughter, Your Honour," I replied.
"Then," the Judge said. "The emancipation of Ms. Madeline Other from her mother, Ms. Abby Toomey, is granted on the provision that Mr Shawn Other sign a written agreement to be her legal guardian until she is eighteen years of age."
With that, Candice produced another document ready for me to sign, agreeing to her legal guardianship. I immediately signed without hesitation, and the bailiff passed the document to the judge.
Abby and her lawyer walked out of the room without saying anything to anyone, the moment the judge stood and left the room.
I got hugs from all three kids, my parents, Abby's parents and even from Candice. When we walked out of court, back into the rainy, winter's day with the wind that blew the cold mist into your face, I couldn't hide my smile while I had my arms around my kids.
As we made our way down the stairs of the courthouse, Abby was standing at the bottom of the steps alone. She was dripping wet.
However, whereas the rain wasn't affecting me, it was causing Abby to look like a drowned rat.
I felt Mandy tighten her arm around my waist as our group stopped.
My former wife looked at me for a moment. "Shawn," she pleaded, her eyes laser-focused on me, "Despite what you heard, I was never going to leave you; you were so good to me, baby. It's not too late, I do love you. Please, Shawn, cancel all of this and come home. Make us a family again."
"Abby," I said just loud enough to be heard by everyone over the wind and the rain. "You lied to us, not just me, but all of us," I said, gesturing to the entire group. "I put up with your shit because, for some reason, I did care about you. But didn't you notice when I stopped making love to you and just started fucking you? Didn't you notice that I always used protection?" I felt the family around me blush at my comments, but I was past caring.
"But Shawn," she protested, "We were good together. With the others, it was just a little fun. However, I really love only you."
As I stared back at her, she looked down at her feet while brushing moisture from her eyebrows. When she looked back up, she was batting her wet eyelids at me. "Shawn, you want Steve gone, done! You never want me to take another cock other than yours. You got it." she said as passionately as possible.
At last, Abby broke eye contact and glanced over the stoic faces of her parents, who were showing no sympathy, and her kids, who were frowning.
I looked at her without a smile. For years, I had indirectly supported her in her cheating lifestyle, hoping that I would eventually have a loving partner.
As we stared at each other again, I recalled a time when Mandy was only two years old. I had a terrible cold, and Abby was at home taking care of three young children.
I had worked all day, and coming in the door, I wanted to collapse. However, Abby wanted to go out. She literally uttered the words, "see-ya shit head," and walked out the door with a raised eyebrow, daring me to challenge her. Right now, looking at her, I saw the same look, the raised eyebrow challenge, as she dared me in front of everyone to challenge her sincerity after prostrating herself in front of all of us.
I looked at John and Terry, and they nodded. I looked to Mum and Dad, and they also nodded. I looked at my former in-laws, Nareen and Bryden, and they nodded. Lastly, I looked down at my daughter, Mandy, who smiled and then nodded.
Then I smiled, turning my full attention to Abby. She was now smiling, interpreting the nods quite differently than I had.
"Abby..." I said and sighed. "Even now, after having our marriage annulled, your daughter has requested to no longer be associated with you because you are not sorry, but still a selfish, demanding person. Your offer of pity fucks demonstrates how you view a marriage relationship. You're a shrew, Abby, a slut, and none of us thinks you have a remorseful bone in your body.
"Arrogantly, you think you are so hot that offers of your sexual favours can get you anything you desire. Forget it! I am not interested! So, no, go back to Steve, Bob, Tom, Dick and Harry. Fuck them all together for all I care, but we are done. I will never again put myself in that place of pain."
I forcefully said with a note of finality, "Goodbye, Abigail."
Abby, her jaw hanging low, seemed completely stunned. I started and walked by her. She said nothing as each one of us passed her, and then, as if it came out of nowhere, "I'M SORRY!" she screamed at our backs about ten seconds after we passed her.
None of us looked back as we ignored her, walking to our cars, getting out of the rain and driving home.
[:::: End of Part I ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thank you for reading this condensed Literary version of Disrespect and DNA Part I. I am editing Part II for Lit, although it won't be ready in the next couple of weeks, as I have a few other projects to complete; however, I will post it here when it is finished. Keep an eye on my profile so you can read Part II when it becomes available.
Some of the questions are about what I am working on. Currently, I am completing the third part of a series called Lucky. I have just started releasing the latest chapters in version 2 of the Nuclear Family, and I am busy working on the draft for Book 2 of The Dark Christmas Saga: The White Suit.
So while I haven't released a lot here on Lit in the past few months, I am busy and there is more coming!
See you in Part II
John Other
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[:::: Two and a half months after the Annulment ::::]
I could feel the grass on my back as I lay there looking at the afternoon sky. A single sprout of grass kept tickling my ear, and if I had the mind to, I would have reached over and plucked that irritating stalk, as it was annoying. The problem was that I had both my hands full. Beside me lay Jack, empty, the fun we had together not half an hour ago, fading as the afternoon moved on. On the other hand, Jim was still living and had something left in him. As I thought about the two, I lifted the bottle of Jim Beam to my mouth, taking a long chug of the liquor, drunkenly laughing at my clever play on words.
There were now brown spots all over the grass from the times I couldn't keep my food or drink down.
I took another swig and recalled Abby, my former wife. Even now, she kept calling and leaving me messages, telling me how much she loved me, how much she wanted me to come home, and then yelling at me what a loser I was. What made it even worse was that most times, I could hear that she was riding someone or being ridden.
My serious drinking problem had started the day that I figured out that my kids, John, Terry and my now sixteen-year-old daughter, were not biologically mine. For the first few months, and throughout the court appearances, during which our marriage was annulled, I managed to keep it fairly well under wraps. I tended to drink only when I was alone.
Mandy had headed to her part-time job at the local KFC around ten this morning.
It was Saturday, and immediately upon my daughter leaving for work, I had stupidly listened to the last call that Abby had sent me last night.
"Hey there, loser. Just called to tell you how much I love you." Abby's voice came through the phone speaker. I could hear the mocking in my former wife's voice. "But Shawn, you're missing out right now," I could hear slapping sounds, wet, moist slapping sounds, and she spent a few moments grunting into the phone. "I can't believe how stupid you are, Shawn. Right now, I have some guy Steve knows, Randy, I think that's his name, deep in my pussy. He's big and hard, but what's even better is that right now at the same time, I've got Steve deep in my ass.
"Can you believe that, two guys deep inside me at the same time? Stop being a loser and call me back, Shawn. Perhaps if you beg, I can let you join in. Later, geek!"
Stupidly, I immediately grabbed my bottle of Jack Daniel's and started drinking. By lunchtime, there was nothing but a vapour in the bottle.
Distantly, I thought I heard the screen door open. There was a gasp. "See!" It was a voice that sounded exactly like my daughter. But it couldn't be her. She was at work, and I still had hours before she got home.
"He does this when I leave the house. I believe he's getting calls from Mum, which is setting him off. I don't know what she's telling him, but I hear him weeping like a baby, and he's doing this to himself."
I started swatting the sky with my eyes closed as I heard her talk and mention Abby, "Soop wit vice. You can't well me do that. Abby not pain me anywhore." I paused then chucked, "Anywhore..." Damm, I am so clever.
Moments later, I felt the presence of someone squatting down beside me. "Shawn?" Candice. I smiled.
After the court case, Candice had become a good friend. She was always helping out with the kids, in particular Mandy. I burped.
"Shawn, can you hear me?" the voice of Candice asked me again. "Shawn, I need you to sit up? Mandy called me; she's worried about you. I'm worried about you, too."
"Nup woooory u," I told the voice even as someone was trying to get me to sit up. "Sheep now so okay when my bweatful Mandy get hwome."
Insistently, the person trying to get me to sit somehow got me into an upright position. I frowned at the movement, the disruption. I tried to open my eyes. At least whoever was making me move got that damn grass stalk out of my ear. Forcing my eyes open. I saw two blurry shapes, one was almost sitting on my legs, the other right behind them.
"Dad?" I heard the Mandy voice say, right behind the closer one.
"Mawndi?" I said, trying to squint.
I heard her sob. "It's going to be all right, Dad. Candice is here; she is going to help you. Aren't you, Candice?"
I squinted again, and the concerned face of Candice came into focus. For a moment, I stared at my lawyer, turned friend, turned helper of my daughter. But I wish it hadn't. I opened my mouth to say something, and instead of noise, I puked.
[:::: Six Months after the Annulment ::::]
I was looking out the window, feeling every one of my thirty-six years and perhaps a little more. The last couple of months had been some of the toughest mentally and physically I had ever experienced.
Thinking back to that afternoon, Candice and Mandy had found me at just the right time. I threw up a third of a bottle of Jim Beam all over Candice.
Mandy told me later she had never been so scared in her life. Candice, too, stayed by my bed until two in the morning, still wearing her puked-on business suit until her boyfriend turned up with a change of clothes. About an hour after I was brought in. John and Terry arrived, followed shortly by my parents and then Abby's parents.
During a break from sitting beside me, while my Mum sat with me silently crying, Candice gave everyone a full rundown. Terms like Acute Alcohol Poisoning, Nutritional Deficiency, and the like were uttered quietly to my family by my wise, wonderful friend. When I woke the next day, everyone was napping in chairs surrounding my bed.
I was surprised I didn't have a headache, and the doctor smiled when I asked him about it in a very weak, very quiet voice. He explained that they were giving me some very strong painkillers, but they would be weaning me off them over the next twenty-four hours, so I didn't become addicted.
I got a visit from the hospital booze nurse (kind of like a chaplain) who helps people to work through their drug and drinking problems with talk therapy. At first, I tried to deny the problem, but he smiled and looked at Terry, who was sitting beside me, and then he explained to me about his own issues with booze before he got in the program.
In the afternoon, Candice breezed into the hospital, holding my phone, but her face was a stormy mask. "Shawn, what the hell were you thinking?" she said angrily. "You've been getting messages like that for months, and you haven't said anything. Instead of saying something, you found your solace at the bottom of a bottle?" she snarled at me.
At that point, I was still fairly heavily sedated, but I was emotionally wound up tight and started crying.
Candice immediately held my hand, apologising. "I'm sorry, Shawn," she told me. "I'm really not pissed with you. Well, I guess I am. Really... drinking like that and puking all over me... but that is secondary to the cause. I'm sorry, Nareen and Bryden. But your bloody daughter is the cause of this. She has been leaving sexually abusive messages every couple of days on Shawn's phone."
My former in-laws looked at me. "Is that true, Shawn?" Nareen asked. "Has Abby been... calling you?" I swallowed, closed my eyes, trying not to recall anything.
The next thing I knew, a couple of doctors and nurses were standing around me, and Candice and Bryden were holding Nareen, who was sobbing repeatedly, "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry." Apparently, I had another seizure.
Between the physical and emotional trauma my body had been through, my mind was not in a great place. Years of abuse and denying my fight or flight reflex had thrown my hormonal balance out of whack. Hormones like testosterone, serotonin and dopamine were so severely depleted that when I got serious about drinking, it was only a matter of time until I ended up here in the hospital or dead.
I looked from the doctor to Bryden, holding a weeping Nareen, and then to Candice. "I need help," I simply said.
Candice sat down and gave me a tight smile as she took my hand and squeezed. "We're here for you, Shawn," she told me. "We'll get you all the help you need and be with you at every step." Candice was not only a good lawyer, but also showed she was a true friend.
The first couple of weeks within the clinic they booked me into were the hardest as my sudden, complete, and utter withdrawal from alcohol had me being a handful.
I saw Candice about three times a week. Mandy also came with her quite a bit as she was currently staying with Candice, while I was being treated.
No, Abby didn't get any rights to look after Mandy. Being emancipated from her mother, Abby no longer had any legal rights.
Finally, today I was smiling again. My system had been flushed and reset, and with the help of some very good shrinks, I was getting my head screwed on right for the first time in years. It also helped that I had met someone, someone whose life had been abusively broken as mine had.
For the last six weeks, she and I had spent so much time together talking, sharing stories, and supporting each other's recoveries.
Sitting in the large lounge, I smiled, standing as I waved as my parents and kids, along with Candice, as they walked into the room. "Are you looking forward to coming home, Dad?" John asked me.
I smiled and nodded. "Yeah, looking forward to my own bed. Thanks for bringing me my pillow by the way, it's been a lifesaver," I told my son.
"How are you feeling, Shawn?" Mum asked me. "Really feeling?" She hadn't been able to make it in for about three weeks due to work commitments and was eyeing me off with a little apprehension.
"All things considered, I feel better than I have in years," I told her, then smiled. "I've met someone."
"What, where, when?" my daughter said instantly. Mandy had become quite protective of me. Of course, if she hadn't, I might not be alive.
"Is she like a nurse or administrator here?" Mum asked, starting to look around.
"No," I smiled back. "She's like me, a patient here."
I saw the sudden looks of concern they all shared, but I smiled nonetheless. "Look, guys, I get it," I told them. "Most of the time, this would be the worst place to meet someone and start a relationship. But Nicole, well, she's different."
"Nicole?" Candice said cocking her head to the side a little.
I smiled and nodded. "Yeah," I replied before sensing movement and looking around to see the woman I had become so infatuated with nervously entering the room. For a moment, she hesitated, looking at all of us and then, swallowing hard.
Nicole locked eyes with me and strode forward, determined to join us. My heart soared seeing her growing confidence.
"Nicole?" Candice said questioningly, a tear on her cheek.
My lawyer turned friend was reaching for her like a long-lost family member, which, it turned out, she was.
"Hey Candy," Nicole said and slid from my arms over for a hug from her cousin.
"What... What are you doing here?" Candice asked. "I mean, you were down in Melbourne, weren't you, I mean, you were..." She couldn't finish the thought.
Nicole left Candice's hug and returned to me. "Committed?" my new girlfriend said as she laced her fingers together with an arm around my waist.
Candice nodded.
"Until recently, I was," Nicole explained. "But a little over eight weeks ago, Mum felt happy that I could be moved up here. Then about six weeks ago, I met Shawn. When we met, something suddenly clicked."
I motioned everyone to sit.
"Everyone, just to explain," Candice explained. "Nicole's father and my father are brothers. We're cousins."
The lights went on for everyone, and Nicole and I got some cautious smiles.
Candice pulled up a chair on the other side of her cousin and took her hand. "You look... better?" she stated.
"I am," Nicole replied, smiling.
"Would you tell us how you met?" Mandy asked for the group.
I looked at Nicole, and she nodded. "To tell that story, you need to know a little about Nicole." I said, looking at Candice.
"Candice, you already know most of why Nicole is here, but I think it's important, as it gives everyone background on how Nicole and I met."
Now, a little bit of a description of Nicole before we get into her story. She is quite tall, bang on six feet, but due to her circumstances, is as skinny as a rake. She has long legs like Candice, but even now, years after starting treatment, she still has knobbly knees and prominent elbows. Her skin is ashen, but so soft and smooth to the touch. I love holding her hand, her long fingers intertwined in mine. She has waist-length straight, deep-red hair and eyes that are a shade between blue and green, not quite hazel, but close.
She told me before she got sick that she had very bright blue eyes, and she hopes that one day they might somewhat return. In the bust department, she is quite small, very different to Abby.
Nicole is always holding something; recently, that has been my hand. Due to her illness, she has a prominent essential tremor; her hands shake a lot.
After a few moments, as everyone absorbed the situation, Nicole simply informed my family, "I'm a recovering ICE addict."
At that, most of my family's eyes went wide. In general, Australian society knows that ICE (crystal methamphetamine) is a very dangerous and highly addictive drug, more powerful and deadly than the powdered form known as' speed'.
Nicole continued. "Please understand, I never wanted to use drugs. It wasn't my choice to take them; they were forced upon me."
My family looked a little lost, and before I could jump in, Nicole shook her head.
"Sorry, I think I need to start back a little further," she told us. "You see, I was once married..."
Nicole explained her husband, Rick, ended up developing a gambling habit. He spent a lot of time at the casinos. Then, he fell deep into the darker side of dog racing. Rick accumulated a substantial six-figure debt with some underworld figures. When he couldn't pay, he offered Nicole in lieu of payment, unbeknownst to her.
One night, Rick drugged her, and she woke up tied to a bed, being abused by some strange man. For three months, unspeakable things were done to her, and her mind was shattered. To control Nicole, her 'owners' used ICE.
When the federal police raided the place three months after Nicole had been taken, they found six women captives. Of the six women rescued, Nicole was the second worst off. Nicole had told me through tears that one of the girls, Genie, had died three days later in the hospital.
With Nicole's permission, Candice then explained to my family that it had been touch-and-go for her in those first few weeks since Nicole couldn't even talk.
She and Rick had been living down south when she had been taken, so for almost three years, Nicole explained, she had been committed to an institution in Melbourne.
Rick... He was in prison for life without parole.
Candice stepped in again at this point and told us that she had attended Rick's trial on Nicole's behalf. The jury saw the evidence showing where Nicole and the women were being held when she was rescued, and what had been done to her and the other women. Then they were shown images of Rick living it up with two new girlfriends, after having done nothing to report Nicole missing, were also presented. It only took the jury less than ten minutes to unanimously find him guilty on all counts.
Aside from a lot of counselling, Nicole also had to undergo a number of surgeries to correct the damage done to her womanly parts. She shed tears when she confided to us all that the doctors couldn't tell if she could ever bear children.
With encouragement from both Candice and me, Nicole told everyone how slowly she came back to being herself as her self-awareness reasserted itself. She knew what had happened and knew that she would never be the same.
With the therapy, Nicole came to accept that and began helping other patients when she could. At first, it was bringing them a cup of water when they looked thirsty, or pointing out the clouds that looked like animals.
It had been about three months since her mother and her doctor agreed to transfer Nicole to the Ashgrove, Queensland, facility. They felt that having her closer to the family would help further heal Nicole.
"I'm sorry I didn't contact you, Candice," Nicole said apologetically. "Mum was letting me settle a little before telling everyone I was up here."
Candice then looked at me. "So, back to the original question, how did you two meet?"
I blushed and everyone noticed, but Nicole squeezed my hand. "Shawn here was screaming at that big Morton Bay Fig outside that window because it wouldn't give him a bottle of Jim Beam."
"What?!" Mandy said. "Dad?" My blush rose further up my neck.
"Sorry, guys, in those first two weeks, the painkillers were out of my system, and I began getting huge withdrawal symptoms. One afternoon I felt like my arms were on fire, yet they were as heavy as lead, I couldn't help it. That big tree started looking like a bartender and wouldn't give me a drink."
John and Terry sniggered, as did Mandy. Mum and Dad were smiling, and even Candice chortled a laugh, everyone turning to look at the big hundred-year-old tree outside.
Thoroughly embarrassed, I continued the story, knowing that it got better from here. "I was about to start slapping the tree trunk when I heard the most melodic voice in the world." I smiled at Nicole, who smiled back. "Her voice caught me off guard," I told everyone.
"I'm sorry, sir. While I don't have any Jim Beam, I do have this bottle of water. Would that help?"
"I was so caught up in getting a drink from that big old tree that I was about to turn around and start screaming at her for interrupting me, but something in her voice got through the haze."
"When I turned around, Nicole was standing there, a look of concern in her eyes that matched the concern in her voice, but her arm was outstretched with the offered bottle of water. She was trembling slightly, but as I looked in her eyes, I could see she wasn't scared."
"What did you do, Dad?" Mandy asked.
I shrugged. "I reached out, took the water, ripped off the lid and skulled about half the bottle, muttering, thanks."
"Finish the story, Shawn." Nicole said.
"There is more?" Mum asked.
Both Nicole and I nodded.
"Be vulnerable, Shawn, please, for me?" she said, giving me puppy dog eyes.
I took a deep breath and spoke quietly.
"After raging at the tree to the point of exhaustion, then drinking the water so rapidly, I collapsed. The adrenaline in my system was exhausted, and I started crying. The security that had been running to stop me, had to half carry me back to my room. Then everything changed. The next day I had to visit an angel," I said again while squeezing Nicole's hand. "I took her a bottle of water as she finished teaching a Yoga class and asked if she could use a drink."
We smiled at each other as we relived the memory.
She took over. "In all the time I had been taking other patients' drinks, no one had ever brought me one in return," Nicole explained. "Shawn and I spent the rest of the day talking. For the first time, I felt open enough with someone to tell my story without being prompted. In return, Shawn told me about Abby and what she put Shawn and all of you through over the years."
She looked at Candice. "It was only a week ago that I put together that you were Shawn's lawyer and his friend."
Candice was looking rapidly between Nicole and me, then, without warning, stood, took two steps in front of me, pulled me up and then hugged me like a real member of my family. While everyone was smiling and even clapping, Candice kissed me on the cheek and whispered. "I love you like the brother I never had, Shawn, and I can see now that Nicole and you are going to be great together. But don't ever hurt her, Shawn. Ever... or what the underworld did to Rick will seem tame compared to what I would do to you..."


