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Chapter 1 


Saturday, 15th January 2022, Bangkok

Despite my emotional exhaustion, it took four large bourbons and another four hours of alone time torment before I finally slept.

Six hours later, a hot shower, a high-quality buffet breakfast, and I was going through the strangest feeling of déjà vu.

Staring at my phone, nervously looking at the word ‘Lizzy,’ I sat on the fence as to whether or not I should call the woman I’d spent virtually all of my adult life with.  That was just how crazy and screwed up things had gotten.

In the end, I delayed fifteen minutes. Partly because I wanted her to chase me for a change (that was the least I was owed), and partly because giving her the chance to start showing how genuinely regretful she was really felt like the right thing to do.

But when no call came, my need for connection (to see last night’s earnest need for forgiveness again and to know she was still behaving) overtook me, and I dialed.

No pick-up, and no pick-up when I dialed back five minutes later, nor when I dialed a third and final time.

Now thirty minutes past our scheduled check-in time, my emotions were all over the place. Part of me wanted to feel angry—to shout, ‘Damn you, Lizzy … that’s it … you asked for one more chance, and here we are, only hours later, and you’re already breaking your word to me.’

But her breaking her word, playing with Irons, and playing at the club just didn’t sit right with how she’d been last night, how desperate she’d been to rebuild, to make things right. Lizzy could be fickle, but not that fickle!

So my brain started hunting around for other, more innocent explanations. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who’d been feeling exhausted. Lizzy’s energy levels were depleted by a week with the kids. Depleted by all the sexual excesses on Tuesday night, being the target for the sexual demands of so many horny biker thugs. And on top of that, there was the emotional exhaustion of worrying about me finding out, and then what had happened when I did find out!

So maybe the explanation was as innocent as she’d allowed herself a short nap when she got home from school Friday evening and was so beat that she’d overslept through our call time.

Despite all the dangers I knew existed and how many times she’d already let me down, I honestly thought this was a more likely explanation than an Irons-inspired relapse.

Other possible explanations—a dead battery, an urgent request for help with Rachel Jr., school overrunning, or a friend needing help—they were also all feasible.

I toyed with asking Ted to pop over but decided that would be both too embarrassing and would throw off a vibe of weak-looking, unmanly desperation. Not a look I aimed for in front of a guy like Ted, no matter how much I knew he loved me and the rest of our (his?) brood.

So in the end, I waited it out. Texted her to call me, adding that otherwise we could talk at our normal Bangkok evening/Charleston morning slot.

Saturday evening Bangkok, Lizzy’s Saturday morning breakfast time, still no call from her, still no pickup when I called her. Now I was seriously starting to panic. None of the innocent explanations I’d conjured worked for Lizzy still being totally non-responsive all the way up into the middle of Saturday morning. Especially after the nature of the last call we’d had … when she’d promised regular contact and knew the risks she was taking by staying off the grid. (Not to mention the fact she had to know I’d be going out of my mind with fear.)

I decided to give her a couple more hours, but as Saturday night turned into Sunday morning for me, I knew I had to call Ted. I was going out of my mind, and any news was better than no news. If Lizzy had fallen off the wagon, then it was better to know it now so that I could start the process of grieving.

Ted popped over while I stayed on the line.

The news wasn’t good. Lizzy’s car was there, but there was no sign of her at all, and Caitlin had no idea where her mom was. “Maybe she had a few drinks with some of her teacher friends, decided to let her hair down after a long week, and crashed at their place …”

To Caitlin, that made perfect sense. To me, I'd have loved to have believed it. It explained her not being home when her car was there, but it explained nothing about her continued radio silence.

Ted called Irons; no answer. The same with KK. So he headed over to the clubhouse while I waited anxiously for his arrival and update.

“It’s not looking good, Jim … there’s hardly anyone here at the clubhouse, just a couple of oldies who clean and keep a lookout … they said the whole club headed out to some bike fest or other … and that they thought Lizzy went with them … but they weren’t totally sure …”

Ted wasn’t one to sugarcoat things. Nor was he one to coddle or give false hope. A lifetime in the Marine Corps will do that to a man. But when he saw my face crumple in on itself as my whole world collapsed, he broke every rule he had.

“Look, Jim … I know how this looks, but I also know Lizzy, how much she loves you … so don’t jump to any conclusions until you know what’s really happened here …

“Let me call in some favors … I might be retired, but I still have some friends who can ping and triangulate her phone, so we can find out if the oldies are right and she really went with the club … or whether Caitlin’s right and she’s just sleeping it off with friends … Once we know that, we can work out what to do …

“Okay, Jim … okay, Jim?!”

He had to shout a second time before I broke out of my shock and nodded in the affirmative.

The next few hours were the most difficult hours in my entire life—even worse than when I was a kid on the day I found out my dad was leaving us.

I was torn in so many different directions. Part of me trying to cling to the hope Ted had offered—that there might be an explanation other than the obvious one. Part of me wanted to sob and bawl at my own stupidity and my huge role in allowing the destruction of our love and marriage. And part of me wanted to scream at the moon in rage and find anything and anyone to punch and kick—blaming Lizzy, blaming my stupid fucking company, blaming Simon for his first lustful advances. And most of all, blaming Irons and vowing revenge, if it took me to my last dollar and breath to visit the same pain on him that he’d caused me.

My call with Ted after he’d spoken to the clubhouse oldies had finished at around two in the morning for me, and I can’t have managed more than a few minutes of fitful sleep before I was showering, scarfing down breakfast, and calling him.

“Any news, Ted?”

“Patience, Jim … I know you’re going out of your mind, but these things take time … I promise, as soon as my friends come back with any info, I’ll be straight on the phone …”

Three hours later, it was a glum-looking Ted who called me back.

“My buddy tracked her phone,” he said. “You won’t like it.”

“Just tell me.”

“Interstate. She’s two states away, in the middle of Florida, down near Daytona. There's a big ten-day biker party that meets there every year, ‘Smokeout on the Beach,’ it’s called, on the edge of the Tiger Bay Forest. My buddy says half the country’s bike gangs seem to be there.”

“And Lizzy’s definitely there?” I squawked, my throat so taut I was barely able to speak.

“Yes … she’s definitely there …”

Something in how Ted said ‘definitely’ hit my antenna, and not in a good way.

“Is it her phone that’s there, Ted … or do you know more? Do your buddies know more, that Lizzy’s definitely there, not just her phone …”

Ted was a man rarely lost for words, but he was now, staring at me, a look of pity in his eyes as he tried to find the right words, the least bad words, to tell me what he had to tell me.

“Jim, I’m so sorry,” Ted finally said, voice suddenly tender. “There's no easy way to say this … there are videos, videos of Lizzy … they’re posting them right now, on some kind of Dark Web, invite-only pay site …”

He let the news sink in before adding what we both knew was coming next.

“My buddy sent me the link and codes … do you want to see?”

No.

Yes.

Fuck, I didn’t know!

Did I want tickets to the gallows … a ticket to watch the end of my own universe?

“Yes, send it.” There was no real choice. Not seeing it wouldn’t magically bring Lizzy back. Wouldn’t magically undo all the terminal damage of the last few months.

Once I’d installed the special Tor browser, my fingers were shaking so much and my arms felt so weak that it took me five attempts before I got both the address and the password right. And when I did, I immediately wished I hadn’t.

Having seen Lizzy’s Thanksgiving bukkake performance, having seen her gangbanged twice, I honestly thought there was nothing I could see that would shock me anymore. Weird and sad as it may sound, I honestly thought I was just tuning in to confirm that it was indeed Lizzy there, and to give myself the absolute certainty of her final betrayal so that I could start the traumatic and painful process of grieving and moving on.

But the scene that bit-by-bit started unfolding in front of my disbelieving eyes hit me in ways that shocked and surprised me way beyond what I was expecting.

The link took me to a site that loaded to a black homepage covered in scrolling banners and animated skulls. A video window sat dead center, already queued. It was titled “Our School Dreams: Making a Real Teacher into the Biker Whore She Always Wanted to Be. Exclusive. A Lonestar Production.”

They have chosen an accurate but crap name, but the moment the first frame appeared, I knew they were trying for a thought-provoking, provocative opener before reeling out what their customers really wanted.

The first scene was an overhead drone shot, shaky and loud, showing the perimeter of the festival. Showing a large area of RVs, tents, and bonfires before the drone dropped down and zoomed in on a more remote, heavily wooded part of the site. Showing a forest clearing you’d only find if you knew it was there and knew where to look, a clearing whose center contained a makeshift stage built from plywood and cinder blocks.

The clock in the screen’s corner showed we were watching in real-time, ten p.m. for them and ten a.m. for me, the clearing was lit only with the most rudimentary of lighting to help the drone’s camera pick out the throng of denim- and leather-clad men milling around the edge of the open-air stage, as if they were waiting for a show to start.

No sooner had I processed this information than the drone feed was almost blinded as two powerful banks of floodlights lit up the open-air stage. This being the cue for the drone to lift higher and slowly bank away towards the coast.

I was just wondering ‘WTF’ when my question was answered by a new ground-based feed that must have been right up on the stage.

Lizzy.

There was my Lizzy, up there center stage. All by herself. All by herself except for the contraption that restrained her.

I’d thought there was nothing left that they could do to shock me. I’d thought I was beyond shock, desensitized to any new monstrosities the bikers might dream up to inflict on Lizzy.

How wrong could I have been?

Lizzy was alone on the open-air stage under the harsh neon light of the two banks of show lights. She was alone, but she was powerless to do anything because she stood there, her arms and legs stretched tight and wide inside a heavy black metal frame. Her body pulled into a perfect, helpless X. Legs and arms attached to manacles attached by steel wires that had been ratcheted tight at the points they joined the two vertical legs and the single heavy-gauge overhead beam.

Fuck, the bastards had even secured her neck with a similar device so that no part of her body or head could be free to move by more than an inch or two.

Not satisfied with that, the bastards had dressed Lizzy in a stereotypical and hyper-revealing “sexy teacher” outfit: a cruel joke that matched with the title that had shown on the black screen. The outfit comprised a sheer white bra top that barely contained her large boobs, with a silly and disconnected crisp white collar and black necktie to emphasize the teacher vibe. A vibe they emphasized even more by pairing it with a tiny black-and-white pinstriped skirt that barely covered her ass, and which left plenty of thigh showing before the black fishnets kicked in as they led down to the six-inch black hooker pumps they’d put on her feet.

I’d never been brave enough to dabble, but even to a non-BDSM guy like me, in purely sexual and physical terms, it was a hugely erotic scene.

But this wasn’t purely sexual and physical. This was my wife. My wife who just moments ago I’d been doubting and starting to mourn—thinking she’d once again chosen Irons and the MC club over me.

But seeing her trussed up like that, every instinct in me told me this wasn’t something she was doing voluntarily.

I recalled how less than two days ago she’d begged me to give her and our marriage one last chance. Remembering how intently she’d begged, remembering her panicked look when she thought it was over, and now seeing this … I was as sure as I could be that nothing about this was voluntary as far as Lizzy was concerned.

Fuck, that contraption, the way those wires and manacles had her held, it looked damned painful … the most involuntary thing in the whole wide world. Her arms were yanked high and wide, metal cuffs locked around her wrists and chained to the top pulleys. Her ankles spread wide and secured by similar pulleys at the base of the vertical legs, and a thick black collar around her throat connected to the overhead bar, forcing her chin up. Her body completely immobilized and exposed, totally at their mercy.

Appearing out of the shadows thrown by the theater lights, I saw two men amble onto the stage and take up positions behind my trussed wife.

KK I recognized immediately, but it took seconds before I recognized the other biker. Had I seen him recently … the video links, or from the Thanksgiving evening … no, it came back to me, four months back, the night Roxy reluctantly allowed the club’s Texan visitors to run a train on her … Carlos, fucking Carlos …

It was all suddenly slipping into place—but not in a good way. The black title screen… Lonestar Productions… Carlos, president of the Lonestar Vets biker gang … KK talking to an unknown person on the video link Roxy had pirated towards Ted… KK was talking as if he was trying to sell something … or, more accurately, sell someone …

That was why there was a Dark Web pay link … why there were two banks of TV-quality lights … that was why all the bikers were milling about in front of the stage, the stage where my wife was trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey …

Trussed up while I was thousands of miles away and unable to do a damned thing. A thought that seared through my brain as Carlos nodded at KK and he moved to stand right in front of Lizzy, holding her already restrained head in his vice-like grip. His face half-looking at her and half-looking at the camera.

“Mrs. Lizzy Sharp … you, Lizzy, you are a fucking riddle … a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma … by day, you’re the sweetest woman on earth … the biggest heart, teaching and loving all those little kids in school. But by night—and there can really be no doubt about this, we’ve all seen the video proof, you break all your promises to your sad-sack hubby and run around loving every moment as my biker crew gangfucks you over and over again …

“Well, us bikers are fraternal, loving people … good people, so … as you love biker dick so much … well, we thought it would be selfish to keep that sweet pussy of yours all to ourselves … so, we thought we’d bring you here to share you with the Biker Nation …”

With that, Carlos stepped forward from behind Lizzy and took over from his partner-in-crime.

“Lizzy, Lizzy, Lizzy,” he sighed, looking her in the eye as she trembled at what was coming next. “Right from that first night we met … I’d much rather have run a train on you … but we had to make do with Roxy, coz my pals Irons and KK were still breaking you in … showing you your real self …”

There was a loud ripping noise as Carlos ripped the middle fabric of Lizzy’s sheer white bra top so her big boobs spilled out … despite the terrified, haunted look on her face, her nipples somehow proud and swollen.

“Please, guys, please, just let me go … I don’t want this, don’t want any of it,” she pleaded and begged, but all she got in return was scorn and even more worry.

“You say that, Mrs. Sharp, but how many times did you say the same, only to let KK and his boys fuck the shit out of you … and always, always, you came back for more …

“And, Mrs. Sharp … look at those nips of yours … which should I believe? Your lying, skanky mouth, or what your body’s telling me?”

The hundreds of bikers surrounding the stage hooted and jeered, many of them lighting up the night sky with their own personal recordings as the first of their number climbed up onto the stage. Climbed up and created the most surreal of moments as he pulled a set of steps and a wooden platform to the left of Lizzy before he climbed up on the platform, unzipped and rubbed his cock across her lips, for a few seconds, enjoying Lizzy’s desperate efforts to turn her head away, before losing patience and forcing her head back and open as he thrust himself deep into her throat.

With KK and Carlos standing like two generals at the side, a fourth man came onto the stage and yanked her short, pinstriped skirt off with one rip. She wore no panties, so his hands could easily spread her ass wide, much to the whooping enjoyment of the crowd standing behind the stage.

Until now Lizzy’s expression had been one of panicked desperation. But that wasn’t what Lonestar Productions or the baying pack of bikers wanted. So man number three used one hand to hold Lizzy’s head super-still while his other hand held white powder under her nose as he pushed on her diaphragm so she was forced to take two long, deep snorts of coke.

The effect was almost instant. Lizzy was immediately more energized, even if for now that energy was still directed at resistance, as man number three—coke now administered—forced his cock even deeper and more brutally into her throat, his fist wrapped in her hair to make sure she took it. For a moment, Lizzy choked, her face purpling. Man three let her breathe, then went back in.

Man number four, the guy who’d spread her ass cheeks wide, spat on her asshole and shoved two fingers in, working them around as the crowd of bikers howled.

The camera shifted, following a fifth anonymous biker as he took position in front of her, pushing his cock into her pussy, and after a dozen hard thrusts, man four stood behind her and replaced his fingers by shoving his cock into her ass.

Lizzy howled, or tried to, but her mouth was still stuffed full of man three.

That was the start of it. Different men—there wasn’t exactly a shortage of them—moved in rotation, never letting up—always one in her mouth, one in her ass, and one in her pussy, changing places every few minutes, whenever one of them had shot his load.

Her body fought them at first—muscles tensed, hands clawing the air. But by the end of the first fifteen minutes, she was spent and limp, all fight gone.

I knew she hated it. But biology is biology. Just as her swollen nipples had betrayed her, so sometimes her eyes rolled back, sometimes she looked right into the camera, pupils huge, tears streaming and came.

They didn’t let her rest. The crowd, the men, seemed to be a non-stop conveyor belt.

When they were absolutely sure she had no energy left to resist, Lonestar Productions president allowed her to be untrussed. She was given the luxury of seeing to her limbs and sinews, checking they were all still functional, before new Lonestar hands grabbed her and rolled her onto her back.

Porn always needs variety, so now instead they used a bed so the  three new men could take her in a more conventional posture: one in her mouth and two sharing her from below, one in her pussy and one in her ass.

By now, she was totally covered in sweat, saliva, and semen, her makeup smeared and streaked in a Halloween mask of depravity. But however used she looked, the bikers were just getting started; the line at the edge of the stage seemed to have no end.

On and on it went. Men jeered, threw beer cans as they waited their turn, spat on her, and fucked her as hard as they could when they finally got their turn. They took her every which way, sometimes two or three at a time. Her body was just a thing to them.

And all the time Carlos and KK just stood there guiding the traffic.

When the last man finished, they left her on the platform, leaking, used up. The camera zoomed in for a final shot: Lizzy, lying on her side, mouth open, cum drooling out, tears mixing with the rest, and her hand reaching weakly for the lens.

But KK beat her to it, grabbing it and leaning into the camera as he taunted me, “Told you she’d never be able to stop, Jimbo! She’s ours now… you had your chance, you blew it!”

“Jim, I’m sorry,” she whispered, somehow making herself heard around KK’s gloating face and the noise of the crowd, who seemed to be warming themselves up for round two.

I sat there for a long time, staring at the frozen image. I honestly don’t think I’d ever loved Lizzy more. She needed me, and there was nothing in her face or her words to say she’d wanted any of this.

Yes, she’d made mistakes.  And I’d certainly made them in spades. But right now she was alone and in a sea of baying, feral, hungry animals. She needed me. I needed Ted. Fuck Mr. Fung, fuck the company. I was on the next plane to Florida. Praying that somehow between me and Ted we could make this thing right.


Chapter 2 


Saturday, 15th January 2022, Bangkok

I spent most of my day-long journey home beating myself up for not being there when Lizzy needed me. Sure, I was doing it for our family’s future, but I should have been smarter than to fly back to Bangkok after what had happened before Christmas. Putting my faith in Lizzy’s ability to resist Irons’ wiles … How’d that work out for you, Jim?

The only time I didn’t beat myself up was the second half of the leg from Hong Kong to LAX … the time a large dose of booze helped me to sleep, my reasoning being I needed at least some rest if I was to be any use to Lizzy when I finally touched down at Orlando on Monday morning, where Ted and I would rendezvous.

While I was flying back, now that we knew where Lizzy was, Ted was going to make the five-hour drive from Charleston to the biker party and see how he could help Lizzy.

He’d been straight with me; even though he and KK went way back, he wasn’t sure what he could or couldn’t achieve. “Jim, my pull’s pretty limited … I’m not patched in; I’m really just a friend of the club … and now the Texans and the Dark Knights are working together to make money out of Lizzy, then I’ve got even less influence … whatever KK does or doesn’t owe me, he can’t afford to lose face or give up club money for an outsider … however far we go back …”

How many times had those words resonated in my head through my long hours of sleepless introspection? Not an overly religious man, I lost track of how many prayers I offered during those flights.

Making money from Lizzy… God, they were the words I hated hearing the most. It made me feel so weak and powerless … made me realize just how badly I’d failed Lizzy. Made me feel worthless as a man … allowing these bikers to visually prostitute the woman I loved … who knows how much money they were making from selling access to the sexual degradation and defilement of Lizzy as she performed in their two-club biker gangbang.

Fuck! What had happened to him? He looked like shit—one eye was barely open, all swollen and red. His bottom lip was puffy and split, a purpled bruise climbed his jaw, and his knuckles were taped in white medical tape. It was the face of a boxer after twelve rounds with someone who outmatched him... and I’m ashamed to admit that rather than thinking about Ted’s suffering, I was thinking about how this was a bad signal in terms of progress with KK for Lizzy.

He didn’t say hello. Just handed me a cup.

“Drink it, you’ll need it,” he said, pulling me towards the nearby Starbucks, thankfully quiet enough at seven on a Monday morning that we easily found a corner booth away from listening ears.

“Ted, what the fuck happened, man? You look like shit!”

Ted ignored it. “You eat anything since you left Bangkok?”

“I don’t remember.”

He nodded, the way he did when he was getting ready to deliver bad news. “You want it all, or you want to piece it out?”

“Give me all of it,” I said. “Just don’t fuck around.”

He let out a long, slow breath, rubbed the bridge of his nose. “Lizzy’s not home. She’s away from the festival, but she’s at a local clubhouse with the Lonestar Vets for the next week …"

I looked at him incredulously …

“Why the fuck not back home? What about your pals in law enforcement? The last time I saw Lizzy, she was apologizing to me, and any half-sane cop or Fed looking at that feed had to know she was being forced to do all this shit … forced against her will. I mean, fuck … she’d actually been bound and trussed … what more evidence do they need?”

“It’s not as simple as that, Jim,” Ted sighed, “after you stopped watching … Lizzy became a whole lot more cooperative … and she did something really dumb … she trusted Irons ...”

I was lost for words. If this was Ted explaining quickly and directly, I was so confused, missing so many pieces; a frightening amount of other shit must have happened in the day plus that I’d been flying.

“Go on …” I whispered, physically trembling and fearful of what new horrors Ted was about to share.

“Okay, after you stopped watching, they gave her a rest, fed her some more coke … then the killer, they told her that they’d killed the cameras so she didn’t have to worry about her actions or words hurting you, that she could just be her real self …

“Then when she was high and Irons and KK had fucked her real good, Lizzy did something really stupid … when Irons told her that you’d been lying to her about hating the party games, that secretly you still loved watching her, Lizzy believed him … she believed him when he told her that she could have you and be his old lady at the club, she believed him …

“Jim, they really played her … really did a number on her … the whole thing was a set-up … I managed to talk to Roxy; she explained that she’s two months pregnant and that the moment Roxy shared this with Lizzy, KK told her the club had arranged with the Lonestar Vets that the two clubs would run a train on her like back in September … only this time, with the whole pregnancy angle, the Lonestar Vets would put it out as one of their regular Dark Web sex shows and split the money with the Knights …

“Lizzy was shit scared Roxy might lose the baby, especially as she had a miscarriage before … that’s the only reason she went to Daytona, to try and protect Roxy …

Ted’s swollen eye had now fully closed over as he continued explaining how things had gotten so fucked up, his voice as pained and weary as his face.

