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I know this is a rather long lead in to a story, but I hope you read it. It explains why I wrote the story. This is my first short story I have written and while I have several other story ideas bouncing around in my head, I don't know that I will write another. (it would have nothing to do with the type of feedback I get in making my decision)
I have been reading and commenting on stories in the LW section of Literotica for years. In the past year or so, I have found myself feeling way too comfortable in being critical of author's stories and I wanted to find out for myself what is involved in writing and posting a story. And believe me, it is difficult!
This exercise has indeed humbled me. You wouldn't believe how much more I appreciate what my favorite authors must go through to produce these quality stories in the numbers that they do!
I have many favorites, but I especially enjoy the stories of BigGuy33, RichardGerald, Hooked1957, JPB, Qhml1, and others. I also really enjoy Saddletramp1956 because he is just so over the top! Don't ever change Saddletramp!
I have learned a lot. I will probably still make critical comments on other's stories, but I will do so only from a constructive point of view, being very respectful. To quote that great American, Tommy Lasorda, "This job is not that fucking easy!"
************
That Tuesday didn't start out terrible, but it sure ended up that way!
When I woke up in the morning nothing seemed out of the ordinary except that my wife Debbie wasn't in bed next to me. I am usually up a little earlier because I start work at 8:00 and my wife not until 9:30. I completed my morning routine and was heading downstairs to get the coffee ready for my wife and me when I smelled the coffee already being made.
When I got downstairs there was my wife already dressed for work sitting at the corner breakfast table. She smiled at me and we said our good mornings. As I was grabbing a cup of coffee my wife said, "I have to go into work early this morning for a meeting. I will be off at 5:00 and come straight home so we can talk as soon as you get home."
It caught me a little off guard, and I raised an eyebrow and asked, "Oh, oh did I forget something? What do we need to talk about?" Debbie just waved a hand at me and said that we would talk about it later, that it was nothing that couldn't wait. With that she got up put her cup in the sink, kissed me good bye and was out the door before I could respond.
Before getting much further into this story I should tell you a little about us. I am Tim Johnson. My wife Debbie and I have been married for over 41 years! That's right, we married right out of high school when we were 18 years old. We knew each other since second grade. We dated all thru high school and we both knew we were meant to be together for the rest of our lives. Neither of us ever dated anyone else and as such we learned about sex together and as such we were our only sexual partners. Hell, I never even kissed another woman other than a peck on the cheek in greeting, and I assume it was the same with my wife.
We went to the same college as a married couple living in a cheap apartment with part time jobs to see us thru. I had the GI Bill to help with school costs and her parents helped her out so while it was a bit of a struggle it wasn't all that harsh an existence. In fact we started our family while we were still in college. Our oldest child, Teri is 37 years old, married with two children. She is a family law attorney for an out of state firm. Our second Darci, is 35 and single working in Washington DC as an assistant to a director in the Department of Agriculture. Our baby, Sydney is 34 and married to a police officer in our hometown. She has our other two grand children and is a hard working stay at home mom! We are very proud of all three of our girls!
After school I go a job as a risk analyst for a large insurance corporation and Debbie became a grammar school teacher for the local school district and later worked in the Administration Office part time.
At 59 we are both in excellent health and physical condition. We have both always been very active. I golf, swim, and go to the gym at least three times a week. My wife however, puts me to shame with her workout discipline. She is at the gym 5 days a week and is an avid distance runner pretty much every day.
I may be biased, but she is still the most beautiful women I've ever seen. She weighs the same as she did the day we got married! Not bad for 3 kids and 41 years! When we were young, she was so beautiful that when she entered a room, even the women would stop to stare at her. To this day she draws attention from men half her age. But, she always handles herself with class and dignity.
Debbie and I talk about it all the time. Our family life is the epitome of the American Dream! We were so lucky to have found each other and we thank our lucky stars for the life we lead every day.
Unlike most men when they hear words to the effect, "Honey we have to talk" I wasn't filled with dread or breaking out into cold sweats. I was curious, but we talk all the time. Family meetings we called them, and we had them even before we had children. It was our way of planning our lives. But, she didn't say we were going to have a family meeting did she?
At work I wasn't consumed with angst about the upcoming meeting but I did daydream a bit of a very memorable love making session the night before. Debbie is a very vocal and direct lover. She is not at all bashful about telling me what she wants and making sure she gets it. She never fakes an orgasm, because long ago we discussed that we had to be honest with each other and strive to make our love life better, faking orgasms wouldn't help! Debbie isn't one of those ladies that will have a series of small orgasms. When she goes over the edge it is with an incredible amount of screaming. Her whole body quivers as her eyes roll up into her head, and sometimes she even passes out for a few seconds. She doesn't even want to be touched for a few minutes because her whole body is so sensitive. It is amazing to watch and be a part of.
She tells me all the time that she would never cheat on me because it would take too long to train a new lover! After 41 years of marriage we still make love 2-3 times a week. Another thing she tells me often, as she did last night, is that while my dick may not work like it did when I was 25, my lips, tongue, and fingers were magic and working better than ever! All and all we enjoyed a very satisfying love life well into our middle age.
As my curiosity was aroused, I left work a little early and headed home. I wanted to get home before Debbie so I could change and get comfortable with a glass of my favorite single malt scotch and find out what our "talk" was about. My curiosity started to turn to worry when I pulled into the garage and saw that my wife's seven year old Camry was already there.
My worry deepened when I saw her sitting at the table with a glass of wine in her hand and my scotch already poured and placed at my seat. She looked very distraught as she was continually rubbing her knee with her free hand. This was a nervous habit of hers ever since I knew her. I asked if I could go change before we started. She replied, "No, I want to do this right now. Please sit down."
I didn't argue as I was sitting down I was convinced she was going to tell me that she was sick. I felt my chest getting tight and was having difficulty breathing normally. I looked into her eyes and saw, well I don't know what I saw, but I knew I had never seen that look in her eyes or that facial expression before.
She seemed nervous and her voice was breaking as she spoke in a very low deliberate manner. "Tim, there is something I have been thinking about for quite a while and I need to get this out without interruption. Please let me finish before you speak so that I can make you understand how important this is to me." As she continued she seemed to gain a little more confidence, "And I need you to not lose your temper and turn this into a childish yelling match, can you do that for me, please?"
I nodded my head slowly without speaking. Well, at least she wasn't going to tell me that she was sick, but I suspected it was going to be much worse. And, I was right!
"Honey you know that I love you more than life itself. I have loved only you since the grade school. There has never been anyone else in my lifetime." My chest was hurting more, my breathing becoming more difficult, and an aching pain began in my shoulder as she continued. "You and I are going to spend our old age together, bouncing our great grandchildren on our knees. We are going to travel the world together, but there is something that I have to do." The pain in my shoulder was now shooting down my left arm and I was getting dizzy. I couldn't catch my breath.
"Tim, pay attention, this is very important! I just nodded and thought this couldn't be happening to me. "Well, I have been thinking for months about this, and there is something I have to do before I am too old." The room started spinning and it felt like someone was standing on my chest. "I am going to date other men to see what I have been missing all these years. It won't last for ever, maybe six months, and I will be back to being your loving wife, proving to you everyday how deep my love for you is!" I started to say something, but nothing would come out of my mouth, then everything went black.
Light was creeping in from the darkness trying to break through the haze. I was trying to open my eyes, but my eyelids must have weighed 5 pounds each. I struggled mightily to get them open and I finally accomplished the task. Where was I? What were those beeping noises? How come I can't move? My throat was very sore. What is my name? I must be in the hospital! What happened to me? All these thoughts were rushing through my head when I remembered that I was Tim Johnson and I was in a hospital because my wife tried to kill me!
Why did she try to kill me? My brain was working a little better. I was at the kitchen table. She was talking. Then I remembered the conversation. It wasn't really a conversation it was her telling me something. Telling me that she was going to kill me!
As the fog in my brain cleared I noticed a nurse standing at my bedside looking down at me and smiling. "Welcome back Mr. Johnson. My name is Nurse Smith. You are in Mercy Hospital because you had a very serious heart attack a few days ago. It is called the "Widow Maker" and you are lucky to be alive." Funny, I didn't feel lucky. "It's 3:00 AM and the doctor will be by later this morning to explain in more detail about your condition." I tried to talk but nothing came out because my throat was so sore and dry. "Don't try to talk Mr. Johnson. You had a ventilator in your throat so it will take a couple of days to heal itself."
I was thinking more clearly now and made a writing motion with my hand. Nurse Smith handed me a pad of paper and a pen. I wrote in big bold print. NO VISITORS! She responded, "Oh no, you have had lots of visitors. Your wife and daughters have been here." She must have noticed me wince and stopped talking. I wrote furiously, I DON'T WANT ANY VISITORS! She seemed startled but asked, "Are you sure?" I just nodded my head. I scribbled another note, DO NOT SHARE MY MEDICAL INFORMATION WITH ANYONE! Her eyebrows arched up, but she just nodded her head as I was writing another note. IS THERE SOMEONE HERE AT THE HOSPITAL THAT CAN HELP ME COMPLETE A DNR (Do Not Resuscitate) ORDER? With that I am sure I shocked Nurse Smith, but she held her composure. "Your condition isn't nearly that severe." I interrupted her by tapping furiously on the note pad. "I will pass your will wishes onto the day shift." She patted me on the shoulder and left my room quietly.
I figured my life was over anyway, so if something happened why let the medical community resuscitate me? The way my luck was going I would probably survive but be turned into a vegetable, so fuck it! Plus there would be the added shock benefit when my wife found out what I did, and how badly she had hurt me.
I didn't fall back asleep. I mean I had been asleep for a few days, so all I could do was lay there and think and make plans. I said I did risk analysis for an insurance company, but really my job was to help my company's clients do risk analysis for their organizations. It was a service my company offered and many clients took advantage of it. I had done it for a number of years and was good at it and got paid accordingly. In my experience all companies are afraid of something, but my job was to make sure they were afraid of the right things and offer solutions to mitigate those threats. There is a process involved in accomplishing that analysis so I decided to adopt the same strategy to solve my problem. You know the problem of why my wife would want to kill me. I know my wife didn't really try to kill me with her statement, but she damn near accomplished it!
The actions I had just taken would buy me time, and time is what I needed to figure this out. As I lay there in bed waiting for dawn to break, I began the process of analyzing my situation. I am one of those weird people that when I think, I have a conversation with myself and this was no different.
Ok Tim, you've bought yourself some time, now let's think about the real issues here. It really wasn't all that unusual for my wife to talk very directly and succinctly. So she wasn't trying to shock me with her statements. It was just how she approached things her whole life. What did she say? She had thought about it for months! Was there anything I should have noticed? Changes in her behavior? Had she been giving me verbal hints that I had missed? Could she have already been cheating on me? The answer is no to all of those.
Debbie isn't flighty or prone to acting spur of the moment. While she is deliberate, once she formulates a course of action, she doesn't hesitate or waffle, she goes for after it! Another very important fact is, she didn't say she would like to date other guys, she said she was going to date other guys! So Tim this means you have a real problem that probably won't just go away because she put you in the hospital. Damn!
So Tim, here are the outcomes that I can see. One, you could just let her date guys and hope that sooner or later she gets it out of her system and we can go back to how things were. Two, you can try to talk her out of it because frankly I don't see myself being the kind of husband that shares his wife. Three, just divorce her ass now and be done with it. Or, four, you could just die now and not have to worry about it! Frankly, number four is not looking too bad right now. I still feel like shit!
Apparently I was wrong though. I could fall asleep, because the next thing I knew daylight was streaming in through the window and the clock on the wall said it was 10:40. Shortly after I awoke a doctor did come by and explain that a Widow Maker heart attack is caused by a complete blockage of the left anterior descending artery of the heart. He said I was very lucky because this type of heart attack has a very low survival rate. If my wife hadn't been with me and called 911 right away I would have died. Ok, he was the second person to tell me how lucky I was, but I still wasn't feeling it. I asked him if severe stress can cause this type of attack. He said, "Well yes, severe emotional trauma could trigger it, but your heart problem has to have existed for awhile. It is caused by a combination of genetics and high cholesterol. Why do you ask?"
I explained as best I could what had transpired between my wife and I. He commented, "Well, that explains your request for no visitors and the DNR. Mr. Johnson, you will be in here for a few more days, but you are going to need lots of rest and quiet during your recovery period which will take some time. We were able to put a stent in instead of doing a bypass so that should shorten your recovery time. I can't help you with your personal problems, but I strongly recommend that you see a counselor to help you with your issues once you are on the road to recovery. Believe it or not, one of the most frequent side effects of a heart attack like this, is depression and it's obvious to me with your relationship issues you will be a high risk."
With that he left the room. No good bye, nothing. I don't blame him, doctors don't usually like to get personal with patients. Just give them pills or operate on them then get out!
Then another doctor who told me she was the "hospitalist" and went over all the drugs I was going to need for the next year or so! It was a damn pharmacy list! Yep, solution 4 was looking better all the time!
Shortly after the "hospitalist" left I heard a commotion in the hallway. The commotion was my wife being told that she couldn't see me! After causing quite a scene, she asked about my condition. They actually had to call security and have her forcibly removed when she was told that I specifically said she was not to be told my condition. For the first time since she hit me with her plans I felt a little better. It's childish I know, but still it was a small victory.
Apparently the doctor after having learned of my situation had ordered a sedative for me? Either that or I was so tired I slept on and off for over 24 hours. When I awoke again it was the middle of the night and Nurse Smith was standing at my bedside. "I'm glad to see you awake!" she said with way to cheerily for me. "Can you try speaking a little for me?"
I was able to speak although with a little hoarseness, but at least I could talk, thank goodness! She asked if we could talk and I nodded my head yes, but only if she called me Tim! She laughed and said that was fine and to please call her Beth.
She started out by saying she had been updated on my situation and understood more about why I had set up the no visitor policy, but was still concerned about the DNR request. I told her to forget the DNR, I didn't really want to die and that I knew that sooner or later I would have to talk with my wife. But I certainly didn't want to do that until I had recovered sufficiently.
Beth then told me that she understood, but that she had to kick my wife and all three girls off the ward shortly before I woke up. She told me what I already knew. That, I would have to talk with my wife at some point, but given the circumstance maybe I could talk with my daughters?
At this point it struck me how much, if anything, did my daughters know about what their mother had said to me. The girls were very close to their mother and it could be that they knew in advance what she was going to say? Probably not, but Debbie was especially close to Darci. Even though she was in Washington DC they talked just about every day on the phone, so maybe Darci was aware? Maybe Debbie had told the girls the truth after what happened to me?
At any rate, I agreed with Beth that I should talk to the girls especially because the older ones had traveled a great distance to be near me. Beth said that she would contact them and have them return to speak with me, but only one at a time. I told her in no uncertain terms though I wasn't going to talk with my wife and she understood.
I thought it interesting that the girls were back outside my room within five minutes. Apparently Beth had only kicked them to the waiting room. I'm pretty sure the fix was in, but I did want to see my girls so, what the heck.



I did talk with each of my daughters that evening, but told them I didn't want to talk about their mother. I wanted them to know how glad I was to see them and that I loved them very much. I had tears in my eyes and became quite emotional when I finally realized how close I had come to never seeing them again. Sydney did manage to sneak in that Debbie had told all three of them that she blamed herself for what happened to me, but with no specifics. I didn't argue the point with Sydney and I know she found that interesting. She also mentioned that Debbie promised to sit down with them tomorrow and explain further. Teri and Darci did tell me that they would be taking extended time off to help with my recovery. I was overwhelmed with emotion and Beth had to put an end to the visit.
After the visits with my daughters I knew that no matter what happened with Debbie, life would go on. My life was going to be more complicated but it wasn't going to end. I just needed to decide what to do about my relationship with my wife. Was there even a point in talking to her about it? Even if she scrapped her dating plans, could I still live with her? I needed to answer that question before talking with her. Maybe the girls could help me with the decision. If Sydney was right Debbie would have filled them in on what precipitated my heart attack, so their perspective might help me. Cheating doesn't just affect the couple's relationship, it affects the whole family.
A very interesting development was that my wife and daughters decided that when released from the hospital I would stay at our house while my wife would move in with Sydney's family into their guest room. Teri and Darci would alternate providing what care I would need for a few weeks. The doctors were confident that I would be back to normal activities within 5-6 weeks.
I was content with the arrangements but thought it very odd that the first two weeks I was home my wife never made a single attempt to contact me. Not even a text message. Perhaps the girls read her the riot act and told her to back off. Or, could she be using the opportunity to go out on dates! I just didn't know, but really I wasn't up to a direct confrontation.
I decided to speak with Darci first as she had always been closet to her mother and would possibly give me a peek into my wife's state of mind. Darci and I met alone at the house and she knew ahead of time that I wanted to talk about the "incident" with her.
I, like my wife, am a pretty direct person so as soon as Darci walked into the room I blurted out, "Darci, how long have you known about your mother's desire to date other men?"
"I, ah, we talked about it some." She mumbled without making eye contact.
"How long Darci?" I growled!
"I'm sorry Dad. About 3-4 months.
My blood pressure was rising and I was losing control already. This wasn't good. I needed to calm down. "I'm sorry Darci, I didn't mean to yell at you. I really want your input here. This has hit me really hard. I had no idea your mother wasn't happy with our relationship. It's literally breaking my heart!" I tried a little levity to calm myself.
"Oh Dad, she loves you very much and this doesn't mean anything. She just wants to experience some things before she gets too old." It shouldn't reflect on your relationship at all."
"Do you really believe that bullshit? I mean really Darci, how can her having sex with other men not mean anything to me? I'm flabbergasted that you can say that. So, your opinion is that I should allow her to have sex with other men so she can experience more in her life, then return to me as if nothing has happened?"
"Well, maybe not as if anything has happened, but your love for her should be strong enough to get past this. She has devoted her entire life to you, to all of us and she just wants this for herself. Really Dad, your 59 years old and you have probably slowed down some, it's normal that Mom wants to experience younger men. It's a natural thing for a woman to want to experience."
Now there was a shocker. I figured Debbie didn't want to date old men, but hearing that from my daughter really hit home. It was all about sex. While I may have slowed down I thought I still did pretty good, but I guess I was wrong.
"Shouldn't her love for me be strong enough that she shouldn't have to date other men to be fulfilled? And, what if I have slowed down? That's a reason for her to cheat on me?
"Don't be silly Dad. It wouldn't be cheating if you knew about it! That's why she tried to talk to you about it."
We went around and around for another 5-10 minutes but really didn't get anywhere. Darci's opinion was very clear on the subject. I had to end this conversation before I exploded!
In an almost childlike voice Darci asked, "What are you going to do Dad?
"I don't know Darci, I just don't know, but there isn't anyway I can live with your mom sleeping with other men, I am just not made that way!" I knew full well that Debbie would know the particulars of our conversation in short order. We hugged and said our goodbyes. I thought to myself that I hoped Darci never married or at least disclosed her beliefs up front to her fiancé.
My conversation with Teri was about the exact opposite. She came into the room all charged up and spit out, "I can't believe that bitch is doing this to us!"
"Whoa there" I said with my hand up near her face. "That's your mother you're talking about, and she isn't doing it to us. She is doing it to me!"
"Get real Dad, when someone in the family cheats, it affects us all. So yes, she's cheating on her family!"
"Uh Teri, you said 'she is,' not that she is going to cheat?"
"You really are clueless aren't you Dad? She has been going out with men since you were in the hospital! I think she was doing it before you had your heart attack. I don't think she has slept with any of them yet, but she is definitely auditioning them!"
I suspected that my relationship with Darci was pretty much over after that revelation. I wouldn't be surprised if she was setting up dates for Debbie!
It was odd. I kept waiting for another heart attack or at least a stroke, but it didn't happen. I felt only sadness because at that point I knew my marriage was over. The truth was I wasn't really surprised Debbie did it. She was always head strong. But why did she call the paramedics when I had the heart attack? It didn't make any sense unless in her own bizarre fashion I guess she did at least like me? All I could do was shake my head. I again wondered if there was really any reason to sit down and talk with her?
Teri and I talked for awhile longer. Mostly about divorce laws in our state. It really wasn't that complicated in a "No Fault" state. It was pretty much a 50-50 split of all assets. Teri did say I might want to look into a "legal separation" if I wasn't sure about divorcing Debbie. I told her I would look into it, but didn't think it mattered really. Teri also told me that while my wife couldn't stop a divorce, she could really drag it out. That caught my attention and decided to seek legal advice as soon as possible. Teri said she would send me some recommendations for lawyers the next day.
My conversation with Sydney was pretty much me trying to console her as she couldn't stop crying! Her focus was for me to let Debbie come home. I reminded her that I didn't send her away! She could come home anytime she wanted. The house was as much hers as mine! I did ask her a couple of pointed questions.
"Sydney has your mother been going out on dates since my hospital stay?" While I already knew the answer I wanted confirmation. Sydney just nodded her head and kept on crying. "How often Syd?"
Thru her tears she choked out, "just about every night Dad! I tried talking to her about it. I told her she was cheating on you and she said she wasn't because she wasn't sleeping with any of them and besides she had told you what she was going to do."
All I could do was shake my head in disbelief.
Before Sydney left I called her mother and told her that I was feeling better and that she could certainly return to her home anytime she wanted. I emphasized though that I thought she should do it soon because Sydney was going to have a nervous breakdown if she didn't leave her house. I hung up the phone while she was saying something, but I didn't really care what she had to say.
I was prepared for our meeting. Sydney had told me my wife would be home at 1:00 PM the next day so I had spent the rest of the day preparing my notes. When you go into battle it is essential to have a good plan, thoroughly vetted, and practiced. And, I was ready for combat! Of course the other part of that is that when the first shot is fired, the plan goes out the window, and that is just what happened to me!
When Debbie came home for our meeting she didn't just walk in the front door, she stormed through it and screamed, "Where are you!" My eyes were already wide as she saw me sitting at the table with my notes spread neatly before me. Without waiting for any comment from me, breathing fire she continued her tirade, "There is not going to be any damn divorce!"
As I previously mentioned my wife was a school teacher and history was her favorite subject. She was particularly knowledgeable of the American Civil War period. It was obvious to me that she had employed Colonel Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain of the US 20th Maine's strategy at Little Round Top on the second day of battle at Gettysburg. Circumstances had placed Chamberlain's 20th Maine on the extreme left flank of the Union Army and was the only regiment standing between Lee's Confederate Army and Washington D.C. The fighting was fierce and Chamberlain's men were exhausted and nearly out of ammunition. Their casualties were extremely high and all seemed lost. Then Chamberlain, a rather nondescript college professor of rhetoric in civilian life did the one thing no one anticipated. He ordered what troops he had remaining to charge! They did, and essentially the Union was saved.
Well, that is exactly what my wife did to me. She charged when she should have been on the defensive and I was completely overwhelmed.
The next thing I knew I was on our bed and lying on my back naked and Debbie was thrusting up and down on my cock with her hands on my chest still screaming something barely intelligible about there being no divorce and we loved each other and would be together forever. Her breasts were bouncing to and fro shaking wildly making me unable to focus. My thought was that she was trying to finish the job she started weeks ago when she gave me my heart attack!
Much later after having completely wrung me out, she began to get dressed and said she would be back tomorrow with her stuff from Sydney's house and that we would get on with our lives.
As she was walking out the door of our bedroom I quietly said, "Debbie thank you for calling the paramedics."
She nodded and in an exasperated tone, "It's because I love you dummy and we are going to spend the rest of our lives together, now get some rest because we have to make up for lost time!" and she headed out the door.
"Debbie, there's one more thing." I managed to say with as much authority as I could muster. "The first time you have sex with someone else, our marriage will be over!"
In a huff she spat out, "That'll be the day!" Apparently she was a John Wayne aficionado too?
For a month or two our lives did return to normal, although it was a "new normal" because she was still going out. We never said one more word to each other about my threat of divorce. She never really told me that she was going on a date, but once or twice a week she just said she was going out and would be home late. On these nights she would usually get home sometime around midnight. She never smelled of sex although she sometimes looked a bit disheveled. She would shower, get into bed and then proceed to resume her efforts to kill me with sex. I just went with it and figured if I had to die, this was a great way to go. I knew she hadn't had sex with anyone yet because, well just because I knew.
Then one night she got home even later than usual, it was after 1:00 AM. I was sitting up in bed reading. I could never sleep when she was out. It wasn't that I was worried about her, I was just waiting for the inevitable. I heard the garage door go up as she pulled her car in. Her CFM heels clicked across the tile floor in the kitchen and the stairs creaked as she walked up. When she came into the bedroom we made eye contact, and I just knew.
It was obvious that she knew that I knew. She broke eye contact with me and headed into the master bathroom as she spoke, "This doesn't mean anything at all. It is outside of us and will be over in a few months. There is no need for further discussion!" And she closed the door behind her.
When I heard the shower go on, I got up and went into the guest room. Not only did I lock the door I pushed the dresser in front of it! I wasn't going to make the mistake I made at Little Round Top again! Somehow I knew though she wouldn't come after me. It wasn't like her. In her mind, when I got over my little snit, things would go on. And, I was right, I never heard a peep out of her the rest of the night. For my part, I didn't sleep at all. There were tears in my eyes mourning the death of my marriage as my thoughts turned to planning.
For the next few weeks we were more like roommates than a married couple. We were polite with each other but simply did our day to day chores and duties. I know she went out a few more times, but I didn't know what she did. I had completely moved into the guest room and in fact was usually asleep when she got home. Yes, I really was asleep. I found that as my plans advanced, I became more relaxed and confident that I had chosen the right path.
I never went through a hand wringing woe is me period. Wondering what I could have done better. I didn't chastise myself for not being a more attentive husband. I refuse to apologize or accept responsibility for not being aware of every emotion my wife might be experiencing. In my mind a marriage is a covenant. She broke the contract, not me. She never discussed any issues or disappointments with me. She just told me what she was going to do.
The funny thing is though, that part of me understood why she wanted to experience more. It's a natural human emotion. She just never gave us a chance to figure out alternatives. She had made a unilateral decision that effectively finished us. End of story.
I also understood why she made her decision unilaterally. In the western world almost 100% of marriages are in some respects female dominated. Ours was no exception. I suppose if I could find any fault in this mess is that I was too accommodating? But, there was nothing in our 50 plus years of being together that should have sent the message to her that I would accept her behavior. I let her make most decisions about our domestic life because it made her happy and it was more important to her.
In fact, before we got married we had long talks about our expectations of fidelity. There was no gray area and certainly no "Hall passes." I was never close to being unfaithful. I never even did anything that would not pass the "Spouse Test" and I expected the same from Debbie. She did this to us, not me.
A couple of weeks after Debbie was unfaithful for the first time I was ready for her. One night when she went out, I sat at our kitchen table where we had most of our family meetings and waited for her to return.
When she came home I said quietly, "Debbie, we have to talk."
"Not now" she said dismissively, "I need to take a shower and get some sleep. We can talk in the morning."
"No! I responded with an authority that she hadn't heard from me before. "We are going to talk right now! Sit down, please!"
She was obviously exasperated with me and sat with a huff into her chair across from mine. Her nervousness was obvious and probably due to the fact her lover's smell was all over her, but I didn't care.
I pushed a manila envelop across the table to her and stated clearly, "These are divorce papers. I have filed under irreconcilable differences." At this point she started to say something and I put my hand up in front of her face.
"No! Just sit there. Several months ago you told me to sit and listen to you without interrupting and I expect you to do the same until I am finished!" She leaned back, rolled her eyes, crossed her arms over her chest and stared at me.
I continued, these papers explain everything. My lawyer's card is in the envelope. You can sign and return them to his office. If you don't do this within 3 days I will have no choice but to have you served at your workplace. I don't want to embarrass you publicly, but frankly it wouldn't bother me to do that in the place where most of your lovers are! Don't worry. I haven't had you followed. I don't have photos, audio, or video of your infidelities. None of that matters to me."
I continued, "It's really simple. In a no fault state everything is split down the middle. Our children are grown and out on their own, the house is paid for. We pay off our joint credit card debt and we move on."
"Are you finished?" She asked in her most condescending tone. I simply nodded my head. As she stood up she stated, "Good, we are not getting a divorce! I am tired and I'm going to bed. Good night!"
The next morning she wanted to talk. Interestingly, she made a nice breakfast for us, the first time in quite a while. She actually appeared to be quite cheerful as she puttered around the kitchen. When breakfast was ready, and I had picked my jaw up off the floor, she calmly sat down and indicated that I do the same with her hand. This was getting surreal. I didn't sit, I told her I would eat out and walked out the door. What she didn't know was that I was headed to the apartment I had rented near work and that I had no intention of ever setting foot in this house again except to remove my things when the divorce was finalized. I thought I heard her softly crying as I got into my car but couldn't be sure. I had no intention of talking any further at this point, my direction was clear. She never initiated contact with me unless it was through her lawyer and I did the same.
She didn't sign the papers of course, so I had her formally served at work as I had said. She got her own attorney and proceeded to do everything she could to derail the divorce process. No amount of pleading from me or our daughters made any impact on her actions.
But in the end there was nothing she could do to stop the divorce, so six months later we were finally sitting in family court with our respective lawyers.
Honestly I wasn't really paying attention to much of what was being said. I just wanted it to be over. My lawyer had told me that this was the only formal proceeding I had to be present for, and I was grateful. But, when the judge addressed my wife directly I sat up and focused my attention.
"Mrs. Johnson, why do you not want me to grant this divorce petition as it is written. It all seems a fair disposition of assets."
My wife replied as she stood to address the judge dressed like she was going to church, "Your honor, several months ago I made a terrible decision that ruined our 41 year marriage. At the time I was going through menopause and not thinking clearly. I was feeling old and unattractive. Some younger men at work had been flirting with me and showering me with praise and attention. I sadly and ridiculously thought that my husband would understand and let me have a few months of harmless flings."
I was dumbfounded as she continued, "He knew I was seeing other men for many months so I assumed he was ok with it. I know now that I was wrong. I stopped seeing anyone when he hit me with divorce papers. In fact I have been seeing a therapist several times a week and she has helped me see how wrong what I was doing was. I know I can't stop him if he insists on getting divorced, but I was hoping that you could order couples counseling for us to try to put our marriage back together. We have been together for over 50 years and it seems to me that the least my husband could do is agree to go through therapy together before giving up on our marriage. As Debbie was sitting down she looked over at me with a sly smirk on her face.



I thought for sure the judge was going to ask Debbie to marry him he was so enamored with her speech! This wasn't good at all. I looked pleadingly at my attorney for him to do something when I heard the judge addressing me.
"Mr. Johnson? Mr. Johnson, are you paying attention? I asked you what you thought about what your wife said? She has made some very compelling arguments. Surely your 50 year relationship is worth trying to salvage?"
"Oh shit!" I said to myself. "This can't be happening to me!" My wife could hardly contain her glee. My attorney was doodling something on his notepad. It looked like he was drawing a big Phillips head screw! "I am so fucked!"
But then I had an epiphany. I was in combat again and the first shot had been fired! I responded, "Your honor may I have a moment to absorb what my wife has said? She really has given me pause to think this through. I would like to talk with my attorney for a moment."
The judge responded quite good naturedly, "Of course, I think that is wise."
Everyone in the court room thought they were witnessing a real Hallmark moment. I quickly turned to my attorney who by now had finished his Phillips head screw, "What happens if I withdraw my divorce petition right now? Can he still order counseling?"
My Clarence Darrow like lawyer turned and stated, "No he can't. The court no longer has any jurisdiction in the matter."
"One more question Clarence"
"Who?"
"That's not important right now. What happens if I just disappear? My wife would have to serve me in order to get a divorce, right?"
"Yes, but it isn't really that simple, she could have a divorce granted for abandonment after one year." He replied.
"Only if my luck changes." I said wistfully and with a heavy sigh. "There isn't a law that says I have to live with my wife is there?" My mind was really racing now!
"No there isn't." he said in a lawyerly fashion. Then the light bulb went on in his head and he asked, "Will I still get paid?"
"Of course, Clarence, of course."
I smiled broadly and straightened my tie, brushed my hands to smooth my slacks and stood up to address the court. Everyone wanted the Hallmark Movie ending, so I was going to give it to them, sort of.
"Your honor, in light of what my wife has expressed in a most convincing manner, I hereby withdraw my Petition for Dissolution of Marriage immediately!"
It was bedlam in the courtroom! Not really, there were only about twelve people in there and it was lunch time so those not involved got up to head to the cafeteria. The judge banged his gavel granting my request with a big smile and tears in his eyes. My wife and her attorney were both crying happy tears themselves. I was steaming mad but had plastered what I hoped was a happy face on and walked directly out of the court room. I reached my car with my wife hot on my heels blabbering something about us being happy, blah, blah, blah. I started the car and left her standing in the parking lot wondering what just happened.
As I pulled out of the parking lot I threw my phone into the bushes and drove straight to work where I immediately went to HR and retired. I realized that I could draw on my 401k because I was 59 1/2 years old. I couldn't get Social Security for a few more years. But with my 401 with our other assets I knew I could make this work.
From work I went to our bank. I did all those things people do when they get divorced right away. Our house was paid for and worth almost a million dollars. Every thing else we had was about equal to that value so I was going to take it all and put it into my name only and quitclaim the house to Debbie.
My family didn't know where I lived and had only been reaching me through work or my phone, so I had time to finish what I was going to do unimpeded.
Two weeks later, after having set up this meeting with Debbie, I pulled up to our house, technically my wife's house now I guess, in my brand new 38' Georgetown Class A motor home. My new Jeep Wrangler 4x4 was hooked to the tow bar behind it and ready to go. I knocked on the door and I heard Debbie approaching the door from inside. All three of our daughters were there too because I had given them a heads up to be there. I knew there would be trouble and needed them to watch out for Debbie.
"Honey you are home! Thank god, we were so worried about you!" The girls were already staring at the motor home and were sharp enough to suspect what was up.
"Sweetheart, I actually stopped by to say goodbye."
"What do you mean goodbye? We are going to be together for ever, aren't we?"
"We've always been together dear. It's just that I am going away for a while."
"But Tim, what about work?"
"I retired Deb and I am going to spend some time traveling the country."
"But honey, I can't get away from the school district on such short notice, school is in session! I know traveling the country in a motor home is our dream, but I am simply not able to do that right now!"
She still didn't get it. My daughters got it though, and they were stunned. They were already burning holes in me with their eyes because they knew I was going to leave them to deal with my basket case of a wife and they were not happy!
"We should go inside and talk Debbie. There is a lot I want to say to you. And, I will give you a chance to talk also."
We all filed into the kitchen and sat around the table. It made me choke up thinking about all the family meetings we had held at this table. The thought that this would be the last one was almost too much for me to bear. But, I had spent the last couple of weeks thinking about my circumstance quite a bit. I had no anger left in me. I was no longer nervous, fearful, or wracked with uncertainty. I was more at peace than I had been in years. So I began the meeting.
"First off, I want to apologize to you Debbie, and to you girls also, for the way I behaved when you first informed me of your plans to sleep with other men. I know I acted childishly at the hospital." I put my hand up before Debbie could get a word out. "Please, let me finish. I know you didn't give me my heart attack. In a perverse sort of circumstance, you might actually have saved my life! The heart attack was going to happen sometime anyway and because you were right there and called for help immediately, I am alive and here today. The medical people have assured me of that. So thank you!" That really threw her for a loop!
"I've done a lot of thinking since our court hearing and I realized something Debbie. Neither you nor I, have ever been on our own. We have been together since elementary school. I think I understand now what your feelings were when you told me what you were going to do. I was focused on the sexual part of your desire when I think you were really saying that you wanted to be alone. You wanted to stand up and take control of your life. Then I realized that I was in the same position as you. Our whole lives, all our plans were done together, and now I want to experience life alone too. I believe that we both need to be apart so we can find out who we are as individuals." At this point I let her speak because there would have been no stopping her anyhow!
"But I don't want to be alone! I am never going to give you a divorce! We will be together for the rest of our lives! I messed up so bad when I said those things to you." How she managed to say those things through her tears and sniffles I don't know. She looked like she was going to start hyperventilating. The girls, though teary eyed had stayed remarkably calm and quiet throughout.
"Deb, I accept that you will never give me a divorce. And I no longer want a divorce. It is irrelevant to me. But we are not going to live together any longer. I need to find out who I am outside of us." I slid the Quit Claim deed across the table to her. "I am giving you the house and have taken most of our other assets and it pretty much comes out a 50-50 split." The girls were openly crying now because they understood.
"Tim, sweetheart, don't do this, I can make it up to you. I know you can forgive me given time. I haven't been with anyone in months. My therapist made me realize how foolish I have been. Please don't do this! You said you were coming back!"
"I already have forgiven you Deb. I might be back some day. I release you from our wedding vows. I want you to experience everything in life you desire without any guilt. I just can't be here while you do."
"But how will I reach you if I need to talk with you? You can't abandon me like this. It isn't fair!" She had her head in her arms on the table sobbing hysterically, unable to speak further.
I turned to my daughters, "ladies I am sorry it has to be this way. I will love you always and please take care of your mother for me. If you need to reach me you can email me. I don't have a phone or a mailing address as I don't plan on being in any one place very long." They were all hysterical now as I got up and walked out the door.
I got into my motorhome and drove away without looking back and headed off for my new life. Alone.
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I've read a lot of stories on Literotica with the following theme and enjoyed most of them. I like stories with moral conflict. I like stories where the protagonist, usually the poor suffering husband, is faced with seemingly no palatable choices but either a life of humiliation, servitude, estranged from his children, or canned pork and beans. And yet, he finds a way to overcome. While this may seem to be one of those themes, our poor put upon husband doesn't hesitate for one second! His response is swift and decisive.
"Why are you being so mean to me?" whimpered my terrified wife.
"Because if I wasn't, you might go through the rest of your life thinking there is nothing wrong with you!!" I raged.
How did it come to this? It came to this because somehow my wife had gone brain dead. A few minutes ago she had told me the most unbelievable load of crap I have ever heard in my life!
My name is Jack Johnson age 41. I have been married to my wife Julie for over17 years. We met in college and were married a couple of years after graduation. We have two kids, Junior aged 16, who we call "JJ", and a daughter Danica, age 15. We call her "DJ."
Julie is 39, and her 40th birthday is coming up in a couple of weeks. Julie graduated college with a degree in marketing. She is a licensed Real Estate Broker. Julie started her own very successful real estate company about 10 years ago. Hers is one of the largest and most profitable independent agencies in southern California. She has over 150 agents working out of 3 different offices. Her company specializes in "estate" homes, typically over two million dollar properties. But hell, they'll sell you a mobile home in Pacoima if your money is green! My wife taught her agents to constantly read marriage announcements, divorce notices, and especially obituaries. She said those things motivate people to list their homes for sale. The early bird gets the worm I guess? I didn't know there were ambulance chaser realtors.
Realtors are a strange breed. They have "driver type" personalities and about 70% of them have some sort of ADHD issues. They also had a lot of time on their hands to get into trouble!
Julie used to tell stories about coming across a young couple having sex in a bedroom as she was showing a young family of four a house. Thinking quickly on her feet she told them that looking at bedrooms was boring and that looking at the laundry room would be much more interesting!
She told stories of naked old people coming out of the shower, stripper poles in the family room, drugs lying around, etc.
My job on the other hand, was much more boring. I have worked for Emerson Controls since college. Emerson Controls is a manufacturer of fire sprinkler systems. I started out as an intern putting my degree in Information Technology to work for their IT Department. 19 years later I am their IT Director.
The great thing about working at Emerson is that I have a very flexible schedule. I can work from anywhere including home. The company really doesn't care if they see me at all, as long as the systems work! And, on the rare occasion when there is a problem I can usually resolve the problems quickly. I used to spend a lot of time working from Starbucks, but for some reason there was always a systems glitch when I was there. So I switched to Coffee Bean. Apparently our IT systems liked me to be at The Bean a lot better!
My bosses loved me, because unlike most IT folks, I could actually speak their language. Most people don't know it, but IT people love to screw with the common folk. And to be effective at screwing with them, they invented their own language. But that is only part of it. The most fun for IT nerds is to only answer the question asked. And, since most commoners don't know the right question to ask, well you get the picture. I think this is nerd revenge for commoners putting them into trash cans upside down 2-3 times a day in high school, but I am not sure.
At any rate, I decided that I would be different and actually try to understand what the bosses were trying to accomplish. I also had an uncanny ability to translate the Nerd language into English and this is the real reason I was liked so much. Hence the flexible schedule.
Before the kids hit school age Julie was essentially a stay at home mom, but she did work part time as a real estate agent. To become an agent in California pretty much all you have to do is pass a really difficult test that has absolutely nothing to do with the actual real estate world. My wife joked that in all the years she was doing her job not one client ever asked her how many square feet were in an acre. 43,560 if you care to know. The other thing you have to have is to never be convicted of shoplifting. Apparently a shoplifting conviction doesn't keep you from being a brain surgeon, but you can't sell real estate!
Trying to work part time as an agent is an absolute losing proposition. Clients want full time attention and it's guaranteed that the hours they want your assistance doesn't match the time you have! She loved the work and was born to do it, but part time was very frustrating for her. And, it put a lot of strain on our family, not to mention our sex life.
One night when I came home, Julie was in tears on the on the couch in the living room. I could hear the kids upstairs going at each other. DJ was only 3 but she could hold her own against her older brother.
I sat with Julie and we talked about how we could change our situation. I told her that my schedule was becoming more flexible and that I could be home with the kids more often. If we enrolled them in part time day care we could make it work so Julie could go fulltime. Besides in a few years both kids would be in school full days so it shouldn't be a big problem. She was overjoyed and immediately started making plans to go full speed into real estate as a career.
Within 6 months Julie was making pretty good money and a couple of years later, VERY good money. I was making about $75K annually and she was netting double that. She got her broker's license, managed an office for a bit then struck out on her own. Her parents lent her some money to let her expand and today she makes about $350K per year, while I am just over six figures.
You would think that as her business grew our sex life would have suffered, but just the opposite was true. Julie became more sexual as she became more successful. We had sex almost every day and in a variety of places. There is something really erotic about fucking in an empty house that your wife has for listed for sale! Over the years I bet we had sex in 30-40 different houses. Never mind all the other places she wanted to do it at including a restaurant. Of course we could never go back there, but that is a different story.
However as our marriage matured we did slow down as I suppose was only natural. For the last year or so, we made love 2-3 times a week in our bedroom at night but all in all we had a great life. I know Julie loved me, but I always felt that I loved her more than she loved me. I could never point to any one thing that made me feel that way. We were very contented, or at least I was.
6 months ago she started to seem a little distant and became snappish with me. About a month ago our sex life came to a complete halt. I just assumed that she was feeling down because her big 40th birthday was coming up. And then last night happened.
Julie Johnson sat impatiently at the dining room table. She strummed her fingers on her left hand rapidly on the table while she stared at her dancing wedding ring. She was dressed very provocatively. She was braless with a sheer blouse and a black micro skirt. She was constantly teasing and pinching her nipples. She wanted to make sure they were the first thing Jack noticed. You didn't need to look closely to realize she wasn't wearing any panties either. She had on her 4" come fuck me heels. She knew she would immediately make Jack horny. The CFM's were most important because she would be a couple of inches taller than Jack when she stood.
This was it. This was the night that Jack learns about the changes in their relationship. She was anxious, but well prepared. Julie had been training and practicing for the last 6 months for this moment. She had worked countless hours with her mentor to transition her marriage into a level 4 Female Led Relationship (FLR). She was going to own her husband Jack.
The thought of that made her pussy tingle and her body shuddered in anticipation. Jack had always been a little submissive in their relationship. He was the primary care giver for their children. She was in charge of the finances and he would pretty much defer to her for their expenditures, big and small. He even did most of the cooking and washed dishes for Christ sakes!
Julie had completed an on-line survey and Jack fit the profile of a submissive male perfectly. She then joined some forums, found her highly qualified mentor and completed her training. She loved hearing the comments on her forums about how other wives had turned their marriages around. She frequently masturbated to the ones posted by wives who made their cuck husbands clean them up with their tongues after having sex with their lovers. Julie couldn't wait to make her hubby watch her having sex with multiple studs while he was locked in his cock cage.
Julie had completed Jack's final test by having cut him off from all sex for the past month. Jack never uttered a word of complaint. Julie already had her first lover lined up to go. Her mentor told her that Jack was now ready to transition into a full time FLR.
At last, Julie heard the sound of his car pulling into the garage. This was it. The moment she had been training for.
Jack was a little tired as he climbed from his car. He knew Julie was home because her Beemer was already in the garage. He wondered if she would have started dinner, probably not. She cooked less and less these days. Well he was too tired to cook so they would probably go out tonight. On these nights the kids usually insisted on pizza.
As I walked in the door from the garage I saw Julie standing next to the dining room table. She was wearing an outfit that made her look like a street walker.
"Nice outfit." I said with more than a hint of sarcasm, and with a sense of calmness I didn't really feel.
"Welcome home Jack." My wife replied apparently missing my sarcasm. She put her hands on her hips and stated in an authoritarian manner. "I need you to sit here at the table so I can explain some things to you." She motioned at the table with her arm. "Now."
Now I was really on guard. I simply stated, "I will come back down as soon as I change my clothes and grab a beer."
"No, I mean right now!" she growled at me. "Get back down here now!"
I didn't respond but kept walking up the stairs. Halfway up I remembered the kids. I stopped and turned to her. "Where are the kids?"
"They aren't part of this discussion right now, but if you must know, they are at your parents spending the night. Now, get back down here now!" She practically shouted at me.
Again I turned without further comment and went up to the bedroom. Interestingly, she didn't follow after me, but did keep yelling for me to return. I started to change and my mind was racing. She acted like what the kids were doing was none of my business. And, the outfit she had on made her look like a mistress school teacher in an old 8mm porn movie. All that was missing was a ruler in one hand and instead of being commando, Yeah I noticed, she would have had a big rubber cock sticking out from under the shortest skirt I ever saw her in.
"Jack, be on guard. Be calm, and see what the heck is going on here. It's obvious my first instinct that we were in for a night of wild sex was off base. This is something entirely different."
I finished changing and at the last second put my phone on audio record and stuck it in my pocket before heading downstairs. Just as a precaution anyway.
When I got back downstairs Julie was still screaming at me.
"How dare you walk away from me! You will be punished for that. Now sit down."
I didn't say a word as I walked past her into the kitchen to get a beer from the fridge. I popped open the can and headed back to the dining room. Julie was pumping her arm up and down pointing at a chair. Interesting that it was the chair she usually sat in.
"I'm sorry Julie. Something has you obviously upset. What is wrong?"
She calmed herself, but it was obvious that whatever she had planned was not going as she thought it would. I sat in the chair she indicated. Something very different now was she didn't sit down at the table, but stood next to me looking like a cross mother about to scold her young child.
"Jack there is going to be a lot of changes around here, starting tonight. You are going to sit there and listen to me without interruption. If you understand, just nod your head."
I decided to play along for a bit, so I just nodded at her and took another sip of beer.
"Good! Now, listen to me, because I don't want to repeat myself. Our relationship is going to change drastically. I will be in charge of our marriage. What I say goes and that is for everything in our lives. You will even wear what I tell you to every day."
Her voice then softened and she continued, "Jackie, I know this will be hard for you at first but I want you to know that I love you and that we will be together forever. Once you get used to the changes, your life will get much easier. It will be stress free because you won't have to make any decisions. You will just do what I say. I fully understand that you will make mistakes while you are learning, but I will correct them immediately. I will do it firmly but with love."
I thought, "Ok, it's obvious she has had some sort of mental breakdown, so it will be best not to upset her until I can get her to a psychiatrist." I just nodded and indicated that she should continue. I was proud of myself for maintaining my cool throughout her speech. And it was obviously a prepared speech.
Julie continued, "Now Jackie...
"What the hell is up with the Jackie thing?" I thought to myself.
...the biggest change for you will be to accept the lovers that I will be taking on for my pleasure."
That fucking tore it. I leapt out of my chair and roared right in her face, "Like hell you are! Listen to me you dumb crazy bitch, sit the fuck down right now and shut the fuck up!"
I was beet red and probably literally foaming at the mouth as I pointed at her chair and reiterated. "Sit the fuck down, now!!"
Well she couldn't sit because she was so startled she stepped backwards and fell off her 4" heels and landed on her butt. I grabbed her arms and gently placed her in the chair. I mean it was gentle enough that the chair didn't break.
She was crying crocodile tears and gasping for air. She kept repeating, "This can't be happening, this is not supposed to be the way it goes."
Under normal circumstance I would take her in my arms and comfort her. I can't stand a crying woman, especially my wife. But, times have changed!
"Now I listened to your bullshit and didn't interrupt, so you will do the same for me. I am not sure when you went insane, but you just ended our marriage. You need to pack your shit and get out of my house right now! I don't care where you go, but you need to go. Monday morning I will file for divorce."
"If you divorce me, I will take everything you have and turn the kids against you! You will be living under a freeway overpass within the month." She said between her sobs.
"What the hell planet are you living on?" I spat at her.
"Mistress Janine says that the mother always gets everything!"
"Who the hell is Mistress Janine? Is that the crazy broad on the internet who espouses female superiority? You know the one who never finished junior college and worked in the hospitality business while going through three husbands? That Mistress Janine?"
Julie just continued sobbing and put her head down on the table.
"The Mistress Janine who charges $20 for her 39 page book on how to turn a man into a slave. Good grief, she can't even spell 'superiority' for god's sake."
"That dumb broad charges $300 for a one day seminar that is attended by a bunch of Feminazis at Holiday Inns across the country. How many of her seminars did you go to?"
"A few, she was positive you would submit to me rather than have me take everything from you. She is very smart! I listened to the other ladies talk about how great their lives were. They said their husbands were very content with their lives because it was so simple and organized for them. The ladies had all the lovers they wanted and I just wanted some of that life. Now you have ruined everything."
"Listen to me Julie. This is California and it makes most 'no fault' states look medieval by comparison. Here is what is going to really happen. I will get custody of the kids and the house because, not only have I been the primary care provider for the last 10 years, the kids have reached the age where they can choose which parent they live with. The good news for you is you will only have to pay me child support for a few years until they turn 18. Even though you won't be living here you will have to pay your share of the mortgage until they move out. Furthermore, since you make 3-4 times the money I do, and we have been married so long, I'm pretty sure you will be paying me spousal support for many more years than that! The absolute best news though, is since you started your company after we were married, and I helped you build it by taking on a lot more domestic responsibilities, I will be entitled to half of it!"
Julie lifted her head, looked at me but didn't really say anything. Her sobbing did go up several decibels though. She just put her head back down. Her defeat was total.
"By the way, what was the purpose of the hooker outfit and no sex for a month?" I asked with genuine curiosity.
"It was to reinforce what you would be missing if you disobeyed me." She whispered between sobs.
"Aah, Mistress Janine's idea?" She again nodded.
"Why are you being so mean to me?" whimpered my terrified wife.
"Because if I wasn't, you might go through the rest of your life thinking there is nothing wrong with you!!" I raged.
"Julie dear, you killed a 17 year marriage in less than 5 minutes. That might be a record. It's time for you to go now. Do you want me to help you pack your bags?"
FIVE YEARS LATER:
The divorce was final about four years ago. It went pretty much as I said it would but the judge did order mandatory counseling. Now in California the court ordered counseling can really only be for child custody issues to make certain that case was adjudicated in the best interests of the children. Julie for some reason felt she was the best parent, but it only took 2 sessions for the therapist to realize what everyone else already knew. I was granted full custody with Julie having liberal visitation. She seldom visited the kids. Once they were 18 though she did see them quite often. Not sure why, perhaps it was because she wasn't constantly reminded of how much she had to pay in child support? In any case I was glad she had a good relationship with them.
Our children didn't really seem to mind the divorce so much. As teenagers they were pretty much in their own worlds anyway. I asked them about it and both said that their mother and I seemed like we were two very different type individuals and never really understood why we were together. That caught me off guard but as I thought about it more, it did make sense.
I didn't use the recording during the divorce. California is what was known a "two party" state. Both parties have to be aware of an audio recording done in private, so my having it was a bit dicey. My attorney did say we might be able to use it in a last ditch effort to paint Julie as an unfit mother in case custody was in doubt.