"I promise," I replied, and she smiled and kissed me on the cheek again.
After that the kids delighted in telling Nicole silly stories about me, while at the same time revealing they thought that I was the greatest father in the world.
The final part of our afternoon was spent talking about Nicole's and my releases from the facility. I was scheduled to be released in a few days, and I would then have a further two weeks off before returning to work. For Nicole, it was hoped that she could be released into her family's care in the next couple of months following several more positive assessments.
When I was released, I was surprised to be living in a new location. While I was in rehab, the family took it upon themselves to move John, Terry, Mandy, and me out of the duplex we had been living in and into two side-by-side two-bedroom apartments. Surprisingly, it was ten dollars less a fortnight than what we were paying before. John and Terry were staying in one of the apartments, while Mandy and I were staying in the other. I was also pleasantly surprised by my bedroom.
Somehow, the apartment Mandy and I got was one of the larger corner apartments. My bedroom was situated on a corner with its own private balcony. Two days later, I found out why. The complex had four buildings with over three hundred apartments and was owned by Candice and Nicole's family.
Within a week, I had met Nicole's mother and father when they came and knocked on my apartment door. Olivia and Matthew embraced me like their long-lost son.
After the first meeting, Olivia would often bring the kids and me meals, telling me that she had made too much and that we needed to eat more. I visited Nicole every chance I could during her last month in rehab, sometimes with her family and sometimes by myself.
Matthew, Candice, Mandy and I were there to pick her up and bring her home. Her mother wasn't there as she was busy cooking up a feast and arranging for the family to celebrate her daughter's return. That night, my parents, my former in-laws, my kids, and I learnt what it was to truly be part of a large extended family that went out of its way to welcome home one of its own. There were over fifty people in the pool and barbecue area of the complex.
Nicole was welcomed as a conquering hero, having slain her dragons and was greeted with so much love that there wasn't a dry eye in the place by the end of the night. The entire night, she wouldn't let go of my hand, and she introduced me to everyone as the real man in her life.
It wasn't all easy in those early days, though. I struggled in my return to work. My boss welcomed me back with open arms and light duties, yet I had trouble focusing.
Nicole, on the other hand, had a meltdown, to which her mother had to call me to come home twice during that first week because she was distraught when she couldn't find me. In the end, my boss approved a meeting room in the office where Nicole could come in and sit beside me, while I got back into the swing of engineering consultancy.
In the evenings, Nicole and I would eat with the kids. Olivia often had prepared a meal by the time I got back from work. I think we all put on more than a few kilos over the first three months, but then again, both Nicole and I needed it.
By the time we had been formally dating for five months, neither Nicole nor I had tried to go any further than some tight hugs and kissing that included a little tongue. Despite that, I knew we were deeply in love.
Nicole and I were friends and confidants first and foremost. I will admit that I was having a few long showers, but there was no way I was going to push Nicole into something she may not yet find comfortable. With what had been done to her, I was assuming that if we got married, sex would never be anything other than special occasions.
One Saturday afternoon, we were all down at the pool complex. Mandy and Nicole had gone to the bathroom together, Mandy being one of the small group of people that Nicole could spend more than five minutes with when she was not within sight of me or sleeping.
"Shawn?" Candice asked, sitting down beside me.
"Yeah?" I asked and frowned at my friend, her tone telling me something was troubling her, and this was going to be a serious conversation.
"Do you love my cousin?" she asked matter-of-factly.
I thought for a moment, but never hesitated. "More than anyone in my life." I firmly replied.
"But you haven't slept together yet," she responded, and it was a statement, not a question.
I nodded.
"Why? She asked me.
"Because I love her," I replied.
Candice's facial expression made it clear she didn't understand.
I sighed. "Look, Candice. I love Nicole. That woman is my soul mate. I would do anything for her. But that asshole of an ex hurt her badly, and what those animals did to her..."
Candice nodded.
"I will not push or pressure her in any way," I stated.
Candice hesitated for just a moment. "She's ready, Shawn," she told me.
"Ready?" I asked, daring to hope what that might mean.
Candice again nodded. "We were talking yesterday, and she admitted that she is a little frustrated that you haven't tried to go any further. I pretty much told her what you just told me."
I smiled as my girlfriend and my daughter returned.
Two nights later, I was having the best dream. Nicole was naked in bed with me. She was energetically riding me, and I was buried deep within her.
She was whispering how good it felt and how much she loves me.
Moments later, now fully awake, I realised it wasn't a dream at all, but that Nicole was naked and riding me, sobbing as she murmured how much she loves me and promising to be mine forever.
In the moonlight, I looked deep into her eyes, and I lifted my hand to her face and pulled her down for a kiss. I feel my soul itself quiver as the joining was completed both above and below.
"Shawn!" she cried out in passion. "I love you."
I let her ride through her orgasm, and she kissed me.
"I love you too, beautiful." I said as I kissed her back.
Over the next hour, we had to clean up twice more, shower and change the sheets. Falling asleep just as the sun was coming up, I smiled, knowing, at last, I had found someone to truly love and to be loved.
When I awoke a few hours later, I was scared to open my eyes. I was worried that it was all just an elaborate dream.
"You're not going to pop like a soap bubble, are you?" I asked as we both woke.
Nicole smiled and reached down to pinch one of her very large and very erect nipples. "Pop". She said as she smiled at me.
We both laughed, and I rolled over and pulled her into my arms and kissed her. "I love you, Nicole Brown. Truly and deeply." I told her.
"And I love you, Shawn Other. I think I have from the moment I saw you yelling at the tree."
During the months after rehab, her family fed us and Nicole put on some weight. She was still, and I assumed would likely always be rather slender, but as I was a fairly thin guy myself, I liked that.
I'd love to say we jumped back into bed after that, but it was already late morning, so we got up and showered together. When we came out twenty minutes later, Mandy was watching TV with a set of Bluetooth headphones on. When she saw us come out, she smirked.
"Wow, you must have missed it," she told us, removing the headphones, the smile lingering in her eyes. "On this morning's news, they told us the police were out hunting a couple of wild animals that were making such loud sounds it kept half the neighbourhood awake."
As both of us began to blush, Mandy stood and came over and hugged us both.
"You two both deserve it, Dad, Nicole," she told us. "I really hope that when I get married, I can be that passionate with my man."
We walked downstairs for a late morning coffee, and my sons, Candice, and Nicole's parents were there. As we walked in, the boys saw me and started howling like wild wolves. A moment later, half the café was howling and cheering. Nicole was blushing and hanging onto me as her life depended on it, but she surprised me when a moment later she joined in the howl to everyone's cheering!
I could not have been happier. After that night, Nicole and I never slept apart. Within six months, we were married in a simple ceremony with our families, a few close friends and the team from work. Nicole had taken on the role of Office Manager when my boss admitted that she arranged half the place anyway, and thought giving her a wage was a good idea. Nicole accepted on the proviso that if I ever had to travel, she could go with me.
I moved into Nicole's apartment. Mandy, in the last year of school and looking at Uni, asked one of her girlfriends to move in with her and share the rent. It didn't hurt that the girl, Jenny, was dating Terry.
I was thirty-eight when Mandy came into mine and Nicole's apartment in tears. "Daddy," my daughter said, running into my arms and sobbing. Nicole came out of the kitchen with a towel over her shoulder as she prepared dinner, spicy chicken enchiladas, one of my favourites.
"Mandy, what's wrong? Talk to me, sweetie," I said as I steered us towards the couch. For a few minutes, I couldn't make heads of tails of what she was saying, and then she stopped and looked at me.
"I'm pregnant," she told me, then broke apart sobbing. There are moments in a father's life when you can be both proud and devastated. My daughter was sobbing her heart out. I assumed that the father was Cameron, a boy she had been dating for a few months. I also assumed that the total overindulgence in tears was that she felt like she was just like her mother, getting pregnant and then trapping her man forever. I knew a little differently.
"Does Cameron know?" I asked her.
Mandy shook her head. She saw the question I didn't want to ask, looked me in the eye and gave one of the most mournful smiles that I have ever seen on my daughter's face and nodded.
"Thank you, sweetie," I said, responding to the unasked question. "He's going to think I'm doing to him what Mum did to you." Mandy told me.
"No, he's not." I told her.
"How do you know?" she almost spat at me.
"Look, how about we call him and get him over here and have a chat?" I told her.
It took a little wrangling. But when he turned up an hour later, almost in a panic as Mandy was blubbering, he was worried that she was breaking up with him. To his credit, he got over the shock that Mandy was pregnant, and he was going to be a father quickly.
It took another few minutes, but eventually, he got down on one knee and proposed to my daughter, pulling out a ring that we later learnt he had only picked up the previous week; his proposal caused a new round of tears from both Mandy and Nicole.
But she never hesitated, immediately saying yes.
Happy tears then flowed, and Mandy called Jenny, and soon an impromptu girls' wedding planning session was taking place in my apartment.
Not ten minutes later, Nicole came down and handed everyone water before settling in my lap. "You did well, my love. Mandy is her father's daughter, through and through."
I kissed her and told her I was looking forward to being a grandfather, and she gave me a funny look.
That night in bed when everyone had gone home, my wife got my attention.
"Shawn," Nicole said.
I replied by kissing her head. "Yeah?"
"I'm also pregnant," she said quietly.
It took me a minute. "Really, that's great, hun," I replied, not thinking, just accepting it as part of the game.
Nicole sat up. "I mean it, Shawn, this isn't a game. I was going to tell you tonight over dinner. I am six weeks late, and yesterday I took a test." She moved over and pulled a pregnancy test out of her bedside drawer. I looked and saw the two lines.
"You're really pregnant?" I asked, momentarily stunned.
She bit her lip in that adorable way that I loved and nodded.
"I... I'm going to be a father?" I asked quietly.
She nodded again, her brow furrowing just a little.
"Like a real biological father, I mean my own child, not someone else's?" I asked even more quietly.
I never saw the tackle coming, my wife bowling me over, her naked body pinning me to the mattress as she kissed my face. "Yes, baby, yes, this child is yours, no one else's. You're going to be a real daddy."
The next moment, both of us were jumping up and down on the bed. I pulled her to me and kissed her and sank to my knees and kissed her abdomen. "Hey there," I told the child forming within my wife. "I'm your Dad, and I am so looking forward to meeting you, both you and your Mum and I are."
The next day, when we announced our own impending parenthood, we were a little worried about overshadowing Cameron and Mandy; however, I need not have worried. Mandy broke down crying and hugging Nicole for the rest of her life. While they had become close, I think the two expectant mothers formed a true bond in that moment.
The next surprise was when, after the twenty-week scan, we found out we were having twins. A boy and a girl. Both John and Terry were laughing their asses off when I told them, admitting it was going to be fun watching me raise a second set of twins.
I told them that the Good Lord will bless them both with triplets when they have kids. John laughed, but Terry got quiet. He and Jenny were getting quite serious, and with pregnant women around, Jenny had been talking a lot about 'Tying the Knot' and having their own kids. I knew Terry was serious about her, saving for a ring.
The night that Mandy went into labour ended up being almost like that Steve Martin movie, Father of the Bride Part II; Mandy's water broke, and within an hour, Nicole went into a sympathetic labour. There were a few key differences, though. Both Cameron and I were there for our wives the entire time.
Mandy delivered her daughter, Shannon, naturally over the course of twelve hours of labour. My twins were born a little over an hour after we got to the hospital via C-section. Everyone, including Nicole, agreed that with the trauma her body had once been through and also carrying twins, it was safer for both mother and children that way. I was there the entire time holding her hand as they delivered first Grace Whitney and then Adam John.
Nicole was in a lot of discomfort, but smiled regardless and whispered, "I love you" several times.
A week later, another impromptu family party broke out in the common pool area as Mandy and Nicole came home with the kids. Now, as both a new father and a new grandfather, you couldn't wipe the smile off my face.
Two days later, an envelope arrived for me with a DNA test proving that I was without doubt the genetic father of Grace and Adam. Nicole smiled at me, and I kissed her. I thanked her; she didn't need to have the test done, but I appreciated the gesture.
At last, I was happy, and I finally had everything I could have ever hoped for, and the shadows of my past were exactly that, my past. But then again, no paradise lasts forever.
It was the morning of the christening for all three children. Shannon, Grace and Adam and the extended family were packing into the church to pay their respects. I was sitting with Cameron discussing the service and the hymns we would sing.
Towards the back of the church, Mandy was holding Grace and coo'ing over her sister, while Nicole was cuddling Shannon in the way that all mothers and grandmothers did. As a grandmother, Nicole had taken to the role with gusto, and of course, being under forty, she didn't have the look of a grandmother at all.
Jenny was standing beside both new mothers, gently rocking the pram backwards and forwards with Adam while alternately looking at Terry and making goo-goo eyes at him.
We still had a few minutes before the service began when I heard the commotion at the back of the hall, where the girls were standing.
"Let go of my daughter," Nicole was suddenly screaming, and I was off like a rocket. "How dare you?" the shrill voice that sent a chill through my bones and made me move just a little bit faster.
"That's not your daughter, bitch, that's my granddaughter. Now back off and let me hold her before I put you on your tiny ass!"
Suddenly, it was like the Red Sea was parting, and I was Moses leading the Israelites across the divide. Standing there trying to take Grace from Mandy was my former wife, Abby.
"Mandy, let me hold her." Abby was almost screaming.
Mandy was crying with a look of pure panic and hatred on her face as Nicole was trying to hide Shannon. Grace was starting to cry, and everyone was getting upset.
"Abby, stop!" I yelled, "Let go of Grace. NOW!" I said in a guttural growl.
As I strode into the space between my daughter and my former wife, Abby stopped trying to wrestle my daughter from Mandy and turned to look at me, shock written all over her face.
"Shawn," she muttered, suddenly subdued as a quiet settled on everyone. Abby looked around the crowd and got nothing but frowns and anger from former friends and family, which included all three of her kids and her parents.
Grace was still fussing, then saw me and stopped before opening her arms. I quickly strode to her, and Mandy passed me her sister before crossing her arms. My oldest daughter briefly looked at Nicole, who was holding Shannon and gave a slight shake of her head.
"Shawn," Abby said again. "You can't deny me my grandchild; I have a right to see her, as much as you do."
"Abby, Grace here is not your grandchild," I said, as my daughter settled against me and then eyeballed Abby.
Could a six-month-old scowl?
"What do you mean, not my grandchild?" she replied shrewdly. "She was in Mandy's arms, and now she's in your arms. You're obviously playing the role of grandfather."
No one said anything for a moment, then Mandy spoke. "Grace is not my daughter, Mum, she's my sister," my older daughter said.
For a moment, Abby said nothing and then her jaw dropped as she looked at Grace and then me.
"But that would mean..." she said.
I looked at her and nodded, then smiled. "Yes, Abby, Grace is my daughter," I replied, trying not to snarl at my former wife.
"But Mandy," Abby said, looking at her daughter. "I know you had a baby; I want to see my grandchild."
"Is it this 'one'?" she demanded, turning to her left and moving to uncover Adam, who was in the pram, almost pushing Jenny aside in the process.
"No, Abby", I said quietly. "That is my son Adam, Grace's twin brother."
Abby's look gave me an unbelieving, incredulous vibe. She pointed at Nicole, who was holding Shannon. "I suppose that woman is holding your third child?"
John chose that moment to give a little howl, referencing the reputation that Nicole and I had and Abby's indirect reference to my virility. It caused a chuckle among the family members.
"No, Mum," Mandy replied, moving to stand between Abby and Nicole, placing her hands on her hips. "That is Dad's wife, Nicole, holding her granddaughter, my daughter. And no, you do not get to hold her. I don't even know what you're doing here; you weren't invited."
Mandy looked at me, and I smiled in agreement.
"I have every right, that is my gran..."
"No, she's not Abby," Nareen said, chiming in. "Other than some genetic ties, you have no right to call Shannon your granddaughter."
"Mum?" Abby moaned unhappily, realising her mother was in the crowd. Then that sneer we had all come to know was targeted at her own mother. "How can you be here if I can't call her my granddaughter? Then I assume you can't call her your great-grandchild, as your connection is through me!"
"Yes, my biological connection is unfortunately through you," Nareen replied. "Unless I call you, you haven't tried to talk to us in over three years."
"That's not fair, Mum, I've been busy," Abby whined, looking around the gathered crowd, hoping for any support. There was none.


"With what, Abby, sleeping your way through anyone who will have you?" Nareen said, raising her eyebrows.
"Ladies," I said before Abby or Nareen could go any further. "No matter our feelings, this is neither the time nor the place for this discussion. Today is supposed to be about our children."
I heard a couple of mumbles of agreement.
I looked at Abby. "Abby, if you can agree to stay quiet and away from the family, I will have no objection to you staying and watching."
She looked like she was about to throw a snarky reply. I held up my left hand, my right still supporting Grace in my arms.
"That's the offer, Abby, but so help me if you make any trouble, I will have both John and Terry walk you out of here so fast, and then you will never see any of us ever again."
I waited a moment, and she said nothing.
"Do we have an understanding?" I asked her.
She muttered a reply. "Sorry, Abby, do we understand each other?"
"Yes, all right, Shawn," she spat. "We do. I'll sit in the back and stay out of the way."
"Good, I shouldn't, but I will trust you to do that," I replied.
With that, the crowd broke up and moved into the pews. The priest who had been standing down the front smiled when he saw the drama going down a number of octaves.
By the time the ceremony was done, Abby had left.
It was almost six months later before we heard from Abby again. Terry and Jenny had gotten engaged, and we were having an afternoon engagement party for them when a much more subdued Abby turned up.
While no one was overly friendly towards her, but no one ignored her either. She even got a cautious hug from Terry and a lighter one from Jenny shortly after arriving.
I was watching Grace, Shannon, and Adam play when Abby sat down beside me. The three of them were walking now and having the time of their lives playing in and out of a cardboard box that had contained a microwave someone had bought Terry and Jenny as an engagement present.
She had a bottle of water in her hand and a strange look on her face. I raised an eyebrow. She held up the bottle of water, "Your wife, Nicole, I believe."
I nodded and sat back, smiling. Over the years, friend or foe, Nicole always gave her precious gifts to everyone. "Thank you, Shawn," Abby said as she twisted the top off the water and took a sip.
"For what?" I asked her.
Abby gestured around her. "For allowing me here today, I know that I wasn't welcome, and if you had said no, everyone would have happily shut the gates."
I nodded. "Abby..." Then I paused. "Look, you may be estranged from your family. But he is still your son as long as you tread carefully and don't rock the boat. You won't be asked to leave."
"What about..." she hesitated and then looked over to the kids still climbing in and out of the box, and having the time of their lives.
"What about Mandy?" I sighed, "That's a little different, Abby. You burnt that bridge so badly that technically, she is not your daughter anymore."
I was surprised when there was no angry retort, no ranting and raving. Abby just nodded sadly.
For a moment, nothing was said, and Abby took another sip of water. "It's a strange engagement party, though," Abby commented absently, looking at her water bottle.
"Why's that?" Nicole asked. "
"As I look around, I see juice, soft drinks, and water, but nowhere do I see beers, wine or other beverages. Does Jenny have an issue with drinking?"
Nicole and I glanced at each other. "No, Abby," Nicole said. "There is no alcohol here out of deference to Shawn."
"Shawn?" Abby said, looking at me. "But why would you have an issue with drinking? We always used to have a drink together, and there was never an issue. What changed?"
"Abby, has anyone told you the story of how Shawn and I met?" Nicole asked softly.
By the time I had finished telling an abridged version of how Abby's constant disrespect and abuse, along with her disparaging voicemails, sent me to a really dark place, Abby was crying.
When I told her it was where Nicole and I met and fell in love, she looked at me through her snot and tears, and there was something there in her eyes that I had never seen.
"I'm so sorry," she kept saying as her mother handed her tissues. " I... I..."
Abby suddenly stood. Nicole and I stood as well. "I need to go," she said suddenly.
"Abby?" I said, and she turned back to me. "Take care of yourself, okay?" For a moment, she said nothing, looking between both Nicole and me, and then she nodded and moved off.
Despite the change in attitude of my former wife, life moved on. Our twins kept growing, and then one day Nicole came home excited from the groceries she had just done with her mother. She had bought a scratchie (an Australian term for something like an instant lottery ticket), using a few dollars left over from the shopping. This day, Nicole had won twenty thousand dollars.
For the next week, we got picked on again; the howling wolves had returned. In the end, Nicole and I took Grace and Adam with us on our first family cruise.
Two weeks after the cruise, life was back to normal, and Nicole and I were in the office when she gave me a funny look and suddenly ran out the door to the ladies ' room. Ten minutes later, I was standing outside the ladies' bathroom door when she emerged and apologised to me, blaming the Thai food her mother had brought round the night before. The problem was that it happened another two times that week before we wised up and she took the test. Yep, pregnant.
I was nervous when we told the family we were pregnant again. I was worried because I was now in my fifties and growing older. Hell, I was pretty sure I would have a couple more grandkids on the way soon between Terry and Jenny, as well as Cameron and Mandy.
While my twins were a blessing from above, I was starting to feel my age.
I was surprised when Nareen and Bryden asked if they could bring Abby to our next family gathering. I told them yes, and the woman who turned up only had a passing resemblance to the shew that all of us had known for years. Abby didn't say much, and her face fell when she heard that Nicole and I were pregnant again, but she put on a brave face and smiled while congratulating us.
Before Abby left, a couple of hours later, she went around to each member of the family and handed them an envelope. Even Mandy accepted hers without too much complaint. Nicole was also surprised when Abby handed her one. "Please take your time to read them," Abby told us before leaving.
That night, Nicole and I read both our letters together. Mine was very much an apology that came across as heartfelt, from someone who was stinging with remorse and regret for missing out on a life she never knew how to have. She apologised repeatedly for her treatment of me, and that this was part of her therapy that her counsellor was helping her work through.
Nicole was much shorter and explained that Abby was embarrassed by her actions that day at the church. She admitted to Nicole that she still considers me the love of her life and loves me deeply to this day. She told Nicole that, despite that, she supports her marriage to me and sees that my love for Nicole and hers for me overshadows anything that Abby feels for me.
I could sense a deep sadness in the letter that Abby gave Nicole. Six months later, Nicole gave birth to my third daughter, Beatrice, or as we call her, Betty. Not long after that, I got the snip to ensure that, as I made my way deeper into my fifties, Nicole and I didn't end up with another child; we were more than happy with all three of our kids.
The following year, when John got married, we ran into Abby again at the wedding reception. John had travelled to Europe for work and came home with a French woman, Sophia, who spoke passable English, swore a lot in French, which was entertaining to watch and made bedroom eyes at my son, the eternal bachelor.
Sophia wasn't pregnant, but John admitted that they weren't going to wait long. We had left the kids back home, Olivia and Candice were babysitting them, while we got a night out with the family, just the adults.
Both of us were sitting back watching the room and everyone laughing and exchanging stories when Abby sat down. She was simply a guest, Nicole being asked to play the mother of the groom. Again, I was surprised when this new Abby didn't protest; she just nodded and smiled.
Abby sat down on a couple of seats from us and spoke a soft greeting, before Nicole handed her a bottle of water, which Abby graciously accepted.
"How are you, Abby?" Nicole asked. Abby slumped. "Alone for five years now," she replied. I raised an eyebrow, which she saw and chuckled. "I know, I know, sluts are supposed to have a different stud in their bed all the time to keep them occupied," she replied in a bitter voice. "But what they don't tell you is that when you're as selfish as I have been, you become very unattractive to everyone, long before your used-by date.
"What about Steve?" I asked, trying not to spit the name of my former friend and the biological father of my three oldest kids.
Abby snorted. "No one told you?" she asked.
I shook my head.
"Steve took off not long after your adoption of Mandy went through. Apparently, he kept getting accosted by a couple of guys every few months in the car park outside work. I suspect John and Terry were involved. But I was never sure." Abby held up a hand. "Even at the time, I wasn't that cut up about him leaving. Sure, he had been my lover for years. But his real appeal was using him to put you down while we were married."
Abby shook her head. "I was such an unbelievable bitch."
"Abby..." I started to say.
"No, Shawn," she interrupted. "I need to say this, it's been years in the making. I know I said I was sorry in my letter, but I need to say it and mean it in person. I am sorry, Shawn. I am sorry that I treated you the way I did. You were the greatest husband, amazing father and wonderful lover, as I am sure your beautiful wife here knows."
All three of us blushed.
"For so many years, I was wrapped up in me and me alone. You, the kids, our parents and families, I saw as a means to provide me with what I thought I deserved. None of you deserved the attitude and disrespect that I gave you. John, Terry and Mandy deserved to have your DNA, not... his."
"I've..." she started, and then stopped, looking at Nicole and then back at me before starting again. "I've accepted that I have burnt way too many bridges to have any real relationships with my family. I am just hoping that one day, you and the kids might be able to forgive me."
I smiled at Abby, "I already have Abby," I told her. "A long time ago, not long after I met Nicole," I said, squeezing my wife's arm. Abby stared at me for a minute, then wiped a tear away from her left eye.
"Thank you, Shawn. I hope that you and Nicole have a wonderful life. I mean that."
With that, Abby got up and moved on to talk to the next group.
It had taken me a while to wind down after the chat with Abby at the reception. But eventually I fell asleep as Nicole snored lightly beside me.
As I dreamt, I was lying on a bed by the pool in our complex. Nicole was riding me and telling me how much she loved me. I woke up to find my wife riding me and smiling deeply as I released deep inside her. Afterwards, Nicole smiled and handed me a bottle of water, then took it back from me and took a long swig herself.
I again drift off to sleep, knowing that we would be able to make long, uninterrupted love in the morning, thanks to Olivia and Candice looking after the kids. I sighed happily with my life. Sure, the early years were difficult, but without them, I wouldn't have Nicole. I know I would repeat my time of torture with Abby a thousand times if it meant that I could have even half the love that I got from Nicole every day. Abby might be remorseful, but she brought everything on herself.
Nicole, well, my beautiful wife, makes everyone smile around her. Her torture and pain taught her that giving a gift, even as simple as a bottle of water, without being asked, helps to soothe the torment that we all feel every day when life doesn't give us what we want.
Two women, with two different outlooks, and I know I ended up with the better of the two.
I kissed Nicole, and I drifted peacefully off to sleep, looking forward to what life would bring us next, together!
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note :::::]
Thank you, everyone, for reading Part II of Disrespect and DNA, and as you can see, the stories, while connected together, both have very different tones to them.
The scene of Shawn crashing, I have been in the room when that happened to someone I know. It's quite scary. The character of Nicole was interesting to me. I think it is likely that she had a very different personality before her ordeal, but that she saw each day as a gift as she recovered.
The connection of Shawn and Nicole I saw as two broken halves coming together to form a whole person, and never taking each other for granted. And yes, Shawn did forgive Abby, and in my mind, Abby never found any type of love again.
As we get older, all of us have regrets, and Abby, being who she was, likely had a lot more regrets than most. While not a tissue-driven drama, I really enjoyed the range of emotions and interplay between the characters throughout the tale.
Author's Appeal
There are people around you who are suffering, really suffering, even if not to the extent of Shan and Nicole. When abuse or other circumstances leave a person feeling unloved and isolated, it can lead to depression. To combat it, some turn to alcohol, drugs, dangerous sex and the like. Too often, the final result is suicide.
Suicide is a serious problem in Australia, and a number of government-sponsored and privately sponsored programs work to combat the problem. R U OK Day, is a day to think about those we know and be aware of the demons they face, then take time to show them love and ask them who they are doing. But that is something we can and should do every other day, too.
Please make sure to reach out to those around you and make sure that you have a conversation that makes those around you feel cherished. Remember, sometimes the people who look like they have it all together are struggling the most. And sometimes those struggles lead to depression or even suicide. Help save lives.
See you in the next story
John Other