“Roxy wasn’t in on it; they played her as well … this whole thing was the classic ‘bait and switch’ … they used Roxy as bait and then, instead of plastering Roxy all over the internet, they put Lizzy up on stage and switched it to make her the main star of their sick show …

“Those sick bastards, those Lonestar boys … makes me ashamed to call them vets … guns, drugs, and now tricking women like Lizzy into drugs and making hardcore porn with zero consent or agreement …

Looking at Ted’s bruised, bloodied face, my emotions were reeling … I’d been shocked into silence, but I sensed he wasn’t done yet; he had more shocking news …

“Jim, you saw the way she resisted when they switched her in for Roxy … but what you didn’t see was later, with the booze and drugs, all those hands and cocks, they slowly broke her down …

“After she’d rested and Irons and KK had each had sex with her in a much more gentle, tender way, she was super-suggestible … which was when Irons gaslit her, telling her she could have your love and also  his old lady at the club … the best of both worlds … you and love … him and all the raw, taboo sex she could ever want …

Ted’s register dropped. Looking at me with total pity, he hunched in, putting his hand on my shoulder. “Jim, I hate to be the one to tell you, but she said ‘yes’ … yes, that she wanted you and also wanted to be Irons’ official old lady at the club …”

“You’re fucking lying … fucking lying!” I screamed at him, smashing his hand away from my shoulder.

That look of pity again, he knew how I was hurting and ignored my anger. “Jim, I saw it with my own eyes … not once, but twice, it was live, part of their sick show … maybe it would help if I showed you the feed?”

No, it fucking would not!

The last thing I needed to see right now was some mumbo-jumbo, deepfake AI bullshit … good enough to take in an old but gullible warrior like Ted, but which a systems guy like me would see through in a flash …

There was a long silence. We just stared at each other. Ted’s expression telling me he still had more to tell... to tell me about how things had played out after he’d bought this big lie they’d sold him and the rest of the internet.

“So, once Lizzy had said that, in biker law, everything changes … that’s the way it is in the biker world … they don’t need a ceremony or anything, she’s said it … that’s all that counts for them, she’s said she wants to be Irons' old lady …”

I could have argued the point, told Ted it was all just AI shit, but what was the point? Ted didn’t get Teach. He understood the world of AR16s, Brownings and Barretts … not the world of made-up PC bullshit that needs forensic pushback.

So despite my disbelieving anger, I zipped my mouth and let him carry on telling me what it all meant … Lizzy’s deepfaked, filmed wish to be my wife and also Irons' official MC old lady... nodding my head for him to continue.

“It changed everything, Jim … it meant that when I finally managed to get to talk to KK, even though the fucker owes me for pulling him back just before that sniper would have blown his head off in Iraq, there was a limit to what he could do for me ...

“In the biker world, as soon as she said that, she belongs to Irons … not exactly PC, but she becomes Irons’ property … so all I could get KK to sign off on was that the deal with the Lonestar Vets would be a little less public … and that you and Irons would both get a shot at getting Lizzy to say who she really wanted to be with …”

Information overload !!!

What the fuck just happened to my whole universe?

I gawked at Ted like he was speaking an unfathomable language, waiting for him to explain… I felt like the dumbest kid in class, I just didn’t understand.

“The festival lasts ten days … all next week, the Lonestar boys had been planning on putting Lizzy up on stage and broadcasting her nightly gangbang to the four corners of the world … they’d probably have pulled in a hundred K plus …

“It cost him, coz he was the one who sold Lizzy to them for the week, but KK managed to persuade them to make it a little more private … ‘Prego’ Roxy is back on center stage… Lizzy, they’ll just share her feeds from a clubhouse they’ve rented just outside Orlando …”

Oh great! So that’s what counts as victory in our newly disastrous world, Ted. Strike one for us! We managed to move Lizzy off Prime Time and onto a much quieter PBS slot! Yay, win for us …

But Ted’s leathery, jowly face still had more good news to impart.

“And when Lizzy’s fulfilled the club’s revised commitments to their Texan brothers, then she’ll spend a week just with Irons before you two can see each other … then she has to choose …”

Oh great! My life just keeps on getting better and better!

I really was in information overload phase … my brain wanted to shout out, ‘Choose what?’ but I was so swamped with new info that all I could do was stare at Ted and wonder what other bombshells he was gonna hit me with … coz that nervous face of his said he still wasn’t done …

“Choose what?” I finally asked, feeling foolish even to ask.

“Choose between you and Irons,” he said, voice even lower, leathery old face scrunched up, feeling my pain.

“What the fuck! She’s my wife! It’s me she loves! Irons is just a big dick who fucks her … gives her the club and all that … Lizzy and me is reality … Irons, the club, that’s just a game while I’m away …”

He paused, letting the information sink in; he knew I needed time to process before he continued.

“Look, Jim … I know it’s hard … but Irons, the club, they’ve sunk their claws pretty deep … how many times did Lizzy tell you she’s done with the club? But somehow, she always ends up going back… All they need to do is give her a little push; she does the rest …”

More silence … more soak time for me … Ted’s wise old eyes holding mine, forcing me to stay silent, forcing me to think about what he said … however much it was the last thing on earth I wanted to think about.

“So, like I say, the rest of the festival, Lizzy will be in the Orlando clubhouse … then a week just with Irons … then you get to see her on neutral turf. Then she has to take a week—club rules—to make sure that she’s sure … then she chooses …”

Ted was finally done; now he was watchful, eyes hawk-like for my response, studying every micro-reaction…

And what was my response?

Panic, denial, rejection … this was all fucking insane, so insane! I felt like a man looking in on someone else’s dream … a fever dream, the world’s worst nightmare. Just one day ago I’d seen Lizzy, seen the fight in her, heard her tell me she was sorry … a sign that she still loved me, still thought of me, that their power over her was only temporary.

Yet somehow Ted was now telling me that was all irrelevant. That because a drunk, high Lizzy had told the club she wanted to be Irons’ old lady, the whole world had changed … and yet Ted was presenting this as some kind of victory … one I’d only been granted because twenty years ago Ted had saved KK’s ass …

He saw my reaction in my face—how could he not? His own response? A single sentence of explanation. Explaining and crushing hope in one brief, life-changing, hopeless sentence.

“No point fighting it, Jim … you and Lizzy can’t undo what you did … and you don’t wanna fuck with these guys … fuck with them, they fuck you and everyone in your entire world … the Orlando clubhouse, Lizzy getting a choice rather than just being Irons’ chattel property, that’s the most I could get …”

Fuck! What a world! What a choice!

Correction. That was precisely what Ted was telling me. I had no choices here.

The game was done. The music was finished, and I was holding precisely zero cards.

The only people holding cards were Lizzy and Irons. Irons, who got to make sure Lizzy got two more weeks of the life he was offering, two more weeks with no influence from me, two more weeks to sink his talons even deeper. And Lizzy, who, when Irons was done, had been granted a one-time-only offer to renounce her earlier vow to be Irons’ old lady.

I finished the coffee, set the cup on the table, and looked at my hands, shaking so badly I had to clasp them to make them stop.

Ted stood, wincing as he shifted weight onto his right leg, evidently another, less obvious casualty from his altercation with the bikers.

“Let’s get you home. I’ll drive.”

“No way! If Lizzy’s here in Orlando, that’s where I want to be … last time, I wasn’t here when she needed me … I ain’t making that mistake again …”

Ted looked at me, his wheels spinning in thought. Me being close meant nothing in practice. What was I going to do? Sweet talk him into giving me the clubhouse address? Buy some guns and ammo, storm the place like some Charles Bronson vigilante? Get myself killed?

But he saw and understood my emotional needs, so we headed for a local motel. The first few miles in silence, both of us lost in thought.

It was only when we parked up that either of us finally spoke. Ted put a hand on my shoulder and squeezed.

“We’ll get her back …”

I didn’t answer. I just stared at the sad loneliness of the empty parking lot and wondered how the hell I was gonna get through the next two weeks.


Chapter 3 


Sunday, 16th January 2022, Orlando, FL

In that single, short Starbucks conversation, before I’d even realized it, I went through three of the five stages of trauma—Denial, Anger, Bargaining.

What followed over the next few days was some small echoing back to denial and bargaining, a whole lot echoing back to anger—followed finally by depression and acceptance.

I paid for two adjacent motel suites for Ted and me. He admitted his national security pals knew the location where they were holding Lizzy but refused to share it in case I did anything stupid. All he’d do was reassure me that our hotel was less than an hour away, which did give me some comfort.

After a hot shower, some food, and some more strong coffee, I just about had the strength to head into Ted’s suite and ask some of the questions I’d been too stunned to ask before. First up, my desperate hope that what Lizzy supposedly had said was all some AI deepfake bullshit.

When I raised this with Ted, before I’d even finished, he held up a hand, cutting me off.

“I saw the feed, Jim. I saw every minute of it,” he murmured, a flash of pity in his eyes. “Lizzy was high; she was blitzed, but the words did come out of her mouth. It wasn’t AI. I may be old, Jim, but before I retired, I was taught the clues to look for … so trust me when I tell you that was real … real and something that changes the rules … something the biker world holds sacred.”

As his words forced me slowly towards acceptance, depression set in. Shaking my head, I blinked back the burn in my eyes. “Ted, she’s going to leave me for him, isn’t she?”

Ted shrugged, a little too hard. “Jim, I’m not going to make false promises … but truthfully, you still got hope … she still loves you; she doesn’t love Irons, but he gives her something different … and Irons has been grooming her for months …”

“Why didn’t you stop it? You're an ex-Marine, right? You could have stopped it…”

The words were out of my mouth before I realized it. Ted’s patience with his stupid, cuckolded neighbor finally boiled over, his fist slamming down on the table.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” he hissed. “Don’t you dare put this on me!”

“I went out there. You see this?” He poked his split lip and closed eye. “Irons and the others nearly broke my face. If it wasn’t for KK, I’d be in the ER or six feet underground!”

Apologizing, feeling like shit for my behavior and powerlessness, my suffering pointed me in another direction, as I tried to understand.

“Why is Irons doing this?”

Ted winced, working out how honest to be, how strong I was to hear the truth … sighing before laying extra weight on my shoulders.

“He wants to break you,” he said. “You, not her. He knows Lizzy will come back to you unless he destroys your trust in her first. So make her fuck half the Texans, make it more and more extreme, put it online, whatever it takes to break you and get you to stop trusting her …

“Because, deep down, he knows you and the family are the only things she really cares about … he only wins if he breaks you and you stop loving and trusting her … that’s the only way she gives up on you and turns to him …”

I stared at the ground, at the threadbare motel carpet, trying not to see Lizzy’s shaming, up-on-stage video in my head. A change Ted noticed as his voice softened. “Listen to me, Jim. You can’t let him win. You lose your shit, you stop believing, stop being strong for both of you, then she’s gone forever. You gotta ignore the pain, stay strong …”

I nodded, or tried to. “How do I do that?”

Ted looked at me—wisdom, strength, and love present where minutes ago I’d just made him mad. “You stay strong, and you face into whatever it is they’re gonna do to Lizzy, whatever it is they're going to show you … if Lizzy can stay strong, so can you … then when they’re done, when Irons is done … you’re gonna deal with it together…

“Jim, you might not want to admit it … but you created all this shit together … now you gotta fix it together …”

For the next week, those two motel suites felt half prison, half torture chamber. Ted and I would eat together. We had a few low-key conversations about the Lizzy situation, but for the most part we both knew talking about it didn’t help; it just made things feel worse.

I lived in a strange, trance-like state, willing the hours and minutes to pass quickly. I spent hours swiping through photos from happier times, photos of Lizzy, photos of her and me laughing and loving, photos of the three or four of us together, the family that meant everything to us.

When I wasn’t comfort-torturing myself in this way, I might just about rustle up the energy to move from the couch to the flea-bitten armchair by the window that looked directly onto the road to and from Daytona. As if sitting there, if I prayed and willed long enough, I might magically summon her from the clubhouse where the Vets and the Knights were playing with her and sharing the footage with anyone happy to pay the fee.

On the second day of this torture, it occurred to me that, however much he probably hated it, a guy with Ted’s background and stomach for unpleasant but necessary tasks was probably tuning in several times to the Dark Web feed to keep an eye on Lizzy. He had no illusions about the kinds of things they’d be doing to earn extra clicks and bitcoins, but however bad the first beating had been, I knew he’d not hesitate to intervene again if things got way out. If they moved from purely sick and depraved to downright dangerous.

“Ted, you’re keeping an eye, aren’t you?” I asked over dinner on Tuesday, his eyes-down, small head nod confirming it.

“If I promise not to do anything stupid, will you share the link?”

He looked at me long and hard, weighing me up, whether he trusted me, a deep sigh telling me he was seriously contemplating it.

“Why, Jim? You already know I’m keeping an eye on her? So why would you torture yourself like that?”

It was my turn to sigh, think, and look inward, several seconds passing before I really knew why I’d asked. “I guess any contact—even contact like this, looking at the kinds of things they’re forcing her to do—is better than no contact at all …”

After a while of looking at me and thinking, he finally replied.

“Okaaay, but you said ‘the kind of things they’re forcing her to do’ … thinking back to how things were Saturday night, when you signed off … are you ready if she’s not being forced? If she’s enjoying it? Will you be able to cope, Jim?”

Fuck!

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

I’d not thought of that … not thought about it even for one moment. But then again, I’d not seen what Ted had seen that Saturday night.

Was I ready?

Might it crush me?

Do exactly the kind of thing Ted had warned me about … give Irons what he wanted and needed … me emotionally and spiritually broken, giving up on Lizzy and our love, leaving him free to swoop in and claim her as his prize.

It was a full three hours later that I knocked on the door to Ted’s suite … knowing it might break and crush me, but that I desperately needed that connection with Lizzy.

It was only looking back later that I could be honest enough to own up to all of my reasons for tapping into the link. Seeing Lizzy, checking on her safety were definitely top of my list, but even though I knew I’d hate it, there was still a perverted, masochistic part of me that was hooked on seeing the sexual side of things … seeing them and seeing how Lizzy reacted … seeing the balance between resistance and enjoyment.

Tuesday night, the goings-on from the clubhouse were relatively tame. From the conversation I found out Roxy had just returned from her nighttime performance, taking Lizzy’s place on the stage at the festival. The two of them were sitting side-by-side at a sticky laminate table, six or seven bikers looming over them, beers in hand. Roxy was already half-naked, tits out, obviously high.

Lizzy looked sober—tight-lipped, staring at the table, arms locked over her chest, KK’s voice telling her from somewhere behind the camera. “Gotta loosen up, Teach; you’re on vacation now … you got yourself a whole week of biker dick … you might be grumpy and glowering now, but you know every night you end up loving it, having a great time …”

The camera moved in for a close-up: Lizzy’s cheeks were mottled red, her teeth pressed into her bottom lip, her eyes darting, evasive. Terrified at the truth Irons had spoken.

They kept pouring tequila down her throat, then the white powder came out. After an hour she was gone, laughing at her own jokes, letting Roxy paint her lips with something fluorescent and pink—no doubt better for the camera when the blowjob part of the evening arrived.

Next clip, she was topless, riding one of the bikers’ laps, his fat hands squeezing her ass so hard I saw white prints. Someone yelled, “Show the boys how it’s done!” and the man unzipped, and without hesitation Lizzy took his cock in her mouth … this was precisely what Ted was afraid might break me.

The rest of the men jeered, lined up, waiting for their turn. Roxy watching, clapping, half spaced out, half happy to be their plaything.

It didn’t break me, but I didn’t have the stomach to watch more than those first few minutes.

Wednesday night, I managed to tough it out for longer. Three of them—two men I recognized from Saturday night, plus KK—tied Lizzy’s arms behind her and then bent her over the pool table. One of the two unnamed men spat on his palm and rubbed it between her legs.

Lizzy jerked at the touch but didn’t say a word. When he entered her, he was so rough and fierce that she screamed, and I almost dropped the phone.

As he set about slamming into her, at first the sounds from her throat were more animal than human. But after a minute, she stopped making noise, just rocked with each thrust, eyes locked forward on the green felt. A minute after that, her hips and ass were still thrusting back to meet his cock, but she was also now moaning with very human sounds of pleasure.

This was the signal for biker two to replace his brother, with KK not far behind. None of them seemed interested in cumming… all they seemed to care about was fucking Lizzy as hard and deep as they could… a contest between them to see who could make her moan loudest and cum the most. Their other focus being a non-stop torrent of verbal abuse.

‘Such a slut …’

‘Fuck, and they let you teach our kids …’

‘Feel sorry for your hubby, married to such a whore … never mind, that ain’t for much longer …’

That was the point I cut the connection. Too much. I wasn’t strong enough for that yet.

Each day the feeds ramped up in intensity. She’d arrived there early Monday, and by the Thursday they’d moved on to drugs and toys. Tequila and coke, then lots of human dick to suck and fuck… then when their balls were empty, they brought out a collection of insanely large and sick toys.

They alternated between having a tied Lizzy lying on her back or bent forward over the pool table for even deeper penetration. First was a thick human dildo that looked around eight or nine inches long. When they’d stretched her with this, they moved on to a super-thick dildo, which was definitely a couple of inches longer and which was as thick as an arm. A fact made clear to the paying audience as Carlos, seemingly in control tonight, held up the new dildo next to his arm before he slowly worked its huge size into my sobbing and drugged wife.

Not content with this, they moved on from entertaining the online audience just with size to entertaining them with size and animalistic sickness. Working the three largest knotted dog dicks from a set of six into Lizzy … before doing the same with a series of insanely large horse dicks. Changing up to the next largest dick each time Lizzy came … until finally Carlos was showing the online audience the two final dongs he and KK were going to use to double penetrate Lizzy.

To my utter, lasting shame, the perverted side of me made a final sick reappearance as I watched them first stuff a 15-inch smooth black anal dildo into her ass … with Carlos completing the show by showing the audience the box for the 15-inch horse cock he then worked into her pussy. Carlos and KK each thrusting with their favorite toy until, aided by more coke, Lizzy was a sobbing, thrashing mess … cumming every couple of minutes until she was spent and limp.

I’d thought Thursday’s show was the worst, but somehow on Saturday they managed to top it.

The feed started with Lizzy and Roxy frolicking in a wooded lake by the clubhouse, encouragement shouted out by the gang of bikers watching from the shore … encouragement that soon had Roxy playing with Lizzy’s boobs as she placed my wife’s hands on her own much larger tits.

By the time Roxy led Lizzy back to shore, not only were Lizzy’s hands squeezing her friend's tits, but the two of them were kissing heavily as Lizzy moaned from the pleasure Roxy was giving her.

Back in the relative privacy of the clubhouse, another woman joined Roxy as they used the two largest horse-dick dildos to make Lizzy come over and over again.

When they reckoned Lizzy was finally drained, they let her rest. But not on a bed—in a metal cage that looked about the right size for a large dog. The most amazing thing being that after just a few words from the older woman who’d helped Roxy with the dildos, Lizzy seemed to climb into the cage willingly. No signs of coercion or cocaine-laced encouragement; whatever the woman said had Lizzy actually smiling as she climbed in.

Her climbing in was just the start. Every hour an alarm sounded, and three bikers would open the cage door and help her stand before leading her to a large bed where the three of them would have their way with her. Most often fucking her—airtight being their favorite—but sometimes using Thursday night’s toys on her. With some of the guys using nipple clamps, a vaginal pump, and a magic wand directly on her clit just for good measure. Each new group determined to see if they could make Lizzy cum more than the last group. The clubhouse’s pool table and darts blackboard used for each team to chalk up their score of Lizzy cums.

Sitting just a few miles away watching, seeing how Lizzy happily participated with no physical or chemical coercion left me dazed and depressed.

Just one week ago, Lizzy had been full of fight and resistance.

Ted had been worried about Irons breaking me. I was hanging on—just about—but they seemed to have managed to break Lizzy in a totally different way.

If that’s what I was thinking on Saturday evening, on Sunday evening I thought it even more.

The feed went live bang on seven p.m., the black screen lighting up with a terrifying title caption: “Final Trial: Lizzy the Teacher Makes Her Choice.”

I told myself not to watch, but of course I did. With a title like that, however painful the upcoming events might be, how could I not watch?

The video opened with Lizzy and Irons on the big bed, kissing passionately while Irons fucked her slowly and sensuously in missionary position, Lizzy’s legs and arms wrapped tight and possessive around the man who’d claimed her as his club old lady.

After a while, Lizzy enjoyed a long and loud climax, and Irons took this as a signal to withdraw his very large and still very erect cock.

For the next couple of hours, he stood at the side of the bed stroking himself as various bikers joined Lizzy on the bed, fucking her singly or in twos or threes.

All the time his biker brothers were fucking her and making her climax, he kept himself hard and would sometimes interrupt to kiss her or stroke her hair until he moved in to reclaim her. This time as they fucked and Lizzy wrapped herself around him, he didn’t stop until they’d shared an intense double climax, his white jizz running out of Lizzy when he gave her a final kiss and climbed off her.

Helping her to her feet, he led her on her unsteady legs over towards the person holding the phone before he spoke. “Tell the camera what you want, Lizzy.”

For what seemed like forever, Lizzy just stared down at the floor. Finally she looked up, eyes haunted and brimming with sorrow and guilt, looking directly into the lens.

“I want to be Irons’ old lady. I belong to him.”

“Good girl,” Irons purred, moving to stand directly behind her, his gaunt figure towering over her as he wrapped his arms possessively around her waist, also looking straight at the camera.

“Now say goodbye to your husband.”

Lizzy looked into the camera. Just for a split second I thought I saw the real her, just a spark of love and fight. But then just as soon, it was gone.

“Goodbye, Jim, I’m sorry,” she whispered, right on the edge of tears, her face almost collapsing under the weight of emotion as the screen went blank.

My memory of the next few minutes is blurred. I remember the shock … shock followed by an intense pain in my heart as I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I felt physically and emotionally crushed, like the whole world was pushing down on me, laughing at me, kicking me.

I felt physically stunned, like the shock had paralyzed me, robbed me of my ability to think or feel.

I found myself in the bathroom but had no idea of how I got there. I remember looking at my gaunt, bloodshot expression in the mirror. Was that me looking back in the glass? I remembered myself as a confident, well-presented senior executive—a man used to commanding respect. But the man looking back at me in the mirror was bent and broken. He hadn’t shaved in days. His eyes were bloodshot from tears and booze. His skin was dirty, unloved, and uncared for.

Then I remember an explosion. A scream. A raw, primal, scream of animalistic pain. And I remember staring at a hole in the drywall and gazing at my right fist, wondering why there was blood on my knuckles and why my hand throbbed with white-hot, blinding pain.

The next thing I remember was seeing Ted standing behind me, only briefly looking at the hole and the blood. Actually smiling before speaking.

“Guess you saw the feed then?”

My tortured grimace gave him his answer.

His hand squeezed my shoulder—like the father I’d never known. “Jim, I know right now you’re like a terrified child … you feel all your worst nightmares just came true … but trust me, whatever Lizzy said, it changes nothing … I’m telling you it’s all gonna be fine, I can’t promise you that, but I can promise you nothing’s changed in my deal with KK …

“In a week’s time, you’ll be face-to-face with Lizzy … talking to her … and, whatever she just said … it’s only the choice she makes then that means shit …”


Chapter 4 


Sunday, 23rd January 2022, Orlando, FL

Driving back to Charleston that Sunday evening was one of the most emotionally painful and depressing nights of my life.

Ted knew better than to try and cheer me up with small talk. What was the point? We’d both seen the same thing. There was no hiding from what Lizzy had said or how she’d behaved that night or the night before.