We sold the house after the kids started college, and we split the proceeds.
The only thing that I really had any regret over was the fact that Julie had to sell her business in order to pay my share of it. I didn't really need the money. It was probably petty of me, but at the time I was still pissed and looking to inflict as much pain on her as I could. As time has gone on I felt worse and worse about it. Her business was truly her first love and her family came second.
I had just returned from my son JJ's college graduation ceremony and after party. I was feeling kind of melancholy. As I sat on the patio deck of my townhome over looking the lake, I once again pondered one of the great mysteries of the universe. "Are women born crazy and most can just hold it together for a while. Or, are they born normal and then just become crazy at some point?" It's an interesting question but I suppose it's like the 'chicken or the egg' argument.
Take my ex-wife Julie for example. Up until that fateful evening over five years ago she appeared perfectly normal. At least she did to me. I asked a lot of our family members including the kids JJ and DJ. I asked friends and acquaintances too. Not surprisingly most males thought women are born crazy and the women felt that it was men who at some point made them crazy.
I didn't really know what the case with Julie was until today after the ceremony. More about this in a minute.
I always try to look at things from different perspectives. As I analyzed Julie and my relationship over the years I could see where she might think I would be susceptible to a Female Led Relationship to a degree. I mean our marriage was an FLR probably somewhere in between a level two and three by most definitions. I think a lot of marriages are in that range somewhere anyway. But that's mainly because most guys don't sweat the small stuff and do genuinely want their wives to be happy.
After JJ's grad ceremony we had a small reception at a nearby restaurant. It was family and friends mostly. There were no more than 35 people there. I had invited Julie to attend as we hadn't really spoken much since the divorce. I really didn't know much about her current life as both kids understood that I didn't want to talk about their mother. I thought it would be a good idea to at least become civil with each other. After all there were going to be weddings, babies, etc. in our future that would have us crossing paths. I didn't know if she would attend. I didn't see her at the ceremony but she had promised to be there.
As I was standing to the side looking over the proceedings I heard her voice.
"Hello Jack, it was a lovely ceremony and this is a great party. Thank you for inviting me. It was a grand gesture on your part."
"Hi Julie, I'm glad you attended the ceremony and could come here tonight." I responded evenly.
Julie looked fantastic as usual. Her breasts seemed much larger, probably had some work done on them in my estimation. Her manner of dress exuded sex but not the sluttish look from that fateful evening. Her dress was tasteful but with a plunging neckline. She had a simple gold necklace with a key on it dangling in her substantial cleavage. Julie also did have on her 4" CFM's. She also seemed to have a glow about her she never had when she was with me. I guess things must be looking up for her.
"You really look great. I mean that sincerely. How is business? The last I heard you were working for a firm over in the San Fernando area."
"Things are a little better now. At least I am not selling mobile homes in Pacoima anymore." She said wistfully. "But I still haven't been able to start up a new company. I'm still trying to get the funding together for that."
I winced a little when she said that. "You know Julie, I am sorry about your business. If you are serious about another start up, I have some money I could lend you. Or maybe be an investor?"
Julie started to tear up a little. "Oh Jack, you would do that for me? I thought you hated me. It hurt terribly to have to sell my baby."
As I was getting ready to explain further a rather short unassuming man about my age came up to us and handed a martini to Julie saying, "Here's your drink mistress Julie."
My eyebrows rose at that statement.
"It took you long enough Bertram. You almost disappointed me. Bertram I want you to meet Mr. Jack Johnson, my ex-husband. Look at him closely. That is what a real man looks like." She said this almost like she was his mother? "Jack, I want you to meet my husband Bertram."
I was pretty well shocked at this point, but I shook his hand and said that it was a pleasure to meet him.
"Don't just stand there Bertram, go get Mister Johnson a drink. He wants an ice cold beer, preferably a Sam Adams Boston Lager, right Jack?" She waved him away dismissively.
I just nodded my head as Bertram scurried off. I looked at Julie with my mouth hanging wide open.
"You see Jack; I finally realized what I had done wrong. I tried to own the wrong man."
Bertram returned and handed me my Sam Adams. Julie curtly stated, "Bertram, you know what you need to do now don't you."
"Yes mistress." And he scurried off.
After getting over my shock and finally understanding what the key hanging around her neck meant, I managed to get a few words out. "You seem happy Julie, are you really?"
"Yes I am sweetheart. I really am terribly sorry for what I did to you, but this is the real me and I am very happy."
I told her I was glad and that I was serious about the offer to help her get restarted. We set a time to talk further about it, and then I made my excuses and moved away.
I had to find Bertram alone and ask him a question. I finally found him standing in a corner with his back to the room and his head against the wall.
"Bertram, are you all right?" I queried.
"I am yes. Thank you for asking." He responded without turning or lifting his head from the wall.
"Bertram I need to ask you a very important question. Are you happy?"
"I have never been happier in my life Mr. Johnson. Mistress Julie takes very good care of me."
Well I'll be damned. I thanked Bertram and walked away.
And that is how I came to be sitting on the deck pondering these significant issues. You see, my wife was crazy from birth, but she managed to keep it together for many years before she lost it. It wasn't me, and I took comfort in that knowledge.
It's a really fucked up world when the crazies are happier than they have ever been in their lives, and I'm sitting on my deck drinking alone.
Oh, and in case you were wondering, I never did remarry or even live with another woman. It was just too damn risky.
NOTE TO READERS:
I always have my wife read my stories before letting anyone else see them. I like to get her thoughts on the story and do a little proofing of it. She did laugh in a couple of spots for this one, but mostly just shook her head. When she was finished she turned to me and said, "You're really proud of yourself aren't you? You know you are sleeping on the couch tonight right?"
I just smiled and shrugged my shoulders.
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I'm a Bitch, I'm a Lover
The title of this story is a line from the 1997 song co-written by and performed by Meredith Brooks titled "Bitch (Nothing In between). I have always felt that this song perfectly describes today's modern woman. It can be a real problem if you're married to a 21st Century woman and you are a mid 20th Century kind of man.

My name is Sheldon Smithe-James, but everyone calls me "Shell" or "Shelly." I used to have a nickname back in high school. They called me "Seldom" James. Meaning I seldom got laid. The reality was I never got laid in high school because I was so shy and skinny that I practically never dated anyone. The nickname was dropped after I returned from my stint in the US Army and keeping our shores safe from foreign invaders. But if we're splitting hairs, weren't we the invaders? Anyway I came back a couple of inches taller and had added 25 pounds of muscle. I filled out the uniform well and had also gained a few pounds of metals on my chest so I attracted a lot more female attention. As far as I could tell the metals were mostly for not getting myself killed. Which based on where I was stationed really wasn't all that difficult.
Right now I am sitting in one of the many local dive watering holes in our town called the Tiger Bar. You know the type of place I'm talking about. It's dark and dingy with the combined scents of mildew, vomit, alcohol, and sweat permeating the joint. The men's bathroom smells even worse. It has those little target type air fresheners in the bottom of the filthy urinals with a picture of Jane Fonda aka "Hanoi Jane" smiling at you. The walls are covered with everything from photos of people who died well back into the last century, to advertisements for things you never heard of. It looks like it hadn't been updated in 40-50 years.
It's 4:00 in the afternoon and there are three other people in the place besides myself. One is the bartender and the other two are old drunks sound asleep. The place is a shit hole, and it fits my current state of mind perfectly!
I had just come from my attorney's office. He had given me the bad news about what my life would be like if I file for divorce from Meredith, my wife of 15 years. Sometimes I could get away with calling her "Mere" but she much preferred to be called Meredith.
I discovered yesterday that Meredith has been cheating on me. It appears that she has been doing so for awhile. So I essentially have two things to figure out. First, were there warning signs that I missed, that should have clued me in as to what was going on? And secondly, what the hell do I do about it now?
Before I get much further in to this, I should give you a very brief background on Meredith and I. We met about a year after I returned from the sandbox. I was working at an auto repair shop as a "wrench spinner." Meredith Smithe's car had broken down and when she came into the shop and I saw her, I was all in. We were married less than a year later.
I now own the place I used to work in, which I cleverly re-named, "Shelly's Auto Repair." It might not have been much, but I made a pretty decent living. Enough to keep our two kids, James aged 12 and Mary who was 10, fed and clothed. We even had a couple of bucks in the bank and a mortgage we could handle on a small house we owned.
Of course if I was honest, I would say that we couldn't have done this on my income alone. Meredith had a college degree in the Graphic Arts. She worked for an ad agency in town and made almost as much as I did.
All in all I thought we were happy. Frankly until I discovered that she was unfaithful, I thought we were over the moon happy. If good quality sex was any indicator, we were over the planet Mars happy!
Honestly, I don't think our sex life has slowed down one bit over the last 15 years. If anything, it has gotten much better. Sex isn't different from most other endeavors, the more you do it the better you get at it. She wasn't a virgin when we married, but then neither was I. Meredith is willing to do most anything sexually. She always wanted to try new things and frequently asked me if there were any new things I wanted to try, or anything I wanted her to do better.
Meredith likes me to start giving her little butterfly type kisses all over her body to really get her going. On occasion after I start in she will tell me, "No big boy, tonight is all about you." She will push me on my back and at that point I am just a passenger. It is freaking fantastic!
Meredith is a very sensual person. She really has no problem with orgasms. She gets off at least once and usually 2-3 times each session. Under the right circumstances she will orgasm simply from me playing with her nipples. I suppose she could be faking it, but what would be the point. We agreed long ago that faking orgasms wouldn't help anything, but then again, I thought she would never cheat on me either.
As I was sitting in the bar feeling sorry for myself and pondering my next move I became aware of the lyrics of a song playing on the bar's crappy sound system and I listened.
"I'm a bitch I'm a lover I'm a child, I'm a mother. I'm a sinner I'm a saint, I do not feel ashamed. I'm your hell I'm your dream, I'm nothing in between."

I tuned back out and started thinking about my problems but those words kept creeping back in. I wondered what song that was. I called over to the bartender, I think he was starting to fall asleep too, and asked him what that the name of the song playing was?
He responded, "It is called 'Bitch' and it's by Meredith Brooks."
I gave a sardonic laugh, and thought to myself, "That's appropriate."
I asked him for another scotch and he nodded and went to get it. "What am I doing drinking this shit? What kind of bar doesn't even have Glen Livet or at least Chivas? Jesus what a dump this place is."
When my mind wasn't wandering back to the song lyrics I started thinking more about my problems and what I was going to do. There was zero chance I was wrong about her cheating. I saw it with my own eyes. Well almost my own eyes.
Normally, I personally test drive every customer's car that we work on. Once I'm satisfied with our work we have the customer come pick their car up. Well a couple of days ago we worked on this old lady's Crown Victoria. She looked like Mrs. Doubtfire. I am not sure how she handled that old monstrosity but there was no way I was going to let her drive it off my lot. I was too worried she would destroy half the cars there before she would make it to the street! So I told her when the car was done we would bring it to her house and she could pay us there. She was very grateful.
I had one of my guys Hector follow me in his car and when I got to Mrs. Doubtfire's house I pulled into her driveway on Saranac Dr. and Hector parked on the street. It was one of those cool old pre World War II bungalows with the big front porches. I noticed a Ford Explorer next door the same color as Meredith's. The little old lady was waiting on the porch as I walked up to her. As we were concluding the transaction I looked to the neighbor's porch and about dropped everything in my hands.
Meredith came out the front door with some douche bag and planted a smoking hot toe curling kiss on the guy. Mrs. Doubtfire said, "That's Jack's girlfriend. I have only seen her a few times. Isn't she pretty?"
Through clenched teeth I responded, "Yeah she's gorgeous."
Mrs. Doubtfire was just loaded with information because she added, "When she is here I start to blush because they are very vocal."
I was so disgusted I could barely get the words out, "Oh really?" My voice was filled with sarcasm.
"I know what sex is young man. You young people didn't invent it you know."
I couldn't help myself, I chuckled at that and asked her if we could go inside to finish up the paperwork. I wanted to get inside before Meredith saw me. There was no way I was ready for a confrontation at that point. A couple of minutes later I heard her Explorer start up and pull away.
Hector had his head buried in his iPhone as I opened his car door. I used to think that driverless cars were a bad idea, but with these kids and their electronics, they are probably a necessity.
Hector looked over at me and said, "What's wrong boss, you look pale as a ghost? Did the old lady pay you in rolled coins?" He laughed heartily at his joke. Hector always cracked himself up.
I just told him to get us back to the shop and never said another word all the way back. I finished my afternoon up and headed home. I really needed to think this out before I confronted Meredith, so I tried to act normal when I went into the house.
She heard me come in and before she saw me Meredith sang out,"Hi baby, I really missed you today. Dinner is almost ready." As she turned and saw me shouted, "Oh my god Shell, what's wrong, you look terrible?"
"I ate something bad; I think will skip dinner and go straight to bed." I went up stairs, said a quick goodnight to the kids and went to bed. Pretty smooth on my part don't you think?
I left for work early the next morning before anyone else was up. I found an attorney and made an appointment for after lunch. I wasn't in a very good mood so all the guys left me alone. I told everyone I was taking off after lunch. I didn't get any argument from them because I'm pretty sure they wanted me as far away from them as possible. I would have to apologize later.
I met with the attorney and got the bad news. Since I started my business after being married, Meredith would get half. She would get the house until the kids turned 18 and I would get the mortgage. She would get custody of the kids and I would get to be a part time dad while I got to pay a hefty child support check. See how everything is split 50-50 in a no fault state? Meredith could have been cheating with the entire 4th Infantry Division and it wouldn't mean squat. There was one bright spot though. Because our incomes were about the same I would probably only have to pay a nominal amount of spousal support.
So that is how I ended up sitting on this barstool in this shit hole of a bar drinking crappy scotch watching the sleeping drunks and listening to that damned song.
I still didn't know what I was going to do, but I knew I couldn't face Meredith without losing it. I had to think this through. So I pulled out my phone and I sent two texts. The first was to Julie my Office Manager. Basically I told her that I wouldn't be in until Monday and I couldn't be reached until then. She could run the show until I got back. I had never done that before so it should stir up a beehive of activity! The second text was to Meredith. It simply said, "I am going away for a few days. I need some time to think. Please don't try to reach me. Tell James and Mary that I love them, and I'm sorry," and I immediately shut my phone off.
In the business I am in you always need to have a lot of cash on you. I looked in my wallet and I had over $1,000 in it. I would be set for several days. I needed to find a cheap motel and pick up some toiletries, underwear, and a few other things and I would be set. I had noticed a motel across the parking lot from the Tiger Bar. It didn't look any better than this place but it should do. So I got up off my barstool dropped a couple of twenties on the bar for the drinks nodded my thanks to the bartender and headed out.
I would have liked to stay at a better place but then they would ask for a credit card for "incidentals" which meant someone might locate me. It was probably paranoid of me but I knew that the motel would deal in cash only and not give a crap how many John Smiths were registered.
Meanwhile at about this same time Meredith James checked her messages and was stunned to see the text from Shell. "Oh my god, what has happened?" she said out loud.
She quickly tried calling and Shell's phone went to voice mail immediately. She texted him, "Shell you're scaring me, what is wrong, call me please!"
"Maybe something terrible happened at work?" She thought to call Julie. Julie and Meredith were close friends; maybe she could tell her what happened.
When Julie picked up the office phone, Meredith practically screamed at her, "Julie what is going on with Shell? Did someone get hurt?"
"Meredith I don't know what's going on. I just got a very strange text from Shell about going to be gone until Monday and unavailable. He told me to run things myself. Can you believe that?"
Meredith was beginning to get a terrible feeling in the pit of her stomach. "Did anything unusual happen?"
"The only thing I can think of Meredith is that yesterday Shell had Hector follow him to deliver a customer's car, and when they came back Shelly was a different guy. It was almost like he was in a daze. This morning he was a real bear and he told everyone he was taking off and then he sent the text."
"I don't know Julie, something is really wrong! Did Hector say anything?"
"Well I overheard the guys pestering Hector. They thought he was to blame for Shell's mood. Hector said he didn't do anything. Hector told them they dropped the customer's car at a house over on Saranac Dr. and........
Julie was still talking, but Meredith had fainted dead away. Meredith regained her senses as James and Mary were shaking her. They were hysterical and she went immediately back into mother mode. They needed to finish homework, be fed dinner, and get ready for school tomorrow.
At least it was Friday and she would have time over the weekend to figure out how to mitigate the damage she had done. After the kids were in bed she made arrangements with her folks to keep the kids over the weekend. That was easy to accomplish because James and Mary loved to spend time being spoiled rotten by her folks who loved their grandchildren more than anything else. As she put them to bed, she told them that their dad had to be away for a few days for work. It didn't make sense because Shell was home every night, but they were young enough to buy it and they were really looking forward to their weekend!
Just before going to bed herself, Meredith tried to leave one more voicemail but Shell's voicemail was full. So she sent one more text to him.
It read, "Shell, I know you saw me yesterday. I am so sorry you had to find out this way. If you won't talk to me, please text me to at least let me know you are still alive. You probably don't believe me, but I love you more than life itself."
As I sat on the bed trying to think about what to do next I decided to download "Bitch" so I could listen to the whole song. Of course I had to turn my phone back on and it was filled with texts and phone messages from Meredith. I ignored the voicemails, but did read her latest text. I sent a brief reply simply saying, "I am alive, but I do not want to talk yet. It hurts too much. Tell James and Mary that I love them."
I didn't think I could hurt more until I read Meredith's comment about 'finding out this way.' It made me think that perhaps she was never the woman I thought she was?
"I hate the world today.
You're so good to me I know but I can't change
I tried to tell you but you look at me like maybe I'm an angel underneath
Innocent and sweet."

"Jesus Christ, did my wife write this song?"
"I can understand how you'd be confused.
I don't envy you because I am a little bit of everything all rolled into one."

The one smart thing I did was to stop drinking. My being drunk wasn't going to help anything. I did plan to stay away for several days to sort out my feelings, so I planned to go to the house in the morning after everyone was gone to pack some clothes. The kids were in school at 8 AM and Meredith went straight to work from there.
I tried to get some sleep but it didn't come very easily. I thought a lot about when we were first married. I always thought that I would have a marriage like my parents. You know the working man who provides for the family while the mother stays home and raises the kids. But my marriage was never like that.
In fact before we got married Meredith was afraid that she would lose herself. She didn't want to be just a wife or mother. She told me that she wanted to make certain that she maintained her individuality. One of the things we agreed upon was to keep both our last names. Before getting married I felt that couples with hyphenated last names were a little strange. However, it made Meredith happy and in the end it didn't mean anything to me.
As our marriage matured I came to realize that she was much more complicated than me. Aren't all women? With men, we quit evolving when we are about 12 years old. We get fatter and hairier, but at 12 what you see is what you get for the rest of our lives.
She was always curious to do new things and go places she had never been. She is very gregarious and is constantly pushing my comfort envelope. When we were out in social settings Meredith tended to flirt a lot. But I always felt it was harmless. When a guy asked her to dance, she never asked my permission. It was either yes or no. If she wanted to dance she got up and on the dance floor without even looking at me. On the other hand I never once saw her do anything inappropriate. When she returned, she always gave me a quick kiss. I admit it bothered me at first, but after awhile it seemed normal for her. Maybe I should have paid more attention.
Meredith also had male friends. I know I am old fashioned but I feel that married people can't have friends of the opposite sex. Its one thing in a business environment, but Meredith would tell me once a month or so that she was going to lunch with a guy from work on a Saturday. Again it bothered me at first; but she would also go out with one of her girlfriends often. And, she always went to restaurants that we frequented as a family. That's hardly the habit of a cheater?
"So take me as I am. This may mean you have to be a stronger man.
Rest assured when I start to make you nervous and I am going to extreme,
Tomorrow I will change and today won't mean a thing."
Meredith did indeed make me nervous, often. She pushed me to start my own business. In fact it really isn't fair to call it my business. It is as much hers as mine. She actually got us a loan and convinced her parents to lend us some money so we could start it up. She also was the book keeper/office manager until we could afford to hire Julie. Despite being pregnant with James she actually worked in the shop doing oil changes, tire mountings, etc. She was the one that talked me into buying the property next door so we could eventually expand the business. I once told her that I never knew she liked doing auto repairs and she replied, "I don't really, but I love helping you. I would do anything for you."

You must be relived to see the softer side.
I can understand how you'd be so confused.

The song was now consistently intruding into my head. I know everyone gets a song stuck in their mind every now and then, but this was different. It was like the artist was talking directly to me, but what was she trying to tell me?
I still couldn't sleep as I thought more about our sex life. I would have thought that if she was cheating on me that our sex life would have suffered. One of the guys at work who recently got divorced after he found out his wife had a lover told me that he hadn't had sex with his wife for 4 months before he discovered her infidelity.



But as I mentioned before, our sex life was fantastic. The only issue I could see was that Meredith sometimes wanted me to be really rough with her during sex. I always had a problem doing that. I tried to, but it just wasn't how you treated your wife. She said she wanted me to ravish her, spank her, that sort of thing. She asked me how come when I came home from the shop I never just tore her pants off and bent her over the couch and fucked her. I told her that might be hard to do with two small kids in the house!
"I'm a bitch I'm a lover I'm a mother,
I do not feel ashamed."
The clock read 2:35 and I still couldn't fall asleep. Meredith was a fantastic mother, in fact our friends joked about her being the "professional mother in the neighborhood." But when she was pregnant with James, she was terrified.
She wasn't really worried about being a good mother. On the other hand I was terrified about being a good father! Meredith was worried about losing herself. I would often find her in tears on the couch worried that I would only think of her as a mom. I would hold her to try and comfort her as best I could.
The only argument we had before getting pregnant was about her being a stay at home mom. She told me she could never do it, and me being the traditionalist thought it would be best to have her at home with the kids. My kids weren't going to be in day care!
I knew she would be a great mom, so I agreed to try it out and see what happened. She agreed that if it wasn't going to work, she would find something she could do from the house. With both kids Meredith worked right up to the day before she delivered. She was back to work within a few weeks. She had child care covered without a hitch. She was a professional mom and the kids seemed to thrive.
She also helped me be a better dad. She forced me to be involved in their activities. She also made sure that I had to care for them when they were little. She told me, "Shelly, I know you won't like exploding diapers, projectile vomiting, or incessant colicky crying, but if you don't do this, you will regret it the rest of your life."
There were many times in my young life that I thought I had become a man including my time overseas. But I knew the exact moment I became a man. I came home from work one day a little early because Meredith left me a message that the day care center said James wasn't feeling well and she was on her way to pick him up.
When I opened the door to the house I heard the baby wailing and Meredith sobbing in the baby's room. I saw baby diarrhea in the entry way and the kitchen, the baby's car seat was on the counter covered in shit. In short, it was a complete disaster. The thought crossed my mind that if I just turned around quietly and left, no one would know I was ever here. But I couldn't, so I yelled out, "Meredith, I'm home! I will start cleaning things up here and then meet you in the baby's room." That was the moment I became a man.
I guess if this were just a story, Meredith would have been so grateful she would have fucked me that night till I couldn't blink my eyes, but what really happened is she fell asleep in my arms about 7:30 so I put her to bed and I took care of little James when he woke up three times that night.
I had a great relationship with my children and I know that it was because of Meredith that I did.
"You know you wouldn't want it any other way"

I finally did fall into a fitful sleep. The next morning I drove over to the house. After making sure no one was home I went inside packed a suit case and as a last minute thought I grabbed the wedding book that Meredith had put together. I know I was being petulant but I wanted her to know I had been here. I was in and out in 30 minutes and on my way back to the Shangri La Inn. I'm not kidding that is what it was called!
On my way back I stopped at Denny's to eat lunch. I hadn't really had a meal in over 24 hours so I figured I better try to eat something. I was taking a chance on being discovered because when we were first married we spent a lot of time here. It was the only place we could afford. It held a lot of good memories for me.
I ordered my food and started thinking about how Meredith could throw all we had away. We had been through so much and she had just trashed her marriage vows. I went back out to the car and got the book. I opened the book because I knew a copy of each of our vows were inside. My vows were the standard "love honor and obey" stuff, but I remembered she wanted to write her own. I found the card with her vows on it and read them.
I, Meredith Smithe, from this day forward promise you these things. I will laugh with you in times of joy and comfort you in times of sorrow. I will share in your dreams and support you as you try to achieve your goals. I will listen with compassion and understanding, and speak to you with encouragement. I will remain faithful to these vows for better or for worse, in times of sickness and in health. You are my best friend and I will love only you.

I was shocked. She never said she would be faithful to me, only that she would be
faithful to her vows. "Oh my god, she has been cheating on me our whole marriage!" I never really did know her.
"I'm a sinner I'm a saint I do not feel ashamed. I'm your hell, I'm your dream and I am nothing in between."
What in the hell do I do now? That stupid song is once again playing in my head.
"This may mean you'll have to be a stronger man."

I thought for a few minutes and finally understood what the song meant. I made up my mind. It was time to talk with her. I wasn't going to hide or play anymore games. If I never new who she was, it was about damn time I found out!
I called her cell phone. She immediately answered and stated matter of factly, "What do you want Shell?"
I am sure she thought she would throw me off guard with her statement which was far different than her previous pleading messages. I knew she was angry at me for hiding out. And, I knew she was right to be. What she didn't know was that I was done being a victim in this.
"I want to talk with you. Meet me tomorrow at Denny's 12:30 for lunch so we can figure out what we do next." I replied just as calmly.
"You want to meet at Denny's? Really?" Said Meredith, clearly shocked.
"Yes, I will see you at 12:30 tomorrow." I quickly hung up the phone.
I got up, paid for my meal and headed back to my flea bag motel. I threw myself on the bed and slept like a baby, not waking up until about 9:30 the next morning. I felt calm and refreshed as I got ready to meet Meredith at the restaurant.
I was seated in a corner booth at about 12:25. Meredith came right at 12:30, I waved to her and she came over and sat down across from me. "I can't believe we are going to have this discussion in a Denny's!" She said in exasperation.
"Meredith, I chose this restaurant for two reasons. First of all I figure our conversation might get a little heated so I thought doing it in public would help encourage us both to keep the discussion civil."
She was getting ready to say something and I interrupted her by raising my hand and saying firmly, "Secondly, this is the restaurant we always ate at when we were dating and first married. We ate here a lot when we first started our business, because it was all we could afford. In short Meredith, we planned our life out here. We talked about everything. We talked about our fears, our dreams, everything. This is where we were when we decided to get married. But do you know what we didn't talk about Meredith?"
She was clearly caught off guard, and could only shake her head.
"We didn't talk about your need to have sex with other men in order for you to feel whole. And that's because you never brought it up! You deliberately hid part of you from me."
"I, I'm sorry Shell," she wanted to say more but I kept on.
"This restaurant is open 24 hours and I have all the time in the world Meredith, so tell me. Who are you really?"
"It, its complicated Shelly...."
"No, it's not Meredith. You are complicated though, and you owe me an explanation. You owe it to James and Mary also. We are your family and we have the right to know who you are.
At this point she broke down and was crying softly. "I have been thinking about what to say to you since you left me that message. Now it seems so trite. So give me a minute to get my thoughts together."
"Like I said, its open 24 hours and I'm not in a hurry." It was a full minute at least before she could continue.
"Whether you believe me or not Shell, I love you more than ever. I am terribly sorry that I hurt you." She paused at this point because I think she anticipated a response from me, but I sat stone faced and silent looking at her, so she continued.
"I want to prove my love to you. I want to prove to you that I will do anything to show you, if you give me a chance. So, before we talk about who I am, I want to tell you what I am prepared to do." At this point she paused to collect her thoughts, then proceeded after taking a deep breath.
"I want you to give us a chance. If you give me a year to prove my love and devotion to our family and at the end of that year, you still want to divorce me, I will not fight it. I will give you everything. I will give you full custody of the kids as long as I can visit them whenever. I will not take half the business. You keep the house. No alimony, nothing. I will walk away. I promise."
Well I have to admit that I didn't see that coming. That set me back. Now it was I who had to collect my thoughts. I had asked her to be honest so I had to be also.
"Honestly Meredith, at this point I have no intention of divorcing you. I suspect though, that our relationship is going to be very different from here on out."
I could see her visibly relax as she exhaled a long slow deep sigh. "I am not sure where to start Shell."
How about you start with the wedding vows you wrote and recited at our wedding? That seems a good place." I responded without rancor. "I really want to understand what you were trying to tell me. Frankly I didn't understand them, but I think I do now. Or at least I am beginning to."
"Shell, you know how worried I was back then about losing myself, when I was married. I loved you but I wanted to make sure that I would always be an individual first. I didn't want to lose who I was, ever."
"I understand that part Meredith. But, what does sex with other guys have to do with that?"
"It wasn't just guys, Shelly." She said while dropping her eyes to the table.
"Jesus Mere!" I exclaimed much too loudly for the setting. If she was going to scold me for calling her Mere, I was out of there.
"Listen to me Shell, my body is the most individual thing I have. It is mine and mine alone. Deciding who I share my body with is the most intimate thing I can offer. But that is only part of it. I love life Shell. I want to experience everything. I want to feel every emotion deep inside of me. You know I am a very sexual person, and I want to feel every sexual emotion. I want to feel love, lust, jealousy, pain, and hurt. I want to feel all of that before I get too old.
"OK Mere I understand what you are saying, but I sure don't accept it! I mean isn't your body supposed to be mine? And mine is yours?" My head felt like it was about to explode.
"If I accept what you are saying Meredith, shouldn't I have the same privilege? You are saying that despite being married to you, I should be able to share my body with whomever I choose?"
"Don't get angry Shell, but let me ask you a question? Since we've been married, have you ever wanted anyone else? Ever needed anyone else?
I sighed deeply and had to admit, "No Mere, you are everything I have ever needed or wanted."
"That's the real point isn't it Shelly?
"Why didn't you tell me all this before we got married? Didn't you owe me at least that, rather than hiding it, not to mention keeping it hidden all these years?"
"Yes I should have Shell. That was the one unfair thing I did to you. But, I did it because I love you so much. We were young and I knew you wouldn't accept it. And I couldn't lose you; I just couldn't. I know I was being selfish and I am sorry."
I just sat there numbly. I think I finally understood who she was.
"Aren't you going to ask me?" You want to know why you're not enough for me don't you? You want to ask if I'm going to stop."
"Actually Mere I am not going to ask you those questions because they don't matter to me anymore. The biggest question I have left in my mind is, can I live with who you are?"
"I really do understand you Mere. I talked with someone who explained it to me. Actually I guess I just listened as she explained it."
She seemed surprised, but didn't interrupt.
"Here's the big difference between you and I Mere. You seem to feel that you have a choice in everything. You get to choose who gets what piece of you and when they get it. You get to put your wants and needs above everyone else's. You get to play different roles whenever the mood strikes you.
But, I was never given a choice. I was brought up to believe that a man, a real man sacrifices his personal dreams, desires, and needs for his family. A man's family always comes first." In all the time we have been together did I ever once give you a reason to doubt that I would be there for you and the kids?
She sadly shook her head no and said, "Shell, listen to me I am all yours. I love only you. Isn't the problem really that your ego......"
"Stop right there! Don't you dare say it's my 'silly male ego' that is getting in the way. Don't you dare trivialize my feelings! You don't get to tell me how I am supposed to feel. In all the years we have been together, have I ever once told you how you were supposed to feel? You need to remember that it is the 'silly male ego' that gives a man the instinct to protect his family. It is the male ego that makes a man sacrifice for the good of his family. It is my silly male ego that makes me want to comfort you when you are hurting. Don't you see, it's the male ego that is really the soul of a man?"
"Shelly I wasn't going to call your ego silly. I just want to make sure that it doesn't get in the way of making the decision for us to stay together. I'm sorry I keep saying I'm sorry."
We both had a good laugh at that statement. It helped break some of the tension and we decided to put further conversation on hold until after we ordered some food. Somehow the waitress had known to give us a wide berth so I had to wave her over.
As we were in the middle of our meal Meredith started to tear up again. "You know something Shell; I just realized that this is the booth we sat in when I told you I was pregnant with James."
"I told you why I picked this place Mere. I wanted you to realize what you were risking."
"Are we going to be ok Shell?"
"I don't know Mere. But I am not going to leave you. I am going to come home and we can figure out where the hell we go from there."
"I'm a bitch I'm a tease I'm a goddess on my knees.
When you hurt when you suffer I'm your angel undercover
I've been numb I'm revived you can't say I'm not alive."

Five Years later

A lot has happened over the past five years. I tried to make it work with Meredith, I really did. I agreed to her condition to give her one year to prove her love for me and at the end of the year I sat her down and told her that I just couldn't do it any longer. We were just too different.
To her credit, she did everything she could to prove her love to me and the kids. I never had any doubt that she loved all three of us.
During the year did she have sex with other people? I don't know. I assume so, but I never asked her. My reasoning was that if I was going to stay with her I would have to accept her behavior. Maybe I was being naïve, or maybe I was becoming more of a 21st Century kind of guy? Not a chance. The real reason for the separation was that I needed my wife to be mine and mine alone, and Meredith would never be able to give me all of her. She would always be holding something back. We both loved each other and always would, we just couldn't live together. It was that simple.
When I sat her down to talk with her, of course there were tears, but there was no yelling and screaming. We both knew why it had to be. Meredith was true to her word. She offered everything she said she would; Custody of the kids, the house, the business all of it. But I couldn't do that to her.
The divorce went through in just a couple of months. She has unfettered access to the kids. In fact although she lived in the condo I helped her find, we had a spare bedroom that became her room. She was welcome to stay in it as often as she liked. She took advantage of it especially the first couple of years, but as the kids got older she started spending more time at her condo. She will now occasionally stay in her room with her lover when I travel out of town.
I also had a legal contract written up formally giving her 49% of the business. It was the right thing to do. That contract also stipulates that if something happens to me, she gets 100%. The funny part is Meredith comes into the shop at least 2 days a week and spins some wrenches with the rest of us! She loves doing it and we love having her there. Both James and Mary help out occasionally too.
What is really interesting is that Meredith has a new lover, my office manager Julie! Julie is much more understanding of Mere's needs than I could ever be. Julie says they are kindred spirits, whatever that means. The kids have always loved Julie so that isn't really an issue.
What about me? Well I'm not a very social person so I don't get out much, but guess what? One of Meredith's needs in order for her to feel fulfilled is me. Julie knows all about it and has no problem with it.
My life isn't perfect by any means, but it could be a lot worse. At the end of the day, I'm a pretty lucky guy.
Note to Readers:
Given the way things are going sometimes I wonder, if 100 years from now formal marriages will even exist. If they don't it will be a shame. Personally my wife and I are heading towards our 42 anniversary and,
"You know I wouldn't want it any other way."
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A Life Altering Decision
A good marriage goes bad in 30 seconds
It's been several months since I submitted anything. It's not that I haven't been writing, I just can't seem to finish anything! I have no fewer than fourteen unfinished stories on my computer. So this is just a short one to convince myself that I can finish one!
I am submitting this one in the Non Erotic category because there isn't any sex in it. Although, it does involve a wife who believes she's a Loving Wife.

Andrew and Kourtney Simpson, although childless, had been happily married for ten years. Having children was something they both wanted but were waiting until they were secure in their careers and could financially support a family on one income. They were both in their mid thirties and successful lawyers. 'Drew' was a trial lawyer practicing tort law and 'Kort' did contract law for a well known local firm in their home town.
They had finally reached a comfort level with their finances that they had agreed to attend their first American Bar Association National Convention. It was something they both had been looking forward too for sometime. On the long drive to the headquarters hotel where they had reservations for the event their primary conversation had been about starting a family. They both agreed it was time, but Kort admitted she was apprehensive about the prospect.
It was at the Wednesday evening Board Reception that everything came apart. It started out well enough with them both enjoying the atmosphere and companionship of fellow barristers.
It was later in the evening after the formal portion of the reception was over and there was more drinking, dancing, and loud conversation going on when Drew noticed that Kort was in a "playful" mood. That definitely wasn't a bad thing, because it always resulted in a marathon sex session at the end of the night. Kourtney was a beautiful woman with a vivacious personality although somewhat quirky and always flirtatious. Tonight was no exception.
Drew on the other hand was quieter and more reserved. This was very unusual for a trial lawyer. They usually have very outgoing personalities to the point of being obnoxious. At social gatherings Drew tended to blend into the background. He did enjoy watching people and how they interacted. If an uninvited person would start a conversation Drew would immediately become an active participant. He just rarely started up conversations with people he didn't know.
As his wife ordered her fourth Mojito of the evening Drew was rubbing his hand along the inside of her stocking clad thigh and inching closer to her sex, he could feel the heat she was giving off on his fingers. S he had spent an inordinate amount of time on the dance floor with numerous partners this evening and he was definitely looking forward to returning to their hotel room.
As Drew finally reached what he often referred to as 'his pussy' he realized that she no longer had on the black thong she was wearing when they got dressed together. His eyes lit up as he made contact with his wife's dark green eyes. Her eyes had that smoky sex look in them and he was ready to take her right there in the club.
She leaned forward revealing more of her thigh and her ample breasts. She gave out a low appreciative murmur and purred, "I want to have fun tonight honey," while never breaking eye contact.
"I can see that. I can feel it too baby. Let's go to the room."
"Look around Drew honey. We have never been in this city before. Do you see anyone we know from back home?"
Drew looked around reflexively, "No I guess I don't. What's this about?"
"I... want to have fun tonight," it was impossible to miss the very heavy emphasis on the 'I'.
He was stunned. He knew without a doubt what she was referring too. But, although deeply shocked and wounded badly, as a practiced trial lawyer he knew instinctively not to telegraph his true emotions.
In criminal cases lawyers like to think they make more of a difference than they actually do. In most cases the evidence is what the jury focuses on, not the lawyers, but in the case of tort law, it is much more subjective. Juries tend to be bored, the evidence presented is more tedious and subject to interpretation. Or it is so complicated that it is barely understandable even to the lawyer presenting the argument, so the jury looks much harder at the case presentation and the last thing any tort lawyer wants is for a jury to sense that he or she is shocked or even mildly surprised. It can make a huge difference in payout if not verdict.
Drew couldn't imagine where this was coming from. The only thing he could point to as a possible warning sign was his wife's reluctance to start a family. Yet she had just agreed on the drive down to do just that.
"I see, and what about our relationship?"
She ignored his question. She wasn't a trial lawyer but she was adept at deposing witnesses and she knew not to let an adversary redirect her focus.
She sighed and still tightly held his hand in place on her vulva.
"Have I been a good wife? In the 15 years we have been together have you ever had one shred of doubt about my love and total commitment to you? From the moment we became exclusive in our freshman year together, name one time, one incident, just one. I know I flirt, but have you ever had a moment of doubt about me even when you watched me do it?"
You would think that she might have just made the most basic of rookie mistakes that a lawyer could make. Asking a question she didn't already know the answer to. But in truth she hadn't, because she did know the answer.
"No, you haven't. I have never had any doubt about your commitment to our relationship right up until about 30 seconds ago. Why now?" He was resigned to the inevitable.
It's amazing how quiet it seemed in the middle of a night club with flashing lights, loud music with chest thumping base, and a DJ screaming about everything with over 200 inebriated lawyers milling about. They were speaking in normal voice levels in the midst of all this, but they didn't miss a single syllable of each others statements.
"I told you I am ready to start our family; I just want this weekend for me. I have earned it. And Monday I will throw away my birth control pills and be committed to our future." She pushed his hand away, sat back and crossed her arms, further accentuating her ample cleavage and signaling the end of the conversation as far as she was concerned.
"I understand. Have you already picked someone out?" He too already knew the answer to his question.
"Yes." She replied quietly but firmly.
"Ok, let me ask one more question. What is the 'consideration' you are willing to pay?"
"The consideration?"
"Don't play stupid with me, you're a contract lawyer, you know what consideration is. What are you giving for my consideration? What is the price you are willing to pay!" He was coming close to losing control now. He couldn't fathom how quickly his life was falling apart.
"Honey, the only price involved is your ego. I know by doing this I will hurt you, and I will spend the next 30 years making that hurt go away. This has nothing to do with what we have. It's Wednesday night and we don't have to check out until Saturday morning. I will come back to our hotel room Friday evening and we will start practicing making babies. It will be fine."
It was over. 15 years together, 10 years of marriage. Our family that will never come to be. No baby showers, birthday parties, first days of school, graduations, brides to give away, or grandchildren bouncing on our knees.
She just admitted to willfully hurting her husband. A deliberate tort if you will and she didn't even blink. For whatever reason, it mattered not to her.
"Okay, I'm going to bed. I guess I will see you when I see you." He turned and walked away without looking back. He did hear her calling to him, but he no longer cared what she had to say.
"Well, that went better than I expected," Kourtney thought smugly to herself. "What was that "I'll see you when I see you comment?" She didn't give it another thought and turned her attention toward her intended target. She made eye contact, and gave a seductive smile. She got up and slinked over to him. She could feel her juices running down her leg as she walked in a state of sexual frenzy she had never experienced before. She couldn't remember his name but she did remember his huge erect cock pressing into her thigh when they were dirty dancing earlier.
The unbelievable truth was that up until the exact moment she felt that man's cock on her leg, she had never once considered being unfaithful to Drew. She had made a life altering decision yet she really didn't have a clue.
Drew didn't know how he made it back to the room. He vaguely recalled someone asking if he was ok while he was in the elevator, but his mind was reeling and he was still in a mild state of shock about what had transpired. It all seemed so surreal to him. One minute he was fantasizing about the great sex he and Kort were going to have and the next minute his marriage was over.
He wasn't sure how long he sat on the edge of the bed staring at the wall, but eventually a plan formed in his mind. He knew what he had to do and he willed himself forward.
It was only a three and a half hour drive home, but Drew knew he had a couple of days to get things done. He understood that as far as Kourtney was concerned he didn't exist for the next 48 hours. It was plenty of time to do what had to be done. He realized that first thing in the morning he needed to report their joint credit cards stolen. If he was lucky some hotel maid would find Kort's purse that she left in the room, and take it without reporting it. Drew had no intention of touching anything his soon-to-be ex-wife left in the room. He also figured that if the hotel maid took her purse that would at least give him until late Monday to be gone.
The divorce itself would be simple and clean. They lived in a no-fault state. No kids, no house, no joint assets. They always kept their finances separate and contributed to expenses on an equal basis. They made approximately the same amount of money, no the divorce was the easy part. Starting over was the hard part.
Drew quickly packed his suit case and was ready to walk out the door. He paused for a moment and considered leaving a note for her, but then thought better of it and stepped into the hallway and walked toward the elevator. The sound of the automatic closer shutting the room door echoed down the hallway and signaled him closing the door on his previous life.
On his way to the lobby he had a thought and stopped at the front desk to check out. "My wife is getting the car. We have an emergency at home and have to check out right away. We left the keys in the room." He saw the officious clerk tap a couple of keys and he knew the cards were inactive. He couldn't help but to smile a little as he walked outside knowing how much trouble Kort was going to have in a couple of days.
"Fuck her anyway!"
Seven years later:

Drew sat in the hotel's restaurant sipping an iced tea waiting for his meal to appear so he could hurry back to the seminar. He actually found this one interesting, and it should prove a valuable learning experience in helping him in his family law practice.
He noted that the date on the newspaper someone had left on the worn vinyl bench seat of the booth he was in was almost seven years to the day that his divorce was final. "Wow time sure has flown by." He at first didn't realize he had spoken out loud and slightly embarrassed, he glanced around to see if anyone had heard him. He hadn't thought about Kort in a long time.
Although his divorce was relatively simple the experience made him aware of how unfair the so called 'no fault' system could be to a party that had been wronged. Frankly though the system existed because some people can't handle their own shit, they behaved like children, try to wreak havoc on the other party and the system would have to step in and resolve it for them. These were the type of cases where the old axiom, 'nobody wins in a divorce' is really true. In any case it was the motivation Drew needed to change his specialty to family law.
The truth as he had discovered was that most divorces nowadays were really just because the two parties gave up. There wasn't a lot of arguing and both sides worked to end their situation as quickly and as painlessly as possible. He would handle any case he was presented just because you handled your clients as they walked in the door. However, he really enjoyed dealing with the relatively rare case where infidelity was involved and he suspected that his client's spouse was trying to put the screws to his client.
His thoughts were sharply interrupted by a voice he still recognized. "Hi Drew, how are you doing?"
His head snapped up and incredibly, there she was. He couldn't have been more shocked if he had been zapped with a cattle prod.
"Hey Kort, believe it or not I was just thinking about you. What are you doing at a family law conference?"
"I'm not attending the conference; I am here on another matter. Can I sit down?"
"I'm sorry, of course." He motioned with his arm for her to sit. "I'm really stunned to see you so you'll have to forgive my manners. Wow! I don't really know what to say?"
She was sitting up straight and speaking in an angry tone. "You never even talked with me Drew. You never responded to any attempted contact I would make. You never spoke another word to any of my family, including my mother who you know was very fond of you. You didn't even show up at any of the hearings. You were just gone."
"There was nothing to say Kort."
"Really fifteen years together and you couldn't even say 'fuck you' before you bailed? I walked up to our porch that Monday evening and I'm served divorce papers before I can get in the door? When I finally get inside there is not a single thing in the apartment to remind me of you or our marriage."
"I see, you blew up our marriage with an incredibly selfish act in the blink of an eye, and I'm the bad guy? If that is all you have to say just go away and leave me the hell alone!"
"Drew, I...I'm sorry."
"Just get the fuck out of here Kort, now!" He was red with fury. Most of the restaurant was now staring at them. She got up and stumbled away in tears.
Just then a whirlwind hit Drew. It was the chatterbox twins and their little sister. They had piled onto him at full speed as they usually did. His wife was right behind them. She was laughing and smiling but her smile disappeared quickly when she saw his face. Her eyes darted towards the now rapidly retreating form of Kort heading out of the lobby restaurant.
"That was her, wasn't it Drew?"
He could only nod his head as he had his hands full with his three children. Without another word his wife Celia was after Kort in a flash. Drew followed her movements with his eyes as she caught up with Kourtney. They engaged in a conversation that ended up with Celia helping Kort to a seat. They must have spoken for 10 minutes or more. It appeared as if they exchanged contact information, then Celia hugged Kort and they separated. Celia came back to the table and grabbed their youngest from Drew so that he stood a fighting chance at being able to corral the twins.
Drew's eyes were wide and his mouth was wide open as Celia sat back down. "She's coming over to the house in a couple of weeks and the two of you are going to talk, and I mean really talk Drew. Don't say anything; just nod your head if you understand." Her tone brooked no argument. So he just nodded and began fighting back against the two little monsters on his lap that were his life now.
Later that evening in their hotel room long after the three musketeers had fallen asleep Celia looked at him and asked, "Don't you have anything you want say or ask her baby?
He gave a deep sigh and spoke softly, "for the first few years I did, but I guess my pride wouldn't let me, but now? No, there isn't a thing I have to say and I'm glad I didn't give her the opportunity back then."
"What! You're kidding, you can't be serious?"
"I'm very serious Celia. If I had let her talk to me back then maybe she could have said something that would have changed my mind. But then, I would have never met you and our three girls wouldn't exist. No, I don't have any need to talk with her and I have no regrets."
She embraced her husband and smothered him with kisses, "you know just what to say to a girl don't you baby? But, the poor woman needs to talk with you, so the least you can do is to sit and listen."
"I will, but really what is the point? All she is going to do is say how sorry she is. If I ask why, she will answer that she doesn't really know, etc. etc. But I will do it for you and maybe it will help her get closure. By the way what the hell is closure anyway?"
"Drewwww, be nice now. Maybe I can't define it for you, but if you were really over her, would you have been yelling at her within a couple minutes of having seen her for the first time in seven years? Maybe that is what closure means?"
"Maybe you're right, but even taking you and the girls out of the equation, I recognized before I met you that my life was better without her in it. The divorce caused me to re-evaluate my life and what was important to me. Oh sure, I went thru the usual emotional turmoil that most people do when a marriage fails. But that failure made me take a hard look at myself that I never would have done if she hadn't acted stupid."
Drew paused to think and take a breath. "They say that the greatest successes can come from our biggest failures and I firmly believe that is true in my case. I am much happier doing family law now than I ever was with tort law. I sometimes get to feel that I am actually helping people. I know I don't make as much money, drive a Beemer or live in a suite overlooking the lake shore. But I am happier than I have ever been in my life. Now what about her?"
"Maybe you should ask her those questions?"
"What's the point Celia? I don't have a single regret about where I am right now." He paused and a very sad look came over him and he continued in a voice barely above a whisper, "I guess that isn't true, I do have one regret. I should have spoken to her mother. She is really a nice lady. I know she was fond of me, and I liked her. With both my parents already gone, she was like a surrogate mom to me, and I left without a word to her."
There really wasn't anything more that Celia could say. She was hoping that somehow a sit-down would be as good for Drew as it would be for Kort, but she had her doubts now that it was the right thing. Was she forcing it on Drew and it would only serve to dredge up a past that he no longer cared about. But could she stop it?
As it turned out Celia didn't have to do anything. The final sit down never took place. The night before Kourtney was supposed to come into town Celia's phone rang after midnight. She was always terrified to answer the phone at that time fearing bad news but she reflexively answered it. There was an obviously distraught woman on the other line.
"Celia? This is Angela Jones, Kourtney's mother. I have to talk with Andrew."
The ringing cell phone had awakened Drew and Celia handed him the phone. "It's for you."
Drew took the phone, "Yes?"
"Andrew, its Angela. Kourtney killed herself yesterday afternoon." The statement was followed by sobbing from a human being in so much pain it couldn't be described.
"I'm so sorry Mom, I.... I don't know what to say, oh Christ. It's my fault." Tears were coming from Drew now, but words weren't. Celia hearing everything was clinging hard to her husband and she was crying openly now thinking that she had some blame in this too.



"Andrew, this isn't your fault. She had lots of problems and she brought them on herself. There is a lot about her since the divorce that you don't know. She left a sealed letter for you. I hid it from the police. No one knows it exists but you and me. What do you want me to do with it honey?"
"Just keep it to yourself for now and let me think about it. Can you do that for me?"
"Of course honey. Andrew I need you to be with me, can you come?"
"I will be there as soon as I can Mom. I am going to bring my whole family with me. I want you to meet them; I know you will like them. I'll call you back tomorrow and we will make plans. Is there anyone with you right now? You shouldn't be alone."
"Yes honey, my friend Joyce is staying with me. I can't wait to meet your family. I will talk with you tomorrow," and the phone went dead.
Epilogue:

Kourtney's private service was held 7 days later on a cold but clear fall afternoon, and as promised Drew and his family were there. There were only a few other family friends in attendance. Apparently although a very competent attorney, Kourtney had no real friends. She was cremated and her ashes would be scattered at the park that she and Drew used to frequent when they were dating. Angela said that was the happiest time of Kort's life.
The loss of her daughter by her own hand was an almost unbearable burden for Angela. But she quickly came to like Celia and especially the three girls. By the end of the week the girls were calling her Grammy Angie.
Angela explained what had happened to Kort's life after Drew left. He was shocked at the revelations of risky behavior, substance abuse, and mental health related issues that followed the divorce. She even relayed the reason that Kourtney was in the same hotel as Drew. She had disappeared with two men she met at a nightclub and was gone for over a week. When she returned, well she had bruises on her. According to Angela it wasn't all that unusual. She was about to lose her partnership too.
He was staggered by how one bad, spur of the moment decision, spiraled Kort's life out of control. It would take some time before he would come to grips with that.
The night before Drew's family was supposed to go home he and Celia talked long into the night and came to some decisions.
The next morning Drew pulled Angela aside while Celia kept the girls occupied.
"Mom, we need to talk about a couple of things. First of all, Celia and I want you to come live with us. There is nothing to keep you here now. You don't need to decide right away. We want you to think very strongly about it though. We all would love to have you with us. If you decide to come we will be there to help you with the move every step of the way. We would also like to be with you when you scatter her ashes. Please think about it will you?"
"Oh honey that is so sweet of you. I promise I will consider it carefully. But I am going to miss her so much." And she broke down again. Drew took her in his arms to comfort her while she tried to compose herself.
When she had calmed down he continued. "We have to talk about the letter. I think the best thing for us to do is to take the letter and throw it unopened into that fireplace."
"It's your letter Andrew."
"I know, but I am never going to read it. If you give it to me, I will burn it. I want to give you the option of keeping it though. I don't know about you but I want my memories of Kort to be of before the divorce. Your memories should be of that time also, and I am worried that if we read that letter we will only remember things about her after the divorce. I want nothing to do with that damn letter. I am giving it to you. If you decide to read it, the only thing I would ask is that you never, and I mean never mention anything in it to me."
Angela was shocked by his response, but began to understand Andrew's reasoning. She desperately wanted to remember her daughter as she was before her actions that ended her marriage. Maybe there was genuine contrition and acknowledgement of how hurtful her decision was, but maybe there was only more pain inside? Andrew had told her about how the meeting with Kort went a few weeks ago. What if Kort had only more anger and blame to throw at Andrew? She wasn't mentally in a good place especially since she bumped into Andrew. Angela was torn.
Before they left for home Celia also talked privately with Angela. "Please, please come live with us. We really want you to be a part of our family's life. I don't think you realize how important you are to Drew."
"I promise honey that I will think about it. It would be nice to be around young people again." Angela responded wistfully.
As Drew and his family were leaving for home along with more tears and hugs there were pleas for Angela to choose to come with them. After they were gone Angela collapsed into her chair in the living room across from the fireplace. She pulled the letter from her dress pocket and stared at it intently. She knew she had decisions to make.
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"Honey, I Have a Question for You"

Lead in: college professor wants to expand her body of knowledge

It's just a short little light hearted exercise. Well, mostly anyway. Don't get your panties all wadded up.