        Holiday Gift

        Is she really betraying her husband?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/holiday-gift

Title: Holiday Gift

Author: other2other1

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Is she really betraying her husband?

Tags: love, christmas




[:::: Authors Note ::::]
This is a short one that came to me on my last trip to Melbourne, sitting on the plane, contemplating the year that has been. My mind played a scenario in which I think everyone gets a little something.
[:::: Holiday Gift ::::]
[:::: Betty ::::]
I moaned as his lips touched the most sensitive spot on the side of my neck, just that right amount of pressure that stimulated just the right parts of my body. His left hand was holding back my hair, giving him a clear path to my pleasure.
His other hand slid over my stomach, to touch my sides, sliding backwards and forward, light but firm.
He had been patient, understanding that foreplay would get him a lot further than trying to go for gold out of the gate. Of course, it helped that I was feeling an absolute buzz and was turned on to the high heavens.
I knew I was moist, gushing actually, as Troy continued to touch me with my eyes closed tight as I luxuriated in the sensations.
I felt Collin's hand pull back and then slide under my blouse, and in return, I briefly looked at him and adjusted myself, feeling myself pause.
His lips then brushed my ear, his warm breath as he breathed out, causing a shiver down my spine.
It was hard to understand why, in the back of my mind, my emotions were warring. I again leaned back as Troy once more locked his hands on my body, this time straight on flesh as his lips once more found my neck and he nibbled, making me giggle. His hand reached up and cupped my breast over my lacy bra, and I inhaled sharply as her hand moulded to me.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned. "That is... That's..."
I stopped, yet Collin kept going, his mouth now nibbling, his hand now travelling south.
"No," I said weekly. My body still on fire, I would not betray Troy.
Collin paused for a moment, his lips leaving my neck.
"You know you want it, Becky. You've wanted this ever since that first drink."
The first drink? When was that? It was the office Christmas party, and everyone was enjoying some downtime after a hard-working year. Troy was... he... wasn't there...
I frowned, more of the immediate euphoria leaving my system, an ache in my fingers and arm.
Troy couldn't attend. His flight was delayed. He would be in the air during the party and would see me at home in the morning.
Who was Collin?
More confusion set in, and my eye itched as I tried to fight the continued feelings of arousal. Collin had introduced himself to me only two days before, joining the firm to start in the new year.
A fairly handsome and swave guy, he had offered to bring a group of us drinks while we talked.
He was witty and handsome... hang on, I said that. He could make you laugh, and he was always happy to refill our drinks. Not an issue, since I wasn't driving. Since Troy couldn't be there, I'd catch a cab or an Uber...
"Collin. No. This needs to stop. I'm married."
Collin increased his grip on me.
"That's okay, Betty, so am I," he retorted as if it made it all right.
I tried to pull back. But he gripped me so hard my arm hurt. But at the same time, it made my nipples harden.
"We can't..." I said, confused. "Stop," I told him and pushed him away. "No..."
But Collin was not to be denied. He recovered quickly and slapped me where my eye was already aching. Then pushed me.
"Listen up bitch," he said, his pretence at softness gone, replaced with a stern glare. "I didn't spend all the time, effort and let's not forget cash to get you tweaked, just to have you deny me."
He started unbuckling his belt.
"I am going to get my money's worth, you're going to enjoy it, and I am going to keep doing you and making your hubby a clueless cuck..."
With that, he struck me in the chest, it hurt, and I screamed. Then he tore my blouse, and again my chest pounded; it felt like I was on fire. The pain and agony, yet also my body was turned on, and all I wanted to do was..."
Thankfully, I blacked out after the third beating, and as I lost consciousness, all I could do was think of my poor husband and what he was going to have to deal with.
[:::: Troy ::::]
It had been three days since Betty had died. Beaten and bloody, if that were the extent of her injuries, she would have been battered, but with time and effort, fine. However, the piece of shit had also given her a cocktail of date rape drugs that he had gotten wrong.
Betty and I had met at university, she was studying a business degree, and I was studying medicine. I was already into my third year when we met at the library, and our attraction was instant and evident to anyone around us. Betty was everything I wasn't. Where I was serious, she was fun and flirty. I liked to plan everything, but Betty was spontaneous. She liked a lot of foreplay, I liked... strike that, we all do what we need for our women.
We were like night and day on many things, yet on trust, loyalty, religion, and politics, we were on the same wavelength.
When I got picked up as Dr Troy Other at one of our major hospital surgical units, we were both overjoyed. I had some flexibility with my hours, but I was also expected to put in the effort when it mattered.
Barring all but the direst emergency, I had arranged for an entire three weeks off this coming Christmas Holiday season, starting in three weeks. Betty and I were going to do the family things with both our parents' sides, and then we were going to escape for a couple of weeks to a tropical beach in Northern Queensland.
The surgery I had been called away for took longer than expected; however, it was a great result in that the patient was expected to make a full recovery. The team and I were able to map out the entire process, and while delicate work, heart surgery always is. Our patient will be able to recover in the near future.
I knew I had missed Betty's Christmas party, and hopefully, she had a good time and was home snoozing now as it was coming up to midnight. I decided to pop into the hospital on my way home and drop my notes in my office for review in a couple of days with our chief of surgery. He would want a full debrief before I went on leave.
Hospitals are always busy places, and Emergency Departments are doubly so. However, I will never know why I felt a sense of foreboding as I entered the emergency area on my way out to the car. I usually walked that way for two reasons: first, it was the easiest way out to my car. Second, I liked to say hello to the admins and nurses on my way out and ensure they didn't need a hand. A couple of times, they had been swamped, and I stepped in for a couple of hours to help out.
Doing this not only helped them, but when I needed something done, I didn't usually get the 'we're too busy' comment that so many others did.
However, as I neared the desk, for some reason, I stopped.
"Doctor Other?" the nurse, Anne-Marie, asked me. "Is something wrong?"
I looked at her with a strange look, saw the clock above the station at 12:32 am, and felt my world about to change.
"Would you mind if I looked at the incoming?" I asked. It wasn't unusual for a doctor to see the incoming patients if they had a moment; it helped with triage. Anne-Marie called up the list, a live stream of data and events from the ambulances in our region.
"It's been a fairly quiet evening," she started. "Nothing more than a few drunks, a couple of kids doing silly things and a lady with a migraine that we're waiting for a CT Scan..."
She was befuddled when looking at the screen for less than ten seconds. I had turned and was running directly for the ambulance ramp, where the incoming patients were offloaded.
Moments later, right before I passed through the doors separating the emergency waiting area, I heard a gasp as she saw the same name I had, along with a specific code that told of police involvement and potential violent sexual abuse.
The ambulance was pulling up as I came to a running halt. One of the two front-line doctors, Ashish, saw me and held up his hand.
"Troy," he said. "I just saw the feed. Please don't do anything stupid. Let us do our job."
"That's my wife!" I hissed unfairly at him.
Fortunately, there was only one other patient, so Betty was brought through, and I walked behind Ashish and a couple of nurses as she was wheeled into a trauma ward. Betty was unconscious, had a couple of shiners on her face, looked like she might have a severely sprained arm and a few lacerations on her right hand. But it didn't make sense that she was out cold.
"You need to stand back, Troy," Ashish told me as he started running through the ambulance crew's report and began initial treatment. "This is your wife, its too personal."
As he spoke, the rest of the team finally took notice of me.
"Let us do our jobs," he told me. "You know you can't help, you're emotional, and right now the best thing you can do is stand back."
I nodded, looking at Betty. She was struggling to breathe.
They got to work, but not ten minutes later, she crashed, her heart stopping as her lips turned blue and she couldn't breathe.
The team were immediately onto her, and I watched feeling helpless, despite being an upcoming cardiac surgeon, that I could do nothing. They defibrillated her three times before her heart started again, and I sat down across from the trauma bay as she was pronounced serious, but stable.
Ashish sat down and put a hand on my shoulder as I watched Betty, her chest now rising and falling.
"She's out of immediate danger," he told me. I knew this, but she was right earlier, at the moment I was a husband, not a doctor. "I think we're going to find a few different compounds in her system. Most likely, my thinking is GHB, as her heart should not have stopped like that."
"What happened?" I asked, knowing he wouldn't have a clue.
"I don't know Troy, but right now the best you can do is be her husband, not a doctor," he told me, repeating his earlier phrase. "There is foreign tissue under her hand, so she gave a huge fight, I can tell you that. One of my nurses has already taken a sample and preserved it for the Police. There are a couple of officers already looking into things."
I nodded already; he was over-explaining. I knew most of the processes, but he was trying to keep me calm.
"I know you're tired, Troy," he told me. "And I know you're going to ignore me. But you should head home and get some rest, from what I understand, you have been up since three this morning."
I gave him a tight smile.
"You're right, I am going to ignore your advice. Once they move her to a ward, I will sleep in a chair beside her. I am not going anywhere."
Ashish smiled.
"Let me see what I can do to speed up the process. It's a quiet night, so it shouldn't take too long."
Within an hour, Betty had been moved into a ward outside of the trauma area and was resting peacefully.
I kissed her head and told her I loved her, still with more questions than answers. I was worried she wouldn't wake up. I was worried that she would be traumatised, or worse, had been broken and would crave something I could never give her. I was concerned about the situation that had put her in this position.
I was worried she had been with someone who wasn't me. If it wasn't consensual, what did that mean, if it was...
Stop, that line of thinking wouldn't help either of us.
I dozed for about an hour, and when I woke, the sun still wasn't up. I checked on Bety; her vitals were strong, and, as a doctor at the hospital, I could look up her chart on my iPad.
Her initial lab work had come back, and the drug, GHB, was the primary drug in her system, but the dose was way too high. She also had a few compounds in her bloodstream that were concerning, and we would have to watch her diet over the next few weeks as her liver and kidneys tried to cleanse her system.
A thought occurred to me, and using my access in a way that I should not have, I looked up the initial police report about the incident.
There was a lot that was unclear about the incident. The other person, a Colin Fendry, had proclaimed that she had come onto him and she had attacked him when he rebuffed her advances.
When they found vials of substances, currently being tested, in his work backpack, he was promptly arrested and was being treated for facial wounds where Betty had allegedly attacked him.
I looked over at my wife, whose chest was still rising and falling slowly. As a doctor, I had taken the Hippocratic oath, 'Do No Harm', yet at this moment, I had never wanted to hurt someone so much in my life.
I walked into the ward bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I thought for a moment and then made a decision.
[:::: Troy ::::]
This early in the morning, the hospital was still on night mode. It would yet be another hour before the shift change occurred and the day crew arrived, and the hospital would move through its usual cycle.
While I wasn't in my usual scrubs or coat, no one challenged me as I walked through the halls, coming to the secure ward with a police guard unit both at the door and two officers inside.
One of the officers nodded to me, having seen me around as I walked past without much of a glance and walked directly to the bed where Mr Fendry was lying.
Scanning the QR code on his bed, I retrieved his records. Aside from requiring a couple of stitches, this asshole had gotten off pretty easy.
"Hey Doc," he asked, noticing me at the foot of his bed. I ignored him.
"Hey," he repeated. "I'm talking to you Doc."
I glanced over at him.
"Something for the pain, I've been waiting hours for some medication."
I ignored him and went back to my device.
"Hey, asshole," he spoke to me in anger this time. "I said I am in pain, you're a doctor, aren't you? Can't you give me something?"
In the part of my mind that was so angry that the term 'eye for an eye' came to mind. There were several 'pain relief' items that I could give this guy that would do a lot more than that.
"First off," I said, my voice a low growl. "My name is not Asshole."
He swallowed at my tone.
"And yes, I am a doctor here, but I am not 'your' doctor, and I am not here to make you the least bit comfortable."
"Then what..." he said, then looked over the police officer who had not been paying any attention until the panic in his charge's voice started to rise.
I held up my hand.
"Despite what I think of you, I will do nothing to or for you while you are here. You are scum, a piece of shit and as far as I am concerned, they should have just taken you to jail and left those gouge marks."
"What the fuck, man?" Collin spits. "You don't know me. And you didn't see the bitch that did this to me. It should be her in jail. I did nothing."
"Shut it, Fendry," the officer said. "You have the right to remain silent, remember?"
The officer turned to look at me.
"What's the angle, Doc? I've seen you around, and you have seen guys like this before. What did he do to piss in your cornflakes?"
I pointed at my face, then wiggled my hand, flashing my wedding finger.
"Shit..." the cop swore, then took a step forward, understanding immediately. "You're not going to?"
I shook my head.
"No," I told him. "As much as I would love an opportunity to go one-on-one and beat the living shit out of him, I also believe in the law, and I value my job. But trust me, justice is coming. I just wanted to look at him once."
With that, I turned to walk out.
"What?" Collin said behind me. "What the fuck, Doc? Where is my pain relief?"
"Shut it, idiot," the cop hissed. "You have no idea what a truly repulsive person you are and how much restraint he just showed."
"What, it's not like he's the bitches husband..."
The cop must have said something I couldn't hear, and the next moment the prick swore a curse that would make a sailor blush.
I returned to Betty's room feeling unfulfilled. I had looked at the guy who drugged and assaulted my wife, and I had left the room while he still had all his limbs attached.
[:::: Troy ::::]
It was early in the morning on the second day when Betty first stirred. I was sitting by her bedside, napping, when I more felt than saw the movement and was instantly awake.
"Try not to move," I said quietly.
Within a few minutes, she was quietly sobbing.
I could only make out: "Troy" and "Sorry" for the next few minutes.
Partially climbing on the bed, I wrapped my arms around my wife and pulled her to me. She immediately started crying loudly.
After a few minutes, she started pushing me away.
"No," she told me as I tried to pull her back to me. "I don't deserve you."
"Shhh," I told her. "It's alright, I'm not going anywhere."
She quit resisting after that and just accepted my affection, though I could tell she was still upset. Considering what she had been through, I could only imagine how Betty was feeling.
Ashish came in, still her assigned doctor, along with Sarah, the hospital counsellor. Abuse patients needed to be assessed as quickly as possible.
The following day, her parents visited, and I went home for a couple of changes of clothes for both of us, showered, shaved and headed back.
Betty was talking with her Mum, Mary, when I came in. Mary stood and hugged me.
"You're a good man, Troy. Please look after my little girl."
I hugged her back and shook Dave, Betty's father's hand, and they headed off.
When I sat down on the bed, Betty looked away. I grabbed my hospital iPad and checked the latest report on her. Everything was physically looking good. However, in psychology, she was struggling. To be expected.
"Was it good to see your Mum and Dad?" I asked her. She nodded.
I sighed.
"Betty, I love you, it's okay, none of this is your fault."
"My fault!" she screamed, looking at me, rage suddenly in her eyes. "This is all my fault. If I hadn't..."
Then she realised she was yelling at me and broke down crying.
I put an arm around her, and this time she grabbed my shirt and held on for dear life.
"What's going on, Betty?" I asked her. "Please talk to me?"
It took some time and lots of reassurance, but she told me... everything.
As she told the story of how she had accepted Collin's seduction, gone back to his room and was letting him have her way when she wised up. She fought back, and although she never succumbed, she had betrayed me.
By the end, I was aghast.
I hit the call button and had the duty nurse call both her doctor and the counsellor, which brought forward the help she needed.
[:::: Betty ::::]
It had now been a week since that fateful night, and I was still a long way from good, but my physical injuries had healed enough that they were releasing me into my husband's care.
My husband. The thought alone made me both the happiest woman alive that he had not blamed me at all, and the most frightened that he may change his mind at any moment and kick me to the curb.
When I told Troy about what had happened, he immediately summoned my doctor, Ashish, a colleague of his and the hospital counsellor, Sarah. Though painful, he asked me to summarise my story to both. With encouragement, I did.
When I finished, both Ashish and Troy exchanged glances.
"Mrs Other," Ashish started. "I don't know how to tell you this, but that is not what happened."
"I'm sorry?" I asked, stunned. "But that's how I recall it."
"Betty," Troy said, pulling my attention. "Only part of what you said really happened."
He looked over at Sarah.
"Dr Other," the woman began. "Before we talk about your wife's memory, would you be so kind as to tell us all what occurred?"
He nodded and looked at me.
"You did not go willingly to the Pric.... Collin's room," he told me. "Indeed, it was your resistance, even while you were drugged, that alerted the hotel staff."