If it had just been the words, maybe I could have convinced myself to maintain at least some optimism. But her wanton, depraved actions through not just one evening, but two, lent powerful force to her words.

Earlier in the week, they’d needed to coerce her and drug her. But by the weekend, she’d been properly broken in. She was going in and out of the cage of her own free will, happy to climb onto the big bed to give herself to whichever of the bikers wanted to stick their dicks in her or play with her boobs.

Six hours in a truck with a painfully throbbing broken hand, a head and heart full of regrets at my own stupidity, and only a sullen father figure for company. Way to go, Jim! I swear Ted sped up whenever we drove over a bridge. I think he was afraid I might tumble out of his truck and throw myself into one of the ravines or rivers we passed over.

One bizarre thought that made me even more distraught was that just as we were driving back, Irons probably had Lizzy tucked up riding pillion, hugging tight to him on his Harley, driving the same route back to Charleston. I knew that—even with the protection of the club—he was unlikely to tempt fate by staying at his own place. He knew Ted had powerful friends still in the military and loved Lizzy like a daughter. But instinct told me that even if he didn’t take Lizzy to his own place, he’d hole up with her somewhere in the area.

When we got back to Ted’s place—he knew facing Caitlin and our empty family home would likely break me—I tried to tough it out with a broken hand, but first thing Monday morning I didn’t resist when Ted looked at it and insisted we make the ten minute drive to Roper Mount Pleasant’s ER.

When we got there, for the first time in days, I caught myself a break. Before medical school, it turned out that the doctor on duty in the ER had been in the Marines and trained under Ted. Not only did he scan and set my hand, after a few quiet words from Ted, he gave me an extremely ‘generous’ prescription of Percocet and Soma for the pain and muscle spasms.

“Until we can get you to that meeting with Lizzy, you’re staying with me … and at least these meds should help get you through the week,” Ted chuckled. “With Dr. Edward Washington in charge of your dosage, you’re gonna be spending most of the next week sleeping like a baby …”

Thank God Ted was right … without those long hours of sleep and drowsiness, I’m honestly not sure that I could have gotten through the next week without a trip to a very different kind of hospital. One with rubber walls and straitjackets.

It was bad enough knowing that Lizzy was somewhere nearby, but that she was with Irons, not me. To make matters worse, several times during the week, the bastard sent me videos of him and Lizzy together—videos he’d obviously shot without her knowing she was being filmed.

Between my long hours of sleep and Ted’s ever-watchful presence as my emotional ‘sober companion,’ most of the videos were intercepted before they could get through and do their damage.

But one video did get through—Ted had to go and help Caitlin with something and needed to leave me with my phone in case of emergencies. And Irons managed to luck out, sending the fifth of his ‘Fuck you, Jim … I’m gonna break you’ videos during the three-hour window Ted was away and the emotional cripple had been left unattended.

From the angle, the video must have been shot from a phone or hidden camera perched on furniture by the wall at the end of the bed where Irons and Lizzy were busy making love.

And it was ‘making love.’ The way their bodies moved, the way they kissed, was a far cry from most of the raw, intense fuck sessions that had been their staple through the many months I’d let them play together.

Watching his expertise, watching the way his huge cock stretched her out and made her howl and sob with pleasure … fuck, I hated him all the more … every extra second watching made me curse him to hell … made me sick with anger at myself for always seeing him as less of a threat than Simon.

When he was happy that he’d made Lizzy cum enough, he gave them one final shared orgasm as Lizzy clung to him for dear life, kissing him like she was trying to suck his face off as he poured his scalding seed into her.

But, hard as it may be to believe it, this wasn’t the hardest, most destructive part I had to watch.

Because after the sex—far better sex than I could ever give Lizzy—came the cuddling and talking.  The cuddling and talking about them and about me, about me and Lizzy.

Lizzy’s head was lying on Irons’ dark chest. Him, relaxed and contented, now he’d shot his load, idly toying with Lizzy’s long brown hair. Her, in reflective, ‘why’s life so hard’ mood.

Fuck, watching and listening to them talk was the hardest thing. It was like watching my own heart being pulled over a bed of taut cheese wires. It was like watching the devil debate with someone trying to keep their moral compass, but bit by bit being told black’s white and white’s black.

“I love being here with you, but being away from Jim really is hard for me … especially knowing how he’ll be worried, will be missing me …”

“I love it too,” the devil replied, gently rubbing at Lizzy’s underboob, “but there is an upside too … I know it does hurt Jim, but on the bright side, he’s one of that small group of guys who gets off on the pain, on the masochistic thrill of sharing his wife …

“First it was Simon … then it was me … if you weren’t here with me, Lizzy, how long before Jim would be pimping you out to someone else …

“I know it may be hard to hear, Liz, baby … but that’s who Jim is … that’s what makes him happy …”

Lizzy was silent for a moment, reflecting before a quiet “I guess” was followed by the equally quiet, “but I still hate the thought of the man I love being in any kind of pain …”

“What about me?” Irons added, playing hurt. “Don’t I count? Don’t you hate to see me hurt?  Don’t you have feelings for me too?”

That brought a loud giggle from Lizzy and a big thump to his chest. “You’re a big lump!  You can take care of yourself, Irons!”

“Oh, so what you’re saying is that I’m all manly and have no feelings … but little Jimbo, with little Jimbo you have to be careful, careful so you don’t hurt his dainty feelings!”

Another thump, more giggles. Fuck, being talked about like this. Being held up and inspected like an effeminate, less-than-manly bug hurt like hell. I didn’t for a moment think Lizzy had stopped loving me, but being compared unfavorably to Irons in the masculinity stakes hurt like hell. But what was coming next hurt even more.

“Hey you, quit the thumping … if you think I’m talking BS, cast your mind back to that Monday night back in November … you remember, when Jim was back and I came over for my ‘Simon dinner’ … you remember how Jim was, how he loved it when you told him how much better I fuck you than he ever could

“Remember how he came in his pants, and then afterward when you went downstairs to check on him, he actually sent you back upstairs to be with me … to be with a man who can fuck you properly …”

With that he gently turned her head and pulled her up so they were face-to-face, their eyes barely inches apart. “Lizzy, part of him is hurting … but that’s the way he likes it … that’s why I know you’ll only be happy if you have your new world with me and your old, father-of-your-family world with Jim the cuck …”

Lizzy winced at this word.

We’d both always hated this word.

I couldn’t deny I enjoyed the thought of her with Simon and now with Irons … but my biggest driver had never been cuckold pleasure; it had always been making sure my passionate, wonderful wife got her physical needs met while I was helping secure our family’s financial future.

Kissing her softly, looking deep into her eyes, he said something that pierced my very soul … because Lizzy didn’t contradict him, or even look surprised or worried.

“Lizzy, face facts … after Simon, with Ted away, with Ted unable to satisfy you like me or Simon … and especially now that you’ve discovered the kinky side of you who loves to be serviced by loads of big cocks … you know in your heart you’ll never be able to go back to how things were …”

She was just silent … tiny tears forming in the corners of her eyes … worried, but unable to argue with facts as she gave Irons a soft, emotional smile as he kissed her and brushed a stray hair from her eyes.

“That’s why you told everyone at the club, why you told your watching husband that you wanted to be my old lady … that’s why you said Goodbye to him … breaking it to him gently …”

Thank God that was the only video that got through the Ted safety net. Even one more video like that would likely have broken me.

As it was, when Ted returned from helping Caitlin, he found me broken down and in tears, and it took several hours of talking before I felt able to face what was coming the next day.  My make-or-break meeting with Lizzy.


Chapter 5 


Monday, 31st January 2022, Charleston, SC

“This afternoon, 1 p.m. Roxy and Blackbeard’s place. I have stuff to do, so you drive yourself,” Ted barked, handing me an address. “I have stuff to do; don’t be late!”

Monday morning, I stared at him with bleary eyes, trying not to drop the steaming coffee he handed me.

He pulled me in front of the mirror, forcing me to look at myself.

“I know you’re hurting … and I know your system feels like shit with all those meds inside you …

“But, you need to get your shit together, Jim … tidy yourself up, let Lizzy see the real you … the man she wants to spend the rest of her life with …”

Looking up and down… he was right… I did look like shit…

“It’s on you, soldier,” he barked. “No one else can decide for you … do you want to win her back? Or do you wanna let Irons be her man?

“No one else gonna do it for you, Jim? Are you still gonna be the man who lets shit happen to him, or you gonna shape up and take control?”

And then, with a sharp clap on the shoulder, he was gone … leaving me to stare at myself and think through what he’d just said.

He was right.

Of course he was right.

Even though my heart and soul were in pieces, I needed to step up … put my heart and pain to one side … be the man who’d always been the rock for Lizzy and Caitlin … remind her of the man I knew she still loved … no matter how confused and tempted she felt right now.

The piping hot shower, the scrape of the razor, and the smell of the foam … the caffeine coursing through my veins … combined together just enough to keep me safe and legal as I drove across town.

Roxy and Blackbeard's... was that what counted as neutral?

Quit whining, Jim, I told myself. You can’t change it, so quit bitching!

Twenty minutes later I was looking at what passed for home for Blackbeard and Roxy—a faded one-story slab in a worn-out West Ashley neighborhood, sitting on the edge of a low, swampy street where the yard backed up to a tidal ditch. Half the paint had been stripped away by years of sun, rain, and Lowcountry humidity.

WTF! Ted’s truck was already parked outside, along with an old but well-maintained Honda. Caitlin!

Fuck, when Ted had said, ‘I have stuff to do,’ not for a moment had I thought he meant this! And Caitlin too.

It had been three hours since he’d roused my heavily medicated body and brain and given me that pep talk. I instantly knew that those last three hours had been a full-on intervention. Guess that’s what the Marine Corps teaches you. Never leave anything to chance… overwhelming force, always the better option.

Sitting outside, hands still on the wheel as I gathered my strength, I felt my face coloring up with shame and embarrassment at the thought of Caitlin knowing. She’d been with us in England when everything went to shit with Simon.

She must have known something was off, but she was too discreet to talk to us. After all, what kid in their right mind wants to know those kinds of details about their parents’ sex lives! And with Irons, he’d been around the house so often, including overnight stays, that she’d have had to have been blind or stupid not to guess at how her mom and dad were dealing with my inability to perform my husbandly duties.

Several deep breaths later, I knew it was now or never. Ted’s earlier words echoing around my skull… ‘Are you still gonna be the man who lets shit happen to him, or you gonna shape up and take control?’ … ‘Let Lizzy see the real you, the man she wants to spend the rest of her life with…’

Inching up the path towards the door, my throat went dry.

This was it.

I was suddenly struck by the enormity of the moment awaiting me inside. I’d not seen Lizzy in weeks now, and after a year of exploration and chaos, I knew we’d finally reached the crossroads, the decision point.

And the question was whether I was up to it. Was I strong enough? Clear-minded enough.

Thank fuck for adrenaline! Without it, I think my pain, all the meds, might have had me moving in the wrong direction. My fight-or-flight reflex doing the opposite of what was needed right now.

Ringing the bell—it worked, which surprised me—I was hit by a huge wave of anticlimax. “You the husband?” the ginger giant growled. I might have seen Blackbeard countless times, but he’d only ever met me twice, and both times he’d been stoned and drunk.

“Yeah, it’s Jim,” I replied, holding out my hand, immediately feeling stupid. This was hardly a business meeting!

I don’t know why, but I’d expected it would be Lizzy to meet me at the door. Among all my swirling emotions, I’d forgotten this was a supervised meet-up … a short, supervised meet-up … the best that Ted could negotiate … the opposite of the seven long days Irons got alone with Lizzy.

But then, he was the club's sergeant at arms, and she’d declared her desire to be his old lady. Me, I was just Lizzy’s legal husband … which, in the biker world, meant shit …

The paunchy, overweight giant jerked his head to the left. “They’re in the den.”

The den was a cave of junk—two dead TVs stacked in the corner, a pool table with a single busted cue, and the walls lined with liquor bottles, some full, most empty.

Ted sat in a camp chair by the door, his foot up on a cooler, his demeanor a mix of natural authority and worry that I could tell he was trying to mask.

Caitlin stood next to him, both hands wrapped around a mug, her face less guarded, more honest than Ted’s … fear, love, and a hint of anger directed at her stupid, careless but loving father.

But neither of them was why I was here.

The woman I’d come to see was sat on a ratty old couch, hugging a pillow to her chest. Her hair matted, eyes shadowed in purple that I could tell had looked pristine but which was now, like the rest of her makeup, a total mess. Eyes red and haunted, makeup totally destroyed by hours of crying.

Fuck, why was she crying? I asked myself, the knife twisting in my gut almost feeling physically real.

The hours of crying, were they linked to what she’d said a week ago, the last thing she’d said at the Orlando clubhouse, Goodbye Jim!

No, surely not … surely they were tears for Irons … tears as the hours with Ted and Caitlin had made her see sense … made her realize what was really precious to her … me and the family.

But if that was true, why were her thumb and index finger twirling her wedding ring in endless nervous circles … as if she was preparing to remove it...

Her legs were folded up tight under her, dressed in jeans and a pale blue blouse also marked by her tears and makeup where she’d used the silk to dry her face.

Ted nodded at me, then at the chair. “Sit.”

I did, ignoring the rusty spring poking through and jabbing at my thigh—fuck, if Lizzy didn’t break my heart, tetanus would likely do for me.

I couldn’t look at Lizzy—not in front of the others, so instead, I stared at Caitlin, who stared back, her expression now a weird mix of pity and challenge.

No one said anything for a while, until (maybe inevitably) it was Ted, always the man of action, who spoke first.

“Jim, you got one hour with Lizzy, then we gotta clear out, let her have her week to choose. Club rules. That was the deal.”

Caitlin set her mug down and walked over to me. She didn’t say anything—just squeezed my shoulder, then bent down and hugged me hard. Her hair smelled the way it always smelled, the same coconut shampoo Lizzy and I used to use on her when she was little. A thought that almost cracked me.

Then Caitlin turned, touched her mom’s head, and whispered something, but Lizzy didn’t look up; her emotions would no doubt have snapped.

Ted jerked his head toward the door. “We’ll be out front.” Then, to Lizzy: “Think about what I said, Lizzy. Ask yourself which of us knows Irons better …”

And then it was just us.

I tried to say something, but the words stuck in my mouth. Lizzy beat me to it, her voice so quiet I almost missed it.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

I’m sorry.

What did that mean? Sorry for letting them take her to Daytona? Sorry for all of this? Sorry that she’d made her choice, and she was choosing Irons over me? 

Her three tiny words sent me insane with fear …

For a second, that’s all there was—the sorry, hanging in the air, too small for what needed saying.

All I could do was nod, staring at my hands. They were shaking again, just like they’d been outside, on the wheel, as I’d summoned the strength.

She went on, a little louder. “I never meant for any of this to happen, Jim. I just… I just wanted to help Roxy… She's pregnant, Jim… I’d never have forgiven myself if they’d done something to her and she’d lost the baby …

At least I knew she was telling the truth; it was just like Ted had said. But it didn’t really make it much easier.

“But never in a million years did I dream they’d do what they did … switch her out for me …

“She said she needed me, and I thought—I don’t know what I thought. It all went so fast. One minute I was just sitting with her; the next minute they were pouring drinks, and everything got loud and blurry.”

She twisted the ring, her thumb rubbing raw at the skin. “I tried to say no. At first, I did. But then they wouldn’t stop, and Irons kept pushing, and I just…” Her voice trailed off.

“Did you want it?” I said, sharper than I meant.

She flinched. “No. I mean, maybe. I don’t know. Not at the beginning … definitely not at the beginning … you were watching; you saw I didn’t want it at the start …

“Yeah, but what about after?” I barked, angry at her twisting the truth, at only recalling what helped her. “I saw the start, but then I saw what happened after …”

I needed to hear it… I wanted to punish her, make her suffer … but even now, our marriage hanging by a thread, there was a sick, masochistic part of me that wanted to hear it for the bittersweet pain it would unleash …

Lizzy blushed, looked down at her lap, her fingers toying with her wedding band even faster … too embarrassed to answer, avoiding the question.

“I wanted it to stop, but then biology and emotion took over…”

She was crying now as she continued. “I wanted to please them … I wanted to be wanted… I needed to be the center, to feel all these guys wanting me, worshipping me, fucking me, giving me their maleness, their seed …”

Fuck, despite the tears, despite the hours of sobbing, she was actually getting excited at the memory!

Fuck, would she ever be able to stop?

It was like watching fireworks explode … stars bursting, twinkling, banging lights as her words babbled on and on as she remembered, taking herself back into the moment, more and more excited with every word …

Finally, she was done. Run dry. Just silence between us.

I felt my throat burning, but the words came anyway, my turn to be the one who couldn’t control my emotions, control my words.

“Lizzy, have you lost your damn mind!” I shouted, totally losing it, breaking my plan to stay calm. “After last time, the last thing you said to me was that you promised never to go back … not just that you’d ‘try your best’ … but that you absolutely promised never to go back …

“And not only did that promise mean shit to you … but now I’m finally here … finally allowed one whole hour with my wife … and what’s she doing?  What’s she doing?  She’s fucking  full of herself, telling me how great the gangbang was … how she loved it …

“Well, Lizzy, if that’s all you think of me … if that’s all you think of our love and marriage … well, screw you!  Irons can have you …

“Yes, I love you … but I won’t allow myself to be treated like that … I won’t allow you to sully our marriage and family like that …

And with that, I did what I’d not been planning… I stormed out.

“How was it?” Ted asked. The timing of my exit and the look of thunder on my face pretty strong clues.

“Totally fucked up is what it was, Ted! Totally fucked up … she didn’t want to talk about us … or listen to me … all she wanted to do was talk about how great the gangbang had been …”

Any other day, any other moment, I’d have been horrified at talking in front of Caitlin about her mom like that. But I was way beyond that right now … even Ted, Ted with his many years of combat, knew it was best to let me calm down.

Ten minutes of my rage dropping back from super-critical to merely super-pissed, five minutes of quiet, reasoned talking to and listening to Ted, and I headed back in to deliver my final message. To use the last few minutes of my generously allotted hour to try and get through to Lizzy. To try one final time to get her to snap out of the trance-like, half-hypnotized state that bastard Irons had achieved these last few weeks.

“Lizzy …” I grunted, my tone angry, uncompromising.

“Jim, you came back!” she blurted out … surprised … hopeful …

“Lizzy … I only came back to tell you that you need to work out what it is you really want,” I hissed, somehow managing to avoid another explosion.

“What is it you want, Lizzy? Me and our family, or Irons and the club and all that shit …

“Right now I think you want him more than you want me.

“And I’m standing here right in front of you, so that you can’t be in any doubt … you can’t have both. Whatever lies Irons tells you, I’m telling you, you need to choose.”

Head bowed, eyes screwed tight shut in pain, her whole soul was in anguish … before she finally looked up, face blotched and wet. “I want you. I want you so bad. But I can’t pretend this other thing doesn’t exist. It’s like a—” She waved her hand, searching for the word. “It’s like a black hole. It just pulls me in.”

“Then you better learn to fight it,” I said. “Or it’s going to eat you alive.”

For what seemed like forever, we sat in silence, both of us breathing heavily, neither looking at the other. For some reason my mind flashed back to the first time we met … the first time we kissed, made love … the day we brought Caitlin back home. I wondered if I’d ever get that version of her back.

Lizzy broke the silence, her voice hoarse. “Will you help me? Please?”

I didn’t answer immediately. I couldn’t. I had to look deep within, look and see if I still had enough reserves of trust and strength and love to give what she was asking.

It hurt to say it; it cost me a little more of my dwindling stock of self-respect, but in the end I nodded. “Yeah. But this is it, Lizzy. No more lies. You fuck up again, I’m done.”

She nodded, pressing her face to the pillow, acknowledging it was now-or-never, that she had one last chance, and then that was it … the way she clutched at the pillow speaking volumes of her fear of failure, her understanding of how hard the ask was …

But then she moved from looking at the steepness of the climb and how far the drop on each side … and whispered so quietly I almost missed it:

“This isn’t all on me … we started this journey together …”

It wasn’t said to score points, or to share the blame … her tone, the way she looked at me, was more about making herself feel a tiny bit less guilt-ridden and about making me understand my duty to help her escape from the game I’d helped her start.

Part of me would have loved to tell her to go screw herself … but this wasn’t the same woman who’d been telling me how great the gangbangs were … this was the old Lizzy … at least, I think it was. The Lizzy I loved, the Lizzy I’d always love.

So I slapped down my hurt and anger and nodded … she was right. I had let it happen. At the beginning, I’d fed the beast just as much as she had.

“That was before Lizzy … these last few weeks have all been on you … and now you’ve got to make up your mind … because I’m done sharing you … done letting you and Irons fuck …

“If you’re done with him, really done with him, then yes, I’ll help you … and I’ll be waiting for you at home …

“But if that’s too much, then you know what happens next … so, ignore his bullshit, who you choosing … him or us?”

And with that, I turned and walked out … walked past Ted and Caitlin and headed home.

I didn’t know if Lizzy would come back later that week, or if I’d be calling a divorce lawyer. But for the first time in weeks, I felt at peace. I loved her, and I’d done everything I could and should do.

But if she’d fallen too far down the well, into Irons’ trap … well, what and who she chose was on her …


Chapter 6 


Monday, 31st January 2022, Charleston, SC

Getting home after a scene like that… I felt totally wiped out, totally exhausted.

Fuck. It was only the middle of the afternoon, but I went straight to bed and crashed. Today’s stress, the meds, and the stress of the last few weeks finally caught up with me.

Monday, 2:30 p.m. I crawled into bed … Tuesday, 2:30 p.m. I opened my bleary eyes, slowly putting the pieces all together.

Thankfully the company had managed to send my boss across to cover for me.  Newly separated, apparently he fancied a week in Thailand, and Mr. Fung—always status conscious—was happy enough at his upgrade.

But my boss’s boss knew my value and that my replacement would likely soon tire of his trip to Thailand, so rather than firing me for being AWOL, he’d put me on compassionate leave since I’d failed to show up at the factory two weeks ago.

Which was just as well, as I was in no state to return to work. I was certainly better than I’d been last week—when only the meds had gotten me through the week—but after my flood of sleep, the next few days brought the opposite. Sleep deprivation and struggling with the enormity of the decision Lizzy had to take.

Every indication from that last meeting was that she’d choose me and us over Irons and the depraved lifestyle he offered.

But hadn’t I thought that before? Hadn’t I put my trust in Lizzy’s ability to resist the seductive temptations he always put in front of her? And the ‘neutral ground’ where Lizzy would spend the next few days deciding was hardly neutral ground at all. The house of his brother club member Blackbeard … in what world did that ever count as ‘neutral’?

So after the liberating, cathartic effects of standing my ground with Lizzy on Monday, from Tuesday onwards the fears started building back up.

I didn’t sleep at all on Tuesday or Wednesday night, and the next four nights were hardly better. I left the house only for groceries—I mumbled something half-human to the checkers and tried my best to smile at the girl who bagged my groceries, but even that was a stretch.

And once I was back home, the walls felt like my own personal prison, as I waited on death row for the final decision.