Characters:

Tom Dempsey, husband and history buff.
Marie Dempsey, wife and college professor
Derrick "Snake" Prescott, Lounge Lizard
Shelly Kingman, slut

Story:

A married couple, Tom and Marie Dempsey aged 62 and 55 respectively, were having a typical quiet evening at home when out of the blue Marie asks Tom,
"Honey, what would you think about me having an affair?"
"I would be against it."
Most people would think that quite an odd question, but for my wife it wasn't really. You see Marie and I have been married for over 35 years and many of our conversations would seem random to most folks.
But Marie, who by the way is still a really sharp looking lady in her mid 50's with a bust size that draws looks from both men and women of all ages, is a college professor. In addition to teaching different philosophy related courses she instructs a very well attended course every semester on human sexuality. In fact the HS course usually fills up the allotted spaces within 15 minutes of being released.
We have a pretty open view on sexuality as compared to most, and to this day have frank discussions of our sex life, fantasies, and needs on a regular basis. Don't get me wrong, we are monogamous and devoted to each other. It's just that we aren't embarrassed about sex. Still, this was a little different?
"What would you say if it was with George Clooney?"
"We are talking about the actor, right?" I haven't stayed married for 35 years by being a complete moron!
"Yes."
"In that case, that would be fine."
"Oh goodie!" She clapped her hands together gleefully.
"What?" My head snapped up sharply.
"Oh don't worry honey, I've never met George Clooney and wouldn't even know where to begin to find him. But, it does lead into my next question."
I was becoming a little concerned at this point, but, like most husbands I did not yet understand the quagmire I was stepping into here.
"If I did have an affair with George Clooney, how would you really feel about it? I'm being serious here. Everyone jokes about the celebrity fidelity exception, but I really want to know how it would make you feel."
At this point I relaxed a little because I assumed the information she wanted was related to her sexuality course, a new semester just having begun last week.
"Honestly Marie, I would need to think about it. I'm not really sure how I would feel?"
"You go ahead and think about sweetie while I go refill my coffee cup."
See that's code for "you don't get to go to bed until I get a satisfactory answer."
Well, stuck as I was, I did think about it. I decided that truthfully I would be angry and hurt by her actions if she chose to sleep with George, but on the other hand, would a celebrity hall pass be worth throwing away a 35 year marriage over? Marie has been a terrific wife, mother, and partner, so yes I think I could get past it.
When Marie returned, she had that "your time is up" look that all teachers have as she sat and looked at me awaiting my response with anticipation.
"Well Marie, I think truthfully, I would be very hurt and somewhat angry with you. I guess that would be especially true if you did it behind my back. Even if I knew about it in advance, I would still be very hurt by your actions."
"Yes, of course, but would it end our marriage?" She queried solemnly.
As I was still taking the exercise seriously, I thought for several moments and thoughtfully replied, "No I don't think it would end it, but it would really damage it."
She absorbed the information considerately, but from her body language I could tell we weren't done yet.
"What if the affair was with Derrick Prescott from my department at school?"
Without hesitation I immediately and unequivocally stated, "I would shoot you both in the head and happily spend the rest of my life in jail!"
I know most of you are thinking well that should pucker her cute behind up! Ah, but you don't know Marie like I do. She was completely composed.
"I see dear, well what's the difference? I wouldn't be doing anything differently with Derrick than I would with George? And, if you knew about it up front?"
Now you're thinking, "Oh, oh Tom's in trouble now." Never fear, I am an old hand at this marriage thing.
"Darling, that's an easy one. There are several things actually, but the fundamental difference is that with George I would be offering you a once in a lifetime intimacy with a larger than life figure that few women would ever experience. Although, if the celebrity rags are correct, more women than you would imagine, have experienced it."
Marie nodded in a scholarly way and actually placed her thumb and forefinger on her chin to help her absorb the information.
"Whereas in Derrick fucking Prescott's case, I've seen that scumbag in action with you at the holiday mixers I've attended over the years. You remember our discussion a few years back about you and him and the mistletoe incident? He has wanted in your pants since I can remember. He's drawn to your breasts like moths to a flame. He's twice divorced, I wonder why? You are not ignorant of my feelings on this man which to me, would mean that you were deliberately trying to publicly humiliate me in front of our friends and coworkers."
Marie started to object, but I placed my palm in the "talk to the hand" position and never stopped my dissertation. "Come on now Marie, you couldn't believe that snake in the grass would keep your rendezvous secret would you? He'd be sending out blow by blow accounts, so to speak, on his social media accounts as they occurred."
I was rolling now. "If you fucked Derrick Prescott it would be nothing but a betrayal of the worst kind on your part. And, while I might not really shoot you in the head, our marriage would unquestionably be over!" I finally stopped and took a breath.
"Thank you honey, your input as usual has been very helpful to me." She got up patted my hand and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "I'm off to bed then. Will you be coming up soon?"
"Yes dear, as soon as I finish this chapter."
"What are you reading now anyway, you have seemed quite absorbed in it for days?"
It is a fascinating book written in the mid 19th Century by a man named Josiah Gregg. It is called The Commerce of the Prairies. It is his treatise on how trade was conducted along the Santa Fe Trail in the early to mid 1800's. The chapter I am reading now is about why some traders of the day preferred mules over oxen to pull their wagons." I shared enthusiastically.
"Well, I can see why you're so excited about it. Good night dear."
Don't worry I saw her roll her eyes as she said it. Some people just can't appreciate the nuances of history.
I wasn't really worried yet but I did chastise myself for allowing her to once again drag me into these types of conversations. I also understood that this wasn't over yet. I know how Marie's mind works. It reminds me of the time we were taking a long weekend getaway and I told Marie she could only take one suitcase. As we were getting ready to load the car and leave the next morning, here comes Marie with both our children helping her, dragging her grandmother's old Saratoga Steamer Trunk to our mid size SUV. Marie had a "cat that ate the canary look on her face" as the three of them loaded it into the back. I swear the springs on the car bottomed out when they finally forced it inside. As punishment for my lack of specific direction, I had to drive with my little overnight bag under my legs on the floor in front of my seat.
Nothing was said about it the following morning as we both completed our routines and headed off to work. Later that evening after dinner, one that I prepared by the way, we were once again sitting side by side in our comfortable wingback chairs in the reading room, engrossed in our respective books.
I know this sounds like a boring life to many of you, but for us it was a very intimate time together. Even when the kids were young and quite the handful, they quickly learned to not disturb Mom and Dad's time in our reading room.
I had just concluded that I too would have chosen mules over oxen, when Marie put her book down onto her lap.
"Dear, I would like to discuss further our talk from last evening."
I wasn't upset, as I said I knew it wasn't over yet.
"To expand on our discussion further, what would your thoughts be if I told you I wanted to have an affair with a woman, say specifically Candace Bisbee?"
I snapped my book closed immediately. My final decision on mules versus oxen could wait! She definitely had my attention now. You would have to know Candy as her friends call her, to understand my piqued interest.
"So you wouldn't be sneaking around behind my back? I would know about it up front? Maybe even be involved somehow?" I questioned hopefully. Yes, yes I should have known I was walking into a trap, but well, you've never met Candy. I was distracted by some very impure thoughts and was calculating the odds of me ending up in a threesome with Candy and my wife. Oh come on, don't act so morally superior. I am a man and well come on! Okay, okay I know the likely outcome of such an experience would be me having a fatal heart attack, but still?
"That's correct Tom. The same circumstance as with George and Derrick."
I didn't need to think about it as long as last night. "I don't know how upset I would be, but I know whatever problems I had with it would be reduced commensurate with the amount of involvement I had in it!" I was suitably proud of and not just a little hopeful of my response.
She gave an even more exaggerated eye roll than last night. "I see. So your views on fidelity are more about how much you would be threatened by my actions than any puissant moral stance on the issue?"
Ouch, her right cross to the chin hurt. I stuttered a bit then thought better of opening my mouth right then. The odds of me digging myself a deeper hole were just too great.
She sat and just looked long and hard at me while tapping her foot against the chair leg, waiting for a response.
I decided the best tack was to just face the real issue head on. "Marie, why are you so desperate to have an affair with that snake Prescott?" Hah! Take that will you.
"Well sweetheart, they do call Derrick "Snake" but not for the reasons you think."
It took me a few moments to comprehend what she said, but I did get it. I know, I know you guys got it immediately, but like I said I was distracted. I sat there dumbfounded.
She finally took pity on me and continued. "Sweetheart it wouldn't really be an affair. It would really be research for my Human Sexuality courses. I think the experience of me having a really large member would broaden my body of knowledge on the subject matter."
My throat was dry and my head was spinning.
Come on honey, we both know that your objections are based more on your fragile male ego than anything else. And I want to assure you that Derrick is no more a threat to our relationship than George or Candy would be. It's going to happen anyway no matter how you feel, and it will happen next weekend. I will leave with Snake, I mean Derrick on Friday afternoon and return Sunday evening none the worse for wear.
She was speaking to me as if I was a wayward child now. "Come on Thomas, you know you aren't going to divorce me. One weekend of research then everything is back to normal. I would even let you tell me more about the mules versus oxen debate when I return.
"Well Marie, I don't own you and I guess I can't stop you. But if you do this, it is something that can't be undone. Never mind our relationship; it will define what you are for the rest of your life no matter what happens to us. You are right, I would certainly not shoot either of you, but as for our marriage I'm not sure." I was trying to remain calm and civil.
"Think about what this would make you in the eyes of your peers?" I realized instantly that this statement was a mistake because all of her fucking peers had probably already "sampled" that bastard.
Marie, do you remember the story I once told you about the beautiful socialite at the upscale cocktail party? She was having a conversation with a handsome stranger when he suddenly asked her, "Ma'am if I were to give you a million dollars would you sleep with me?"
The socialite was shocked but thought about it for a minute and responded, "Well yes, I guess I would."
"Would you sleep with me for ten dollars?" He asked earnestly.
"Of course not, what do you think I am? She said in a huff as she began to walk away in a huff.
"We've already established that ma'am, now we are merely quibbling over price," he called after her.
"Everyone Marie and I mean everyone will know what you are if you go ahead with this. I will say no more on the subject. You will do what you feel is right."
And I didn't say another word to her about it. Things were understandably frosty around our house for the remainder of the week as you can imagine.
Unfortunately, I think Marie's stubborn streak was going to win the day. She didn't try to talk with me about it anymore either. "Well dear, I'm off for my experience with Derrick. Please don't worry about it, our relationship will be fine. Anyway, what are you up to while I'm away, something fun I hope? Will you be in the basement working on your model trains?" Marie said in an upbeat way as she kissed my cheek and headed out the door.
Just as the screen slammed shut behind her, I called out cheerily, "don't worry about me dear, I will be spending most of my time with Shelly Kingman!" For your edification Shelly Kingman was the only woman I was aware of that had a larger bust size than Marie. And she on more than one occasion had flirted shamelessly with me in Marie's presence. I then put my head back down and appeared absorbed in my newspaper. Yes some of us dinosaurs still read newspapers.
I heard the screen door squeak as it opened and then softly closed. I looked up and there stood Marie with a "you wouldn't dare" look about her. I smiled magnanimously and folded my paper and stared right back at her. She didn't say a word but started taking off her sweater. She then timidly began walking back towards the bedroom. She did stop long enough beside me on her way back up stairs to snipe, "you know that bitch's tits are store bought, right?" then continued on her way to unpack.
This outcome reminded me of the old joke about the farmer who sold what he claimed was a talking mule to a carnival showman. Now the carney wasn't an idiot and he had the farmer demonstrate the mule's ability. The showman was convinced he would make a fortune and happily paid the farmer. About three weeks later the furious showman returned demanding his money back from the farmer claiming that despite trying everything, the damned mule wouldn't talk. The farmer walked over to a pile of wood, selected a rather sturdy piece. You know one that would make a good Louisville Slugger and whacked the mule upside the head as hard as he could. The mule immediately began to recite The Gettysburg Address for all to hear. The farmer looked at the carney and said, "Sometimes you have to get his attention first."
I smiled contentedly, unfolded my paper and searched the sports section for the latest box scores. Mules indeed. Game, Set, Match.
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Conversations
Two conversations have life altering consequences in a Husband's Life
I guess this story fits into the 'celebrity hall pass' genre of the LW category?There is no sex and the cheaters don't get burned at the stake, or worse.So if you are offended by a lack of sex and vengeance, you should probably pass on this one.
Note: I'm starting to put a list of the story's main characters at the beginning of all my submissions where it is practical. If you're older like me and find yourself forgetting who is who in a story, I have given you a quick list to refer back to. You are welcome.
Main Characters:

Jim Michaels, aged 47 married to Jill for 25 years. VP of Risk Management for ConCor Logistics. They are now empty nesters.
Jill Michaels, maiden name 'Brett', 45 CFO of Atlas Technologies. Mother of two adult children.
Dr. Toni Adams, 45 year old cardiologist, lonely, wealthy divorcee, and invited party guest.
Kyle Rittenhouse, 30 year old filthy rich playboy philanthropist and serial seducer of married women.
The Story
"You seem fixated on the beautiful woman in the striking little black dress flirting with that very handsome and polished looking young man by the fireplace."
She always looked good but tonight she looked equal parts goddess and sensuality. She should. She bought the black Dolce & Gabbana satin bustier cocktail dress just for this occasion. The same with the Manolo Blahnik Nadia jeweled satin 90mm pumps adorning her feet. They made her almost six feet tall. Her Victoria's Secret lingerie and stocking set and Tiffany glittering diamond earrings completed her look. It took her over three hours and several thousand dollars to look that perfect.
"That's my wife Jill, we've been married for over 25 years, and yes she is very beautiful. I would guess though that she is fifteen to twenty years older than him?"
She deflected my question by saying, "I thought so, I saw you two come in together. I'm surprised, you don't seem angry at her for being so flirty? You don't seem like one of those guys who get turned on by it either, are you?"
"No, but honestly, I'm not sure how I feel." I turned and looked at this.... well I'm not sure how to describe her. She wasn't beautiful, more handsome if you can say that about a woman. But she is obviously well to do, very bright and definitely exudes sex and class from every pore of her being. There were several women at the charity function who had looks similar to hers.
My immediate thought was she was a doctor or lawyer. I told her. "If I'm being honest here, it does excite me a little I guess, but you're wrong about the anger part. Right now anger is at the top of my list, but I'm also slightly jealous and frightened too I think. As you can see my emotions are all over the place. It's like all of them are taking little jabs at me simultaneously and I can't process them effectively. It's very disconcerting to say the least. It's been going on now for about 20 minutes. I'm trying to decide whether or not I should go over there and break it up?"
I turned back to stare at my wife and the gentleman who now had his arm around my wife's hip and was gently caressing the small of her back. She seemed not to notice and was obviously enthralled with what ever he was whispering in her ear. If I didn't know better and was seeing them for the first time I would easily think they had been lovers for years. Every move, each touch, seemed natural and well patterned.
"On the other hand, I want her to have a good time. She's earned it. She has had a rough go of it for awhile now. She lost both her parents and her only sibling in the last year. Work has been very difficult for her. She is the CFO for a tech company that has been trying to recover from some very bad business decisions. They have gone through several rounds of layoffs and the stress on her has been tremendous, but with her help they have started to turn the corner. In order to handle all of her stresses she has been on a rigorous diet and exercise program for over a year now."
"You seem very proud of her."
I sighed gently and turned back to this study this curious woman, "I am. It hasn't been easy for her. Tonight is sort of a coming out of the darkness party for her."
He was fondling the silver heart shaped pendant hanging from my wife's neck. It was the only item including her matching lingerie that wasn't specifically purchased for this evening. It was a locket with our pictures inside of it that I gave her on our first anniversary all those many years ago. It wasn't much, but we didn't have much then. She told me she loved it and 24 years later, even though she could afford much better, she still wore it every chance she got. I told her she didn't need to wear it tonight but she said it was worth more to her than the rest of her outfit and she wouldn't dream of not wearing it.
They were both saying something obviously about it as they appeared to study it. As he turned it over, feigning great interest in its simple design; he would let the back of his hand gently caress her breasts over her gown. She responded indifferently, as if this were the most normal thing in the world. It ratcheted up my anxiety level a great deal though.
While continuing to gaze at the two 'lovers' I asked the woman politely, "I'm sorry I didn't get your name?" When I got no immediate response I pivoted to look at her and saw that she was so mesmerized by what was occurring between the man and my wife that she apparently hadn't heard me? I took a moment to glance around the great room. It seemed no one but this woman and I had taken any notice of the couple that was the center of our attention.
I quietly inquired as to her name again as I leaned in close to her ear. As the party had progressed and alcohol continued to flow freely the noise level had gone up considerably.
She seemed startled, and broke her eye contact from them and turned to me, "I'm sorry, I guess I was engrossed with the two lov... I mean the couple. My name is Toni, Dr. Toni Adams." She grasped my hand and made a formal show of shaking it and went back to staring at them.
"Jim Michaels, Do you know the gentleman obviously trying to seduce my wife?" I queried without breaking eye contact from them.
"Are you certain it is he who is doing the seducing?" She said with a wry smile as we both watched my wife drape her arm over the front of his shoulder with her elbow and forearm resting on his chest as they clinked their crystal champagne glasses together in a toast of something. "No I've never seen him before. He is quite a handsome man though don't you think?"
We continued our conversation while never breaking eye contact on the couple who were now leaning into each other in a very relaxed and familiar manner. Anyone who should take notice of them would definitely believe they had been a couple for some time.
"Yes, I suppose he is." I was becoming very anxious and was trying desperately to maintain a calm exterior. I'm not sure how successful I was. I was trying in a practiced manner to speak calmly and in a quiet voice as was my habit in stressful situations. It was a trait that had served me well in my profession over the years. Most people under increasing stress tend to raise their voices, make threats, or babble incoherent incomplete repetitive sentences. I found it advantageous to do the opposite. It tends to embarrass and confuse those in an irrational state. Of course that was in a business environment and this was something entirely else.
We stood silently side by side watching them for a few more minutes. There was no way we could turn away. It was too provocative. If it wasn't my wife involved I would find it fairly erotic.
I had a thought and sincerely questioned Dr. Toni, "Are you married? What would you do in this situation if you were me?" I doubtless said it too quickly for the circumstance and tried to soften my question but she responded before I could repair it.
"I'm divorced, over five years now."
"You didn't answer the second part of my question."
Now it was her turn to exhale her breath, hers being much deeper than mine. She wistfully responded. "If I'm being honest I would say two things. First, I wish it was me with him instead of her. And secondly, I would tell you to do nothing. It would be pointless."
"Doing nothing hardly seems the right response here. Those emotions I told you about are starting to get the better of me. The two most prevalent are fear and anger. I fear I am losing my wife and I am getting increasingly angry at him. I don't think he has missed the wedding ring on my wife's finger. He can probably feel it on his shoulder right now, never mind see it!"
At that moment his hand slid lower on my wife's back, now gently resting at the top of her very shapely bottom as he began to guide her outside to the garden. Without comment Toni and I discreetly followed them, both of us stopping to pick up fresh glasses of a fairly decent sparkling wine before heading outside too.
As they passed by the brightly lit doorway into the dark outside it was self-evident why she was enamored of him. His tuxedo, probably one of several Emporio Armani's he owned hung perfectly on a well toned frame. My tux was rented from JC Penney. He was definitely sporting a Rolex, Tag Heuer would be beneath him. I involuntarily pulled my sleeve over my $59 wristwatch I bought on Amazon. I'm betting it had the exact time on it that the man's Rolex did. He was probably 6'2" or so without an ounce of fat anywhere. He had long wavy sandy colored hair like a California Surfer Dude type, but his face and jaw line were tight and rugged. He looked like he just jumped out of a GQ cover photo.
I felt a hand slip around my elbow and pull me in the opposite direction. "Let's sit here and talk a bit," whispered Toni and she pointed to a table out of the direct light.
It was probably as discreet a location we would find with approximately a hundred or so party guests milling about. I noted though that Mr. GQ had conducted my wife to a dark corner that offered much more privacy from the throng.
When we situated ourselves at the ornamental iron café table we could still maintain our view of the couple. He chose that exact moment to boldly clutch my wife to him and kiss her full on her lips. Long and hard. She responded by placing both arms around his neck as she almost collapsed into him and returned it with a passion she had never given me.
I started to jump up but felt Toni pull me back down. "Jim don't, please don't make a scene. It will only make matters worse. Think for a moment."
I was starting to lose it and was getting ready to tell her to fuck off and go end this affair when I saw a terrible sadness in her eyes that were glassy with tears. "Toni, what aren't you telling me?" It was more of a demand than a question. I was torn between choking Toni and trying to keep an eye on Jill and the shit head so they couldn't sneak out. Toni must have read my mind.
"Jim you don't have to watch them. They won't sneak out. They will come to you. Kyle will make Jill tell you what they are going to do before he will leave with her. It is part of his thing. He gets off on the humiliation of the husband. He will look you directly in the eyes as Jill tells you she is going to spend the weekend with him."
"How do you know all this? How can you....wait, you were with him weren't you? That's why you are divorced! Tell me who that fucker is and what is going on or so help me...." My full attention was now on Toni. "Talk to me you bitch!"
A frightened Dr. Adams spoke quickly. "His name is Kyle Rittenhouse. He is extremely wealthy although no one seems to know where his money comes from. Despite his frequent cuckolding of married men at these events, he is always invited because he donates large sums to the various charities involved. So the foundation's members just overlook it."
I glanced quickly around the patio. A few minutes ago no one even noticed us but now it seemed if everyone was watching. I guess the death of my marriage was tonight's entertainment. "So that's what happened with you." I felt sick to my stomach, like a solid punch had just been delivered to my solar plexus. "Just tell me please."
She was very emotional and hesitated frequently in telling her story. "It was a very similar event and I was here with my husband of 18 years. We have three kids they barely speak with me today. I don't even know where my ex-husband is. I haven't talked with him in several years." Her tears were falling easily now.
"Toni, please, I'm sorry about your family, but just tell me what happened!"
"Exactly what you are seeing going on with your wife. My husband Tom and I attended a fund raising event to upgrade our hospital's cardiology/vascular lab with state of the art EKG and other machines as well as the latest implantable cardioverter defibrillators and other equipment. I hadn't been at the function more than 15 minutes when Rittenhouse set his sights on me. It seemed like a few minutes later I was standing in front of my husband and some other invited dignitaries telling him I was leaving with Kyle. It really was a couple of hours I'm sure." She broke down again.
"I looked right at the love of my life, the father of my three young teenage children, and told him I was going to spend the weekend with Kyle. I knew my marriage was over when I saw the shocked look quickly turn to anger on his face, but I was going anyway. Tom started to get up into Kyle's face but a couple of the organizers security team had appeared out of nowhere and physically convinced him to sit back down. I turned and walked away from his pleading voice telling me to stop but I didn't." Kyle was smiling the whole time with his arm around my waist as we left."
"Jesus!"
"It gets worse Jim. You need to brace yourself for this part. It was by far the best sexual experience of my life. It was unworldly. And despite everything I lost, if Kyle asked me to go with him again I would."
"The hell with this shit, I'm going over there right now and put a stop to it!"
"Don't do it Jim, all you will do is embarrass yourself. Look around you. Everyone knows what is coming and they are all watching you. The foundation's security is already heading over to us. Besides Kyle and your wife are coming our direction right now anyway. She is going to go with him no matter what you do or say."
I looked behind me and sure enough that shit head Kyle had his arm around my wife's waist, her ass really, guiding her to me. He had a smirk on his face that no one could miss and he never changed his expression or broke eye contact with me. My wife at least had the decency to look away when she saw my disposition.
In that instant I knew two things. First my marriage was over, no matter what happened in the next five minutes, we were done. Secondly, I wasn't going to play the helpless victim and be the evening's floor show. I wasn't going to give them the satisfaction.
I turned back to Toni before they arrived to be greeted with the look of a woman who clearly was in lust with Rittenhouse. Shit if he asked her she would probably fuck him on the table right now. "Damn it!"
All of a sudden a large cocktail party that was very boisterous 30 seconds ago got deathly quiet as I started to try to engage Toni in a conversation.
From behind me came, "Jim, honey, I want you to meet someone." Her voice was cracking as she said it. I guess shitting all over a 25 year marriage is stressful.
I didn't even turn around, I ignored her completely. I asked a shocked Dr. Adams to tell me about her children. Her mouth dropped open. She tried to recover and speak, but only emitted a couple of squeaks.
Much louder this time. "Jim, I want you to meet someone." This time with surprise and embarrassment in her voice.
Still looking at Dr. Adams and waiting for her response, I continued to disregard them both, then the shithead Rittenhouse interrupted, "excuse me Mr. Michaels, you really need to listen to what your wife has to say," his voice laden with mockery.
I didn't react to him and I repeated my question to Toni, "I really want to hear about your children?" Not only was the room silent, but everyone seemed frozen in their places. Toni was regaining her wits but before she could speak, we were disrupted again.
"Jim, please turn around and look at me?" My wife implored. I couldn't decide if she was exasperated or aggravated.
I turned slowly and glanced at them both for a moment. They were becoming aware of the scene they were causing and their discomfort was rising.
"Honey this is...."
I interrupted pointedly and spoke forcefully while my eyes bore into hers. "Jill you have never looked more beautiful than tonight. You are truly a vision." Her face lit up, she began to smile and speak but I broke in. "Goodbye Jill." And I turned back to my table mate. "You were saying Toni?"
People were beginning to titter and laugh nervously at the unfolding standoff. I could sense the two lovebirds' embarrassment growing. Toni started to speak of her three children in a light manner which caused even more reaction from the gathered crowd.
Then Rittenhouse made an almost fatal mistake. He put his hand on my shoulder and tried to pull me in his direction.
Toni knew instantly what was going to happen so trying to avoid disaster, she asked in a loud voice, "Kyle, why don't you go home with me instead of her? You won't be sorry."
Kyle removed his hand from my shoulder and asked politely, "Do we know each other madam?"
At that moment I saw an expression of utter dejection on Toni's face. She had sacrificed her family and dignity to someone who didn't even remember her. I can't recall seeing someone in so much pain. What she had done was finally hitting home and life was seeping out of her rapidly like air from a punctured balloon. There was something else that flitted across her face. I became genuinely concerned for her welfare. It was time to end this circus.
I turned back to Jill and Rittenhouse. "I'm sorry; I didn't realize you were still here. You may go now," and I waved them away with my hand. I always wanted to use Val Kilmer's line from Tombstone; it only took the end of my marriage to do it.
I vaguely heard my wife say, "We'll talk when I get home Sunday night." They turned and left without further comment but it was obvious that Mr. Rittenhouse was not a happy man. His perfectly structured cheek bones were beet red with embarrassment. It wasn't much, but it was a small victory.
Looking around the patio I could see that the attendees were disappointed that there wasn't more of a show. "Sorry to disappoint, maybe next time folks." I thought to myself. The two beefy security guys gave short laughs as they turned and walked away.
Toni having somewhat recovered offered, "She thinks you will get past this."
"No she couldn't possibly. She has to know she just ended our marriage and she is going with him anyway. You were right about everything." I felt melancholy. "Thank you for trying. But I have to know, did you do that for me or you?"
"Neither, I tried to do it for your wife. I have lived for the past five years with the emotional turmoil and pain she is going to experience." Something was already dead inside of Dr. Adams and it shook me to my core.
"Dr. Adams, Toni. I know what you are thinking right now. Please don't do it. It isn't worth it."
"What are you talking about Jim?"
"Don't play games with me. Look me in my eyes and tell me you aren't thinking about harming yourself." Funny, my thoughts weren't with my wife or marriage, but I was deeply troubled that Dr. Adams was possibly going to end her misery and do so tonight. She couldn't look at me; she just dropped her head and wept.



"All right Doc, you have three choices. You and I can sit here all night long and talk. We can go to a 24 hour coffee shop and speak there, or I can take you home. What's it going to be?"
She gave a little snort. "You aren't that great a conversationalist; you may as well just take me home." Still quick with a sharp wit even in the face of all this. I was starting to like Dr. Adams.
We drove the 35 minutes to her apartment in silence. Each of us lost in our own thoughts. I did keep looking over at her and even in the darkness could tell she was having bad thoughts. Most people who commit suicide don't want to die anymore than anyone else. They just have acceptance that there is nothing else to live for and their desire to stop their pain is stronger than their fear of death. And Doctor Adams, like most medical professionals had little fear of death anyway. They saw it everyday.
Doctors and nurses understand that no matter how much physical or mental pain someone is in at the moment of the cessation of their life, you can observe the agonizing scars of age, disease, and pain disappear and the deceased would have an indescribable look of peace. All the age lines and crevices of ache and suffering disappear. Their eyes long dulled by aging are alive and bright, and for a moment they look young again. Many who have been too long in the field, and have seen too much, are envious of the dying. Of course it only lasts a moment before the physiological process of death takes over, but it is the last moment that one remembers. For medical personnel and others such as military and first responders, it must sometimes seem tempting.
I had lost my wife, but I wasn't going to lose Dr. Toni Adams. The irony wasn't lost on me.
When we arrived at her apartment I escorted her to the door, took her keys from her, unlocked it and followed her inside.
"Thank you Jim, I can get myself to bed. What are you doing?"
I was taking off my jacket and tie followed by kicking off my shoes. "I'm not leaving you alone tonight. I will sleep here on the couch, but I am not going to leave you until I know you are going to be ok. You are too important. Don't even think about arguing." And I plopped myself down on the couch and watched her. She just stared back at me for a few moments, then without a word turned and walked into her bedroom. I looked around the apartment. It was pretty stark for a woman's home. There was not a single family photo or memory to be seen anywhere. Not a good sign.
Five minutes later she came back out wrapped in a fluffy blue and white robe. She went to the kitchenette and poured us a couple of glasses from a previously opened bottle of red wine. She came into the living room and sat down on the couch next to me. She once again had tears in her eyes, but they were of a different kind. They were tears of gratitude.
"Ok Jim let's talk."
Sometimes it doesn't take much more than caring to save someone's life.
Five years later:
Today was the 5th anniversary of my divorce being finalized and coincidently it was my first grandchild Jonathon's 2nd Birthday. Today would be the initial time Jill and I had been in the same place at the same time since I filed for divorce. That isn't completely true. We tried to be in the same room once a few months after the final decree, but it didn't go well at all.
It was partially my fault; well admittedly it was mostly my fault. I could have taken the high road and been an adult about it, but I was still pretty angry so when my wife approached me to 'talk about it' at our daughter's graduation reception, I took the low road instead.
"Hello Jim, I've missed you...."
When I interrupted with "Hello Miss Brett how are......" she ran crying out of the room. If looks could kill I would have been dead right then and there. Most of the family members in attendance were shooting daggers at me. I did have to give credit to our kids though. We raised them right and they were smart enough not to get into the middle of our separation. But as they pointed out after the reception fiasco, I acted childishly. They did however have the good sense to decide that there would be no further attempts at having the two of us at the same family function.
Well what did they expect? Our divorce was pretty acrimonious. I can't take all the credit for that because even though I was angry and wanted my pound of flesh, my wife fought the divorce in every way she could, which I wasn't exactly sure how you did that in a no fault environment. I think her strategy was to utilize every delaying tactic possible to make the divorce so expensive I would give it up. Having money though is one of the few downsides in a divorce; it can go on for quite awhile and lawyers get paid regardless. In any case I wasn't giving it up. But, Dr. Adams had been right again, Jill thought I would get past her 'little weekend fling.' I wondered if she tried the same tactics during her divorce. I never asked her though.
Jill also somehow got the family law judge to order mandatory counseling. I suppose it wasn't really mandatory, but when the judge looks at you and says, "Mr. Michaels, while I can't order counseling because there are no minor children involved, are you really saying that you can't do a few weeks of counseling to try and save a 25 year relationship?" What are you suppose to do? We agreed, I mean to say the lawyers agreed on 12 sessions but after the 3rd one both my wife and the assigned counselor knew it was hopeless and we all agreed to call it off. As I remember it my wife ran out the room crying then too.
I think the consensus was reached after I said something like, "Do you really believe I am going to stay married to a bitch that wanted to introduce me to her boyfriend so she could tell me she was going to fuck him all weekend long in the middle of a damn charity function with a couple hundred people watching?" It was an honest question, but perhaps I could have been more tactful. It did get my point across though.
I did get the last laugh too. After her counseling gambit, I had my very eager young heavily saddled with tuition debt lawyer amend the divorce petition to include spousal support for me. You see my wife's total income package was more than twice mine. And after 25 years I had the right to a portion of it. Something about 'in a manner accustomed to'? I didn't really need it as we were both able to provide for ourselves comfortably enough, but it was the principle of it, right? Although not nearly what I demanded, I did get a nominal amount mostly because her legal team told her what might happen with her investments, retirement, profit sharing, etc. if we didn't have an agreement in place beforehand. She conceded to the support and I knew it galled her because our finances were always separate. I was happy. The money I put into a savings account for any future grandchildren.
But the thing I was most happy about was, as part of the final decree that we had agreed to in the settlement; she was supposed to retake her maiden name back as her legal name. I wanted to be completely done with her.
I know I should have just done a simple split and moved on but the pain and humiliation for the unmerciful way she destroyed my esteem made me feel justified. Now five years later my anger had abated and I agreed with my son that his expectation that both his parents could act like adults at our grandchild's birthday party wasn't unreasonable. Plus he said the entire family was fed up with having to coordinate things so the infantile ex's didn't have to see each other.
He was being polite, because everyone really meant it was just me that was being infantile. I was always proud of him and I think a father is most proud of his children when he is confronted with the truth and recognizes that his child is correct and he is wrong. I don't know if the same is true for mothers?
So that brings us to today, as I am standing in my son's expansive back yard already filled with entertainment devices that no 2 year old could possible master. But it is an exceptionally good family yard; for some reason it gives me feelings of hope. I have a light beer in my hand waiting for my ex to make her appearance. I had gone for a double scotch on the rocks but my daughter in law gave me the stink eye so I settled for the beer. Again, based on what was to come it was probably a better choice. Maybe Jill will chicken out? That's doubtful, because she has wanted to talk for years. Interestingly I don't feel any of the anxiety and anger I've felt in the past when I thought of her. Maybe it was time.
As I was reveling in the back yard's ambiance I saw her come in. She still looked beautiful. My heart didn't skip a beat or anything, but I did smile involuntarily. I quickly looked around embarrassed to see if anyone saw my expression. She seemed a little nervous but never the less made her rounds to the family and spent some time on one knee talking to the birthday boy. I couldn't tell if she had seen me yet, but I assumed not. So I just kept to myself staring at something resembling a Jungle Jim. The only thing was it looked way too safe for a boy to be interested in playing on it?
Nearing the end of my inspection I was disappointed to conclude that there was not even one single way for a kid to injure themselves on it, I heard her voice.
"Hello Jim, how have you been?"
I turned to her. Yes she definitely looked good. I stared at the Manhattan, her favorite drink, in her hand. It wasn't even in a coupe, but a tall bar glass. "They made me get a light beer," as I lifted my bottle into her field of vision. "Oh well," I sighed. "I've been good Jill."
There was a bit of an uncomfortable pause then for some reason I blurted out. "You never had your name changed back like you agreed to?"
Surprisingly she didn't burst into tears and run out of the party. She merely responded calmly.
"So sue me. It's not like you haven't done it before. I didn't have it changed because I still consider you my husband even if in your eyes and the law's I'm not."
I couldn't help myself, I had to laugh. She used to make me do that a lot. "Ok, Jill Michaels it is then."
"You know I have been keeping tabs on you." She offered unapologetically.
That raised my eyebrows and my hackles. "No I didn't know that." I snapped at her.
She waved me off with a brush of her hand. "Oh don't worry it's not anything sub-rosa. I met your friend Dr. Adams. We have talked quite a bit the last couple of years or so. Actually we've developed a bit of a bond. It might be too soon to say we are friends, but I think we are good for each other."
I was beginning to believe our meeting today may have been a very poor idea.
She noticed my expression. "Please don't be angry with her. I begged her not to tell you. I know you two are good friends and I didn't want to ruin that. I just wanted to try to understand how I could have done what I did to you, to us. Honestly, we don't even discuss you. We are just trying to help each other." She expressed sincerely.
"Wow, weird I should be very upset but I'm not." I thought. "I'm not angry with you Jill; have you two made any progress in your understanding?" I quizzed without a trace of rancor.
"Some but it is a work in progress. She is quite a woman. She told me that you saved her life."
"No I didn't. She saved herself. I just provided the opportunity for her to do so. I can't believe I'm saying this, but I am truly interested in understanding more about what happened. Or more accurately why?" I surprised even myself with how calm I was.
"Would you like to sit down and talk some?"
Jill had to choke back her emotions. "Yes Jim I would very much like to talk about it."
We found an unoccupied table as far from the crowd as we could and sat facing each other.
"Before we start Jill, just promise me no matter what, you won't lie to me. We have too much of a history together and we're too old to play any more games. If you ever had any love, any respect, any feelings for me at all, just please don't lie to me?"
She was already crying. It seems that if there is one thing I am good at, it is making women cry.
She nodded her head definitively and spoke softly, "I promise." She pulled out a handkerchief wiped her eyes and blew her nose. Not very ladylike and it drew attention from the gathered partiers.
I couldn't help it, I smiled at her. "You know, the handkerchief thing always bothered me. Even when we first met I thought. Here was this beautiful, self confident young woman, a woman who knew what she wanted in life. She was so gorgeous, charming and feminine. You were always an attention getter, from both sexes. You were so special and yet you blew your nose like a cigar chomping fat middle-aged truck driver in a restroom at the local truck stop. Some things never change I guess."
We both cracked up and laughed uncontrollable for about five minutes. I'm sure the family went from being worried we would kill each other to thinking we were crazy almost instantly. But it did break the ice for us.
When we had finally calmed Jill went first. "Jim I don't want to pry into your personal life but Toni is very fond of you. She's quite attached and it makes me jealous. I know I don't have the right to feel that way, but I do." She was nervous but not being accusatory. "How come you never married her?"
My instinct was to respond with something along the lines of, "none of your damn business!" but instead I opted for sincerity and openness with the understanding that it was past time to do so.
"Jill, Toni and I are really good friends. We do a lot of couples things together and she gives me peace and comfort. Believe it or not, but in the five years I have known her we have been intimate less than a handful of times. That's not what our relationship is about."
"I will never ask her to marry me, partly because I don't want to risk ruining a beautiful friendship, but mostly because of what she did." I hoped I wasn't hurting Jill but I had to be truthful. "I was destroyed by what you did to me. Toni told me that evening and a couple of times since that if that piece of crap asked her to, despite everything that she suffered, she would have sex with him on the fifty yard line during halftime at the Super Bowl. I can't risk having that happen to me again, I just can't." I hesitated unsure of the impact my words were having on her.
I continued. "You probably don't know it, our kids certainly don't, nor will they ever, but I went through two years of therapy trying to understand what happened to me that evening. I know I reacted calmly and as if I was in control, but in reality I was devastated. Did Toni tell you how often lover boy pulled that stunt and the foundation's reaction to it?"
"Yes, but Jim I never fooled myself. Even while I was standing there with him falling under his spell, I understood what the reality was. He didn't get me into his bed by telling me lies, in which he had found his soul mate in me. He never said it's our destiny to be together for the rest of our lives and travel the world in luxury. He simply told me that if I spent the weekend with him he would promise me the best sex of my life. He told me that when I drew my last breath on earth our weekend together would be foremost on my mind. That's all, and for some reason, even 5 years of therapy haven't provided me an answer for, I agreed to it."
"Well was it? Was it the best sex of your life?" This was a moment of truth.
Jill never even hesitated; there would be no more lies, at least from her. "Yes Jim it was. I know that hurts you and I'm terribly sorry, but I won't lie to you ever again. The truth of the matter is, nothing can compare to it, and before you ask, I would like to think if he came for me again I would say no, but I couldn't promise that to you. In fact I spent the next several months after I knew you were gone and not coming back looking for the deep sensual emotion I had discovered that weekend. I'm afraid I did some shameful things. Toni, who did the same, called it the search for the endless orgasm."
"Thank you for being honest. It does hurt, but I think a lie right now would have hurt more. I have another hard question for you. Candidly Jill, over the years I have actually come to understand why you might have wanted to go with Rittenhouse. Toni and I have discussed her reasoning or lack there of, for her actions. I think I have gotten past that part and maybe if that is all there was too it, we could have worked our way through it somehow."
"God I know. Toni told me about your feelings about what was happening earlier in the party. I am so s......"
I put my hand up with the international symbol for stop. "What I will never be able to get past. And honestly the reason we will never get back together is, the way you did it. Oh, I understand why the shithead told you to do it that way. He got off on the humiliation factor for the poor sap of a husband. But how could you walk up to your devoted and loving husband of 25 years, the father of your children, the man who celebrated every success with you. The man who held you and wept with you at every failure and pain you every felt in your adult life, and in a public setting and tell me you were going to take a lover and fuck each other's brains out all weekend long? Then return to me and expect to have our life go on as if nothing of significance had occurred?"
Now I was the one close to tears. "What possessed you? You couldn't even discreetly come to me alone and talk about it private?"
She stood silent and frozen for a full minute. She didn't cry though, maybe she didn't have any tears left.
"I don't know Jim, I honestly don't know. I could give you all the standard crap about me being worried about growing old, you neglecting me, hormone imbalances, etc. But none of that bullshit was true. That's what is killing me. Five years later and I don't know how I could do that to you."
"He simply told me that was the way we had to do it. That it would be best for everyone, so I did it. When he said it, it just made sense. So that's what I did. I knew I was hurting you, but I honestly thought we could work past it. When he took me home that Sunday night, and yes he took me home. He was a perfect gentleman but he ended it by literally flipping on a light switch in his suite and told me that it was time for him to get me home. Before I got out of the car in front of our house he thanked me for a great time and kissed me on the cheek and it was over and done."
"That's how I felt too. It was over. When I came home I honestly thought you would be waiting for me. When I realized you were gone I actually got angry with you for running out on me, can you believe that? It's why I fought the divorce so hard. I was going to make you pay. Nice touch on the alimony thing by the way."
I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. "Jill you aren't some high school drop out living in a single wide trailer working part time at King Super. You have an advanced finance degree and practically run a Fortune 500 company for Christ sake!"
She didn't answer. There was no fight left in her. She was exposed, no part of her hidden from me. I have never seen her look so vulnerable. The answers to my questions might never come because she truly didn't know them. How is that even possible?
"What do you want from me Jill?"
She was almost begging. "Jim I want you to save me too. You did it for Toni and she did the same thing as I did. And you are with her. I just want to be back in your life. I can accept us never being married again even living together, but I can't live with you not being in my life. It's killing me that I made us strangers."
Up until today I would have snapped out the obvious response. "Because I was never married to her!" But I decided to remain silent.



I had no idea how long we had been sitting and talking. I looked around the back yard and we were the only ones left. The sun was starting to set to the west. I briefly thought "The party is either over or we scared everyone inside?" Jill seemed not to notice. She was still lost in her thoughts about the choices she had made.
"What did I want?" That was the most prevalent thought on my mind. I had been asked several times over the years by well meaning friends and family, not to mention my counselors, "Are you better off with her in your life or out of it?" My resounding response has always been, "Out of it!" But now I'm not so sure. The truth is I miss her. I miss holding each other in bed, winding down as we would talk about our days and our children. I miss laughing together at life's comedy going on around us. I miss the smell of her perfume. I miss seeing her naked wearing only that silly locket. I miss everything. We were perfect once. It would never be again, but then life lived in absolutes, is a life wasted.
"I can do friends Jill. Why don't we make a standing date to have dinner once or twice a month? I think we still have a lot to think and talk about. Including making up for the time we have lost."
Well I'll be damned; she did have some tears left in her.
End notes:

I briefly considered having something terrible happen to Kyle Rittenhouse, but having some evil retribution befall him has become so formula in these stories. Sometimes I think authors include it to mollify the trolls among the readers. Don't get me wrong I like to read all the creative ways wronged husbands get their retribution as much as the next guy, but only when that is the point of the story. It wasn't here.
And finally thanks to my wife for helping make parts of this story more descriptive and realistic. She always helps with the editing too, but as neither of us are 7th grade grammar teachers, you get what you get. And in order to save a few of you the wear and tear on your keyboards, I know there are fragmented sentences in this story. People don't always think or speak in complete sentences!
It's been a really tough time recently on all of our medical professionals, military, and first responders. When you see one just give them a little wave and a smile (if you're not wearing one of those damned masks) as you pass by. It can't hurt.
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This is just a flash story. It is really neither a RAAC nor a BTB. If you can't live with that. and if you are not a fan of stories that do not provide answers to every question raised, you won't like this one either.
I can't believe I am here. I'm only half listening to the court ordered marriage counselor droning on and on about rules, expectations, and other drivel. As I look around her rather drab office with the mandatory dark oak cases filled with books that I'm sure she's never read. Hell she probably couldn't even pronounce half the titles. The room is decorated in therapy chic with the usual diplomas and other related nonsense. And yes there is an ultrasonic essential oil diffuser operating in the corner. At least her soothing water therapy rock piece was out in the waiting area.
My dentist has one of those too. I'm not sure if the noise it makes is designed to hide the sound of drills or screaming patients. I asked once and they told me it was to calm the patients in the waiting area. My thoughts were along the lines of, maybe if you didn't make me wait 45 minutes past my appointment time before you lowered yourself into acknowledging my presence, I wouldn't need calming!
We sat across from the counselor's ornate dark walnut desk in two wing back chairs that besides being uncomfortable had to be at least thirty years old. At some point I'm sure her office was stylish but now it looked like she outfitted it from a Salvation Army Thrift Store.
Oops, she just asked me a question. I looked up and met her eyes.
"Mr. Johnson this is important are you even paying attention?"
"No I'm really not, can you repeat the question please?"
A clearly exasperated Dr. Meredith Wickenburg, obviously not being used to honest responses gave a deep sigh and a look that reminded me of my fifth grade teacher when I wasn't paying attention to her. By the way, how is it that a doctor who expects to be taken seriously wants you to call her Mere, emphasis on the second 'e.' I mean really, if you want to be called Marie just spell your fucking name right!
"You know Mr. Johnson not only is your attendance here required by the court, your cooperation and participation is also. I remind you that if I report back to the judge that you aren't following the expected protocols he can hold you in contempt."
What the fuck are expected protocols I say to myself. "I understand that Dr. Wickenburg." I have no intention of ever calling her Mere. And another thing, why the hell do I live in one of the only few states that can require counseling! I'll have to be careful to make sure I only say these types of things in my head because although I have nothing but contempt for what's happening to me, I don't want to go to jail sitting next to a bunch of guys who are there because the robbed a liquor store, or stole a million dollars and have to say that I'm in for not cooperating with Mere.
"I understand Doctor Wickenburg. So you better repeat the question so the judge doesn't get mad at the both of us."
"Mr. Johnson....."
"I would prefer that you address me as Frank."
"But your name is Thomas?'
"I know but I've always liked the name Frank."
"Mr. Johnson....."
I interrupted her dismissively with a short wave of my hand. "Okay, okay. I'm being a jerk and I'm sorry, but I'm sure you understand that I...do... not...want... to be here! However I promise to be good from this point forward, please I'm begging you, just repeat your question."
"Very well then, is it all right if I call you Tom?"
"Actually I prefer Mr. Johnson, you and I aren't going to be friends. I'm not being difficult, but I would consider it a favor if you called me Mr. Johnson."
"Okay, Mr. Johnson my question was simply, although I now have a great deal of trepidation in asking it, what are your expectations of these sessions?"
I had to give a short laugh and I thought I saw a twinkle in the doctor's eyes when she said it. Maybe I will like her after all. "Honestly, and I'm being sincere here; my expectations are that at the end of these sessions I will be divorced." That increased the noise level of the constant wailing from my wife sitting to my left, significantly.
Doctor Wickenburg started to say something, but thought better of it. Perhaps she was a quick learner. She turned to my wife Ruby and asked the same question of her.
My hopefully soon to be ex-wife, who hadn't stopped crying the whole interminable time we have been seated, went into a rather long soliloquy about how she made a mistake, she wants a chance to show me how much she loves me; blah, blah, blah.
My mind drifted back to the incredibly stupid reason I am forced to be sitting in this chair. My wife of 13 years, the college educated mother of our three elementary school age children, decided that she needed to experience sex with another man. Specifically Chandler Bisbee, a two bit actor on a night time soap opera that she was passionate about. I mean he wasn't even the star of the stupid show.
We were out to dinner for no special reason other than I could tell that being the full time stay at home mom and kiddie referee thing was getting to her, so I got an overnight babysitter, namely her parents, for the kids and a hotel room for us so we could drink and not have to worry about driving. I wanted to treat her to a nice quiet adult meal, some conversation, and maybe even a little dancing. I was never really a very good dancer and don't enjoy it at all, but Ruby was a great dancer and loved it. I have even taken dance lessons so that at least I wouldn't embarrass her out on the floor and I have gotten to the point where I can hold my own. And we were having a great time until that shithead Bisbee showed up.
Dinner was over and we had moved from the hotel's four and a half star restaurant into the club room. We were on the dance floor waltzing to a slow number with my wife's head resting on my shoulder. Besides thanking me for a great evening she was whispering all the obscene things she was going to do to me later in our room, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to find what I suppose was a handsome man about my age who was staring directly into my wife's eyes.
"Mind if I cut in."
It wasn't a question and he never looked in my direction he just started dancing away with my wife. I was in a state of shock as they slipped further from me. I stood there and felt like everyone was staring at me. All I could think of at the time was to go back to the table and sip my Jim Beam Black on the rocks. I really didn't want to make a scene. About 45 minutes and several songs later my wife returned alone to our table and put the straw in her daiquiri to her lips and took a long sip. She acted as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.
"So that was Chandler Bisbee." She stated simply.
"Who the hell is Chandler Bisbee?" I asked in a barely controlled manner.
"He's a famous actor and he is on my favorite TV show."
"If he was famous I would know his name, and you have about nine favorite shows!" I was trying hard to keep it together.
Though I was seething inside I didn't want to cause a disturbance and besides I felt there was still a slight chance that Ruby was still going to teach me a new position that she referred to as the 'wheelbarrow' later on that night in our hotel room. She quickly dispelled me of that thought.
"Whew, I really worked up a thirst out there." She was fanning her face with her free hand. "Chandler is such a good dancer." She stated wistfully.
As I stood up and offered her my hand I said, "That's great sweetheart but can we finish the dance now that he rudely interrupted?" She never budged from her chair.
"Listen honey, I already promised Chandler that I would save the rest of the evening's dances for him."
"You did what?" I screamed.
"Sit down Thomas you are making a scene." She was looking in all directions furtively. "The whole club doesn't need to know our business."
I couldn't help myself, although dumbfounded, I sat down and starting looking around too. Then I locked eyes on the smarmy bastard sitting alone across the floor. He had a smirk on his face as he stared back at me.
If I had more time, and wasn't in a state of shock I am sure I could have come up with something more eloquent, but all that came out was, "huh?"
"Listen Tommy, I love you and I know you love me. I will be yours forever but I am going to be with Chandler this weekend. When I get home Sunday evening I will go back to being your faithful and loving wife. This is just something I have to do for me. I promise you it will be a one-off. If I had more time I would try to explain myself better, but Chandler is anxious to leave." When she finished her statement she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek and stood to leave.
My brain finally kicked back in and I reached out and gripped her forearm, very firmly. "Listen carefully to me Ruby; I am only going to say this once. There is still some hope for our marriage right now, but if you walk over to him, I will file for divorce come Monday morning."
"Oh Tommy don't be so melodramatic." She gave me that disdainful limp wrist wave women do when they are done talking about something. "You aren't going to break up our family over this. You're seriously going to become a part time dad living in a one bedroom apartment, and trying to survive on about 30% of what you make now, over something as insignificant as this? Act like an adult and we will talk when I get home Sunday evening." She was very dismissive of me.
And then she walked away.
By the time Ruby got home very late Sunday evening, the kids had been at her stunned parent's house since Saturday afternoon and I was long gone. By long gone I mean 150 miles away, unpacked and camped out in my brother's basement. By mid morning Monday I had met with a family law attorney, had him start my divorce petition, and completed all the tasks I was directed to do by him.
My attorney had warned me that my wife's assessment of what my life would become when divorced wasn't far from the truth. He confidently stated though that her assessment of the percentage of my income I would keep was off. He thought 35% was more accurate.
I didn't care. I wouldn't spend one more day with her after the disrespect she showed me. I've heard that true love dies slowly but in my case it was snuffed out like a candle in a sudden breeze when she turned her back on me. I felt nothing but a deep burning anger towards her and an unfathomable sadness over having to leave my children. Nothing and I mean nothing was going to keep me with her. Hopefully someday when they were older I would be able explain it to my children so that they would at least understand my reasoning, even if they couldn't forgive me.
She tried but she couldn't reach me because I left my computer, phone, our formal wedding photo torn in half, and my ring on the kitchen table. She tried to contact me at work but she was rebuffed by being told as I had directed that I was taking a week's emergency vacation. The receptionist also told her that she was no longer allowed on company property and her phone calls would not be put through, and that if she continued to disrupt the business they would be forced to obtain a restraining order.
I didn't know it at the time of course, but I learned later from her parents that when she got home and saw the little shrine I had left for her she broke down in tears. By the time she got to her parents she had a full understanding of what she had done to her marriage. She and the kids didn't leave their house for a week. For a time they thought they might need to institutionalize her. She wouldn't eat or drink and barely slept. The kids were absolutely terrified. Her mom told me that she finally had literally slapped her daughter in the face and told her she had fucked up royally and to get her shit together and take care of her children. I would have really liked to have been there to observe that. The following day a process server showed up at their house and she was formally notified of the end of her marriage.
Her parents were mortified when I explained what had happened and although I didn't expect them to be, they were supportive of my actions and helped me stay in touch with my children. They asked me only once if I could forgive their brain dead daughter. Their words, not mine. After I told them no, they never discussed anything but their grandchildren's welfare and activities with me from that day forward. I am forever grateful to them.
There was a lot of back and forth between our lawyers but despite many attempts to get me to sit down I had never spoken a single word to Ruby since that evening until we arrived for our first mandated counseling session. We had a couple of joint meetings scheduled through our attorneys but as I was told by mine that I didn't have to be there, I chose not to be. Ruby got hysterical on both occasions. I guess she had it in her mind that all she had to do was talk to me and everything would be fine. I suppose that was a rational thought on her part because it only took one conversation with me to end our marriage?
At our court appearance, I never even looked at her. When she tried to speak to me I ignored her. Maybe it wasn't the smartest move on my part because a short time later she was ecstatic and I was ordered into joint counseling by the slightly peeved judge. At that point, to say I was dealing with anger management issues was a huge understatement.
I considered ignoring the order, but my attorney said that wouldn't be a smart plan. I considered quitting my job and just disappearing but my attorney told me that it wouldn't lessen my financial responsibilities and asked me if I could really do that to my kids? Of course I couldn't.
So here I sit in the first of twelve scheduled weekly meetings. It had gotten off to a rocky start and it didn't look to be getting better anytime soon, based on my first interaction with Dr. Wickenburg. My trip down memory lane was suspended by another question from her. Apparently my wife had finished her monologue and it was my turn again.
"I said, Mr. Johnson is there anything you would like to say to your wife now? She tells me you two haven't spoken at all since, well since the incident."
"You mean the incident where she left me standing alone holding my dick in the middle of the dance floor to go spend a weekend fucking her new boyfriend. That incident?"
"Really Mr. Johnson that kind of language isn't helpful."
"Well the incident wasn't real helpful to me Doctor! I know, I know. I'm sorry. No doctor, there isn't anything I would like to say to my wife." I folded my arms and leaned back in my chair trying to be invisible.
No one said anything for a several moments. I think they were both shocked. Well they shouldn't have been. I haven't said anything to her in over three months, why would I start now. Dr. Wickenburg was sharp though.
"Well ok then Mr. Johnson why don't you tell me how you felt when Ruby left you on the dance floor?"
I guess play time was over. "I'm not sure I can adequately elucidate how I felt without breaking down doctor, and I don't want to give Ruby the satisfaction of seeing how much she hurt me."
"Why do you think she would get any satisfaction from knowing she hurt you?" The doctor queried. For some reason she seemed surprised I would feel that way.
My wife interrupted, "Can't you at least look at me Tommy?"
I ignored her and kept looking at the doctor.
"Try your best to explain please." Doctor Wickenburg was leaning forward in her chair with her hands together on the desk. She looked genuinely interested in my response.
"I have never been so hurt in my life. And the only reason I can conceive of her doing that to me was to cause me a deep anguish that I can never forgive or forget. But do you know what the worst part was?" She didn't say anything and just shook her head.
"She told me that what she was going to do was insignificant. She said that trashing our bond of fidelity was not important to her." It didn't seem possible but Ruby's wailing grew louder.
At that point Dr. Wickenburg and I both looked over at her. I turned my attention back to the doctor, "do we need to call 911?" I asked with genuine concern. Ruby looked like she was starting to hyperventilate or go into shock. I thought she might pass out. It appeared that Dr. Wickenburg wasn't sure what to do so I felt like I had to act.
"Ruby honey, stop your incessant crying and I promise I will talk with you!" I shouted at her. Her eyes lit up and she began to work hard at controlling her emotions, but it wasn't easy for her. I looked to the doctor for help and she gave me the slow down sign with her hands so we both just let Ruby wind down for a few minutes.
After about ten minutes, when she had calmed herself sufficiently, she turned and between sniffles pleaded with me. "Will you really talk to me?"
"Yes Ruby, I will. I promise, but you need to pull yourself together. Do you remember that night you told me that I needed to act like an adult and we would talk about this when I got home?"
"Uh, huh."
"Well let's just pretend it's that Sunday night and you and I are going to talk about it ok?'
Her whimpering had almost stopped now and she nodded her head and blew her nose.
I was thinking, Dr. Wickenburg is getting paid $175 dollars an hour and she is sitting there like a lump. Shouldn't she have some doctor shit to say about now? I guess not.
When Ruby had sufficiently calmed herself we just gazed at each other for a moment before I could speak.
"Ruby, do you have any understanding of how badly you hurt and humiliated me but what you did?"
"I think I do now and now I'm so sorry I did that, but it wasn't my intention."
"It doesn't matter what you intended, it's what you did to me." I was speaking matter of factly. "You destroyed me. I couldn't believe it when you said that what you were going to do was so insignificant. Do you know what the most precious gift a husband can give his wife is?"
She shook her head no.
"It is the gift of fidelity. I have never been a woman so I can't speak for your gender, but I believe men are not monogamous by nature. I took great pride in remaining faithful to you. It wasn't really that difficult despite the fact that opportunities presented themselves for me to break that vow. I knew it was an important expectation that you had of me, but for me it went beyond that. It meant so much to me to be able to give you that gift, that commitment. For you to throw that away for a weekend with a second rate actor was unfathomable to me. It just killed me. I can't really express the depth of my emotion. And to further the insult you threatened me."
A shocked Ruby cried, "I never did that!"
"Yes you did Ruby. You told me what would happen to me if I filed for divorce. I remember your exact words because you cut me to the core with them. You said, 'Oh Tommy don't be so melodramatic. You aren't going to break up our family over this. You're seriously going to become a part time dad living in a one bedroom apartment, and trying to survive on about 30% of what you make now, over something as insignificant as this?'
Her eyes went wide and she covered her mouth with her hand. "Oh no Tommy you misinterpreted what I said. I didn't mean it as a threat. It was just what was going to happen to our family in a divorce. That is how I meant it."
"It doesn't matter how you meant it Ruby that is how I construed it. You can say whatever you want, it won't change my thoughts. You don't have the right to tell me how I should feel about it.
And the final straw for me Ruby is the loss of intimacy. You and I have talked about it many times before. We both believe that just before you die the best moments of your life flash before your eyes. If you are a decent person those providential thoughts are what remain as you cross over."