"But I recall..." and I stopped. "Please, keep going."
"All of this has been put together from statements from witnesses, even staff and even Collin himself."
I swallowed and nodded.
"You tried to resist the entire way," Troy told me. "In fact, you almost got away at one point, but stumbled into a wall and couldn't get up until Collin managed to get you to your feet and into his hotel room."
I didn't recall it like that, but Troy said he had evidence, so I believed him.
"From what we know, you immediately went to throw up, and Collin only managed to get you to the shower, not the toilet. The police managed to get a whole lot of residue, heavily laced with a number of drugs, from the vomit."
I wrinkled my nose at the thought, but Troy dealt with it as someone who saw that and worse, every day, working at a hospital.
"I think that event saved you," Troy told me, smiling. "You expelled a lot of what was still in your stomach, and it helped to clear your head enough to fight back initially."
"Fight back?" I queried, looking at my hand for some reason. Troy nodded.
"You apparently fought like a banshee, all claws and kicks, teeth, and you even managed to get good ol' Collin one in between the legs."
Despite the serious nature of the conversation, we both smiled at that.
"He hadn't even managed to get your shoes off, let alone you out of your clothes. When security burst in, you were brandishing the lamp from the hotel desk and swinging it wildly at everyone."
"But the assault, I recall it differently."
Sarah chimed in once more.
"Mrs Other... Betty," she said. "I believe what we are seeing is that your mind was impaired badly, and it expected a worse fate than what occurred. We like to think we know how the mind works, but even now, after hundreds of hours of research, we still know very little."
"But the pain..."
Troy smiled sadly.
"Betty, one thing we do know is that time works very differently in dreams and when you're not conscious. You mention he stuck you three times. You were defibrillated... three times."
He let that sink in for a moment.
"Betty," Troy continued. "I believe we can assume that your mind made that happen in its hazy state to try and explain things."
I shook my head; it was a lot to take in.
"Could I... Could I speak to Sarah alone for a few moments?" I asked, mainly looking at Troy, who had hardly left my side since I woke up, apparently, since I was brought in.
"Of course," he told me, and Ashish and my husband left the room.
"Now the hard part begins," I said absently.
"That is true," Sarah said, and we talked.
[:::: Betty ::::]
His kiss upon my neck had me whimpering; it was tender, all encompassing, and I focused on that feeling of desire. He wanted me, and I wanted him. I placed my hand on his chest, and his mouth sought mine as our naked chests pressed against each other.
As one, we lay back on the bed, and he slowly, but firmly, entered me, causing yet another moan; our eyes locked on each other. He was seeking my pleasure and to make sure I was okay. I needed to ensure he would accept me. But both of us together, intimate, personal.
Afterwards, we lay there, and there was a contentment between us. A reconnection in body and spirit that only the act we had just performed could accomplish. They say that two shall become one flesh. While we had made love many times over the years, this time I understood its meaning differently. It was not about the act of sex; there was both a bonding and a healing that all the psych sessions in the world could not fix.
Don't get me wrong, I knew I was going to need a lot of help moving forward. No one goes through what I did and comes through it without issues. But now, in the arms of Troy, my loving husband, I knew we were going to be okay.
"A penny for your thoughts?" he asked me as he noticed my contemplative mood as I played with an errant hair on the side of his chest.
"I think I am just thankful that we are here and not going through... worse."
Troy thought for a moment, and he touched my hair, then kissed the top of my head.
"We have been given a holiday gift," he replied, referring to the fact that tomorrow was Christmas Day and, due to everything, both sides of the family would be coming here instead of us travelling to many different places.
"I agree," I told him. "Thank you, Hun, thank you for believing in me when I didn't believe in myself."
When he went to respond, I put a finger to his lips. Then, a moment later, I looked him in the eyes and shook my head.
"You don't have to tell me, I know. Some of those memories are starting to come back. But it's going to take time for me to get past the guilt that my mind constructed."
He relaxed, and we ended up getting out of bed, had a shower... together. Then, after the shower, we needed another shower. We dressed, then walked down to our local coffee shop.
Picking a seat that looked at the door. I could no longer be in a room where I couldn't see people coming and going. Troy got a message on his phone, which, after reading it a moment later, he grunted, then glanced at me.
"What?" I asked my husband.
"Nothing," he said, then sighed. "No, it's not, it's about Douch bag."
Our coffee arrived, and we thanked the server, a Mackie, a young girl of fifteen in her first job.
"Tell me," I told Troy.
He hesitated a moment and then nodded.
"He's just been charged with aggravated assault, administering prohibited drugs with intent for sexual assault and attempted sexual assault."
I nodded.
"Good."
"In addition," he told me. "He's been served with divorce papers, and there are apparently two other women who have come forward to the police, who have said that he apparently did this to them, too."
I nodded sadly.
"On a positive note, the Police have dropped all pending charges against you and ruled your assault on... Collin was entirely in self-defence."
I nodded. That had been a concern, with the damage I had done to Collins' face. Despite his own crimes, he had filed charges of grievous bodily harm against me. Troy had retained a lawyer for me, and he told me not to worry. I was assuming that the message just now was from him. Troy put his phone face down and grabbed my hand.
"Are you alright?" he asked me.
I nodded.
"I am, and I'd like to talk to you about something else."
A frown crossed his face, but I smiled.
"I liked what we did this morning," I told him, and he smiled, the memory obviously easing his mind. "And I would like to do it a lot more over the coming months."
He nodded.
"I was also wondering if I should stop my birth control, and we try for a baby?"
His smile broadened, but then his frown returned.
"Is that a good idea?"
I nodded.
"I've been talking with Sarah about it. Physically, I am fine; mentally, I'm on the mend. I discussed the idea of a baby with her before talking with you. Sorry, but I wanted to make sure I wasn't doing this on the rebound."
"And?" he asked me.
"Sarah told me, in a way, trying for a child is a rebound," I told my husband. "But she also told me if we were both serious, that it wouldn't be a bad thing. It gives me something to focus on, something that reinforces our love for each other. But we both have to agree. If I say, 'Hey, I'm pregnant', and we're not both on board, it could hurt us both more than help..."
Troy thought for a moment, still holding my hand, then nodded.
"I agree, and yes, I agree to trying for a child," he told me, and I felt hormones get released into my system in anticipation.
It didn't take us long to finish our coffee and head home for round two.
[:::: Troy - Epilogue ::::]
There is laughter around the house and a certain amount of squealing as our six-month-old son pulls the wrapping off the presents his grandparents bought him. As with all toddlers, he's more interested in the wrapping and the box than the toy itself, but all that matters is that he is happy.
Betty is pottering in the background. It took us a couple of months, but I came home from a shift to find her jumping for joy, swinging a positive pregnancy test around. Freddrick Other was born with a full set of lungs and the biggest brown eyes you have ever seen. He paws at everything and wants to see and touch everything. My parents tell us that I was the same as a kid.
Sarah was correct, falling pregnant gave Betty a focus point following her ordeal, and she read all the pregnancy and motherhood books and then threw them out a week after Frederick was born. She is a natural mother, and I have never seen her happier.
Right now, two years on, she is handing box after box to our son and taking photos all the time. In the kitchen, our families are preparing Christmas lunch, and I can hear the laughter and the joy amid the chaos of over twenty people around my home.
In the middle of it all, I looked at my wife, and she looked back at me. There is a moment when we lock eyes, and I feel both a sense of peace and desire from her. This woman has been through a lot, yet she pushes forward, and I feel lucky to have her affections.
Besides, with the way she is looking at me now, we could be getting started on that sibling later this evening, and I think I would be okay with that.
[:::: FIN ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
As I mentioned at the top, this was a quick one I drafted a couple of days ago while on a 24-hour trip to Melbourne. It started dark with that opening scene, and I was worried, but then it lightened up and ended on a happy note.
There is a lot more to come from me over the next few months, and I will continue to release weekly chapters of Version 2 of The Nuclear Family. This is, along with edits of Lucky, Disrespect, and DNA, Small, and hopefully The White Suit.
Lastly, I am going to work to get Part 1 of Shimmer out in the coming weeks. I really hope you all enjoy it.
As I submit/post this, it is Christmas Eve, and on behalf of Beth, JJ, and Rose, the Other family would like to wish you all a merry Christmas and a safe New Year.
See you in the next story,
John Other
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"Peter."
"Sandra," I replied, not even acknowledging her sitting down beside me. I knew this was coming.
She shuffled a few moments, and I could feel her glare boring into the side of my head, even as I was sitting at the bar with my leftover chips and the final warm swallow of the beer I was drinking.
The lack of conversation was getting to her; it always had. If there was space in the conversation, she had to fill it. It was that nervous energy that I always loved about her.
"Are you going to talk to me?"
"Nope."
I felt her deflate a little.
"Look, it didn't have to be this way; we could still be in each other's lives."
The game I was watching was coming to an end, so I looked at her, tilting my head to the side, raising a single eyebrow.
"Why?"
"What do you mean, why? That should be obvious," Sandra snorted as she told me, as if I were an idiot for questioning her. Then again, that was part of the reason we were sitting here today.
"No, not really," I replied, feigning disinterest.
She sighed.
"Look, Peter, could you blame me? You just walked out, no warning, nothing."
I chuckled, turning back, an amused look on my face.
"No warning, I told you what would happen if the two of you did it. Of course, you both ignored me and did it anyway. So no, I don't understand why."
"But you're my father..."
"No," I turned and snarled, baring my teeth. "I'm just the guy who donated his sperm and raised you for almost eighteen years before you and your mother decided to go on a dirty weekend away and share the same boy."
I turned away, grabbed my drink and swallowed the remainder of it before pushing the barstool back and turning back to Sandra.
"As far as I am concerned, my wife and daughter died that weekend," I said with a tone of finality. "You walk in here and call me 'Peter', not Dad, play this bullshit, still acting like it's my fault when you decided to become a slut with your mother and think I want anything to do with you ever again. Dream on, stupid."
I turned and had taken the first steps away when she spoke once more.
"But Peter, I mean Dad, I need you, I'm getting married."
I laughed, drawing the attention of a few of the usual patrons.
"I heard, and to the piece of shit that you and your mother decided to fuck together. I suppose that she's still sleeping with him, too?"
My daughter looked away and blushed.
"You just left," she told me. "And Corry is a good guy..."
"He's my dam second cousin," I spat back, interrupting her.
"It's not illegal," she replied in a small voice.
"And you wonder why I want nothing to do with you," I told her, shaking my head. "You get this type of story in porn, not real life. You are literally fucking the same man your mother is, and you expect me to want to be party to that. I can give you seven hundred and fifty reasons why this is all so wrong, and that doesn't include the fact that you're marrying the shit stain."
By now, the patrons of the bar were all paying attention.
"What is it that you want?" I asked, knowing pretty much what was coming.
"Grandma says if you're not there to walk me down the aisle, that she won't be there and won't pay for the wedding. She even told me she was thinking of writing me out of her will."
"I know," I told her.
"You know?" she replied.
"Of course, I know, it was on my council, I told her I wasn't going to attend the wedding of my ex-wife and ex-daughter. And I didn't want any of her money wasted on the poor excuse for a human being you have become."
"That was mine," she spat angrily.
"No," I replied. "It is my mother's, and she is not going to share it with some overindulgent, sexed up slut, or her whore of a mother."
I waved my hand in the air, distracting her.
"Get married to the moron, share the bed with your mother. Just don't do it with my family's money."
"But I am family," she protested.
"Not any more your not," I told her, turned and walked out the door.
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[:::: Authors Note ::::]
Some of you, well, most of you, may judge me, but I have been a fan of Anime for years. My favourites are the martial arts ones or where the protagonist gets transported to another world.
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I hope that you enjoy 'Small'.
John Other
[:::: 1 ::::]
"Ha, failed again, I see."
"I don't think you should even try. You will never be able to do it anyway."
"Just sit there and don't say a word, speaking will just make you look even more like an idiot."
"Simple would be a compliment when it comes to you."
"I doubt you could get anything right even if I did it for you."
"Why would I ever want to have your child? You're a pathetic excuse for a man."
The words were spoken in many different voices and situations. From my early childhood to only three days ago.
"Shut up, loser."
"Yo, Moron, give me your lunch money."
"You thought I loved you. How stupid are you?"
For a while, I thought it might be okay, that my gentle and giving nature, my desire to be kind, would see that if I wouldn't get ahead in life, at least have supportive people around me.
"Stand up and be a Man."
"Worthless waste of space."
I stopped. Was that me that said that last one?
I kicked at a loose rock on the ground and then looked around the clearing, the final vestiges of sunlight had fled quite some time ago.
The moon was almost full and shone brightly through the trees, the glow just enough to highlight the objects in the shadows where the light didn't touch, with just enough definition to know something was there as I wandered the small clearing between the light and the shadows.
Largely framed by trees to either side of where I was standing, there was a significant drop-off in front of me, where the trees below could not grow high enough to obscure the view, which, gave a great framed view of the city in the distance.
It was a bit of a journey to get here. You had to drive a winding dirt road from the main road, then walk through overgrown vegetation on a path that had not been maintained in years to reach this spot.
Like this clearing, I was nothing special, never would be, but what I liked about this spot was that it was the one place that no one would bother me.
Sitting down on the aging bench in the middle of the clearing, I spent some time looking at the city, its twinkling lights in the background showing a beauty I didn't feel, and as I looked, I wondered if the saying 'Beauty was only skin deep' could apply to a city.
Feeling my phone buzz in my pocket, the bench creaking in protest, and, against my better judgment, I pulled it out of my pocket. Logging in, the screen lit up almost a little too brightly, causing me to squint. I read the three messages that had come in, instantly regretting my action, disgusted with both the senders and myself for once more thinking that there would be any compassion before turning off the phone and leaning back, letting my head fall backwards.
"Well, I suppose there's nothing more to it than," I said to no one in particular.
I got up and walked over to the very old, equivalent-of-a-railing separating people from the void below. The old barrier was made of stone, and at almost two feet wide, it was the most solid part of the lookout still standing. It was created many years ago, when this place was the main overlook and unlike me, would likely to be there for generations to come. Ironically, it was a barrier to stop people from casually falling to their deaths.
For me, though, it was to be my stage. The place where I could give my final performance to my sole witness, the aging bench. I almost laughed, hoping it wouldn't judge my performance too harshly.
I climbed up onto the ledge, peering over the edge, almost falling forward as I saw the impressive drop that the barrier was meant to protect casual observers from.
A sudden source of light and a buzz in my pocket interrupted my musing and balancing act.
[ You are the most pathetic excuse for a man I have ever met. You think that you can get away with ignoring us all like this. I'm going to make you pay for this in so many ways ]
The message from my wife was added to the barrage of messages she and everyone else had sent me over the past few days. I laughed as I peered out at the city from my position on the overlook and shrugged. In a moment of inspiration, with an exaggerated flourish, I threw my phone over my shoulder.
"So long, everyone," I said, speaking to everyone in the distance that could never hear me, as well as the voices of everyone I had ever known still talking in my mind. "I'm done, Simon out!"
I drew in a deep breath and steadied my legs, preparing to do the boldest thing I had ever done in my life when the voice rang out.
"Wait," the panicked words rang out through the darkness, interrupting my course of action. "Don't do it, please wait!"
I knew the voice instantly; it was a voice that had been burned into my mind for so many years that I felt the chill run down my spine before she had even finished her initial statement.
Slowly, I turned to look at her.
Even in the moonlight, she was a beautiful woman, curves that drew your eye and a smile that could disarm you before you even heard her voice. But I wasn't fooled, and I needed to look a couple of times before I could determine if it was her or just one of the voices taking on a physical form to torment me further.
"I don't know what is going on, but it can't be that bad," the voice of Selene Donnelly spoke, desperate, pleading. "You can't be about to do something like this."
No, she was somehow real, somehow coming across me in the place only I knew about. I have no idea what she expected, but from the look on her face, it wasn't my reaction of throwing back my head and laughing.
"Of all the nights," I said a moment after controlling my laughter, cocking my head to the side as I looked at her. "You chose tonight to give a fuck. Why? Got something more you want to do, or did you come to push me yourself?"
The horror that spread over her face at that statement and all it intoned almost gave me pause.
"Simon, please!" she pleaded, taking a tentative step towards me, her left hand reaching out. "I'm not here to hurt you."
Her statement, once more, gave me pause. There was no teasing, no malicious intent, no desire to bully, to put me down, to cause me more pain. Moreover, she had called me by my name. Simon. I was born Simon Joseph Other, but Selene had called me by my name only once, and that was to save herself.
Since we met, she has always called me insulting names. Teased me, calling me Simple Simon or the nickname she had coined and made sure everyone knew, Simplet.
Feeling that I had stopped moving, she tried to take another step forward but cried out when I took a step back towards the edge, the heel of my right foot now hanging over the abyss.
"Simon, please!" she pleaded once more. "Please don't. You have so much to live for, so much to throw it all away."
I arched an eyebrow at her, but I saw her relax as I steadied myself, pulling my foot back onto the solid rock.
"You know," I told her, smiling, knowing this would be my final confession. "There was a time when the insults hurt, the name-calling, the belittling made me feel small, useless, unworthy."
Selene said nothing. I think she figured that as long as I was talking, I wasn't going to do anything else.
"Some of my favourite times," I told her sarcastically. "Was my recollection of being called out in front of the senior school by the most popular girl around because I was stumbling through my poetry reading. Of course, that was thanks to what many of the kids around her were doing."
"Simon..." she said and stopped when she noticed me shake my head.
"But school was school," I shrugged. "Though I thought when I managed to get myself into university, without the help of anyone around me, things would be different. We both know they weren't, and I paid for that too."
"I'm sorry, Simon, I..."
My voice went low then, interrupting her as she had never spoken.
"But that meant nothing when I thought I had found someone whom I believed I could endure the teasing for," I told her, showing the real pain that was circling my mind.
"It turns out that she was just another part of the 'Simplet' crowd," I told Selene, giving air quotes to the name. "Found out, what I think was something like three days ago, that the kids weren't even mine. That the children I looked loved were not mine at all."
I closed my eyes and drew in a quick breath, then opened them and once more locked eyes with Selene before she could take another step towards me.
"You know, one of the girls spoke her first word to me that evening," I told the woman who had been my chief bully for years. "You know what she said to me?"
Selene said nothing, scared to say anything. I waited a moment and snorted, looking towards my smashed phone at the corner of the bench.
"Simplet," I told her sadly.
"She looked at me with that innocent face and called me Simplet before turning to him and saying, 'Dad, up' as they all laughed and smiled before beating me over my objections and throwing me out of my own home."
"Get over yourself, Simplet. You're not that important," my wife's final spoken words rang through my mind.
I looked at Selene, surprised to find tears streaming down her cheeks.
"Don't cry, Selene," I told her, in a moment of sincere compassion. "It's not anyone's problem anymore. You don't need to cry for them. They won't have to put up with me anymore."
I smiled.
"They all hate me. The world hates me, and you hate me. Don't worry. I'm done."
I think the finality in my words was evident.
"No," she said, taking a step forward, ignoring my slight step back to the edge. "Please don't jump, Simon, please don't."
"Why?" I asked her, genuinely wanting to know. I desperately wanted a reason to stay, but I could not see any. "What do I have. What do you or anyone else, for that matter, care about me?"
With that, I lifted my shirt and showed her the deep, dark bruising on my body that, even in the light from the moon, was evident that I had taken a severe beating.
When she didn't say anything, I cracked a smile.
"Or was it that you had another nickname for me?"
"No," she said softly, horrified once again by what I had just said and shown her.
I dropped my shirt and crossed my hands over my chest.
"It's okay, Selene," I told her. "You've done your duty, you don't need to pretend to care, we both know that boat sailed years ago."
"No, Simon, there is another way," she pleaded.
I looked at her briefly, and for a moment, I could see past the vileness that she had spewed at me for years; for that single moment, she was a beautiful woman, not just the face of my bully, the girl who had spent almost half her life making my life hell. I smiled sadly for the last time.
"Not for me," I told her, and then took that final fatal step into oblivion.
[:::: 2 ::::]
By now, you're thinking I am way too much of a drama queen, everyone gets bullied, and unless you're the sports star of your school, you likely had some bully or were teased by a beautiful girl.
I was born as the fifth child to Doug and Morine Other. The way they told the story to their friends, I was an accident where the condom broke, and abortion wasn't legal back then.
As the youngest, I had two older brothers. Firstborn and secondborn, Regan and Peter. They were treated as the kings of the family. Their intelligence was lauded, though they had below-average marks at school; their prowess on the sports field was celebrated, but they never stayed with a sport more than two seasons, as they mostly rode the bench. And of course, their putdowns of their wimpy youngest brother were encouraged.
They led everyone around them to believe they farted rainbows, but in reality, they were arrogant and believed more of their own hype than most others did. I watched over the years as their circle of friends would constantly change as those around them got tired of putting up with both of my brothers' bullshit.
I also had two older sisters. Cassy and Meghan. Most of the time, butter wouldn't melt in their mouths, and if they wanted something, they could be all sweetness and light. But other times they would scream like banshees. I learned very quickly to avoid my sisters whenever I could; it never ended well for me.
Overall, within the family, I think I was tolerated, more than loved. As I mentioned, I was often called a mistake, and the youngest by a number of years, I found I was usually the last to be considered, if I was considered at all.
When I reached the required age, I was sent to school, and back then, I believed I could make some friends. However, all four of my siblings, being a number of years ahead of me, often teased me in front of the other students, and as the runt of the litter, it quickly became acceptable and even encouraged by them to tease me.
My only respite from my family was my grandmother on Dad's side. She was a kind and gentle woman, yet from what I understood, she could bust the balls on anyone who pissed her off.
She was the person my family looked to for money, influence, and wisdom. She invited open discussion and debate, but when she put her foot down, everyone listened. I got the feeling that my parents only put up with her because my father stood to gain a decent inheritance when she passed.
"What happened, Simon?" she asked me one afternoon. She was visiting with my mother and happened to be there when I got home from school. She immediately noticed I had a bruise running up the back of my arm to the base of my neck. I had gotten it two days ago when my brothers thought it would be funny to show their friends how to defeat opponents in wrestling, so I was summoned as their guinea pig.
A glance from my mother shot me a warning.
"Nothing," I replied sullenly, and kept moving towards my room, knowing if I said anything there would be more pain later.
No one ever said anything more to me about the question that my grandmother asked, but after that day, the grand old woman would often single me out and take me for outings. They were among the best memories of my childhood, the only times I knew I could smile and laugh without getting into trouble.
"Always be kind, Simon," she would tell me. "Even when the world and everyone in it is cruel, always be kind. Walk away if they bully you, but never strike out in anger."
I took her words to heart and tried to be kind to everyone around me, including my family, even when they treated me like a second-class citizen.
My grandmother is still alive today, she's Ninety-Four, lives in a nursing home and is pushed around in a wheelchair, however she is hanging on.
When I entered high school, I first saw her in my second week. Selene Donnelly. She was a year ahead of me, a pale-skinned, skinny, redhead girl. Yet even then, she already had the 'it' factor. That ability to be the queen bee and order those around her like minions. To have her favour was to bask in the sunlight; to have her disdain was like being cast into the outer darkness.
I never knew the sunlight as she caught me staring at her, not rudely or perversely. But just looking her way, she took offence for some reason.
Nothing was said, but she scowled, and I quickly turned and walked the other way, having learnt that anytime anyone looked at me with any emotion at all, it was better to be elsewhere. Being a year apart, we shared no classes, but now and then we would pass in the halls, and from that point on, any time Selene saw me, her face darkened.
In my classes, I was the quiet one, speaking only when asked a direct question. That usually meant that I would be the nerd, the straight-A student, but I wasn't that lucky.
Often, I struggled to understand the content before me. Words on a page or a screen made sense when I read them. But I could never retain their theme or reason. Somehow, it got out that I was struggling, my grades being somewhere between average and below average, and Selene coined the nickname 'Simple Simon'. It didn't take long for the name to stick, and then the word got home through my sisters. So, in their wisdom, my family started laughing as they called me 'Simple Simon'.
As disconcerting as all of this was, however, I learned that things can always get worse. And it did once I hit senior school.
We had been given an English assignment. Everyone had to recite a poem at the senior school assembly. A few did it well, and some, like me, did it poorly.
We each drew the name of a poem from a hat, and we had a month to prepare before it was our class's turn for the oral assessment. I had drawn, 'She Walks in Beauty,' by Lord George Gordon Byron.
I had resigned myself to the fact that I was never going to do a great job, but then again, most of my classmates were never going to spout great sonnets of any kind, so I hoped to get a passing grade at least.
I did manage to get through the first line before it started.
I was reciting "Meet in her aspect, and her eyes; Thus mellowed to that tender light" when the first spitball hit me.
When it hit, directly on my left cheek, I flinched, and the crowd giggled. I tried to start again, but encouraged by the reaction to the first strike, a second one struck me, then a third and a fourth as I tried to speak. I stammered for a few moments and then just stopped.
The assembly included the entire senior school, including the year elevens and year twelves. This, of course, included Selene.
"Come on, Simplet," she demanded, standing. "Surely you are not so dumb that you can't even read words off a page. It's just a poem, and you didn't even write it..."
She stood there and glared at me, her hands now on her hips, when, suddenly, one of the girls beside her started chanting, which quickly spread through the entire crowd.
"Simplet! Simplet! Simplet!"
It took almost thirty seconds for the single word to be repeated before the teachers tried to quiet everyone down. Still, even as stunned and motionless as I was, I could see they were struggling to maintain a professional demeanour and trying not to laugh.
It was evident that it was me versus the entire school, so, I just walked out.
When I walked home, no one tried to follow me, and the next day at school, I was ordered to the principal's office. There I was scolded and given detention for just walking off school grounds without permission.
Nothing was said about the assembly, and, of course, I was given the lowest marks possible for not finishing the assessment.
However, something else happened that day. I don't know what it was; perhaps it was a spitball between the eyes that did something, but all of a sudden, the words on the page started making sense.
With my newfound ability to retain knowledge, I threw myself into my studies, finding that I enjoyed Science and Biology more than anything else. By the time I completed year twelve, I was a solid B student with several A's in various subjects.