What made it extra painful was all the happy family and happy Lizzy memories in every corner of the house. Memories of blowing out candles, of kiddy parties where every nook and cranny seemed to overflow with munchkins … memories of romantic meals, or crying when Caitlin first came home in tears to tell us about her unplanned pregnancy. At the time, disaster … now our largest source of joy.

‘Our’ largest source of joy.

That one word, that was the thing that haunted me, that tortured me. Was there any ‘our,’ or was ‘our’ a thing of the past? Would Lizzy and I be making separate visits to Caitlin and Rachel Jr.? Getting or giving Thanksgiving invites on alternate years … to avoid spoiling their festivities because of how we were.

The more the days passed, the closer D-day became, the more I felt like the walls were closing in.

By the weekend, seemingly the most basic and innocent of objects reminded me of the life that might be slipping away. The kitchen knife block where Lizzy once whittled vegetables into ‘French fry art’ for Caitlin when she was barely three years older than her own daughter. The shopping list magnetized to the front of the fridge—the shopping list in Lizzy’s impeccable teacher’s handwriting. Maybe the last ever shopping list she’d write for our family’s needs. Even the smudge on the fridge from Rachel Jr.’s peanut butter fingerprints leftover from her Nonna’s birthday made me wince at what I’d been stupid enough to put at risk.

On the seventh day—how final, how biblical does that sound?—I woke to a knock on the door. Not the “I have a package for you” type of knock; this was three slow, soft taps. I pulled on pants and a shirt, ran my hand through my graying scalp, and walked to the foyer.

Through the glass, I saw Lizzy’s shape, haloed by the bright winter sun.

I didn’t know whether to be relieved or panicked. Was she coming home, or was Irons parked in the driveway on his Harley? Ready to take her away once she’d gotten her final closure by telling me ‘Goodbye, Jim’ all over again.

Opening the door, I felt all the air leave my body.

No sign of Irons.

Thank fuck. At least that was a good beginning.

Lizzy stood stiff, her hands gripping the handle of her overnight bag, her face as gaunt and pale as my own. When I opened the door, she didn’t say hello.

“I choose us, Jim,” she said. Her voice broke on the ‘choose,’ the rest barely audible, her final words barely a whisper. “I want to come home.”

She stepped inside with nervous, uncertain steps. Her home for so many years, but the nervous way she moved suggested she knew how much rebuilding was needed. Her home for two decades plus, but just two weeks away had changed everything.

I could see that, like me, she hadn’t really slept. Her eyes were rimmed, her cheeks blotchy, a far cry from the normally immaculately turned-out teacher, wife, and mom. Her lack of sleep and her looking like shit made me feel good. If I’d spent the last week in hell, then knowing I wasn’t the only one who’d struggled was comforting. (As well as giving me a small jolt of spiteful pleasure.)

She wore the same jeans and pale blue blouse I’d seen her in a week ago, but they looked different, baggier, as if with all the stress and worry she’d shrunk a size. Good!

We stood in the foyer for a full ten seconds, neither of us knowing the correct protocol. Married, did we hug or just nod?

Part of me wanted to touch her so badly it hurt, but another part of me hated her for the pain she’d put me through. Wanted to punch or slap.

Eventually, she set the bag down and wrapped both arms around her ribcage.

Neither of us knew what to do or what to say. Just to have something, I offered her coffee, and we finally sat, Lizzy so nervous I thought she was going to snap the mug in two.

It took her two or three starts before words finally came out of her mouth.

I expected her to say she was sorry, that she’d made mistakes, that she was broken, that it was all her fault.

Instead, she said, “I’m going to need help.”

Just like she’d said at Roxy’s place a week ago.

At least she was being consistent. Consistency was good; it suggested she’d worked a lot of things out, that her mind wouldn’t change the next time I wasn’t around and Irons or some other big-dicked biker dropped by.

Unable to meet my gaze, her fingers tapped the side of the mug as she continued—half for me, half for her. “It’s not going to be easy. There’s not some magic switch.”

A long, long silence. Then she finally looked up at me, her eyes haunted but hopeful. “You okay with that?”

I was supposed to reassure her—tell her yes, tell her I would do anything. But what came out was, “I don’t know if I can, but however much you hurt me, I promise I’ll try my best, with every breath in my body ...”

That sparked the first smile between us—Lizzy smiling at a reaction she knew was pure me. Honest, not over-promising … not hiding my pain, but unashamed to show my commitment to her. Even after everything.

But Lizzy’s smile was fleeting, as she dissolved in fits of tears, sobbing about how ashamed she was, how she hated herself for letting things get so out of control … how she despised herself for the pain she’d caused to me, Caitlin, and Ted.

If I’d not known what to do earlier, now I did. Now I was powerless to stop myself from taking her in my arms, holding her close as I joined her sobbing my heart out.

Hugs, sobs, and tears … each of us terrified to let go of the other … terror and tears soon gave way to an instinctive knowledge that we needed to reunite as a couple … we needed to lay the first brick in rebuilding.

Our mouths were like hungry piranha fish as we bit, sucked, and thrust … our hands tearing at each other's clothes … we knew this was more about redemption, about washing away guilt, than about anything tender or loving.

We couldn’t wait for the bedroom. Strangely enough, after all the unconventional things we were trying to wash away, unconventionally for us, hammering away at each other on the family sofa seemed right … seemed fitting. Lizzy biting hard into my shoulder, raking my back, deliberately drawing blood.

Fuck you, Lizzy, I thought… if that’s your game, two can play. I slammed into her as hard and as deep as I could. Pulling her hair, biting at her lips, rough with her boobs and nips. It all just made her want me more … need me more, her calf muscles tight around my back, holding me like she never wanted to let me go … wanted to milk me for every single fluid ounce my balls could ever give her.

When it came, when they came, our screams could have raised the dead. Loud howls of ecstasy, pleasure, and release. Exorcising the spirits of the man, of the stupidity that so nearly had cost us our marriage.

Cuddling, snuggling had never felt so good. Curled up under the comforter on a cold winter’s day. Some distracted fool so lost in his own morose self-pity had let the heating’s pilot light go out.

The pair of us virtually purred with happiness. A mated pair for life, reunited after a nearly terminal near-death experience.

Maybe inevitably, after a few minutes, Lizzy was the first to speak. “Can I ask you a question?” she said, her voice suddenly nervous.

“Anything,” I purred, lost in my happiness.

“Did you watch the videos?”

I nodded, a lump in my throat, suddenly feeling a lot less happy.

“How much did you see?”

“When? Which bits are you asking about?”

“At the clubhouse, then, when I was at Irons?”

“You knew about the videos from Irons?” I was shocked. When she’d said all those hurtful things, I thought she had no idea I was watching. But if she knew and said them anyway, well …

“Only afterward, when I told him my choice, when he was trying to hurt me, hurt us … that’s when I found out …”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

But her words had sparked another, stranger thought.

Lizzy had talked about Irons trying to hurt us when she’d told him her choice.

Did I want to know more about how Irons had taken Lizzy’s decision? A part of me was certainly curious… After all, I hated the guy for what he’d done and wanted to hear how he’d suffered.

And with a guy as dangerous as Irons—a guy who was still nearby—it was always better to have more information than less …

But I resisted the desire—I could ask later. More important now was concentrating on Lizzy. Helping her deal with whatever new fear was gnawing away at her now.

Grimacing, I answered her watching-the-videos question, trying to make my answer as non-threatening as possible, almost whispering my one-word answer.

“Some…”

She flinched. “I was afraid of that. I was afraid you’d never be able to forgive me or love me after all the things I did …”

I let the words lie there between us, knowing she needed to think this through before she shared, before she gave me a window into her demons and hopes.

“Jim, I’m scared…”

“I’m scared that I don’t know how to come back to normal … not after everything, after everything that’s happened … after everything I’ve done …”

“Jim, I’m not the same person as before. Not after all that. I keep thinking that I’d love to just slot back in, be the good wife again, but it’s like trying to put on clothes I outgrew.” She squeezed my hand hard. “Is that okay?”

I said yes, but it was the kind of yes that isn’t really an answer. I tried again. “I love you, and I want you, and I’ll always want and love you, Lizzy. Even if it is different. Even if you’ve changed …”

She shuddered, and for a second I thought she was going to cry again, but she didn’t. Instead, she kissed me.

Our first, tender, real ‘Lizzy and Jim’ kiss after our earlier animalistic reclaiming.

“I missed you, baby,” she said, and then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine again.

Pushing the comforter off, she climbed into my lap, straddled me, and pressed her forehead to mine, our noses brushing. “To us, to love … to loving each other just as we are … whatever we’ve become …”

The next few hours, the next few days were magical. And it was only months later that I’d remember those words of Lizzy’s. Remember them and think how prophetic they were.


Chapter 7 


Monday, 7th February 2022, Charleston, SC

That first week back together was a trial. Not screaming arguments or hours of tears, but trial by quiet. For every hour that Lizzy and I spent together—cooking, reading, watching the dumbest Netflix comedies, and rebuilding bridges—there was another hour when Lizzy needed to be alone. Wandering the house, walking the neighborhood like a sleepwalker. Lost in thought, torturing herself, and processing the ups and downs. The ups and downs of the last few weeks when she’d given herself over to a lifestyle a million miles from the things and behaviors she’d always held dear. When she’d hurt me, hurt us … hurt herself.

Watching Lizzy like this and knowing I could only help in the smallest of ways was fucking hard. And as if this wasn’t hard enough, knowing that I couldn’t stay here with her on compassionate leave for much longer made things even harder.

I’d already been on leave for three weeks. At some point soon I’d need to head back to Bangkok to relieve my boss. My boss, who was doing what all bosses do … talking too much, doing too little … and generally undoing all the good work I’d done over the last 12 months.

And of course, me being back in Bangkok would mean leaving Lizzy alone in the lion’s den … alone and just an hour’s drive from temptation at the clubhouse … a clubhouse that contained a certain person who apparently hadn’t taken her decision at all well. (According to Ted, ‘pissed, publicly humiliated, and swearing revenge’ being just three of the sets of words to describe how his ex-friend was feeling.)

The initial relief of Lizzy’s return faded, replaced by an ever-present, low-key tension that neither of us knew how to kill. A people person, Lizzy had always hated silence, but now for long periods she seemed to crave it. As if she needed this time to process and self-repair.

I watched her signs, the way you watch a simmering pot that refuses to boil. I could sense the heat, feel the pressure building. All her facial cues and behaviors suggested she was right on the edge of boiling over, of exploding. But it never seemed to come… the pressure seemingly just building higher and higher, leaving me fearful, knowing the longer the wait, the bigger the eventual explosion.

At night, after she brushed her teeth and rinsed with Listerine for exactly sixty seconds—the comfort of routine, of precision—she’d slip into bed. Then, when she thought I was asleep, she’d slip right back out.

She’d pace the hallway, bare feet for silence, bare feet on the cold winter floor, maybe some kind of self-inflicted penance.

She’d always stop at Caitlin’s old room and just stand there, staring at the closed door. Sometimes she opened it, looked in at the empty bed and the faded poster of Taylor Swift on the wall. Her thoughts were only something I could guess at, none of them good or positive. No doubt thinking about the gap between the woman, mother, and grandmother she’d always seen herself as and the shameful extremities of her recent behaviors.

Then she’d pull the door closed and return to our bed, curling up tight against the far edge, as if she felt guilty and nervous at the thought of getting too close to me. As if she might hurt me, hurt herself, and hurt our family if she did.

Some nights I heard her crying in the bathroom. Not the movie kind, with big choking sobs, but a soft, pitiful whimper, a sound that broke my heart and made me whimper in sympathy and love.

The first time, I knocked gently and asked if she was okay. The second time, I just lay in bed and listened, knowing there was nothing I could do that wouldn’t make it worse, make her feel worse about herself.

I hated my powerlessness, my inability to help … but I knew that until Lizzy had processed enough by herself, me busting into her private space would just send things backward. I needed to be patient and wait until she was ready for my help and perspectives.

During the day, she clung to routine. She went to the grocery store, cleaned the windows, and even tried to organize the garage (though she got as far as stacking two empty paint cans, then sat on the step and stared at the concrete for half an hour).

Most afternoons she’d sit at the living room window, scrolling her phone. She kept the screen tilted away from me, but every now and then I caught a glimpse of a text message, or a photo from the club.

Who were the messages from? Roxy, Irons, someone else? KK, who’d always had a thing for her as well. The not knowing tortured me, tore me in two. But I never asked… maybe too frightened, maybe respecting her privacy as she fought so many demons.

When I walked in, she’d lock the phone and slide it under her thigh, like a kid hiding cigarettes from her parents. However hard it was, I knew I had to trust her. 

However frightened we both were, I couldn't stand guard 24/7. If she was going to fail, going to relapse, better it happened sooner rather than later. A hard, terrifying thought—but fundamentally true. For an alcoholic or addict, those first days and weeks are the most vulnerable and dangerous.

After our reconnection on the day of her return, we had sex only twice more in that first week.

If those two times had been instinctive and easy, now that we’d had more time to process and think, things got harder.

The first time, it was like a scene from an indie film—slow, tender, neither of us sure if it was a good idea or not. She let me undress her, and she undressed me back, but the whole thing was mechanical. Lizzy watched my face the entire time, so unsure and worried about my feelings for her. When she came, it was silent, her mouth open but no sound. When I came, she kissed me on the cheek in the most chaste and unsexual of ways, then rolled over and stared at the wall.

The second time, I tried to be more aggressive, hoping maybe it would help her and me both reclaim something. I pulled her onto my lap, bit her neck, pushed hard at her mouth as I mauled her tits hard. Knowing my game—my attempts to mimic Irons and the bikers—she responded for a minute, grinding against me, but then she froze, her eyes snapping wide. I stopped immediately.

“Sorry,” I said, hating myself for being so rough with her.

She shook her head. “It’s not you. I just…” Her hands clenched in the blanket. “It made it worse … it’s like part of my brain’s still stuck back there. Like I can’t get that part of me to come back home.”

That’s when I realized how deep it went. She wasn’t fighting me, or even the memory of Irons and the MC. She was fighting herself, and she needed time because of the enormity of what she’d done. Done and enjoyed, a truth that made recovery all the harder.

I tried to be patient. We went for walks in the park, ate takeout on the porch, even drove to the beach once to watch the sun come up. There were moments where it felt almost normal—Lizzy laughing at some idiot dog chasing a seagull, Lizzy critiquing the “decorating crimes” of the rental houses along the causeway. But always, when we got home, she’d retreat to her window and her phone, and the darkness would start creeping back in.

She wouldn’t talk about it, not really. I brought it up once, while we were lying on the couch. “Do you want to tell me about what you’re feeling, what you’re thinking?” I asked, my voice soft.

She stared at the ceiling, silent for a full minute. “You saw the videos,” she said. “What else is there to say?”

“There’s always more.”

She closed her eyes. Reached inwards to find the strength, the strength for dark, guilty places and thoughts.

“It felt good,” she whispered. “I hated that it felt good, but it did. And then afterward, it felt terrible … like I’d been chewed up and spat out. Not by them—by me, me recognizing how bad the things were. But, nonetheless, wanting them to happen again … again and again …”

I didn’t know what to say to that. So I just squeezed her hand.

Most of our conversations were like that.

We didn’t have the energy for arguments, so we settled for honesty, painful honesty, a hundred times harder than screaming fits would have been.

I noticed the changes in myself, too. I started checking her phone when she left it on the counter, scrolling through the messages for a sign of relapse. I started staring at her body in the shower, comparing the bruises and bite marks to the ones I remembered from the videos, wondering if any new ones would appear.

I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t stop.

Totally fucking stupid and irrational. Lizzy was also still off work on compassionate leave—like me, valued enough that the school cut her some slack—so we were together nearly 24/7 that first week. Aside from my odd trip to the gym, Ted, or the shops, there was no opportunity for her to go to the clubhouse or meet up with Irons … so why did I keep on checking?  Why did I have to keep on checking? Paranoia … paranoia’s a terrible mistress!

After two weeks I couldn’t put it off anymore; my boss's boss told me they couldn’t stretch it any longer, Mr. Fung had worked out my boss was all talk and was screaming blue murder, demanding my return with threats of penalties or contract termination. Not really credible, this far into the project, but a sign of where his head was at.

So despite all my fears about Lizzy’s mental state and the ever-present temptations and dangers of relapse, I had to fly to Bangkok for two weeks.

The night before I left, Lizzy sat next to me at the edge of the bed, knees pulled up to her chest.

“Do you think I’ll ever be normal again?” she asked, nervous, almost in tears.

I wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “You’re the most normal person I know.”

She laughed, a real one, then shook her head. “You must not know many people.”

I left the next morning, and she hugged me so hard I thought she might leave bruises. On the plane, I stared at my hands and tried to think of nothing at all.

Anong met me, gave me the biggest of hugs, both of us knowing nothing more would happen, now wasn’t the time, now wasn’t appropriate.

The first night in Bangkok, I called her from the hotel. She was sitting in the kitchen, hair pulled back, the pale blue blouse showing her figure, making me ache for her and home.

“How was your day?” I asked.

“Fine,” she said. “I watered the plants and reorganized the spice rack.”

“So, big day then!” We both laughed—a laugh of relief mixed with nerves. It released the tension, allowing us to move back vaguely to normal, at least for the next thirty minutes anyway.

After a happy, light-hearted chat, the easy, normal conversation finally ran dry, with Lizzy just staring into the camera, eyes wincing, wincing in pain and memory.

“Are you okay?” I asked, her lips and muscles twitching in response, waiting for her mind to catch up as it found the right words.

“I’m fine.” She bit her lip, then shook her head. “Actually, that’s a lie. I’m not. I keep thinking about… everything.” She stared at me for a long time. “I miss the feeling. The rush. I hate that I miss it. I hate that I even think about it. But it’s like…” She shook her head, lost.

“It’s like a drug,” I said. “And Irons made sure you’d get hooked.”

She nodded. “I don’t know how to stop wanting it.” Her voice was thin, the words trembling as they came out.

I wanted to fix it; I wanted to use quick, easy words to comfort her, make her feel better. But all I could say was, “We’ll figure it out.”

She smiled, watery, then wiped her eyes. “I’m sorry. You probably have work to do.”

“It’s okay, honey … evening report reading can wait; you’re more important … always more important …”

That won me a happy smile, and we talked about happy, normal, nothing things for another twenty minutes—the weather, the neighbors, a new bakery opening down the street. We talked about Rachel Jr.'s latest cutesy thing … which I’d never describe as ‘a nothing thing’; our little mini-human would always be one of the two poles of our entire world.

Lizzy laughed when I told her about Mr. Fung’s meltdown when he’d first seen me back. Thirty minutes of non-stop rant about all the problems I’d caused by my selfish absence. All the time delivered with a little smile that said he was super glad to have me back. A smile that didn’t bode well for him letting Jim-the-comfort-blanket go permanently back Stateside after our scheduled April review point.

After the call, I sat on the bed and stared at my phone, scrolling through the last few texts Lizzy had sent while I’d been in transit—my first real chance to read them. Each one ended with a heart, or a smiley face, or a stupid inside joke. It didn’t make me feel better. It just made me want to go home.

Fuck! Two weeks … two whole weeks. That was going to feel like an eternity. A dangerous, temptation-strewn eternity.

I didn’t know how to help her. I didn’t know if she’d ever stop wanting Irons and the club, or if the best I could do was to stand between her and the black hole, as she’d described it.

Stand between her and it, ready to hold onto her every time the gravitational pull was at its worst. Ready to catch her and hug her if ever she succumbed and relapsed.

That is, if I still had the strength and the desire to catch her. (Who was I kidding? I’d always have the desire, it was just the strength that might give way …)

The next night, we talked again. She looked tired, but there was a new resolve in her voice. A resolve that gave me heart.

“I want to try something,” she said.

“Anything.”

“I don’t know how to stop wanting it … so, I want to go to a therapist. A real one, not just a hotline or a blog. Maybe if I can talk it out, it won’t have so much power.”

I nodded. “I’ll help you find one.”

She smiled, relieved. “Thank you.”

After we said goodnight, I lay in the dark for a long time, replaying the way she’d said, ‘I don’t know how to stop wanting it.’

Those words echoing in my head hurt like hell, made me so fearful.

But what she was proposing, and the fact of her resolve to fight back rather than give in to temptation gave me huge hope.


Chapter 8 


Tuesday, 22nd February 2022, Bangkok

After our marital near-death experience, being back in Thailand, and so far away from Lizzy was one of the hardest things I’d ever had to endure.

Not like those terrible, horror-strewn nights when Lizzy was a ‘guest’ of the Lonestar Vets at their Orlando clubhouse, or in the week she’d then been with Irons. Those had been like being stabbed or hacked to bits before being rushed to the ER and anesthetized, as no one could bear such pain while conscious.

No, this was like the dull, troubling ache of a lost limb or a wound sewn up but which you feared would split its stitches and burst open any day now.

Every day I sat in meeting upon meeting, desperately trying to concentrate on the complex pages of data flow and integration architecture diagrams as the analysts and managers from the various subcontractors sat confidently reporting on the progress they were making.

Thankfully, despite my boss’s efforts, Anong and my various direct reports had kept the show on the road, and so the subcontractors’ optimism seemed well placed.

So guiding these meetings may have been tedious, but at least I wasn’t having to worry about things back home whilst also having to fix a project going off the rails.

Every meeting seemed the same. Me tuning in every five minutes or so, asking a probing or challenging question, then sagely nodding my head before retreating into my most personal, private thoughts.

Sometimes these thoughts weren’t too bad—about my last call with Lizzy about Rachel Jr.'s progress and funny stories from daycare.

But more often my thoughts were darker. The sights and sounds I’d seen from Orlando and Daytona, and from the night when Ted had been out and Irons had penetrated his defenses, showing me the full horror of just how close Lizzy and Irons had become. The full horror of how much she loved the raw, explosive sex he and his biker brothers had given her. Nine terrifying, soul-shredding words echoing around my head as if on a permanent loop. “I don’t know how to stop wanting it.”

By week two, the project was fine, but these words were like a permanent torture on my shoulder—digging their claws in, causing me to tune out of meetings for long periods of fearful introspection.

Other team members or subcontractors didn’t call me on it. They were just happy to get through another meeting without me spotting the things they were trying to conceal.

But Anong was a whole different ball game.

It was the Tuesday of my second week away … three days and counting until my flight home … when over our normal shared dinner she called me on it …

“You miss her, don’t you …”

We might not be lovers right now—we both knew that felt wrong—but Anong and I had shared way too much for anything but the absolute truth…

“More than you can imagine,” I sighed with longing, even thinking about her giving me a distant, happy look.

“Well, then … why don’t you bring her here?”

“What, so you and your new bestie can compare notes on all Jim’s foibles and failings? The last time Lizzy was over here, it ended up with her living a girl’s dreamworld … fucking pop stars and on center stage at a biker stage!"

I hadn't meant it to sound harsh, but I needn’t have worried. Anong was a strong, capable woman, more than capable of defending herself …

“So what you’re really saying, Jim... is that us girls, me and your wife Lizzy, we got needs that you can’t see to on your own... that you can try, with a little help from your friends...”