Ruby's sniffles were beginning to build again approaching her previous levels. She had a look of total defeat about her because she knew what was coming next.
"Can you look me in my eyes and tell me that the weekend you spent with Bisbee won't be one of those end of life recollections?"
She didn't answer. She didn't have to. It was obvious to both of us.
"In fact it will be ahead of any intimate sexual encounter we have spent together won't it?" I offered rhetorically.
"How am I supposed to compete with that over the next thirty years?"
There was a pause in the room. Oddly, Ruby stopped crying and looked long and hard at me.
My voice was cracking and very soft. "That's what you stole from me Ruby."
She took a deep breath and gave a pronounced sigh. She finally understood.
"We aren't ever going to get back together are we?" She asked but we both recognized it was more of a statement.
"No we are not. As I see it, we have two choices here. We can continue to play this silly counseling game wasting our time and money, or we can spend whatever moments we have available together figuring out how to make this work for our children. We owe it to them to make this transition as seamless as possible for them, don't you think?"
At that moment Dr. Wickenburg finally interposed herself to tell us that our time for this week was up, but that she thought we had made significant progress. Really?
Ruby just looked at her and shook her head. We both got up and left. We departed as we had arrived, in separate cars, but not before we had set a time to get together and settle things so we could both move on with our lives.
Ruby spoke with her lawyer the next day and withdrew her demand for counseling. A week later between the two of us we had worked out a joint custody agreement with provisions we felt would be the best for our children and keep us both out of the soup line at the local family shelter. It included all five of us being together on the major holidays. It may have been late in the game but we were both acting like adults. Six months later our divorce was final.
Epilogue:
Twenty years later. Ruby and I were at our youngest daughter Winslow's wedding to a very nice young man named Robert. We laughed that we had finally married off our last child so we both should have lots of extra income now and would no longer have to shop at the Dollar Discount Store. We congratulated ourselves on raising our kids well. We were very proud of them all. It took hard work and there were difficult times, but they seemed to have survived our divorce well. At least it didn't dissuade them from marrying themselves so that was a good sign we thought.
Interestingly neither of us had ever remarried or for that matter even had a serious long term relationship during the elapsed time period from our divorce. In many ways we still acted as a family. We saw each other regularly and continued the practice of spending holidays together. But as the children aged and needed their parents less, we didn't see each other as often.
Although we had emailed and texted each other frequently, the wedding was the first time we had been face to face in over two months. We both had a little too much to drink, ok maybe a lot too much and somehow we ended up in bed together at the hotel.
We lay cuddled together, sweaty and exhausted because we finally got around to trying out that wheelbarrow thing. Believe me if you know what that is, it was no small feat for a couple in their mid fifties! We were both extremely thankful that we were still in decent shape and that we hadn't needed to call the paramedics.
"You know Tommy that you just kicked that Bisbee fellow off my top ten moments at death memories don't you?"
I just smiled and responded, "It still doesn't mean we're getting married again."
"I know, I wouldn't want to take a chance and ruin a great friendship anyways."
We both fell into a deep and restful sleep.
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Requiem for a Father

"In the end, fiction is the craft of telling truth through lies."
― Lauren Groff
This story is a work of fiction.
Please read past the first few paragraphs, it is probably different from what you were thinking.
As there is really no sex in this story, I have placed this in the Non-Erotic section.
As I sat in my home office going through my emails I saw it, oh good I thought. It was the notification from Ancestry saying they had the results of my DNA sample. I called out to my wife, "My DNA is in!"
"That's nice dear," replied my preoccupied wife from the living room where she was watching yet another Hallmark murder mystery, unrequited love story, cooking movie. Or were they baking goods for a festival? I would never live in one of Hallmark's small towns; everybody gets murdered while they are eating pastry or reading poetry.
My boys had finally cajoled me into submitting my sample. They, and my wife had already done it some time ago and it turned out that the three of them had rather fascinating ancestry trees. They all had spent hours doing further research, comparing notes with relatives, etc. and were anxious for me to do mine. I found my wife's to be most fascinating. Her mixed heritage could be traced across 5 continents. It followed that our children had varying degrees of the same lineage.
I had explained to all three that mine would be boring and would only offer insight into the northern European heritage of the boys. From stories and family histories related to me while growing up I had accepted that while my ancestors were not all that discriminating with whom they slept with, they only slept with Europeans. I am about as "vanilla" as you can get! As I said, pretty dull.
Not that it is necessarily important to this story but I should probably tell you a little about our family. I am Tim Jones; my wife Debbie and I are both in our mid 50's and have been married for over 30 years. And, it's been a great 30 years. We have experienced trials and tribulations like any long term marriage and survived them all. Our older son Daniel is 28, and our younger, Steven is 22. They have given our lives meaning since the days they were born.
As I clicked through the website's pages, I finally waded through the sales pitches and other extraneous stuff, I came to it. There it was, as plain as day in the Immediate Family section. Both my boys were my children. I turned my head to the door and yelled out to my wife, "You're off the hook dear, both boys are my sons!"
"I told you I always made the mailman wear a condom sweetheart!"
I just laughed and shook my head. God I loved her.
The truth of the matter is that after all these years, probably the only thing my wife could do to separate us, is tell me she didn't want to be with me anymore and walk out the door. She was my rock and had been since the day we were married. When I looked at the next table in the report I would come to understand just how important to me she was.
I thought that odd that none of my siblings were listed under Immediate family. They told me I would be the last to do it. Maybe they didn't authorize the release their data to the public data base. Right below Immediate Family in the Close Family section was a few of my cousins and incredibly, my two sisters! Was that a mistake? I noticed one cousin, Mona, had a significantly higher number of matching cM's than the others. What was up with that? A little more research and the answer hit me right between the eyes. The two sisters that I thought were my full sisters were only half sisters and the person I thought was my cousin, was also my half sister! At that point my world stopped.
I don't know how much time had elapsed when I heard Debbie calling out to me, "Sweetheart what's wrong? You're scaring me. I have been standing here calling you for 5 minutes."
All I could do was point to the screen and show her what I had discovered. She simply said, "Oh my."
I was overcome with emotion. "Jesus, how could this have happened? My mother and my uncle, oh my god, he knew!"
"Tim, what are you saying?" Debbie wrapped her arms around me and was trying desperately to console me. "Tim, listen to me. It was a long time ago. It isn't that bad. Calm down sweetheart, please I'm begging you. It really doesn't change anything."
"Deb, you don't understand." You just don't understand. I hated him! He went to his grave with me hating him!"
"What are you talking about? Debbie was close to tears now herself seeing and understanding the pain I was experiencing.
"My father knew Deb, he must have known the truth! That is what I am saying. Oh Christ, what a mess this is."
I reminded Debbie that when my father died over 15 years ago she didn't really know him all that well because he was sick for 10 years with Alzheimer's. That is a terrible way to go. First you forget who your family and friends are. Then you forget who you are, and finally your body forgets how to breathe and mercifully you die. If there is a god, he is one sick motherfucker to let that happen to one of his children. Well then fuck him!
I joked with my wife often that when that starts to happen to me, I am just going to drink the poison laced Kool Aide. Of course by that time I will probably forget where I put the Kool Aide! I think I am just joking?
So as we sat together, I started telling Deb about my relationship with my father.
" My Dad died without us ever reconciling. He didn't like me and I didn't like him. It was pretty simple really. I know all kids at one time or another, think one or both parents hate them. But, my three siblings noticed the difference by the time we were teenagers. And of course being loving brother and sisters they were very sympathetic to my plight.
"Of course they weren't! They were my loving brother and sisters so they teased the shit out of me about it. They did all thank me though, because my Dad was a tough son of a bitch, and because he hated me the most, he would sometimes be too tired to hate on the siblings after dealing with me.
"You have to be old enough to understand how parenting in the best of circumstances was different in the 1950's and 60's. In those days, any parent of any child could discipline any kid without fear of retribution. I remember one time when one of the neighbor kid's father showed up at our doorstep to complain about something that I or my brother had supposedly done. When my Dad opened the door all the neighbor had an opportunity to say was, 'Do you know what your boys did today?'
"My Dad interrupted him, 'Hold on a minute.' He turned to look at the two of us hiding around the corner and crooked his finger at us in a come here motion. When we got within range he hauled off and slapped the both of us upside our heads. He turned back to the neighbor man and offered, 'I'm sorry Jim. It won't happen again.'
'Thanks Don, nice talking to you,' and he turned away from the door.
'You too Jim.'
"In addition to us having a headache we both got grounded for two weeks. My Dad never asked what it was we were supposed to have done. It didn't matter. In those days the worst possible threat any adult, school teacher, parent, store clerk, or even a police officer could make was 'Do I need to talk to your father?' Those words generally got instant cooperation from the offending kid.
"Our parents grew up during the Great Depression and WWII. They led difficult lives and they didn't give a shit about their kids self esteem. They wanted to make their children hard enough to survive in a tough and uncaring world. They saw that as their duty first. They really didn't suffer any anxiety wondering if you liked them or not.
"But with all that being said, I was still treated differently. Don't misunderstand me. I always had new clothes at the start of the school year. I got a birthday party just like everyone else. I was fed well. All of my basic essentials were being met by my father. He just didn't like me and I had no idea why."
At this point my wife interrupted me, "Ah honey, remember I grew up in the same world you did, so I get it, but you still haven't given me enough information to explain why you think he knew you weren't his biological son."
"Ok, I'm sorry, but I'm having trouble making coherent thoughts. Everything is coming back to me in jumbled images of visual and auditory flashes."
I continued my surfacing recollections as they came to the forefront of my mind and relayed them to Debbie. "My Mom was definitely my protector when I was growing up. And I needed protecting a lot! But, she never did this with my other siblings. In fact, my Dad was sometimes their protector from her. NEVER with me.
"When I was twelve years old baseball was my true passion in life. I loved to play it, watch it, and study it. I used to walk to the local sporting goods store, Conlin Brothers, just to smell the gloves. I liked the smell of new leather, but loved the smell of a well oiled glove even better. One day while in the store checking out the gloves I saw it and fell in love with a professional grade Rawlings infielder's glove. I guess that was my first true love. I had to have that glove but it cost $40. That was in 1965 dollars so I don't know but given the inflation rate what that would be nowadays, $500?
"At any rate I did chores, odd jobs, and collected pop bottles for what must have been six months. I also saved birthday money and sold off some of my baseball cards, including a Pete Rose Topps 1963 Rookie Card that I think I got $1 for from a friend and I figured I snookered him. A dollar was a lot of money!
"My Mom knew what I was doing, but for some reason asked me not to tell my Dad. When I finally had enough money, she took me to buy it. I kept the glove over my face the whole way home just smelling it. It was great!
"But when we got home I was really proud of the fact that I had saved up my money to buy the glove and I showed it to him and explained how I had done it. He snatched the glove out of my hand and starting yelling at my mother at the top of his lungs while shaking the glove at her. He virtually ignored me but left her in tears. He said a lot of terrible things to her, but the one comment that always stuck with me was when he said,
'How could you let him be so irresponsible? Oh yeah, that's because you are!' He roared. He threw the glove on the kitchen floor in disgust and stomped off.
"Watching the exchange I of course became furious with him and started to say something, but my mother put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed it hard so I remained silent; a fact that I regret to this day. My mother was inconsolable, but warned me to stay away from him before she left the house. She didn't return until late that night. I never understood why?"
Debbie had tears in her eyes, but still doubted what I knew to be the truth. "Sweetheart that doesn't prove anything."
"I know it doesn't but when we were little I heard many stories from my grandmother about how close my dad and uncle were growing up. They did everything together. They grew up in the foothills of the San Gabriel Mountains. They spent their summers and weekends hiking, hunting, and fishing in the mountains. She always talked about them staying close as they grew into teenagers and young men. They tended to date in a group, including the same neighborhood girls which my mother was part of. Grandma use to talk wistfully about the old days and how much fun she had watching them grow up. The first time they were apart was when the war started and they enlisted. My dad in the navy and Uncle Thomas in the army. She told me that as she remembered it, sometime after the war ended she realized they were never really that close any longer. She always believed the war caused that.
"They both started families and they rarely saw each other. In fact I remembered that we only got together with Uncle Thomas' family once or twice a year. After grandma passed away those few visits stopped completely. Now it makes sense.
"Deb, you know I was drafted back in 1972?" In fact I was one of the last men in this country to be drafted. Talk about luck, I was number 66 in the lottery; my brothers and all my friends didn't have a number lower than 250. The fact that the Vietnam war was winding down, at least the US' direct combat role in it was lost on me. I was 19 years old and scared shitless. My Dad drove me to the induction center.
"I guess my mother couldn't bring herself to do it because although I had no idea at the time, she had been involved for several years in helping draft dodgers get to Canada. I was thinking I might never see my family or friends again. My father never even parked his truck; he just stopped at the curb of the induction center, stuck his hand out, and wished me luck. He barely glanced my way and then drove off so quickly I scarcely had a chance to close the door. He sped away without looking back."
"Oh my god Tim, I had no idea."
"Yeah, well there were dozens of other incidents, but thinking back my uncle made a comment to me once that should have made more sense. Do you remember that family picnic we were at when the boys were just little kids?"
"Oh yeah, the one where the family came from all over the country. Wasn't it more like a reunion?"
"That's the one. Everyone was off doing something and I was sitting quietly at a table off to the side sipping a beer and my uncle came up and sat with me. I hadn't even seen him in over 5 years. We talked about nothing really, I think it was sports or that sort of thing. As he stood up to leave he shook my hand with a really firm grip. It looked like he was tearing up, and he said softly. "You've become a fine young man, and I know you are going to be a great Dad. I'm proud of you.'
"I remember thinking what the hell was that all about? I hope I don't get that weird when I'm old and thought nothing more about it until right now."
Deb let out a small yelp and her face had a look of shock and awareness as she put her hand over her mouth. "That's why she never left him!" She practically shouted at me.
You see, after all but the youngest of their children left home my father was involved in a long term affair with a woman at the school he taught at. What was going on was common knowledge, my mother had even tried to get me involved to talk with my dad to get him to stop. Yeah like that was going to happen. It was almost as if he were throwing the affair in her face.
"Why don't you just leave the SOB and get on with your life?" I asked more than once, but she never did. She had told me that you just don't leave someone you've been with your whole life over something like this. The truth of the matter was that because of his affair both of our parents lost a lot of respect from their children. My father, because he was a cheater and a liar, and our mother because we felt she was a doormat.
Our mother regained our respect after my father got sick because she never left his side. For ten years she was a nursemaid to him. She didn't put him into a home until very near the end. She put her whole life on hold for a man who had shit all over her. Why would someone in her circumstance do that? Now we know.
"I guess I understand now. But, what are you going to do? Your father and your uncle are all long gone. Only your mother is left and she is 83 years old! You can't talk to her about it, can you?"
"I don't have a clue." Suddenly I felt 83 years old.
"You're going to have to address it though sooner or later because your cousin and sisters are going to get a notice from Ancestry, if they haven't already, about a new relative.
"Shit, that's right. I wonder if anyone else knows. My dad surely did, and my uncle. I suppose there is a slim chance that my mom didn't know? Not likely."
I felt that a good start for me would be to get drunk and pass out. Then I would figure out what to do from there. I got up and headed to my bar where an 18 year old bottle of Glen Livet was waiting for me. You are familiar with the old saying , in vino veritas? (in wine, there is truth) well in a good scotch there lay answers.
My wife had the good sense to leave me alone for the rest of the evening, but enough perception to periodically check on me to make sure I wasn't lying face down on the floor. The truth was though I didn't really drink all that much. There was way too much noise inside my head and I was desperately trying to clear it out. The one overriding thought I had was that my whole life had been a lie? And, what was I going to do about it.
In the morning I knew what I had to do. The first thing was to talk with Cousin Mona. It was a long shot, but maybe she knew things and could shed some light.
Mona answered her phone on the first ring. "Hey Tim, so I guess you know. She said it without emotion.
I was silent for a bit but asked "When did you find out?"
"I suspected something for a long time, but only knew for sure when I saw it in Ancestry."
"What made you suspicious? I never even had an inkling."
"First of all, even though we rarely saw each other, I always felt a closeness to you that was different than the rest of the cousins. I couldn't begin to tell you why and I only thought about it as a possibility when my dad was dying. Two days before he passed he handed me a sealed envelop with your name written on it. He told me to give it to you after he died."
"Shit Mona he's been dead for 10 years or more, how come you never gave it to me?"
"The truth is, I forgot about it. As he was in his hospital bed he had become disoriented and was saying all sorts of weird things. He kept saying he was sorry over and over. He said Please forgive me Don on several occasions. Most of the time he wasn't even lucid, so I didn't give much credence to what he was saying.
"When he handed me the letter I had been trying to comfort him as he was very agitated and I stuck it in my purse and promised him that I would. It wasn't until after his funeral that I saw it again. I just stuck it in a pile of his papers to deal with later. I spent weeks handling the many legal and estate issues that needed to be dealt with after someone dies."
"Did your mother know?"
"I doubt it; if she did she never said anything. I asked her once why Dad and Don seemed so distant from each other. You know she was part of the clan they were all in and seemed as baffled as anyone. I know grandma was sad about their estrangement.
"Anyway when I got the notification from Ancestry a lot of things made more sense and I remembered the letter and I went looking for it...."
I know I sounded desperate but I broke in and asked, "Did you find it." She didn't answer me right away, but I could hear her softly breathing. Was she deciding if she should tell me the truth?
"No Tim I didn't. I looked everywhere, but I didn't find it."
I wondered why she sounded so sad. In any case there would be no answers there for me either. We talked a few minutes more about nothing important and vowed to spend more time together even though we both knew it wasn't true. We were separated by more than geography. When she told me she couldn't find it that ended any chance we had. I wasn't sure what I would do in her shoes had the situation been reversed. We all have our truths and they don't necessarily ally with someone else's.
It took me several weeks to recover from the disappointment of my phone conversation with Mona but I was still determined to find answers. It had convinced me all the more that I needed to discuss it with my mother despite her frailties. But before doing so I decided to talk with my sister Teri, maybe she would know.
We played phone tag for a couple of days. She and her third husband were always trekking around the world somewhere. She claimed she dumped the first two hubbies because they cheated on her, given her personality it wouldn't have shocked me that she was the one doing the cheating, but who knows? We finally connected. After talking a short time I realized she hadn't even checked her Ancestry account. She volunteered that she never looked at it anymore because she had no interest in learning she had another 3rd or 4th cousin somewhere.



I quickly explained the reason for my call. She genuinely seemed surprised but not overly emotional about it.
"Tim, that's something that happened over 50 years ago. What is the big deal at this point"?
"The big point?" I was incredulous. "It's my life, it was a lie."
"Why was your life a lie?"
I really didn't have a good answer for that, so I moved on. "I'm going to talk with Mom about it."
"No you're not. Listen to me. Leave her alone. Let her live out the remainder of her life in peace. Do not do that!"
"I have to; don't you see how everything makes sense now? The way Dad treated me, her standing by him, and....."
"So what, what possible difference does it make now? For god sakes leave it alone and get on with your life. You have a great wife and family, just let it go."
"I can't Teri, I just can't." Why didn't anyone understand?
There was silence for several uncomfortable moments. "Tim, if you hurt her. If you cause her any unnecessary pain, I will never forgive you."
"I won't, but please just keep our conversation to yourself, Ok?"
She never answered me; she just hung up the phone. I just stared at it, why couldn't anyone fathom how important this was?
When I recounted my conversations with Teri and Mona, Debbie just held my hand. After a while she quietly told me she agreed with them. What was to be gained?
I wouldn't be dissuaded.
I had called ahead and arranged a lunch with my mother at the usually quiet and moderately priced restaurant that we met at every month. I had finally agreed to The Cabbage Patch.I never figured out why it was called The Cabbage Patch.The only thing on the menu with cabbage in it was their cole slaw, and it wasn't very good. It was our regular spot, so she would quit complaining about the cost of the meals. Although she was very well off, in her mind any meal over $5 was highway robbery and would result in an inane ten minute discussion about overpriced food being further proof of the decline of civilization. A lunch entrée at The Cabbage Patch was about $10 so she would only harrumph about it as she paid when it was her turn. I always had to find a way to sneak more tip money into the cheap tattered vinyl folders because no matter what the meal cost she would only leave a $2 tip. As I said before, she grew up during the depression.
I set the time up for us to meet after the lunch rush was over to insure privacy for our discussion. I had debated telling her ahead of time what I wanted to talk about, but settled on surprise. I was worried about the stress it would have on her, but you tend to get more honest answers when a person doesn't have time to think about how they should answer, and I wanted the raw truth.
The meeting was wholly unsatisfying to me.
I started it off with a shot right between her eyes. "Mom, why did you never tell me that Uncle Thomas was my biological father?"
She immediately became skittish and emotional. Tears were forming and it took a long time for her to answer. She spoke haltingly and "Honey we were just kids, we were all friends, things happened. It wasn't like...."
I quickly cut her short, "I don't care about any of that mother, I want to know why you never told me."
"Your father was going to tell you when you were older, but he got sick."
I was trying hard not to become angry, but I was frustrated. I tried one more time. "I understand that, but why didn't you tell me?" I asked pointedly.
"It was a long time ago, and it really wasn't important." She snapped and waved her hand dismissively. "Frankly it was none of your business. Your true father was the man that raised you!"
"No mother maybe it wasn't my business when I was a child. I probably couldn't have handled the answers anyway, but it was my business when I became an adult, but again that part doesn't really matter. I just feel cheated. I feel that by not telling me you robbed me of the chance to try and understand him. If you had told me maybe he and I would have had a chance to sit down and talk and possible develop a halfway decent relationship before he got sick. But even after he was sick you never told me. I would have understood his anger and resentment towards me...."
"He loved you..."
"No he didn't mother, he hated me and you know it." She was shaking her head in the negative violently. "Even if you're right and I'm wrong, at the very least he hated everyday what I reminded him of."
She was crying unembarrassed "That's not true; it was something we moved past. We loved each other, and he loved you." She pleaded.
I knew in her mind she thought she was telling the truth. Or was she? In either case she was a very tired old woman and all I was accomplishing was to agitate her. Some long past bitter memories were trying to break through to her consciousness, but what would it accomplish if they were successful?
There was no point in pursuing it further. There would be no answers there for me.
She was on the verge of breaking down completely so even though I had a million more questions to ask I backed off. In the end we simply talked about the usual frivolous topics because I didn't have the heart to push her. It was obvious that, as is common with aging, she had built an idyllic vision of what her world was and nothing could shake her from it. Maybe it isn't a bad thing.
I was so disturbed after the meeting I didn't do anything further for a few weeks, but it was still gnawing at me. I couldn't let it go. I became a bear at work and I'm sure I wasn't much better at home.
I know Debbie was very worried and apprehensive about me making this trip alone. She wanted badly to come with me, but I told her this was something I had to do by myself. It was her idea for me to make the journey. She told me it could be my last chance. I thought she might be right but didn't completely understand why she said that. For most of the 200 mile drive north the words she directed at me with tears in her eyes as I climbed into my car kept repeating in my mind.
"Who is responsible for your achievements, who is accountable for your failures, who is answerable for your emotions, who is liable for what your life has become? Until you can answer those questions honestly, there is no hope for your redemption."
Ultimately we are responsible for what we have become, but if that is true then your family, friends, and environment don't matter? That flies in the face of common sense and millennia's of teaching. Certainly, all of those matter and have an impact on what we mature into. The problematic part though is the redemption piece. If you haven't been able to accept the ultimate and complete responsibility for what you are, there is no hope for you. We always have choices in life. The correct choice and the wrong one aren't always clear, but they are always there.
What choices did my father have? He had several along his path. Abortions were illegal back in those days, but they were done routinely. Could he have forced that issue, why did he not? He could have opted for divorce, but he chose not to. Was it because he loved my mother and got past her infidelity, or was it that he just didn't want to be a part time father to the child he already had? They had two more children together after my birth. What did that mean? These questions and many more I was never going to find answers to. It was one of the many things I was robbed of.
On the other hand, my parents chose to give life to a child of adultery. Why was that? I had tried to ask that of my mother and she chose not to answer. I wonder if they wrestled with that decision or was it obvious to them? I am eternally grateful that they did choose to give me life of course.
Its one thing to accept that we will all die someday and that everything we were disappears along with the light being extinguished, but trying to accept the concept that you never would have existed is another whole subject!
There was always adoption, but they chose not to go that route either. Shouldn't that have been the easiest decision? I struggled with the question of would my life have been better if they had? In the end I decided no, because if they had I never would have met Debbie or had two great sons. That's when the doubts started to creep in.
I started this journey by thinking I had to offer forgiveness to my father, redemption if you will. But how do you give absolution to the dead? And after wrestling with all my questions I was no longer sure he needed forgiveness?
Did he need exoneration for the way he treated me? Maybe. But foremost in my mind was the question, what would I have done under similar circumstance? He was only 23 years old when I was conceived. He was just a kid then, even younger than I was before having children. I didn't have all the answers then and it was obvious I still didn't.
The depth of my anger and obsession with finding answers was putting stress on our marriage. I knew it but when Deb tried to talk with me about it I blew her off. That was something to deal with later.
Finally, I think in desperation as I was leaving, Debbie told me for the second time that if I couldn't find answers to my questions I had no hope for redemption and that I shouldn't come home until I did. She turned her back to me and walked away. What did I need redemption for? I wonder how she knew.
I needed it for something I have never told another living sole.
When my father lay dying, long past any recognition of his family or cognizant thought of anything earthly, I asked the hospice nurse and my family to give me a few minutes alone with him so I could say goodbye. When everyone had left the room I picked up his hand as if to shake it. His eyes were open and he turned his head towards me. Although dulled by age and disease I thought I saw a flicker of recognition in them. That happened periodically and the doctors told us that it was simply his retinas reacting to light changes, I hoped they were wrong. I wanted him to know it was me. After double checking that the room was clear, I quietly shook his hand and whispered into his ear, "Good luck asshole", and I walked out of the room.
But I wasn't done there. I had brought something with me that day and I went to retrieve it from my car. I got my mother alone and pulled out my old baseball glove, the one he had ridiculed me and mom about more than 40 years ago. She didn't recognize it. It was the one I used all during little league, high school, American Legion ball, and even a brief unremarkable stint in the low minor leagues.
The glove had a ball in it and I handed both to her. I looked her in the eyes and lied to her. "Could you put this in Dad's casket for me? I was thinking maybe when I die we will see each other again and we could play catch."
She was moved to tears by my sentiment, and promised that she would, but what she didn't know was that in my mind I was saying, take that you motherfucker.I hope you rot in hell!
I never shed a tear nor lost any sleep over his death.
As I pulled into the gravel parking lot of the small and not very well kept cemetery, the only sound being made was the crunching of the pea sized rocks made by the tires of my car. Well that and the pounding of my heart in my chest.
This was the first time I had been to his grave site since the day we buried him. I sat in the cool of the air conditioned car for a few minutes to gather my wits. It had to be over 90 degrees outside. I closed my eyes briefly and heaved a big sigh and got out of the car and headed up the path.
When I got up to his grave I sat on the smooth grayish granite bench facing away from his gravesite. Despite the heat the bench was cool to the touch. My mother had it installed so one could look out over the arid valley he had loved so much. I didn't understand his affinity for the place but I guess I didn't have to.
There was a lonesome two lane highway off in the distance. On occasion a car or commercial truck would travel on it as they traversed across the valley. It was well into the distance so not a sound could be heard from it. In fact the only sound was the rustling of the leaves and tall grass as the dry hot wind blew threw it. I could see a couple of hawks circling lazily high overhead looking for prey. Now and then smaller birds could be heard talking with each other from the limbs of the surrounding mature oak trees. It was indeed calming and I could feel the anxiety and anger slipping from my body. At that moment I realized my wife was right and my path forward was clear. I had spent the last few months searching for answers in the wrong place. I really already knew all I needed to know.
I turned to finally face my father. "I'm sorry Dad. I'm sorry for the way I treated you and probably when you needed me the most. I didn't understand then, but I think I do now. I have gone through life blaming you for everything I was and I wasn't, but it was me all along.
"I'm sorry no one ever told me the truth. I would have so very much liked to talk it over with you. Maybe we wouldn't have gotten along any better, but at the very least we could have understood each other more. Heck we might have even grown to like one another?
"I'm sorry I didn't get the opportunity to ask you the many questions that I would have liked. Not the least of which is why did you do what you did? I guess none of us ever get all the answers we are looking for.
"Maybe you should have asked for my forgiveness for the way you treated me, but if your goal was to make me hard enough to survive in this world, you succeeded. I know I can take whatever fate throws at me and that is thanks to you. Maybe that is what you were trying to do all along." I sheepishly laughed out loud at myself.
"If it matters I forgive you, but what I really hope is that you forgive me. That's really all I have to say, there isn't much more I guess." I swiveled back toward the valley to gaze at it again then stood and headed back down the hill. It was time to go home.
When I got back home although I hadn't even called ahead to tell her I was on my way, Debbie was there waiting on the porch for me, as she always was. I wondered what she saw in me that made her stick with me. Someday soon before it is too late I will have to ask her.
As I approached her she delicately asked. "Did you find your redemption?"
"I did." I grabbed her, pulled her to me, and kissed her hard.
30 years later:

On a clear crisp autumn morning, an old man and a woman who were clearly in the late winter of their lives, their backs were hunched by the crushing weight of a long hard life, came slowly shuffling up the hard packed dirt pathway toward a gravesite shaded by an ancient oak tree at the top of the small hill. Their faces were marked with crevices and age spots, and they both needed the assistance of canes to make the trek. They had almost missed the driveway to the graveyard because the sign was gone and weeds had overgrown most of it. You wouldn't know that it was a cemetery really except for the headstones poking out from tops of the dried overgrown brush. It was still a very peaceful place, but time and progress had long since passed it by. The small town at the bottom of the hill was virtually abandoned now. Neither of them had been back to this place in the five years since they buried their big brother. It was such a lonely and forlorn setting.
The two siblings had never understood why their father wanted to be buried there. But when their older brother Tim told them as he lay dying that he wanted to be buried next to his dad they were shocked. Given the father son relationship they had, it made no sense whatsoever. Tim and his wife Debbie had talked it over. She wanted to be buried next to her father, and Tim his. So be it.
What the pair thought even odder was that their mother chose not to be buried next to her husband of fifty plus years even though there was a plot for her. Her will had specified that she was to be cremated and her ashes spread at sea. The executor of her estate, the long time family attorney said she was adamant that she not be buried next to Don. He said that she had a bitter smile or a grimace, he wasn't sure which it was, but when she told him that she didn't want to disturb Don's peace she just seemed terribly sad. Strange he thought, but he was a lawyer and he complied with her wishes even though he had to threaten legal action against her children who wanted her buried there.
The old man spoke the only words he said the entire time they were there. "Well Dad we just came to tell you that we buried big sister Teri the other day, Maureen and I are the only ones left now. We promised Teri we would let you know, and she told us to relay a message that she forgave you and hoped you and Tim finally had the peace you were both looking for.
"As for you big brother, we're still trying to figure out why you wanted to be buried here next to Dad? Especially after the way he treated you. I guess it is peaceful and all, but you never even liked this area."
Maureen butted in, "and another thing, who buys a brand new $800 baseball glove just to be buried with it? What a waste." She spoke with obvious disgust.
And they turned their backs on the very ordinary headstones and started back down the hill.
The two tombstones were simple granite markers with their names, dates of birth and death. At the bottom of Donald E. Jones' etched name was a simple saying, Husband -- Father -- Teacher -- Friend. And at the bottom of Tim T. Jones' was a straight forward epitaph, His Son.
To forgive is to set a prisoner free and discover that the prisoner was you.
Lewis B. Smedes
On a lighter note:
"Fiction was invented the day Jonah arrived home and told his wife that he was three days late because he had been swallowed by a whale.."
― Gabriel García Márquez
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Tom Jenkins and Linda his wife of fifteen years were having a quiet Fall Saturday evening at home. Tom was watching his Nebraska Cornhuskers losing again to Oklahoma on ESPN. His wife was quietly reading her Cosmo when she began to speak.
"Sweetheart, have you ever thought about having sex with other women?"
"Of course I have I'm a man so I think about it all the time, but I would never do it, why do you ask?"
"Well, I just thought that since we have such a strong marriage and , well I've been thinking that I want to see what other guys are like? You know you are the only person I have ever had sex with and we've been together for over 15 years, so...."
"What is bringing this on now?"
There's a guy at work, Justin that all the girls have been with and they say he is really hung and great in the sack. He seems to have become quite attracted to me. I could never cheat on you, that's why I have to tell you first."
"I see. Sure go right ahead. Have sex with whomever you want to."
"Really, you don't mind?"
"Not at all. I will get the paperwork started and we will get everything taken care of right away so you can start experimenting as much as you would like."
"Paperwork. What paperwork?"
"THE DIVORCE PAPERWORK OF COURSE YOU DUMB BITCH!" You are out of your fucking mind if you think I am going to allow you to fuck other guys. Did you just go brain dead?"
"You know dear there was a nice way for you to respond to my request. Don't be a Neanderthal and just listen to what I have to say. It will certainly be in your best interest to concentrate......."
"How is you, fucking other men, going to be in my best interest?"
"Well for one thing, we have four young children that need both their mom and dad together. In a divorce you would have to pay a LOT of child support but rarely get to see your kids as I would make that as difficult as possible for you. And, since I am a stay at home Mom and we have been married over ten years, you would need to pay me a great deal of alimony for a looooong time. Not to mention that I would get the house, which you so generously would have to continue to pay for. In the meanwhile I will be sleeping with different men anyway. Do you see what I am saying here sweetie?"
"I see so you want to open up our marriage, maybe become swingers? That sort of thing?"
"Oh no dear, I would expect you to remain completely faithful to me. If you cheated on me I would cut your dick off and then divorce you in a New York minute!"
"How is that fair?"
"Well you were with several women before we became exclusive weren't you? I think you said it was six or seven, isn't that right?"
"Yes, but what has that got to do with anything?"
"Well, I think it is only fair that I get to be with six or seven other men, then we will be even and we can go back to our life as it is now. That wouldn't be too bad, now would it?"
"Actually, yes it would be very bad and it's not going to happen!"
Linda very smugly said, "Well sweetheart, I guess you should just go ahead with your divorce then and we will see how the next fifteen years of your life go."
"Actually, I think you are right, a divorce would be bad. Hold on for a second while I go upstairs and get my gun so I can shoot you in the fucking head! I wonder what will happen to your four precious children? I'm guessing though that under these circumstances I would only have to spend about ten years in prison so I would be five years to the good!"
"Oh, quit being so theatrical, you aren't going to shoot me," she said it quite dismissively too. "Wait, where are you going?"
She was looking at Tom's backside as he stormed upstairs without responding. She heard him going into his safe and then the distinctive sound of the nine millimeter Smith and Wesson sliding forward to chamber a round.
"Oh shit!" and she took off running out the door.
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The New Rules of Marriage

Where are those written down?

This is just a short one and on a lighter note. I have been working on a lot of dark stuff recently and wanted to have some fun. Seriously, I have written a couple of BTB stories that I can't get past the Lit screeners. I think they might be too real and too violent? Oh well. Don't get in a huff over this one it's just fluff.

I really wasn't sure where to put this story, there really isn't a 'loving wife' in it but since it involves a guy who wants a 'loving wife' that's where I put it.

Characters:

Matthew Jensen, your typical rich slightly narcissistic male would be stud who has fallen for Ashley
Ashley Thompson, real estate tycoon and soon to be Matthew's fiancée?
Emily Johansson, Ashley's best friend and wingperson. (I was going to say wingman but that would be politically incorrect)


Story:

Matthew Jensen sat nervously awaiting the arrival of his girlfriend Ashley Thompson. They had been exclusive for over six months now and tonight was the night he would pop the question to her. Sure Ashley was 28 and he was only 24 but that didn't cause him any anxiety. He prided himself on being a 21st Century guy and few of the old rules of marriage applied in today's modern world.
The restaurant he had chosen was Tom Ham's Lighthouse, a long time landmark on Harbor Island in San Diego for this special evening. The Lighthouse, as the locals referred to it as had been a favorite place for lovers for over sixty years.
One of the coolest features beyond the fact that it had a working lighthouse on the property was that you could sail your boat right up to it and tie up on their private dock. And that is what Matthew had done. Ashley loved to go sailing after dinner on his completely refitted and restored 1984 Baba blue water cruiser. Of course there were many larger and more luxurious sail boats around the harbor, but the teak decks and brass portals made his one of the most sought after vessels by the younger more well to do crowd that filled San Diego; long sense replacing the old Navy town it used to be.
The Lighthouse had outdoor dining that gave an excellent view of the harbor from the Coronado Bridge to North Island. At sunset, the time Matthew had chosen for dinner watching the lights come on downtown, the bridge, hotel Del, and North Island Naval complex was something to behold. There was even an aircraft carrier anchored at the island. They didn't call San Diego America's Finest City for nothing, and he was hoping it would add to the mood for his proposal.
Matthew had recently obtained a job at JP Morgan after completing his Bachelor's and Master's degree at the University of San Diego a prestigious school in La Jolla. His well to do parents had paid for his 6 years of schooling so he was one of the lucky few to begin a career without the crushing burden of student loan debt. Not that it really mattered. He wasn't planning on working very hard. That was for the more plebian among us. I mean his great grandfather had practically started Chase-Morgan. His dad ran the San Diego office.
It also helped that in a few months when he turned 25 a substantial portion of his rather large trust fund, thanks to great grand dad, would be released to him. Yes it was good to be Matthew Jensen.
His soon to be fiancée Ashley was a bit of an enigma to him. Besides being older, she was a very driven person. She owned her own real estate brokerage in La Jolla and had over twenty-five agents working for her even though she was not yet thirty. Matthew really didn't understand that mindset as he had never been driven to do anything. He never had to be.
Ashley was everything that Matthew needed in his life. She was of course beautiful. At 5'11" she was almost as tall as his 6' frame. She would be referred to as statuesque. She didn't have any singularly outstanding body feature. Her breasts, ass, legs, eyes and jet black hair were in perfect proportion to every other body feature. When you saw her you would just say wow! As far as Matthew knew other than having regular really gymnastic sex she never worked out. She would look great on his arm at the myriad of charity functions they would attend and most importantly his parents readily approved of her.
Another thing that made her attractive and intriguing to Matthew was that he had to pursue her. When they first met, she didn't seem all that attracted to him despite his Southern California surfer dude good looks. And then there was his money, she didn't seem all that impressed with it. Of course Ashley had money of her own, but nowhere near his affluence.
However, most important was the sex. Ashley did things in bed that none of the coeds at UCSD even knew how to spell. And she was insatiable. They not only did it on his bed, they did it in his boat, his Porsche which was no small feat, the park, once in the back of a taxi and on and on. He joked that it was easier to name places they hadn't done it. Speaking of his Porsche once she did something to the gear shifter that he'd never even seen in the movies. He had a spontaneous orgasm just watching it.
Early into their first date Ashley had called him Mattie and he corrected her to say Matthew. No one called him Mattie, not even his parents when he was two years old. However after the sex on their third date he never corrected her again.
No woman had ever had that effect on him before. They had sex for the first time on their second date. He was proud of his seven inch cock and his abilities with it, so after they were done while still trying to catch his breath he asked her it if was good for her. She just shrugged her shoulders and said, "I've had better. I only had one little one and that was when I was thinking of Zac Efron."
He was crushed, but seeing his dejection she piped up, "Don't worry baby. I know you just got your MA in Economics, but I'm going to give you a PHD in sex." And she proceeded to do just that. She wasn't bashful about it at all. "I know you're used to the little coeds swooning all over you telling you what a great stud you are, but I will never lie to you." She was speaking calmly and directly to him. "I will never, and I repeat never fake an orgasm with you, so you better listen to what I tell you. If you don't, our next date will be our last. Listen and learn, trust me you won't regret it."
He did listen and he did learn. In fact he no longer had to ask if she enjoyed it, she would tell him while trying to catch her own breath. Besides when she came she would let out a string of expletives that would make a chief petty officer blush. She once paid him the highest compliment he ever heard. She said, "Jesus baby, that was the second best sex I've ever had and the only guy ahead of you was an international sex researcher with an eleven inch cock! Seriously you are among the best ever."
One odd thing though he had never even been to her condo let alone have sex there. It was off limits. She just said, "That's where I sleep, and it is my business." When he would start to complain about it she would just grab his dick and say, "This is mine, do you want to keep it that way?" while her deep chocolate brown eyes bored holes right through his eyeballs and out the back of his head.
He was awakened from his reminiscing when he saw her coming out the French doors to the deck. She didn't walk she glided, exuding both sensuality and power. Every head on the patio turned to follow her. She was like a leopard stalking her prey; silent and deadly waiting to strike. Her eyes though never left him and it made him proud. She oozed class as she came in straight from work in her simple black pencil suit set with a lacy sheer camisole. She had a string of pearls around her neck. Her Christian Louboutin black stilettos made a distinctive clicking sound as she strode in.
She stood waiting for him to pull out her chair. That was still something he was still getting used to, so he quickly jumped up and performed his knightly duty. She floated into the chair and he helped slide it in. He noticed and was a little put off that she hadn't first kissed him, but overlooked it.
"Is everything ok Ash? You seem a little distracted."
"Oh Mattie, it's nothing serious just a work related problem." She dismissed his concern with a flip of her wrist. But Ashley was a very astute woman and somehow she perceived there was something different about tonight. Oh, oh she thought to herself, not again, why does this always have to happen to me?

"Why Mattie what a lovely setting, especially with your little baby moored right in front of us. I haven't been here in ages."
Just then their waiter appeared out of no where to take a drink order. He was looking at Matthew, "Good evening sir" then turned his attention to Ashley. "Hello Ms. Thompson, your usual?"
"Yes Sergio, please."
Matthew cleared his throat because it appeared that Sergio let his gaze linger on Ashley's cleavage a little too long and way too thoroughly.
"I'm sorry sir what will you have?"
"Jim Beam Honey rocks and two glasses of champagne please," Responded a slightly peeved Matthew. Of course the douche drinks Honey, thought a bemused Sergio as he walked away.
Oh shit, I knew it! Ashley sighed and prepared for the inevitable.
When the drinks arrived Ashley gulped down her mojito in two swallows and was about to order another one when Matthew handed her the champagne flute and pulled the ring case from his jacket pocket, raised his own glass, and got down on both knees. Fuck!
Words were coming out of Matthew's mouth but Ashley didn't hear any of it. She was sure that it was the usual obsequious blather. They always do it in a crowded public place to make a spectacle of themselves. Self-involved betas, what a crock.

Ashley tried to remain passive and appear attentive and emotional. I mean the woman is always expected to cry right? Ok Ash you know the drill, let him finish and then begin.

When it looked like Matthew had finally wound himself down she took the ring, box and all from him and told him to sit back down. She dabbed a couple of imaginary tears from her eyes.
"Mattie honey this is so, so sudden." If I don't do this right he will probably have to be in therapy for a while, some men are such wimps.
"Well I just think that...."
"Hold that thought sweetie and let me gather my wits." Is everyone in the place still staring at us, god damn it! "It's all so overwhelming to me. I need time. There is so much to think about. Not to mention all the things you don't know about me." Good some people are starting to go back to their meals.

Frankly Matthew was shocked. He just assumed Ashley would scream out, "Yes oh yes, I love you so much," and fall into his arms while the entire restaurant cheered and clapped for them.
She placed the opened ring box on her bread plate and waved Sergio over to take their orders. After Sergio had time to look down her blouse once more, he hurried off to get their orders in.
She pretended to examine the ring very carefully and expressing comments about how beautiful it was all the while checking to see if they had enough privacy yet. She made absolutely certain not to touch the ring itself. And under no circumstance would she put it on her finger. Looking around satisfied that the only ones looking were the very insightful who were already feeling sorry for Matthew, so she started the run through of what had become a well practiced drill.
"Mattie honey, you are such a darling boy, but I couldn't consider marrying you until you learned and fully accepted who I am."
"I'm sure that will be no problem dear, I know we can do this. We will be great together, I know it."
"I hope so sweetheart, but there is a lot you don't know and before I say yes, Jesus some male egos are so fragile, he's already getting teary eyed, I want you to understand everything about me. I am a very complicated woman and I have particular needs that I have to fill. I wouldn't want to lose who I am, you understand right Mattie?"
"Of course Ash, that goes without saying."
"Excellent Mattie I'm glad to hear you say that. First, you know I would keep working trying to grow my business and as part of that I would maintain my condo in La Jolla. The current rules regarding it would still have to be maintained."
"I ah, ah ok I think I understand, but we would want to get a place of our own too, maybe Rancho Santa Fe or on the beach in Del Mar?"
"Oh that would be lovely sweetie, you are so thoughtful. Now here's a biggie. I would want a large family, at least four kids I'm thinking."
"Me too, this is fantastic Ash, we are on the same page!"
"Well yes dear, but because of my business I would be gone a lot so a lot of the child rearing would have to come from you. I would never have a nanny for my children."
Matthew was a little slow in answering this one. He knew he wasn't going to want to work very hard so he should have some extra time. Besides he loved kids didn't he? "It would be my extreme pleasure to do that sweetheart. You know my Dad didn't have a lot of time to spend with me and that always made me sad when I was growing up. I worked through all that with my therapist years ago."
Ashley was a little surprised, that was the place that most of her previous suitors bailed, but she continued undaunted.
"This is a big one dear. Please remain calm and think before you answer, ok?" Matthew just nodded so she continued. "I don't think I can remain faithful on a long term basis. It just isn't in my nature. As you know I love sex and lots of it. I would always have to have a boy friend or two to take care of my needs. No one man could ever satisfy me."
"What," he practically shouted out. Then he quickly looked around to make sure he wasn't causing a scene. Ashley just sat quietly with a well practiced hopeful look on her face.
"You know Mattie I have had a couple of bulls, those are boyfriends only for sex, the whole time we have been going together and you haven't noticed any lack of passion from me. You're the one I love the most." It was important to Ashley that bailing out of the relationship had to be Mattie's idea in order to save his ego and possibly thousands of dollars in additional therapy bills.
Matthew was starting to boil but thought about it for a minute. He hadn't noticed anything and the sex with her was primo so why not? "It might take me a bit to get adjusted to that Ash but I think eventually I could live with it."
Ashley was really getting worried now. "Well honey that is terrific." She spoke with a glee she didn't really feel. "Now as part of this whole cuckold thing you know sooner or later with the hotwifing element you would be required to do some, well some very humiliating things. But don't worry it all adds to the thrill of the process and makes our sex even better, although you will sometimes be cut off. I mean it would include you being naked and tied to a chair while one of my bulls and I make love in front of you all night long. Also you would be required to clean me up after with your tongue, wear a chastity device, and my panties, etc. Could you handle stuff like that baby?"
Now Matthew had to be honest with himself. He had seen and read a lot of that type porn and frankly it turned him on, but he never wanted her to know about that of course. "Well Ashley," he was speaking slowly and deliberately. "I think that would be hard on me, but my love for you is so strong I think I could do that too. It would have to be a gradual thing, because it would be too much to absorb suddenly." Inside though he was very excited.
Well fuck!, none of her previous paramours had made it past this point. She was starting to sweat and she felt that panic might soon set in. She had to start bringing out the big guns now.
"Oh my god Mattie, I think I am falling more in love with you by the minute. You are such a sweet boy. Let's get back to the kids for a minute. I forgot to mention something really important. As I mentioned earlier I would want to have at least four kids, maybe more. But a couple of them would be from different fathers. You know my bulls and all, but it would be your responsibility to raise them all as if they were yours. Don't be upset because at least some of our children would be fathered by you. How would that be honey?"
Suddenly Matthew was very interested in his crab salad entrée and he was pushing it around with his fork ostensibly to find more crab but what he was doing was trying to buy time while he thought about this latest twist. This was something entirely different.
"Well Ash, I have a couple of questions for you, who would know that I wasn't the biological father of some of our kids? I mean would we have to tell anyone, would your bulls have to know?"
Now it was Ashley's turn to pause and think. She never had to have an answer to that question before. "Hmmm baby, I don't think we would have to come right out and say it because, well because you know some of them might have a different mixed ethnic background and all, so I'm sure people would just assume....but we can tell them if you want to."
Matthew was shaken with that one, Ashley recognized he was on the ropes so It was time to fire her final bullet. She figuratively crossed her heart and soldiered on.
"One more thing lover, and then I think we will be ready to set a date. You know I'm bisexual right?"
"Ah no I didn't Ash, you never said anything but I'm not a homophobe you know so..."
Oh Mattie honey I am so happy to hear you say that because you know I think your mom and sisters are really hot...."
Matthew jumped up, snatched the ring case off Ashley's side plate and stomped towards his boat with as much dignity that he could muster, leaving Ashley to settle their bill.
Ashley was suddenly relieved but very much in need of another mojito. Sergio appeared without being asked and handed one to her. "I was worried there for a minute Ms. Thompson, I thought maybe I was going to get an invite to your wedding." He was also staring at Matthew's back as he had reached the dock. "How many is that now six or seven?"
"I've lost count Sergio. That was a close one wasn't it?" Her hands were shaking as she clumsily reached into her clutch to retrieve her phone. Her breathing was shallow and rapid as she dialed her best friend Emily Johansson's number. It took her two tries to get it right.
"Em, meet me at our usual hangout in thirty minutes."
"What's wrong Ash, you sound frantic!"
"Mattie popped the question tonight and it was horrible, thirty minutes be there girlfriend." All she heard was Emily in the middle of gasping before she tapped the end call button.
Sergio ran the bill and told Ashley that her pearl white Mercedes S-Class Cabriolet was already being brought up to the front door.
Thirty-five minutes later Ashley and Emily were seated in the little bistro in La Jolla that was their regular hangout. Ashley was almost in tears because the experience was so traumatic.
"Em I had to go through the entire list with him before he said no. Well he didn't actually say no, he just grabbed the ring and ran to his boat."
"You mean...."
"Yep I had to go to the failsafe point before he quit."




"Jesus Ash, what would you have done if he said yes?"
"I don't know, I might have actually had to marry him to keep him from killing himself. God that was a close one. I will have to be more careful in the future. I mean I knew he was a beta from the get go, but he was a quick learner and he did have that cool boat. Why can't these boys ever be satisfied with the status quo?
"Jesus Emily it was such a close call. I had to get all the way to the sex with mother and sisters thing before he backed away!"
"Your kidding, have you ever had to use that one before?"
"I'm not shitting you, and no I haven't. I was really creeped out there for a moment. Yuck it makes your skin crawl. Can you believe a man would do any of that just for a steady supply?" Ashley sat despondently for a moment trying to fathom what the world was coming to. "Why are there so many beta's out there Em. What happened to the real men?"
"I don't know babe but it's partially our fault, I mean women in general not us in particular. As we have feminized the world, we have bred the masculinity out of most of them. Unfortunately the betas of the world are now too subservient to even know what has happened to them. I think porn has something to do with it too. The betas see so much of that hotwife-cuckold-chastity nonsense the dumb bastards think its real?" They both shook their heads sadly and gave sighs of resignation. "Fortunately honey, that hasn't happened to all of them." Emily said it with a big smile on her face.