I think it surprised everyone, including my teachers, when it was announced at graduation that I was one of only three students that year who had been awarded a scholarship to university.
I had applied almost a year earlier, citing my grades and background, what I wanted to study and the field of biology that I wanted to get into. I noted that my family didn't have the financial means to send me to higher education, so I wanted to apply for a scholarship.
The university wasn't as well-known as some of the larger, more prestigious ones. Still, they had several campuses across the country and a solid reputation for biology studies.
When news made it back to my family, they all but showed me the door, telling me that if I couldn't include them in my decision-making, I wasn't welcome.
I stayed stoic as I took my single suitcase of clothes, walking out the door without a word. I had anticipated reactions like this, so I already had student housing and even a job lined up at the local supermarket near the university campus. To most people, it was by no means glamorous. But to me it was my own space, my money and my education.
I did get a bit of backlash from my grandmother when she found out, but it was more about her not knowing than scolding me for how I did it. But she quietly gave me the money to buy a reliable second-hand car. Telling me not to tell anyone.
I ended up buying a half-decent five-year-old Kia, telling everyone I had saved a lot of money working and living frugally.
Of course, life had other ideas about letting me live without being harassed.
I was not even a month into my first semester when we crossed paths on the commons.
"What are you doing here, Simplet?" Selene spat at me incredulously, not understanding how I could be at the same university as her.
She was, of course, surrounded by students, her adoring fans. And while it had been a little over a year since I had seen her, she had changed a lot physically. She now had gracious curves and wore shirts with plunging necklines, revealing her now impressive cleavage. She wore makeup like a model; her outfit would have cost me a month's salary.
Her naturally bright red hair was brushed to a lustrous sheen, and her green eyes shone like emeralds.
The teenage girl had grown into womanhood and was now using it as a weapon to get what she wanted.
However, as one of the objects of her scorn for no other reason than that I was me, I saw past that outward beauty. To me, Selene was ugly; her looks might draw the eye, but underneath that, she was cruel, and I could honestly say I didn't find her attractive at all.
Part of my decision to come to this university was to get away from the past. So, I never expected to find my past here waiting for me. Yet here she was. I had tried to walk by unnoticed, but she said something to someone, and it turned out to be me.
"I asked. What do you think you're doing here, Simplet?" she demanded loudly, drawing the attention of not just the people she was with, but several of the others walking the commons.
"I... I... I... study here," I stammered out. Knowing that she would not just not let me walk away, however, I had to try. "Excuse me, I have a class."
I had only gotten a dozen steps when I was spun to the ground. Selene, not happy with my response, had run after me, grabbed my backpack, then used its momentum to spin me to the ground, and was now standing over me.
"You do not get to just walk away when I am talking to you, do you hear me?" she spat at me angrily.
I had no idea what to say or do. While I had endured her snarky bullying for years, until now, nothing had ever been physical. For a moment, the expression on Selene's face changed. Gone was the bitch and in its place...
"What's going on here?" a member of the faculty asked, walking up to us briskly. "Are you alright Mr?"
"Other," Selene completed for me as I stood and dusted myself off. "Sorry, Professor Moore, Simon here tripped, and I was just helping him to his feet."
He looked at me and could see my fight-or-flight reflex had already kicked in, and that I was choosing flight. He nodded at me.
"On your way, Mr Other," he told me. "Ms Donnelly and I are going to have a little chat. I believe she needs to understand that if she is to continue to be a member of my pre-law ethics class, honesty is preferred."
It didn't take more than three days before the nickname 'Simplet' was whispered in passing as I entered a room. Within a month, people were openly calling me the horrendous nickname. Once, as I entered the room before a lecture, one of my classmates started reciting 'She Walks in Beauty' stammering every second word.
The result. I went back to my hermit ways, and for the next year, I only ventured out for classes, library visits, or work.
It was my second year when everything changed again.
I was walking home through the outskirts of the university grounds, having just finished the late shift at the supermarket. I had a couple of bags of groceries. One of the advantages of where I worked was that I got a slight discount, and I was thinking about a snack and some gaming since I had nothing on my schedule until a late-afternoon lecture tomorrow. I was mid stride when I heard a muffled scream followed by the sound of clothing being torn and flesh being struck.
"Bitch. Shut the fuck up," I heard in a harsh, low tone. I hefted the bags of groceries in my hands, wondering if I could use them as a weapon. Then I heard the girl being assaulted scream once more, and the sound of more clothes being torn, and my food purchases didn't matter.
If there was a rape in progress, I was going to be almost useless in a conflict. But it didn't mean that I wouldn't try to help.
"Hey Nate," I heard another voice say. "Don't rough her up too much. We're each going to take turns with her, right?"
I looked around and dropped my groceries.
"Shut up, Tom," Nate told his friend. "This bitch has been teasing us for months. Flirting and acting like the Queen of Sheba but never putting out."
I rounded a corner, and there they were, standing over a girl who didn't look like she was moving.
"But that's going to change tonight, isn't it bitch," Nate told his intended victim. "I mean, look at those titties, big and juicy, just begging to be played with. Tom and I are going to have some fun with them. Bitches like you need to know your place, right, Tom?"
"Yeah, yeah," Tom said. "That was why I got you the stuff, I don't give a shit, as long as I get to fuck..."
He never got to finish the statement as the signpost I had picked up came crashing down on his back. If he was surprised, then so was his friend Nate, as he looked at me while I brought the almost two-and-a-half-meter-long post of hollow steel across his face.
Seeing that both would be rapists were out for the count on the ground, I dropped the pole, appalled at what I had just done, but I hoped that I had helped whatever girl was in trouble.
"Are you alright..." and my voice died in my throat.
She was unconscious, I could see they had beaten her black and blue while she resisted, and with the way she was shivering, most likely drugged. She already had two black eyes, and her lip was bleeding. These two monsters had already torn her shirt and bra, exposing her chest, and I could see they had managed to get her jeans partially down, exposing her creamy thighs.
For a moment, I almost ran. I knew this was going to come back on me, be blamed on me. Because the victim wasn't any random girl, she was my nemesis, my tormentor, Selene Donnelly.
In the end, though, it didn't matter; she was a woman, was unconscious and needed help. 'Always be kind,' I heard my grandmother say, so while she lay there entirely vulnerable, I did the most honourable thing I could think of. I took off my shirt and gently laid it over her to cover her modesty while averting my eyes.
I was standing guard over her when two minutes later, two campus security guards found us, tasers drawn and no quarter was given to the would-be rapists or, as it turned out, me.
An ambulance was called for the still unconscious Selene, while both Nate and Tom, along with me, were promptly arrested when the police arrived.
I was charged with assault, the video footage from the campus security cameras clearly showing me using the signpost to knock Nate and Tom out. In the initial interviews, it didn't matter that I had stopped a rape in progress or that both assailants were being charged with, drugging her, attempted rape and assault themselves.
I sat for almost a week in a jail cell before my mother, of all people, bailed me out.
"Useless," she said, shaking her head as she paid the bail money.
She drove me back to my apartment and then made me follow her back to my parents' place, where the rest of the family was waiting to rub it in.
From the moment I walk into my parents house, it took them all of ten seconds to start in on me, and for the next hour, I was cajoled and ridiculed as not only the most pathetic person in the family, but also the only one with an arrest record.
My mother told me my bail was five thousand dollars, to which I responded by pulling out my phone and transferred the money as they continued to howl and make fun of me.
I was almost home when my mother's call came in.
"Where are you?" she said without any greeting.
"Almost home," I told her.
"Why? You should be here."
I sighed.
"You know," I told her. "If I am almost home, that's because I left nearly two hours ago; Having driven the route this morning, you should know that, shouldn't you?"
"No, you didn't just leave, you need to pay us back."
"I already paid you back," I told her flatly. "The money is already in your account."
"Why did you leave Simon?" my mother said in a much softer tone this time, still not getting it.
"I think you know, Mum," I replied. "I think it was between Dad talking about the manufacturers creating stronger condoms so more mistakes like mine didn't happen, and the family's second rendition of 'Jailbird Rock' that I decided I had had enough."
"It's not like that, Simon, it's just teasing."
"I stopped a rape, Mum," I told her, for the first time ever letting a little of my anger seep into my voice. "A woman was drugged and in the process of being raped. I could not stand back and let that happen. But what do I get for it? I'm arrested and charged."
Mum was silent.
"Simon..."
"Mum," I said, interrupting her. "This past couple of years, I've learnt a lot at university. I have learnt that I don't have to take abuse, I like being by myself and not being teased every day. I like not being called a mistake, Simple Simon, or any number of other insults. I have slowly been learning to smile, and at some point, I might even get up the strength to make a friend."
Mum was silent once more, though I could hear a little whimper.
"Simon?" she asked, giving her attention back to the phone call. I think she knew this was a pivotal moment.
I sighed.
"You know what, it's alright Mum," I told her. "I'm sure that someday a shrink is going to make a lot of money off trying to figure this out with me. But for some reason, I do still care about all of you.
"But for a long time now, after the way you have treated me, I don't like any of you. It's good for us to have some time apart, and in the words of Dorothy Kilgallen, 'Don't call us, we'll call you'".
"Don't go, Simon, please..."
But it was too late, I had already hung up.
[:::: 3 ::::]
When it came to my education and my court case, everyone was in a bit of a bind. For the university, they couldn't condone violence, yet they could not let a rape occur to one of their students.
In the end, fortune smiled on me somehow.
Some hotshot lawyer had gotten wind of my case, sat down with all parties to negotiate a settlement, lest it embarrass everyone in the court of public opinion, which he assured everyone would be mainly in my favour when it all came out.
First up, he helped me plead down on the assault charges. I agreed to complete 100 hours of community service, with no criminal charges recorded. When Nate and Tom's parents objected, he also decided to work with the assault charges against Selene reduced to the same penalties with approval from Selene's family.
They were still charged with numerous drug charges and attempted rape. However, this was done quietly, and both accepted plea deals that, while they still had time in jail, significantly reduced their time behind bars.
When it came to the University, the hotshot, Troy, negotiated a transfer to their sister campus, and they provided me with complimentary accommodation in exchange for signing a release on the events that happened on the university's grounds. It would cost them a bit of money, but far less than the legal fees and potential settlement they would have to pay me if I decided to sue them. It was a win for everyone; no one came out happy, but it wasn't as bad as it could have been.
By the time that Selene had returned to my original university campus, I was hundreds of kilometres away, amid a lot of rumours as to what had happened.
Even better, I managed to transfer to another store without issue; they had a few vacancies, and it was at a higher rate than I was already on.
Once I got settled, I called my grandmother to let her know everything. For the first time ever, I was honest about everything, from the bullying in school to the abuse by my family. I told her about the agreement to transfer me to another campus and apologised for not being able to come and see her as often as I used to.
When we hung up, I looked around my small single-bedroom apartment and sighed. Once more, I was away from everyone and everything. But this time, no Selene was poking around to make my life hell.
[:::: 4 ::::]
The following year, I would describe as one of the best of my life. I was free, I studied, I worked, I even went out with a few of my fellow students for a drink or two, and they didn't tease me or call me names.
Sure, I was quiet, I got a few looks now and then, but for the most part, they accepted me.
I learnt to smile, to laugh, and in some ways, I think I met the person I was meant to be. This Simon Other was still a quiet, reserved guy, but he smiled at people and wasn't afraid to open a door for a lady or help a lost child find her parents in the middle of a busy shopping centre.
In my final year of university, without the distractions of the past, I was also doing well in my degree. As a bonus for my grades, I landed an internship at a medical lab assisting with research.
I graduated with honours, which I was pretty proud of, so while I felt a little empty that no one was there to cheer me on, I was happy that I had managed to get myself out of a bad situation, had been educated, and had a job in my chosen field.
On graduation, my internship led to a job in a toxicology lab. It was interesting work, exploring how different compounds reacted with various other compounds, up to and including human tissue. It did mean I ended up moving closer to my parents once more, but I found an apartment on the opposite side of the city, so it was unlikely I would run into them.
I was getting paid decent money, and since I had a relatively simple social life and limited needs, I very quickly managed to save a house deposit and pick up a bargain of a house in a developing suburb on the outskirts of the city. It was a lot closer to my parents' house than I would have liked, compared to my apartment, but not so much that the risk of seeing them walking down the sidewalk towards me was overly worrisome.
At work, I became friendly with several of my colleagues, and in some ways, I think I made my first friends over drinks at a local bar over some really lame biology jokes.
"What did the cell say when it bumped into the wall?
Ouch, my membrane."
Or
"Why did the biologist break up with the physicist?
Because they had no chemistry."
See bad...
But it also felt good to be part of a crowd for once, despite my introverted nature; 'party of one' did get old.
Sam, Gordon, Phobe and I had been out several times when I met Charlotte. The four of us had been out for a few hours after work, and we were a couple of beers in when this good-looking, dirty blonde turned to me in a moment of need.
She pointed to a guy heading our way and explained she had recently broken up with him and needed someone to help her out.
A good-looking woman, asking for help from an awkward guy like me. Of course, I said no.... Not.
She had latched onto me then melted into my arms like she had been there forever when the ex finally made his way to us.
He looked at Charlotte, then at me.
"You're just a nerd, no way that you're her boyfriend."
I swallowed. I felt like I had done this dance before, even if I didn't know the moves.
However, before either of us could respond, Charlotte pulled my face to hers and planted the most passionate kiss that I had ever experienced on me. Okay, sure, it was the only kiss I had ever had. But it was pretty good, nonetheless.
Behind me, my three co-workers hooted and hollered, and as our kiss broke, Charlotte's eyes were glued to mine as her hand shot out towards the ex.
"Shoo," she told him without glancing his way. "This one is mine."
That was the unlikely start to our relationship. However, it was a start, and after that night, outside of work, we could be found together more often than not. Despite our introduction, she wasn't a woman of the world. She had a few boyfriends and had only slept with one. The creep from the bar was pissed because he'd been denied getting into her panties.
She knew I was naive about everything related to relationships and loved that I was an open book. Our first night together was nothing short of magical, and even now, after everything has happened, I still look back on it as one of my most cherished memories.
When I proposed almost a year later, she accepted, and with Charlotte's encouragement, I reconnected with my family with trepidation.
I don't think she could truly understand the horror that was my family, but because I wanted to please my intended bride, I once more swallowed my pride and let them back into my life.
My family was surprised when I called out of the blue and told them I was bringing a girl over to introduce them for the very first time. When we met, they were very subdued and complimentary towards me. As the wedding got closer, the act dropped a little, but they kept it up enough that I didn't push. Charlotte thought they were all amazing though, and we spent a lot more time with my family than hers, even though hers only lived fifteen minutes away.
[:::: 5 ::::]
When we got married, I hoped that, with the change in attitude towards me and the fact that I was well-educated, married, and held a well-paying job in a highly specialised area, it would keep me safe from that deep-seated fear of being teased as the runt of the litter or being called Simple Simon again.
In hindsight, it was obvious that I was doomed from that first time she met them. But I loved my wife so much that, like all naive men who love their wives, I never saw my downfall coming. Sure, there were some doubts, but I trusted her, and we had only been married a year when she got out of sorts. I confided in Phobe at work that I thought she might have been cheating on me.
"She loves you, Simon," Phobe counselled me. "Talk to her, give her a chance."
When I spoke to Charlotte that night, she just about tore my head off, throwing my lack of trust in her face when she was dealing with her own situations.
With my upbringing, I had no idea, so I just shut down and gave her space.