Was this woman—this enigma of a woman—quoting the Beatles at me? Was this woman, for whom English was her third or fourth language, quoting Lennon and McCartney at me … at me, a US-naturalized Brit?

That was the moment I reminded myself—just as I’d first done when I met her—that I was most likely out-matched.

So I didn’t argue back.

Like all men, I changed the topic … whilst turning over in my mind the seed she’d planted.

Could I really bring Lizzy over here?  Was that the answer to our problems? Rather than have me fly back business class every 3rd week, maybe she could fly coach, stay in my suite, and be here two weeks out of three.

As an idea, that might well have worked. I was giving it serious thought and about to raise it with my boss’s boss when two days later everything changed.

Not back home, with Lizzy … but in Thailand … or, more specifically in the big undersea internet cables that connect China and Thailand.

The trouble with building a fifteen billion dollar semiconductor factory is that it’s damned difficult to fly it under the radar. Under the radar of the cybercriminals who’d attacked companies as well-prepared as Sony, Acer, and Target.

Because Thursday, March 3rd, 2022, was the day the cybercriminals in the Chiang Mai province of Thailand chose to leverage the poor cybersecurity of SMC Foundries and their new factory on the outskirts of Bangkok.

I could explain all kinds of technical details … but what’s the point? Their route in was a low-end Tier 3 subcontractor who enforced virtually zero oversight of what emails their employees opened and the apps they installed.

The ransom note arrived at 9 a.m., and they only gave the company until 5 p.m. to decide and transfer the money.

The handle of the criminals (the Chiang Mai collective) was well known. And at 10 a.m., 1 p.m., and 4 p.m., three of the factory’s most important software modules were suddenly taken out of service by the hackers encrypting them.

This wasn’t a bluff—which made it all the more extraordinary that our lords and masters higher up the food chain told the Chiang Mai collective to go screw themselves!

Our lords and masters in the SMC Foundries HQ were more concerned about setting a precedent that might impact their other fifteen factories than about the time, effort, and stress to rebuild the code that was about to be vaporized.

Thursday at 5 p.m. all those years of effort went up in smoke.

For the next few days, my feet didn’t touch the ground. I made a brief call to Lizzy on Friday evening to explain I wasn’t at the airport headed home, as we needed to spend the next few days working out just how bad the damage was. How many of the backups had been wiped or compromised, and once we knew this, we started making estimates of how long it would take to rewrite code and run through the complex tasks of re-calibrating and re-syncing the complex web of 1500 processes and machines in a modern chip factory.

Lizzy was totally understanding—she knew there was zero alternative and didn’t seem too down, hopeful that maybe system backups would allow me to be home next weekend.

But two days later she was less understanding and far more depressed when I outlined the full horror of what we’d found.

Those bastard hackers must have been inside our system for weeks or months—every single backup had been either wiped or compromised.

I hated to break the news to her, but trips home had been cut in three for all contractors. Even someone with my seniority would only be allowed home one week in every seven—and there was no way on earth Mr. Fung or my boss would be allowing me to end my posting in the next few months. A posting back home at the end of Q1 2022 was out of the question, and even Q1 2023 might be a stretch.

I don’t know which of the two of us was more depressed—Lizzy or me. It was like the whole universe wanted to keep us down. We’d only just started recovering from all the earlier Irons and MC club shit, and now this!

The only single good thing in all of this was that Lizzy and I were on the same page … this was going to be hard, fucking hard.

Being apart two out of every three weeks had been difficult enough... But those bastards in Chiang Mai meant I’d only be home with Lizzy one week in every seven. For a woman who was struggling ‘to know how to stop wanting it,’ that was fucking hard.

For a husband who was petrified about his woman’s ability to fight these unfathomable desires, it was maybe even harder.

All I could put my hope in was the therapy sessions Lizzy had been so keen to pursue. Therapy sessions that had only started a couple of days ago.

If that Sunday night conversation wasn’t bad enough, two days later I was talking to an even more distraught-looking Lizzy.

Never mind how wiped I was by the insanely long hours we’d started working; knowing how upset Lizzy was, I’d added a third daily call timed for her school lunch break.

Just after midnight, as I waited to call her, I was mulling over Anong’s pre-cyberattack suggestion about getting Lizzy to visit, when Lizzy called and dropped a bombshell.

“Irons called round earlier … he said he misses me, that he’ll be away for a few weeks, but that he hopes when he’s back that he and I can maybe get a drink … let bygones be bygones …

“He even insisted I say hi from him to you... said he hopes there are no hard feelings and that he’s looking forward to catching up for a beer with you when he’s back and you’re home…”

Lizzy said all of this in a breathless flurry of words … her cheeks red … desperate to get this unnerving news off her chest.

I could tell she was as nervous as hell, both from being physically with a man who’d bent her to his will many times before and also at having to mention him to a man who loathed and hated him.

But at least she was being open and honest with me.

That was where things had gone to crap before, when she’d hidden things and broken our bond of honesty.

“You know he’s trying to get you back … trying to suck you back into that black hole you told me all about!”

Whatever my own feelings, knowing she was still reeling from the news about how rarely I’d be home, I’d intended my words to sound half-light, half-serious, but Lizzy knew me far too well. She could hear the fear sawing away at my pretended casualness.

Thankfully, she was in the same space.

“I wasn’t rude, but I told him no way either of us wanted a drink with him after everything … and I definitely didn’t let him in … he was hinting, pushing … but I kept him out …”

What? You say that like you want some kind of reward! Some kind of medal for doing the decent thing, I thought to myself as we moved on to talking about other things.

But whatever the topic for the next few minutes, I could see Lizzy’s mind was really still back on Irons … her dilated pupils, raised, tensed eyebrows, and the flush of her cheeks gave her away … her reaction a mix of fear and excitement at being back in touch with the man she’d been so close to for all those months.

Surely, after everything, she wasn’t thinking that my reduced ability to be home to see to her physical needs opened up an opportunity for Irons and her to be back together. Not after everything! Not knowing how I felt and how much effort we’d already put into rebuilding our love and trust …

The only good thing about the cyberattack was that at least over the next few days it provided me some kind of distraction from worrying about Irons and Lizzy’s reaction to his visit.

But the trouble was the distraction only worked through the long hours of meetings. After dinner, with things between me and Anong on hold, there was nothing to distract me in those long, lonely evenings and nights.

I tried to find ways to distract myself, but my mind kept filling with images of all those times I’d seen Irons around our house … images of him and Lizzy kissing or fucking … images of how she’d looked so alive and fulfilled when he’d overcome her barriers to make things really kinky and wild.

And all the time the images played in my head, I’d hear Lizzy’s voice: ‘I don’t know how to stop wanting it’ … I’d hear her voice and remember the haunted, frightened look on her face when she’d made that honest, troubling confession about how hard it was to change back to the woman she’d been.

Lizzy told me about Irons’ visit on Tuesday morning, and every fricking evening for the rest of that week her words and the way she’d reacted haunted me.

Surely we couldn’t be heading back into that hellhole? Surely we’d suffered enough… Lizzy had suffered enough, had the strength to resist, and had the knowledge of how painful and terminal the path offered by Irons really was…

Tormented by these fears, I went from sleeping well—or as well as I could with no Lizzy or Anong lying next to me—to waking in a sweat every few hours, woken by some dream or other about biker festivals or pool tables or biker weddings…


Chapter 9 


Saturday, 12th March 2022, Bangkok

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, on Saturday morning I got a call from the person I hated most on the entire planet.

“Hell-oooo, Jimbo, bet you didn’t think you’d be hearing from me so soon …”

“What the fuck do you want, you worthless piece of trash …”

“That’s not very nice, is it? Not after we became such good friends these last few months … what with me helping you take care of your wife’s needs while you were otherwise occupied …”

“Fuck off, cunt! You leave Lizzy out of this… and don’t you dare go round to our house again; otherwise, Ted or me will take care of you once and for all…”

“Oh, so Lizzy told you about my little visit to say ‘hi’ … to see if she was still interested in a little fun with Old Irons and the boys …”

“Of course she fucking told me … the days of Lizzy keeping secrets from me are done … we’re solid, happy again … no thanks to you, you cunt …”

“So rude … so ungrateful,” he smirked, Irons' ugly face pin-sharp against the backdrop of a place I recognized all too well, the smoky, noisy main room of the Dark Knight’s clubhouse.

Fuck, I hated him. From the way he spoke and from the spaced-out look on his face, it was clear he was drunk and stoned, not surprising bearing in mind it was the early hours of Saturday back on the shores of Lake Moultrie, just forty miles north of Lizzy and Ted.

I was just about to spit more venom at the bastard who’d caused so much pain and damage when his smirk got even wider.

“Word on the street is that some drug-linked cybercriminals in Chiang Mai hacked their way inside your factory’s systems and fucked you over pretty good … some Thai hackers who might have been given a little encouragement by some US bikers who don’t like being fucked over and losing face to some nerdy little English guy…"

I was totally stunned. My mouth fell open, my face froze, and my eyes widened in disbelief as the full weight of it hit me—the catastrophe that had wrecked the entire project wasn’t just random bad luck. It was Irons. And that meant, indirectly, it was me.

After the initial smack of the news, I felt an icy shiver running down my spine. Fuck, if news of this leaked, would it be me, not Mr. Fung, who ended up as the sacrificial scapegoat? Would all my good work count for nothing as they fired me and spread the rumors so I’d never work again?

“You bastard! You did that! You fucked with thousands of people’s livelihoods, cost hundreds of millions of dollars of damage, and all because I made you look silly?”

“Ain’t life a bitch?” the vicious, scheming bastard grinned. “And, Jimbo, talking of bitches, I gotta go away on business for a few weeks, but when I get back … if you wanna keep that precious job of yours, you better make sure Lizzy’s waiting for me in my bed … waiting for me, legs open and a whole lot more friendly and welcoming than when I last saw her …

“That is, unless you want me emailing your company’s security team … maybe even throw in a video attachment or two …

“Think on!”

And with that, he was gone, the call cut, leaving me feeling drained and panicked, the problems I’d been worrying about before suddenly trifling and inconsequential compared to my current panicked thoughts.

No prizes for guessing who I called when time zones allowed.

I called him even though I remembered how disappointed he’d seemed with me at various times when my stupidity had only made things worse with Lizzy and Irons.

I’d been slow to realize it, but by now I realized a part of me looked on Ted as the father I’d never really known, and I craved his approval just like a real son craves a real father’s nod or pat on the back. Never mind that I was a grown man and father myself; these kinds of aches and needs defy logic.

I really didn't want a rerun of that type of disapproval, but the more I turned it over in my head, the more I realized I had precious little choice.

“Morning, Ted…”

He grunted back, obviously not enough caffeine in his veins yet.

“Earlier today I got a call from Irons …”

“That lowlife piece of shit … if I ever see him round here again, I don’t care how many pals he’s got at the club, I’ll bury the fucker and bury anyone who gets in my way …”

Hearing his words, seeing the focused, hateful look in his eyes … it made me feel good … made me feel slightly less fearful … at least I had an ally who hated him as much as I did.

I talked him through what Irons had told both Lizzy and me about his going away but wanting to get back into Lizzy’s life when he returned. And then I moved on to the topic that was really troubling me—his blackmail threat to get me blamed for the hundreds of millions of dollars of damage unless I enabled him and Lizzy to get back together.

Ted might not have had the same deep years of academic training as I did, but he had something better. His long military career not only gave him a wide network of friends in intelligence, special forces, and law enforcement—but it also gave him a deep-rooted and intuitive feeling for strategy and the strengths and weaknesses of his enemies.

Still nervous, I started to talk, but he just held up his hand; he was still thinking.

I was about to have another go when a deep, belly laugh rolled out from his mouth.

“The stupid fucker … the stupid fucking fucker …

“Irons will never change … all the years I’ve known him, he always thought he was the smartest kid on the block … but he’s always actually the dumbest … always did like the big, showy move … but it’s not the first domino that counts, it’s the last …”

When I looked confused, he spoke even less clearly … but this time it was intentional, with my approval.

“Okay, Jim … if I don’t tell you certain stuff, then if ever you end up on the stand, you won’t have to lie or perjure yourself, right?”

I nodded—I understood the concept but didn’t have the first idea where his scheming old brain was going.

“Okay, Jim … as neither of us wants you to have to lie, how about I ask you a series of questions … you join the dots … and see if it cheers you up …”

I nodded, really still none the wiser.

“Okay, Jim, question no. 1. Do you think the Thai military might get the odd kickback when a huge new factory like yours goes up, with all that money and all those jobs?”

The dumbest kid in our particular two-person class nodded.

“And question no. 2. Do you think those same Thai military might also be a tiny bit connected to allowing all that Thai white to flow down from the Golden Triangle to the various biker clubs that help distribute it all over the USA…?

“And no. 3, how do you think these same generals feel about a Thai-originating cyberattack that means factories two, three, and four may never happen?

“Which brings me neatly onto questions no. 4 and 5, Jim.  Four: Do you think the US military or Government would be happy to know that the ‘kill order’ for all your software problems came from the US and came from ex-military? Five: Do you think KK would authorize something so destructive to so many interested parties just to save the face of his sergeant-at-arms? Or do you think it's more likely this was all a rogue operation set in motion by a jilted one-man band?”

There was a long, long period of silence … before inevitably it was Ted who spoke first.

“So, Jim … what with you being a loving, upright, starched collar kind of family guy … I’m guessing you’d rather not know the details of what might happen to your ex-friend …

“Would I be right in that assumption, Jim?”

Dumb but now understanding kid nodded quietly.

“Okay, so no details … we agree … but what I will tell you, Jim, is that when the Thai military and the US DoD decide to clean house, they do it with a speed and thoroughness that is truly impressive …

Ted—a man I’d totally respected before but who now I was determined to never have as an enemy—let his words sink in before his final flourish of efficiency.

“Oh, that reminds me … Jim, didn’t you say Anong’s uncle is a high-up in the Thai Army? You wouldn’t mind sending me her contact details, would you?”

That call with Ted left me feeling 90% positive and 10% negative.

The positive is easy to understand—when he’d thought it through, Ted’s belly laugh, smile, and ‘non-explanation explanation’ left me in no doubt that problems with Irons were a thing of the past.

The negative was that the whole interaction left a long-lasting bitter aftertaste that yet again I’d had to rely on a man nearly fifteen years my senior to pull my bacon out of the fire.

However much I rationalized it—I was a software guy, this was Ted’s world; he was a father figure to me and Lizzy, he really didn’t mind—it still carried a humiliating sting. A sting that reminded me of how he’d looked at me with disappointment when he’d also had to clear up earlier messes.

But 90-10’s not a bad ratio, so as I started grinding through the post-attack mountain of long days and stress, I felt a lot happier than I’d done when Irons had visited Lizzy and called me.

For the next few days, things were mixed.

At work, there were no magical ‘Eureka’ moments where we suddenly found a hidden, uncontaminated backup of all the code. Sadly, life’s not like that. Instead, we buckled down to the long, tedious process of rebuilding everything we’d already built and tested once. Second time around is actually quicker but always feels slower due to the psychological pain of knowing you’re doing what you’ve already done once before!

On the Irons front—nothing. No contact with me, no contact with Lizzy. I could have asked Ted for an update, but I knew his logic of keeping me in the dark was sound. So I just enjoyed his absence. Any time I worried, I forced myself to remember Ted’s belly laugh as we realized just how much Irons had overplayed his hand.

Which only leaves the Lizzy front, which was the part of my life that was starting to worry me the most—even more than the mountain of work I faced.

Like me, Lizzy was pleased that Irons had not been in contact. But after all the buzz and drama of the cyberattack and the first few days, the harsh and depressing impact on our relationship was now beginning to sink in.

Only back home one week in seven. The much hoped-for end of my posting postponed for the foreseeable future. These were thoughts guaranteed to make anyone depressed, and even with me making sure to always ring home three times a day, I could see Lizzy slowly sinking into a funk.

Seeing this funk deepen each day, a couple of weeks after Ted had sorted the Irons problem, I arranged a meeting with Mr. Fung to discuss Anong’s idea of switching the budgets around to have Lizzy join me in Thailand for one or two weeks every month.

“Absolutely not, Mr. Sharp … if you do it, everyone will do it … and then instead of having a highly focused workforce, not distracted by the charms and demands of their womenfolk, I’ll have a workforce working half the hours and generating only a third of the progress I need …”

If ever they make a Taiwanese version of the Christmas Carol, no prizes for guessing who they’ll cast as Scrooge. If Scrooge and the Grinch ever had a lovechild, he’d be about 5’3” and hail from the western districts of Taipei.

What a cunt! The happiness of his workforce didn’t even register one single jot on his radar. To him, we were nothing more than worker ants …

That ‘conversation’ (not that there was much that was bi-directional about it) happened on the last Friday in March.

I’d not told Lizzy beforehand, and now that I’d been turned down, I’d not intended on telling her at all. But seeing the depressed look on my face, she wouldn’t quit until I told her why I was looking down.

So that Friday there were two depressed members of the Sharp family. Which made it all the more surprising that when I rang her on my Saturday morning, her Friday evening, I found her in a very different mood.


Chapter 10 


Saturday, 26th March 2022, Bangkok

“Hey, babe!” Lizzy’s voice sounded jaunty and happy, very different from her somber tones from all our recent calls.

“Someone sounds happy!” I teased. I wasn’t the only one. Lizzy was in the hot tub, so not only was I looking at her smiling face, I was also getting a lovely view of her bikini-clad boobs and that delectable valley between those soft, squishy tits. A trinity of treats for the eyes that never failed to get me hard.

She must have seen the lust in my eyes, her grin getting wider as she wagged her finger and issued a quick “Down, boy! Can’t have you getting all horny until it’s home time. You’re not due back for two weeks… I can’t have Anong getting all the benefits of your husbandly love when you need to keep up your strength for wifey!”

She really was in a good mood, lifting my own spirits—I’d felt so guilty about things growing worse, not better, with our separation.

“Hey, Jim! How ya doing?” were the next words I heard. Lizzy’s lips not moving, and her accent a very passable impression of Ted.

“Ted! What the fuck you doin’ there in my hot tub … in my hot tub with my woman … I thought you Marine guys were meant to be all about honor… Whatever happened to ‘Semper Fi,’ always faithful?

“I always thought ‘first ones in, last ones out’ referred to Iwo Jima or Guadalcanal … not my fricking Hot Tub!”

Ted’s deep chuckle rumbled up from his gut, vibrating through his broad barrel chest before rolling out rich and loud — a big, toothy grin plastered across his weather-beaten face.

“You always were better with words than action, Limey Boy … I guess that’s why I’m here, and you’re there … me here, sat enjoying a beer and a soak with your gorgeous wife … you there, sat earning the big bucks … stressing about a whole bunch of lost binary code …

“While the only thing me and your gorgeous wife got to stress about is which of us has to run to the fridge to get the next cold one …

“And, Jim, as I’m a nice guy, as I make Lizzy jiggle in that teeny-tiny bikini of hers to go get the beers, I may even hold the camera up so you can get a good view of what you’re missing … of what might be waiting for you when you finally get home …

“That is, if your gorgeous wife hasn’t taken pity on a poor, horny old widowed Marine to remind him of some of the finer things in life …”

It was my turn to chuckle as my own roar of laughter burst out from my much less broad, much less barrel-like version of a chest…

“For a senile old leatherneck, you’re not so bad with the words yourself, old man…” was my final retort, before the conversation settled down into something more normal, the three of us chatting away for the best part of two hours.

It felt good, damned good … almost like old times … almost like I was there beside them. In fact, even though it was morning time for me, as I’d only be working from the hotel today, I joined them in having a beer whenever Ted made good on his promise, letting me watch Lizzy’s ass and boobs jiggle away as she scampered across the yard to and from the fridge.

The conversation was mostly light-hearted and wandered over all kinds of topics, very different from the last big call between Ted and me. But maybe inevitably, the topic of Irons came up, but the way Ted handled the topic (no details, but 100% reassurance) was enough for me and Lizzy. We shared a look, but decided to follow Ted’s lead, happy not to know things that might trouble us or create legal jeopardy.

Irons was only the briefest part of our call, and we soon navigated the conversation back to happier topics, and after more minutes of casual chatting, they killed the call, and I finally started out on all the reading I had waiting in my inbox.

The human brain is a remarkable thing. While my analytical mind was deep in the weeds—parsing APIs, connection points, and data granularity—the emotional part of me had quietly zeroed in on two subtle details my conscious attention had completely missed during the call.

The first was the intimacy between Ted and Lizzy. I saw it in the way their eyes lingered on each other a little too long, in the small unconscious touches that kept finding excuses to connect. I heard it in how their laughter fell into perfect sync, the way they finished each other’s sentences, and in the softer, more intimate tone they used with one another—different from the louder, brighter one they used with me.

All of these signs spoke of mutual physical attraction, of mutual but forbidden desire, of a shared lust they both knew was there but were determined to pretend didn’t exist.

Maybe this wasn’t surprising—Lizzy was a beautiful woman, Ted was a virile, charismatic, and very manly guy, and the friendship that ran between them had always been deep. Something only made stronger by the difficulties of the last few weeks.

If that wasn’t surprising, the second thing was very surprising—that even after the two near-death episodes with Simon and now with Irons, as I thought about the obvious attraction between the two of them, I felt my cock start to swell and harden.

Fuck! That’s insane, I thought to myself.

Just weeks ago I’d been terrified about Lizzy choosing Irons over me, and here I was, my stupid and fucking disloyal cock engorging at the thought of sharing Lizzy all over again.

Was I really that sick? That stupid?

Apparently yes … at least at some level the idea still appealed to the dumbed parts of me …

The thought was so troubling that—now that my conscious brain was aware of these things—I decided I needed to take a break from report reading to think more deeply about these two troubling new realizations.

I’d just poured myself a small lunchtime bourbon and was sat on the balcony to help clear my head and figure things out when I got a call that was to have far-reaching consequences for the rest of my life.

“Hey, Boss … how are you? Am I safe to come up?”

Our private joke … no man and woman ever had a relationship that was less about ‘boss’ and ‘servant’ than Anong and I.

We both knew she was way smarter than me—maybe not when it came to coding or software, but in every other way that matters.

And her asking permission—no doubt she was already in the hotel lobby—was a reflection of respect for my need for space for much of these last few weeks, as well as a way of dealing with the fire that still sparked between the two of us.

With Lizzy and me still in ‘recovery mode,’ however tempting, Anong and I both knew things had to stay platonic.

Buzzing her up, letting her in … I gave her a big, welcoming hug … I was in that kind of mood.

God, she smelled good!

I’d been away from Lizzy for five weeks now, and the innocent act of hugging, feeling the soft warmth of Anong’s body, and drinking in the aroma of her shampoo and scent … fuck, it was as much as I could do not to throw her down on the couch and ravish her! After all, it wasn’t like that would have been a new thing for Bangkok’s mixed-race answer to Romeo and Juliet…

However much those were the thoughts racing through my mind, the actions of those bastards in Chiang Mai still meant the project was in critical condition. So aside from the odd smile and surreptitious arm touch, Anong and I spent the next few hours focusing on work.