"So Ash, why don't we head up to Oceanside and cruise a couple of marine bars by Camp Pendleton? They have some real men there."
"Yeah I suppose, but the problem with that is a marine is always married to the Corps first and foremost. Someday I want to find a man that is worth marrying."
"You just have to find the right one dear." Emily said compassionately while patting Ashley's hand. "Stay away from officers though because they are so full of themselves and they all think they are the 2nd coming of General Patton."
"Patton was Army sweetie but I'm sure he wasn't a beta, you're thinking of Chesty Puller."
"Oh ok, and you don't want to hang with the lower enlisted guys because well, there is a reason they are in the lower ranks."
They both had a good laugh about Emily's analysis.
"I don't know Em, I'm getting discouraged."
"Don't be sweetie, what you want to do is find yourself a gunnery sergeant. They are perfect for what we need. Well some of them are. It's just a matter of sniffing out the right one." Emily paused for a moment then thoughtfully continued. "A gunny has been around the block and the world. They are a little older and wiser. You don't have to teach them a whole lot because the have been in the Far East. Most of them have been shot at so they don't sweat the small stuff. The right one will understand. He will know where the wedding vows begin and end. And he's smart enough to not ask what you've been up to while he was overseas, and wise enough not to bring home any gifts, if you get my drift.?"
Ashley was laughing so hard she was afraid she would pee right then and there. Everyone in the bistro was looking in her direction. I'll bet a gunny would ask you to marry him while you were driving to In and Out for a Double Double Animal Style in his truck. That's how a man would do it! She jumped up and slammed a $100 bill on the table and downed the last of her third mojito. "All right Em, lets roll!"
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I'm getting kind of tired of reading LW stories where the wife carries on a long term "In your face" kind of affair, but then when discovered she completely falls apart and is shocked, remorseful, and hysterical at the thought of a divorce. She usually comes to ruin to pay for her sins.
In these stories the husband is generally a saint; some even bake quiche for their wives. But the wife is a very selfish bitch and a scumsucker. (Writers don't get upset I'm not pointing fingers. I generally write the same type of stories myself)
Story:
"Ahhh, there it is right on schedule, so my retribution has begun." I said it out loud even though I was alone. I knew it because I could tell it was her without even looking. Why? Because I had changed the ring tone I had set up for her number. It was "El Deguello." You know the song the Mexican Army kept playing for the boys they had surrounded at the Alamo. It means 'slit throat' and they played it incessantly meaning they would give no quarter to those under siege. I was just so fucking pissed at my cheating whore of a wife for ruining our marriage and breaking up my family that I needed my pound of flesh.
I didn't answer it because I knew she would be so angry that I didn't answer she wouldn't leave a message, she would keep re-dialing until I did. And each subsequent time she had to call she would be getting madder and madder. I figured six times would do the trick.
I was holed up in my cheap ass motel room right off Highway 6 choking down one of those microwave burritos sitting on the end of my bug infested bed. My wife may be a cheating whore but she was a pretty good cook. Damn, why did she have to do it? I wasn't really too worried about the crappy room, because my brother said the kids and I could stay with them for a while until I got all the money for my lawsuits. Then we could get a place big enough for the kids and me and it could probably have a pool too. Plus Mary would have to pay me a boat load of child support and that would help.
When I explained to the kids what their mom had done, I swear I heard our 18 year old Darlene snicker, but I might have been mistaken. I told them they were going to come live with me. They seemed very excited about the prospect because they started high fiving each other, happy that they would get pizza frequently.
It all started about a month ago. What I mean is I found out about the bitch's treachery a month ago. Apparently she had been cheating on me for over a year though, and I was a typical clueless loving husband. It was an accident that I found out about it. No really, there was an accident out on the highway coming home from the feed plant so I had to take a detour on the surface streets.
As I drove past the Blue Dolphin Motel on Second Ave I thought I saw my wife's car in the parking lot. I turned around and drove back into the lot. Sure enough, there was her 5 year old Kia with personalized plates 'MARY'STHE1.' I mean really who is so stupid as to cheat on their spouse driving their car with personalized plates on it? Well I was only waiting for a few minutes when I found out. My wife came out the door of room 176 with a tall good looking young guy I had never seen before. She stood on her tip toes and laid a smoking hot kiss on him and he was freely massaging her breasts right in front of God and everybody. It looked like she had forgotten to put her bra back on too. I drove away with steam coming out my ears.
I know that in most cases the clueless cuck husband is supposed to break down in tears and/or head straight to a bar to get so plastered he can't even see straight. Then he has to go through all the 'what did I do wrong to deserve this' arguments with himself while he is balling his eyes out. Most aren't even sure they want to divorce the cheating wife. But, not me. I was divorcing the bitch, that was a given; but what I was really going to do was get my retribution. I didn't give a shit why she did it, she and lover boy were going down, and going down hard!
So I played like the typical clueless husband and pretended that everything was normal around the house for several days while I plotted and planned. After meeting with my attorney to get the paperwork started I was pretty much ready to go. And it was going to be a beautiful thing to see.
The first part of my revenge plan was to tune up the asshole she was fucking. After I found out his name by giving the clerk at the motel twenty bucks I found out where he lived too. At least he was single so my wife wasn't breaking up two families. I caught him coming out of his luxury townhouse down by the lake on Saturday morning and kicked his cheating ass. I mean he was much bigger and younger than me but after I hit him with the taser and he went down shaking uncontrollably I kicked the shit out of him without too much trouble. That motherfucker was never going to use his junk again I bet.
Mary was out of town at another seminar, since when does a receptionist have to go to a seminar? That's when I found out she had more than one boyfriend. So while she was gone I was able to do all the usual banking stuff. I took all of the $1,195 dollars in our checking and the $89 from the savings and put it into an account in my name only. I was going to cancel the one credit card we had, but it was maxed out anyway. I guess I went over the limit when I bought that R.L. Winston Pure fly rod last month. The credit card folks said I couldn't cancel it until it was paid off.
Next I sent out copies to every one I could think to, of all the video and audio tapes my investigator gave me with all of her indiscretions documented. When I got the evidence that's when I learned she had a third boyfriend. What a slut. I guess I didn't really have an investigator. I couldn't afford that expense, but I used my cousin Randy who worked at Radio Shack. He knew how to use all that surveillance shit and it only cost me a case of PBR. He didn't really have any overhead because he could borrow all the high tech gadgets from his store that he needed to get the job done. Besides it only took him a few days to get the goods on Mary. He was kind of surprised too. He told me that she must be really dumb because she wasn't hiding her fucking around at all.
So like I said, I sent copies of all my evidence to every one of her coworkers, family, and friends in an email with a note explaining what a whore she was. I bet they would give her a ration about it and cut her out of their lives and she would have to live the rest of her life as a recluse to hide her shame. I even sent one to her 93 year old grandmother. I felt a little bad about that one because she was a nice old lady and seeing that shit might give her a heart attack. But I was going scorched earth, so grandma was on the list.
I also sent copies to her bosses at work so she would get fired and I had my lawyer file a lawsuit against her company for violating their morals clause. He told me that he heard that they usually got over $300,000 dollars for these kinds of cases.
I told my legal eagle to file an alienation of affection lawsuit against the three boyfriends I knew about and any others that I found out about later. He seemed dubious, but took my extra $300 dollars because he said that it would cost more for those filings.
Next I made up a bunch of 8"x10" flyers showing her naked and fucking one of her lovers with her name and cell phone number on it and posted it in the men's rooms of every bar in town. You know what it said, "For a good time...."
But best of all, using all the video I got from my cousin, I set up a pay per view porn site for the bitch on the internet. And I had all the money from it going into my new checking account. So far there was only $47 in there, but it had only been a few days too.
Ok that's it then, six hang-ups so I answered her next call five seconds later.
"It's good to hear your voice sweetheart, how's your day going?"
"What the fuck is going on Bobby? Why are you divorcing me?"
"Because you're cheating on me you bitch, THAT'S WHY!"
"I get that Bobby, but I mean it's been going on for months and it never bothered you, so why now? Oh my God you mean you didn't know?"
"Of course I didn't know, what is wrong with you. What in the hell made you think I knew anything at all about it?" Take that you bitch. "Have you even noticed that I haven't been at home in two days?"
"No, not really. You aren't home much anyway. Well, I was sure that when your mom caught me coming out of the motel room a few months ago with Thomas she would have told you. When you didn't jump down my throat that night I figured you just didn't care.
"So yesterday when I became aware of all your 'revenge' shit I couldn't understand why you were so upset so I called your mom. She told me that she never said anything to you about it because if you were anything like your father she understood why I would be cheating, so she just let it go.
"Oh yeah, and she told me to tell you to not even think about moving back in with her. 25 years of your lazy ass shit was all she could take. She did tell me she would be happy to have the kids stay with her now and then if I wanted a weekend off, to do whatever.
"But still Bobby, I wasn't hiding it, you had to know. You mean none of your friends told you? Well, I guess at least now I know why you're so upset. This is actually embarrassing. Seriously, none of your friends ever said a word to you?"
"Which so called friends of mine didn't tell me?"
Well, I mean Bill, Tommy, Chris, Pat and several others saw me at bars and places with other men. It was just another reason I figured you didn't care. Are you sure you want a divorce?"
"OF COURSE I'M DIVORCING YOU, YOU STUPID CUNT!"
"First of all Bobby, please stop with the name calling and let's work this out like adults. I mean we should be able to come to an understanding, but if it's a divorce you want, then so be it. We can work out a joint custody agreement if you like, but right now I'm leaning towards giving you custody. You'll last about 30 days before you're begging me to take the kids back. You know keeping track of three teenagers might just take up to much drinking time with your buddies? Not to mention you might actually have to say 'no' to them now and then. Being a single parent would require you to become an actual adult.
"Do you have any idea what Darlene's graduation date is, or when does John have karate practice, or maybe what medicines any of the kids are allergic too? I'll bet you don't even know the address of the school they go to."
"Well no, but I could learn. Besides I talked to them about it and they want to stay with me!"
She started laughing hysterically but finally calmed down enough to continue. "Of course they do Bobby, you could be their big brother and they would get to eat pizza every night of the week. That settles it, you get custody.
"Oh BTW, work isn't going to fire me, they laughed at your lawsuits and asked what the hell was a morals clause? Seriously Bobby I work for a law firm. Whoever heard of a law firm with morals? Everyone got a good laugh at your alienation of affection lawsuits too. Seriously Bobby, does your lawyer actually have a license to practice law, or did you fuck up and pay The People's Choice Legal Clinic's entire $795 fee up front?
"You should be hearing from the police soon and poor Thomas will be suing you to recover his medical expenses. You really should have at least worn a mask and covered your license plates.
"When I showed her your divorce papers, my attorney started laughing because this is a no fault state. It took her ten minutes to stop laughing, plus she had to show your papers to every other lawyer in the office. They all said it was the best laugh they've had in years.
"Most friends and family members have called to give me support and to ask why I didn't dump you years ago.
"Of course if it makes you feel any better, your brother did call me a selfish bitch for cheating on you. Oh, but then he asked me out on a date when our divorce is final. I mentioned that to his wife when she called to congratulate me. She asked if she could use my lawyer.
"Oh and by the way, besides hearing from the police on the revenge porn thing, the feds will be in contact with you too. Something about RICO statutes?
"And Bobby, does the name 'Pass around Patti Johnson' mean anything to you?"
"Well, I mean no? Not really." Oh shit!
More hysterical laughter interposed with sarcasm, "That's a really good thing Bobby because my friend Lisa saw Patti going into the free clinic yesterday. I'm just saying."
Oh crap!
"Further more, you've gained forty pounds in the last ten years and it's all in your belly. Your dick wasn't that big to begin with and now I can hardly see it, never mind feel it. You have no idea what foreplay is and you last about ninety seconds. Jesus I ran through about twenty vibrators until I finally got tired of the expense in replacing them, so I found four boyfriends."
"Four? Shit I only knew about three!"
"Don't feel bad about that Bobby; I was a bit more discreet with your cousin Ralph."
"Ralph, Ralph!"
"Be quiet Bobby I'm on a roll here. In addition to doing everything else around the house, you know I pay all the bills. "Did you really think I wouldn't notice $220 a month in porn charges? I let it go because once again, I thought you knew about my extra-curricular activities.
"You don't do shit around the house either. We have the smallest and ugliest lawn in the neighborhood and I still can't get you to mow the damn thing more than once a quarter. You remember the time we thought we lost little Amanda? But she was just sitting in the middle of the lawn and the grass was taller than her."
"I think you might be exaggerating a little Mary. I could clearly see her head from the top step of the front porch."
"And finally, you really had to send a copy to my grandmother? I went to see her and apologize. She was cackling away when she told me it looks like I took after her!"
I hardly knew what to say; obviously this conversation wasn't going the way I expected. I mean she should be weeping hysterically, begging me for forgiveness, saying we can do counseling, and telling me she would fight the divorce because she loved me so much.
"Look Bobby. I was going to divorce you when little Amanda turned 18 anyway, but if you want a divorce now, we can do that."
"You were going to divorce ME? Why would you want to do that?"
"Because I'm tired of having four children at home, that's why."
"But we only have three kids."
"You're the fourth child Bobby."
"You should have talked to me about all this Mary."
"I tried to Bobby but I gave up years ago. Do you remember all the times I tried to talk with you at home, but you told me not right now because the Astros were only down by six in the seventh inning and they needed your help?"
"No, I really don't remember that?"
"That's probably true on your part, because about the only thing you remember is to keep the fridge filled with PBR and to go fishing with your friends. And then of course there's Patti."
"There is an alternative to divorce though. We could just keep things the way they are. I would even give you your 90 seconds three times a month like we do now if you want, but I'm still going to have my men friends. I mean after you get out of prison of course.
"I will promise to be more discreet in the future though. I am sorry about that part but like I said, I thought you knew.
"Anyway, what's it going to be Bobby?"
The inspiration for this story came from my personal situation. For about the past four months I have been pretty much useless around the house because of a serious back issue that finally resulted in another surgery. My wife has had to do virtually everything for me including her regular job of being the main bread winner because I have been retired for about 8 years. Actually I didn't retire, my back retired for me. Normally I am a saint, no really I am, I swear. I mean I never baked her quiche or anything, but I did do the laundry. Lately though I have been as helpless as a baby. The other night I saw her sharpening all the knives in the drawer, now I'm sleeping with one eye open.
This one's for you dear.
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An Ending
As reguested by Kalimaxos an ending to his story, 'Just One...if You Don't Mind' published on April 18, 2021
As he requested I wanted to write an ending to Kalimaxos' story. But I wanted to do it without changing facts or even assuming facts that aren't included in his story. I also wanted to try to write the ending I thought he would write, but I'm not sure I was successful. It may have been more of how I would have liked to see it end.
This story will make very little sense if you don't read his first, because my story begins exactly when and where his ended.
"So Rick? What do we do?"
I sighed sluggishly and folded the letter back up and placed back it in it's envelop. I tried to hand it back to Leslie who was giving me a look that was equal parts hopeful and lustful.
"It's your letter Rick, not mine."
I immediately and unceremoniously dropped it onto the kitchen table and met her heavy lidded gaze. She had barely started on her 2nd glass of wine, so I knew it wasn't the Moscato making her eyelids weighty.
The letter probably weighed only an ounce or so, but it seemed like more than a ton. After all it contained the entire accumulated substance of our more than 20 years together. Marcy had succinctly boiled every meaningful or noteworthy event in our history, our wedding, two grown and successful children, every trial and travail, every dream and hope for us and our family, down to saying 'either take me back or don't.'
Although I didn't agree with their choices and lifestyle, what Vincent and Leslie are and do seems more honorable than what Marcy had just done to me. I was so angry that I was shaking inside. I am not a screamer so some may interpret that as being calm. In combat many appear calm, including myself, although we are not. But when you are responsible for other men's lives, you don't have the luxury of losing control.
I stood and re-corked the wine, grabbed both our glasses and dumped the remaining wine into the sink and returned to my chair. "Leslie, right now for me, you and I is not going to be a good thing. I need to process this information further and I just can't do it right now. I would like to, if your and Vincent's offer is still open, have dinner with you and talk this over more sometime soon. I would like you to answer a few brief questions now though if you are willing.
She just nodded her head slowly never taking her eyes off me. I had slipped into my combat command mode and it was making her very uncomfortable.
"Have you talked with or communicated in anyway with Marcy since she left on her trip a couple of days ago?"
"No." Shaking her head slowly.
"Are you supposed to contact her to review the results of this meeting with her."
"Yes." Nodding her head cautiously.
"How is that supposed to happen?"
"Email."
"Can I ask you to hold off on doing that? I know we don't know each other very well and you don't owe me anything, but I am the kind of guy that needs time to process things before making decisions of this nature and I'm afraid the anger I am feeling right now will boil over if I don't get some time. I don't want to have to react to contact from her and say things that I couldn't take back." I was becoming emotional and it was making me angry. Get your shit together Rick. "So I'm asking you for this favor. Please don't contact her or even respond to any contact from her in any way. I'm only asking for about a week so I can calm down."
"Sure Rick, I can do that. Our plans weren't really that time sensitive anyway."
"Tell me Les did you guys talk at all about how she expected me to react to this letter?"
"A little bit, but remember I thought she was going to talk with you before she left. She did understand that you would be angry but would ultimately take advantage of her offer to be with me. She thought over time you would process it and the two of you would go on with your lives."
"Whose idea was the Muscato Les?"
"It was hers. She said it was the favorite wine for the two of you to drink on the back patio after a long day. She said it is one of her favorite times in her marriage. It's when she feels closet to you."
She had just confirmed for me that the two of them had planned this in great detail. It wasn't a spur of the moment decision. Marcy had coldly and calculatedly made a plan. One that could end our marriage, and it pissed me off that I hadn't seen it coming. I needed to think.
I stood up in the universal sign for 'this meeting is over' and handed her bottle of wine back. "Thanks for stopping by Leslie. I'm serious about the dinner request. We can go somewhere if you guys prefer and I'll buy, just give me a week or so?"
"Absolutely Rick. I hope I haven't offended you and, well, you don't seem the type to speak out on private matters, but please keep Vincent and my lifestyle to yourself?
"Of course Leslie. And please don't think I'm passing judgment. If my marriage wasn't on the line here I would be curious about learning more abut your lifestyle. Maybe someday.
"Good night Les," and I showed her out the door. It wasn't until then I realized I was calling her by the familiar shortened version of her proper name. It was probably because at this moment I felt more comfortable with her than my own wife. I wondered if I could trust her and the answer was probably yes, because she still definitely wanted to have sex with me. But, at the end of the day it really didn't matter if she remained silent. It only mattered what I did and I had about six weeks to figure that out.
I was suddenly old and very tired and needed to go to bed. I left the letter where it lay. In fact I didn't touch it for over three weeks. It just stayed there as if it were radioactive. Or maybe I was just afraid that I would just have to accept what it really stood for?
My life quickly returned to normal. Go to work, come home, eat, and go to bed. I never heard anymore from Marcy. Nor did I hear from the kids. That wasn't really unusual because we raised them to be independent, to be able to stand on their own. But I was a little surprised that Marcy hadn't asked them to check in on me? I guess she really wanted her hall pass to be outside of our marriage.
I did have dinner with the Nielsons. Vincent made good on his offer to BBQ and we had an enjoyable evening. Early on we mostly made small talk about various inane subjects although I did ask them a couple of general questions about their lifestyle we pretty much left that topic alone. I did ask Leslie when we were alone for a moment if she had heard from Marcy and she said she had not. I believed her.
But, I could tell that Vincent was a little uncomfortable. So after dinner as we were sitting outside with a drink I was going to ask him straight out about his discomfort but he beat me to it.
"Rick, I want to tell you that I am uncomfortable with Leslie sleeping with you and I want to revoke my permission for that to happen." That got both Leslie's and my attention. He motioned for us to relax; it was obvious that he hadn't spoken with Leslie about this beforehand.
"Don't get upset Rick, she told me up front about her desire to be with you and I know you are aware of our lifestyle and have no issues with that. Leslie told me about your conversation the other night and to be honest I was more than a little upset at Marcy for the way it was handled. It might seem to you that our lifestyle is perverted or at least abnormal, but we have specific rules and those have to be followed to the letter. And rule number one is no cheating or sneaking around behind your partner's back. I just feel that Marcy violated that rule. Remember I had no idea that she was leaving you for an extended period of time so I want to make it clear to both of you that I will consider any sexual contact between the two of you as cheating." He looked carefully at both of us. Leslie looked disappointed but nodded her head vigorously in acknowledgment.
I was beginning to like Mr. Vincent Nielson.
"I'm very relieved and grateful to have you say that Vinnie. I was trying to figure out a way to tell the both of you the same thing without hurting feelings. As I told your wife, someday I would like to talk about more your lifestyle. I admit to some idle fascination with it."
After that we all had a very delightful time that lasted well into the night. I was grateful I didn't have to drive anywhere, because I had way too much to drink. As I was leaving their house I got a firm handshake from Vinnie and a light kiss on the cheek from Leslie. They both offered to help me in anyway they could. The truth is though, I never saw either of them again.
Being alone for an extended time period did give me more appreciation for what I had put Marcy through for all those years when I was deployed. I now had to make all the decisions, pay all the bills, and the other myriad of things associated with day to day life. And unlike me, she had to handle everything with the kids. It must have been overwhelming at times for her. And, she was right, I never really expressed my appreciation for what she did. Hell, I didn't appreciate her enough and that might be one reason she was doing what she was.
I found it hard to take a morally superior position with her on this, but my one fling cut short many years ago hardly matched up with what she was doing. On the other hand did I want to throw 24 hard fought for good years of marriage away over this?
Before I knew it, over three weeks had passed and I was no closer to understanding what happened, never mind making a decision. As the days passed, my anxiety increased because the day of decision was coming. Either take me back or walk away. Those words kept repeating themselves over and over in my mind day and night.
Finally one evening I decided to re-read Marcy's letter. It was still on the kitchen table exactly as I had left it what seemed like an eternity a go. I filled a tumbler with ice cubes and poured my Glen Livet Code in it to the brim. It was going to be an emotional night.
I picked up the envelope and went into the den, settled into my chair, and took the letter out and read through it again. I had to refill my glass once because I went over it several times. I was glad I had let time pass before reacting to it. When I first read it I was just angry and missed so much meaning in its content. When I finished my second glass of scotch I knew what I had to do. That night I slept peacefully for the first time since Marcy left. I was like that once I made a decision. It drove my fellow chopper pilots crazy that I could sleep so soundly just before going into combat. I told them that after you made all your plans and accounted for every contingency there was no point in worrying. Fate becomes the hunter from that point on.
I hadn't had any contact whatsoever from Marcy after the phone call I made to her and caught her in Dr. Cardosa's room.
On the day Marcy's plane was due to land I verified her arrival time and headed to the airport so I could be there as she walked out. That's right, the airport. Either take me back or walk away wasn't happening. Sitting next to me in the passenger seat was Penny Washington's husband, Josh. I'm not sure he believed me when I relayed to him what Penny had told me but I let him read Marcy's letter in my SUV on the way to the airport and I could tell he was becoming more agitated by the minute. His doubts were slipping away especially since he had received a text from Penny before the plane took off to not worry about picking her up because Marcy was going to give her a ride home. How was she going to do that if she was supposed to be at the Ambassador hotel? Maybe her boy toy made other arrangements?
The forty minute drive was made mostly in silence. I had reviewed my plans and made the appropriate arrangements. By the time we arrived at the airport I was really worried about Josh and I reminded him to be cool. There was still a chance for his marriage.
One of the other things I had done was to call the spouse of every person I knew on Marcy's team, give them the information I had, and told them what time the plane was getting in. I found it interesting that not one of them was scheduled to pick their spouse up at the airport. Whatever they did with that information was up to them. I had my own business to attend to.
Josh and I were standing outside the baggage area for only about 5 minutes when I saw Marcy and her team exiting the building. It couldn't have gone any better in my dreams.
Because no one was expecting anyone there to pick them up they were all very comfortable with each other. I spied Marcy first. Dr. Cardosa had his arm drapped over her shoulder and resting comfortably on her left breast. He was lightly caressing her nipple with his thumb and they were kissing and laughing together. The seemed very happy and I guess on some level they should be. The work they did was important and it wasn't without personal risk. It was a long grueling six weeks and now it was back to their regular mundane worlds.
At that moment I felt Josh brush passed my shoulder as he sprinted towards the door. I noticed Penny locked in an embrace and kissing her boy toy passionately. This wasn't going to be good, but I returned my focus to Marcy. At that moment she saw Josh flying by her and looked in my direction as I was approaching her and Dr. fuckface. The color drained from her face and she stopped walking, looking at me with her mouth open.
I had given the signal and at that moment my process server stepped in front of her and said, "Are you Mrs. Mary Weston? When she applied in the affirmative, he continued. "You've been served." And he walked away.
She started to cry but she was also very angry. By this time her boyfriend realized what was happening but he was too shocked to respond. I said to Marcy, "You really expected me to just take you back or walk away? Our 24 year marriage meant so little to you?"
Admittedly it caught me off guard, but without a word she slapped me across the face as hard as she could. "You bastard, you've ruined everything. Why couldn't you have done what I said? You had to act like a juvenile."
And she wound up to strike me again, when I grabbed her arm. That was the moment I had been waiting for. It is when Dr. Boy Toy made his mistake. He grabbed my arm that was keeping Marcy from striking me and tried to turn me around. He only got out "Listen Rick..." and he was lying on the ground with his nose exploding blood all over his face and the ground. Marcy screamed and cried then knelt down to give him aid.
I leaned down and whispered to him, "Listen Dr. dipshit if you get up I will knock you down again. If I ever so much as see your slimy face again I will end your surgical career. Do you understand me? Answer me fuckwad!"
"Yes, yes I understand." It wasn't easy for him to speak what with him spitting up blood and teeth.
Marcy was sobbing and starting to hyperventilate. Shooting daggers at me with her eyes she screeched, "Are you happy now?"
I became aware of the commotion all around us but assumed it had to do with me laying out Dr. Cardosa, but as I looked around I noticed Penny screaming and trying to pull Josh off of her boy toy. Josh had him by the head with both hands grabbing handfuls of hair. He was banging the already unconscious man's head viciously on the concrete saying something unintelligible. But that wasn't the only thing going on. There were people running everywhere, sirens were blaring. I noticed fists flying, hair pulling, screaming and everything else you could think of going on around us. Nobody was even paying any mind to our little three person drama. Apparently many of the people I called had showed up and they weren't happy. Most of Marcy's nurses were younger and had children at home. It wasn't pretty. I guess I was the only one whose wife set him up with a woman prior to leaving.
I looked back down at Marcy smiled and said, "Yeah I'm happy." And I started to walk away.
She flopped her butt on the ground and through her tears asked me, "What am I going to do now?"
"Well you have a room at the Ambassador, I suggest you use it." I didn't bother waiting for Josh because I knew he wouldn't need a ride. He might have killed his wife's paramour. He was in deep shit as dozens of police officers were arriving from every direction.
I turned back to Marcy. "Another thing, I haven't contacted Kyle or Mary to give them any heads-up. I will give you 48 hours to do so. If you haven't spoken to them in that time period I will call them and let them know what is going on. If I hear from them first and the initial words out of their mouths isn't something like, "Gee Dad I know Mom cheated but..." I will go off. Are we clear?" She just nodded her head in between tears.
I did hear from both kids two days later and I couldn't have been prouder of them. Mary called first and said, "Dad I'm sorry. Mom told me what she did, but as I see it that is between you and her. I am not going to get involved beyond saying that I love you both and hope that you can work out whatever is the best solution for each of you."
Kyle's call went essentially the same except he added that there was a news report about a major disturbance in Terminal 7 a couple of days ago and that extra police were needed to quell it. You didn't have anything to do with that, did you?"
"Good by Kyle." I hung up the phone smiling.
Our divorce was final 4 months later. We split everything 50-50, sold the house, and left each other's retirements alone. Marcy didn't contest it, but wanted a last meeting before she signed the final papers. I refused, and told my attorney I had nothing to say to her, and I had no interest in hearing what she had to say. Either sign the papers or don't.
Two months later I got a transfer to the west coast through my company. I wanted to get as far away from home as possible and leave my past behind me.
Over time I began to regret my actions that day at the airport more and more. The smart thing would have been to just have Marcy served at the hotel and then get on with my life, but I just couldn't get passed the disrespect Marcy had shown me and our marriage by her actions and especially in her letter. Of all the things she did and said the one thing that upset me most was in her letter when she said don't make a scene. She knew what my response was going to be. She knew her marriage was over the day she left but she went anyway.
I kept in touch about current events back home mostly through Kyle, but also from some friends I had at work. I didn't push anybody to give me information but I didn't stop them from telling me either.
I figured that Marcy would marry Dr. Numbnuts after our divorce was final but that didn't happen. In fact he broke it off with Marcy the same week they got back from South America. I never knew if it was because of what I said to him or he just got tired of being with an older woman. Last I heard someone said he married a 20 year old Candy Striper.
Marcy went back to work at the same hospital and as far as I know was as competent a surgical team leader as she always was. Kyle once told me she dated some but it was nothing serious and much like me had just thrown herself into her work.
The final scorecard from what went down that day, in what has become known in local yore as "The massacre in Terminal 7" is pretty lengthy.
There were 6 divorces, 3 jail sentences, 4 lawsuits, and an assortment of misdemeanor tickets issued. There were also hospital bills for broken bones, cuts and contusions, black eyes, a few stitches and other sundry injuries.



The one I felt worst about was of course Josh. He had in fact nearly killed Penny's lover. He had suffered permanent brain damage and would need assistance for the rest of his life. Josh got a 10 year state prison sentence out of the deal too. What happened to Penny? Nothing, she divorced Josh and went back to working for Marcy.
If I had just done what Marcy wanted, Josh would probably still be divorced but he would be a free man. Josh periodically communicates with me through email. They get email in prison? Thankfully, he doesn't blame me for his problems and takes full responsibility for his actions, but it still haunts me.
Improbably I was never even visited by any member of law enforcement.
A few weeks after the incident I noticed a 'for sale' sign go up in Vincent and Leslie's front yard. Less than two months later a new family had moved in. I heard that they got divorced a couple of years later. It wasn't acrimonious or anything they just grew bored with each other I guess. I read something later that couples with 'open marriages' is about the only group with a higher divorce rate than military and healthcare workers.
Two years after our divorce Mary finished her hitch in the navy. She really liked the work she did but wanted a family even more, and she more than most was aware of the perils of married life in the military. She married a really nice guy and they just told me that they are pregnant with my first grandchild. She still works for one of the aerospace companies and loves what she does.
Four years after the divorce
Believe it or not my ex-wife and I managed to sit together through our son Kyle's two and a half hour college graduation ceremony without killing each other. He got his BA in Aeronautics and was planning on a career in the air force. Of course things got a little dicier at the reception we paid for afterwards. After we each had a couple of drinks Marcy decided that now was a good time for us to have the discussion I refused at our final divorce hearing.
She caught me outside sitting by myself at a table overlooking a large pond with small sailboats on it. "Can we talk Rick, I need to say some things."
Still looking at the water, I motioned for her to sit and I said rather wistfully, "You know Marcy I think I might learn to sail one day. It looks incredibly peaceful. I need to find more peace in my life."
"Well no wonder, what with all the families you ruined with your little stunt at the airport. I will never forgive you for that Rick."
While on some level I agreed with her I still didn't like her attitude. "Listen Marcy, it's all water under the bridge now, but I would really like to know. What exactly were you doing in the 1-2 hours before the start of your shift everyday while you were parked at the Red Roof Inn? I mean I'm just wondering how far your hypocrisy goes?"
She was silent for a very long time and responded without answering my question. "I guess it's best to leave the past in the past." I noticed tears forming in her eyes. "Our first grandchild will be arriving any day now, and I think we should be able to at least act mature enough together so as not to not embarrass our children."
"Yes Marcy I think we can do that. After all we have spent all afternoon together and haven't hit each other once."
She just gave a rueful smile and we sat there not speaking further looking out over the water watching the approaching sunset.
If I was Rick would I have really ended it with the confrontation at the airport? As much as I would have liked to, the answer is no. I probably would have had Marcy served in the hotel lobby and gone on with my life. Real life is boring though.
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This is another unwilling cuckold story. Don't read it if that offends you.
It is neither a BTB nor a RAAC. There is no explicit sex either so if you're looking for that you should pass.
Oh yeah, and one more thing. This is just a short one so if you are one of those folks that need to know everyone's back story and what characters had for lunch, or even the bust size of the cheating whore, you won't like this one either.
"I'll tell you what I don't want to hear out of you. I don't want to hear that you're sorry; everyone is sorry after they get caught. I don't want to hear why you did it. I don't even want to know if this was your first affair. None of that shit matters one iota to me! What matters is that you did it. You shit all over your family. That's right, you didn't just cheat on me, you cheated on our four children. They won't have a chance at a normal childhood. You cheated on both sets of our parents. Now the kids won't have a normal grandparent grandchild relationship. You fucked your entire family and for what? A dick 2 inches bigger than mine? Fuck you, just fuck you!
"As far as I am concerned, you are a lying, cheating piece of shit, but I talked with an attorney like you suggested and she confirmed that what you threatened me with would be the likely outcome. So my life will be miserable for the next ten years. Imagine my shock when I discovered that according to the law, you were the one who ruined us, yet I would be the one punished.
"Rick honey please, I didn't 'threaten you.' That's not how I meant it, you have to believe me, I was trying to rationally point out the reality of all our lives. Ok so I am a lying cheating whore, but do our four children deserve to pay the price for my behavior?"
"I understand that the kids come first but I guess in your world then, the ruination of my life is just collateral damage? And please don't call me honey; you don't have the right any longer. It's just Rick.
"And just for laughs, I'd like to hear how you telling me that I should let you continue your affair despite being married to me, so that I wouldn't be a part time father paying alimony and child support for the next ten fucking years isn't a threat?"
"I didn't handle that very well yesterday. I'm sorry, but it's hard for me to explain. It's not a slam on you, but Troy does things to me, he makes me feel things I've never felt before. I don't love him, but right now I can't let him go."
"Yeah, yeah, I know. You told me, he has a bigger dick and blah, blah, blah. I'm sorry that what I was born with wasn't enough for you. But in my defense, we had sex before marriage, so if my dick wasn't sufficient enough you shouldn't have said yes to my proposal. And, in the 15 years and four children since I never heard a single complaint from you about my abilities in the sack, not once. This is all on you, not me!"
"I know it is Rick, but please let me try to explain it better?"
"This should be good. I love fairy tales, please go right ahead." He waved his arm ceremoniously and flopped back down in his chair.
"In the year since this started, have I ever once turned you down for sex, have you ever noticed the slightest decrease in my attentiveness to the entire family, have I ever cancelled so much as a lunch date with you, is there anything at all you could point to that you or the kids have suffered for because of my outside activities?"
The truth of the matter is he couldn't. But it only served to make him angrier because she just didn't get it.
"Tell me this then, if you were so good at hiding it and taking care of my needs and being a good mother and all to our kids, why tell me now? At least I had the bliss of my ignorance. Now you've even taken that away from me!"
"I had to tell you Rick, because someone close to us saw me in a compromising position, and I didn't want you to find out from them. I had to tell you."
"How noble of you. Who saw you with your fuck buddy? I want to know because no one has said shit to me about it, and I'd like to know just who my good friend is."
"I'm not going to tell you that. I can't."
"Why not? You won't tell me the name of your lover either, so this just keeps getting better."
I won't tell you who saw me, because it doesn't matter and all it would do is to hurt you unnecessarily. I won't tell you who my friend is because I know you, and you would try to hurt him. I can't have our children's father in prison, they need him."
"With all the sarcasm he could muster. "Gee you seem to know what's best for me in every aspect of my life so I guess I shouldn't be upset at all. Is your next step to explain to me how good it will be for me to sit in a chair like a good little cuckold and watch the two of you fucking, so I can clean you both up when you're finished?"
"Just stop with the sarcasm Rick. It doesn't become you. And stop being so childish; what the hell is a cuckold anyway?"
"No you're the one being childish Kat. Do you mean to tell me that not once in this last year the two of you haven't laughed at me, made fun of my dick size, or taken advantage of a myriad of other opportunities to belittle me? How many times have you fucked him in my bed or let him drink my booze laughing all the while I was out of town?"
Rick never even saw the slap coming. It almost knocked him off his feet and in his anger he instinctively started to strike back. Somehow he managed not to, but it was a close thing. He stood rubbing his cheek and exercising his jaw to make sure it still worked. He was in a state of shock. Shocked because she hit him, and terrified because he almost hit her back. He knew it was time to go. He had to get distance between them. For her part Kat was just as stunned at her violence against the man she loved, she was wide eyed and had her hands over her mouth unable to speak. She started to cry. Everything was coming apart. This isn't at all how she wanted this conversation to go.
When she snapped out of it, she apologized profusely and tried to hug Rick but he pushed her away.
"Rick I am so sorry. Please forgive me. I know you don't have any reason to believe me, but he has never been anywhere near our family and home. And, neither of us ever said one word about you. I don't know if you believe me, but I can compartmentalize my activities. When I'm with you he doesn't even exist. And when..."
"Right." Rick quickly interrupted, "which also means when you're with him me and the kids don't exist, right?"
Kat put her head down and said softly. "Yes Rick, but that is a good thing. I was going to add how you could think I would do such a thing as to humiliate you, but under the circumstances I guess there's no point in arguing it. But it's true, none of that ever happened."
Fuck you! Isn't this where I need to say that I'm also going to get a DNA tests done on all the kids?"
Kat wound up to slap him again, but he saw it coming this time, he caught her arm and spoke menacingly. "Don't try that again, I'm working hard to maintain my composure. And frankly based on what you been doing to me all these months doesn't give you the right to be shocked about anything I would ask."
"Ok Rick I understand, but we have to work this out somehow. My friend is outside of us."
"You mean the dirtbag." It was a statement not a question and all the venom building inside of him was included in its delivery.
"He's not a dirtbag Rick, he's a nice guy."
"Of course he is. He's just a nice guy who fucks other guy's wives? By the way, since we are on the subject, do I need to get an STD test done? I mean how many other wives is he fucking? There is not telling what sort of putrid diseases is he carrying around is there?"
"Of course you can do that if you want. But he and I have both been getting weekly tests done since this our friendship started. I insisted on that so that you wouldn't be at risk."
"That's great. I certainly don't want to hurt your feelings, but you'll have to forgive me if I get one done anyway. Thanks for also letting me know that you're fucking him bareback. You made me wear condoms after our youngest was born until I got snipped. I know you too well Kat. What was your plan if the shit head got you pregnant, just more collateral damage to my life, raising someone else's kid?
"I seriously want to know since I had my vasectomy would I have gotten the same speech? Look Rick, you'll raise this kid as one of your own, or I will take everything you cherish from you. Is that what I would have to look forward to?"
"Of course not, that would never happen. Can't we just focus on how we will work through our problems like adults?"
"You mean work through our problems so that you can have your fuck buddy and still stayed married to me, that kind of working through?
"Just fuck you Kat! "I'm getting out of here before I do something stupid. If there is an emergency you can reach me at my parents. I'm going to stay with them until I can figure out what to do. I will think about what you've said, but right now I see divorce as the only option. Please don't contact me to give me any more bullshit about how we have to 'talk' about this. There is nothing more left to say. You've made your position perfectly clear."
Rick did stay at his parents. He was an only child which always carried its own set of burdens but he did manage to stay for almost two whole weeks in what was a surreal experience. He laid everything out for his mom and dad, exactly as his conversation with Kat went down. His father was shocked and supportive. He didn't try to sway Rick's decision one way or the other. He just told him he would be there for him whatever he decided. On the other hand his mother was relentless. Even as a small child Rick never had any confusion about who was in charge of the family. His mother ran everything. And she started her assault on him the moment he finished his story.
"Oh come on now Rickie." She never stopped calling him that. "It can't be that bad. You have four beautiful children that need you very much. You just have to find a way to co-exist with Kat. I know she loves you."
"Ah Mom you get it right? She is having sex with another man, and wants me to be ok with that!"
"Rickie listen to me, divorcing her would be a permanent solution to a temporary problem. In a few months she will get over her infatuation with this other man and realize what she has at home. Don't divorce her. I know you can work this out." She went on and on about it day and night. Often times she would be crying as she pleaded with him to reconsider the divorce. Sometimes she even broke out the old "I'm very disappointed in you Rickie, we raised you better than that."
The worst thing she said, and admittedly she apologized right away, but it still hurt him terribly was, "Rickie if you don't go back to Kat and work this out together, I will never forgive you."
Rick knew his parents loved their grand kids to death but he also noticed that whenever his mother started in on him that his father had a tendency to disappear from the room. When they were alone together his dad would remind him that he would support whatever decision he made, but he never said anything like that when his mother was around.
Ultimately Rick did come to the conclusion that keeping his family together was the best thing. It wasn't like he had a lot of options anyway. He felt like a bird trapped in a cage. He could see the big world outside but couldn't find a way out. So he just decided to suck it up and make the best of a bad situation. So he went home.
"Listen Kat, I have decided to stay. I'm only staying so our kids don't have to grow up in a broken home and because I know if I left, your fuck buddy would be moved in to my house in a heartbeat. I will not expose our children to that. However I'm only staying until little Amanda turns 18, and then I'm gone. I'm going to turn the den into my bedroom because I don't think I want to be in the same bed with you after you have fucked your 'friend's' brains out."
"No, no, no." She stomped her foot. "You are going to sleep with me. I've been with my man friend for a year now, have you ever once seen or smelled anything on me that made you suspicious. No you haven't. You're sleeping with me and that's final. Besides, what would the kids think? Since you are going to be staying for them we have to keep up appearances.
If you want to leave after the other kids are gone and Amanda turns 18 so be it. But in the meanwhile, we sleep together." The way Kat figured it; she knew that Rick loved her and that over time their relationship would be fine. She wasn't going to give him any reason to distance himself. She vowed to herself that she would be more careful with her lover in the future to make certain Rick didn't see or smell anything that would make him angry or hurt.
Of course the kids were overjoyed to have him back home, but Rick was even happier. He hated being away from them. Even when on his business trips he made it a point to contact them every day. He never failed to bring small gifts home for them either. Seeing their euphoria gave him hope that he could get through this.
Things didn't go well at first. And although Kat didn't bother trying to convince him that all was well any more, she did put on a full course press to get him to make love to her. But Rick couldn't do it. He tried his best to act normal, but it was difficult for him and an uneasy truce settled between husband and wife.
Rick found it very difficult to not get angry anytime Kat left the house alone. Although she told him she only saw her friend once or twice week, in Rick's mind it was every time Kat left the house alone, and it hurt him deeply.
Kat tried everything to make him more comfortable but it wasn't working so she decided that having lived through a few rough few weeks after Rick moved back, that going to a marriage counselor would be a good idea. Kat felt Rick wasn't adapting to his new situation fast enough and it was important to help get their relationship back on the right track. The children were starting to get suspicious too.
Rick was flabbergasted when Kat brought up the idea. "Wait, let me get this straight. You want me to go to marriage counseling with you so I can get more comfortable with you fucking other guys, seriously?" He was laughing so hard he started to hiccup, but suddenly Kat saw a dark expression cross his face and he immediately got quiet and very serious, he said. "You know what Kat, maybe that isn't a bad idea. We should do that." Rick had a couple of reasons for agreeing. Mostly he was curious as to how Kat was going to sell her having a boyfriend to the counselor as a way to make their marriage stronger. If nothing else, it could be entertaining. "But, I get to choose the counselor." He didn't want some new age air head child of the sun extolling the virtues of polyandrous relationships to him.
Kat readily agreed and for some unfathomable reason was giddy with excitement and looking forward to it. All Rick could do was shake his head in wonder at the depth of her delusion.
Kat was amazed at the success of the counseling. After two or three sessions Rick was much more affectionate at home. He didn't yell or scream at her and he didn't pout anymore.
Frankly the counselor was amazed too. Basically all he did was point out to Rick that it didn't matter what societal norms were, it only mattered what he and Kat considered normal. He was seeing more and more of these type situations in his practice and they never worked out well. Once the 10 sessions were over he thought he should write a white paper and submit it to "Psychology Today." Maybe it could help couples all over the country.
So life went on in Rick and Kat's household. You couldn't call their marriage, story book by any stretch of the imagination. But they got along well and worked together to give their children the best childhood experiences they could. To a casual observer it looked as if their marriage was better than most.
Almost immediately after completing their counseling their lovemaking returned to normal levels. Rick and Kat never even spoke about her man friend again. Rick knew he was ignoring the obvious but saw no good reason to bring it up.
There was a serious incident that upset Rick so tremendously he almost trashed their agreement. About six years into their ten year arrangement Rick got a call from his father and asked him to come to the house alone, right away.
Kat saw the serious expression on his face. "Rick is something wrong? You're scaring me."
"I don't know, but I think my Mom might be sick. Dad said I needed to get there right away."
"Well hold on, I'll go with you."
"No he said to come alone."
Kat looked worried, because she loved his parents almost as much as hers. "Okay but please let me know what's going on as soon as possible."
He promised he would and headed over to his childhood home.
When he arrived both parents were seated in the front room. His dad looked angry and his mom had obviously been crying. This only heightened his concern. His dad spoke first. "Rick, I want you to know I only found out about this yesterday and I'm very angry at your Mother." And he left the room.
"What's going on Mom?"
"Rickie I have to tell you something and it's going to hurt you. I never meant to, I just wanted to keep your family together. You know I love the grandkids so much."
"Just tell me Mom."
"It was me that saw Kat with her boyfriend all those years ago. I saw them coming out of a hotel room one day when I was meeting Doris for lunch."
"What! And you never told me. How could you do that to me?"
"Honey, the kids were just babies, they needed both parents...."
She kept talking but didn't hear the rest of what she said. He was stunned. His own mother. Rick got up and left without another word.
When he got home Kat nervously peppered him with questions, but he just said that his parents were worried if we would have enough money to pay for all the kids' college costs. I told them we were still working on it, but we were trying. They told me they would help anyway they could. They're just getting older and they worry. I guess that's what old people do."
"Well thank goodness. I hope you told them not to worry anymore."
Rick just nodded his head and went to the back yard.
Rick's relationship with his mother was never the same. Oh they still saw each other, usually with the grand kids and Kat, but the close relationship she had with her only child was gone forever. The same was true with his parent's marriage. His dad actually left home for about a month he was so upset with his wife's deceit. Unfortunately his father passed away about a year following that meeting. He died a sad man and it truly bothered Rick. He had some dark days following the funeral. To Kat's credit she was with him every step of the way and helped him come out of his depression.
Rick's resolve to leave his wife began to wane. He still struggled with it, but he realized his wife loved him and that she was trying, so he was having second thoughts.
Before either one knew it their oldest left for college and the next two followed in successive years. Amanda didn't turn 18 until a couple of years later, but she graduated high school and was all set to attend the state college. It was true what everyone told them. The child rearing years, especially high school went by in a blur.
It was about that same time that his mom was gone too. As an only child it was left to him to close out their estate. Dying is a very complicated and time consuming process. There's a saying that as an only child the good news is that when your parents die you don't have to argue with siblings about anything. The bad news is you don't have siblings to share the burden with either. Ironically it turned out that his parents had left him enough money to insure that all the kids would be able to get college degrees without having to absorb the burden of student loan debt.



As he was going through their important papers Rick saw a hand addressed letter to him from his mother. The envelope simply read, 'For Rick after I'm gone.' It was dated only 3 weeks before she died. Leave it to his mom to put a date on it. He stuck it in his shirt pocket and decided to read it later.
Shortly after his mother's death Rick had essentially decided to stay with Kat. The hurt and anger had gone and he felt he had a better life than most got so why rock the boat. Besides he saw how lonely his mother was and it concerned him that same thing could happen to him if he left Kat. Amanda was the only child left in the house and he was already starting to suffer from the empty nest syndrome.
Rick had tossed the letter into his desk and forgot about it for several weeks. One day rummaging through his drawer he saw it and decided to read it. What he read shocked him, but he had trouble believing it fully. That's the trouble when you start lying; the trust is gone so you question motives. Were the contents true or was his mother just trying to make herself look better post mortem?
He decided to shred the letter and not say a word. It was less than a year before Amanda would turn eighteen and head off to college. But he did think about it often and it impacted his decision making process about his future.
The day after Amanda left for school Rick sat down with Kat.
"Kat, I've seen an attorney and I am going to be divorcing you. You can go to her office to sign the papers or I can have you served. I don't want to embarrass you, but it's time for me to move on."
"But why? We were so good all these years."
"Because I don't love you Kat and our agreement was I would stay until Amanda turned 18."
"Don't you love me?"
"No Kat, and my love didn't gradually slip away. It stopped the moment you threatened me. I owe it to myself to walk away like we agreed to 10 years ago. I know our paths will cross again because of the kids and grandkids, so I will be civil, but we're done."
"Oh come on Rick, you mean all those times we held hands, the countless times you told me how you loved me, and the lovemaking wasn't real? I know the difference between having sex and making love, and you made love to me. It took a little while but after a few months your revenge sex turned to sex then to lovemaking. I know it did."
"I lied to you Kat. It was an act. And do you know why?"
Kat was crying openly now. She didn't say anything she just shook her head no.
Because, in a pretty short time period I realized something, and it hit me like a ton of bricks, you could divorce me at anytime, for any reason. Why do you think I agreed to the counseling? We live in a no fault state. You could have filed for divorce just because I forgot to take the trash out, or forgot your birthday. What if over time you fell in love with your boy toy? In any case the result would be the same. I would become a part time Dad. You had all the power in our relationship. I couldn't take a chance, so I tried to be the best dad I could, and I faked it with you."
"I don't believe you. I know you love me, I know you do. I would never have done anything like that to you!" She was screaming hysterically and sobbing uncontrollably. Maybe now she finally realized the true depth of what she had done.
"Wait please Rick, I have to tell you something. I haven't seen my boyfriend or been with anyone but you in almost ten years!"
"Yeah, like I believe that. That's pretty desperate even for you Kat. Rick truly felt that Kat would say or do anything to get what she wanted.
"I swear its true Rick. I have been a completely faithful wife to you since a few months after we had our talk."
"Why, and what happened? You never said anything to me."
"I figured you wouldn't believe me anyway, so I didn't say anything. What happened was that as soon as I told him that you now understood our relationship, he started to change. When we were ah, together he started belittling you, calling you a wimpy cuckold. He started to tell me I had to cut you off and said all sorts of perverse things when we were intimate together. Finally one day I had enough and I slapped him and left. I never went back. And I never was with anyone else but you ever again."
"How many times did you slap him?'
"Just once, why?"
"No real reason. At least he and I are even in that department. So for all these years you just kept that to yourself?"
"Yes Rick. I figured the only thing I could do was to be the best mother and wife anyone could ever be and I thought we were good."
"Well I will grant you this. You have been a terrific mom, I don't see how anyone could have done better and I know you will be an excellent grandma too. But I have to tell you the hurt is there and won't go away. I will also give you credit for trying to be a good wife. I know the intimacy we had before your affair never returned, but I did know you tried and that you cared for me. Still to me it never got better than just two friends with benefits.
"Please Rick you have to stay. Please don't leave me. I'll do anything you say not to lose you, please I'm begging you."
"Okay Kat, then answer one question for me. Several years ago I learned that it was my mother that saw you with your lover."
Kat acted like she was shocked at the revelation.
"Did you ever talk with her about it?"
After a pregnant pause she responded, "No honey I had no idea your mother saw me."
"That's odd Kat, she told me that you confronted her later that same day and threatened her that if she told me about it, then she would be responsible for breaking up our family and that you would see to it that she never got to see her grandkids again."
"I did no such thing!"
"I don't know Kat it sounded a lot like what you told me ten years ago. The problem I have with what you're telling me is that I don't believe you. I'm sorry, there's nothing you can say that will make me stay.
"It's time for me to do something for myself anyway. I've spent all this time here for the kids and now it's my time. Good bye Kat."
Kat collapsed, wept uncontrollably, but Rick was unmoved. He walked out of his house for the last time.
That same day he started getting angry and emotional calls from each of the kids asking him why he had left their mother. Before answering, he asked each a simple question. "Was I a good Dad?"
They individually assured him in similar language that he had been a fantastic father throughout their lives. He was moved to tears at their validation of his efforts. When he got his emotions under control, he told them the unvarnished truth, including their grandmother's part in it. He didn't pull any punches or sugar coat anything. He explained that he almost left anyway because his anger and shame was overwhelming.
They all understood, thanked him for staying with them. And although they maintained a relationship with their mom, it was never the same. Rick never spoke to Kat again. He even refused to be in the same room with her except for their children's weddings and his grandchildren's birthdays.
Rick loved his solitude and learned that there is a big difference between being lonely and being alone. He was never lonely because he had the important part of his family's love and respect.
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Wife's Hall Pass

Wife wants to use her 21 year old "hall pass," her lover didn't have one.

Note to readers: The hall pass stories have been very popular lately I know. I have had this one sitting half done on my computer (along with many others) for the better part of two years. Reading all the recent ones has encouraged me to complete it and submit it. I really enjoy these types of stories as they present obvious moral conflict. I believe my version provides a couple of unexplored twists, but it you don't like these genre of story, or are looking for something with explicit sex in it, you should pass on it.


Main Characters:

Thomas Nevada Smith, age 44 married to Pilar for 21 years.
Pilar Smith, 39 years old, Married to Nevada with three children
Suzanne Smith, age 18 oldest daughter of Pilar and Nevada set to attend college in the fall.
Steven Smith, age 15 sophomore in high school and oldest son.
Pat Smith, age 13 in middle school.
Karl Malden, age 49 married supervisor/co-worker of Pilar Smith.
Josie Browning, assisted care nurse
Story:
The groom, Thomas 'Nevada' Smith was frantic. No one called him Thomas or Tom for that matter. It was always 'Nevada.' He never understood where the name came from because he was born in Colorado.
One of the panicked bridesmaids had just informed him that his soon to be wife, Pilar Landau, was getting cold feet and wanted to talk with him. The fact that this mini drama was taking place less than an hour before they were supposed to take their vows added to the stress he was experiencing. As he sprinted towards the back of the Cornerstone Community Church which was rapidly filling with their families and friends he saw Pilar surrounded by her anxious bridesmaids, sitting on a small stone bench sobbing uncontrollably. He found it interesting that as soon as he approached the small group, all the bridesmaids melted away, leaving the two of them alone.
"Pilar, sweetheart what's going on? Everyone is inside waiting for us. Tell me what is wrong?" He assumed it was a normal case of jitters and that whatever was wrong could be easily fixed and they could get on with the ceremony.
It didn't turn out to be that simple.
"Oh Nevada, I don't know that I am ready for all this?"
"Well honey, no one is ever really completely ready for marriage, your nerves are normal."
"It's not that. I am only 18 years old and I'm not sure I am ready to be with one man for the rest of my life. I mean that could be 60 years!"
That brought Nevada up short and in exasperation he sat down on the bench beside her. He was only twenty three but at five years her senior he was regularly teased by his friends that he was "robbing the cradle." Pilar was very mature for her age and they were both deeply in love so he never thought too much about their age difference.
"Honey you know I was never with a boy until I met you and now we are going to be together forever. I am not sure I can do that for the rest of my life. Do you understand?"
In fact he did not understand and frankly with now less than 30 minutes before the ceremony he really didn't think much beyond how upset Pilar's parents were going to be at having spent over $25,000 on a wedding that might not take place, not to mention that his whole family had traveled 2,000 miles to attend it.
He held her in his arms, her tears leaving a large wet spot on his black Brooks Bros. tuxedo. He pleaded with and cajoled her for more than fifteen minutes. He had tried everything and nothing was working. In fact Pilar was becoming more hysterical the more he tried to reason with her.
As the minutes ticked away he half jokingly, and his other half out of frustration said, "If this is about monogamy, what if I gave you a one time marital hall pass?"
Pilar stopped crying immediately, and asked. "What is that?"
"You know, it's a one time exception to the marital fidelity clause."
"Really, you would do that?"
"Sure baby, we can talk more about it later, but now let's go get married." And he walked Pilar toward the church and their future together. Some day her father would really thank him for saving him all that money he thought and laughed to himself.
Of course in the all the hustle and bustle of the wedding, reception, the honeymoon, and starting their life out together, they never did talk about it again.