Two days later, though, she was all over me when I got home.
"Guess what?" she asked me, bouncing up and down.
I shook my head and said nothing, expecting the worst.
Charlotte beamed at me.
"I'm pregnant."
It took a few seconds for the words to make it through to my brain, but my sour mood suddenly brightened.
"Pregnant?" I asked, she nodded.
"I'm going to be a father?" I asked her wide-eyed.
"You can be the daddy," she replied.
Yeah, I should have been aware of her wording, but what man, when his wife tells him she's pregnant, ever thinks about the semantics of her words?
As her pregnancy progressed, Charlotte became more and more emotional. And of course, she took it all out on me. When we found out she was having twins, I thought it explained a lot, so I took it all in stride.
By the time the twins, Ava and Evie, were born, it felt almost as bad as my teenage years living with my family. Nothing I did was right, and if I even asked for an ounce of intimacy, I was shut down with a cold front so frosty that the North Pole would feel tropical.
Of course, this was when my family started in on me, telling me I wasn't being understanding, and I needed to support my wife, who had just given birth to twins.
So, despite my wife's lack of love, I sucked it up. I still loved her and our girls. I did more than my fair share of nappies, night-time feedings, and general clean up if I wasn't at work. Each day, I was exhausted, and most weekends she made us drive to my family's house so the family could see their girls whenever they could.
The event that finally broke me happened a little before the girl's first birthday. I had been working overtime, cleaning the house as Charlotte was still 'recovering' and getting complaints from my parents and siblings that I hadn't been to see them for the past two weeks.
I was past exhausted, and I think I was coming down with a cold.
Saturday morning, I felt Charlotte kicking me.
"Get out of bed, lazy, the girls are crying," my wife bitched at me. I had been up and down all night with feedings and complaints. Every time I closed my eyes, they were forced open, and I felt worse.
"Could you do this one, Hun? I don't feel so good," I asked her, not quite awake.
The next moment, I was on the floor as my wife had pushed me out of bed and was yelling at me.
"What the fuck," she spat. "I'm here all day long, looking after twins. I ask only a few things: a couple of hours' rest on a Saturday morning. That's all, a couple of hours, and now you can't even look after my daughters."
Somewhere in the corner of my brain, I registered several things wrong with my wife's last statement. But between fatigue, my broken nature and whatever illness was setting in, I just moved on autopilot.
Later that morning, when Charlotte came out to the kitchen, I was swaying backwards and forwards, sweating like I had been standing in the sun all day, and my nose was running like a tap.
Charlotte took one look at me and almost blew her top.
"Seriously, are you an idiot or are you just plain stupid?" she screamed at me. "How could you expose my babies to your sickness. What if they also get sick, think idiot."
When I next heard movement, it was Charlotte snapping her fingers in front of my face.
"I'm taking the girls to your parents, away from this cesspool of germs."
She looked around the room.
"While I am away, clean this place up. I want it spotless and germ-free by the time I get back."
I couldn't even nod at that point, but she didn't wait for a reply; she just stormed out, and a moment later, I heard car doors and an engine start.
On Sunday morning, I was due to report for a shift to monitor some of our cultures in the lab.
When they sent people to find me, they found the front door ajar, my unconscious form passed out on the kitchen floor in a puddle of my own puke and urine. I truly believe they saved my life as an Ambulance was called, and it wasn't until the early afternoon on Monday that I woke up.
I was being pumped full of fluids and antibiotics, told that if my colleagues hadn't found me when they had, it truly could have been life-threatening.
"I managed to get hold of your wife, Mr Other," one of the nurses said with a large amount of hesitation. When I asked what she said, it boiled down to how useless I was and that I needed to have the house clean for her or else.
The following day, I was released to head home, they gave me a complimentary taxi voucher because no one had bothered to come pick me up, even though my family had been notified that I was being discharged.
[:::: 6 ::::]
Arriving at home, I was surprised and felt a lot more unsettled than my three days in hospital would have usually had me.
Inside, I found my wife, parents and both brothers waiting for me. Thankfully, both my sisters had married and lived in different parts of the country. But then I noticed the iPad propped up on a stand and their faces watching and waiting.
I was barely in the door before it started.
"Oh look, Simplet's back," Peter snarked, causing everyone else to titter.
"Stop it, Peter," Charlotte said, standing very close to him, playfully slapping his chest. "My husband can't help it that he has such a weak constitution; he had to spend time in the hospital for what a number of people just need to blow their nose."
Ava and Evie were in a playpen beside Charlotte, and in a small voice, I heard Ava say: "Simplet".
For a moment, everyone was shocked, but they recovered and laughed. But then Ava rocked my world with two simple words as she extended her arms. She looked at Peter, "Da, up."
Suddenly it all made sense, the visits, the demands, my wife's language.
"How long?" I asked.
"Look, Simon," my mother started, trying to ignore her granddaughter's statement and my question. "Your wife asked you to clean this place up days ago."
I could see that someone had also cleaned up the mess from the floor where I passed out. I was assuming that was one of my work colleagues, as my wife would have just left it there and demanded that I clean it up.
I looked at my mother, and my left eyelid fluttered. I let my gaze wander to the woman who, on paper only, was my wife.
"How long?" I asked her directly, and Charlotte swallowed. However, before she could say anything, my father chimed in.
"You need to take better care of them, Simplet, I mean Simon," he smirked at me with his clever slip of the tongue. "I mean, having to have them leave the house because you can't even look after your own health and wellbeing. I mean, that is just... Simple..."
In that moment, something snapped, some point of no return where the nice guy I always tried to be let go of the wheel, and I didn't care.
"It's a simple fucking question," I spat loudly. "I'm asking my wife how long she has been fucking my brother?"
For a second time in less than two minutes, all movement and sound in the house stopped.
I recognised it, that feeling, anger. For years, I had suppressed it. Every humiliation, each tease, every taunt. I pushed down that urge to lash out.
"About three years," Charlotte then replied, proudly, unrepentant. Her head was held up as if she had done nothing wrong.
"Three..." I said and trailed off. Another thought hit me
"The girls?"
She shook her head with no emotion.
"Why would I want them to have pathetic DNA of a loser like you?" she told me, like she was explaining the secrets of the world. "You're good to look after them, change the nappies and such. But now they're getting older...
I held out my hand and pointed.
"Get out," I told them.
"Look, Simon," my mother said, sensing that this would not go the way they all thought. "I know you're likely a little upset. I mean, you have just gotten out of the Hospital."
"I said..." I drew in a big breath, then screamed. "Get the fuck out of my house, you fucking cheating cunt!"
The next thing I knew, I was bleeding as my father and brothers threw me out of my front door. Regan pushed me down and placed his weight on my chest as I lay on the front lawn outside my house, and then Peter took his time kicking me in the ribs.
After a minute, my father told them to stand me up and proceeded to deliver several punches to my gut, which doubled me over and had me vomiting bile on the front lawn.
"You don't ever talk to anyone like that in this family," he spat. "You are in it by our good graces, nothing else."
Peter sniggered as Regan picked me up and then shoved me backwards.
"Fuck off, cuck," Peter laughed as I stumbled backwards. "I've been taking her in your bed for years now. In fact, I believe that's where I put the twins in your wife's womb."
For a moment, my fists curled, and then the switch turned off, and I just deflated.
Defeat, thy name is Simon...
"From the moment you came crawling back, Charlotte has been mine", Peter told me haughtily.
Regan held up a hand to stop our brother, then sneered at me with Peter and Dad.
"Go crawl under a rock for a few days," he told me.
"Yeah," Peter told me. "It's going to be different here from now on. You will look after my daughters while I fuck your wife. Now be a good cuck and fuck off."
Charlotte had come out into the front yard, and I looked at her. For a moment, she looked concerned. My lip was split, I was holding my torso, and I was unsteady on my feet. But then she heard my father and brothers bickering with me, passing high fives, and any concern evaporated.
"Get over yourself, Simplet, you're not that important," she told me when I looked at her.
With that statement, she turned around and stood back into the house, my house, the one I bought and owned before we married. The one I was evicted from now.
"Get lost, Simplet," Peter spat.
[:::: 7 ::::]
It took me three days to walk the almost forty kilometres from my house to the lookout. As I walked, the voices of people from my past got louder, their comments more disparaging.
I am sure at points I looked like I felt. Crazy.
Several times during my walk, I expected Selene to jump out from behind a tree and yell: "Surprise, it was me who arranged it all!"
My phone buzzed in my pocket almost constantly.
[ Your Pathetic], Regan sent me
[ Just do what you're told ], my mother sent me
[ Hey Simon, are you okay? We're worried about you, mate? ], Sam sent me.
[ I'm so glad my girls aren't yours ], Charlotte texted me.
[ Look at me taking your wife ], Peter sent me with images attached.
I totally missed Sam's message, and if I were in my right mind, I might not have been walking the road to the lookout and responded to him. But all I saw was rejection.
I made it into the clearing in the late afternoon, exhausted. I hadn't eaten since the hospital, but I had drunk some water when I came across a tap or fountain. I knew that I was still quite unwell.
"Hello, old friend," I greeted the bench in the clearing. When I needed to think, this is where I came.
I was graced to watch the sun set over the city in the distance, the sun setting behind me and casting a brilliant light that reflected off the glass and steel in the buildings, showing a lot of different golden hues that made me smile.
Off in the distance, as the sun set, I could hear music and laughter, and for a moment, as I fought the thoughts for family, I wondered if people really could have love, if parents really loved their kids. Did women really love their husbands?
And somewhere in there was Selene, the thought surprised me. She had been my chief bully, coined nicknames that humiliated me and always looked at me with scorn. The last time I saw her was about two years ago, when she had very briefly seen me at my work.
No, Selene may have caused a lot of my pain. But she had not betrayed me. I thought I knew where I stood with her. To my knowledge, she had never slept with my brothers or had children with them. She had never even touched me outside of that one time at the university.
She had humiliated me, led the charge in giving me nicknames, and made my first year at university a nightmare.
But then she had been drugged and almost raped, and that look at what she gave me in the work café the day I saw her, told me that there was at least a small softening in her bitch stance towards me.
This said, standing here now, I still couldn't understand why she was trying so hard to stop me from jumping.
[:::: - ::::]
"I don't get it, Selene," I told her, turning to the side and looking out over the city once more. "It's just me, Simple Simon, the Simplet. I'm the butt of everyone's joke, the shit that you don't want on the bottom of your shoe. I'm not good for anyone except to make you feel like you're not as pathetic as me..."
I turned a little more towards the city and looked back over my shoulder.
"No, Simon, there is another way," she pleaded.
"Not for me," I told her, and then took that final fatal step into oblivion.
[:::: 8 ::::]
I awoke with a start, my body trying to sit bolt upright in bed. However, despite the effort, I hardly moved. However, around me, alarms started going off, and then more joined in as my sudden movement, while small, had caused a few of the leads attached to me to come loose.
Two nurses came running into the room
"It's okay, Mr Other," a pretty Asian nurse told me. "You're in the hospital, you have been hurt, but you are safe."
I looked back at the nurse.
"Why?" I asked, my voice hoarse and almost a whisper.
She looked at me blankly.
"I'm sorry, Mr Other, but what do you mean?" she asked me.
I looked around the room. I appeared to be in a private room. I should be in a public ward or worse, a mental facility.
"I mean, why am I alive?"
The nurse wasn't sure how to respond to that. I was pretty sure it wasn't a question that she got asked too often.
Behind her, a voice cleared its throat.
"I think I might be able to tell you a little about that young man."
He strode into the room, clad in a doctor's white coat, beneath which he wore hospital scrubs and a stethoscope around his neck.
"You are not what I pictured at all," he told me cryptically as he checked my chart.
"Sorry?" I asked him.
He momentarily waved my question away and then regarded me once more.
"You hurt someone I cared about pretty badly," he told me. "Did you know that?"
"I did what?" I replied in an incredulous tone.
"Dislocated shoulder, broken arm, a number of cuts and abrasions," he explained, ticking off injuries.
I swallowed.
"Is she okay?" I asked, looking down at my hands, one had a hospital band on it, the other had a plastic tube running into it from the drip beside me.
He leaned back in the chair, crossed his arms and chuckled.
"If you want to call, climbing the walls of this hospital to get news of you, okay," he smiled. "Even with her arm in a cast and told to have total bed rest, my daughter is more concerned about you than her own injuries."
I wasn't sure how to take that. I mean, I would be dead if not for her, but at the same time, this was someone who had made my life miserable for years.
He sighed.
"Simon, may I call you Simon?" he asked, and I nodded.
"I can't imagine what was going through your mind when you stepped off that ledge. If even a small part of what I understood you have been through both recently and over the years is true, then you have an inner strength that most of us will never have."
I went to reply, and he held up his hand.
"As you stepped off, my daughter dove to catch you and miraculously managed to grab your left ankle and get a firm grip. Even though you're not a big guy, your momentum was enough to pull her arm from its socket and break it when you slammed against the side of the cliff."
I looked away.
"I... I didn't want to be saved," I said quietly, looking back down at my hands in my lap. "I would never have purposely hurt her."
The next moment, I felt his hand touch my arm gently.
"Simon," he said in the softest manner I have ever heard anyone speak. "I know that in the past, when she wanted to, my daughter could be a downright bitch. I also know some of what she has done to you over the years."
I looked back at him, and he smiled, knowing he had my attention.
"Selene is driven, opinionated, has an Irish temper that she gets from my side of the family and very rarely does she take no for an answer."
I nodded.
"She knows she has done horrible things to you. She also knows that she was one of the reasons that you were up on that ledge."
I nodded in acknowledgment once more.
"So, when she calls me in a panic, telling me she was trying to save you and demanded that I send an ambulance to her location. I was out the door with a crew quickly. I found her screaming in agony, crying out for you to stay with her when we got there. As we hoisted you back, and even as she was crying from the broken arm, she was demanding that you get looked after first.
I wasn't sure where to look. She should not have put herself in that position. I wasn't worth it. But her father kept pressing me.
"Selene carries so much guilt when it comes to you, Simon. She KNOWS the wrong she had done to you. But you changed her life."
"She has a broken arm; she should have let me jump, it wouldn't have changed that much," I mumbled.
I sensed the man's frustration for a moment, and then he realised I wasn't on the same page as him.
"We're not talking about the other night, Simon," he told me. "We're talking about that night all those years ago when you stopped those two from raping her."
"Oh," I said flatly. I couldn't help it, I looked up, and he smiled at me sadly.
"I meant what I said, Simon, Selene can be a bitch, and unfortunately, it is largely my fault."
I looked at him, and he nodded and settled back in the chair.
"Growing up, my mother ruled with an iron fist. From birth, I was destined to be a doctor, and I'll admit that I am a good one. Head of Surgery, I like the role. But it's my mother, where Selene unfortunately picked up some bad childhood habits."
I cocked my head to the side and felt myself relax a little.
"But both Janet and I are in high-time professions, so as a child, Selene spent a lot of time with my mother. Because I was a boy and largely followed the path she wanted me to take, I got left alone.
"However, as she didn't agree with Janet and me being married," he looked at me. "My mother decided that it was her job to 'educate' her granddaughter."
His expression was serious as he let his gaze wander out the window to the bright, sunny day outside.
"She taught Selene how to think and act like she wanted. Being a 'high-society' woman, Selene was taught how to control people and situations. She didn't even know it, but at the age of six, my mother was effectively grooming her granddaughter to destroy anyone she could not immediately manipulate or understand.
"There were a few incidents in primary school. But when Janet and I talked them through with Selene, she already knew how to manage the conversation in a way that made us relax without having Selene acknowledge it as her fault. By high school, we knew she was popular, and we were proud. I mean, what parent wouldn't be with a child who is both popular and an almost straight-A student?"
He glanced at me, and I shrugged.
"But we didn't pay enough attention to the dark side of what was happening. It wasn't until the university incident that it all came out. The bullying, the name-calling, the outright manipulation she employed to harm her fellow students and of course, the focus on you."
Selene's father looked uncomfortable, but determined to tell me this story, so I sat still and kept listening.


"When my mother heard about it all, she was delighted. That my daughter wasn't squeamish about destroying other people in the process fit my mother's narrative perfectly."
"But not yours?" I queried. He shook his head.
"No," he replied in a hollow voice. "My wife is a lawyer by trade and a very good one. And I watched as she tore strips off her own daughter for her behaviour even as she was recovering from her assault."
I then saw him smile sadly.
"Selene never argued back once," he told me. "And when Janet proposed cutting my mother out of our lives entirely, I never hesitated, neither did Selene."
"Selene has been in and out of therapy for years now, and the few times my mother has reached out, Selene has given her both barrels."
I nodded, then Selene's father looked at me once more, waiting for my questions.
"So, I take it she had nothing to do with Charlotte?" I asked.
For a moment, he looked confused, then the lightbulb went on. He shook his head.
"Oh..." I said, suddenly not knowing what to do.
"I'm sorry she got hurt," I said quietly, not sure of what to say next.
"Stop it!" Selene's voice suddenly blasted into the room, surprising both her father and me. She was in a pair of what looked like comfortable pyjamas, and her arm was in a cast, being held by a sling. I could see she had a few cuts on her face, but she was on the road to recovery.
Her ire, though, was once more, directed at me.
"Stop it, please, Simon, stop it," she demanded as she reached me and sank to her knees, the burst of anger turning into sobbing as tears fell from her eyes. "Stop caring about everyone else for once, be a little selfish."
"I tried," I told her and laughed. "Tuesday night, remember, you were there."
"Don't you ever do anything like that again," she said in a low but thundering tone.
"Why, it's not like we have ever been friends, "I told her, and her eyes hardened at my statement. "It's not like there is anyone who cares about me. My own family encouraged my wife to betray me."
I choked up a moment as I thought of my next statement.
"They're not even mine."
Some type of a dam broke then, and I was suddenly crying. Sure, I had shed a tear or two, sure, I had felt sad before, of course, if you lived my life, who wouldn't? But I had never truly cried. Crying was a weakness my family could use against me.
Within moments, Selene was on the bed with me, holding me as her own hot tears splashed onto my arms. Somehow, likely with the help of her father, she had her arms around me, and together we cried.
I felt her warmth; it encouraged me to just let go, and the wailing that must have been heard in the hallway of the hospital must have sounded like someone died, but I didn't care, because while I couldn't speak through my sobbing, all I could hear was Selene's cries of "I'm sorry," over and over as she held me tightly.
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It was dark when I awoke next, and my head was lying against the softest, warm pillows...
"Please don't move," she said softly, as her arm that wasn't in the cast pressed on my chest.
We lay there together, not moving, comfortable, yet awkward. So much was between us, yet in this moment, none of it mattered.
"Why did you save me, Selene?" I asked her quietly.
"Because someone needed to," she told me.
"I'm not worth it," I told her, the bitter tone in my voice obvious. "My life is a joke."
I felt her shift slightly, and I expected a rebuke. But instead, as I opened my eyes at a light, a phone with a picture on it descended to my face.
"Tell that to Mrs Conroy," Selene told me. "For the last three years, you have helped her clean and mow her front yard every Saturday."
I looked at the screen, and there was a picture of an elderly woman, that lived two doors down from me.
"I was doing mine, and she couldn't do it since her husband passed away."
She said nothing, and her thumb flicked to the following picture.
"Tell it to Gordon Jones."
"He needed the help to get his doctorate done."
"A degree he would never have earned if you had not helped him with his lab work so many nights a week."
I said nothing, and she flicked the phone pic again.
"Tell it to Cindy Wells," she said, showing me a picture of a little girl that I had helped when she got separated from her parents while shopping. I had stayed with her for over an hour while they located her frantic parents. And they still sent me pictures of the three of them now and then, anytime they passed the store where I found her.
"Any decent person would have done that. She was a lost child."
Selene said nothing and slid to the following picture.
It was a picture of her while we were at Uni. But it must have been taken not long after the incident. She had two black eyes and several bruises from where they had held and hit her. She looked drugged out and in a lot of pain.
"I would have been raped, perhaps worse, if it wasn't for you," she said a little hoarsely, then closed her phone. "I've got a dozen more photos and people you helped over the years, Simon. People who have been reaching out, trying to find out how you are. You have left an impact on them... On me."
We said nothing for a while.
"I want to help you," she told me.
I don't know why, but I held her hand. Despite it being Selene's hand, I felt calm.
"What if I don't want to be helped?"
"I have a stubborn streak, you know," she told me, the first hint of humour I had heard in her voice... ever.
Despite it, I chortled.
"I, of all people, know that."
We grew quiet again.
"If I help you, Simon, I will need you to help me."
"How so?" I asked.
I felt her shift again, this time, more due to a sense of awkwardness.
"I don't think either of us is ready to have that conversation in completeness yet."
I tilted my head and looked in her eyes, intense, stubborn, focused... beautiful.
We said nothing, but then she kept talking.
"I heard some of what my father said to you," Selene continued. "Yes, my grandmother manipulated me. But my actions were my own, and I need to own them. I need to repair your heart, if than means I need to live on the streets, then I will do it gladly. If you want me to renounce everything and take holy orders, you've got it. If you want me to cut off my hand to show you how remorseful I am, I only ask that you let my father do it, so it is done humanely."
"Selene, I..."
She squeezed me.
"I am sorrier than you will ever know, Simon. But what you and I need to work through has nothing to do with what your wife and family have done to you. I will find a way to pay my dues to you, but their betrayal, while no worse than mine, must also be addressed. I don't want you to take revenge on them, because I am going to ensure you get justice."
We said nothing for a moment, and Selene adjusted herself slightly. The movement was distracting. But then I think we both drifted for a few minutes before the sound of the medicine dispensed hissed, releasing pain killers into my system.
"Why would you help me like this?" I asked quietly. "I get that you're remorseful, Selene, I do. The mere fact that you are here, talking to me without biting my head off, tells me that. But doing this, lying here with me like this. Why?"
She thought for a moment.
"Did you know I am a virgin, Simon?"
I coughed, and she giggled as I startled.
"I'm not silly, Simon, I am well aware of my looks," she told me.
"My grandmother might be an evil bitch, but she did have style and taught me many things, including how to enhance my feminine allure."
It was the way she said it, though, that caused me to chuckle, and she squeezed my hand, knowing I was listening.
"In royal circles," she told me. "The virginity of a princess is worth its weight in gold. My grandmother drilled it into me that I was only to give myself to the man that she selected for me, the man she said would be my husband."
"That's..." I started to say and then stopped.
"Yeah."
"I'm sorry," I told her.
"Don't be," she replied. "You saved me, remember."
"I don't know what to say..."
She snorted.
"That is nothing compared to what you have been through, Simon. Did you know you have fractured ribs?"
I nodded, "Your father told me."
"Those weren't from our fall. They were days old."
"Yeah..."
"I'm telling you, Simon, I'm stubborn. When I want something, I do what I can to get it. But this time, I can't just make it happen. I've screwed up badly. And I have a lot to do to get the outcome I really want."
We fell silent once more, and a nurse brought in dinner for both of us. She smiled as she helped us both sit up and gave me a sideways glance I was not expecting.
We were just finishing the really bland hospital food when she continued her story.
"I had a friend of yours," she told me. "Phoebe reached out to me a couple of weeks ago," she told me, gaining my interest. "She was really worried about you. She also knew that we knew each other. Then, when your friend Sam found you passed out, Phoebe called me again, really upset.
"You say no one cares about you. You have lifelong friends in Sam, Gordon and Phoebe there. They are just waiting for all to clear, and they will be here to cheer you up."
"Thank you," I squeaked out.
"You will never need to say that to me," she told me. "But you are welcome. But when Phoebe called me the day after you once more didn't turn up to work and you weren't picking up your phone, she and Gordon went around to your place..."
"Let me guess," I told her, "No one was home. She would have been at my parents'."
I felt Selene hesitate.
"Worse," she told me. "Simon, are you going to be okay if I tell you this?"
"I'm not going anywhere, okay," I told her.
"Your brother, Peter, opened the door in nothing but a pair of boxers and then, when he knew they were looking for you, he proceeded to tell them a lot of stories and insults, but that he now lived there and he and Charlotte were together now."
I snorted.
"I'm sorry," she said once more.
"It's okay," I told her.
"So how did you find me?" I asked her. "When I walked away from the house, I had no destination in mind, and no one knew about the clearing?"
Selene looked around, as if there could be people listening.
"I can tell you, but you can't repeat it. It will get not just me but a number of people in trouble."
"Sure."
"I had some friends hack your phone and get your GPS data."
I laughed.
She let out a breath.
"Thank you," I told her.
She surprised me then by leaning forward and kissing the top of my head. It was done so gently that I almost didn't notice, but it was hard not to miss the movement on the pillows I had been lying on.
"Any time."
It was my turn.
"I was in a really dark place," I told her. "I think I was still quite unwell. I saw no way out, no way forward. For years, my family had treated me like I was nothing. In school, there was... well, you know."
I felt Selene nod.
"Then, when my wife betrayed me, and little Ava called me Simplet... I kind of broke."
Selene sniffed. "I didn't know that, Simon. I am so sorry."
I patted Selene's hand and smiled sadly at the wall.
"It's alright..."
We drifted off to sleep once more.
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"You snore, you know that?"
"I do not," Selene said incredulously.
It was the following morning, and I had woken as I heard the shift change at the nurses' station. I was still nestled into Selene, and her arm was still positioned around my chest as she snored softly.
I nodded. "You do."
She looked at me funny, and then I felt her shoulders shrug.
"I guess as the first man that I have even fallen asleep with, you would now."
Both of us needed to get up, and for the first time since waking, I felt the need to go to the bathroom. We called nurses, and a group of four helped me up first, then Selene. She went back to her room for a shower, and I had a male nurse come in to help me with one, too.
"Are you up for a bit of a walk, Mr Other?" the nurse asked me as he helped me dress into a pair of casual pants and a loose shirt, better than the hospital gown I had been wearing.
I nodded, surprised to find myself happy to see Selene outside my room, waiting for me. She was in a fresh pair of pyjamas, liking that her hair was brushed but still out.
"What?" she asked herself, conscious.
"Nothing," I replied. "I like your hair like that."
She beamed at the compliment as we walked, slowly, as my muscles were stiff, musing over everything happening.
I still felt an overwhelming hatred for my family; for so many years, it had been simmering. Subconsciously, I knew I was losing Charlotte for a while now, but now that I knew everything going on, it was like I was standing in a pit of despair I could not escape. Ava and Evie not being mine also hurt.
Then there was Selene. She was genuinely remorseful for her past with me, and if not for her intervention, I wouldn't be alive right now. Now that I was out of the moment, I didn't want to die. I owed her.
We had sat down, the nurse leaving us to get us some breakfast, apparently a service to gain favour with the head of surgery at the hospital. I looked at Selene, seated across from me.
"Thank you," I told her. She cocked her head to the side.
"You're welcome?" she replied. "What are you thanking me for exactly?"
"For saving me," I told her, trying not to choke up with emotion. "For caring enough to put yourself on the line and potentially go over the edge with me."
She leaned forward, and with her hand that wasn't in a sling, she grasped my own hand.
"I will forever be in your debt, Simon."
I knew she meant it.
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Selene and I spoke long into the evening, just the two of us, talking through our lives. She spoke about law school and how the incident at university made her focus on the area of domestic abuse, but for both men and women. She let me know that there are just as many men in abusive relationships within our society as there are women; however, less than ten per cent of men even come forward to report the abuse because it is not the 'manly' thing to do. Most men went to their graves without ever uttering a word about their experiences.
She did this to highlight my experience and the extreme nature of what I had been through. She wanted me to speak up and get professional help.
I told her about my work in the lab, how toxicology works and that I even got to work with some fairly dangerous substances, including viruses.
Selene was impressed.
"I always knew there was a smart guy in there."
I grinned, "Who knew I just needed to stammer poetry to bring it out?"
She balked for a moment until I told her the story and then highlighted how my brothers also struggled at school, and perhaps it was a genetic issue.
It was a pretty raw conversation; we didn't ever directly attack our pasts, but instead talked about the events and the personal impacts they had on us.
By nine in the evening, I was seriously flagging. Selene helped me back into my room, then settled into the bed and opened her arms.
"I'm not going anywhere," she told me.
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"Well, I don't think I have seen you so cozy in my entire life," my Nanna said as she was wheeled into my hospital room. I was still snuggled against Selene, nestled in what men see as the best place in the world.
I opened my eyes slowly and smiled.
"Good Morning, Mrs Other," Selene said, no more concerned that I had my head on her breasts than my grandmother was.
"Ms Donnelly, it is still Donnelly, isn't it?" she asked, raising her eyebrow and smiling on her lips.
"It is, sadly," Selene said as she pulled me back against her. "But the day is still young."
"Hang on," I said suddenly. "How do you two know each other?"
My grandmother looked at her escort. "Park me here, George. The young ones and I have some talking to do."
George nodded, put the brakes on her chair, and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.
"I've known Selene for several years now," she announced. "Not long after your community service, she came to see me."
"You did?" I asked, looking up at Selene. She nodded.
"She did," Nanna said. "I, of course, knew who she was, but I was amazed at the change wrought in her after you saved her. Gone was the bitch of a woman who wanted to hurt you because she didn't know her mind. Largely thanks to her grandmother's moulding.
"A total shrew by the way," Nanna said absently.
"My grandmother was not a very nice woman," Selene confirmed, continuing to hold me to her. "She almost broke my mother and father up several times. Including once when I was little."
I looked up at her, and she was staring out the window, lost in memory.
"Most of the people who have known me would say I have led a charmed life," Selene told me. "Father is in a leading position at our city's main hospital. Mother is a senior partner in a prominent law firm. Yet despite their success, they made time for me, and I knew I was loved."
"But?"
She shook her head.
"Simon, this is what I don't want to say, but as much as school was hard for you, it was easy for me. I was popular, I didn't study much, and I got good grades. I asked, and I got. It created an entitled spirit in me, my grandmother saw that and used it with the aim of turning me into her clone and get rid of my mother."
"Why?" I asked.
She looked out the window, and I felt her shudder.
"Because my father married for love, not situation."
Now I had been in a really shitty situation since... well, as long as I can recall. But even that felt cold and callous.
"I have to be honest, Simon," she told me in a whisper. "It was my grandmother who came up with the names I teased you with. At first, I was telling her how unsettled you made me, how, despite your grades and awkwardness, there was something I thought was different about you than everyone else. She told me you were simple. And later laughed and called you that name."
"She didn't know me. Why would she do such a thing?"
Selene didn't respond.
"Simon," my nanna said. "I have known that woman almost twice as long as you have been alive. We went to the same dances, the same country clubs, and even danced with the same gentlemen in our youth. We never got on, so we stayed clear of each other, but we did know each other."
"Are you saying she manipulated her granddaughter because of a rivalry between you two?" I asked, trying to piece together the story. The old woman shook her head.
"No, and don't interrupt an old woman when she is talking," my nanna scolded me casually. "No, I'm telling you, I knew the old bag. She manipulated Selene because she did not want her to go down the same path as her son."
"Her son?" I asked, missing the underlying point.
"Simon," Selene said very quietly. "I liked you. You were quiet and unassuming. You didn't flock to me when I was around. You didn't go out of your way to do things for me. I was developing a little bit of a crush on you, and when Grandmother saw that, she worked to ensure it was flogged out of me."
She let that statement sit for a moment, and then, with an enormous effort, I managed to roll off the very comfortable place onto my side despite the pain from my bruises and broken ribs to look at the woman.
"You mean, all these years, all the teasing, the put-downs, everything was because you... liked me?" I asked her, my voice betraying that I could hardly believe what I was hearing despite spending the last day nestled in her arms.
For her part, Selene had a mournful expression, as if she were a two-year-old who had just lost her favourite toy and had just seen a bad person kick her puppy in front of her.
She suddenly had tears streaming down her face, yet her eyes were locked onto mine as she nodded.