Making faster-than-expected progress, we treated ourselves to an early dinner, and probably it was the bottle of red wine we shared that opened up the life-changing conversation.

“Anong, I feel kinda guilty asking you this, you know … as we’re not together anymore,” I grimaced, “but would you mind if I got your advice on something …”

She smiled, happy to have just a small fraction of the closeness we’d shared for so long before Irons had fucked everything up.

“This may sound crazy …”

“Lizzy and Ted …”

She’d jumped in even before I’d finished, a smile on her face that could have lit up half the city.

While I slowly picked my jaw up from the floor, she did what she always did best … corrected me in a loving and gentle way.

“Honestly … why are guys always so slow … Simon, then Irons … two bad, bad choices … the right choice has been staring you in the face since day one …

“Jim, honey … Lizzy’s just like you … she’s got a big, shrink-sized gap in her psyche … just waiting for an older, wiser daddy-type figure to fill it …

“Abandonment issues? J. and L. as well… ring any bells?”

Ever the tease, she let her words drift down to nothing … before firing back up with an equally inflammatory statement.

“You know I spoke to Ted the other day? You know, about that thing you’re not meant to know about … the thing my uncle may or may not be able to help Ted’s friends with…”

Fuck, she was good at this … virtually a pro … she had me hanging like a dog in heat …

“You guys are so slow to see these things … Ted’s wanted Lizzy forever and a day …

“Can you imagine what it did to the poor guy … there he is, recently widowed, no outlet for his needs … and there you are, pimping Lizzy to some jerk like that idiot Simon … and if that’s not bad enough, along comes Irons … a certified psycho, and you go all out to make that work as well …

Anong paused to let it all sink in … my sense of guilt and shame at my stupidity on overload … and that was even before my brain reminded me how Ted had pulled my nuts out of the fire yet again just days ago …

“And all the time, Ted’s not only forced to watch while the beautiful Lizzy fucks anything in pants … he’s also forced to clear up all the crap that you create …

She was done telling me how dumb I was. (Well, at least for now.) But the look on her face told me we still had a way to go.

She was giving me time to think. The silence went on a little longer, until Anong judged I’d had enough soak time.

“Jim, you’re a lovely, wonderful guy … but we both know that I know you better than you actually know yourself … so, sweetheart, tell me honestly … which option makes your dick harder … you talking to Ted and Lizzy … or me talking to them, and you not quite knowing what’s gonna happen next?”


Chapter 11 


Monday, 28th March 2022, Bangkok

I hated that Anong knew me so damned well … hated it and loved it.

I never did answer that question she posed—well, not with words, anyway. But from the way she laughed at my flushed face and choked cough, and the way she pinched my cheek and teased me, I was left in little doubt as to which option she thought I’d chosen.

“Ha! You men… so predictable… I tell you, I could put a loaded pistol in your hand, and you’d still think with your little, not your big head!”

But that was the whole point, wasn’t it? Simon may have been a loaded pistol, and Irons had been a fucking blunderbuss … but Ted was meant to be the safe option. The option for Jim, the kinky voyeur, and Lizzy, the lonely wife, to have their cake and eat it.

It was two weeks until I was due to fly home—one week in every seven, what a fucking life—and each day Anong seemed to find new ways to wind me tighter and torment me. ‘All in love,’ as she often said, ‘All in love, Jim!’ Yeah, right! And when she wasn’t doing it, I seemed to find a way to help her—more often than not, my own worst enemy.

The torrent of teasing and asked and only half-answered questions started the Monday immediately after I’d asked Anong’s advice about whether Lizzy and Ted was a good idea.

We’d both been busy on the Sunday, and Monday itself was jam-packed with meetings and brainstorming sessions to find ways to accelerate things. So it was only over Monday dinner that I got a chance to probe her for a progress update.

“So, Sunday … any interesting calls Stateside?” I asked, pushing food around my plate, eyes down, aiming for my most casual of tones.

“What? Interesting, like calls to HQ? Calls about your flights?” she asked, playing dumb, before the wickedest of grins appeared, a grin worthy of a super-villain.

“Oh! You mean a call to Ted or Lizzy? Oh, that’s what you meant! Not expense policies … a different kind of policy …”

She deliberately left her words hanging there … leaving me hanging there … until her lips curled with the most beautiful of purrs.

“Well, wouldn’t you like to know! I think that kind of thing’s between a girl and her bestie, not for male ears …

“Well, not unless the male in question’s a hunky, macho, retired Marine … a daddy figure that makes a girl feel all squishy inside …”

After Monday’s stonewalled, epic failure, Tuesday morning I tried a different tack. If Anong wouldn’t tell, then maybe I could persuade the woman who loved me to put me out of my misery.

“Hey, hun … how was your day?”

She looked happier.

There was a twinkle in her eye … or was I just imagining that?

Or maybe she’d just had one of those special days with her brood of little six- and seven-year-old munchkins.

“Great, thanks,” she beamed, making my own heart lurch with joy, making me wish I could be sitting there right next to her.

“‘Great’… Anything in particular that made it a ‘great’ day? You know, anything ‘hot-tubby’ or …”

Her beaming smile just got wider …

“My bestie warned me you might come sniffing around!”

As frustrated as I was, it was wonderful to see Lizzy so happy. So different from the stressed days that had become her norm.

“Honestly, Jim … for a man as smart as you, I’d have expected something more subtle, more finessed … ‘Anything hot-tubby’ … fuck, honey … you Brits, are you really sure it was you who gave us Shakespeare and Dickens? Sure you didn’t steal them from the French?”

Not disheartened—I was frustrated but so happy to see Lizzy brimming over with joy—Wednesday I took a day off. Thursday I tried Ted.

“Come on, man! You really expect me to crack? Upset the only two women I fear more than the Taliban?”

“Whatever happened to Bros before Hoes, Ted?”

“You callin’ the saintly Lizzy and Anong hoes, Jim? Da ya want me to quote you on that?”

Fuck!

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Why would no one give me a straight answer to a straight question?

So a week and a half later it was a very nervous-looking Jim Sharp who took the deepest of breaths as he walked down the jet bridge.  Honestly, it felt more like walking the plank. Was I walking into danger or calm, tranquil seas? Had things already happened between Lizzy and Ted, or had this all just been a big tease concocted by Anong? Or maybe she had set the fire between them, but things were still at the early, exploratory phase.

After all, Ted wasn’t a man slut like Simon and Irons. Before he’d lost Rachel, he’d always been a ‘one-woman guy,’ so jumping into bed even with a woman as wonderful as my Lizzy wasn’t something that he’d do without thought. After all, our family was his family; he’d want to make damn sure he didn’t screw up something so precious to him.

But the five-minute walk from the plane to the arrivals hall was plenty long enough for me to change my mind, to feel a whole lot less sure of the situation, and to persuade myself that in two whole weeks a relationship that was already strong could put down the deepest and most intimate of roots.

Not quite in sight yet, I felt all the old doubts return. Was Lizzy still mine? Had the last two weeks laid the seeds for a relationship even more dangerous than the ones she’d had with Simon and Irons? After all, however amazing the sex, neither of them could ever be the kind of man Lizzy gave her heart to … whereas with Ted …

Panicked by this sudden burst of doubts, I rolled my suitcase through the airport, looking for Lizzy’s familiar face.

For a minute, I couldn’t find her, and my heart dropped. Then I spotted her by the baggage claim, standing with Ted.

I knew.

The instant I saw them, I knew.

It was the smallest and simplest of things—just the way they stood. Not touching, but close. Lizzy’s hand was curled around the handle of her purse, but her shoulder leaned in Ted’s direction, a kind of interpersonal gravity born out of hours spent together and a newly forged intimacy.

Or in simpler terms, just like all mammals in the animal kingdom, their body angles and closeness marked them out as a couple, as a bonded pair.

Ted was dressed in his usual battered camo and faded jeans, but for once, his shirt was immaculately pressed, and he looked freshly shaved rather than having his customary forty-eight-hour shadow.

His eyes tracked me across the terminal, but his face gave away nothing, too long out of the dating game to realize their body language had already given them away.

Lizzy saw me and broke into a run. I expected her to pause, give me just a hug and a kiss, but she threw herself into my arms and squeezed until I gasped for breath. Fuck, she was happy. Whatever she and Ted had or hadn’t been doing, it seemed like some magic elixir! She’d been happy enough on all our phone calls, but this was happiness on a different plane!

She hugged me again, squeezing the life out of me, squeezing my nose deep into her hair. Damn, she smelled good! Zesty orange merged with the subtler scents of jasmine and sandalwood; I’d recognize that mix anywhere.

Fuck, it was good to be home—even if my heart was pounding at how tectonic plates had likely shifted since I’d last been home.

“God, I missed you, babe,” she beamed, unable to stop smiling, smiling straight into my eyes.

It was my turn to hug and kiss, to hold her like I never wanted to let her go.

I knew something had happened with Ted, but right now I couldn’t care less. I was the man Lizzy was staring at. I was the man who was making her shine brighter than the sun. Whatever had or hadn’t happened with Ted, I was sure that the moment we got home, it would be the younger of the two men who’d be bedding the homecoming queen.

Ted watched us, arms folded—a one-woman man, this was all new for him—but when I finally pulled back, I didn’t see any animosity or anger as he nodded, solemn and respectful. “Good flight?” he asked.

We rode the escalator down, Lizzy glued to my side, chattering about the weather, about Caitlin’s ever-strengthening relationship with Henry, and a local shooting in Horizon Village … i.e., chattering on about everything but the elephant in the room. An elephant that walked a step behind, silent.

Knowing what I knew, in another mood, his presence directly behind me would have been decidedly intimidating and unnerving. But honestly, I was just so delighted to be home and greeted with such glee that Ted could have had a hatchet behind me, and I’d likely not have cared.

That tidal wave of euphoria carried me all the way from the baggage claim to Ted’s truck, which was when the first weird moment occurred.

Ted’s truck was parked in the loading zone, and as we jostled our bags into the back, his hand brushed Lizzy’s lower back. Just a light touch, but it lingered a second longer than it needed to. Lizzy didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned into it, then flashed me a nervous look like, Are you okay?

My stomach flipped, my whole body tingling with adrenaline as my face went from beaming to beet red. But I carried on smiling and nodded. Lizzy understood—my mind was okay with Ted; it’s just it had forgotten to tell my face and gut.

In the car, Lizzy sat shotgun—I guess that had been their habit these last two weeks—twisting around to talk to me in the back seat. Ted drove, eyes on the road. The three of us talked about nothing—traffic, college football, how lucky we’d been to escape the recent tornados.

But under it all was a current of nerves and tension, an anxious hum of something new and unknown for all of us.

Every now and then, Ted would glance at Lizzy, and she’d hold his gaze for a beat before looking away. Once, at a red light, Lizzy reached over and squeezed Ted’s forearm, laughing at something he’d said. Her hand stayed there, just below the sleeve, for the rest of the ride. Still talking to me after, but she didn’t look at me—I knew this was  her way of testing the waters about how I'd adjust to Lizzy and Ted.

When we got home, the yard was spotless. Someone (Ted, I guessed; who else?) had mowed the lawn, trimmed the hedges, and cleaned and stained the deck and outdoor furniture.

Nothing sexual in that, but him doing these simple ‘man about the house’ domestic duties I’d neglected in my absence set off the biggest charge of bittersweet masochistic pleasure and jealousy.

Fuck, the last man who’d been so attentive to Lizzy’s yard needs had been Irons, and look how that turned out!

Thank God Ted was a totally different kind of man. A moral man, a man who’d shared his life with just one woman until the cruel fates had taken her from him.

Wheeling my luggage in—at least that was something I could do for myself—I turned to see Ted hovering in the doorway. “You want me to stick around?” he asked. The tone was casual, but the question was anything but.

Lizzy looked at me, a question in her eyes. Did I want him to stay? Did I want to see how far this arrangement had gone?

I shrugged. “Sure. If you want.”

She smiled, radiant, then turned to Ted. “You want a beer?”

He nodded, and she led him to the kitchen.

I watched them move through the house together. They didn’t touch, not really, but there was a sync in the way they moved. Just like the way they’d stood so close and angled at the airport, it was yet another sign of how much time they’d spent together in the last two weeks. And of how in tune they’d become in just such a short time.

As I watched their natural physical empathy between them, the weird thing was that I couldn’t work out if I was pleased or worried about what I was seeing. Was this exactly what I’d hoped for or what I’d dreaded? Or was it both?

That night, after Ted left, Lizzy curled up in my lap and pulled my head to her shoulder.

“You good?” she asked, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

“Yeah,” I said. “Are you?”

She nodded, her face serious. “I feel… better. Not fixed, not perfect. But like I can breathe again … no more Irons, no more MC club … you back for the next week … and, you know, the other changes …”

Her sudden coyness to even mention his name was adorable. Made me smile. After everything, after all those depraved activities, at heart she could still be coy and shy. Coy and shy and deserving of a little husbandly help.

I kissed her neck softly, tenderly. “Did it help, sweetheart? The thing with Ted, did it help?”

This beautiful woman, my best friend and soulmate, the woman who’d been on such a journey, hesitated—hesitated, and then nodded.

“He’s gentle, gentle and loving … that’s just who he is … but he also knows when I need it rough. And he listens. He helps me see and understand … he only cares about what’s right for me, and slowly he’s helping me to come to terms with what happened with Irons and with that whole side of me … not to repeat it, but to understand it.”

She looked at me, searching my face. “Is that okay?”

I thought about it. Thought about all the pain we’d been through. Thought about how terrified I’d been every time she confessed, ‘I don’t know how to stop wanting it.’

“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s okay, and a million times better than the alternative.”

And for the first time, I believed it. Not without pain, and not without fear, but I believed it, that we’d finally found the right path, the right person.

If Lizzy was on the mend, learning to come to terms with what she’d done and what part of her still wanted, I also had my own weaknesses.

If the last conversation had been a healthy, deep one, where I took things next showed my own fragile needs.

I tried to resist—it felt weird; Ted was one of our oldest friends—but in the end my kink was too strong, so I asked the question that had been on my mind since I’d first been certain that the two of them had been intimate.

“Is he as good as Irons? As good as Simon? Is he enough for you, Lizzy?”

She didn’t answer with words. But the way she smiled told me she was more than happy with how her new lover compared to her previous beaus.

Teasing Lizzy made a reappearance as she dragged me off to bed with the wickedest of smiles. “Never mind about my new boyfriend’s performance; let’s see how my overworked, jet-lagged hubby can measure up …”

We slept tangled together, Lizzy’s hair fanned out across my chest, my hand draped over her waist. I slept a deep, dreamless sleep. No Harleys, no center stages at Glastonbury, no Dark web.

When I woke, the sun was rising into the day, and Lizzy was already up, making coffee in the kitchen. My wonderful wife, the aroma of coffee and frying bacon … that damned woman was a virtual pied piper to my weary body. A weary body that got even more weary when, this time, it was me who was the one to drag Lizzy back to bed.

Ted stopped by later that day. He and Lizzy sat on the porch, talking quietly, while I read the paper inside. Or rather, heart pounding mercilessly, I tried to read the newspaper. Desperately trying to hear their words and watch without being spotted.

At one point, I watched them from the window: Ted laughing at something, Lizzy leaning in close, their shoulders touching. There was no hiding it anymore—the energy, the connection. It was real, and it was theirs. And it was something I knew would stress and excite me equally over the next few days.

That afternoon, I caught Ted’s eye as he got up to leave. He looked at me, held my gaze for a long second, then smiled. Not a smug or cocky smile, just a knowing one, as if to say, This is big, this is real … but don’t worry, I’m not like the others; I’m not going to screw you over.

It was a smile that was intended to give reassurance—which it did, but which also scared me witless … making me realize just how huge this was.

Was I better off letting Lizzy fuck idiots like Simon and Irons, or more serious, ‘keeper’ types like Ted?


Chapter 12 


Sunday, 10th April 2022, Charleston, SC

Sunday morning, the house was silent. It was the first real cold snap of the year. Opening my eyes, gazing through the blinds, there was frost on the garage roof. And opposite us, Old Man Thompson’s breath came in puffy little balls as he struggled with his springtime pruning.

Fuck,  this was just plain wrong! The middle of April, and we were barely 40! This was Charleston—this was Gone with the Wind territory—April should never, never have such a wintery feel! Especially when the VIP guest was used to the balmy climate of Bangkok.

Talking of VIP guests, VIP guests weren’t used to rolling over, only semi-awake, to find their concubines gone.

I blinked, did a full-on double take. I could still smell her scent. But that was it.

That was the limit of Lizzy’s presence.

She was gone, her side of the bed as cold as the morning outside.

I didn’t panic—at least not after the shock jerked my brain awake at double speed. Awake, I calmed myself, told myself this was just the new equilibrium. The new equilibrium, and that—just like she’d done holding Ted’s arm in the car, and then laughing and flirting yesterday—Lizzy was testing me. Not in a cruel way, but in a way designed to make sure that the third time around, we weren’t building a problem like before.

Rational logic applied, I felt a lot calmer. Sitting up and looking around, I saw her phone was gone from the charger and the silk robe she’d worn last night was missing from its hook. But on her pillow there was an envelope marked with her unmistakably clear teacher’s handwriting. (I guess decades spent teaching little ones to write have their benefits!)

My name was written with a little heart on the “i.” I picked up the envelope, and the smell hit me even before I’d broken the seal—her perfume, the expensive $400 Tom Ford bottle I’d bought her when nagging vs. my frequency through duty-free pushed in her favor. The bold and sensual tones so obvious, she must have spritzed the note itself!

Inside was a single folded page. I slid it out and opened it, careful not to tear the paper.

Hey sleepyhead,

I hope you’re not too sore after last night’s ‘welcome home.’ (You’re not getting out of round 2; don’t even think about it.)

I’m out getting breakfast, and then I have to meet Caitlin at the mall to buy some clothes for RJ, but I wanted you to have a choice for today. I’ve decided to be VERY BRAVE and give you the power of decision for once, so don’t screw it up, mister. Pick one:

A) Text me ‘A’ and I’ll come back home and spend all day with you, in bed, naked, making love and watching our fave movies, maybe even let you pick which ones.

B) Text me ‘B’ and you come to Ted’s house at 12:30 PM (no earlier, no peeking) and you’ll get a ‘surprise.’ (Not what you think, but also maybe exactly what you think.)

Text me as soon as you read this, so I can plan. If you don’t choose by 10:00, I’m picking for you, and you KNOW which one I’ll pick.

Love you always,

xoxo

L

There was a lipstick mark under the L.

I read it three times, then left it on the comforter and stared at the wall. It was exactly the kind of note I would have expected from pre-MC, pre-catastrophe Lizzy—the girlish, still romantic woman who used to hide little handwritten notes for me in my suitcase or jacket pocket. Who’d stayed up late on my fortieth birthday to write me a sweet, funny poem and slipped it under my pillow.

After these last few months—all the depravity, all the trauma—I’d honestly thought that Lizzy was gone, or at least, she had been. I hadn’t seen her in months. I didn’t know if this note was an apology, a peace offering, or a way of testing my limits. Maybe all three.

I checked the time: 7:43 AM.

I lay back, hands behind my head, and tried to imagine what “B” could possibly mean. The first thought that came was sex, of course. After what Lizzy and Ted had told me about their… arrangement, I half expected to be invited to some sort of reconciliation ménage, or maybe to be forced to watch them, to see if I could handle it. Or maybe she wanted to try a full-on three-way with Ted and me, something that had never seemed right with Simon or Irons.

But the way Lizzy wrote ‘not what you think, but also maybe exactly what you think’ threw me. Maybe it was a joke. Maybe she’d planned a roast, or a teasing afternoon in Ted’s hot tub as we depleted his prized collection of aged Scotch whiskey and Havana cigars.

Or maybe—now that she’d finished her sentence, was on parole, and back in the driver’s seat—she wanted to see if I’d say yes to her newly emerging terms and patterns with Ted.

I wondered which option she wanted. Who was I kidding? Playful ‘Old Lizzy’ note or not, this last year had forever changed Lizzy, her boundaries, and her desires. She was definitely a ‘B’ girl now.

I glanced at the clock again: 7:46.

Without thinking, I grabbed my phone and texted “B.”

A second later, the read receipt showed up, then a reply.

Good boy. See you at 12:30 (don’t eat lunch).

I tried to go back to sleep, but it was useless. I got up and showered, letting the hot water run over me until my skin was pink. I spent fifteen minutes picking out a shirt, then finally settled on the one Lizzy liked—the navy checked one with the crisp collar, the one that didn’t make me look like a ‘preppy tutor’ (her words). I ironed it, even though it was Sunday. Even though I knew Ted would probably answer the door in a T-shirt and cutoffs and not even notice.

I made coffee, but my hands shook as I measured the grounds. I checked my email, then my bank account, then the weather (hot and bright), then the news, but none of it stuck. I wandered the house, tidying anything that could be tidied, square coasters put at right angles, battery drawer contents all tested and sorted—anything to keep me busy, to keep my brain from counting down the minutes. From counting down the minutes and stressing myself about what option B might entail.

At 12:29, my wait was finally over—I walked down our drive and took the one-minute walk to Ted’s place.

The house looked the same as always—American flag on the porch, a Marine Corps sticker on the mailbox, the truck that had brought me back from Orlando parked in the driveway. I rang the bell, the sound I’d heard hundreds of times. Normally a sound I hardly noticed, but this time, the bell made my gut clench with fear of the unknown—fear of what was waiting behind the door for me, fear of what the next few hours held.

A second later, I heard footsteps, then the door swung open.

Lizzy.

She wore a silk robe, pure white with thin blue piping, that hung to her knees but fell open at the top, exposing a ridiculous amount of cleavage. Her hair was down, brushed out, and shining. She wore no makeup—like she’d come fresh from the shower, but her lips were shiny, and there was a glow in her cheeks that made me wonder if her and Ted’s morning activities were the source of the glow.

She smiled, wide and wicked. “I knew you’d choose B,” she chuckled.

“It’s what I knew you wanted as well,” I smiled back, trying to look confident, but in reality nervous as fuck about this next chapter in our game.

She glanced at her watch, then at me. “Right on time, and giving your wife what you knew she wanted … you always were a good boy, a real keeper,” she grinned. Pulling me into a big hug, the robe parted further so that, for a moment, her entire breast pressed flat against my shirt. Playfully winking, she kissed my cheek, then pulled me inside by the hand, shutting the door behind us.

I’d been in Ted’s house hundreds of times. I’d even slept here, back in the days when Lizzy would drag me to football games or poker nights. But now it felt different, charged. Not the chilled, relaxed, fun place I’d always known before. But a place that, before the day was out, seemed certain to bring that addictive mix of bittersweet pain and pleasure.

Lizzy led me down the hall, her hand tight in mine. “Ted’s in the kitchen. He’s been working on lunch since dawn.”

I tried to make a joke—how come, you didn’t know my answer at dawn?—but nothing came out. My mouth was too dry, and anyway, I could have guessed at Lizzy’s retort.