Twenty one years later.
Nevada Smith was a contented man as he lay on the outdoor patio bed they had purchased a few years ago. He was trying to grasp how so much time had passed so quickly. All three of his kids were now teenagers and his oldest; Suzanne was set to attend college in the fall.
He and Pilar were reasonably successful and at the height of their careers. They had even started planning in earnest their retirements which they both hoped would come within fifteen years. They had actually been 'planning' their retirement from the day they were married, but with kids, a mortgage, and other incidentals along the way; there was always something else to spend money on. But now they were confident that they could meet their retirement goals. Yes, his was a good life and he thought the best was yet to come.
The only fly in the ointment as it were, was Pilar's absolute terror at turning 40. Her birthday was less than two months away and he knew it was bothering her immensely.
Nevada understood because frankly, turning forty several years ago was traumatic for him too. Getting older was a strange concept for him. After surviving turning forty he never really thought about it much anymore. He was beginning to understand and appreciate the perspective that aging gave him. He was comfortable with his life choices and looking forward to the future.
He saw Pilar coming out of the house towards him carrying their wine glasses she had promised to refill. They both loved the patio bed and when the kids weren't home they had spent many of the warm Southern California nights making love then falling asleep wrapped around each others nude bodies on this very bed.
As Pilar sat on the canopied bed she gently handed Nevada his glass. She sat quietly staring into the garnet colored liquid in her glass.
"You're thinking about it again sweetheart, aren't you?"
"Yes Nevada, it seems it's all I can think about these days." She sighed heavily and he could see a small tear forming in the corner of her deep chocolate brown eyes that he loved so much. It was those eyes that made him fall in love with her the first time he looked into them.
Nevada compassionately spoke. "I hate to see you like this honey. Please tell me what I can do to help? Like I've said before, I will plan the biggest party of your life or ignore your birthday completely, whichever you want. Just please tell me what you want?"
Pilar lay back in a half sitting position against one of the many large multi colored pillows at the head of the bed and spoke earnestly while looking directly into his eyes. "Actually, I think I do know what I want for my birthday Nevada. I've been thinking about it a lot lately....I want to use my hall pass."
He didn't respond for what seemed like hours but in reality was probably only a minute. But it was a minute that time stood still for Nevada. His first cogent thought was to profess ignorance as to what a 'hall pass' was, then follow that up unawareness as to ever having granted her one, but he new better.
"Pilar, you aren't really serious? You have to be joking."
She gently placed her glass into the cup holder built into the wrap around headboard and spoke. "I'm absolutely serious Thomas. I am going to use the 'hall pass' you promised me on our wedding day. Are you going to renege on your promise to me?"
"Shit, shit, shit." He thought silently. "Pilar, I remember my promise, but I also remember the context in which I made it. Haven't I earned your fidelity over the past 21 years? Haven't I proven my love and devotion to you and our family?"
"You are a very devoted husband and father and I am lucky to have you love me, but this isn't about you in any way shape or form. It is about me. It's about what I need to feel that I am still an attractive and desirable woman."
"But you are very attractive and desirable to me. You always have been. How many other couples married over twenty years do you know that are still making love three to four times a week? And please don't insult me by saying I'm only saying your attractive because I have to. And it's for damn sure I'm not making love with you because I have to.
"Why now? After 21 years? The reason I gave you the hall pass, besides you getting cold feet thirty minutes before the wedding, was because you told me that you were worried that you couldn't be monogamous for the rest of your life." A really obvious question popped into Nevada's head that he hadn't even considered before. "Look me in the eyes Pilar and tell me you've been faithful all these years."
Without hesitating Pilar looked right into his eyes and said emphatically. "Nevada, I'm insulted that you would even ask me that, but no I have never been unfaithful to you. I have never even done anything that wouldn't pass the husband test! You have hurt my feelings."
"Well excuse the hell out of me for asking, but you are going to cheat on me, so I thought it a fair question under the circumstances!"
"It won't be cheating sweetheart, because you are going to know about it."
"Pilar did you suddenly go brain dead? Just because you tell me you are going to fuck another man, doesn't mean it isn't cheating, you get that right?" He was incredulous. "Listen, let's get back to that later because..."
"Nevada, do you have to be so vulgar?"
"Pilar, what you are suggesting is vulgar, but as I was trying to point out, the reason I originally gave you the hall pass wasn't so you would get to try out a strange cock sometime." She started to protest again but he just shushed her up by waving his hand at her. "You have proven to me that for twenty-one years you have been a faithful loving wife, so why can't you do it for another twenty-one? Something else is going on and I want the truth. Don't I deserve that at least?"
Contrite but still adamant Pilar hesitated for a moment before speaking. "Ok Nevada, but before I explain myself in more detail you do have to understand that it truly doesn't have anything to do with you. It's all on me. Do you believe me?"
"I believe that's what you think, but how does you destroying our marriage have nothing to do with me?"
"Oh honey I'm not destroying our marriage, we are going to be fine. It's just something I feel I need to do for me. Why can't you understand?"
"Listen carefully to me Pilar, if you do this we will be divorced shortly after!"
She waved her hand dismissively at him. "Quit being so melodramatic Nevada, you aren't going to divorce me."
Pilar, I'm thinking about filing just because you brought up the idea, and I damn sure will if you go through with this insanity!"
"I was hoping we could be adults and it wouldn't come to this, but Nevada I have checked with a family law attorney before speaking to you about my need. Do you know what your life would be like in a divorce?"
Nevada's jaw dropped open and he became sick to his stomach. He was fighting back the bile in his throat as he asked incredulously. "Really, you're threatening to take my family away from me if I don't allow this, really?"
"Of course not honey, I'm merely pointing out the facts of life. I will get custody of the kids and the house until Pat turns eighteen. In addition to child support, you will have to pay me alimony for about ten years or so because you make so much more than I do. I will get half your retirement, because I don't have one. You remember we decided years ago to put all our efforts into your plan because it was so much better than mine? And you will still be required to pay the majority of the kids' college expenses."
"You can't be serious Pilar? I will file under adultery and get..."
"You really should check out the family law statutes in our state. Adultery isn't even grounds for divorce. Our assets will be split fifty-fifty and once Pat finishes school and turns eighteen the house will be sold and the equity split between us. So now that you know what the monetary cost of divorce is, never mind the psychological cost to your children, is that what you want to do us? I mean for me spending one weekend with another man, that's the cost you are willing to pay?"
"Yes, that is exactly what I'm willing to do, you stupid bitch!" He growled in response to her ultimatum.
"Nevada, don't ever call me another name. Listen very carefully to me. I could file for divorce tomorrow just because I don't like the color of shirt you are wearing, and all the things that I just explained to you would come to pass anyway. And there isn't a damned thing you could do to stop it, so keep a civil tongue in your mouth. This is going to happen, so you better get on board with the program real quick."
"So do I get to have a 'hall pass' too?"
"Of course not Nevada. First of all I never promised you one and secondly if I catch you so much as looking at another woman I will cut your dick off and then divorce you so fast you won't know what hit you."
He was speechless. He looked at the woman who used to be his loving wife now standing there with her hands on her hips and a smirk on her face. There was nothing more to be said so he just got up and walked away.
The children could tell something was seriously wrong between their parents that evening. They were acutely aware that their mom and dad hadn't said a single word to each other the whole night. Heck they hadn't even made eye contact.
As bedtime approached Nevada sat in the family room with a full glass of Jim Beam in his hand staring blankly at the television that wasn't even on, trying to contemplate what had happened to his marriage and his life in the last couple of hours. Pilar walked by on her way upstairs and sweetly informed him that she was going to bed.
Nevada followed about an hour later after finishing off his bourbon, out of habit he headed for the master bedroom. The door was closed and locked. In over twenty-one years together, that had never happened before. His first instinct was to kick the door down and throw Pilar out the window. Fortunately he came to his senses and simply turned around and headed back to the family room and the pull out bed in the couch.
The next morning he awoke from a troubled sleep. He had a pounding headache, his throat was dry and scratchy, and he was still wearing his now very wrinkled clothes from the day before. He trudged like a condemned man upstairs. When he reached the master bedroom the door was open. That's when he realized that the house was empty. Of course, it was Monday, the kids were at school, his wife was at work, and a quick look at his watch told him he was already an hour late for work. He quickly sent a text to his boss telling him he wouldn't be for a couple of days because of a family issue.
Nevada spent over thirty minutes in a scalding hot shower trying unsuccessfully to wash yesterday off of him. It took him another hour and a half to finish dressing because he would involuntarily stop every few minutes to try and make sense out of what had happened. He pretty much spent the rest of the morning and afternoon in that same state. The only productive things he accomplished all day were to make an appointment with an attorney for the next day and place a call to the owner of the investigative company they used at work for their pre-employment and annual fiduciary background checks.
As the kids got home they asked him what was going on and he brushed them off by saying that their mom and he just had a fight and everything would be fine. He told them to go do their homework and not worry about it. They were teenagers though and they didn't buy it for a second. Suzanne just stared hard at him then shook her head and walked away.
About four o'clock he got a call on his cell phone from Pilar. He decided to let it go to voice mail. When he listened to it he was astounded.
"Hi honey it's me. If you get home before I do don't start dinner. I will bring pizza from Antonio's on my way home. I love you bye, bye." She had a pleasant lilt to her voice. She sounded like a woman without a care in the world.
Contrary to his wife, Nevada had the weight of the world on his shoulders. He spent the remainder of the afternoon in his recliner again with his good friend JB. He didn't want to be drunk because in that state there was no telling what he could do to Pilar. On the other hand he didn't want to face her sober either. He settled for a slight buzz and a warm glow in his stomach.
He was trying without much success to understand his emotions. He was alternating between rage, shock, disbelief, and an incredibly heavy sadness. In the end he decided to act corresponding to Pilar's demeanor. At least until after he spoke with the attorney in the morning. Besides the kids were already jumpy and there was no point in furthering that issue.
When Pilar burst into the house carrying the pizza she was all smiles and happiness. She carried it through dinner and the rest of the evening. So Nevada acted accordingly. They carried on their usually pleasant conversations like yesterday never happened.
It appeared as if Steve and Pat accepted that everything was alright, but Nevada didn't think Suzanne did. She would alternately stare at both her mother and father as if looking for underlying signs of discord.
Once the kids were upstairs in their rooms for the night doing god knows what on their various electronic devices Nevada retreated to his chair with another glass of bourbon. When the kids were little he and Pilar were practically police like in their control of the kids internet access, but now they figured for the most part they were better off not knowing what their teenagers were doing.
Besides He was the account holder on their bundled services and had a feature where he could tell what everyone's activity was. Wait, he had access to EVERYTHING everyone was doing! Just as he was going to jump out of his chair and race to his computer Pilar practically bounced into the family room and jumped onto his lap. She gave him a peck on his lips.
"See that wasn't that hard was it Nevada?"
A dark angry cloud passed over his face, but he let his indignation go. He was once again reminded of his attorney's warning.
"You know Pilar you never really answered my question last night. I can't believe this was a spur of the moment decision you made, so tell me why now?"
Pilar was convinced that she had the upper hand and was firmly in control of the situation so she simply told him the truth.
"The part about me being terrified of getting older is true. It is the biggest part of why I have to do this for myself. But, there is also a gentleman at work, well he and I have kind of made a connection. We've been talking and came to a mutual decision that we would have this one weekend together. Oh, and by the way, it will be next weekend." Nevada noticeably stiffened and almost threw Pilar off his lap. "Now quit acting like an adolescent and come to bed and make love to me. I am sorry about locking you out of the bedroom last night but I needed to reinforce for you what you would be giving up in a divorce." She was looking at him hopefully.



"Who is it Pilar?"
"That isn't any of your concern, now forget all that and let's go to bed." She pulled him up out of his chair and took him by the hand to lead him upstairs.
Nevada just went along with it because he didn't think anything would be gained by more arguing. He was in bed first and Pilar came out of the bathroom wearing nothing but her best smile.
Damn she was still one fine looking woman, it's a shame it all has to come to such an ugly ending. Sorry Pilar it isn't happening tonight and he rolled over away from her side of the bed.
"Suit yourself spoil sport, but you won't be able to turn me away for very long. I know how horny you are!" She said it in an artificially pouting voice.
Nevada realized she was probably right. Maybe he should reconsider because odds were he was in for a long dry spell. His pride wouldn't allow it however. What a waste.
He faked sleeping until he was certain Pilar was asleep and then got on his computer. He didn't need a PI license to find out what he was looking for. His name was Karl Malden. Nevada had actually met him once at a company dinner, but it was an innocuous meeting. He made a mental note to give the information to the investigators in the morning.
The only thing out of the ordinary Tuesday morning was again the death stares from Suzanne as everyone bailed out of the house, Nevada included. Only he wasn't going to work, he was headed to the family law office of Ms. Nessa Sand.
After introductory pleasantries and a declined offer of coffee, they got down to business. Nevada relayed everything in detail to Ms. Sand including him hiring investigators and why he did it. He also gave her Karl Malden's name. When he was finished she asked a couple of clarifying questions of him. She was quiet for a few moments as she chewed on the end of her pen and taped her toe against her desk.
Then she proceeded to give Nevada the facts of life in a no fault state and it wasn't a pretty picture.
An exasperated Nevada asked. "Ms. Sand why am I the one getting screwed in this process? I mean she is the one that is wrecking our family."
"That's a difficult question for me to answer. The no fault laws weren't put in place to purposely give husbands and fathers the shaft. And you have to remember that, despite this being the Twenty First Century I still have a lot more cheated on wives and mothers sitting across from me than the other way around.
"The primary goal in a no fault state is to protect the interests of the children that might be involved. Secondarily it simplifies the process tremendously. I don't want to offend you, but why should the state get intimately involved in a couple's marriage just because they can't handle their own shit and one wants to blame the other?
"However, the only thing your wife may be wrong about is the custody issue. If you and your wife couldn't work out a joint custody arrangement the court, based on your children's ages, might allow them to choose which parent to live with. But I have to tell you in the vast majority of cases custody goes to the mother. Suzanne is eighteen; she could choose whatever she wanted to do without the jurisdiction of the court."
"Yeah well it still makes me furious."
"I'm warning you Mr. Smith, don't do anything stupid. What your wife told you is the best case scenario of what happens in a divorce. It will get much, much worse for you if you threaten or commit any violence against her or Mr. Malden. By the way, if your PI firm does anything illegal you could be held civilly liable for their actions too, so tread carefully. You may certainly give any legally obtained evidence of her husband's infidelity to Mrs. Malden. There is no law against that, but the operative word here is LEGALLY obtained.
"I will have the papers ready to be served to your wife at work on Monday morning. I can make it very public and embarrassing, but I assure you that will be the only satisfaction you will get out of this whole process. I'm sorry to be so blunt. Are you sure you still want to go forward with this?"
"Yes do it. I will not live with what she is doing."
"Mr. Smith you are either the bravest or the stupidest man I've ever met. I guess time will tell. Is your wife the vindictive sort?"
"Well up until a few days ago I would have said no, but now I'm not so sure?"
"Ok then this is what I need you to do to protect yourself and your finances and you need to do them by first thing Monday morning. It isn't as complicated as it seems, but it will take some time. So start today if there are things you can do that won't be noticed, but wait until Monday on the things that will." She handed him a list and discussed its contents in detail with him. "Unless you tell me otherwise I will have her served at 11:00 AM Monday morning.
"Finally as a reminder do not under any circumstance get into even a verbal altercation with your wife between now and Monday. It will only complicate things for you.
"Again do NOT do anything stupid, I mean it! I will drop you as a client like a hot rock if you so much as sneeze on her."
"You act like you expect me to do something stupid."
"I'm sorry Nevada, but you're a man so you aren't that smart. And usually by now the cheated on husband is either blubbering like a baby or plotting his revenge. You are way too calm about this, and frankly it is scaring the shit out of me. I truly hope this works out for you." She sounded almost human for a moment.
She stood and shook his hand. "Good luck Mr. Smith. I'll be in touch."
As Nevada was driving home he questioned himself as to why he was so calm. He figured it was because he was locked into a course of action now. He had no illusions about how hard his life and certainly his children's lives would be impacted by the divorce, but he was comfortable that he was doing the right thing. He felt strongly that it no longer mattered if Pilar went through with her tryst or not. He couldn't be married to her any longer. He sincerely felt that Pilar was the one who wrecked their family, not him. So there really wasn't anything left to be nervous or unsure about.
Nevada took to heart his lawyer's admonitions and was nothing but pleasant to Pilar the rest of the week. He was proud of his acting abilities. The one thing he couldn't do though was have sex with her. Pilar tried everything in her power to seduce him and at one point playfully accused him of having become gay, but it was to no avail. He managed to put her off by telling her that he would think about it when 'this was all over.'
Pilar thought this a positive sign assuming he meant after her weekend hall pass, and nothing more was said until Friday night.
"Nevada I'm leaving now."
He ignored her. He argued with himself if he should make one more attempt to stop her, but decided against it.
"Good bye Pilar." He said it firmly and with a finality, the meaning of which she missed entirely.
"Relax sweetheart, I will be home Sunday evening and then I promise it will be over and I will be your loving and faithful wife for the next twenty-one years." She laughed cheerfully and was out the door.
Nevada closed his eyes for a minute. He sighed took another swallow of his drink, and prepared to get on with his life. He looked towards the doorway and saw Suzanne standing in it with tears running down her cheeks.
"You heard that didn't you?"
"Yes Daddy I did, but I knew before because last week I overheard a phone call Mom was on. What are you going to do?"
"Here come sit down and let's talk about it." He moved to the couch and patted the cushion next to him. "I'm sorry to be so direct sweetheart but I'm filing for divorce. Your mother will be served on Monday."
She did sit down next to him crying more openly now. "I guess there really isn't any other way to handle it is there Dad?"
"No there isn't baby. I'm sorry it's going to be so hard on all of us. How do you think your brothers will handle it?"
"Honestly Dad, they're teenage boys, as long as their food supply chain isn't interrupted they'll be fine. What about you Dad, will you be fine?"
"No sweetie, I won't be."
"I'm so sorry this is happening to you Dad, I love you and will help you get through this, I promise." And she just squeezed him as hard as she could and started weeping gently onto his shoulder. "I promise."
Saturday morning Nevada told Steve and Pat what was happening. They were of course saddened. Pat asked where they were going to live and Nevada told them probably right here in their home with their mother.
Steve stood up and said, "well that's probably for the best because Mom is a much better cook than you anyway," and he headed to his room with his brother. At least he was smiling when he said it.
Nevada gave a sardonic laugh and became lost in his thoughts again.
Later in the evening around 9:30 with the boys fully ensconced in their rooms Suzanne came back downstairs to talk with her dad.
"Dad please don't think I'm being selfish with this, but do you think I will still be able to go to USC in the fall semester?"
"Yes baby I'm sure. You might need to pick up a part time job at some point to help out, but somehow your mother and I will make sure you get to go. I promise."
"Dad why is she doing this to us? I can't believe my mother would do something like this to her own family." Suzanne was teary eyed and very emotional. "I mean a 'hall pass?' Why would she think that is ok?"
"You know sweetie when she first broached me with this I really thought it was about the promise I made her on our wedding day, but then I realized it was just an excuse she was offering up to rationalize something she would have done anyway. That's the part that really ended our marriage. If she didn't have the 'hall pass' excuse it probably just would have been the 'if you really loved me' justification. She was going to do it regardless."
"Excuse my language Dad, but that is so fucked up!"
Nevada laughed, then got serious. "Listen Suzanne, I want to tell you something. I'm not sure why, but I think I owe this to you. In the twenty-one years we have been married, I have never, not once, even come close to cheating on your mother. I don't think men by nature are monogamous, so that is the most precious gift a husband can give to his wife. I just assumed your mom felt the same.
"Promise me something honey. Don't ever marry a man that you have any doubts about his ability to be faithful to you. You shouldn't marry if you have any doubts about yourself either." Nevada was lost in his own thoughts for a second. "I guess in retrospect I should have taken my own advice.
"Your mom told me, albeit it was only thirty minutes before the wedding that she had her doubts about her ability to be faithful and I ignored it. Maybe I should have just walked away at that point. The only problem with that is then I wouldn't have you or your two hungry brothers! So I can't say that I wasted the last twenty plus years of my life. But her betrayal still cuts like a knife."
Just at that moment the front doorbell rang. Nevada got up to answer it with Suzanne trailing behind him. When he opened the door he saw two uniformed police officers standing on the porch.
"Sorry to disturb you sir. Are you Nevada Smith?"
"Yes officer, is there an issue?"
"Who is the young lady with you?"
"That's my daughter Suzanne."
"It might be better if we spoke alone sir."
Nevada had an uneasy feeling but he knew that this had something to do with Pilar. He felt that Suzanne was an adult and she had the right to hear what was coming. "She's an adult officer, I would like her to stay."
"Okay, I'm sorry to tell you Mr. Smith that your wife was severely injured tonight. She is currently at Memorial hospital in surgery. It is imperative that you go to the hospital immediately."
"Oh my god!" Suzanne gasped from behind Nevada.
"Was she in an accident?"
"No sir it was a crime. I really can't tell you any more about it. However there are detectives at the hospital waiting to talk with you. Good evening sir." And they walked back to their patrol car.
Nevada turned to face Suzanne who had her hands over her mouth and her eyes were wide with fear. "Sweetheart, you are coming to the hospital with me. Go tell your brothers that you and I are going out for a while, but don't tell them where and why just yet. I want more information first." She sprinted up the stairs two steps at a time. Five minutes later they were on their way.
When they arrived at the hospital they were immediately directed to the OR waiting area by hospital security and they were told a doctor would be in to see them in a while. Both Nevada and Suzanne were stunned. Confusion and anxiety is the normal condition for relatives of loved ones in their situation. The minutes crawled by like hours.
"Mr. Smith?" Asked a tall exhausted looking man in an equally tired looking suit.
Nevada looked up and saw two men who were obviously the detectives the uniformed cops had told him about. "That's me, and this is my daughter Suzanne. Whatever you have to say to me you can say to her."
"No sir I can't. My name is Detective Lieutenant Cipriano." He quickly flipped open and closed his wallet badge and returned it to his coat pocket. "I need to speak with you alone, please come with me now. My partner Detective Bonnell will talk with your daughter."
Nevada followed Cipriano to a quiet part of the hallway. Without preamble Lt. Cipriano asked him where he was around eight o'clock tonight.
"I was at home with my daughter talking. My two sons were also there with us." Nevada wasn't a fool. He knew exactly why Cipriano was asking that question.
"What was you wife doing with..." He paused and looked at his notes. "With Mr. Karl Malden?"
For a brief moment he thought about lying to the detective to minimize embarrassment to the family but then surmised, Fuck it she made her bed, she can lay in it.
He sighed sadly and told Cipriano. "Malden is her boyfriend and the two of them were spending the weekend together fucking each other's brains out." He practically spat it out he was so disgusted with and becoming angrier by the minute at his wife. The fact that his phone was constantly vibrating in his pocket wasn't helping his mood either.
Lt. Cipriano didn't even blink. "We figured it was something like that, so I guess you understand why I'm talking with you?"
"Yes sir, I do, but I had nothing to do with anything that happened to them. What did happen?"
"They were leaving a restaurant and were attacked by two unknown assailants and both were severely beaten with what appeared to be baseball bats.
"I'm guessing your daughter will corroborate your story, but we will definitely be talking with you again in a more formal setting. If you don't currently have an attorney I Strongly suggest you find one." Cipriano handed Nevada a Business card and left without any further comment.
Holy shit, this must be bad! And he headed back to be with Suzanne.
Suzanne was in tears and jumped up and hugged Nevada when he returned. "Daddy, what is going on, I'm so scared right now. The man asked me where you were earlier. They think you had something to do with what happened to Mom don't they?"
"Honey, obviously your mother and her boy toy, for that matter must be hurt very badly and yes, the police think that I had something to do with it. Where are the doctors? We really need to find out what is going on." Nevada's anger kept rising and he was worried that he would lose control soon. He needed to stay calm if for no other reason than to prevent Suzanne from breaking completely down.
A few minutes later a short somewhat rotund woman in blood splattered surgical garb came into the room and identified herself as Dr. Mason. "I was the primary trauma surgeon working on your wife. She is stable now but it was a very close thing."
Jesus. "Doctor please tell me..."
"What's wrong with my mother is she going to be alright?" Cut in a traumatized Suzanne. "Tell me what is going on!"
"Mr. Smith, Ms. Smith. Pilar was severely beaten. The most serious injury which needed immediate surgery was a fractured skull. There was significant swelling of the brain caused by the trauma and bleeding in the cranium and we needed to relieve that pressure stat."
"Oh my god!" Suzanne had lost it completely by now and was seated with her head in her hands, crying hysterically.
Dr. Mason focused her attention on Nevada. Mr. Smith I'm sorry to be so blunt, but that isn't her only serious injury. She has two fractured vertebrae in her lower back. We refer to them as the lumbar or L-4 and L-5 vertebrae. We don't think there was too much damage to the spinal chord or nerve roots associated with them, but we can't be positive until the swelling recedes and we can get a better look at it. We aren't sure if she will need surgery there, but it's highly likely.
"She also has an assortment of other injuries including the broken ulna and radius bones of her right arm. The forensic folks would call that a defensive injury probably caused as she tried to block the blows to her head.
"There are a myriad of other injuries that aren't nearly as serious. I am not telling you this to be salacious but to prepare you for the extensive care your wife will need after what will be a rather lengthy hospital stay."
Suzanne just wailed louder and louder as Dr. Mason listed her mother's injuries.
"Can we see her?"
"There really isn't any point. She has been placed in a medically induced coma to try to reduce the swelling in her brain, and she will likely be unconscious for several days. My best advice is to check in with the ICU before you leave tonight and give them your contact information so they can provide you any updates on her condition. I'm very sorry sir." And she was gone.
He and Suzanne did as the doctor had instructed and then headed home. It was after midnight but they woke the boys and called them down and related what had happened. To say they were in shock would have been a massive understatement.
Nevada thought that perhaps something was wrong with him because he felt absolutely no sorrow at what had happened to his wife. Maybe it was a defense mechanism but he thought that given the circumstances he should have felt more emotion? The three children were traumatized and inconsolable. Why wasn't he?
He knew the answer. His anger at what his wife had done to her family overwhelmed ever other emotion he had. She did this to herself. The blame was all on her. He had a lot of decisions to make as to his next steps, but they could wait.
He remembered the phone calls to his cell and he checked it. The voicemail was full and every call was from the same number, it was his PI. In all the excitement he had forgotten about the fact he had contracted them to do a sub-rosa surveillance all weekend on his wife's activities.
Despite the late hour, Nevada called Bart Hudson the owner of the PI firm. Hudson answered the phone on the first ring.
Without any preamble Bart Hudson spoke with venom. "Listen carefully Mr. Smith, if I find out that you had anything to do with what transpired tonight I will personally kill you! Do you understand me?"
"Whoa, whoa there Bart I had nothing to do with it. Do you really think I would hire you to watch me attack my own wife?"
"It's happened before and more than once. It's not an uncommon misdirection technique. Jesus what a fucking mess it was.
"Listen Mr. Smith to cut to the chase, yes they were having sex together. Hell we have video of them in a motel parking lot Friday night fuc... ah, having sex on the hood of Malden's car. Not very subtle at all for supposedly first time cheaters.
"But that's really not my reason for trying to reach you. I have excellent footage of the whole attack from my team following them at the time. In fact I think we can provide clues to the identity of the attackers to the police. I am obligated by law to turn everything I have over to the police ASAP, but I wanted you to know in advance."



"Shit, I forgot to mention you guys to the detective that spoke to me at the hospital. Damn it, that won't look good. Listen Bart let me reach Detective Cipriano and give him your contact info. I will do it as soon as we hang up."
"Ok but if I don't hear from him shortly I'm going to the police myself with everything I have. I'm not losing my license for you, so make the call now. My first statement still stands Mr. Smith." And he disconnected.
"Shit, shit, shit this just keeps getting worse."
Nevada fished Cipriano's business card out of his pocket and called the cell number listed on it expecting to get his voice mail. Cipriano answered right away.
"Detective, this is Nevada Smith, we talked earlier tonight at the hospital...."
"I know who you are Mr. Smith, why are you calling?" Cipriano had been on the job a long time and he figured another guilty person would be trying to offer up some other lame excuse as to their innocence.
"I have to tell you something and give you some information. I'm afraid it won't look good for me but it is the truth."
"I'm a busy man Smith, what is it?"
"I, uh I forgot to tell you something important. I hired a PI firm to follow my wife this weekend." Cipriano audibly exhaled and uttered something Nevada couldn't decipher. "Yes, well I just got off the phone with Bart Hudson..."
"I know Bart."
"Well he told me that he had video, audio, and eyewitness information to the attack on my wife and her...friend. He said it would probably help identify the attackers. Do you need his number?"
"No I have it. Good night Mr. Smith." Well that was different. And he ended the call. That had surprised him but it wasn't shocking. Anyone on the job for any length of time really can't be shocked any more.
Sunday was spent with Nevada and his children in a semi-conscious state of mind. He called the hospital a few times to get updates. They finally told him not to call any more and that they would call him with any changes to her condition. They also said there was no point in coming to visit because they wouldn't even be allowed into Pilar's room.
First thing Monday morning Nevada called Nessa Sand to update his attorney on what was going on. Bad news must travel fast because before he began to explain the reason for his call...
"God damn it Mr. Smith, I told you not to do anything stupid. If you had anything to do with this, so help me..."
Nevada angrily interrupted. "I'm getting tired of people accusing me Ms. Sand. I had nothing to do with it. You have to believe me!" Nevada didn't think she really did believe him but he told her what he wanted done anyway.
"Wow, I've been in the business a long time Mr. Smith and this is a first for me. I just want to make sure I understand you completely. You still want to go forward with the divorce, but you only want to delay service on your wife until she regains consciousness.
"You want her served in the hospital? Excuse me for saying it, but you are one cold blooded son of a bitch."
"Maybe but it is no more cold blooded than what she did to me. So will you do it?"
"Yes, you're the client, just let me know when. To change the subject Mr. Smith I believe you might be in need of a criminal defense attorney. I don't do that type of work myself, but I know a couple of good ones. Do you want their numbers?"
"I guess I better." And he copied down a couple of names and numbers she read off to him.
Nevada really started to worry when his three children who had skipped out early from school came to him in the afternoon. No one said anything, but he knew why they were all there staring at him.
"Guys, you have to trust me. I HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH IT! I promise you." Nevada broke down himself at that point. All three of the kids hugged him and cried along with him. At least he was almost sure they believed him.
Nevada was now sweating bullets. This could get really ugly for him once Pilar's family found out about it. Fortunately for him they didn't live locally but still?
He supposed he had to call her parents which he did but it wasn't a pleasant experience at all. He pulled no punches. He laid out everything for them and didn't sugar coat anything. Her father started in on him, but Nevada just hung up the phone and refused to answer any subsequent calls. The numerous voicemails her parents left were accusatory and threatening. I guess maybe I should have just cost him his twenty-five thousand?
Nevada was convinced he'd better call one of the attorney's names he got from his attorney before things got too far out of hand. He was getting ready to do just that when Detective Cipriano showed up at his doorstep.
Mr. Smith I have just one question for you. Did you tell Mrs. Malden about her husband and your wife's affair?"
"No sir I did not. However, true confession time, I did find out who her friend was and that he was married. I had every intention of giving Mrs. Malden the PI's information to try and ruin that prick's life too."
Cipriano actually smiled a bit when he spoke. "Yeah I suppose I would have done the same thing. Besides Hudson told us what his marching orders were. Listen Mr. Smith it looks like you are off the hook. Hudson was right, the evidence he gave us lead us to the perpetrators of the assault. They are in custody and they both confessed."
"Seriously, who did it?"
"Well I shouldn't say but shit, it's going to be all over the news by tomorrow anyway. It was Mrs. Malden and her brother."
"Damn how did she find out?"
The same way you did. He told her what he was going to do. Apparently this was the third time he pulled this trick. He loved to rub her nose in his infidelities for some perverted reason. And I guess she just couldn't take it anymore. So she told her brother, who has a rather lengthy rap sheet of violent type crimes and together they came up with the plan."
"I guess Malden didn't have a hall pass. Hey, out of morbid curiosity can you tell me about his condition?"
"Nope, sorry I can't do that. The only thing I can tell you is that it was the brother's job to work over the mister and Mrs. Malden was to take care of your wife. The brother is much bigger and stronger than the missus. Although to be fair the wife used a heavier bat than her brother. Anyway, I am truly sorry for your troubles. I won't bother you any more. Good afternoon."
The sense of relief Nevada felt was immeasurable. He collapsed into his recliner to catch his breath. He was actually shaking all over. He wondered what his life would have been like over the next several weeks if he hadn't had his wife followed. It was too frightening to dwell on.
His relief at no longer being a suspect did nothing to assuage his anger at Pilar though.
The next few weeks were a blur. Detective Cipriano was right. The story was all over the local news and it played for days. Nevada returned to work and the kids to school, which was close to ending for the summer break. It was about the same time that he received a call from the hospital that his wife had regained consciousness and that she was asking about her family and wanted to see everyone. The charge nurse said she could have one visitor at a time. They also warned him that she would have confusion and probably a lot of memory gaps too.
Nevada went to see her alone without telling the kids. He did this for two reasons. First and foremost he wanted to talk with her alone and secondly he wanted to make sure that the sight of their mother's physical condition wouldn't traumatize them too badly.
When he arrived at the hospital even he was shocked at Pilar's condition. There were machines, tubes, casts, and bandages all over her. The parts of her he could see including her face were still pretty much covered in bruises. He wasn't sure if the bruising was from the beating or the three surgeries she had now undergone. But she could talk.
Even though he had been prepped by the nurses, when he stepped into Pilar's room it took his breath away. Never mind the injuries, Pilar who was always a voluptuous woman now looked emaciated. It was quite disturbing and he wasn't sure the kids should see her like this. Screw it, they were old enough. It would serve her right anyway.
She heard him come in and turned her head slightly towards him. She didn't speak but had tears in her eyes. She could only wipe them away with her left hand as her right was still immobilized.
"Damn Pilar, you look like shit. The next time you use a hall pass you better make sure your lover has one too!" He knew he was being petty but it made him feel better and he just didn't care. At any rate his number one emotion was still anger.
She croaked out, "I'm sorry" in a barely audible voice.
"Yes you are. Listen Pilar I don't want to be here any longer than I have to. As soon as you are out of ICU I am having you served for divorce. I'd do it sooner, but the hospital won't allow it. I'll have the kids come by, they are anxious to see you. Right now I am too busy thinking about how to avoid financial ruin to worry about your health. Somehow I'll figure it out though.
"You know thanks to you Suzanne won't be able to go to USC now because of all the damn hospital bills. You did this Pilar. You destroyed your marriage and the financial security of your family. So no, I don't feel one bit sorry for you, so fuck you!"
"Couldn't you be a little more understanding Nevada? I'm hurting and I'm sorry and I want to find a way to put our marriage back together. I love you." She could only speak in a hoarse whisper.
"Too little too late dear. That's never going to happen. I'm so pissed off at you for what you've done to us it's taking all my restraint to remain civil. Good bye Pilar." He turned and walked out. He never returned to the hospital.
At the dinner table several days later Nevada spoke up. "Kids time for a family meeting. Your mom is being moved out of ICU tomorrow and I am having the divorce papers served on her.
"Dad you can't be serious, you are going to have the divorce papers served on Mom in the hospital! You cannot be that cruel."
"It has nothing to do with cruelty Suzanne; it has to do with timing and trying to keep from filing bankruptcy. You all want to keep living in this house right. You want to go to college? Well we have to make some serious sacrifices to make those things possible.
"You see, I've checked with lawyers and the hospital and this is the way it is. Your mom has her own insurance but it doesn't matter if we are getting divorced. Because we were married when the bills were incurred, I am still as much responsible for what her insurance won't cover as she is. And trust me the uncovered portion will be huge. That won't change until the divorce is finalized. In addition we do not have any long term care insurance so that is where her real expenses will be incurred, so I need to get the divorce done as soon as possible to minimize the long term financial impact on our family. I'm sorry, but that is the hard truth of the matter.
"I have one attorney looking into the possibility of suing your mother's boyfriend to recover costs, but I suspect it won't go very far. His medical expenses will far exceed your mom's so that's probably a non starter. Plus his wife is divorcing him anyway, although I'm not sure how she will accomplish that from prison?
"Another thing though, I have been meeting with your mom's medical staff and we have to have a serious talk about your mom's condition." He had all three of their undivided attention at this point.
"There is a distinct possibility that your mother will be wheel chair bound for a long time if not the rest of her life. Because of damage to her brain she will probably never be able to fully care for herself again. At the very least she will need home nursing for several years. She is in for months of rehab and years of physical therapy and other procedures."
The children were horrified but not shocked all that much. They had after all been to visit her and they saw first hand how bad she had been hurt.
"So anyway this is what we are going to do." Nevada spoke for about twenty minutes as to what were his plans. At the end the kids agreed it was probably the only reasonable course of action.
When he was finished Suzanne sadly spoke. "I guess USC isn't in my future is it Dad?"
"No honey it isn't, but I promise you will go to State. It's a lot cheaper and there are more grants and scholarships you can apply for to offset the cost. Also, I know you want to help your mom so instead of being a thousand miles away, you will only be thirty minutes away. You can stay at home so there are no dorm costs either."
"I know Dad. It will all work out for the best."
Five Years Later:
"You know I love you but Dad, you've lost your humanity. There is a big hole where your soul used to be."
"Listen to me Suzanne. Every time I think I am 'getting over it' as you say I should, I get another hospital bill I'm still responsible for. Twenty percent of my wages are garnished every week to pay civil judgments against us. We are hopelessly behind on the house payments but at least I homesteaded it with Nessa's help, so they can't kick us out for quite a while. In the meantime I am trying to do a mortgage restructure to stave off the inevitable. Nessa even does most of her work for us pro bono.
"Your brother Steve skipped college and joined the service. Every month he sends half his paycheck home to help out. Do you know what he told me when he enlisted? He said one reason he did it was so that we wouldn't have the cost of feeding him any longer. Your brother Pat has a part time job flipping burgers. He signs his entire paycheck over to me each week to do his part. And look at you. This should be the time of your life, but you still haven't finished college because you had to go part time. Every spare moment you have is dedicated to caring for your mom instead of being out having fun.
"The grass in the front yard is two feet high because I can't afford to fix the lawnmower. I'm surprised the neighbors haven't started a petition to the HOA to get us kick out.
"I make a six figure income and we are on food stamps. I beg every non profit and public assistance office weekly to find more money to pay for your mom's care. We have one ten year old beat up car between us and it's held together by chewing gum and bailing wire."
"If you feel that way why would you even let her live with us? You haven't said a civil word to Mom in over four years. You haven't even looked at her. If she comes into the same room you leave. It's like she's a recluse in her own home. It doesn't make any sense."
"There are several reasons really. No matter what she did, she is still you and your brothers' mother. And as you know you are all involved in her care to some extent even all these years later. And secondly my motivation is revenge. She gets to see the loving interaction between Josie and me every day of her life. Every single day for the rest of her life, she gets to be reminded of what she gave up just to try out a new dick.
"The vindictive part of me still surfaces every now and then and I want to force Pilar to sit in a chair in our bedroom and watch Josie and me making love on what used to be her bed. I would do it too, except I'm pretty sure Josie would kick my ass out of the house.
"All that aside, the real reason is to save money. Assisted living care can cost as much as seven thousand dollars a month. She obviously couldn't afford that even with government assistance. Do you want your mom living in one of those privately run assisted living homes? You saw what they are like.
"And to be clear this isn't her home any longer, I just allow her to stay because I don't want your mother dying in some card board box under a freeway overpass.
"No Suzanne your mother burned all the compassion out of me. Maybe I'm part of the walking dead but there is nothing I can do about it."
"You're wrong Dad. You do have compassion left in you. I'm sure Josie wouldn't have married you if you didn't. But she and I talk a lot, and we are worried about you. It has been five years and there is still so much anger left in you, it's scary. You have to let your bitterness go and somehow work your way through all that. I want my dad back." She was teary eyed and deeply saddened. "You can't go on like this. You have a beautiful new wife and your family around you. Focus on the future, not the past. I'm begging you! It's not for her. She did what she did, and she is what she is. Don't you think she's paid a high enough price for one stupid decision five years ago?"
"No I don't."
"For god sakes Dad, she lost everything dear to her and she's crippled for life and that's not enough for you? Listen to yourself!" Suzanne disgustedly walked away shaking her head.
On an intellectual level Nevada knew his daughter was right. Josie had been after him about the same issue. He was sure they were planning an intervention soon. He just didn't see a way out for him. He had hypertension and was on medication. He had gained twenty pounds. How the fuck to you gain twenty pounds when you can't even afford to eat? His doctor warned him about his worsening ulcers. His wrath frequently kept him awake at night. Sometimes he wondered if his family would be better off if he just died. At least he had a five hundred thousand dollar life insurance policy on himself that could help pay off the bills. Of course he was behind on those payments too.
Later that same evening when they were in bed Josie started in on him again. They had just finished a satisfying round of love making and as was their habit Josie lay with her head on his shoulder idly running her fingers threw the thick hair on her husband's chest. This was the only time Nevada had any peace. He was so grateful that he had met Josie at his wife's rehab facility. He understood that without her love and support he would have fallen apart.
"Nevada, sweetheart. I spoke to Suzanne today and just to be clear, if you ever even hint at having Pilar watch us in bed I will castrate you with a rusty knife." She said it casually but her meaning wasn't lost on him. She had grown up in a really tough neighborhood so he was pretty sure she was capable of doing it. Plus what is it with women always threatening to cut off men's dicks?
"I know, I know. My anger was getting the better of me and..."
"Nevada I don't care about that. I've tried my best to help you and it hasn't been enough. I'm tired of trying and tired of only getting part of you in return. How do you think it makes me feel? To me your anger is a constant reminder that you aren't over Pilar."
"What! That isn't true at all, why would you even think that?"
"Just let me talk Nevada. It's more like you aren't over what Pilar did to you." She stopped stroking his chest and laid her palm flat over his heart. I'll wait for a few more months but I can't go on this way. If you won't give me all of you soon, I will leave you. I give much more than I get from you. It isn't fair. I even help take care of your ex-wife. I have earned better from you." She wasn't angry, she didn't raise her voice, she was just incredibly sad.
"When I first saw you at the rehab facility I felt an instant attraction. I'd never seen anyone in so much pain. As we got to know each other I could see how much you loved your family. You had problems and a lot of pent up anger, but I knew you were a kind decent man. We've been married over two years Nevada and your issues haven't improved. If anything they have gotten worse.
"Please don't think I am sounding like Pilar giving you ultimatums. But I can't go on like this. It hurts too much. I need you to do something to bring back the man I fell in love with."



"Please Josie I'll try. Don't even think about leaving. I would be lost without you. I don't like the person I am either, but I don't know what to do. I tried counseling. Hell I even tried drinking, but neither one worked. Tell me what I can do?"
"It's really pretty simple Nevada. There is an ancient Chinese proverb that says, 'A journey of a thousand miles begins with the first step.'"
"What the hell does that mean though, really?"
"It means just start by being nicer."
With that Josie patted him on his chest, kissed him lightly on the lips and got up out of bed and went in to the bathroom take a shower. She always did that after sex even though Nevada asked her not to. He loved the way she smelled and he never wanted it to go away.
Nevada was frustrated and was going to lash out at Josie for being so obtuse but he wisely decided against it. Start by being nicer, what a load of crap. He knew he had to do something, he couldn't risk losing Josie, he just couldn't. He knew she was the only thing keeping him from stepping into the abyss.
Two days later Nevada was no closer to resolving his problems. Josie and Suzanne both acted the same as they always had and nothing more was said about their conversations. He was looking forward to this evening's Sunday night dinner though because Steve had a weekend pass and was going to be able to join the family.
Nevada and his sons were enjoying a drink and quiet conversation while Josie and Suzanne got dinner ready to serve. "Guys dinner is ready!" Josie called out.
They all lumbered their way to the dining room and headed for their usual spots. Isn't it funny how families always have assigned seating for meals? Nevada and Josie always sat at the opposite head end places, the boys on the left and Suzanne on the right next to Josie. Nevada noticed there were six settings instead of five. He just assumed one of the kids had a guest coming which happened a lot even though Nevada bitched about the added cost.
That's when he saw Suzanne leading Pilar, who was still using a cane to get around, into the dining room. His instinct was to get up and leave, but Suzanne pushed him back down into his seat. She helped Pilar sit in the chair next to him, and then took her sat herself. Pilar never joined them for a meal. Nevada demanded that it be that way. You could have heard a pin drop. Nevada felt his face flush as his anger started to bubble over once again. He saw his entire family staring at him. Pilar was just looking down at her plate.
"Th, th, thanks for inviting me to, to, to Join you, for din, din, dinner Nevada." One of the many issues Pilar was still dealing with was her speech control.
He didn't fully understand it but the doctors had told him in layman's terms that the head trauma had created a disconnect between her brain and vocal chords. She had been working with a speech therapist for a couple of years and it was gradually improving.
Nevada stared ruthlessly, his eyes shooting daggers at Josie, then Suzanne. He now knew this was the intervention he had been anticipating. Their eye contact never broke from his, they were as resolute as he. He just gave a slight shake of his head. Just start by being nicer.
"I'm glad you could join us tonight Pilar. I notice that your speech is improving."
"Yes it, it is, I, I, thin, I think."
Nevada reached over and gave Pilar a quick pat on the hand and a brief smile. He felt his anger starting to melt away.
He looked around the table at the co-conspirators, Nevada couldn't be sure if they were smiling at him or giving him an I told you so smirk. Except for Steven, he obviously wasn't in on it because he sat frozen in place with a fork full of food halfway into his mouth and his eyes were wide with shock at what just took place. In fact no one was talking or moving.
Josie broke the uncomfortable silence. "You know Pilar, now that you will be joining us regularly for meals I think it's time you helped us prepare them." Josie looked at Nevada with an expression that screamed 'go ahead I dare you.' I know you used to love cooking. You seem to be moving about quite well. What do you think, are you up to it?"
Pilar didn't answer but quickly glanced at Nevada.
"I think that's a great idea Pilar, you're part of the family and everyone needs to pitch in. If you are feeling up to it, you should do it," chimed in Nevada. It was like someone flipped a light switch and his animosity was gone. Just start by being nicer.
Tears welled up in her eyes and she reached over and placed her hand gently on Nevada's and he gave it a quick squeeze in return.
"Oh, oh, okay I, I will."
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Wife wants to feel the passion again


Every new beginning comes from some other beginning's end.


"Closing Time"


Semisonic, 1998

This is a long one folks, about 20,000 words. There's no sex to speak of. The story involves unwilling cuckold principles. There is no BTB element to it either. You have been warned. Proceed at your own risk.
Main Characters:
Jordan Billings, aged 55, married to Helena for 33 years
Helena Billings, aged 56, mother of two adult children.
Sydney Billings-Browning, aged 30, married 2 kids of her own.
Darby Billings-Hobson, married age 27, seven months pregnant with first child
Anita Bozeman, aged 51, divorced 2 years after 26 years of marriage
Story:
Jordan Billings was spending a lazy Fall Sunday afternoon swinging slowly in his hammock that was strung between the two mature sixty foot Sycamore shade trees he had planted for this exact purpose over thirty years ago. There were still plenty of leaves on the trees that were now various shades of green, gold, and brown for him to enjoy. It was one of the simple dreams he had when his wife Helena and he had purchased this house they raised their two daughters in. His wife used to tease him about how hard he worked at getting those two trees to survive from saplings, but he never gave up and they grew tall and strong.
The fall was his favorite time of year. The summer heat was gone and two of the three great loves in his life, playoff baseball and college football were in full swing. Of course his greatest love was his family. He still couldn't believe that so much time had passed them by. Where did it all go?
His alone time in his hammock was always a time of reflection. He turned his head and could still see the remnants of the sand box and play set he had crafted from his own hands for his children. Helena had been after Jordan to demolish them so she could plant a vegetable garden, but he just couldn't bring himself to do it.
He thought to himself that the old saying, "young people look to tomorrow, and old people long for yesterday" was really true. Jordan was a realist. A pragmatic man, and while he wasn't depressed about it, he felt that at his age even an optimistic person had to know that at least two thirds of their life was gone. He didn't dwell on it but just the same, he understood that in his family the men rarely lived to see 75 years old. Well at least 75 years old with their faculties still intact.
He could retire any time now as he had just completed his 30th year at McHenry Logistics. His plan was to use the IRS Rule of 55. He was looking forward to it because frankly he couldn't stand it anymore. It just wasn't the same since old man McHenry sold out and left for Florida. The work environment at McHenry was constantly changing and he was tired of changing with it. It seemed like a regular occurrence now that they hired some twenty-eight year old who had recently graduated from an Ivy League business school with all of two to three years experience in the workforce, as the COO. The new "whiz kid" of course said everything they had been doing was wrong and couldn't believe the company had survived for over 100 years. Six months later Mr. Whiz was gone and another clone was hired to take his place and the process was repeated.
When he reached sixty-two he would also draw his social security, not because he needed it but, because he didn't want to take a chance on dying before he could get some of the money back he had paid into it for his whole life!
His wife Helena was an account manager with Hastings Investment Group and as she had over 25 years their retirement years would be very comfortable. She had her own well funded 401k as well as other investments she had made with money she received from her grandmother's will.
The only problem with the plan was Helena. They had argued good naturedly for months about it, because she had no intention of retiring any time soon. But last night when she told Jordan that she loved what she was doing and because she was only 56, she planned on working for the next ten to fifteen years he was shocked. When they were young all they talked about was retiring around age 55 so they could really enjoy their retirement years.
Oddly, she had been angry when she couldn't talk him out of retiring. She had almost insisted that he continue to work because, "he was way too young to retire!" She continued to argue that she didn't want him lying around doing nothing. It was like she had forgotten all the plans and sacrifices they had made to reach this point in time. In fact up until about 6 months or so ago Marie was usually the one who brought up how much she was looking forward to their retirement goals together. He didn't understand when she had changed or why for that matter. He was so upset by Helena's revelation that he had taken the day off from work. He didn't need much of an excuse anymore to do that. He never missed a day of work in his first twenty years at McHenry's. Now he made sure he used all of his sick and personal days every year.
Things would be clarified for him later that evening.
There had been a definite chill in the atmosphere around the house after their argument. In fact Helena had left the house in the morning before Jordan even awoke. Normally it was their habit to spend the time before work together.
He was still trying to sort everything out when his thoughts were disturbed by the sound of Helena's voice calling to him. What the hell, he thought then glanced at his watch and realized he had been out there all afternoon. It was Helena's normal time to arrive home.
She walked onto the patio and said, "There you are, didn't you hear me calling you?" She wasn't angry in fact her mood seemed very upbeat and pleasant. "I'm sorry about last night sweetheart, let me call for some takeout from Graziano's, and then we can talk after."
Jordan thought maybe there was hope for their retirement plans after all and he heartily agreed. After he and Helena were done and had cleaned the kitchen, which mostly consisted of throwing the takeout debris away and pouring a fresh glass of a California Grenache for each of them. That state was crazy but they certainly knew how to make a good wine. They moved to the living room for their talk.
"Jordie honey, I'm really sorry about last night. I'm afraid I didn't handle things all that well and I would like to explain myself in better detail. I really need you to grasp where I'm coming from and understand where I'm at in my life, and the changes I think we need to make."
Well that certainly got Jordan's attention. "That was quite a mouthful....."
"Please Jordan," Helena jumped in to interrupt. "I was practicing what I wanted to say to you all day at work and I want to get it all out and then we can argue it back and forth."
Jordan just nodded. This wasn't all that unusual a process for Helena. She was a deliberate person which was one of the reasons they were originally attracted to each other. He leaned back to get more comfortable and motioned for her to go on by gently tilting his glass to her.
"Honey I know we have made all these plans, and I still want them like you do, but I am enjoying my work so much more these days. It's the only thing I'm happy with in my life right now."
He understood. Just because he was unhappy at work it didn't mean everyone should be. Wait, what did she say? Jordan sprang from his chair. "What are you talking about?" He practically shouted it out.
"Jordan pleeeease? Just sit down and listen. I want you to know that I still love you very much. Marrying you was the best thing I did in my life. You gave me two beautiful daughters and years of a happy and fulfilling life."
Jordan sat back down but alarm bells were clanging in his head. This exchange was not at all going the way he thought it would. Come to think of it, it was more of a lecture than a conversation. He again motioned for her to continue but his heart was racing now.
"I know you understand that I haven't been happy lately."
No, he was like most long term husbands and had no clue that his wife wasn't happy. He was very content with his personal life and up until a second ago thought she was too. However, he was smart enough to know he shouldn't blurt that out. He responded with what most experienced husbands do in situations like this and merely said, "Hmmm."
"Listen sweetheart, I know this is going to hurt but please believe me, this is more about me than you."
Oh shit! thought Jordan, this just keeps getting worse. It's not you it's me? He was prepared for the worst. She wants a divorce.
It was as if she had read his thoughts and she quickly exclaimed. "No, no honey, I don't want a divorce, oh shit I'm not doing this right. I'm messing it all up." She was close to tears.
A husband goes through phases with a wife's crying. In the first few years of marriage he can't figure out why she cries so much. She never did that when they were dating, the crying only starts when he asks her to marry him. After about ten years the husband will do most anything to make her stop crying. If she says between her sniffling, "you don't love me anymore." He will go buy flowers, candy, lingerie, or even a new house if need be to get her to stop. But, by thirty years into a marriage he has come to understand that sometimes women just shed tears as a normal emotion. It doesn't mean they are weak, scared, or manipulative. It just is. It's the same for guys except they just yell and scream instead.
Jordan waited until she had dabbed her eyes with a tissue. And that's another thing, how is it that a woman always has a tissue available? She could be naked and if she started to cry, a tissue would suddenly appear out of nowhere. He shook his head in wonder.
Jordan cleared his mind and just gave a quick sigh. He needed to move this along. "Helena, why don't you just tell me what it is you want? If you mess it up, I'm sure I will understand." He really wasn't at all sure he would but it seemed an appropriate thing to say.
"You're going to be angry with me, and I know I'm going to hurt you with what I say, but can we please have a civil conversation between adults?"
"Helena, for the love of god, just spit it out!" He raged; just a normal male reaction to an emotional situation after all.
"I'm not happy Jordan. I feel like I'm dead inside. We are just going through the motions of being married. I feel like we are roommates not lovers or even friends. We get up we go to work, we come home and eat dinner, then go to bed.
"I just want to feel something again. Do you remember how it was when we were dating? I felt so alive. I was excited, scared, nervous, and happy all at the same time. I was constantly tingling with anticipation. A little while ago a guy at work asked me to go out with him on a date...."
"A date, a date? Are you shitting me?"
"Oh relax honey, I turned him down, but I have to admit it made me feel young and vibrant again."
Jordan relaxed a little, Helena was still a beautiful woman and Jordan always assumed that like most women in the workplace she had to put up with occasional inappropriate advances. He learned long ago that jealously was a waste of energy. Besides Helena was a grown woman and could take care of herself.
"That's normal I guess, but we've been married over thirty years. Our relationship has matured to such a point that you can't expect the same electricity you did when we were young. Haven't we earned a little 'ordinary' in our lives?
"Besides, isn't that what our retirement plans are all about? Traveling and doing the things we want to do, just the two of us? We talked about getting a motorhome and traveling to all thirty major league ball parks the first summer we could? What about our planned road trip to the top ten National Parks? Yellowstone, Zion, Rocky Mountain, etc. Golf at midnight in Alaska and most importantly our Mediterranean cruise. Our retirement was to be our time to reconnect. You know just the two of us.
"That being said you know I love you, what can I do to help make you feel better? I will do most anything."
Helena's eyes lit up. "I'm so glad you said that. I have to be honest with you. All those things were more important to you than to me. I went along with them because I knew it made you happy. And I will still do them with you someday, but what I'm talking about is making me happy. I need to do something for me as an individual. I know it's selfish of me but...."
"Helena, you still haven't told me what it is that you want!" Jordan was exasperated by this point and his head was starting to hurt.
"I want to start dating again. I want to feel the rush of the unexpected, the nervous excitement, and yes the attention. It's like the feeling you get when you do something for the first time."
A very relieved Jordan sat back into his chair surprised it took so long to get here. "Shoot Helena, that's an easy one. Let's do a date night once a week; I will even take dance lessons with you. I know that is something you enjoy and I'm lousy at."
"Jordan, I want to date other men."
There was dead silence. The only sound was the ticking of Helena's grandmother's clock in the main entrance counting off the seconds.
While not completely unflappable, Jordan was shocked. He could have gone through the usual litany of bullshit most husbands would do at this point. Most of which would make him look like a spoiled child or a victim. He decided that would be counterproductive. Besides being in a state of shock could lend itself to him losing control so he did what he felt was the smart thing.
He did have trouble getting the words out. He meant his tone to be somewhere in between anger and capitulation but he wasn't sure he was successful.
"Please explain in more detail what you mean." It sounded inadequate but it should buy him some time to think.
Helena seemed surprised that Jordan wasn't being more emotional. She had expected more of an outburst from him. She was emboldened and plunged ahead.
"Not all the time, just maybe a couple of times a month. You know dinner and a movie, that sort of thing. Maybe the ballet, a concert or a play something like that. Maybe going to clubs to dance now and then?
"I just want to experience all those emotions again from when I was 18 and my hormones were on fire. I want to feel alive again."
He kept rolling his hand impatiently signaling Helena to continue. He knew what was coming and he was going to force her to say it. He wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of making him speak the words.
"Well maybe sex would be a part of it with the right man." She spoke sheepishly waiting for the inevitable explosion. She had a whole speech she had worked out with her sister Sheridan, and of course Sydney and Darby, about how to deal with that from him.
Jordan just sat stoically staring at her. He knew she wanted him to explode and be the bad guy in this so he had to stay cool.
"How did you arrive at this conclusion?" He responded with a feigned calmness, because his insides were roiling and his chest was starting to tighten. He could taste metal in his mouth. He was probably grinding his crowns to dust. Most people don't know it but the human jaw is capable of exerting more pressure per square inch than an orangutan's. Jordan was approaching those limits now.
"Well, I was talking with Sheridan and the girls about it..."
"Wait, you mean you actually discussed this with our daughters before speaking to me?" He wasn't worried about Sheridan, of course Helena would have discussed it with her slut sister.
Jordan was incredulous. He couldn't believe this woman he had known for so long could be so callous of his feelings that she would actually discuss her desire to be unfaithful with his own daughters. At that point he lost it. In his anger he knew he had but two choices, he could kill her on spot or get away. He chose to get away. He jumped to his feet and began stumbling towards the front door. He picked up his keys and his wallet in the bowl in the entryway they kept there for that purpose. He could hear Helena saying something to him but it was unintelligible, and then he was gone.
He stayed gone for a full week. He never answered his phone because he shut it off. The only thing he did besides thinking about his situation and feeling sorry for himself was to go into work and quit. No notice, nothing. He walked into his boss' office handed him his office key and said, "I quit," and walked out the door without looking back. He filed his retirement papers. Jordan hated that job and there didn't any longer seem to be a point in continuing with it. That single act gave him more relief than even he had imagined.
As he lay on his bed in the rented motel room he thought about his circumstances. He had calmed down considerably so he was able to think rationally about what she had said. In some ways he could relate to her need for passion in her life. He too felt something was missing, but that is why he felt so strongly about them retiring. Another part of him felt it was simply Helena's attempt to rationalize a base desire to try out new cocks. The thought that caused the most angst in his mind was that she was trying out his replacement. By doing it this way she would have something safe to fall back on waiting for her if she couldn't find a suitable substitute.
He had yet to come up with a competent plan when there was a knock on his motel room door. Who could that be? It's nine o'clock.
He looked through his peephole and saw Sydney and Darby standing outside in the cold night air. They had found him. Well why not; he wasn't exactly hiding because he had used their joint credit card for everything. It was never his intention to run away. Just stay away until he could handle the problem rationally.
He exhaled and opened the door. "Come in girls." He poked his head outside and looked in all directions. "You didn't bring your mother with you. Did she send you?"
"No Dad, the two of us wanted to talk with you alone, but yes she knows we are here." Obviously Sydney had been elected spokesperson. She was always the more clear thinking of the two. His younger daughter Darby was more emotional and was giving him looks that clearly demonstrated her displeasure with him. It was probably Syd's idea that they both come.
He waved them to the only two chairs in the room so he sat on the end of the bed. "Well?"
They became fascinated with the faded pattern of the carpeting. Jordan decided that going on offense was a good idea.
"Did it seem odd, or say even inappropriate to either of you for you mother to be discussing her game plan to be unfaithful before she even spoke with me?" He alternated his steely eyed glare between the two of them.
They still hadn't decided if they liked the carpeting or not. Surprisingly Darby was the first to look at him. "Not really Dad. Mom has been unhappy for some time now."
Sydney at least had the decency to look embarrassed.
"So in your opinions, is it just about her desire to have sex with different men?" Again he was being accusatory. He was sure the conversation wasn't going like they anticipated.
It was like Sydney came out of a short term coma. "Dad you have to talk to her..."
"You didn't answer my question Syd."
"Of course that's part of it, but Dad women think differently about sex than men. It's more about the emotional connection. I believe she just sincerely wants to have relationships that will return some zest to her life. Maybe give her a new perspective. Mom isn't the type to just go out and look for bigger dicks to fuck. Excuse my French."