"Yes."
"Fuck me."
"Simon," my grandmother admonished me. "Language, young man."
"I'm sorry," Selene said once more and went to get off the bed. "This was a mistake. I will leave you be. But please, Simon, if you need anything, let me know."
She was halfway off the bed, and I could feel my grandmother's gaze on me, waiting to see what I would do.
"Selene," I spoke, saying her name for almost the first time without any malice involved. She was halfway off the bed when she looked at me. "Sit down, please. You don't get to throw something that heavy at me, then sneak off to lick your wounds. Get your butt back down, as you have a lot more making up to do."
There was a broad smile that blossomed on Nanna's face as Selene sat back down, looking very unsure of herself. I carefully rolled back to the position we had held for many hours, and after a few moments, I felt her relax just a little.
"Better, don't move," I told her, then looked over at my grandmother. There was a gleam in her eye, but I also knew she would have news.
"So, what is happening with my traitorous family?"
For a moment, Nanna lost her smile, then when it came back, it was sad.
"If Selene's grandmother's fault was manipulating her family, mine was that I was too lax. Your parents knew I came from money. They expected that it would all be theirs when I am no longer in this world. But it made them selfish, and for some reason, they saw you as inferior."
I felt my new body pillow stiffen a little at that statement.
"What?" I asked, looking at her once more, she knew something.
I was surprised that once again, tears were streaking down her face.
"Simon, you're not family," she said, her voice breaking.
"What?" both my grandmother and I said at the same time.
"You are a child as a result of your parents belonging to a swingers club for a time. It wasn't an affair. But it's true. Your mother is your biological mother, but your father is not."
Selene wrapped her good arm around me and held me as the world spun.
"How do you know this child?" Nanna asked, her face pale.
"Grandmother knew somehow," Selene told us. "She was very subtle when she told me, hinted at it several times. But somehow, she knows this is a fact."
Selene looked at me.
"I am truly sorry, Simon."
I just nodded; my entire world had turned upside down once more. My family wasn't my family. My wife had children who were not mine, but my high school nemesis had a crush on me. Right now, you could tell me the sky was a deep shade of red naturally, and I would wonder why I thought it was blue all my life.
"Good morning, everyone. How are you both feeling this morning?" Selene's father, said, coming into the room.
"What did I miss?" he asked, picking up on the atmosphere.
We explained everything, and he pulled out a seat and sat down again, running his hand through his hair.
He then looked at Nanna, then at his daughter, then lastly at me, he blew out a long, slow breath.
"Wow," he said simply.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Well, you will be here for perhaps another three to four days before you're released, and I think we can get you a hotel room for a few days. I think it is the least my family can do for you when we have done so much damage."
"It's okay, sir..."
"No, it's not," he said forcefully on his feet. "I am a doctor, I uttered the oath, 'do no harm', yet my mother and daughter have injured you, so I must make restitution.
He looked at Selene, harshly for a moment, and I felt her shrink under his gaze, but she never let go of me.
"You will not leave his side," he ordered her. "Simon is now your responsibility until I tell you otherwise. You will live, breathe and beg for forgiveness from him for the rest of your days, do you understand?"
"Yes, Daddy," she replied. She was sufficiently cowed under his wrath, but at the same time, she also oozed something akin to happiness at the order.
He nodded.
"Okay, Simon, let's get you back on your feet and do what we can to sort out this mess."
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The next few months flew by for me in a haze of appointments, both medical and psychological, legal meetings, lots of sleep, fluids and food.
I never got to the hotel that Selene's father promised. In its place, I was taken to Michael and Janet's house and installed in their guest room. With their busy jobs as well as being well off, they had a cook/maid who, after one look at me, made it her life's mission to 'get some meat on my bones'. I had never eaten such a fantastic variety of foods in my life.
Salad, soup, steaks, roasts, you name it, I was fed it. I also slept a lot. Living in the house of a doctor, Michael would check on me almost nightly. Some days, I would sleep nearly the entire day, and he would smile when Selene voiced her concern.
"Simon has been under such a large amount of stress and anxiety for so long, followed by malnutrition along with a viral flu, that if this wasn't the reaction his body goes through as he normalises, I would be concerned. Don't worry, in another few weeks, he will get back into a more normal bio routine.
Janet and my old lawyer Troy met with me in the house's formal lounge, walked me through my messy legal situation involving my family, wife, and alleged children.
Through it all, though, Selene hardly left my side. Recovering from her own injuries, we spent a lot of time together, and there was an affection growing that I think we both recognised, yet didn't want to admit.
We would eat together, take walks together, relax watching the sunset together and even sleep in the same bed together. No, there was nothing sexual, though intimacy was certainly growing quickly between us.
We were sitting together almost four months after moving me in. It was a Thursday afternoon, and we were sitting out back watching a storm sweeping in over the city from the west. There was a lot of lightning, and I'm sure it would be fierce when it hit, but for the moment, it was impressive to watch. The dark clouds, the fading light of day, and the lightning spikes streaking from the clouds to the ground were all remarkable.
Selene was beside me, her good arm, the one that wasn't still in a sling, was entwined with mine. A couple more weeks and she would have the cast off.
I was still somewhat tender but did not have any casts. I took a deep breath.
"Selene, would you mind if I asked you something personal?"
Sensing the seriousness of my tone, she pulled her legs into her as she released my arm and sat cross-legged, looking at me, then nodded.
I took a quick breath and let it out.
"I want to thank you and your family for the last few months. I don't think I have ever felt so... safe."
She frowned but nodded. I continued.
"I know I have told you somewhat of my home growing up. Now, finding out I was the child of an affair pulled everything into perspective," I told her, she nodded again. So far, I had not said anything we hadn't spoken about in the past.
Leaning back, I watched a streak of lightning suddenly spark brightly in the clouds, and a few moments later, we heard the roll of thunder it caused, telling us the storm was getting closer.
"I wasn't keen on taking Charlotte to meet my family, but she insisted. She didn't get that they weren't loving and accepting of people. But I wonder if it was that first meeting that sealed our fate."
Selene placed a hand on my shoulder.
"You can't think like that, Simon," she told me. "You got shit on by everyone, and yes, that includes me. Charlotte, too, made her own choices; she didn't have to have an affair, to disrespect her husband, she didn't have to carry on as she did, but she has."
I sensed rather than saw her join me in gazing out to the incoming storm.
"What was it you wanted to ask me?" she asked.
I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the cushion.
"The crush you didn't understand, do you still have it?"
She said nothing, and when I opened my eyes, she was looking bashful.
"More than ever," she said softly. "But I know that you hate me, and I don't blame you. However, if I can repay even a portion of the pain I caused you, then I will give my life for you."
I nodded, stood, then offering a hand, we helped each other stand.
"For the record," I told her, as we cleared the cushions of the chair, as the first whispers of rain began to fall. "I don't think I ever hated you. Upset, yes, angry, definitely. But I have come to understand I never hated you."
Nothing more was said as more flashes of lightning passed and rolls of thunder grew.
We had a quiet dinner, retiring to my room as the power went out. For a while, we lay there, the lightning flashing, thunder rolling, as the sound of the storm outside rumbled.
I am not sure what time it was; however, I know the power was still out, but at some point I was aware that I was kissing someone while I was half asleep.
Her tongue was dancing with mine, as my hand slipped easily under her loose singlet, I held her breast, and she moaned into my mouth as our tongues began to dance.
It didn't take long to understand it was Selene as I continued waking up. That was confirmed moments later when my arm brushed her cast. She sensed my growing consciousness.
"Please," she moaned, desire dripping from the single word like honey from warm honeycomb.
I kissed her once more, beginning to lift her shirt. One out of the way, I moved to attach myself to the breast I was touching. The moment my tongue swirled around her nipple, she moaned one of the most guttural moans I have heard.
"Yes!" she hissed as I continued to assault her impressive mammary glands.
Not long after, I felt her stiffen, then relax as I went lower, helping her out of her panties. I feasted on a mons so moist that it felt like there was a river flowing through it.
Three times, Selene arched her back, as I know she was in the throes of her release. After the third, I went back again, but she held me off.
"Please," she told me, only the third word spoken and the same as the first.
As I moved up her body, kissing all the way, I slid out of my boxers as our lips touched, I then took the virginity of a woman who had taunted me and, as it turned out, most likely loved me.
I would love to say that we were joined for hours, but in reality, it was a little over ten minutes.
But what a ten minutes it was. Never had I felt so wanted, so desired. Selene's hips rose with mine, her hands roaming my body. She continually drew my lips to hers, and while it was dark, I could feel her eyes on mine. When I kissed her eyes, I could taste her salty tears, but I knew this time, they were tears of happiness.
As I approached my release. Selene knew, grabbed, and held me deep in her.
"Please," she spoke hoarsely, struggling with the word.
I said nothing, but a moment later, months of repressed sexuality burst forth, I groaned, and suddenly I could feel her velvety walls pulsing.
Not log after I moved off her, but despite the fact that I liked to clean up following a good romp, and I can admit, this was one of the best ever, I fell asleep right away.
However, as the last few vestiges of consciousness drifted away, I felt Selene's lips against my neck.
"Thank you," she told me.
[:::: 14 ::::]
In the morning, we woke to a knock on my bedroom door.
"Simon, Selene, time to wake, breakfast in ten," the housekeeper, Jenie, told us.
"Okay," I replied as I felt Selene bury her head into my shoulder.
"Please tell me last night really did happen," she muttered.
I laughed and moved, feeling the sheets stick to us.
"Come on, girl," I told her, "We need to shower and get dressed."
"Argh," she said as she got out of bed.
"Are you alright?" I asked with a bit of concern.
Selene blushed as she stood, but my jaw was hanging open as I was mesmerised by her body.
I have mentioned that she has curves in the right places and now seeing her naked in the daylight for the first time, that statement was never truer.
Selene was not thin like most women, but she was not overweight either. She was bigger than your normal gym rat. But her body type, with her bright red hair and pale skin, would be valued as voluptuous.
"I am so sore," she said, turning to look at me. Her eyes went wide, and she pointed.
"Simon, you put that inside me?"
I laughed, "Well, yes, I recall you asking me too."
She gingerly walked around the bed, I opened my arms, before our lips met in a kiss.
Her hand went down as the kiss broke.
"How big are you?"
I hesitated; I wasn't sure what she wanted to know.
"Uh, a little under eight inches at full mast and usually about five soft."
She said nothing, but ushered us both into my little ensuite attached bathroom, and we both stepped into the shower.
She lathered me up and washed me down, and then I did the same to her, and she was pretty much purring as I helped her wash her hair.
Almost half an hour later, as we sat down for breakfast, her parents looked at us, and her father took out a fifty-dollar note handing it to her mother.
Selene giggled.
"Your father thought it would take another few weeks," her mother said.
"Michael, I..." I started to say, but he held up a hand.
"Simon, we've known it was going to happen since we got the call that you were hurt," he said, referring to my attempt to jump to my death. "Never once in all my years have I seen my daughter so frantic, so concerned for someone else."
Selene slid her hand into mine leaning her head against my shoulder as we spoke.
Her mother looked at me.
"Just take your time, Simon. Selene has waited this long. We get that there is a lot of history, and it has not been an easy story. But we know that you are worth it. My daughter is lucky to have the opportunity."
[:::: 15 ::::]
A little over six months later, Selene and I were sitting in a coffee shop across the road from the district courthouse while Selene was part of arguing a case before the court now we were both back to work. But looking at the building made me shiver.
My divorce from Chalotte had at last been resolved a while ago, despite my ex-wife trying to throw everything at me.
Parentage - we provided evidence through paternity testing, but the twins, sadly, were not mine.
Counselling - Selene's PI gave evidence of how long Charlotte had been stepping out on me, and with whom I now know as my half-brother.
Property Settlement - I gave her the house for six months free; however, after that, she had to buy it from me or move out, since the house was mine before we married.
With each roadblock, Charlotte grew more frustrated, more desperate.
No one had my number after that night on the lookout. I got a new phone and a new number. I still had my job in toxicology, but in a new position Everything I earned now went into Selene's bank account. Since I was listed on paper as an 'intern' until the divorce was final. I had waived spousal support, too, since she was working now and I was not; she would have had to pay me if I insisted.
The real kick in the teeth for Charlotte and my family, though, started a few months ago, when my legal team, led by Janet, served papers on both Charlotte and my family, with everything from paternity fraud to abuse.
The scandal for Charlotte was that her family was all but disowning her. I spoke to her brothers once. They all but told me they were going to pound my brothers to within an inch of their worthless lives.
Today though, I'm not sure how, perhaps it was just pain, dumb luck, but I was enjoying a late morning coffee with Selene when everyone in the café heard the voice loudly.
"Get out of here, Cuck!" my older brother Regan yelled out. His angry tone causing everyone to stop and look.
"I know you're in there, Simplet," he called out a few seconds later. "If you make me come in there, I'm going to break bones."
Everyone was now looking around to see who he was talking about. Selene had an angry blush running up her neck. I shrugged and stood, everyone's head on a swivel.
Selene looked at me, shaking her head, her now cast-free arm reaching out.
"What's the worst that can happen?" I told her. "I've already been to the hospital. In fact, I think if I go back, the next visit is free."
My attempt at humour fell flat like a lead balloon.
"Simon, you shouldn't. You know what they are like when it comes to you."
I smiled but knew that unless I went out and let him have his say, we would not have peace.
Before she could say anything else, I walked out of the café, and there he was, Regan, the oldest of my brothers, standing in the middle of the parking lot in jeans and a tight workout shirt, his hair impeccable in its position. I'm sure that even the women who were watching our unfolding conflict were ready to swoon.
"There you are, Simplet," he growled at me. "How in the world do you think you can get away with this shit?"
"I am not sure if I know what you mean, Regan?" I told him, speaking quietly.
"Not sure?" he said cocking his head to the side. "You know. You really are an idiot. The lawsuit, you fucking dweeb. Drop the fucking lawsuit."
"How are you, Regan?" Selene said, coming from a different entrance. I swallowed.
"Selene," my brother crowed in recognition. "I'm good, gorgeous. Amazing to see you're as hot as ever. What are you doing here?"
Feeling as good as ignored by my brother, I looked at Selene wondering what she was playing at. I hated that I was doubting her, that she was going to turn on me. Had she spent all this time building me up to throw me out?
She turned around, looking over her shoulder at Regan flicking her lustrous red hair in a way that I could tell was making my brother lose all coherent thought.
"So nice of you to say, Regan. I must admit that these days I am feeling every part the sexy vixen," she said, practically cooing.
Then she looked over at me, and my brother recalled that he was talking to me.
"You see," she said while looking at me. "I love to dress for my boyfriend. He and I were sharing a coffee when I heard the yelling."
"I'm sorry, Selene," Regan said, looking back over at me. "But I saw Simplet's car here, and with this lawsuit against the family, I couldn't not stop in order to set him to rights. I mean, he's not even a full-blooded member of our family, yet my parents raised him, gave him everything and how does he repay us? Brings a bullshit lawsuit against all of us for almost half our savings.
"Almost half, you say?" Selene replied, her eyebrow raised.
"Yeah," Regan told her, glaring at me. I just stood there, not daring to breathe. I wanted to believe in what Selene was doing, but experience had taught me to be ready to run.
He looked back at Selene.
"So, boyfriend, eh?" he said, eyeing her up and down. "You are one of the hottest chicks around, girl. He must be one amazing guy to land you?"
"Oh, you have no idea," she said, her words sweet as honey, and then she started to walk towards me.
"He is one of the most upstanding men I have ever met. Kind, gentle, yet underneath it all, an unbending will," she said while walking over to me then moving behind me like she was performing and inspection, running two fingers across the back of my shoulders as she walked. I felt a thrill as something like joy welled up deep inside me.
"I felt something for him from the moment I saw him," she continued, looking me up and down now standing in front of me, yet still talking to Regan, who was smirking at how uncomfortable I was looking.
"Hear that, Simplet?" Regan snorted. "Selene here has a real man who isn't afraid to do what needs to be done."
Selene barked a laugh, looking at my brother, before looking back at me and winking.
"You have no idea Regan. I always want my man in the biggest way, even my father has told me to stay by his side and never let anything come between us. He is the great love of my life!"