We entered the kitchen, and there was Ted—barefoot, in a battered T-shirt with a faded “Semper Fi” logo, shorts, and a paisley apron that looked stolen from the local T.G.I. Friday’s. His arms were no thicker or more tattooed than normal, but somehow they looked more noticeable and macho in his new role in our marriage.

He looked at me, smiled, and I saw nothing but warmth—hugely reassuring, totally different from Simon and Irons. Ted was also an Alpha, but a very different kind of Alpha.

“Hey, Jim!” he said. “Glad you could make it. Beer?” He didn’t wait for me to answer, just fished a bottle from the fridge and set it on the counter.

“Thanks,” I said, taking it. I didn’t know what to do with my other hand, so I stuck it in my pocket.

Ted leaned against the counter, arms folded. “At first, Lizzy said you were a maybe, but after we talked, we both agreed; we both knew you’d show. You always do.”

Lizzy shot him a look, worried his last words were a little belittling, but when Ted’s smile showed he’d only been teasing and when I didn’t take offense, she relaxed and smiled lovingly at me.

“You want a tour? Or do you want to see your ‘B’ surprise now?”

I tried to play it cool. “Let’s get the suspense over with.”

She bit her lip—it was good to see her nervous—then took my beer from my hand and set it down. “Come on, then.” She led me back through the living room, where the TV was tuned to ESPN, but muted. There was already a tray of wings on the coffee table, and the big leather couch had been cleared of Ted’s usual mountain of sports gear.

Lizzy gestured to the nearest end of the couch. “Sit.”

I sat, the leather squeaking under me. Ted joined us, taking the far end, while Lizzy perched between us, one leg tucked under the other. The robe slid up, revealing the smooth, unblemished skin of her thigh.

She took a breath. “Okay. So, here’s the thing. When we talked the other month, we both said, we wanted to try normal, but that we both knew it would be hard …

“And then, after your talk with Anong … well, we both know what’s happened after that,” she smiled lovingly, first at me, then towards the kitchen.

“Look, baby … if you really want it, even after these last few days with Ted, I’m prepared to give ‘normal’ another go … these last few days with Ted have helped me to wash away all those memories from Irons … Irons was sick and depraved; everything with Ted has been wonderful and wholesome …

“It’s really helped … so if you did want me to try normal … like, have a Sunday with just sports and wings and beer and pretend like none of the other stuff ever happened.”

She paused, looking at me, her eyes loving and full of emotion, waiting for me to say that—despite my choice of ‘B’—normal was still what I wanted.

She waited, the silence almost painful as she gave me every opportunity to speak. But when her blushing husband stayed silent, she took a deep breath and answered for both of us. “I love you, Jim, but we both know that normal’s not going to cut it. Not for me. Not for you. Not for any of us.”

With anyone else, I’d have told them to butt out, but when Ted nodded and spoke, I knew he was speaking as a friend, speaking from the heart. “That’s the truth, Jim. You and Lizzy, and hopefully you, Lizzy and me, we gotta find our own normal.”

Giving Ted—for so long a father figure for her—a loving smile, then she looked at me. She had tiny tears in the corner of her eyes, slipping her damp, clammy hand into mine.

“So. Today is about you, sweetheart. This last year, our love, our marriage has been on a real journey…

“With what happened with that cyberattack, from what you tell me, you’re going to be away for many more months … after Ted’s help, I’m willing to give ‘normal’ another shot … but you’ve got to be the one to tell us what the new normal looks like …

“If you want that to be the three of us just watching basketball and eating wings, that’s fine. If you want to… watch ‘something else,’ that’s fine too….”

Lizzy went on: “And if you want the ‘something else,’ but you want to actually join in, that’s fine as well; I’d love that,” she smiled softly, a face full of love, wondering about threesomes we’d discussed but never made happen.

I swallowed, my heart thumping in my chest. What a set of choices … life-defining choices … normality, playing together, or just watching … fuck, they were all so different … all so huge as life choices …

Just as they’d known I’d choose ‘B,’ although they were giving me three choices, Lizzy and Ted knew which of these new options I’d choose. And in my own heart, I also knew, but that ever-present shame and conflict of what I felt a husband should want to choose held me back. Held me back until the silence and the need for honesty finally won out.

“What if I just want to watch?” Even now, I was too embarrassed to state what we all knew I actually wanted.

Lizzy’s smile was gentle, almost sad. “Then you watch.”

The decision was momentous. Arguably, even more so than Simon or Irons. But the slow pace at which we moved things gave me just the mental reassurance I needed.

Ted took a wing from the tray, chomped down, and then nodded at the TV. “Hawks are about to start. Tip-off in five.”

I stared at the screen, then at Lizzy, who leaned in and kissed me, soft and sweet. “You okay?” she whispered.

I nodded. “Yeah. I think I am.”

We watched the first quarter in near-silence, the only sounds the squeak of sneakers on the TV and the occasional snap of bones as Ted demolished another wing. Lizzy moved between us, one hand on my thigh, the other on Ted’s, a bridge between the two men in her world. She kept her robe loosely tied, but every now and then it would slip, and I’d see a flash of nipple, or the curve of her hip. I caught Ted sneaking glances, too, but he never said a word.

By halftime, the beer was gone and the tray was empty. Lizzy stretched, arms above her head, the robe falling open to reveal what I now realized was a lacy white baby doll underneath—new, something I hadn’t seen before, the kind of thing you only buy if you’re planning to show it off. The hem barely covered her ass, and when she stood, it rode up even further.

Ted leaned in, voice low. “You sure you’re good with this, Jim? We can stop any time.”

I surprised myself by laughing. “I’d tell you if I wanted to leave.” I looked at Lizzy. “Go ahead.” Fuck! I sounded way more certain than I felt inside.

Lizzy stood in front of the TV, backlit by the glow of the game. She untied the robe and let it slide to the floor, then turned slowly, her eyes locked on mine. The fabric clung to her, translucent in places, and her nipples were hard, her body alive with goosebumps. She walked over to me, straddled my lap, and kissed me—slow, deliberate, tongue probing gently.

Behind her, Ted watched, hands folded in his lap.

Lizzy pulled away, then whispered in my ear. “You sure?”

I nodded, everything suddenly clear. “I want to see you. Both of you. This isn’t like Simon, Irons—this works, this works for all three of us.”

Lizzy smiled in the most tender, enigmatic of ways and, after nibbling my lobe, whispered into my ear. “I couldn’t agree more … except, baby, you can’t count … go answer the door … I think you’ll find this works for all FOUR of us!”


Chapter 13 


Sunday, 10th April 2022, Charleston, SC

My blood flow and sense of perspective otherwise occupied, I stumbled towards Ted’s front door. Just for a moment, I’d greeted Lizzy’s response with a ‘WTF, are you insane?’ gaze … but the way she looked back checked me and had me walking to the front door …

“Anong!”

My brain went into spasm … froze … somersaulted … only very slowly able to function and converse with the lady standing at Ted’s front door.

She was beaming—another member of the ‘Jim, we always knew which way you’d jump’ club—as she looked deep into my eyes and teased as only she could.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in? I thought you Anglo-American guys prided yourselves on your manners!”

Just as my brain was whirring, asking all kinds of questions, as was her wont, Anong cut right the way through the bullshit, pinching my cheek hard and looking right into my soul.

“Oh, honey … do you really think that me and my new bestie don’t talk? Remember how I told you it’s as obvious as the nose on your face that Ted was the answer? Ted, not Simon, not Irons …

“Well, guess what, that same brilliant feminine insight also told me and Lizzy that we knew exactly which way you’d jump … which is why Lizzy and I arranged for Miss Anong to be here for a little sightseeing, a little holding Jim’s hand, and a little cuddling holding his something else …

One long, deeply emotional kiss later, and Anong was the one pulling her thoroughly disoriented boss back towards the living room so we could jointly watch what the new normal really looked like.

Sitting down opposite them, my hand comforted by Anong’s touch, I struggled to breathe as I watched Lizzy turn and walk to Ted before she smiled and settled into his lap. He wrapped his thick, tattooed arms around her waist, and for a moment they just held each other, foreheads touching. Then Ted leaned in and kissed her, deeper than I’d ever seen her kissed by either of her previous lovers, his hand cupping the back of her head. Lizzy melted into it, her body soft and yielding.

I watched, and I felt everything at once—jealousy, arousal, fear, and relief. It was like the first time I’d ever watched her with another man, back with Simon. But even after all the crazy things I’d seen, still struggling for breath, I knew what I was watching was way more significant than anything with Simon or at the clubhouse.

The deep, raw, and long-lived emotion in that kiss … I knew there was no going back. A man like Ted wasn’t intimate easily; he didn’t give his heart casually. That’s why the kiss had been so raw and emotional. The two of them had loved as friends for so long; now that they’d crossed the line from platonic to sexual love, things could never go back. This was the new normal. This was us.

Ted’s hands moved down her back, tracing the line of her spine, then over her ass. Lizzy moaned softly, grinding against him. I saw the scar on Ted’s cheek—the one Irons had given him—catch the light as he turned his face up to hers.

Lizzy broke the kiss and looked at me. Her eyes were glassy, hooded with deep lust and emotion. Her lips parted. “Last chance, honey … do you want to come over here and be part of this?”

Our eyes locked, I wondered at the meaning of her words. Were they just about now, or did they have deeper meaning? But even trembling at this deeper possibility, I still shook my head. “No, thanks … I just want to watch …”

Lizzy gave me a tender, loving smile, but I also detected a hint of sadness as she looked away from me and instead focused those beautiful hazel eyes on Ted.

She leaned into Ted, grasping his head between her hands and kissing him as passionately as he’d just kissed her. The look in her beautiful eyes and the way she kissed him lit up my chest and brain with searing waves of jealousy. So different from Simon and Irons, both more erotic and more painful. I knew we were playing with fire, but I also knew it was right. Right on so many different levels.

No need to involve me; Lizzy’s hands and gaze seemed filled with increased hunger and urgency as she pushed his shirt up, exposing his wide, contoured chest. He lifted her up, spun her around so she was no longer side-saddle but face-to-face and straddling him.

They’d given me my chance, and now they only had eyes for each other as Ted ran his hands up her thighs, bunching the baby doll around her waist. Lizzy’s need for Ted just as strong as his burning desire, she reached behind her, fumbled with his shorts, lifted herself then guided him inside her, her whole body shivering at the penetration.

Over the years, I’d seen Ted’s cock in its soft, flaccid state many times in the men’s room. Even when I tried to avert my gaze, it was impossible not to notice its size whenever he was shaking it off. Not pornstar size, but still extremely impressive—thick and long, dangling a good six inches like a brown eggplant, with the girth of a small salami.

But Ted was obviously a ‘grower, not a shower,’ and in his fully turgid, fully erect state his cock made me feel even more outmatched and second-rate.

Swollen with blood and heavy with desire for Lizzy, Ted’s cock had transformed. What had looked like a thick eggplant when soft now resembled a big, fat English cucumber—ten inches of throbbing, veined flesh capped by a swollen cockhead that was almost certainly knocking against my wife’s cervix.

They moved together, slow at first, then faster. Lizzy threw her head back, her hair tossed into a wild tangle. Ted’s hands gripped her hips, the muscles in his thick forearms bulging each time he pulled her down onto him. Lizzy’s hands remained vice-like on either side of his head as they hungrily probed each other’s mouths—her moans growing louder now, raw and feral.

“Don’t they look hot!” Anong cooed.

Fuck, I’d been so lost in watching Lizzy and Ted that I’d almost forgotten Anong was sitting right next to me. Her breath warm and teasing, she licked the rim of my ear, squeezed my groin, and whispered, “Fuck, Jim … I wish you had a cock like that!”

Her eyes met mine, twinkling, before she whispered again. “Look, baby … look, you can even see the bulge in her tummy every time he goes deep … fuck, he’s well past her belly button …”

Thanks, Anong! You’re supposed to be helping me, and instead you’re giving me this shit.

Truth was, I couldn’t really argue with her. As fucked up as it was, the sight of that bulge—and Anong pointing it out—was only turning me on even more.

I was totally sucked into the sensuality and enormity of what I was seeing, unable to tear my eyes away. The way Lizzy’s breasts bounced, the flushed pink tone of her skin, the look of raw want on her face.

And when my eyes weren’t glued to Lizzy, I watched Ted, too, the way he worshipped her, the way he looked at her with a mix of lust and love. Not with a woman since his beloved wife Rachel had died two years ago, I knew how special and emotional it must be for him, every time he and Lizzy made love. Because that’s what they were doing. They were certainly two animals wildly and passionately fucking each other—but more than that, they were two deeply loving friends now given permission to go deeper.

After a while, Ted lifted her off him, laid her down on the couch, and knelt between her legs. He buried that shiny, gnarled monster back all the way into her body with one long, smooth motion.

Lizzy arched her back, her hands grabbing at the cushions as their mouths locked together again as Ted fucked her with long, deep strokes.

They were lost in each other, and Ted’s stamina was off the charts, his strokes sometimes slow, sometimes fast as he remorselessly fucked Lizzy to a half-dozen intense climaxes. Until finally the tensing in his face and body told me it was time—Lizzy came one final time. Her cries loud and heartfelt, her whole body shaking as Ted held her tight, kissing her like he was afraid this might be their last time ever.

When she’d stopped shaking and recovered enough, she smiled softly and looked over at me. “Come here,” she said.

Releasing Anong’s hand, I walked over, knelt by the couch, and kissed her. She pulled me close, pressed my head to hers, and held me tight.

“Thank you, baby … I love you more than you’ll ever know … thank you for giving this gift to Ted and me,” she whispered so quietly only she and I could hear, fighting back little tears of love welling in the corner of her eyes.

Our eyes barely inches apart, the moment seemed to go on forever, two people who’d always be deeply in love, two gazes full of love, full of thoughts about what the future would hold. The moment only broken by Lizzy pulling me down for the most tender of kisses before her loving look turned to teasing as she head-pointed back at the other couch.

“It’s not that I don’t love you baby, but there’s someone over there who’s flown a long way to just be sitting there all by herself!”

I blushed—that was the most gentle and playful of ‘dismissals,’ but there was no doubt it was a dismissal, as with a flushed face I returned next to Anong.

There was a short period of awkward silence—Ted next to Lizzy, Anong next to me—but then my ever playful, sexy wife broke the tension.

“Well, honey … my bestie tells me these last few months you’ve been neglecting her womanly needs … something about ‘not right while I was being such a good, chaste girl’ …

“Well, as you can see,” she beamed, squeezing Ted’s sticky, limp cock, “I’m not quite so chaste these days …”

“So, being as she’s flown so far … don’t you think you should take her next door and show her some good old-fashioned southern hospitality …”

Even though I’d flown home to be with Lizzy, after three months of seeing Anong every day but being unable to touch or kiss her, the prospect of what Lizzy was suggesting wasn’t the most unappealing idea in the world.

With a big grin on my face—a grin only matched by the one on Anong’s face—I held her hand in the air like she was the most precious of Disney princesses and led her back towards the front door she’d entered barely an hour ago.

But as we entered the hallway, my teasing wife still had one trick left to play—one option left to offer—as her voice made me look back over my shoulder.

“Oh, Jim … do you remember that time with Irons? You know, when I came down to see you, and you sent me back upstairs to spend the night with him …”

My face colored up at the memory of her rhetorical question—of course I remembered! And I knew damned well what she was hinting at, a lump forming in my throat, my face now beet red.

“Well, baby … I know how you love to support ‘Our Boys’ … so, I was just wondering … was that a one-time offer for a single ex-Marine … or is that an offer available to all ex-Marines who bed your wife?”

‘Fuck, woman! Why are you doing this to me?’ my panicked expression told her as she just smiled at me with her Little Miss Innocent smile.

We looked at each other forever. Lizzy smiling, all sweet and innocent, me paralyzed by brain freeze. Until a squeeze of my hand from Anong and a smile that was pure filth unfroze my face.

“See you in the morning?”

“See you in the morning,” I somehow squawked back.

For much of that Sunday, I was too wrapped up in being back together with Anong to give too much thought to what Lizzy and Ted were doing just a few yards down the road.

It was late evening, after three intense rounds, before our physical and emotional reunion finally slowed enough for me to think about Lizzy and Ted—though even that wasn’t my own idea, but something Anong brought up as she lay naked and spent, her dark hair splayed across my chest.

“Now you’re back here, now you’ve seen them together, how do you feel about them?” she asked, head propped on elbow, gazing into my eyes.

“Happy … confident in them, because of who they are … but also, if I’m honest, a little bit afraid … because of who they are, how well they fit together …”

“Mmm, you’re right … that’s the heart of it, isn’t it?” she replied thoughtfully, bringing her beautiful face right up close to mine. “They’re almost a mirror image of you and me … a good fit, but you know you can trust both of them, especially together … trust them never to hurt you, never to go behind your back …”

I smiled. Kissed her softly. It was wonderful to have someone to talk to. Someone who got it. Got it instantly and easily.

“With Simon, with Irons … they were always trying to cause trouble, and Lizzy—and me—we were both learning, both making mistakes …

“But with Ted, I know he’d never do anything to cause problems between me and Lizzy,” I smiled softly. “I mean, he’s not exactly an angel … he’s a red-blooded guy who can’t believe how lucky he is to have an amazing woman like Lizzy in his life … but, he’d never do anything to cause problems … it’s just not who he is … and Lizzy’s a lot smarter about this now … a whole lot smarter …

“So you’re at peace with the world? At peace with how things have turned out?” she half-asked, half-stated, winning a small nod of contented agreement from me as her fingers finally coaxed enough life back that I could start thinking about round four.

The Monday morning in Ted’s kitchen was the first time my new sense of calm and contentment was seriously put to the test—when Anong responded to a text from her bestie and we trotted over to enjoy one of Ted’s legendary breakfasts.

“According to Lizzy, he’s cooking extra large portions, as Lizzy nearly fucked him half to death last night, and he reckons you might need the same!”

When we arrived, from the look of her, I wasn’t sure who had fucked who half to death. The sight that greeted me was my sexy wife perched on the breakfast counter wearing nothing more than one of Ted’s thigh-length oversized Marine Corps T-shirts and a grin.

She was sitting there completely shameless—all long bare legs and zero concern about whether she had panties on under Ted’s oversized shirt. Her hair was a tousled mess from rough sex, and she hadn’t made the slightest effort to tame it. Fresh hickeys bloomed on her collarbone and neck, unconcealed. And the way her hard nipples stood out against the thin olive fabric left no doubt they hadn’t been sleeping.

She caught me looking and flashed her teeth.

“Mmm … Mama always loves extra sausage for breakfast,” she giggled, waggling a finger at my swelling lap, causing Ted to snort with mock indignation. “Fuck, woman … I know you’ve missed him these last few weeks, but you could at least let the man finish his coffee before you molest him …”

Lizzy stuck out her tongue at her new playmate and hopped off the counter, coming to stand right behind me. Pushing those swollen nipples hard against my back, she wrapped her arms around my chest and tucked her chin over my shoulder. The warmth of her skin, the tickle of her breath on my neck making me swell even more as she ran her fingers through my hair, tracing slow circles on my scalp.

“Can’t help it,” she said, squeezing tighter. “My hubby looks so cute when he’s all sleep-deprived, when Anong’s had her pound of flesh and made up for all those months when he was neglecting her needs!”

I turned my head, smiled into her eyes, and kissed her soft cheek—anything more carnal would be after breakfast, without an audience.

But with her so up close, what I did notice—which I’d been too lust-crazed to notice the night before—was that for the first time in a long time, there were no lines of tension around her eyes, no nervous grasping and glancing at her phone like there’d been when she’d allowed herself to become besotted by Irons and the biker lifestyle.

She just stood there, holding me, looking at me lovingly, and waiting for breakfast to be over so she could show me just how much she loved me and how grateful she was that I’d allowed her and Anong to find a solution to meet her needs.

That newly minted calm contentment lasted the whole week.

Thankfully we’d managed to coordinate my delayed return to hit Lizzy’s spring break days off from teaching the little ones—so all four of us spent the entire week from Monday to Friday under one roof.

But given the three overlapping relationships, the time differences, and the fact the project was still in crisis mode, a fly-on-the-wall observer would have been thoroughly confused by the toing and froing between different bedrooms.

Honestly, with all the entrances and exits stage left and stage right, it was like some London theater farce from back home.

Anong and I would lock ourselves away in Ted’s Den from 21:00 to 07:00 local time, dialing in to the working day back in Bangkok. Lizzy and Ted being (for the most part) considerate to keep the volume of their bedroom antics down at the lower decibel levels.

Then around 08:00 I’d leave the den and meet up with a sexually and sleep-refreshed Lizzy as we disappeared into one of Ted’s guest bedrooms where Lizzy would have her wicked way with me—not that I was exactly complaining!

When we couldn’t go anymore (and had talked enough), we’d then join Ted and Anong for brunch and then spend the next three or four hours just chilling and relaxing. Ted and Anong getting to know each other (in the platonic sense of the word), and the four of us generally having a wonderful time together.

Then, mid-afternoon, it would be time for Anong and I to grab a few hours of sleep before it was time to repeat the whole pattern all over again.

The only real variation to this was when Caitlin and Rachel Jr. joined us for brunch and early afternoon. After everything that had happened with Irons—after Ted and Caitlin’s joint intervention with Lizzy—there was no need to hide anything from our daughter. As far as she was concerned, everything was A-okay. Her mom was happy and relaxed, and her dad was on board with everything, and she finally got to meet the famous Anong!

Unsurprisingly, Friday came around way too soon. Before we knew it, the four of us were in Ted’s truck, headed for the airport. This time Anong rode shotgun with Ted while Lizzy and I held hands and whispered sweet nothings on the half-hour airport run.

“This has been the best week ever, sweetheart,” she murmured, happy, but right on the edge of tears that we’d soon be starting another month-plus apart. A sentence that, after the cyberattack, felt like a never-ending torture.

At the airport, Anong and Ted gave us space for our final partings. The tears flowing for both of us. Mainly sadness, but at least with some positiveness, and certainly some humor.

“Make sure to take good care of my bestie!” I teased, stealing the title she’d bestowed on the woman who’d share my bed for the next few weeks.

“Right back at you!” she smiled softly, fighting back the tears before wrapping her arms tight around my neck and kissing me softly.

“I’m so glad we fixed everything after Daytona … after Irons,” she sighed. “I’m going to miss you like crazy, sweetheart … but at least we’re back in a safe place … at least we both know things are safe now …”

Neither of us knew it at the time, but later we’d both remember Lizzy’s last words and think how deeply ironic they were. How ironic in the most double-edged of ways.


Chapter 14 


Monday, 18th April 2022, Bangkok

The next few months were a strange time.

My workdays were long and hard, as slowly, bit-by-bit, we carried on undoing the damage done by the cyberattack.

Now that I knew Lizzy was in the safe hands of Ted, and now that Anong and I were officially back together as a couple, evenings took on a slightly different pattern.

Lizzy and I would talk just before 6 p.m. Bangkok time, just before she headed to school. Then Anong and I would do another hour’s work and then head back for dinner and an evening together at the hotel while Lizzy was teaching.

Mixing work and pleasure, Anong and I would stay up to just after 1 a.m., which meant Lizzy and I could talk again when she’d finished class and before she’d headed back to spend her evenings and night times with Ted.