Now Jordan was the one fazed. His eyes had expanded noticeably. In his lifetime he never imagined words like that coming from, never mind a conversation like this with his daughters. Darby looked like she was going to add something but much to his relief she appeared to have thought better of it and kept her mouth closed.
"Dad, let me ask you a couple of simple questions ok?" Sydney appeared genuine in her desire to mediate the situation, but Darby still looked angry. Maybe it was the pregnancy, but her demeanor was worrying him.
"Shoot. I don't have ideas anyway."
"Do you still love her?"
"Of course, you don't fall out of love with someone that easily."
"Do you think she still loves you?"
"I think she believes she does." He paused to give it more thought. "Yes I guess from her perspective what she wants to do has nothing to do with her love for me. At least that's what she told me."
"That's why you have to go talk with her. You can't just avoid her forever. You guys have too much of a good history to let this end you."
"It was never my intention to evaporate Syd. I just needed to calm myself, try to understand and maybe get her to see reason, but I was so shocked and angry I was afraid of what I might say or do."
Darby gave a snort of disgust or disbelief. Jordan wasn't sure which.
"Let me ask you Syd, do you think what she wants to do is appropriate for a married woman, do you think it will make our marriage stronger?"
"Dad it really isn't important what I think, I'm just focused on getting you two to at least talk with each other. She is worried about you."
"Sorry Syd, not good enough. Your mother talked to you about having sex with other men before she even mentioned it to me." Jordan was back to being threatening. "Give me an honest answer, and I will go talk with her."
Sydney sighed and was thoughtful before speaking. "I understand where she is coming from, but no, I don't think it is appropriate. I also don't think it's worth breaking up a 30 year relationship though. At least not before you talk it over and try to understand her, and at least work out a compromise of sorts."
Jordan wasn't happy with her response but he felt Sydney was being honest. The girls were naturally closer to their mom than to him.
"Darby honey, you think I'm being unreasonable don't you? You believe what your mother wants is reasonable and perhaps she even deserves this selfish pleasure don't you? Do you think I am in the wrong here?"
Before she could answer Sydney put a grip on her arm that was going to leave marks for a while. Darby understood Syd's intent and snapped at him. "Just go talk to her will you please?" She pulled her arm away and began to rub it, Sydney's finger nail marks were already bruising.
He didn't bother following up the question, he had his answer.
Jordan thought for a couple of minutes. He still wasn't sure what he wanted to do, but he knew staying in the motel room plan had its shortcomings.
"All right ladies, tomorrow is Sunday, tell your mom I will be home in the afternoon and we can talk." He turned and stared Darby down, and snapped back at her. "Alone!"
That's great Dad! Bye." Sydney grabbed Darby's arm again and pulled her towards the door.
"Ouch that really hurts damn it," screeched an angry and hurting baby sister Darby.
Jordan couldn't help but laugh at that as the door closed behind them. It reminded him of when they were young. Darby had always need Sydney to keep her out of trouble.
He fell into another troubled sleep. At about three AM he awoke with a start. He had an epiphany. Well maybe it wasn't that significant, but he had an idea. There was some risk to it, but it might bring this dating nonsense to an end. It could also end his marriage and despite his anger at Helena he didn't really want a divorce. His life was comfortable, if not exciting, but he was too old to start over, wasn't he?
Jordan walked into his house in the early afternoon to find Helena sitting pensively on the living room couch. She looked like she hadn't slept in several days. Jordan was glad to see he wasn't the only one who was a mess. He stood there silently waiting for her to say something, then thought better of it and started in on her.
"You know Helena, no matter how this ends up for us, the one thing I will never forgive you for is talking to our daughters about your desire to have sex with other men before you even had the decency to at least speak with me about it first."
"Wait, you have to understand why...."
Jordan put his hand up in the 'talk to the hand' position and interrupted. "What have I ever done to you to deserve that level of disrespect from you? I mean really, the hubris you have shown. And what really made me angry, and I mean angry to the point of maybe doing you bodily harm which is why I had to leave immediately, was that I knew why you did it!
"It was two things really wasn't it? First it was so you could get them on your side, which by the way you succeeded with Darby and I think you still have a chance with Syd. The second was if they freaked out and said no way, then I never would have heard a word about it, would I?
"Your selfishness has cost me my relationship with my daughters."
"But I...."
"Just don't Helena, just don't. I still love them and I suppose I always will, but I have lost respect for them and I'm sure they for me. You took it upon yourself to damage my relationship with them. The only reason I am here is because I promised I would talk with you before I made any decisions. Maybe by doing so I figured I might start down the road of repairing my relationship with them. So help me Helena if you say one word in reference to my daughters' involvement in this mess I will be out of here. If you pulled this shit on me twenty years ago we'd already be divorced.
"All that being said, it's your dime, so start talking." Jordan suddenly felt old and very tired so he flopped into his well worn but favorite recliner and waited. His wife hated that chair and had told him numerous times to get rid of it because it was tattered and didn't match their décor. But he always refused, he just felt it was getting broken in properly.
Helena waited a full minute before she could speak. "I am sorry, I know I handled that poorly, but can I please say something about why I spoke with them without you flying off the handle or storming out the door?"
"Only if you answer me one question first, why is Darby angry with me? What did you say that would make her angry with me?"
"Jordan honey..."
He visibly cringed when she called him honey but didn't interpose himself however, she noticed it.
"I honestly don't know what I said that would cause her anger, but you know she has always been a momma's girl and maybe she just naturally assumed you had done something wrong, which of course you haven't. Maybe that's part of the problem?"
"What? You would have liked it better if I was abusive to you or a serial cheater?" Spittle was coming out of his mouth.
"Of Course not, I just meant that you are very predicable.
"Let's put the girls aside for now. They are both grown and married and neither of them really needs us any more. We had a relationship before them and one after they left the house. It's you and me, mostly me that I really want to talk about."
"I concur. Can you start off by doing a better job of telling me why you want to do this?"
"Yes Jordie I will try. I've had several days to think about it. I think the best way for me to describe how I feel is to ask you a few questions, is that ok?"
He just slowly nodded his head.
"Jordan, when is the last time you and I did something together for the first time?"
"Well I don't really remember anything recently." He was genuinely stumped. "But Helena at our age it's harder to come up with new things. You know our retirement plans were all going to be doing things together for the first time. If you retire now, we can start doing all of that together. Plus aren't we contented with where we are?
"You might be, but I'm not. Our retirement plans will wait and they will be fun, but I want to feel the excitement that one gets when doing something new maybe even a little risky.
"We never go out together anymore. We haven't for sometime."
"Now that's not true. We go out to dinner all the time!"
"Jordie, we go out to dinner once a month or so. We always go to Graziano's and you order the lasagna every single time. That's all we do, no movies, no day trips, nothing else."
"I didn't realize that Helena. It's just that I'm tired all the time from work. Maybe we can do it more now that I retired?"
"You did what?" She shrilled and rose up. "You should have talked to me before you did that Jordie. Sheesh I wish you hadn't done that. What are you going to do?"
"But Helena that was our plan all along."
"No Jordan that was your plan. Let's come back to this later. Do you think I'm attractive?"
"Of course I do. I know I don't say it often enough, but I'm still very attracted to you. That should go without saying I think."
"Ok, what do you think when you see me naked Jordie? Do I take your breath away do you start to get an erection like you used to when we were young or do you ever have an almost irresistible urge to throw me on the bed and make mad passionate love to me. Do ever just have the urge to ravage me?"
She was crying gently as she continued. "Do you remember when we were first married how we would make out in the car at least once a week all over town? I remember when we used to take our nude car rides late at night and how excited it got me. I want that feeling again."
"Helena you're not being fair, we've been married over 30 years and we are in are 50's for god sakes. You can't expect us to have the same level of desire we had as kids. Marriage is about being comfortable with each other. We have earned the right to slow down."
"Are you satisfied with our sex life Jordan, are you really? I feel like we only have sex because we think we have to. Neither of us crave sexual contact anymore. Hell when we get into bed we are like boxers after the bell rings to end a round and we go to our respective corners. We only have sex a couple times a month and I want more and I want to feel that hypersexual heat again."
Jordan remained silent; there really wasn't anything to say. What was he supposed to do, tell her that she was wrong to feel that way?
"I know it hurt you the other night when I told you that the only time I felt alive is when I was at work but its true. I love the excitement I love the adult conversations with important people. I love the problem solving the atmosphere and yes Jordie, I love the attention too.
"I know I told you about the guy who asked me out at work and that I wanted to say yes. What I didn't tell you was that when he asked me I immediately got wet and felt myself flush. I have missed that feeling so much."
"Why didn't you tell how you felt about all this? I feel terrible; I guess I let you down."
"It's not all on you Jordie, I should have done better myself, but at this point there really isn't anything the two of us can do. That's why I wanted to look to the outside for the feelings I need. Maybe if we both feel young and excited again it will help us reconnect. But..."
"So we're going to have an open marriage is that it?"
"Don't be crude Jordie, it isn't like that at all." She replied scornfully.
"Really, tell me how it would be different? I guess I'm just supposed to sit home like a good little boy while you go out a fuck anyone you want, is that it?"
"Jordie please. To be honest this isn't just about sex. I haven't thought that much about that part; it's more about the excitement of a new relationship."
"What are you going to do if I refuse to go along with this insanity?"
"Jordie you aren't going to refuse me this. I know you love me enough to let me do this. I still love you and ten years from now I will probably be ready to be just as satisfied with what our relationship will be as you are happy with it now. Then we can both be retired and do the traveling you want to."
"Ok Helena I've listened to what you are saying and I understand where you are coming from, but now I need you to understand my position.
"What's so wrong with feeling comfortable? I think I have earned the right after all the things I've done to support our family to have some peace and quiet. I worked all those years at a job I came to hate to support my family. I'm tired and I don't want that kind of stress in my life anymore. Don't I deserve that?"
"Of course you do sweetheart, all I'm asking you to do is put it on hold for awhile. If you don't want to get your old job back, find something else to do until I work through all this then we can do the traveling and spoil our grandchildren together."
"Listen to me Helena, I will not be able to handle you having sex with other men. I just won't. But, maybe I can propose a compromise that works for both of us. You give me the opportunity to be a better husband to you and I will agree to your going on occasional dates, but just platonic dates. You told me the sex isn't all that important to you. After all these years don't I deserve a chance before you take that final step that could end our marriage?
"If you're being honest with me you can wait awhile on the sex part can't you? I mean if the relationship part is more important anyway?"
"Well Jordan, I don't know how to respond to that. I mean it sounds reasonable enough, so let me think about it for a bit. In the meantime can you return home please? I think it's childish and besides I worry about you taking care of yourself. Just come home."
"Yes Helena, I will come home, but I want an answer from you on my suggestion before I do. And the second thing I want is for us to work out a written agreement, a post-nup if you will, that your 'dates' will just be platonic and any violation of that triggers a divorce with the settlement heavily weighted in my favor."
"What are you serious? I will do no such thing. You will just have to trust me."
"Ok, I will just talk to a lawyer tomorrow and get the ball rolling on the divorce." Jordan doubted that he would actually go through with his threat; he felt he was too old to start over. He was just trying to buy time and hope he could convince her to stay with him. Jordan got up and started for the door praying Helena would stop him.
"Wait Jordan, stay for dinner and let's talk about this some more. I will probably have some questions and I'm sure that you will have questions about how all this would work. So Please stay, I will whip us up a quick dinner and we can talk."
Jordan acquiesced and stayed. They ate a simple pasta dish with a bottle of wine and talked. In actual fact they talked until about two in the morning. At some point Jordan realized this was the most meaningful conversation between husband and wife than they had in years. It also made him recognize how far apart he and Helena had grown. Coming to understand the depth of the chasm was staggering for a man who, up until a couple of weeks ago thought he had a great marriage.
On the other hand Jordan was encouraged because he noted that Helena really hadn't thought much about the actual process of dating. He was relieved because a big part of him assumed she had a boyfriend all lined up and ready to go. He also became more comfortable that she wasn't just trying to find a replacement for him. It was now obvious to him that she was unhappy and looking to find more excitement in her life, but hadn't really thought past that point. He felt he had some time.
Three days later at dinner Helena announced that she was going on a date a week from Friday. Jordan literally dropped his fork onto his plate. He was crushed and his eyes started to water up.
"Jordie, please don't do this. We talked about it and we agreed."
"Yes but, but we haven't even drawn up our agreement yet?" He was whining and he knew that he sounded like a little boy who had lost his favorite toy, but he couldn't help himself.
"You're the one who wanted the agreement Jordan. What have you done about it? I'm betting nothing and I'm not putting my plans on hold waiting for you." Helena snapped impatiently.
Jordan was aware of that fact and was hoping to delay it hoping she might change her mind. In fact all he had done since their conversation was mope around the house and lay in his hammock feeling sorry for himself.
"Besides Jordie you haven't asked me out on a date yet so I don't plan on sitting home waiting for you to do so. I will be going out for dinner and a movie with a friend. He will be picking me up here at six." She said efficaciously. "If you want I will introduce you to him?"
"No! I don't want him here. He will not come into my house."
"Quit being childish, of course he will pick me up here. However I will acquiesce to your request that he not enter the house this time. But for the future, my dates will be invited in. It is the polite thing to do and if you can't handle it you shouldn't be around when I go out." She was being condescending now.
Jordan sputtered and turned beet red, but didn't have an adequate retort for her so he remained silent.
"Just draw up whatever agreement you want, but do it quickly. And instead of wasting money on an attorney we will just have Sydney read it and notarize it. She is licensed you know." Helena snorted dismissively and promenaded out of the room.
At first he was shocked at the suggestion but then thought better of it. If Sydney was involved in the process Helena would have a harder time not sticking to the rules she agreed to, so he concurred.
Later that evening after recovering, Jordan asked Helena very formally if she would like to go out Friday night. "I would love to Jordie, why don't you surprise me with what we are going to do?"
Jordan had two things to do now. Draw up the agreement and figure out what the hell to do on a date. It had been over thirty years. Helena had said that her first date was dinner and a movie so he thought maybe they could go out for dinner and dancing. That should impress her.
Jordan drew up the agreement and they had Sydney and her family over for a visit. Jordan had a great grill, even though it was ten year old, and the weather was nice so they had a barbeque. They both loved their grandchildren and all their troubles were forgotten for a brief time while they played with them. When they had a few moments of privacy with her the three of them went through the agreement.
Sydney's only comment was directed at Helena. "Are you sure this is what you want to do?" Helena simply nodded in response and all three signed it.
Based on Syd's lack of emotion, he was fairly certain that she and Helena had discussed the contents ahead of time in some detail. It made him uneasy, but there was nothing to be gained by bringing attention to it. Besides at least Darby wasn't there giving him her death stare. That thought reminded him that he hadn't seen or heard from Darby since the night in his hotel room. That just made him sadder.
Friday night arrived and as Jordan and Helena were getting dressed to go out Jordan simply put on one of his old work suits and a well worn pair of loafers. He hadn't been dancing in forever and didn't want his feet barking at him. Helena on the other hand was putting on a brand new black high split party dress and obviously new shoes with three inch heels. She had the pearl necklace on that he had bought her many years ago. She looked great and he told her so.
"Why thank you Jordie. Not bad for an old broad huh?"
"No, not bad at all." He responded with genuine affection. He offered his arm to her and they walked out together.
Their date went ok, and Jordan had the good sense to go to one of the new Japanese teppan restaurants in town instead of Grazianno's before heading to the Elevation Bar and Lounge. The EBL as it was often called was smaller than most dance clubs in town and catered to a more mature crowd. The music didn't hurt his ears either so he felt pretty comfortable. He managed to spend some time on the dance floor with Helena without completely embarrassing himself.



At one point a man about Jordan's age wearing a very sharp expensive looking navy blue suit approached their table and asked Helena to dance. She politely turned him down and continued her conversation with Jordan. This also made Jordan feel better, because the man was very handsome and obviously well off but Helena didn't even give him a second glance.
As the evening progressed he appreciated the fact that Helena seemed to be trying to have a good time but he started feeling melancholy as the night wore on. He realized that they didn't have anything new or exciting to talk about and their outing lacked energy. Their conversation tended to focus on the mundane. Helena started to talk about him retiring but the both quickly recognized that it wasn't a good time for that.
On the way home Helena genuinely thanked Jordan for a pleasant night. When they got into bed they made love but Jordan didn't feel any special spark or aura about it. It was routine and he was sure Helena felt the same. When they were finished they both rolled over to their sides of the bed. In a few short minutes Jordan heard the soft rhythmic breathing of sleep coming from Helena but he couldn't sleep. He had too many worrisome thoughts playing on his mind for that.
Jordan rolled onto his back put his hands behind his head and started to review what had occurred that night. He concluded that some of Helena's assertions were correct. There wasn't any sparks between them anymore. But after thirty-three years was that even possible? On the other hand she seemed to honestly enjoy their time together. She had routinely dismissed the gentleman who wanted to dance with her so maybe his fears of her wanting to replace him were unfounded. He accepted Helena's statement that she just wanted to feel something again at face value, but it didn't make him feel any better about the situation. It was still a baffled husband that finally fell into a troubled sleep.
Their lives quickly fell back into a familiar routine of work, eat, and sleep. Jordan felt comfortable with that but he accepted that Helena did not. Jordan was morose all day on the next Friday. Conversely Helena had been quite cheerful at breakfast, but neither one mentioned her 'date' later that evening. Maybe the best strategy was to not talk about the elephant in the room.
Jordan had gone to the local big box hardware store in the early afternoon to pick up some parts he needed to repair the lawn mower and when he returned he saw Helena's car in the garage. She was home two hours early. His depression only worsened when he entered the house and heard Helena upstairs humming to herself as she was obviously preparing for her evening. He forgot about the lawn mower and grabbed a beer from the fridge and went outside to the back yard and climbed into his hammock. He had a sense of approaching doom so he forced his mind to think of more pleasant times.
He looked over at the now decaying play set and thought of his two little girls all those years ago running from him playing and laughing as he chased them pretending to be the Cookie Monster. They would eventually let him catch them because they knew that the Monster would give them real cookies and chocolate milk before their mom got home. It was always their little secret from her.
Jordan was shaken out of his reminisces by the sound of a car horn. A short time later Helena called out from the back porch. "Jordie I'm leaving now."
Jordan didn't know what she expected from him so he just ignored her and closed his eyes for a moment.
Helena was going to snap at him because she was perturbed that he didn't say goodbye, but she thought better of it and just said quietly, "I'll be home around eleven," and walked away.
Awhile later Jordan's stomach was grumbling at him so he went into the kitchen and was listlessly rooting through the fridge to see if he could find something to eat. He found some left over potato soup so he heated it up, grabbed another beer and was sitting forlornly at the kitchen table that held so many good memories for him when Sydney walked in and sat at the table. She had a worried but sympathetic look on her face but didn't say anything at first.
"What do you want Syd, did your mother send you?"
"Actually Dad she did. She was worried about you. She said you were moping about all day."
"Yeah I guess I wasn't showing enough enthusiasm for her first date."
"Dad, she won't do anything with him. She won't break your agreement."
"Well gosh, what do I have to be worried about then?" He put his head down and starting spooning up his warmed over soup.
"Dad please..."
Jordan jumped up spilling a little of his soup as he slammed his palm down on the table and shouted. "You really think this is ok, don't you. What does your husband think of his mother-in-law's little adventure?"
"He doesn't need to know about this. It doesn't involve him."
"Maybe I should bring him up to speed, you know let him know what he has to look forward to in the future when you get bored with him?"
"You won't do that, now sit back down please. Dad, no I don't think it is ok and I would never do something like that to Denton. I just don't know how else to keep you two together. She really does love you, you know. That's why she asked me to come over here. She was worried. She wouldn't have bothered if she didn't love you."
"Syd, you know as well as I do that sooner or later she is going to sleep with one of them." Jordan's chest was heaving and tears were rolling down his face. "Please leave now, I don't want you seeing me like this."
"Dad, listen to me. Answer me one question honestly then I will go. Do you like your life, are you comfortable with what you have?"
"I was up until this shit started," he spat out.
"Take your feelings out of this for just a moment and tell me what has changed with your life. Nothing that's what. You can get through this if you just think clearly about it. Tell me you don't think she loves you. You can't can you?"
"You know Syd, I came to that conclusion already. I know she loves me. I know she isn't going to leave me for one of her fuck buddies, but it hurts you know? The funny thing is as much told me that I should date too. She knows that I won't do that though so the possibility doesn't scare her."
"Please Dad, if you just look at it dispassionately you will see that nothing has changed. She's the same and so are you, and so is your marriage. Besides you aren't going to divorce her in any case. You're fifty-five years old; do you really want to start over?
"I'm sorry to be so blunt Dad, but you need to just go with the flow and in a few years Mom will get this out of her system and your guys life will return to normal. I know it will."
Jordan was inconsolable. He was embarrassed to have his daughter see him like this. He somehow knew that their relationship would never be the same and it didn't seem possible but he felt even sadder. He looked up at Sydney and could see that she was embarrassed also.
"Dad, I uh, I have to go now. I will see you later," and she almost ran out the front door.
Jordan finally became aware of the mess he had created with his soup bowl so he went about cleaning up the mess all the while thinking about his situation. Now that Sydney was gone at least he could be alone in his misery for a while. But that wasn't to be. Apparently Helena had talked to both daughters because when he got up after wiping up the floor there was Darby with her hands on her hips staring him down.
"Not now Darby, I don't have the time or patience to listen to any more bullshit, especially from you."
Jordan looked at his youngest daughter and realized that she seemed giddy with excitement at what her mother was doing.
"Darby based on your attitude I can tell that you are very happy for your mother aren't you?"
"Yes Daddy I am. She is taking charge of her life while you just wallow in your misery."
"I bet you're really looking forward to the day you can do this to your husband aren't you?"
Darby got a dark sneer on her face and spat out her reply.
"I just have one thing to say to you Daddy," she pronounced 'daddy' with all the sarcasm she could muster. "If you don't pull your head out of your ass and go along with Mom's program you are never going to get to see your 3rd grandchild."
Jordan was dumbstruck. "What?"
"That's right Daddy, I can't believe you would refuse her after all she's done for us over the years. Hasn't she earned this?"
"Well Darby, haven't I earned some respect for everything I've done for the family all these years?"
"She told me that she said you should do the same thing. So do it! You know she will get over this someday and things will go back to normal. I know you want to be involved in your grandchild's life, so just relax and learn to live with it."
"Right, well she's out on a date right now, so I guess I am going along with the program aren't I? I guess I really don't have any choice anyway." He was a defeated man.
"That's right Daddy you don't." She patted him on the shoulder like one would a small child and strutted out of the house in victory.
Jordan was very confused. What should he do now? He didn't know how he was supposed to react. Did he just go to bed? He knew he wouldn't be able to sleep. Should he stay up and wait for her like he used to do when his daughters started dating. Like most worried fathers, he always sat in the living room waiting for them to return. He could move into one of the spare bedrooms, but why let her kick him out of his own bed? In the end, consistent with what he had become, he decided to do nothing.
He didn't really have the energy to confront the issue. If she was home before his normal bedtime, around 10PM he would be doing what he always did after dinner, watching television. He had recorded a number of old westerns favorites that he would watch over and over again. He never tired of them. He could recite the dialogue word for word from Rio Bravo. After that he would be in bed and hopefully asleep, but he doubted that would be the case.
At 10 O'clock Helena wasn't home so he shut off the television, just as John Wayne shot the guy off his horse. He took a quick shower and went to bed. Unbelievably he actually fell asleep before Helena got home.
Helena's date dropped her off back at her house just after eleven. Before exiting his car she gave him a quick kiss on the lips and thanked him for a terrific evening. He asked her if they could do it again sometime.
"I would love to do it again, I had a very enjoyable evening, but before committing to anything I better see how my husband is doing with all this."
"I thought you said he was ok with it? Would it be a good idea for me to come in and meet him so he could see there was nothing threatening about me?"
"Maybe some other time, I think I will have to spend some time smoothing things over with him. He's probably waiting up for me just like he used to do with our girls." Helena couldn't help but giggle as she said it.
In a way she was as confused as Jordan about how she should act. She'd never done anything like this before. She didn't do anything outside the agreement they had made so she didn't need to feel guilty, but truthfully she did. Hardin was a perfect gentleman all evening. She wondered if Jordie would want to reclaim her as his wife. In truth she would love to have sex with him, the whole evening had been exciting and she was aroused. In short, the time spent with Hardin was very invigorating. He took her hand in his during the movie and his simple touch shot a jolt of electricity through her body that she hadn't experienced since she started dating Jordan.
She was a little disappointed when she discovered that Jordan didn't wait up for her, but excused it thinking he might be waiting for her in bed. She got flushed just thinking about it. However, even before she got to their bedroom, she could her him gently snoring. She was terribly hurt, how could he? Did he care so little for her that he didn't even wait up until she got home?
By the time She finished her shower and preparation for bed her conflicting emotions had settled on anger. Helena felt it was rude of him not to be waiting for her. She crawled into bed but didn't sleep very much. Her thoughts switched back and forth between her anger at an uncaring husband and the exciting time she had with Hardin.
When Helena awoke in the late morning she turned over and saw that Jordan was gone. She could hear him poking around in the garden shed. It was Saturday so he was probably doing his routine of yard work. She had tried to get him to hire a gardener for years but he always refused. It was his yard so he would take care of it.
It was just about lunch time when Helena finally made it downstairs. She was still very perplexed as to how she should handle the situation with Jordan. She honestly didn't want to fight with him and genuinely wanted their relationship to continue on as it had. She self-centeredly felt that her dating activity was outside of their relationship. It filled in what was missing from her life; it didn't replace what she had. Why couldn't Jordan understand that?
She heard Jordan putting the mower back into the shed and she knew he was about finished. She quickly prepared sandwiches with chips and iced tea for lunch as was her normal habit on Saturdays.
When Jordan entered the kitchen he gave a non committal look in her direction as he noticed that lunch was prepared. He went to the sink and washed the morning's chores off of his hands and sat at the table. Without making eye contact with her he began to eat his lunch. It was very uncomfortable for the both of them.
Helena was the first to talk. She cleared her throat, and timidly asked, "Jordie can we talk about last night?"
Jordan's head shot up in mid mouthful of sandwich and stared wide eyed at his wife. He almost choked on the mouth full and had to take a sip of tea before he could respond. "Helena, I have absolutely no interest in your date from last night. If you so much as mention anything about it to me I will be out the door and be gone until I find an attorney to start the process of our divorce!"
"Jordan please, stop acting so childish. I just thought you might like to know how it went?"
He didn't respond beyond slowly shaking his head in the negative with a scowl on his face that Helena had never seen before so she didn't push the issue.
"Listen to me Helena, I do not like what you are doing one bit. You aren't in high school and I'm not one of your giddy little girlfriends asking you about your date with the 'hunky' senior quarterback. I'm your husband, your extremely pissed off husband. I am still convinced that what you are doing will end us. So don't push it!"
"All right Jordie I understand and I won't bring it up again. I simply wanted to point out to you that I went on a date and nothing changed between us. That is outside of us. I love you as much today as when we got married."
Jordan just snorted and went back outside to lie in his hammock.
The next week passed and the two of them had settled into what could best be described as an uncomfortable coexistence. There certainly wasn't any intimacy between them and meal times were mostly silent. Jordan's hygiene and manner of dress suffered. He rarely shaved and some days never showered or got out of his pajamas. Helena seemed not to notice.
Jordan also spent a lot of time alone in his hammock questioning what the future held for them. He also came to accept some truths about his new existence. First he knew that no matter what he said or did, Helena was going to go on her dates, and sooner or later sleep with one of them. Secondly, he realized that he didn't have the energy to try to 'fight' for his marriage. He didn't feel like he should have to in the first place so he was never going to ask her for another date. Although it made him forlorn and angry with himself, he knew that Helena and the girls were well aware that he wasn't going to divorce her. He was just too old and defeated. His only hope was that Helena would come to her senses and stop this madness.
One crisp late afternoon as he was wasting the day away again in his hammock, he smelled something awful and realized it was him. At that moment, he made a decision. It might have been a life and death one too. Whatever transpired, He was done feeling sorry for himself. Jordan was reminded of an old movie line, that at some point everyone has to come to a decision about their life. And you either had to "get busy living or get busy dying." He chose to live.
On a Wednesday evening while enduring another silent meal Helena noticed that Jordan was clean shaven and well dressed which was unusual. It had been almost three weeks since her first date so she felt now was as good a time as any.
"Jordan honey, I just wanted to let you know that I will be going out again this Friday evening. I will invite my date in, because it is the polite thing to do, so if that makes you uncomfortable, you should probably be gone." She closed her eyes, grimaced and waited for his outburst.
"I understand. It will probably be best if I'm just away from home then. What time should I be gone?"
An exceptionally stunned Helena just stammered out, "Uh, I guess by six or six thirty."
Jordan just nodded his head and continued spooning his meatball soup. He loved meatball or 'Albondigas' soup. It was one of his favorites and he was certain that it wasn't a coincidence that Helena had made this evening.
"Ok I'll be out of the house. The soup is excellent as usual, thank you for making it."
Helena started to say something and Jordan was certain she was somehow going to make a reference to the soup and her dating other men. Part of Jordan really wanted to hear how Helena was going to try to pull that one off, but he just stared her down and wisely she decided to not say anything.
That night Jordan slept like a baby for the first time in a long time and Helena was the one who was spending a fitful night. She got very little sleep because she couldn't decide if Jordie's lack of emotion was insulting or a sign of his becoming more comfortable with their situation. Truth be told she was hurt that he didn't make a scene.
True to his word that Friday evening as he was heading out the door he yelled to Helena who had been upstairs for getting dressed for hours to let her know he was leaving.
"Helena, I'm leaving now, just one question though. You aren't going to invite your gentleman friend in when you return from your date are you? I'm just asking so I know if I need to be gone then too?"
He was looking up to the top of the stairs and Helena appeared in a very sexy matching bra and panty set as she tilted her head to attach one of her pearl earrings. Damn she was still beautiful thought Jordan. She must have sensed her mistake.
"Uh, I'm sorry Jordan I should have put a robe on."
He dismissed her concern with a wave of his hand and repeated his question.
"No sweetheart, I won't invite him in and I should be home by 11:00 I would think?"
"Ok, thank you," and Jordan was out the door.
Jordan didn't really know what he was going to do to kill some time, so he did what he usually did. He went to Home Depot. He couldn't remember why, but he was a Home Depot guy even though his town had a Lowe's also. If you were a man, you were either a Home Depot or a Lowe's guy. He supposed it was like being a Ford or a Chevy dude.
One of the little games Jordan enjoyed playing at the Depot was to see how long he could wander around the store and count the number of 'associates' that ignored him before one of them acknowledged his existence and asked if they could help him find something. His record was 17 employees and 32 minutes.



He had just glanced at his watch to get an update on the elapsed time when he ran into someone or something. The impact staggered him and he realized he had stumbled into someone's shopping cart. He heard an angry feminine voice.
"Damn it, watch where you are going!"
He couldn't see anyone then realized there was a woman knocked off her feet sitting on her rear end behind the cart. Horrified he quickly stepped over and helped her up. "I'm so sorry, are you hurt?"
The woman came up rubbing her butt, "Shit those floors are hard. Why weren't you paying attention? I'll bet you were checking your watch, how long have you gone?"
"Only about 15 minutes." He said with his head down.
"I knew you were one of those old single guys who play that stupid game." As she briskly dusted herself off.
"Yes I'm ashamed to admit that I'm one of them, although in my case I am an old married guy."
"Huh that's unusual, usually the married ones are at home by this time of night watching John Wayne movies, why are you out?"
"My wife is on a date." Jordan couldn't believe he just said that out loud. He was about to apologize again when the woman broke in.
"Interesting, I went through something like that myself. My husband of 26 years decided that our marriage would be improved if we expanded our experience base and opened it up and dated others. Of course I had just come home unexpectedly and caught him in our bed, six inches deep in his 22 year old silicone enhanced receptionist, so I kind of doubted the sincerity of his motives. Especially after I had heard them talking about how their 'expansion of themselves' had been going on for six months."
A wide eyed and slack jawed Jordan responded, "Wow, what did you do?"
"Well first I punched the little bitch right in her phony tits. I'm told that really hurts, then explained to my husband I would be gone for one hour and when I returned all traces of his existence should be gone, then I left."
Jordan was speechless, in fact he was frozen in place. He hadn't heard a woman speak like that in his whole life.
"Look JW you might want to close your mouth before a moth flies into it or something."
"Uh the name's Jordan, Jordan Billings."
The woman grabbed his hand and with a very firm grip shook it vigorously. "Well Jordan Billings, I'm Anita, Anita Bozeman and it's nice to meet you."
"Would you have a cup of coffee with me?" Jordan stammered out, again not sure why he even asked that.
"I would love to, but I'm not sure about tonight. I have a policy where if I go out for coffee with a guy, has to be wearing a new shirt or at least one from this century, and I'm pretty sure that the one you're wearing is about as old as I am!"
Jordan was blushing beet red, again. He didn't think that was quite true, but his shirt must have been at least 15 years old.
"However I will make an exception this one time because I would really like to hear more about this dating thing your wife is doing. Shall we go to the coffee shop across the parking lot?"
"Ok but don't you need to finish your shopping?"
"Naw, I wasn't here that long, besides I was only up to 8 workers in 12 minutes."
As they were walking across the parking lot to the coffee shop Anita asked, "Is your wife the violent type?" She grabbed her ample breasts and gave them a little shake. "I mean my boobs are real, but I still don't want an angry wife punching them."
Jordan just shook his head and broke up laughing, it was the first really good laugh he had in quite a while. "You are something else Anita, just something else."
Once inside they ordered coffee and without any prompting Jordan laid out his entire situation to Anita. For the most part she sat passively asking an occasional clarifying question here and there. As he was speaking he was wondering why he was able to tell her so much personal information with such ease. When he was finished they both sat quietly for several minutes taking an occasional sip of coffee.
Anita finally spoke. "Don't get angry with me Jordan but my guess is that Helena was being sincere when she explained it you. Based on what you've told me it sounds like your marriage was stale and I can tell just from your demeanor that you have pretty much given up on life. Or at least given up on ever being excited about anything again. She just isn't ready to accept that I suppose.
"Don't misunderstand me I'm not condoning what she's doing, but she doesn't impress me as a woman who just wants to try out bigger dicks. She really does want more out of her life. Women are different than men. The sex part is more an emotional need than physical. And frankly emotional wellbeing is more important to a woman. I don't want to make you angry, but she wouldn't have come up with her plan without your 'helping' the situation."
"You're the third woman to tell me that in the last few days," Jordan mumbled.
In a very soft voice Jordan added, "You know the damnable thing is she almost made it sound so reasonable while she told me what her plans were. For a while I began to think what would really be the big deal if she slept with someone else. I think that was the point I hit rock bottom. But wasn't I owed an explanation, or at least a conversation before I got the 'well dear I'm going to sleep with other men speech? '"
"Well Jordan, you are the only one that can answer that question, because whatever your decision is, you are the one that has to live with it." Anita glanced quickly at her watch. "Oh my I didn't realize how late it is. I have to get going." And she stood up to leave.
"Wait Anita, before you go, can we do this again? I really enjoyed our conversation but I think I totally monopolized it. I would especially like to know how you coped with your divorce."
"Sure Jordan I would like to do that, but if you don't wear a brand new shirt I will get up and leave before you sit down. And I want to see the receipt. And, it better not be from Wal-Mart or I'll leave anyway!" She was smiling when she said it and told him to give her his phone so she could enter her contact info.
As she was taping in her contact information, and without looking up, Anita in a placid voice spoke. "You know Jordan before you go hating on Helena too much you might want to consider that she hasn't done anything yet that you aren't going to do when you call me to set up our coffee date.
"I enjoyed our talk Jordan it sure beat the hell out of the Home Deport game. Don't wait too long to call now?" And with a twinkle in her eyes she was gone.
Jordan just sat staring at Anita's backside as she went out the door. Her comments had in fact struck Jordan like a lightning bolt. You could argue that Helena's actions were far more deliberate and calculated, not to mention the new sexy underwear, but she was right. As soon as Jordan reached for the phone to call Anita for a coffee date, what he was doing wasn't any different. He didn't really know how he felt about that. But, he did know that he was feeling emotions he hadn't felt in a long, long time.
He sat for a while thinking about his situation. He hardly knew how to describe Anita. Besides having a great bubbly personality that made him feel young, and being a good listener, he hadn't noticed her having been a great beauty. I mean she wasn't turning heads with her looks, but he was definitely intrigued by her.
It was after eleven when Jordan returned home. It briefly crossed his mind that he might actually run into Helena and her date because of the time, but surprisingly he wasn't worried about it. That didn't happen but it was only 15 minutes later as Jordan was preparing for bed when she got home.
Helena was a little startled to see Jordan up when she entered the bedroom. As he was putting on his pajamas he looked up and saw her. He reflexively asked, "How was your date?" It was said without any rancor. It was more like a curious question from a roommate.
She was so stunned she couldn't formulate a response. She just stared at Jordan.
"I'm just asking, did you enjoy your evening?" He repeated.
"I did Jordie, it was fun. What did you do?"
"Oh I went out and goofed off for a while. It felt good to get out."
Helena was a very befuddled woman as she prepared for bed that night. After climbing into their four poster they both rolled to their sides at opposite ends with their backs to each other.
Neither of them slept very well that night. In the morning as they were sitting at the breakfast table finishing their 2nd cup of coffee for the morning, Jordan spoke up.
"Helena, I think I am going to move my things into one of the spare bedrooms and sleep in there from now on. I think it would be for the best."
"I wish you wouldn't," replied a genuinely concerned Helena. "We should be together like always. We are husband and wife."
"It's been weeks since we've been intimate Helena. We haven't so much as kissed each other on the cheek. Honestly, I don't think either of us could say we've missed it?"
"I suppose not, but with everything, I mean it's been hard. I know I've hurt you Jordie but I haven't meant too."
"I know you haven't but, well I want you to be happy and find what you've been missing in your life, but we both know that means sooner or later you are going to sleep with one of your dates. I just think it would be better, less emotionally charged if you will that when it happens I am already sleeping in a separate room."
"Ok Jordie, you're probably right."
"Just to be clear though, I want us to stick by the agreement for the time being. I'm still trying to come to grips with all this."
The rest of the weekend passed for what was their new normal, but they were maybe a little more cordial than they had been in several weeks. Jordan did move into the spare bedroom without further discussion or proclamation on either one's part.
On Tuesday Helena told Jordan she would be going out again on the up coming Saturday night and he nodded his understanding. Now Jordan had a decision to make so he retreated to his favorite spot in the back yard. As he was idly swinging in his hammock he was facing the conundrum Anita had presented him with. If he called her for a date, he was doing the same thing as his wife. When he came to a decision he looked over at the kid's old playground and thought to himself, "maybe Helena is right. It's time to clean that mess up."
He made the phone call to Anita and it was obvious to Jordan that she was very happy he had called and they had a lively 15 minute conversation and made arrangements to meet at the same coffee house Saturday night. Anita quipped that by having coffee there again if it didn't work out they could just go back to Home Depot and play the game so the night wouldn't be a total waste.
She closed the conversation by good-naturedly reminding Jordan what she said about the new shirt. He had laughed and promised her that she would be impressed!
Now however he had a new problem, where the hell would he go to buy a shirt that wasn't Wal-Mart? Macy's and Ralph Lauren solved that problem for him.
At their Friday morning breakfast table Helena reminded him that she would be bringing her 'friend' into the house when he picked her up. She assured him that her friend would only go into the family room and wait until Helena was finished getting ready. She also gave an implicit guarantee that she had purchased some scotch to offer him so that he wouldn't be touching Jordan's bar supply.
Jordan thought that was an excellent opportunity for a sarcastic comment but instead he simply asked what time he should be gone. He supposed in her own way she was trying to be thoughtful, but it dumbfounded him that she was missing the big picture of what she was doing to their relationship.
It was only thirty minutes before he would leave anyway to meet Anita, so he just went to the coffee shop early. As he went out the door well groomed and wearing his new shirt, Helena gave him a quizzical look, but didn't say anything.
When Jordan got to the coffee shop he was still fifteen minutes early, but Anita was already seated. She waved him over. When he got to the table she quipped. "Nice shirt." Then snapped her fingers and opened her hand palm up in a clear signal that she wanted to see his receipt which he happily produced.
"Wow Ralph Lauren, I'm impressed. I thought for sure you would go to Wal Mart and tell me you lost the receipt." She laughed heartily at her own joke and motioned him to sit across from her in the booth.
Normally he wasn't that observant but he did notice that Anita was wearing a nice flower print dress. She looked very modest but alluring. He also noticed she had a clean cut, girl next door sort of aura about her and he liked it. But it was the sparkle in her eyes that struck him the most. They made her seem so alive. He complimented Anita and got a blush from her in return.
"Look Jordan, just to set the ground rules here, we are only going to get coffee and piece of pie. I have another rule that if a man is going to take me out to dinner he has to get a whole new outfit." Anita continued impishly. "So you might want to consider the cost of that when you ask me out to dinner when we're done with our pie."
Jordan couldn't help it and he laughed way too loudly at her declaration and it drew glances from other diners, but he stuck his hand out to shake her's and said, "Deal."
Anita and Jordan talked until well past midnight without so much as a brief lull in the conversation. Anita talked in depth about her own divorce and how devastating it was for her. It took her over a year before she could even leave her house.
They also learned that they enjoyed all manner of the same interests. She loved baseball and had a yearning to travel the country because as she told him there were still so many places in it she still hadn't been. She wanted to go to Southern Europe, especially Italy and Greece. Jordan asked her why Italy and Greece.
"Because I love Italian wines and Greek olives! Why else would I want to go?" She laughed at her self again.
She also told Jordan she was saddened that she couldn't really pursue her dreams because of financial and time constraints. The divorce settlement insured that her basic needs were being met but it was the reason her life had become mundane and restricted by lack of funds and a friend to do things with. She ruminated that how when you divorce all your friends seem to disappear. It was like you had a contagious disease and they couldn't get far enough away from you soon enough.
Interestingly, neither one of them even mentioned Helena during the entire evening. When the both became tired Jordan did ask Anita out to dinner the following Saturday night and she readily accepted. He didn't care one way or the other if Helena would be going out.
Jordan didn't arrive home until well after midnight and Helena was already asleep in her bedroom. At least she might have been. He thought he heard her moving around upstairs when he entered the house. Whatever, he quietly finished his nighttime routine and went to sleep peacefully in his own bed.
Helena was not asleep. She was steaming at Jordan's late hours although she couldn't really complain could she? She justified her anger to herself by saying she was worried about him and he should have let her know he was going to be so late. She was definitely going to have a word with him in the morning about it.
Helena was awakened at what seemed to her the crack of dawn, by a racket out in the back yard. She looked at the clock on her nightstand and it was already 8:30. She peered out the window and was very surprised to see Jordan working feverishly at demolishing the girls' old play set. She threw on a robe and stomped out to have a talk with him.
"What on earth are you doing out here so early Jordie? You woke me up with all the commotion."
"Well I know you wanted to be able to plant a vegetable garden so I thought I would get this junk out of your way so you could do it." Actually Jordan couldn't have cared less if Helena started a vegetable garden or not. He was just so keyed up from his evening with Anita he had a lot of nervous energy and needed to do something to burn it off.
"Oh my gosh Jordie, thank you. But I'm mad at you right now." Helena tried to sound threatening but she was actually pleasantly surprised so she had difficulty pulling off the look. "What time did you get home last night and where were you?"
"I got home after midnight and if you must know I was out having coffee with a friend and we were having such an enjoyable evening we lost track of time."
"Oh, I see, well as long as I'm awake now come on inside and I will make us some breakfast." She turned and headed off to the kitchen.
On one hand Jordan was shocked that Helena hadn't pushed the issue of his late return even further, but then it dawned on him that she never questioned the possibility that he would have been out doing the same thing she was. It was another moment of clarity for him as to the state of his life and marriage. He made up his mind that Helena was no longer entitled to know anymore about his personal life beyond what they shared inside their home.
As she walked into the kitchen Helena was thinking that Jordan's improved mood and the fact he was removing the girls' sandbox so she could plant her vegetable garden was a very good sign.
When Jordan came into the kitchen a few minutes later, Helena was very cheerful and humming a tune he didn't recognize to herself.
"Thank you for removing this eyesore, so I can finally plant a garden. You seem in a much better mood the past few days. Are you feeling better about our situation?"
Jordan's immediate thought was to snap at Helena, but he reflected a moment and realized that he was in deed was feeling much better about their 'situation' but not for the reasons she was assuming.
"Yes actually I am feeling more comfortable, thank you."
Helena was excited about how things were progressing and she thought it was time to approach Jordan about moving her dating to the next level, sex with her boyfriend.
They actually had a pleasant breakfast for a change but it took a bit of a sour turn when Helena hinted that she wanted Jordan to move back into the bedroom. "Please Jordan? I know you're not in your twenties anymore, but it's been a long time since we have uh, you know been intimate that I thought maybe we could..."
"Well Helena let me ask you something, have you changed your mind about having sex with your boyfriends?"
She just looked down and shook her head without comment.
"Sweetheart, listen to me." That was the first term of endearment he had used with her in several weeks. "I just can't do that knowing what you are going to be doing. I know you care for me and I care for you too, but right now this is all we can be. I am worried about my reaction when you finally take that step, so no."
"But Jordie I know you enjoy sex and you have to be frustrated. I mean I am your wife."
"Helena, I think you know what I have been doing so, no. I'm ok with how things are. Let me help you clean up here and then I will get back to work in the back yard."
While taking a break in his hammock from his work in the early afternoon Jordan was once again in a reflective mood. He did understand some of Helena's emotions and actions better because when he was around Anita he was feeling sensations he hadn't felt in a very long time. What had once been a boring and dreary existence was now one filled with anticipation and excitement.
Jordan didn't just buy and new shirt and slacks for his dinner date with Anita. He pretty much bought a whole new wardrobe. He was very much looking forward to spending lots of time with Anita so he knew he needed more than one shirt and pair of slacks.



When Saturday came around Helena still hadn't mentioned anything about going out, but that didn't deter Jordan. At lunch he pleasantly asked her if she would be going out and Helena said she wouldn't be and wondered if they could spend some time together.
"I'm sorry but my friend and I had such a good time last week we decided to make it a regular thing, so I will be leaving around six."
"Oh, ok Jordan." And nothing more was said about it.
That evening for the first time Jordan picked up Anita at her apartment. She wasn't quite ready so she invited him in and directed him to the bar while she finished up. The irony wasn't lost on him and it just gave him more pause to think about Helena's actions. When she came out of her room Jordan was speechless at her beauty, something he hadn't notice before, but before he could say anything she snapped her fingers again to see his receipt and he produced it right away. They both laughed and complimented each other on their manner of dress.
They went to Ruth's Chris steakhouse. Jordan had been delighted to hear of Anita's mutual love of a well prepared filet as much as his during their coffee date last week so they agreed on his favorite steakhouse.
Again their conversation was light and lively. They had a thoroughly enjoyable experience together. Near the night's end Jordan grew a serious expression. He took Anita's hand in his and spoke. "You know Anita I think the biggest mistake of my life was putting off so much. I shouldn't have counted so heavily on my retirement with Helena. I should have lived more day to day. And I intend to correct that problem starting now. I have been saving money for a cruise through Southern Europe and I want you to go with me."
Anita's mouth dropped open and she was astonished at his question. After a moment or two to collect her thoughts she replied. "Listen Jordan I like you a lot, and I love the time we get to spend together. I go home with feelings I haven't had in years, but I cannot get in between someone else's marriage. My own divorce hurt too much."
Jordan started to speak but Anita interrupted. "I know you have an arrangement with Helena, but what I am saying is that even if she walked up to me right now and implored me to go with you on the cruise, I couldn't do it. My reluctance isn't about her or you, it's about me. It's something I just couldn't do."
Jordan was thoughtful and his response was measured. "You know Anita, I have given a lot of thought to it. Regardless of where our relationship goes, my marriage is over and has been for sometime. Do you remember what you told me the first time we met? You said it was obvious that I had given up on life. And you were right then, but not anymore. Jordan reached into his pocket and pulled a folded sheet of paper out and handed it to Anita. I remembered this from my college years so several days ago I started carrying it with me and I would like you to read it."

Do not go gentle into that good night Dylan Thomas 1914-1953


Do not go gentle into that good night, Old age should burn and rave at close of day; Rage, rage against the dying of the light.


Though wise men at their end know dark is right, Because their words had forked no lightning they Do not go gentle into that good night.


Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, Rage, rage against the dying of the light.


Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, Do not go gentle into that good night.


Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, Rage, rage against the dying of the light.