"See, Simplet, you... What the fuck!"
For the first time in my life, I never hesitated. We both took a step towards each other, our arms wrapped around each other as our lips smashed together, kissing deeply in the public view of everyone for the first time.
My older brother watched on, speechless, and I am pretty sure most of the café watching did as well. But as far as I was concerned, in the entire world, for that moment. It was just Selene and me.
When we pulled back, still holding each other, there was a twinkle in her eye as she looked at me.
"I love you," I uttered.
"I love you too, Simon," Selene replied.
Hanging onto me, Selene turned to face my brother.
"Just so I can set the record straight," she told him. "It was me who told him to sue you, your family and the whore. And if you looked at the petition instead of using it to draw pictures on with your crayons, you would also see the lead counsel is my mother."
Regan's mouth was hanging open.
"See, I got some awful advice years ago, and it almost cost me the man I love. But I managed to get my head on straight when he saved my life. And while you were all teasing and ridiculing him, I was trying to find a way to let him know that so many people cared about him.
"He's the product of a busted condom!" Regan almost screamed, pointing at me. "He's no more important than the gum that sticks to the bottom of my fucking shoe. We fed him, clothed him, made him feel part of us."
She held me tight.
"This man in my arms, this man I love," Selene said ignoring his outburst. "I want to marry and have his children. His real, biological children."
She tightened her grip, then looked back at Regan, the disdain in her voice almost visceral.
"My family will replace yours. We will make him feel cherished and adored. My father has already told me never to let him go until my debt to him is repaid. I figure, 'until death do us part' should be about right."
She looked at me and nodded.
With that, I leaned in, kissed her once more, then as one, we turned and walked away to pretty much the entire café, clapping. As Regan made to follow us, two police officers made their presence known and, without saying a word, shook their heads, their meaning clear: fuck off.
[:::: 16 :::::]
That evening, we told the family about the encounter with my brother and even gave them a few of the videos that were shot. Selene, along with her Janet disappeared for a while to discuss my legal standing. So, Michael invited me outside for a Scotch after dinner.
"You are an unassuming man, Simon Other," he told me. "When I first heard about you, while Selene and you were in high school, I thought you were an arrogant prick."
I looked at him, and he chuckled.
"Selene would come home at least once a week, pissed off with the world for one reason or another, and you were always at the centre."
"But I never interacted with her?" I told him, he just nodded. We have had a variation on this conversation a few times now.
"Yes, but she was taken with you even back then," he told me before taking a sip of his scotch.
I nodded sipping my own scotch. I still didn't quite have the taste for it, but I wasn't going to say no.
"When you saved her at Uni, she was at her wits' end", he explained. "It was around then that all contact with my mother was severed, and for a while, Selene was angry at everyone, that is, everyone except you. Never once did your name pass her lips."
I looked at Michael, and he looked back at me chuckling again before gesturing to the house, where we could hear the ladies talking passionately.
"When she heard you got married, I thought we had a real problem on our hands. For almost a month, Selene mopped around the house. She wouldn't even yell. It was like her world had ended, and she didn't know why.
"Then, when your name was mentioned, I understood. My daughter was in love."
I blushed, Michael grinned, growing serious.
"When they bought the two of you in after your incident at the drop off, I knew she would rather chew her own arm off with her teeth than hurt you again."
He got a distant look.
"You already know how my mother disapproved of Janet," he told me, looking off into the distance.
"She almost ended us," he explained. "One night, I was out with the lads. I had passed my residency and gained my first appointment in surgery. It had been a long shift, but we were celebrating, and I had a few.
"When I woke up a few hours later, I was naked, three women were screaming at the top of their lungs at each other. Two were naked, and the third was Janet standing over me, fists clenched, fighting for me.
"I didn't know it at the time, but I had been drugged. The two women had been paid to seduce me and send the photos to Janet to break us up. She got a call from a girlfriend who saw someone spike my drink in the bar, then two women dragged me off to a room."
He took another sip looking at me.
"I was in the doghouse for a month after that, but I knew she loved me. It wasn't long after that we found out we were having Selene, and I have been very careful who I drink with ever since."
We clinked glasses.
"Simon," he told me. "My daughter loves you. She would fight the world for you, much as her mother did for me. In some ways, our roles are reversed. She has my fire, and you have Janet's patience."
"But there is one very important thing you need to know."
I looked at him, and he looked me deep in the eyes.
"Despite any antipathy in your past, she is never going to betray you."
Later on, I went upstairs, had a shower and crawled into bed. I was exhausted and pretty much fell asleep right away, but I stirred when Selene crawled into bed.
Turing towards her, I opened my arms, and she immediately melted into me, our lips meeting."
I heard her sigh.
"I could get used to this," she uttered. After a few more kisses, she buried her head into my chest as I rolled onto my back.
For the next few minutes, no noise was made. But without thinking, my hand slipped onto her back and teased between the hem of her nightie and her panties when I went to pull back, she stopped kissing me, so I stopped.
"No, Simon, don't stop, I love how you touch me."
While I watched with the moonlight streaming in through the window, she stripped off her nightgown, my breath catching in my throat.
The moon was full that evening, so the glow that came through the room bathed everything in a soft light, highlighting the beauty of Selene to a new level. She looked at me, lifted her arms above her head, and closed her eyes.
Her red hair shone with small glints of its daytime beauty, her neck slightly hidden in shadow, begging my lips upon it. Her breasts were bathed directly in the light, yet also cast their shadows, and I ached to reach up and hold them. Her stomach had the right curves for a woman who would be called voluptuous without being fat.
She was, for want of a better word, perfect.
In the next moment, she crashed back onto me, kissing me, while guiding my hands to her chest. Selene moaned into my kiss.
Somehow, as we kissed, my boxers and her panties disappeared, I then felt the warmth of her mons begin to inch its way around my manhood.
I waited until I was fully seated within her, then I moved, pulling her down to me and our mouths connecting once more.
No one woke us the next morning, as I am sure they heard Selene's cries of passion letting the couple who stay up most of the night, sleep.
When we did emerge, Michael had left for the hospital for his shift, but Janet was home, reading through some case work even though it was a Sunday.
"Did you sleep well?" she asked, a grin on her face.
[::: 17 ::::]
The wedding was held on a beautiful Saturday, many of the hospital staff were in attendance, along with many people from the law firm and, surprisingly, many people I had known over the years.
Following the ceremony, as we did the rounds, so many people hugged me thanking me for my kindness over the years.
"You called me in my moment of need."
"I didn't know I needed help, yet you never hesitated to lend a hand"
"You didn't judge me, you were just there."
I had tears in my eyes as each person hugged me, telling me how I had helped them, seemingly simple acts like mowing a lawn, bringing a coffee or sitting with someone distressed.
At the reception, as the speeches were made, we got to mine, and I thanked everyone for making the day beautiful, almost as lovely as my bride.
Then Selene stood looking at everyone.
"I was a bitch," she said, causing everyone to take in a collective breath.
"From the moment we met, I knew there was something I liked about this man, but someone twisted me, because he didn't fit what they thought I should have in my life. At the same time, you will notice that my husband has no family here. They are not allowed near him; their abuse over the years has reached a point where, legally, they can no longer talk to him.
"Yet despite all this," she says, smiling down and touching her swollen belly. "My husband is still the kind and caring man that we all know and love. I am proud to be married to him, and I cannot wait to see this little one cradled in his arms.
Selene then beamed at me as a murmur of agreement went through the crowd.
"He has told me many times that he feels small, that he is a man that doesn't matter. Simon, as much as this ceremony is about us, you can see today that you are wrong. You do matter, you matter to me, you matter to our child that is about to come into this world. You matter to the people around this room. You are not small, you are my giant, my rock and the place that I desire, the place I need."
She turned to the room.
"Everyone, please charge your glasses, and toast with me the most amazing man I have ever known. Simon Other."
A chorus of cheers went around the room as we toasted.
I took my once tormentor, now my lover and biggest advocate, in my arms and kissed her deeply.
For the rest of the afternoon and evening, we laughed and danced. I felt warm, accepted, and loved.
[:::: Fin ::::]
[:::: Authors Ending Note ::::]
Thank you for reading 'Small'. I enjoyed the journey of Simon and Selene, the misconceptions and outside influences that occurred.
Lastly, if everyone is interested, I have a host of notes for Part II. Topics driving into the seduction of his ex, what happened with Simon's grandmother, the relationship with his mother and Simon and Selene becoming parents, which was their first big fight.
See you in the next story,
John Other
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Fingers typing, the glare of the window behind me on the screen, I'm typing furiously, trying to escape the reality of my failures. No one encourages me anymore. I am lost, adrift in a sea of depression, and I don't see a lifeboat.
Nobody knows it, but the coffee and muffin I am enjoying is the last meal I am going to have for a while, perhaps forever. It is paid for by the one group of people that I feel some camaraderie with, a group of people online that, for some reason, like my stories and ramblings. (Thank you)
The smiles on people's faces around me cause tears to well up in the corners of my eyes as they enjoy their togetherness. And the concept of sitting with someone, laughing for no reason other than being together, stabs me in the heart.
The world around me is mute, grey, devoid of colour, of feelings. I know that it's me, not them. Yet I cannot escape the sense of failure that has dogged my every step.
The reason why can be broken down into a number, twelve million.
That is the amount of money that I have lost over the past three years.
Once I had a thriving business, my company, which I had founded, was known as the consulting firm you came to if you wanted help sorting out your information systems. I had spent a lifetime building a career and identity around my business, but it had taken less than two years for one person to bring it down.
I'd known him since we were in our late teens; he was a friend who came to me when I needed help fixing a problem and stayed. I trusted him, so I gave him authority and access to clients, partners, and staff while I worked on more complex problems.
Reports were given, and when I noted our metrics slipping, the reports went back up, but the morale and the bank balance didn't. It all came to a head one day when he called and abused me after I walked away from him and his partner, as they caused a scene at a company event. The last time I spoke to him, he was suspended. I reported it to the company, and at that point, I had to do a damage assessment.
Everyone suddenly wanted to tell me why he was a problem, yet no one could do it when he was employed, as he was an imposing guy.
Staff walked away, partners shunned, clients blamed me, not the company.
Worse, they were right; it was my company, my responsibility, I had put trust where I should not have, so it was my mistake, my fault.
When it was all said and done, I gave my company away for nothing; worse, I was in a bad place when I did, and they worked it so I owed them money.
Racked with debt and with wages garnished, I had lost $12 million over three years, and my wife and I had given most of our savings from the past decade just to try to ensure that people were paid.
Skipping meals to save money. At work, I put on a happy face, no longer the boss, yet everyone still comes to me with problems.
At home, in private, my depression hit hard, my essential tremor would not stop, nor would the tears. I could not sleep, and when I did, it was fitful, trying to figure out how to get enough to pay the bills while still keeping my family from figuring things out.
The drugs, antidepressants, help, but they only mask what's underneath, blunting the edges, but I can still feel the maw of darkness that has established itself in my very soul.
As I typed the words, they felt real, a reflection of me,
I felt trapped. I knew I was passed depressive and that I was of no help to anyone.
In my safe at home, there were guns; they could bring things to a conclusion pretty quickly. But I hadn't touched them in eighteen months, so I'd need to maintain them first. Then I thought, no, my family might not get the payout.
Perhaps a bottle of whiskey and some painkillers, I'd have a buzz, then just go to sleep. I closed my eyes and shook my head. A lot could go wrong with that, and it may be worse for my family.
Perhaps... A car, an accident, something breaks, these things do happen...
"Excuse me," a warm baritone voice interrupted my thoughts. "Would you mind if I sat here?"
Looking around the café, I can see it is rather busy all of a sudden. While I want to be left alone, I could not deny the guy, so I nodded my head.
He placed his cup of coffee, along with a piece of heated banana bread, on the table. As he sat, I looked back at the screen of my iPad.
"You're looking intense there, big work email?" he asked.
I looked at him.
"It's a story of sorts," I replied.
I watched as his eyes lit up, a smile formed on his lips, and he pointed to the old wooden bookcase behind us.
"Ah," a writer, he chortled. "Written anything I would know?"
I shook my head.
"No," I replied, for some reason engaging with the guy. "I have self-published a few stories, but nothing that would ever be put into paperback or placed on a shelf."
The guy snorted, picked up his coffee and took a sip, smiling down into his cup. I will admit his entire vibe radiated positivity, something I had not felt in months.
"I love a good story," he told me. "I read a lot of them, the good ones always push the emotion, draw you in and make you feel a part of events."
I found myself nodding.
"Exactly," I told him, feeling just a little of the tension in my shoulders dissipate. "I love seeing the characters, their pain, their fall, but their rise again."
He smiled at me once more and put his hand forward.
"Gabe," he said as I grasped his hand.
"John," I replied.
"So what story are you working on, John?" he asked. "Is your protagonist beating back against the injustice of life, going James Bond, founding a nation or fighting against the odds to win the hand of the damsel in distress?"
I chortled with a laugh.
"No, though that is often part of my plots," I told Gabe. "And my stories are a lot more personal, more emotional... drama."
He raised another eyebrow.
"Throw me a title?"
I looked at him. I had never met anyone in real life who knew of my stories.
"Abandoned Rage," I said.
"No," he said, astonished. "Your John Other?"
I think my jaw must have unhinged for a moment as I could not speak.
"Um, yeah?" I managed to stumble out.
"I love your work," he told me. "Abandoned Rage, Parenthood, Through the Fire. All amazing works."
"Thank you," I replied bashfully.
"And I love what you're doing with Nuclear Family at the moment," he told me. "This version has so much more depth. And I hear you're also going to do a version 2 of Double or Nothing and Guilty Until Proven Innocent?"
He was looking at me with hope, his eyes bright, but the thought of spending the time to get each of those stories out hit me that it wouldn't happen, I wouldn't be here.
He must have sensed something.
"You okay there, John?" he asked, his joy turning to concern.
I looked away, towards a group of people who obviously worked together and were enjoying a coffee break. It reminded me that soon I would need to return to the office to keep working. But then I wondered if I should just go and be done with it.
I look at Gabe, and I have no idea why, but I told him the story, everything, from being one of the top consultancy firms in the country, running over thirty-five staff and a half dozen contractors, building solutions for businesses that made a difference, to losing it all within a short period of time just due to one word, trust. My reputation is in tatters, buried under mountains of debt, feeling isolated and just tired of it all.
I gave it all, nothing unvarnished, just truth, though I didn't tell him about what I was writing, even as my voice grew hoarse with the emotions I was feeling.
"What you wrote about hope now makes a lot more sense," he told me after I finished my confession. "You're broken, John, lost in a sea of self-doubt. Your confidence is gone, the foundations of trust eroded."
He looked at me as I nodded, trying not to cry in front of this almost total stranger.
"I'm guessing that is not some story about your main character overcoming the odds to win, is it?" he asked, his tone serious.
I shook my head ever so slightly.
"John," he said, and the way he said it, I suddenly felt like there were a dozen people around me, each laying a hand on my shoulder with well wishes and compassion. "Everyone would miss you if you were gone."
I looked at him, my eyes brimming with tears. I knew this was true, but it was not resonating with what was in my head.
"Think of the people who connect with your stories," he told me. "They have their own trials, and you bring them help with your words, your characters, and you have thousands of people around the world that read what you write."
"Think of Beth, of JJ, of Rose," he told me, citing my family. "Do you really think they would be better off without a father, without a husband?"
I shook my head as the tears flowed freely. Embarrassed by the scene I was making, but my eyes were blurry, and I couldn't see the people around me.
"And what about those of your staff that have stayed with you, what would it do to them, if you didn't come back?"
I closed my eyes and nodded, still not trusting my voice to say anything.
"John," Gabe said, making me open my eyes; his intense gaze felt like it was boring into my soul. "You have a lot more people on your side than you think. You may not feel it; indeed, it may take some time for you to break out of this. But they are there, and things will get better."
I went to find my voice and object, but he held up a hand and smiled.
"That is not some platitude, and I can tell you now from experience that you will never be the same again. There is no becoming the John of old; he is gone. This experience has altered you. But you are special, John. I know your family loves you, your friends care about you even if you don't see them often, and many of your workmates, even those who have left you, see you in a positive light. And then there are your readers..."
He paused once more, smiling at me.
"John, there have been great writers throughout history," Gabe commented. "Authors who write stories that have changed the world, and some that only change the hearts and minds of a few. However, do you know it doesn't matter if your stories reach thousands or even just a single person? The point is that they reach people."
He pointed at me and smiled.
"You have a gift, John. You look at the world differently than most people; you see the elements that come together to make a situation; you feel the heart of the matters you are writing about; and you draw us, your readers, into your stories, giving us a release from everyday life that is hard to find. You cannot take that away.
"A single person, John," he repeated. "If your writing, your work, or just being you can help a single person, it makes it all worth it. We live in a world where those who take far outnumber those who give, where self is more important, and where leaders of nations take more away as they plot for their own enrichment. And people like you, John, who put one foot in front of the other despite all of this, are becoming more and more rare. The world needs you more than ever to continue to be in everyone's lives, to write your stories, to just be the loving, giving man that you are."
Something about his words reached me. Perhaps it had been so long since someone had reinforced that I was doing something that a ray of light, dim as it felt, pierced the shell of gloom that seemed to surround my soul.
Gabe stood.
"I need to keep moving, but remember, John, it is no accident that you are who you are, and you are worth being here. One step, John, that's all it takes, take a step, no matter how small."
I looked away and smiled, feeling that he was right, perhaps my time was not yet done.
When I looked back, though, Gabe was gone; he had left me with a lot to think about and perhaps, just perhaps, a way forward.
[:::: FIN ::::]
It's not often that I use myself as the main character in my stories. I think 'Writing as a Loving Wife' was the only published story where I put myself in the MC role, and even then, it was more from my mind than from reality.
The first part of this story is 100% me; it was what was going through my head when I wrote it about 18 months ago, and it was what I was thinking and planning. It was the place where "Hope is a Heavy Word" came from, where my story "Pain" began, and, yes, I was truly contemplating an end to what was, actually, the second time in just under six weeks. There is a picture I took at the point where I wrote the first part; I believed it would be one of the final pictures I would take. All I saw was loss and no way out.
Now this is where the story diverges. I didn't have a stranger sit at my table and reinforce my self-worth. But when I went back into the office, I called someone I hadn't spoken to in a few years.
It was he who told me I was still worth something; he didn't tell me to get my head out of my ass, that shit happens and all the rest of the things that so many people had told me. It was he who told me that the world would be a better place with me in it, that Beth and the kids needed me, not the money that might come from an insurance payout.
I will forever be thankful that he took my call that day, as he may very well have saved my life, since he repeated many of the things Gabe told me in the story.
I've always said that I write these stories for me, and I do, and always will. But as I continue to write, I am also writing them for you. I write to them to ask if they might help you as much as they help me. And while my situation still sucks, I still have crushing debt, I still feel trapped at work, and I am still struggling to connect with my friends and family, I am still here, and I count that a victory.
If you can take nothing more from this within the story, though, no matter where you are, you matter. Life may still be kicking you in the balls, trying to push you down and break you. But you are needed, and the world would be in a far worse place without you. The sacrifices you make for your family, friends, and colleagues may go unacknowledged, but that should never diminish their worth. I'm still learning that myself.
Thanks all,
See you in the next story.
John Other
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This is just a short little story that has been kicking around in my head while I have been working on a larger project over the past week.
[:::: - ::::]
"Hey sweetie, how's my favourite daughter?" I heard my father's voice as I put my phone to my ear.
"Dad, I'm your only daughter," I replied.
"I know, I know," he chuckled. "Look, I just wanted to let you know that I am flying with your mother this weekend."
"Okay, Dad," I replied. "Did you need me to do anything?"
There was a pause for a moment, it was almost unnerving.
"I think I have taken care of most of it," he told me. "If I have missed anything, you'll figure it out."
"I love you, Dad," I said, no longer being able to hold in my tears.
"I love you, Tonni," my Dad said, the last words I ever heard him say.
Six months after the funeral, and I still listened to that voicemail daily. The sadness I had at the loss of my parents in the small plane crash still clawed at my heart.
The crash had been ruled as an accident, but I knew better.
When Dad told me he had taken care of most of it, he meant it. My father was a commercial pilot and order was his life. He would have checked the airframe, the wheels, and each instrument reading twice before he and my mother ever took to the skies.
As their only child, I received a very decent payout from the insurance companies. My aunts and uncles, cousins and friends rallied around me. They helped me with the paperwork, my boyfriend spent a week with me both directly after their deaths and then the week following the funeral.
Around me was a cocoon of love, but I felt nothing but emptiness as I held the letter in my hand.
It was handwritten in my father's messy but defined handwriting.
"Toni,
If you're reading this, then you have likely received the payout from the insurance companies. If you have not, then please, do me a favour and put this letter away for the moment.
There has likely been a in the back of your mind as to what I hope they are calling an accident. You know me, I taught you everything I know about flying, and you are one of the better pilots that I have had the privilege to train.
What happened was planned, and only you and I know the truth.
See Toni, I am dying.
But it's nothing as simple as that; it is the rare strain of both Hepatitis C and HIV that your mother has given me. I didn't know until three months ago that she had been cheating on me until I felt poorly.
After numerous tests, it turns out that I have been infected for around six months, yet my body has only just started showing symptoms as the rare strain did its insidious work.
I was told that I had perhaps six months to live, perhaps a year if I took the right drugs. Your mother, though, had sought treatment early, but never told me; from what I know, she has only a couple of years longer than I do, thanks to the ravages of both these diseases.
I have had a P.I. follow her for six weeks, and the report noted that she was having unprotected sex with at least three men during that time. Worse, from what I was told, this had been going on for years. Apparently, she loves me, but I am boring.
I loved your mother, Toni, loved her with everything I had, and her betrayal has cut so much deeper than I thought possible. Even now, as I write this, I am besotted by that love, that I wish I could switch off but can't.
So, I've made my plans, I'm going out of my terms, and I am sorry, but I am taking your mother with me. I'm planning on talking to her on the flight; perhaps she will admit it, perhaps she won't. I may forgive her, I may not. But it will be the end for us.
In our wills, I have ensured that everything is left to you. After our debts are paid, you should have a nice nest egg left over.
I am sorry to do this; however, I feel that your mother left me no choice.
The reason I hugged you so hard and so long last time, the reason I left you that voicemail when I couldn't get you, was that I love you so much.
I hope one day you can forgive me for taking both your mother and myself.
Please also never show this letter to anyone; if you must keep it, keep it safe.
You will be my final thought, forever in my heart.
Fly free!
Your father
Gerald Other
I cried as I had never cried before, when I first read the note, then I found the P.I. report.
While I loved my mother, I was always a daddy's girl, following him into his love of flying planes until I was a commercial pilot flying around the country. Between Daddy and me, we had bought a light plane, and I was surprised that Dad had rented one instead of taking ours out that day; now I knew why.
The letter had a part of my love grow cold for my mother, and then, when I read the P.I. report and my father's medical records, I couldn't help it; I cursed the woman who gave birth to me. She had taken my father away from me, piece by piece, first giving him incurable diseases, then her disgusting bedroom talk with her lovers and lastly, making my father feel he had no other way out.
[:::: - ::::]
"Hey sweetie, how's my favourite daughter?" I heard my father's voice as I put my phone to my ear.
"Dad, I'm your only daughter," I replied.
"I know, I know," he chuckled. "Look, I just wanted to let you know that I am flying with your mother this weekend."
"Okay, Dad," I replied. "Did you need me to do anything?"
There was a pause that was almost unnerving.
"I think I have taken care of most of it," he told me. "If I have missed anything, you'll figure it out."
"I love you, Dad," I said, no longer being able to hold in my tears.
"I love you, Tonni," my Dad said.
Playing the voicemail and looking at his grave, I kissed the headstone.
"Dad," I told him. "I'd like to introduce you to your grandson, Gerald, named after his grandfather."
My son was only a few months old and didn't understand, but as I looked at him, I could see he had my father's eyes.
"I'm going to make sure he knows all about you," I told him.
Then I turned to my mother's grave stone.
"I still don't forgive you for taking my father away," I told my mother. "Perhaps one day, and I will not introduce you to my son until I can."
I looked at both their headstones and sighed.
"I do miss you both," I told my parents' graves.
With that, I turned around and walked back to my car, securing baby Gerald into his car seat and heading home. My husband, an air force pilot, would be home in a week, and we planned to fly the family plane north for a few days.
He is the only one besides me who knows the truth of what happened and supports me in my actions, never saying anything for or against. He never questions me when I play the years-old recording, and never once questioned my choice of name for our son.
Love you, Dad!


        