Unlike when Lizzy had been detoxing from Daytona and Irons, there was no need for me to try and shoehorn in a third daily call. She no longer needed that extra call, and I was sufficiently relaxed about her and Ted that I didn’t feel a need either.

But ‘sufficiently relaxed’ doesn’t mean I felt no concern or worry. I’d trust Ted with my life—in many ways he was the father figure I’d never had—and I was super glad Lizzy was no longer in a relationship with the selfish, destructive personalities of Simon or Irons.

But I’d have had to have been a fool not to worry about the flipside. That Lizzy might fall for a guy like Ted—a guy who had many of the same characteristics that had made Lizzy fall in love with me, but who was also more macho and ‘physically talented’ than I could ever hope to be.

It wasn’t that I thought Ted would ever abuse their growing closeness and all the hours they spent together, or that I thought Lizzy would ever stop loving me … but the possibility of strong feelings developing between the two of them was something that was often in my mind.

‘Strong feelings,’ I’d often chuckle.

What I actually meant was ‘stronger feelings.’

I wasn’t the only one who’d considered Ted as a father figure to stand in for the biological father who’d abandoned me. Ever since we’d first become friends with Ted and Rachel, Lizzy had also looked on Ted in that same way … even more so when, like Rachel, he’d been so lion-like in his support and protection for Caitlin when she’d become a young, unwed mother.

Fuck! What a complicated situation!

Way better than with those twin bastards Simon and Irons—but certainly not without risk. And that was before I even got around to thinking about how things were between me and Anong.

With all the damage from the cyberattack, I had precious few quiet moments for reflection. But when I did have time, I often found myself wondering if a man could truly love two women without it becoming a problem.

In the year-plus since I’d known her, and especially in all the months we’d been lovers and she’d been my best friend in Bangkok, Anong and I had undeniably grown very close.

Not in the same way that I loved Lizzy, but in my quieter moments I admitted to myself that I did love her. She was loving, smart, funny, and sexy… I’d have had to have been stupid and have had a heart of stone not to fall for her just a little.

But that didn’t mean I loved Lizzy any less.

Which I found a deeply reassuring thought, as I was pretty certain that Lizzy was having similar thoughts about her own feelings for Ted and me.

And every time I looked into Anong’s eyes—which, happily, was often—even though no words were spoken, I knew that this wasn’t a three-way emotional puzzle. It was most definitely a four-player game!

Such thoughts were never far from my head during April, May, and June. The human brain being what it is, I wasn’t short-changing Mr. Fung and SMC Foundries. My logical IQ brain was focused on testing, pushing, and getting the best out of all the contractors. But my EQ brain was busy playing emotional 3-D chess, trying to work out what the hell was going to happen in the complex web of relationships that we’d never intended.

Still in disaster-recovery mode, it was a month and a half before I could get Mr. Fung and my company to sign off on another trip home. This time Anong came with me on the same flight, rather than secretly tagging along one day behind.

I toyed with traveling just by myself, but both emotionally and in terms of working productivity, having Anong there with me made total sense.

Right from the beginning, she’d been my ‘right-hand man’! So having her right next to me and in the same time zone was perfect. And if perfect came with a few added extras, well … I wasn’t going to be the one to complain!

But joking aside, apart from the work benefits, having Anong there balanced things out. Hard to put into words, but maybe it’s as simple as ‘both Ted and I each had our women’.

That’s way too simple … because, of course, within the limits of my work hours, Lizzy and I spent as much time together as we possibly could.

But having Anong there meant it didn’t feel like Ted and me were two rutting stags fighting over the same doe-eyed beauty. I mean, Ted would never have done anything overtly like that … but there were physical and emotional truths in play here.

So however deep Lizzy’s love for me would always be, and however new and unexplored Ted and Lizzy was as a dynamic, having Anong there just felt right. Felt balanced.

That week-long trip back at the end of May was a wonderful time. Lizzy and me back together. Seeing Caitlin and our wonderful, wonderful granddaughter. A surprisingly strengthened dynamic between me and Ted—we both loved the same woman, a thought I only said to myself—and Ted and Lizzy realizing more and more what a special woman Anong was.

But as that trip came to an end, what none of us knew was that in a month’s time the bonds between the four of us would be strained to breaking point.

The first sign of anything abnormal came right at the end of June.

It was Friday evening in Bangkok when, one hour before our normal call, I got a text from Lizzy.

Call normal time, hun … but just you and me, please.

If that wasn’t a message to cause unintended panic, I don’t know what was!

Christ, Lizzy! What the fuck are you doing to me here?

Thank fuck I was mid-meeting with Mr. Fung—that was the only thing that stopped me from calling right there and then!

“What is it, hun?” was all my tensed, breathless chest could offer fifty-nine minutes later.

Lizzy paused—not a good sign—chewing at her lip as she worked up her courage.

“I’m pregnant, Jim!”

The bottom dropped out of my world.

Just as I’d thought we were getting things back under control, my wife was looking at me through a FaceTime call telling me she was pregnant.

Surely a joke?

A sick, incomprehensible joke.

“You what?”

“Ha, fucking ha … tell Ted this ain’t funny …”

As I saw the color drain from her face, I knew this wasn’t any kind of joke.

“I’m so sorry, honey,” she sniveled, tears streaming down her face. “I promise you we’ve been careful … condoms whenever I thought we were remotely close to the danger zone …”

“Say something, Jim!” she begged, needing even the tiniest of reassurances … even if I screamed at her, that would be better than nothing …

It was many seconds before I could manage anything.

“Are you absolutely sure?” was all I had. “Are you sure it’s not a false positive?”

“Three sticks and then a blood test,” she sobbed quietly.

I felt my jaw fall to the floor all over again.

I knew Lizzy well enough to know she’d chosen that time to call with careful and loving calculation. My Friday evening meant I’d not be able to call her back for the next few hours, as she’d be busy in school. Forcing me into soak mode to think and adjust. But then we’d have the whole weekend to think, talk, scream, cry … whatever it was that we needed to do to work this out, to cope.

Officially, I still had an hour of work to do before heading back to the hotel.

Well, fuck that! That could wait for another time!

I was within a hair’s breadth of putting Anong off—telling her I’d had some bad family news and needed a little alone time. And maybe the old Jim, just like with the Irons problems, would have followed through on that.

But this felt different, and instead of pushing her away, I found myself screaming and sobbing and unburdening myself to her.

“She’s fucking pregnant! Lizzy’s fucking pregnant!” I shouted at the top of my voice, not caring who heard.

I guess that, like most developing countries, Thai society’s more matter-of-fact about this kind of stuff. Anong’s response was very calm and understated. “Well, it could be yours? And you always said you and Lizzy wanted a brother or sister for Caitlin…”

Not helping, Anong… not helping at all.

But what did help was how Anong let me vent and rant before slowly forcing me into a calmer mindset so we could talk everything through properly … while I waited for Lizzy to finish her day so we could talk about the bombshell she’d just dropped into my lap.

As Anong and I talked, the first thing I had to share was the embarrassing set of facts that meant the child growing in Lizzy’s belly was almost certainly Ted's, not mine. Telling her all about the battery of tests Lizzy and I had subjected ourselves to when a little brother or sister for Caitlin never arrived.

Masculinity can be the most fragile of plants.

Anong didn’t mean to patronize me as she squeezed my hand as I told the story, and she felt my pain. But confessing ‘I was the problem’ to a woman you’re sleeping with was always going to feel embarrassing and emasculating. No matter how much your logical brain knows she won’t think any less of you. (At least, not at her logical level of thought…)

Parts of me were in such pain that as we talked, there were times I really got angry with her. There were even more times when I realized just how similar she was to Lizzy. She had that same ability to cut away the ground from under my irrational, self-pitying thoughts with simple truths.

“But Jim, you and Lizzy, you stopped being exclusive a long, long time ago…  so the moral side of this, well … it doesn’t exist … how can it?”

“You always wanted another child … and Lizzy wanted it even more … and it burned you up inside that you couldn’t give her that brother or sister for Caitlin …”

“Does it really matter who the biological father is? In this day and age … who gives a fuck? Or are you, on the sly, a secret caveman, Jim … only there to support Lizzy if the seed she’s carrying is your seed? I thought you were more than that, Jim?”

Fuck, Anong! I want someone to share my irrational caveman pain—I don’t want someone to question them and tell me I’m wrong!

My call later that night with Lizzy wasn’t easy, but it was far less painful than if Anong and I hadn’t spent those long hours batting it back and forth.

Lizzy and I spent virtually the whole weekend on the phone … lots of shouting, lots of cursing, and lots of tears. But by the end of the weekend, my wounded pride and hurt feelings resembled the glowing embers of a fire … still hot, still painful if you touch them … but as nothing compared to the raging flames from that Friday evening shock.

In the days that followed, never mind the continuing crisis state of the project, I found my mind constantly drifting during meetings.

But strangely enough, the process of my emotional pain breaking through into periods that were otherwise focused on logical, technical problems turned out to be highly constructive. It was like this strange mix forced me to assess my pain in a very measured and logical manner.

Everything Anong had said that first night was true.

A second child was something that I knew would make Lizzy feel fulfilled and happy in a way I couldn’t even begin to describe.

And of course I’d have loved it if I was the man to give her this gift—but the roulette wheel of life had meant that was never going to happen.

A huge and talented IQ to support your family—check. The ability to sire that family with the woman you love … meh, not so much. Sadly, no check.

And if I couldn’t be the biological father to Lizzy’s second child, then could I have hoped for a better father than Ted?

Even if it would always be painful to admit it, I knew in my heart the answer. Fuck no!

Part of me hated to admit it, but the more the days passed, the more I realized that—however hurt and pained I was feeling—Ted was the ideal candidate.

If the roulette wheel of life was to put a bun in Lizzy’s oven—and let’s face it, with the amount she’d been fucking this last year-and-a-half, a bun was damn near certain—then I’d rather it was Ted’s progeny than Simon’s or Irons’.

These were the thoughts buzzing through my head in the two weeks after Lizzy’s announcement, as I slowly adjusted to the reality that Lizzy was pregnant and that Ted was the father.

The trip home a fortnight after Lizzy had dropped her bombshell was more of the same. Ted and Anong—I needed her for my sanity—were perfect in giving me and Lizzy just the right mix of support and time for just the two of us together.

Two weeks after that trip, Lizzy called me to give me the official news, which we all already knew unofficially. Ted was indeed the father.

In some ways, totally illogical, but that final extinguishing of hope started a month-long period of moping self-pity.

It was only Lizzy and Anong’s patient and selfless love that slowly helped me climb out of that pit of depression. Anong’s words—quietly but persistently repeated to me every time we talked—finally sank in.

“What the fuck does it matter whose DNA is inside Lizzy’s egg? She’s there, and you’re here … she’s overjoyed to be looking forward to raising another child, and that’s what you wanted too … and as if that’s not already great enough, the guy who saved your bacon, the guy who lost his wife to the most harrowing of cancers … the guy who loves and protects your family like a fierce old lion … he gets to finally have the child he and his late wife never could …”

Put like that, Anong’s words finally broke through … got me to ignore all of my societal prejudices and focus on the only truths that mattered.

Lizzy didn’t love me any less…

Lizzy had survived and finally recovered from all the poisonous shit that had dominated our lives just a few months ago …

And Lizzy was overjoyed to be carrying a new life she knew she and Ted would cherish beyond description …

The only question was whether I could get on board with all of these changes … be happy for Lizzy’s eternal love for me and share the new joy that was shaping her life.

By the time of my (our?) next trip home, I’d finally come to terms with the new axis upon which the world of Lizzy and I was now spinning.

The catalyst? Walking out into the Arrivals area and seeing a nervous-looking Lizzy with a small but obvious bump in the front of her dress … a nervous-looking Lizzy with Ted standing respectfully one pace behind, respecting my husbandly status but also very obviously protective and loving towards the woman who was carrying his child.

My strange but honest thought … thank God I had Anong there with me.

Aside from the wise words she’d always whisper into my ear, seeing Lizzy there carrying Ted’s child … my ego needed the strength of being with a woman as desirable as Anong. I needed that ego support to unlock my ability to be as supportive to Lizzy as I really wanted to be.

If I’d not had Anong, I was sure I’d have been lost in a sea of insecure pain and angst.

But as it was, her hand in mine, her presence next to me, gave me the strength not to see Lizzy’s pregnancy as a threat but to see it for what it could be … a blessing for four people.

A longed-for child finally arrived for Lizzy and also for Ted, a sibling for Caitlin (even if she was already grown!) and a biologically related playmate for Rachel Jr. (Technically an aunt—but in reality, more like a slightly younger cousin.)

So that trip in August really marked an emotional watershed for me.

I stopped being one-third accepting, one-third supportive, and one-third angry and—seeing that bump, seeing her glow, seeing Ted’s smile—morphed into someone who was finally able to be one hundred percent supportive.

Yes, I still had fears and pain. But fuck them! I had a beautiful and smart woman by my side, and if I couldn’t find it in my heart to be truly and fully and honestly there for Lizzy and my friend Ted … then what did that say about what kind of person I truly was …


Epilogue 


Saturday, 23rd March 2024, Charleston, SC

I couldn’t believe how much had changed in these last two years.

It seemed the only constant in our lives was Mr. Fung and his never-ending demands that Mr. James Sharp should never be allowed to relocate back stateside, where my ability to fix his problems would only be slower and more remote.

But finally, three years after my first posting, two years after the cyberattack, I had a cast-iron guarantee from my boss (and my boss’s boss) that if I wanted to come back stateside, they’d make it happen—never mind what Mr. Fung might or might not say.

That deal finally set in stone, squeezing Anong’s hand, I felt on cloud nine as we stepped through Arrivals.

Lizzy and Ted were there to greet us—just like they always did. However close Anong and I had grown, I always needed the reassurance of a big hug from Lizzy and that close personal connection as she kissed me and told me how much she loved me.

A huge hug from Ted—we had the simplest yet most complicated of relationships these days—and we were soon cruising over the roads back to Mount Pleasant.

Only, with everything that had happened, we weren’t cruising back to 1349 Krismill Road; we were skimming to 1325 Krismill Road … Ted’s house. The house he’d shared with his late wife, the house he now shared with Lizzy and their one-year-old son, Georgie.

Of course there’d been days when I’d felt bitterness … of course I’d felt hurt and pain. Us humans are complicated. Don’t believe anyone who tells you different.

But that was now way in the past. Whenever I was back, Lizzy and I were still intimate, were still lovers. She’d never stopped loving me. She would never stop loving me. But we both acknowledged that a new child—her and Ted’s new child—inevitably and rightly remaps priorities.

Driving back, I had to chuckle. I’d always been a conservative, conventional type. But somehow the gods had decreed my life was destined to be anything but conservative and conventional.

I was back for a whole week, traveling with a woman I loved, as we spent a week with the other woman I loved. With her and her one-year-old child by the man who’d become her de facto husband.

At other times, my brain might have exploded.

But not today.

Today was a celebration of three young lives.

Rachel Jr., my four-year-old granddaughter. A mini-version of her grandma (sorry, Nonna), if ever there was one … the way she bossed the other little ones around reminded me so much of Lizzy in charge of her class.

Rachel Jr.’s birthday had been months ago. Today’s real celebrants were Georgie and his three-day-younger ‘nephew,’ Henry Jr.

Or, more simply put, Rachel Jr.’s little brother. Not an unplanned but happy accident like she’d been, but a symbol of how Caitlin and Henry’s love had won out against physical remoteness and the stresses of unplanned childbirth.

Fuck! However much it sometimes still hurt, I’d have had to have been an idiot not to bask in the vibes of love and joy that dominated Ted’s yard on this most special of days.

Just like her Nonna, Rachel Jr. was in control as she pulled Georgie and her brother Henry Jr. away from the danger of the pool.

She held tight to the hands of two toddlers—one on each side—steadying them as she tried to figure out how to move them across the uneven lawn.

On her left, Georgie, with his coffee-colored skin and wild curls, took wobbly steps.

On her right, Henry Jr., Caitlin and Henry’s second. A toddler who, despite his tender age, somehow managed an older child’s suspicious expression about this whole walking business.

Both boys had just turned one, their birthdays just three days apart, and neither trusted their legs completely yet.

Rachel Jr. took her responsibilities seriously. She wasn’t just playing—she was making sure nobody fell. The three of them edged forward in jerky, uncertain steps, Rachel Jr. shouting enthusiastic but shrill encouragement, her voice rising above the soft thud of young feet and the occasional baby squeal.

Sometimes she’d stop and adjust their grips or shoot a look at us adults, making sure we were watching, making sure we were paying her attention. Six adult hearts overflowing with love and happiness—how could we do anything but!

Arriving just hours earlier, we were still tired from the long flight, longing for the day these intercontinental commutes could finally end.

I sat on a folding chair at the edge of the patio, Anong’s hand wrapped around mine. A spring afternoon in Charleston, the sun was already hot. Born and raised in the tropics, her complexion and long dark mane gave her more protection than me, but she still had the good sense to keep her shades and hat on.

Anong pretty much always flew over with me these days—a concession my company had reluctantly agreed to when they’d repeatedly extended my stay in Thailand.

“You’ve got some fucking nerve to quibble about airfares!” I’d shouted at the head of HR before they’d finally caved. “Extension after fucking extension … you do realize you and your fucking extensions have cost me my marriage! I’ve been away so long my wife’s having a child by another man!”

Half-true, half-lie, at least it shut him up and got me standing permission to always bring Anong back stateside every six weeks.

The true part. Even to someone as stupid as our head of HR, the skin tone and chunky little torso of little Georgie were proof positive that he was indeed Ted’s offspring.

The lie part was that my three-year stay in Thailand had cost me my marriage. Never mind that Lizzy lived at Ted’s house now and that the three of us had the most complicated of relationships; love and deep friendship between the three of us made it all work.

There were certainly days I felt I could cry at how complicated life had become. But then there were days like this when I felt the gods couldn’t have blessed me more. A day full of life and joy … two women who loved me … a friend who’d not hesitated to put himself in harm’s way to protect me and Lizzy, and maybe best of all, three wonderful little excited humans delighted at the prospect of cake and endless attention.

Near the house, Caitlin stood next to Henry, her arm looped through his as they kept half an eye on Henry Jr. Each looked a bit ragged around the edges—parenthood will do that—but also content in a way I recognized from Lizzy and my younger days.

Over by the fence, Lizzy was leaning against Ted, her hand hooked around his arm.

Physically older and a little grayer than when all this had begun, Ted actually looked more energized and happier than ever before. His beard was a little grayer, and the lines cut a little deeper into his cheeks—but these were minor details as he stood there, chest out and proud. Enjoying moments and experiences he never thought he’d get to savor. Blessed by a new, young life. Blessed by the presence of a beautiful, younger woman in his life, giving him love he never thought he’d know again after the loss of Rachel.

And what of that woman, leaning against him, cuddled tight to the man who’d finally given her the second child she’d always longed for? Lizzy and I were still married. Still as much in love as ever we were. But now I had to share that love with her new man. With her new family.

Just like Ted, Lizzy looked a little older but also a lot happier—becoming a mom again in your mid-forties will do that for any woman, no matter how fit and family-minded.

She caught me staring at her and Ted. She just grinned and hugged him tighter. Knowing that even now, seeing her with another man always made my pulse race and my blood flow south. (Just like it still did on the one day every fortnight Ted allowed me to intrude on their privacy and indulge the kink that had allowed him to finally become a father.)

Ted watched Rachel Jr. herd the boys and gave a soft chuckle. “That girl’s a real little boss, just like her grandma,” he chuckled, voice rough but warm. “Just like her namesake, too.”

He didn’t have to explain; sometimes, even now, we all felt the presence of his late wife—a memory that still surfaced in family moments like these.

Georgie, maybe inspired by the attention, let go of Rachel Jr.’s hand and tottered over to Ted.

For a second, he swayed, but then he found his balance and did something none of us expected: he grinned up at Ted and said, clear as anything, “Da-da.”

Ted just stared, his eyes wide, before he bent down and scooped Georgie into his arms. He laughed—a short, surprised sound—and pressed his face to Georgie’s curls. Lizzy reached up to wipe away a tear, her smile caught somewhere between pride and relief.

Lizzy and I still talked every day—no matter what complications life added, we’d never stop being friends, parents, and lovers—and I knew she and Ted had been worried that Georgie was a little slow in his verbal development. So this first proper ‘Da-da’ was a huge relief.

I looked at all of them—Ted and Lizzy with their boy, Caitlin and Henry with theirs, and Anong by my side—and my mind went backwards. Backwards to three years ago, before my first flight to Thailand, when Lizzy and I had stood just a few yards away at our own home celebrating Rachel Jr.’s first birthday.

If you’d have told me then what the next three years held, I’d have called you a loony.

Two intense and problematic affairs for Lizzy and one long and much happier affair for me.

Affairs plus two new children in our extended family. Two new children and my wife moved in with my best friend so they could raise their child together. Moved in together, but Lizzy sneaking over like a naughty teenager to sleep with her husband whenever he was back in town. Sneaking over like what we had was an affair and what she and Ted had was a marriage …

As the afternoon faded and the cake came out, I caught Lizzy’s eye again, just as Ted helped Georgie clean frosting from around his little mouth.

She grinned at me—no guilt, no nerves, just the easy affection of partners and lovers who’d always stay close.

I reached into my pocket and closed my hand around the ring box. Its contents could never be legally binding, but that wasn’t the point. The contents were symbolic for the last piece in this complicated jigsaw that was now our family life.

Six months from now, my company’s promise would go live, no matter how much Mr. Fung screamed and shouted.

In six months I knew Anong and I had the biggest of decisions to make.
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Feeding An Addiction Part 1
Feeding An Addiction Part 2

‘Sharing Jill’ Series: Jill and Dave’s marriage was heading on the straight and narrow until they listened to friends who encouraged them to join the swinging lifestyle. 
Sharing Jill
Sharing Jill: The Sequel
Sharing Jill: The Finale

‘Unintended Consequences’ Series: Sarah and Mike made a chance decision to visit their Alma Mater, unleashing a tsunami of events that changed their marriage forever. 
Unintended Consequences
Unintended Consequences: End Game

‘A Love Too Hard’ Series: When a heart attack causes a husband’s ED problems, they never imagined how far reaching the impacts would be on what had been such a normal marriage. 
A Love Too Hard
A Love Too Hard: Terminal Destination
A Love Too Hard: Kill or Cure

‘Live for the Day’ Series: Tara and Dino thought to recover from a tragedy in the community by a bit of harmless dancing and flirting with others at the club, slowly unleashing events they could never have imagined. 
Live for the Day
Live for the Day: Decisions 
Live for the Day: End Game

‘A Fantasy Too Far’ Series:  Jess and Tom are just a normal married couple who have normal bedroom games and fantasies.  Only without then ever realizing how or why, their fantasy games spin into their real lives until they’re borderline lost and wondering if they can ever get things back the way they were before.

A Fantasy Too Far?

A Fantasy Too Far? Decisions

A Fantasy Too Far? Resolutions

A Fantasy Too Far? End Game
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