And you, my father, there on the sad height, Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. Do not go gentle into that good night. Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Of course Helena remembered Dylan's poem, but it brought tears to her eyes none the less as she handed it back to Jordan.
"You're going to have to give me some time to process all this Jordan."
"I do understand Anita. I'm sorry if I've offended or upset you in anyway. I will of course adhere to your wishes. I won't try to contact you. I will wait for you to reach out to me. But please, do me a favor. Don't disappear on me. When you're ready call me if for no other reason than to tell me you can't see me anymore. Don't leave me wondering, ok?"
"I won't Jordan and I'm not offended. This is such a big change for me I just need to think. You know in the short time we've known each other I've become very fond of you too."
"Another thing I want to be clear on Anita. Wherever our relationship goes will be entirely up to you. You are in control of it. If all you ever want to be is casual friends, I'll be saddened but I will readily accept it. I'm serious, whatever you want from me, I'm good."
When they reached her front door Anita turned and gave him their first real kiss. It wasn't a smoking hot knee buckling lover's type of kiss, but it wasn't a peck on the cheek either.
"I promise I will get a hold of you Jordan."
Jordan got a mischievous look on his face. "You never call me Jordie, it's always Jordan. Why is that?"
"What does your wife call you Jordan?....I'm your friend, not your wife. Besides why do you call me Anita and not Annie?"
Jordan just laughed and turned away to head home shaking his head in wonder.
Two weeks later Jordan got a phone call from Anita. Jordan had been true to his word and as much as he missed her, he never tried to contact her.
"Hello Jordan."
"Oh goodness, thanks for calling me Anita. I have really missed our time together. It's nice to hear your voice."
"I'm happy to hear your voice too. I've done a lot of thinking about us, and it's just too much too soon." Jordan's heart sank. "But I was wondering if we couldn't, for the time being anyway, just keep our time together on a weekly basis? Maybe doing coffee and even dinner now and then?"
"Of course we can. You've made me really happy."
"Have I really?"
"Yes Anita, I told you our relationship would be whatever you wanted it to be, and I meant it. I would much rather have you in my life as a friend, than not at all."
After making plans to meet at their usual coffee shop that weekend Jordan was a very happy man. He was never impetuous, well at least not until he met Anita, so he made some critical decisions about his future. Just before he left to go meet her for coffee Jordan went to Helena and told her he was leaving.
"I'm taking off now Helena, but I would like to give you something before I go." He ceremoniously pulled the post-nup out of his pocket and tore it into several pieces then handed them to her. "I'm not holding you to this any longer; you have to do what's best for you and quit worrying about my feelings. I truly hope you find what you are looking for." While he was re-acquainting himself with Dylan's poem he realized that in her own way Helena too was 'raging against the dying of the light.' Although sad he was no longer angry, and in his mind what was left of his marriage wasn't worth fighting for.
Had Helena not been so wrapped up in her own desires she might have questioned Jordan's sudden and dramatic change of heart. But since she wasn't seeing past her own needs all she said was, "Oh thank you Jordan, thank you. You will see that this will makes us stronger. I love you so much!" Jordan just nodded his head and went to his hammock.
As it will, regardless of man's desires to the contrary, time passed. Jordan and Anita saw each other at least once a week, but usually twice. Although they began to share brief intimacies such as hand holding, hugs held longer than just acquaintances, and brief kisses they didn't progress beyond that. Their many conversations were mostly about their shared desire to travel, sports, and other forward looking subjects. Jordan knew he was drawing closer to Anita and felt sure her feelings were mutual.
Contrary to his blossoming deep friendship with Anita, his roommate like association with Helena was cordial but growing more distant by the day. Jordan wasn't blind and he could tell that Helena was actively engaged in sex with others outside the marriage. She was very circumspect about it though. He never saw any of her lovers or observed anything that would indicate she was being unfaithful. He really didn't care anyway.
After several months of what Helena thought was the most lust filled and exciting time of her life, an odd thing began to happen. Initially the highly erotic and passion filled evenings she spent with other men began to become more mundane. At some point she realized that while when she first started her quest she had numerous orgasms they had started to dwindle. The two to three nights a week spent in another man's bed were becoming routine. She hadn't even had an orgasm for the past couple of weeks. She also found herself thinking about Jordan more and more while she was with her lovers. After about six months of this 'new' life she knew it was time to reconnect with Jordan and reestablish their marriage.
One night when they both happened to be at home together eating dinner, Helena asked if they couldn't go outside on the deck and have a conversation when they finished.
After they had settled into their chaises with their wine, Helena started in.
"Jordan I can't thank you enough for allowing me to have outside experiences. Not a lot of husbands would have allowed their wives to have experiences like this. I assure you that your generosity has only deepened my love and respect for you."
"Oh,oh this isn't good," Thought Jordan. "Well I hope you have found the excitement in your life that you were seeking."
"I did Jordie, and now I know that it is time for us to reconnect. For us to reestablish the intimacy in our marriage that we once had. I promise you that my need for outside experiences is over. All I want now is for us to spend the rest of our lives together."
Oh for Christ's sake Helena quit talking in euphemisms and say, gee Jordie I'm tired of fucking other dicks so I guess I'll settle for good old dependable you. "That's interesting Helena, what brings on this sudden change of heart?"
Helena prattled on non-stop for about twenty minutes saying some gibberish that Jordan didn't really pay attention to until she came to the point and said, "I'm ready to retire now Jordan and do all the things you wanted to do."
Shit, shit, shit! God damn it! "Well Helena you certainly have surprised me with this, I must say. Frankly I never thought I would hear that from you, so you are going to have to give me some time to absorb all that you have said. I'm shocked actually."
"Jordie, I'm so sorry that my needs hurt you. You know I never meant too, but I promise I will make it all up to you. Wait and see we are going to be great from now on."
"I know you are being sincere Helena, but please give me some time to see how we go about changing our relationship again. You know how I am about changes." With that statement Jordan got up and went to his bedroom. It was only just after nine so it was too early to go to sleep, but he just lay on his bed and pondered what he should do. He finally drifted off to a fitful sleep around two o'clock.
He was pulled from his unquiet sleep around six in the morning, a time he hadn't been awake for in quite a while, by the sound of birds chirping, which was Anita's ring tone on his phone. "What the heck?" He scrambled to answer it.
He heard her sniffling on the other end of the call. "Anita what's wrong?" He was very concerned.
"Jordan I need to see you right away. I have to talk with you right now!"
A very, very worried Jordan agreed to meet her in thirty minutes at their usual hangout. But he was not happy. Last night Helena tells him she wants him back in her life and now Anita's going to tell him she wants out of it!
He couldn't have been more wrong.
"Jordan, in the middle of the night I realized something and I just had to talk to you. I'm the one who gave up on life. I'm the one who has been afraid of change. Not you. I want you in my life. I can't promise where we will end up, but yes I will go on the cruise with you. I will go on any trip, anywhere, anytime with you." And she jumped up and kissed him long, deep, and hard. They spent the next two hours holding hands and talking about all the travel they were going to do.
"Oh, and one other thing Jordan, did I ever tell you that I own a motorhome?"
"No you must have forgotten that?"
"I got it in my divorce. I didn't really want it, but my ex loved it so much I fought him for it. Petty of me I know, but my anger was controlling my actions then. It's been gathering dust for a while now, but maybe we can get it back into road shape together?"
"You are serious, why take it if you didn't want it?"
"Well my original plan was to let it rot for many years then give it back to him when it was a pile of rubble. But as time went by I got past my anger, well mostly anyway. So I started taking care of it a little bit so I could sell it, but then you came along, so..."
Jordan interrupted. "Anita, I know you won't believe this, but last night I came to the conclusion that my marriage was dead and I had resolved to see an attorney on Monday and start the ball rolling on my divorce. Helena told me that she was through with her experimentation and wanted to rekindle our marriage. But I realized there wasn't even a single glowing ember left of it."
Six months later:
Their divorce would be final in a few days. While the divorce wouldn't necessarily be called amicable, separating their lives after 35 years together wasn't filled with screaming and name calling either.
It was though, very emotional and gut wrenching for the entire family. Initially Helena attempted to fight the divorce. Oh she knew she couldn't stop it but she did pull every delaying tactic she and her lawyer could think of in the hopes Jordan would drop the divorce, but he was determined and never wavered.
Helena had the support of many friends and family members including their daughters. That is what hurt Jordan the most. The oldest, Sidney wasn't happy about the divorce but Darby wasn't even speaking to him and in fact had made good on her prior promise not to let Jordan be involved in his third grandchild's life until he 'came to his senses' and stopped this foolishness as she called it.
He tried to convey his position to Darby so she could understand, but it was clear she wasn't listening. Darby's opinion was that her mom had been totally committed to Jordan and her family for all these years, so why shouldn't she get the chance to feel excitement again? When Jordan replied that he too had been just as committed to his family, so how come he didn't deserve what he wanted? It went in one ear and out the next. When he reminded her that as her father he was also there for her from the day she was born, she got angry and reiterated her threats. Jordan made a note to have a serious conversation with her husband Dutton. Something was off there.
While in their state there is no "court ordered" counseling provision in family law, Jordan did agree to Helena's and the rest of the family's desire for the two of them to undergo marriage counseling. It was he supposed the least he could do after spending their lives together.
Jordan thought the counselor, a very nice sensible woman named Rebecca, had a genuine desire for Jordan and Helena to find a way back.
At their first meeting Rebecca in a smooth professional but calming voice that these folks have, asked Helena what she expected out of the joint counseling.
After pausing for a moment and through her tears she answered Rebecca's questions in a halting voice. "I want my marriage back. I know it's my fault that we've arrived at this point. I was being selfish to the point of narcissism and I want to undo that and spend the rest of my life proving to Jordan that he is the most important person in the world to me.
"I am ashamed of the hurt I caused him and my family. It was unconscionable. When I look back on my behavior I can't even believe it was me who was doing it."
She turned to face Jordan. "Jordie I know what I did was unforgivable, but you have to believe me when I tell you that no matter what my actions would indicate, I never stopped loving you. It took me a while to understand it, but in retrospect those meaningless flings paled in comparison to what we shared. Not one of those men I was with ever replaced you in my heart. If I knew of a way, I would undo all of it..." She couldn't continue, she was so overcome with emotion.
Helena was being absolutely sincere, and her comments were very moving to both Rebecca and Jordan. It was very emotionally raw and surely difficult for Helena to vocalize her thoughts and feelings of guilt so directly.
Rebecca turned and asked Jordan the same question.
To be honest up to that point Jordan hadn't given a lot of thought to it and he wasn't really sure how to verbalize the depth of his emotion nor the unequivocal need for him to move on with his life. It wasn't even about Helena at this point. She was but a bit player in the stage show that was his life. A line from an old song popped into his head. "Isn't it funny how we can feel so much, but not say a word?"
After a minute or two to gather his thoughts everything crystallized for him in an instant. He took a huge breath and slowly and deliberately exhaled with a deep sigh. It was all so clear now. He spoke with confidence and without hesitation.
"You know the first twenty or so years of my marriage were exciting times. It was filled with a growing and developing love for Helena, building our family together, and establishing a career in a field I enjoyed. It was highlighted with many exhilarating milestones; our wedding, the births of our two children, birthday parties, graduations, the coming of grandchildren, etc. Really there are way too many to remember, and I loved every single minute of it.
"But frankly, the last ten years have been a dull trial; it has been routine, and extremely boring. It was like my life had been a great novel that ended, and I was just perusing the citations and indexes hoping to find that there was more substance to what had been a tremendous adventure. But I finally got to the back jacket cover and saw the author's photo and it wasn't me.
"The funny thing is, if Helena hadn't hit me with her 'dating other men' proposal I doubt I would have had the courage to do what needs doing. It didn't come to me suddenly. I first went through the usual mental anguish that I suppose any husband would when confronted with a shocking revelation by someone they thought they knew. The five stages of grief were my constant companions. I said and did some things I'm not proud of. Things that made me seem a weak victim and a mere pawn in Helena's life, and not the author of my own as I should be.
"But even that didn't wake me up completely. I don't know how it is for a woman, but a man is programmed to think of family, work, and being a good provider. I wonder if thinking selfishly comes easier to women? If it does, it isn't necessarily a bad thing. It seems odd that a woman can be so loving and giving for most of her life then become so ego-centric at some point. Would the world and mankind be better served by changing relationship definitions earlier in our lives with a new more self-centered understanding of the individual needs of both men and women?



"It's so rich that we fail to understand that 'change' is as necessary for the survival of humanity as water and air, yet we do everything in our power to resist it. We are certainly interesting creatures.
"And let's face it, besides being fat, dumb, and happy, I was lazy. Helena was right I had given up on life. It took me a long time to accept the facts, and the facts were I wasn't a very good husband. 'We've grown apart' is a trite and hackneyed phrase but it is applicable to our situation. Maybe a better description is that Helena grew and I stayed stagnant and for that I am sorry.
"I've never really concerned myself with the passage of time and getting older. But, as time has gone by I find myself, more and more, thinking about how much time I have left. I try to visualize what I want to do with that time. I thought we had a plan, but I was wrong. It has given me a sense of urgency. Whatever the duration of my life is, I don't intend to spend it with someone who wanted me to place my dreams on hold for ten to fifteen years so she could live hers. I don't want to take my last breath and have my final thought be, "damn I wish I would have......
"The simple fact is, I am done with my past and I'm ready to move on."
Rebecca made some notes and made the decision to spend future sessions focusing the discussion on Helena's need to accept the end of her marriage and move on with her life without Jordan in it.
After Jordan's extended soliloquy, both Helena and Rebecca were silent for an uncomfortable period of time. There didn't seem to be anything left to say.
Story Epilogue: Jordan was looking forward to the Mediterranean cruise in a couple of weeks with Anita, but there was some unfinished business to attend to first. The divorce had been finalized a couple of months ago. The house was sold and going to close escrow in a few days. The moving company had already come and gone. It only took them about six hours to end almost thirty-five years of a family home.
Jordan's relationship with his older daughter Sydney had improved dramatically after he filed for divorce. Somehow she finally recognized the truth of what her mother had done and the courage it took for her father to do what he did. Jordan felt a new found respect from Syd that he hadn't had in some time, which touched him greatly.
On the other hand, Darby had made good on her threat to cut him out of her life. He had in fact never seen his third grandchild. Oh he saw pictures of her through Sydney and Helena, but it made him sad just the same. But, Jordan understood an absolute truth. Parents always love their children more than the children love their parents. You always love your kids, but you don't necessarily like them when they grew into adults. That was the case with Jordan and Darby.
Helena and Jordan were packing up the last few boxes of books they were splitting between them. Jordan could see that Helena was becoming emotional as she was starting to tear up.
Helena looked at Jordan forlornly and simply declared, "Jordie, I'm sorry I did this to us."
Although he still felt gratitude for their life together as well as compassion for her personally, he succinctly replied. "I'm not."
He picked up his two boxes and walked out the door without so much as a glance back at his past.
Epilogue Helena, Sydney, and Darby
Jordan and Helena's relationship remained cordial and they saw each other on occasion, but other than their children and grandchildren they no longer had anything else in common.
Jordan's relationship with Sydney remained strong for the rest of his life. Sydney liked Anita very much and frequently told her how happy she was that her dad had found her. They saw his grandchildren from Syd only on occasion because their lives had carried them across the country, but they both were very proud to call him grandpa.
Darby never saw or even spoke to her father again. She was divorced about 5 years after her parents divorce was finalized. It was initiated by her husband, citing "irreconcilable differences" although the PI reports indicated otherwise. Ultimately she moved in with her mother.
Helena worked at her job until she was in her late 70's. She died a lonely woman never again having traveled beyond the county borders of where she resided except on business.
Epilogue Anita & Jordan
Anita and Jordan spent the rest of their long lives traveling the world together. However their true love was crisscrossing America in Anita's motorhome experiencing all the beauty and cultures the country had to offer. One summer they did attend baseball games in all thirty major league parks, as well as several minor league stadiums too.
They never married, and in point of fact they maintained separate households. And although they became intimate and did everything together as a couple, but they never saw any need to do otherwise. Besides they joked with each other that they saw no reason to risk a great friendship.
As they approached their late seventies they became a little despondent because it was becoming more difficult for them to handle the rigors of travel. Then providence knocked on Jordan's front door while he and Anita were having a quiet dinner. He answered the door to find a young lady with a familiar look about her, standing on his front porch.
"Hi, my name is Helen. Today is my 18th Birthday, and I believe you are my Grandpa." She stuck her hand out and shook Jordan's vigorously.
Jordan broke down crying and hugged her tightly because Darby had never relented in her refusal to let her child become part of his life. Jordan looked past Helen and saw his other two grandchildren leaning up against their rental car with huge smiles on their faces and tears in their eyes. Patricia and Tom climbed into their car and drove away waving.
From that point forward Helen was a constant travel companion for Anita and Jordan. At some point she even took over the driving of their 33' motorhome. She became their de facto travel agent, driver, and luggage porter for the next fifteen or so years. It seemed Helen had put her life on hold to make up for everything she had missed growing up with her grandpa in her life.
Because Anita had no real family left, she referred to Helen her daughter. At some point Helen moved in with Anita.
Anita and Jordan were together until Jordan finally passed at the age of 93. Anita followed him two weeks later. It only seemed right. They were buried side by side because good friends should never be separated.
Writer's Note:
I wanted to take a little time to thank a reader with whom I had an email exchange. Her name is Lauren. She had contacted me to respectfully argue about the concept of one of my "hall pass" type stories, sometimes known as the "wife gets hit with Martian slut ray."
My counter argument was and remains that in most of my stories I really am not writing about the wife's infidelity, rather the husband's reaction to the betrayal. The wife's unfaithfulness is simply the literary vehicle I use.
That being said she did start me thinking about trying to come up with a more pragmatic story line as to why the wife would request that her husband let her have sex outside the marriage. I attempted to do that with this story.
Don't misunderstand me; I am not condoning the wife's behavior, just trying to offer a more realistic view on the subject? I think a lot of people, especially women, but men too, in their late 40's and beyond can relate to Helena's and Jordan's circumstance.
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JOHN
Something had been going on with my wife of 18 years recently. I didn't think she was pulling away from me. I know she still loved me, but she seemed to be in a constant state of internal turmoil. I think I understood what it stemmed from, but I really didn't know what to do about it. Little did I know that soon my life was going to change forever. And, it was going to change in ways I never could have imagined.
My name is Jonathon Bishop, but I go by John. My wife's name is Virginia but we call her Gina. She always said Virginia was an old lady's name. In fact, she was named after her maternal grandmother.
As I said Gina and I have been married over 18 years. We have three terrific daughters. June our oldest, is 12. Sabrina is age 10 going on 30. Gina always says that Sabrina is an "old soul." Our baby is 8 year old Mary.
We really wanted a boy but after 3 kids and with our hectic schedules we decided that three was enough and I had a vasectomy. Another reason to stop was that we were in our mid thirties and didn't want to be doing the diaper thing when we were approaching 40. When my wife talked to me about getting the vasectomy I joking said, "What's the matter, you don't want to have fun anymore?"
She quickly shot back at me, "No dummy, I want to start having fun again!"
After Mary was born Gina hit the gym with a vengeance and within 6 months she was in great shape. Gina was an NCAA volleyball star back in college with a full scholarship. She looked many years younger than her 43 years, but with her work out regimen she had become a stone cold fox! She looked better than the day we got married. I was very proud of her and told her so often. Her college athletic experience always made her very competitive person with a dedicated work out regimen.
Gina is a 3rd grade teacher at Owens River Elementary school. Yes that's the school our girls attended. They couldn't be in her class, but she did get to keep a watchful eye on them. As such, they couldn't get away with much. Gina said that chasing kids around 6-7 hours a day was a better work out than she got at the gym.
I was no slouch myself, but I have to confess that I had put on about ten pounds since college. While I did try to eat well and get some exercise, I was at 44 years old, definitely slowing down. Part of the issue was that as an Area Vice President for Cartago Manufacturing I mostly had a desk job, so I was fairly sedentary at work.
I enjoyed my job, and in addition to providing a good living, I had a great staff working for me and that allowed me to spend ample time with my girls. Kids grow up so fast; I didn't want to miss out on their childhood. When I was growing up, I rarely saw my father and as such we never had a close relationship. I didn't resent him, that's just the way things were back then. I vowed to myself I wouldn't allow that to happen with my girls. I was actively involved in their lives and though that presented additional scheduling pressures and some nights working from my home office I wouldn't change anything.
I even belonged to the PTA instead of my wife because she thought that her being a teacher would somehow make other parents uncomfortable to speak freely. I did most of the running around transporting the girls to their many activities. I had plenty of vacation time at my company so I even got to take weekend trips with them several times a year. We also took a 7-10 day vacation as a family each summer and it was a great family bonding experience.
As I mentioned earlier I think I knew the problem Gina was working on was related to our sex life. She has always had a stronger sex drive than I have. That was true even when we first got married. While neither of us were virgins when we married I knew that she was much more experienced than I was. I never asked her about it because I figured it was none of my business.
Gina wasn't bashful about what she wanted and was a very patient lover. She taught me how she wanted to be pleased, and she complimented me often about my abilities. The problem was she always wanted more! When I was in my 20's and 30's that really wasn't an issue, but even then I sometimes had to wave the white flag.
Now that I am in my mid 40's, well let's just say that the old line, "I'll never be as good as I once was, but I'm as good for once as I ever was," pretty much applies to my situation. It's not that I couldn't recharge my batteries; it just takes a lot longer for that to happen. As busy parents with work responsibilities, time was a precious commodity. As a result we were only having sex maybe twice a week on a good week.
The real problem was that as Gina got older her sex drive kicked into overdrive. I always thought that as they aged, women especially married women, grew bored with sex. Do you remember the old joke? "What two words are guaranteed to kill a woman's sex drive?" Answer, "I do!" That never happened to us.
I could tell that Gina was growing frustrated with our sex life. I hadn't yet spoken to her about it, because I didn't really know what to say, and she has always been the kind of person that likes to work thru her issues internally first. I am the same way. In any case, I knew that once she was ready, she would have us sit down and talk. We would figure it out as we did with every other problem in our lives.
So one day, as we were scrambling to get the kids ready for school and us to work, Gina said in a matter of fact tone. "John, are you working Saturday?"
I quickly responded that I wasn't, and was hoping we could do something as a family on the weekend.
Gina looking a bit anxious said that she had arranged for the girls to stay at her parents for the weekend because she wanted to spend some time with me and talk about our "situation."
I caught myself before I said, "What situation?" But of course I knew what it was about and didn't want to play any games. Gina was a bright thoughtful woman and didn't respond well to those that played ignorant.
So I said, "That sounds great," with more enthusiasm than I felt. We did need to talk about it, and besides the girls loved staying with their grandparents. Gina's parents loved them unconditionally, and would never turn down an opportunity to spend time with their grandchildren.
"Good." Gina declared. "Friday, I will take the girls directly from school to my parents. I'll have their bags packed and in the car when we leave the house in the morning. You can order us some take out on your way home, make it Thai please. And, pick out a good wine for us with dinner. We are definitely going to need it. Then we can have our conversation after we eat."
I knew that meant Pineapple Curry for her and Pad Thai Shrimp for me, so I nodded my head in agreement. That was typical Gina, a real planner and organizer. What the hell, those strengths made all of our lives easier.
The rest of the week passed routinely. I did notice that as opposed to becoming more relaxed after she had made up her mind about something; which was her usual modus operandi, she appeared more on edge than ever. I was more of a 'take it as it comes' kind of guy, so I just waited for Friday evening. Besides, what guy ever looks forward to talking about sex anyway? It's funny, guys may think about sex more than women, but women talk about it MUCH more than men. I never fooled myself into believing that Gina didn't talk about our sex life with her friends.
On Friday evening, I dutifully picked up our take out on my way home from work and had our dinner all laid out and ready to go when Gina arrived home from dropping the girls off at her parents. While she was there getting them situated for the weekend I thought how lucky the girls were to have grandparents like Gina's folks. I was an only child and my parents had passed before they were born.
She was definitely nervous when she came in the door. She saw the wine poured and dinner waiting and said curtly, "Let me change quickly and we can eat." She wasn't being rapacious with me I could just tell she was extremely agitated.
I handed her a glass of wine and urged her to take it with her upstairs because it sure looked like she needed it. I was trying to lighten the mood to get her to relax, but she just took the glass and headed upstairs silently.
I suppose that under these circumstances it would be normal to think that whatever was coming had to do with family and/or health issues, but I was still fairly confident that it was about our sex life. And, I figured it was going to be a very uncomfortable conversation. I gulped my glass down and poured me another and awaited her return.
Gina came back down to the dinner table in a few minutes. Her wine glass was empty. She directed me to pour her more by signaling with her glass as she sat down without speaking.
The tension could be cut with a knife as we started to eat so I thought I would start the conversation off. Taking the initiative I started to speak. "Gina I know......."
"Jonathon Paul Bishop, you need to listen to me, and listen well," she interrupted.
Oh, oh. What ever it was, I knew I was in big trouble. Gina had, to the best of my recollection, only used my full proper name two other times during our marriage. The first time was when saying our vows. The second was when she was giving birth to our first child June, and she was having a difficult labor. In the middle of her twenty hour struggle I had left the room a few times to use the bathroom, not to mention take a break from the crazed she devil that was using every swear word in the book, plus a couple I think she had just made up! She also kept looking at me like she was thinking of all the different ways she could kill me and get away with it.
I started to leave again and she screamed at me, "Jonathon Paul Bishop, Where the fuck are you going now?"
"I, I am just going to go pee, I whimpered."
"Get your ass back in here. I have to pee too and I can't leave, so neither can you. You did this to me, so suck it up and stay until this shit is over!"
Thankfully her other two labors weren't nearly as long because I never left her side. It all worked out in the end and we laughed about it as time went on.
So you can imagine that hearing those words again stopped me in my tracks and I put my fork back on my plate and looked right at her.
"I'm sorry John, I didn't mean to sound so severe. This is very hard for me. John I do love you so much. That's why this is so hard."
Gina never repeats herself. Jesus, she wants a divorce, Leapt into my head. It can't be that bad?
"John, I need you to understand where I'm coming from with this. Before I explain myself I would like to ask you some questions. I would really appreciate your honesty, even if it hurts my feelings. I'm afraid some of the things I have to say to you are going to hurt you terribly. But, it can't be helped. At this moment we both need to be completely honest with one another. Can we do that?"
I felt sick to my stomach. I now recognized that ordering Thai food was definitely a mistake. Or was it the wine? No, the wine was the right call, so I opened a second bottle right there at the table. I didn't even know what it was. If it had turned to turpentine I wouldn't have noticed.
As composed as possible I simply replied, "I will do my best." However, I knew I was stepping into a minefield with only a bayonet instead of a PSS-14 GPR equipped electronic mine detector. The chances of me making it through this field alive were not good!
"Thank you, honey, this is very hard." She delicately stated.
Damn, that's the third time she has said that.
"John, do you love me? I mean really love me? Don't just blurt out the obvious answer, I need to know. I need to believe you," she implored me.
Walking purposefully into the minefield I responded, "Yes of course I do. I thought I loved you when we married, but over these years I have come to know the true meaning of love. I seriously don't know how I would live without you and the girls." Under the circumstances probably not the smartest response, but it happened to be the truth.
The change that came over Gina's demeanor was immediate. She all of a sudden was sitting up much straighter in her chair. Her anxiety had disappeared and she was definitely more confident in her manner as she proceeded.
"Have I been a good wife; a good mother?"
"Of course you have. What is going on Gina, you are worrying me?"
"I'm glad John, I'm glad you feel that way. I believe I have given my total commitment to us, to our family for the past 18 plus years. And now, now I am going to do some things for myself. I am not getting any younger and I think I have earned the right to put myself first for a change."
I really didn't have a clue as to how to respond to that. At this point I was about 95% certain there was a divorce in my near future.
"Say something John."
"Gina, I don't really know what to say at this point." I stammered out. "Please tell me what you need and I will help as best I can. But, I really don't understand where you are going here. Are you asking me for a divorce?"
"Oh my god, NO! That is the last thing I want. I want to be together for the rest of our lives. I want us to have lots of grandchildren that we can watch grow. I want us to be able to take them on vacations with us to all parts of the world. I am looking forward to that part of our lives together." She said all this as earnestly as I have ever heard her. The thing is John, I don't want to hurt you, but I'm afraid that there is no way to avoid it."
"For god's sake Gina, just say it! Please!" I barked at her. And then, I stepped on a landmine.
After a brief pause, "John I have taken a lover." She stated matter-of-factly. She didn't blink or shy away from me. She stared right into my eyes. "And John, I'm afraid it's going to get much harder than that for you."
I was stunned beyond description. After what seemed like hours but was probably only a minute or so, I tried to speak. But I couldn't get any words to come out. Then I uttered the only thing I could think to say. "What could be worse than you cheating on me?"
Again, with her eyes boring straight into mine, she purposely stated, "He is going to be moving in with us."
My stomach immediately revolted. My chair crashed back against the wall as I bolted from it and made a mad dash for the bathroom. Amazingly I made it to the toilet bowl in time before everything I'd eaten all day came up. As I continued to retch long after my stomach had emptied itself, I heard Gina coming toward the bathroom calling my name. Without getting up I reached over and slammed the door closed and locked it. I could hear her knocking on the door asking if I was ok, but I ignored her. Shortly after, I heard her walking away leaving me alone with my thoughts and my miserable condition.
GINA
I quietly sat at the table finishing my meal. That went well," I thought to myself. In actuality it had. It could have been much worse, but I had contingencies in place had it gone that way. I picked up my phone and sent a quick text. It simply read, "Thanks for standing by, but I don't think I will need your help. You can head home."
I continued to review with myself what had happened, and what needed to happen as soon as John came out of the bathroom. I had been planning for this moment for months. I think that the worst is over, but the pain for John, unfortunately had to continue for sometime in order for me to have the control necessary to keep my family together.
I recognized months ago that my sexual needs had far surpassed John's. I truly loved my family and my life with John, but my sexual desires kept getting stronger. I tried getting John interested in a more adventurous sex life, but it just wasn't in him. I was going crazy with need and had ended up seducing a 19 year old college student named Jason. I had intended it to be a one time occurrence, but Jason had a huge cock, unlimited energy, and a willingness to learn.
Over the past six months I had taught Jason well. He had quickly become a very proficient lover and his only desire was to please me. I had tried to train John a few years ago but it was probably the "old dog new tricks" story with him. While John makes me feel safe and warm when making love with him I rarely climaxed, but with Jason, oh my god I would cum multiple times every encounter.
I wasn't going to give Jason up and I wasn't going to lose John either. So over time I had developed a plan. It was time to put that plan into action.
Now conventional wisdom would say that when he came out of the bathroom I should walk back the harshness of my statements in order to make it more palatable for John, but my athletic experience had taught me that when you have an opponent down, you don't back off. You step on their throats and finish them off. So unfortunately for John, I will need to treat him like an opponent for a while. Given time to adjust, I'm very confident that I will be able to draw John back into the loving relationship that I absolutely intend to keep in place.
There wasn't going to be any, "Oh John honey, I need you to see that this won't affect us in any way, it's just a fling and something outside of us crap!" I'm on a mission here.
In formulating my plan I have done extensive research. I actually studied what became known as the 'Stockholm Syndrome.' Stockholm syndrome, as the condition came to be known, was named after an incident that occurred in Sweden back in the early 1970's. During a botched bank robbery several hostages were taken and held captive for about a week. At the end of the ordeal when the hostages were released, not only did the hostages refuse to testify against the robbers, they actually raised money for their defense. To over simplify, the robbers used a brainwashing technique that made their captors sympathetic to their 'cause.'
Part of my long term plan was to make John sympathetic to my 'cause' and thus bring him back into a loving relationship over time. But, in order to accomplish that I need to obtain absolute control over him initially. A key part of my plan though is dependent on John's absolute love and devotion to our three daughters.
Another essential part of my plan involves the need for privacy. We live in a very conservative community and as a public school teacher if my sexual proclivities became public knowledge, I could lose my job and respect from the community. Not to mention the impact on my family. Getting away with a one time or short term fling would be relatively easy, but I plan on using Jason for years to come. After all John's sex drive will just keep on diminishing as he ages. When I initially came up with my plan, I thought it outlandish, but the more I studied the idea, the more I was convinced that it was the best way for me to have a lover and a husband while maintaining privacy.



I hate doing this to him I really do. But there just isn't any other way. I am fighting to keep our family together and since John isn't some wimpy cuckold submissive, he needs to be beaten into line swiftly and without mercy. I knew what I had to do was wrong but I am convinced I'm justified in my actions because over time John would see the good in what I was doing. So I gave a deep sigh and patiently waited for John to come out of the bathroom.
JOHN

I had to pull myself together. I can't believe the shit Gina hit me with. I have to get to the bottom of this. She isn't the same women I married. She can't be the mother of my children. Something else is going on and I have to find out. Yelling and screaming at Gina isn't going to help me figure this out. All these thoughts were a jumble in my mind as I rinsed my mouth out and splashed cold water on my face. I have to go back out and calmly have a discussion with her about this insanity. I'm fairly certain I couldn't live with Gina fucking some dickhead, but the asshole living in my house wasn't happening in any case!
So I took a deep breath and just before I left the bathroom I thought to put my phone on the record mode. I'm not sure why, but it seemed like a good idea. As I exited the bathroom I saw Gina sitting serenely at the table eating her dinner.
As I approached I calmy stated, "I'm sorry Gina, but your words shocked me. I feel better now and would like to try and have a conversation about your statements."
"No John, we aren't going to have a conversation. Sit down and be quiet and I will explain the two options you have. The first option is for you to do exactly as I say over the next few minutes, and number two is for you to file for divorce." In a sense Gina was bluffing. She certainly didn't want him to go for the divorce option, but he had to understand the ramifications of his actions even though she wasn't sure she could actually go through with her threats.
"Here is what is going to happen if you take option two. It is important for you to know that I have already had divorce papers drawn up. They are dated a couple of weeks ago. If I don't get your cooperation here tonight, I will have them formally served on you tomorrow. They will detail what I am about to say to you.
"I will of course deny this conversation ever took place. I have already planted the seed among certain parties that you have become verbally abusive towards me. I have let some people know that I am starting to become concerned for my physical safety as well as the children's. I will get a restraining order preventing you from coming to the house our having any visitation with your daughters. I will get custody of the girls and work diligently to turn them against you. I will spare no effort to usurp whatever visitation schedule the court would work out until they simply forget who you are." Gina stated this with conviction and without taking a breath.
I was completely dumbfounded. "But Gina you know those things aren't true!" My voice was rising. "I have treated you with love and respect throughout our marriage. You know I would rather die than hurt our daughters, how could you?" My rage was building to a crescendo.
Gina waved her hand at me and said dismissively. "You know John that doesn't even really matter. You say you aren't being verbally abusive, but I say you are. At the end of the day, even if the abuse allegation can't be substantiated, the divorce would stand. We are a no fault state but I would get custody and alimony for at least nine years because you make much more money than I do. You would be paying child support for 10 years. I would get the house and you would still be paying your share for it. My lover would be moved in anyway and he would be having sex with me every day instead of what I am proposing."
"You wouldn't really do that to our kids?" I said with incredulity.
"Yes John, I would, I promise you!" Replied a poker faced Gina. "And, I will certainly make your life miserable regarding your relationship with the girls. Do NOT doubt me on this!"
I sat there stunned. I couldn't believe the words coming out of her mouth. If she followed through on her threats though the outcome probably wouldn't be much different than what she said it would be.
While I certainly hadn't made up my mind I was still seeing divorce as the only possible option. I had my fingers crossed that the phone recording mode was picking up this conversation. Even if it was I wasn't at all sure that it would matter much in a divorce.
In not much more than a whisper I asked her that I was thinking a divorce was the only choice, but asked her how she saw option one working?
GINA
"I'm glad you are being reasonable John. In fact with my plan our life doesn't really change much at all. My lover, and his name is Jason by the way, would move into our guest room ostensibly as my nephew from back east."
"Your nephew!" shouted John. "How old is he anyway? John had his head down into his folded arms.
"He's 19 and a student at the local JC. We simply tell the girls that he will be staying with us while he goes to school out here."
"Why does he have to move in? Why can't you just meet him in cheap ass motels or the back seat of your car like the other sluts do? Into our house, really?"
"John calm down. I plan on having sex with Jason for years to come and there would be no other way to keep it a secret for that long. Neither of us can afford to have our 'situation' become public knowledge. Most importantly should my activities be discovered, the ramifications for our children would be unacceptable."
"What if Jason flaps his big mouth? What 19 year old isn't going to brag to his friends that he is fucking a 43 year old MILF? Have you thought about that at all?" said John.
"Jason is a very discreet and subordinate young man. He knows that if he breathes one word of this to anyone I will cut him off so fast his head will spin! He also knows that he will treat you with respect or he's out."
"So I am just supposed to put up with this bullshit for the next several years?" He whined. John was holding his head in his hands without looking at me. I could tell he didn't believe what he was hearing, but I continued on.
"Sweetheart please don't use crude language. You and I will continue to live together as man and wife and loving parents. I will spend every night with you in our bed, but four or five nights a week after the kids are asleep I will go to Jason's room and spend an hour or so with him before returning to you. It's important that when the kids wake up we are together as we should be."
I could see that John resolve was waning so I softened up my language somewhat.
"John please be reasonable. You don't really want to destroy your daughters' world. Our sex life would continue....."
"Do you think I am going to continue to have sex with you after what you are proposing? You're insane!" screamed John.
"Lower your voice please. Yes John, you and I are going to continue to make love two nights a week lige you are so comfortable with. What I am going to do with Jason is just sex, it is just a physical release that I need, nothing like the reverence that I have for you. I know you don't see it right now, but I do care deeply for you and need you to be with me intimately as we always have been.
"If you refuse me sexually or do anything to upset the scenario I am proposing we will simply get divorced under the circumstances I have laid out. It goes without saying that you will not mistreat Jason in any way. Honestly John, you don't have a choice in the matter.
"However, in the interest of fairness I have taken the liberty of setting up an appointment for you with a family law attorney tomorrow. Can you believe some are actually open on the weekend? And no, this isn't the attorney I used to draw up the divorce petition. I want you to be able to get an unbiased legal opinion as to what the outcomes would be should you choose divorce. Your appointment is at 10:00 AM and you will be there."
Tears were running down John's cheeks. At this point I knew I had won. But, unless I worked diligently to build John back up over time, it would be a hollow victory. I did feel the pangs of guilt but this is how it would have to be.
John got up from the table and silently headed upstairs.
"John I know you won't feel like making love tonight, but we will be sleeping together and I expect to wake up in the morning with your arms cuddled around me as usual. Are we clear in our understanding?"
He just nodded without stopping or turning around as he continued up the stairs.
As he neared the top I stated in a clear voice. "And John honey, Jason will be moving in next weekend." There was no response from him. "And, there is a lot for you to do before that happens."
I felt good that it was working out so well. I even felt that over time John would really come to like Jason. After all Jason was a very polite and thoughtful young man. When I had discussed my plan with him he had immediately inquired as to the impact the plan would have on John with genuine concern. I thanked him for his concern and told him that there would be an adjustment period for sure, but that John was a decent and loving father and husband and I was confident that Jason wouldn't have any problems with John.
I had talked at length with Jason about the cover story of him being my nephew. I had of course told Jason if he said or did anything untoward to my daughters I would cut his dick off and shove it down his throat. I was smiling when I said it, but left no doubt that I meant it.
JOHN

I was thinking, This can't really be happening. Please god, let my phone have picked up her vitriolic words. I took it out and with my hands shaking, hit play back. Thank god, it was all there and her diatribe was clear as a bell. Oh yeah, I will be in that attorney's office at 10 sharp tomorrow morning!

About twenty minutes later Gina knocked on my office door and entered.
"John, I'm sorry to interrupt you but I need to go over the things with you that need doing before Jason moves in." She started speaking as if she was going over a shopping list with me.



	
"You need to replace the guest room door with a solid core door so sound is muffled.




	
"You need to install a lockset and keyed alike deadbolt on the door that has ONLY two keys that are different from the rest of the house.




	
"You need to install some decorative sound deadening material on the walls too.




	
"You need to install some extra slats on the bed frame for support and to quiet the bed down.




	
"And finally I want you to buy new bedding and pillows for the bed."






She continued on. "This needs to be done by Saturday afternoon. We need to explain to the girls about Jason living with us. We will do that beginning Monday. I WILL do the talking while we are explaining."
"You seem very confident Gina that I am going along with this madness. When I see the attorney tomorrow, my plan is to file for divorce, but we will talk more when I return."
"John, I'm quite sure you aren't going to divorce me. Once Jason and I settle into our routine, you will see that our life together isn't going to change at all."
I snorted and asked her to close the door on her way out, but she wasn't done yet.
"Don't forget, I expect you in our bed shortly. No juvenile games please," she admonished me.
I did plan on sleeping in our bed. I wasn't going to let her chase me out of my bedroom just because she had gone insane, besides I wanted her to think I was going along with her plan at least until I could talk to the lawyer.
I came to bed about an hour later and we did spend the night together, but I got as far away from her as possible. Remarkably I fell asleep right away. I don't know how she slept, but she was curled around me when I awoke in the morning. She proceeded to try to arouse me by stroking my dick, but it wasn't happening. I jumped out of bed and hit the shower. I hurriedly got ready and left the house without further acknowledging Gina's presence. As I was driving away I saw Gina standing at the doorway with a smirk on her face. She just shook her head and turned away.
I stopped at Jack's, one of the girls' favorite breakfast stops. They are well known for their chocolate chip waffles, but I didn't think my stomach could handle anything close to that. I just ate a couple of scrambled eggs and headed over to the lawyers office.
I had punched his address into the GPS and was at his office door in fifteen minutes. The place looked deserted but the door was unlocked so I walked in. A voice from the back called out to me and told me to take a seat and he would be with me shortly.
As promised in a short time a large jovial looking light skinned man with definite Nordic features came to me, shook my hand, and introduced himself as Ansel Adams, esq. We went into his office after he locked the door behind us and waved me to a seat. "Now Mr. Bishop what can I do for you?"
I explained my entire situation to him and he listened patiently without interruption jotting down a few handwritten notes along the way. When I was finished he quickly asked me a couple of clarifying questions. When he asked if there were anything else I played my tape for him. Again he listened quietly, although he did raise his eyebrows at more than a few of Gina's statements.
When the tape concluded, he gave a deep sigh and asked how I got the tape? I explained it to him and he said that he wasn't sure that it could be used in court in a criminal case because our state was what is known as a 'two party state.' That means both parties have to be aware of the fact that the conversation was being recorded. There are some exceptions as it relates to criminal law, but the standard of proof is very hard to meet. And he told me that to use it in criminal court I would in essence first have to admit that I had committed a crime. He opined that it probably could be used in family court when trying to determine custody issues. When he said this I became very excited and for a moment it looked like there might be a way out of this for me.
I was quickly dispelled of those thoughts when attorney Adams told me that my wife might be able to overcome it by saying she didn't really mean it. She was just very distraught because of the abuse I was subjecting her to. He reminded me that adultery was not a crime or grounds for divorce/custody in our state. When he asked me about Gina as a mother I had to tell him the truth; she was a great mom to our daughters. He just kind of shook his head sadly and gave a harrumph.
At the end of our hour long meeting he told me that he felt I might have about a 50-50 chance of getting custody of our children based on the tape. He looked me in the eye and asked the $64,000 question. "Do you want to risk it?"
Now it was my turn to sigh. I told him I didn't really know the answer to that question. I just couldn't be a part time dad, I just couldn't.
He was having trouble looking me in the eye when he said, "you sound like a great dad, but I see great dads getting screwed over in family court everyday. When no fault laws came into vogue, the intent wasn't to screw over husbands and fathers, but it resulted in that just the same. He tried to lighten the mood a little by adding, "That's what we get for letting lawyers make laws.
"If you don't want to be another statistic, can you find a way to live with your wife's ultimatum?" He stammered a bit more, looked around furtively and quietly said, "You know, you might be able to use that tape to your advantage against your wife." He seemed very uncomfortable but continued. "If you made her listen to it and then told her that everyone she knew would hear it......."
I barely heard the rest of what he said, because he gave me an idea. I asked him about post-nups, and he confirmed they were done all the time. He admonished me that the family court wasn't bound to honor a post-nup, but if it wasn't harmful to minor children and not too one-sided the courts generally abided by the terms. He also gave me a referral for a private investigator that he recommended. Lawyer Adams and I talked for sometime and at the end of our conversation, I wrote him a check to retain his services.
He and I shook hands and he promised to complete the post-nup contract we agreed to by mid week. He told me he was sorry that he couldn't have been more help, but it seemed like I had a good plan under the circumstances. While it wasn't ideal, it would keep me a full time Dad and able to experience my daughters lives as they grew up.
I am sure Gina was waiting at home anticipating my capitulation to her plan. But I couldn't go home yet. I had to contemplate my actions further and I had to do it in peace so I decided to spend Saturday night in a motel with my phone shut off. I didn't want to go off half cocked. After all Gina had months to develop her plans and it hadn't even been twenty-four hours yet since my life went to hell.
I knew I would have to tread carefully. I had some doubt that Gina would actually go through with her nuclear option of a bitter divorce because I was confidant that she loved our daughters as much as I did. But if I told her to go fuck herself there was no telling how she would respond.
I decided to send her a text. "Gina, I am finished at the attorney's office and he found your ultimatums and willingness to use our daughters as weapons unconscionable, but he confirmed that essentially what you told me, would in fact, be the most likely outcome in a divorce scenario. I have to decide if I want to accept your proposal or just file for divorce and destroy our family. I will return home late Sunday morning to discuss it further with you."
That should make her sweat a little anyway. I checked into a mid level chain hotel. One of those places that served a free breakfast. The food probably wasn't the best, but it wouldn't leave me heaving it up in the bathroom either.

It was obvious that my only choice was to live to fight another day. I guess the only thing left for me to do was to implement the imperfect and risky plan that Attorney Adams and I had discussed. At that point I fell into a troubled sleep.
GINA

John's text was not a good sign. He should have come back with his tail between his legs. Maybe it was just a childish pout and tomorrow morning he would capitulate. Once that happened I was sure that I could back down from my harsh rhetoric and start to smooth John's transition into accepting the lifestyle I deserve and need. Still, he didn't come home. I was puttering around the house when a thought struck me like a lightening bolt. The girls, he might have gone to my parents and run with the children!
I quickly grabbed my cell phone and nervously dialed my parent's number. My mother answered and all seemed well at their house. I asked to speak with the girls for a few minutes. They told me they were having a great time, so I breathed a huge sigh of relief.
After hanging up the phone I felt better but still was worried about John's refusal to cooperate. What had that lawyer told him? My lawyer made it perfectly clear what the outcome would be. Of course I had lied to her about John being abusive. Well anyway we would clear it all up in the morning and then I could get on with my plan. I was a little concerned that time was growing short and John had a lot to do before Jason moved in.







JOHN

When I awoke from my disquieting sleep I stumbled to the bathroom and completed my morning routine then checked out of the hotel and went in search of breakfast on my way home. I found a diner that didn't look too disgusting and sat at the semi clean counter and stared at a menu. It was difficult to pull the pages apart because of the various condiments that had glued the pages together. I finally just ordered coffee and toast. I wasn't sure anything else would stay in my stomach when I confronted Gina.
I thought about what Attorney Adams had told me. We had reviewed what I should do to gather evidence for my counter claim against Gina showing her to be an unfit mother when it came time to file the divorce. There was much that needed doing and time was growing short. I had completed one of the first things before I left his office yesterday. I wrote a fairly short affidavit that he had notarized before I left. It essentially said that I was adamantly opposed to her having a lover, but was acquiescing to her demands and staying in the house so as not to be separated from my daughters. I was to complete an updated one every six months until I filed for divorce. Attorney Adams said that we needed to show over time that while I cooperated with Gina's demands I in no way condoned her behavior. This could be important when it came to a custody decision.
The plan was risky; I was giving the appearance of doing one thing and actually attacking the problem in a different direction. But in order to accomplish this, I had to issue threats of my own, that could cost me my family. It was a game of chicken to see who blinked first.
Attorney Adams had drilled a few other things into me. First, under NO circumstances was I to record my confrontation with Gina. I would be pushing the limits of the law and possibly committing crimes myself.
Lawyers use a strange language. I mean its English, but not really. He didn't say, "John if you record that conversation you are breaking the law and could get your ass thrown in jail." He said if I recorded it, it could be "problematic." He would never say something was good, only that it was 'adequate' or 'satisfactory.' No wonder the divorce rate for attorneys was so high! "Honey, was it good for you?"
"It was adequate, thank you."
He also told me that no matter what she said or did, do not lose my cool. If she became physical do not strike her back. Don't say anything just leave the house and call him immediately. If I didn't handle that right it would be, 'problematic.' I really didn't think it would come to that though. Gina might be insane, but she wasn't a violent person.
Thirdly, he told me that I had to be convincing. Do not show any sign of weakness or indecision. If she became emotional, do not comfort her. Keep after her until she agreed to the arrangements. After telling me this; the methodology of Gina's well rehearsed diatribe from Friday night became clearer to me.
Lastly, he told me to readily agree to install the hardware that Gina wanted and to use that opportunity to install the voice and video recording equipment he didn't tell me about, or give me a business card for a guy who could help with that.
"Hmmm, if I did that couldn't it be problematic?" I proffered eloquently.
"I see your point John, but for our purposes it should be satisfactory." I was beginning to really like Attorney Adams. We had no intention of either the video or audio seeing the inside of a courtroom.
I pulled up in front of the house to park then thought better of it and drove straight into my garage as I always did. I wasn't going to do any of that bullshit about knocking on my own front door to be let in.
It was 11:45. I took a deep breath and walked into the kitchen. Gina was standing at the sink pretending to wash a pan and doing her best to ignore my presence. She was dressed in her typically Sunday church attire. Had she really gone to church? If so, she was lucky she didn't spontaneously combust when she stepped inside. Or that the damn building didn't fall down on her!
"I see you are over your childish pouting and returned to your home where you belong," she snapped without looking at me.
I didn't say anything; I just activated the recording of the venom she spewed Friday night. When she heard her voice, she turned to look at me. As the recording continued, her mouth and eyes opened wider and wider. She looked like she was trying to formulate a sentence when I shut it off and put it back in my pocket.
My attorney tells me that this recording might come in very handy if you try to have me accused of abuse. And, that it will be very important when it comes to the custody hearing." I said quietly.
"You wouldn't dare!"
"I hope that I wouldn't have to Gina. I think you and I can come to some sort of agreement that would make it unnecessary. However, if you threaten me with taking my daughters away again, I most definitely would. And, I wonder what the school board, the church, or your parents and siblings would think if they heard it?"
She collapsed into a chair at the table with her head in her hands as she shook her head and started crying. "How could you do something like that to me?"
I almost lost my composure at that point, but maintained my calm. I walked towards her and stood tall over her. Ignoring her question, I spoke softly but firmly. "Gina, you mistakenly thought you had me over a barrel Friday night, but the truth of the matter is, we have each other over the same barrel. If we go after each other in a divorce it will tear our family apart and destroy our girls. Neither one of us can afford to take that risk. Look at me Gina."
She turned and looked up at me with tears running down her cheeks still unable to say anything.
"I have a proposition for you. One that gives you what you want, keeps our family together, and gives me what I need without a messy and risky divorce process." I offered. She looked up at me expectantly. "Would you like to hear my ideas?" She just simply nodded her head up and down.
"I will let you move your big dicked boyfriend into the guest room under the guise of being your nephew as you wish." She was sitting up straight in the chair now looking at me in disbelief. "But, Gina, you are going to give me something in return. You are going to sign a postnuptial agreement that says when Mary turns 18 and leaves for college, you will grant me an uncontested and amicable divorce. There will be a lot of legalize and details spelling out what happens if either of us violates the agreement, but essentially what it will say is, that you agree to walk away from the marriage with nothing but your personal belongings and $60,000 in assets at that time. That money will be used for you to start your life over somewhere else."
I took a deep breath and continued, "I will also prepare the guest room as you directed me to, except for the bedding. Get your own damn sheets for your lover! And, Gina I better never hear you threaten to take my girls away from me again, because I will fight you tooth and nail and take my chances in court."
"I'm sorry John, I know you don't believe me, but I do love you very much I promise I will never speak to you like that again."
What Gina didn't know was that if things went according to my plan, we would be divorced within a couple of years and I would have full custody of my three girls with Gina paying child support for quite a while. As I planned, with my bosses help, to take a demotion at work immediately, if there were any alimony due it would be minor. And, our joint assets would start to be eaten up by my income shortfall. Over time I would move some of our other monetary assets to different accounts in my name only. As I handle our finances, this shouldn't be too difficult. It just takes time.
Her tears had dried up and she was starting to look a lot more enthusiastic now and I could see the wheels turning in her brain. The hook is in the water, she just has to take the bait now. Please let her take the bait, my mind screamed silently.
GINA

Well, John's declarations were quite shocking to me, and for a while I was wholly despondent, but he has miscalculated. Mary doesn't turn 18 for ten years and I am very confident that I will have him dependent and loving me as he has all along; well before 10 years has past anyway. I will have my attorney read his absurd post-nup to be sure, but frankly I will sign almost anything because it won't matter in the long run.
"All right John, I guess you're right. Neither of us wants to hurt our daughters. I will have my attorney look the post-nup over, but I don't think we really need one. For your continued cooperation I promise you I will grant you a divorce when Mary leaves for college."
JOHN

Gina did sign the post-nup, but I did have to make a concession in order for her to sign it. If my plan worked it wouldn't matter anyway but, I had to change the wording to reflect that the agreement was for the full 10 year period. Attorney Adams original language specified that if her lover left for any reason after 5 years the post-nup would become effective and we would have joint custody until Mary turned 18.
I took a week's vacation time in order to do the work necessary to turn the guestroom into Mr. Big Dick Jason's room. I also took the opportunity to install some IP based audio/video equipment in the hallway outside his room and other public areas of the house. I didn't install anything inside his bedroom because Attorney Adams told me that could be VERY problematic! The purpose of this equipment of course was to see if we could catch Gina and Big Dick in displays of affection (as Attorney Adams called it) In view of the children. That could be the determining factor in the child custody hearing.
Gina turned back into the woman I married the very next day after our conversation. She doted on me and the girls like she never had before. I mean it was weird. I had never seen her so happy and bubbly. I wondered if she was going to turn into a Stepford wife or something like it. Truthfully, it freaked me out.
She wanted to have sex every night, but I just couldn't do it. I knew I would have to eventually, if for no other reason than to keep up appearances. Well that, and the fact that even with my plan two to three years was a long time! I begged off politely telling Gina that it still hurt too much, but that at some point we would resume relations. She wasn't happy but said she understood and could be patient. Of course she could. In a few days some 19 year old big dicked kid was going to be fucking her brains out.
She never said about our situation the rest of the week. It wasn't until Friday morning that she brought it up again. It was like the previous traumatic weekend never occurred. Friday morning she simply stated, "Jason will be here for lunch tomorrow and to meet you and the girls. We aren't going to have any embarrassing incidents are we?"
"If you mean am I going to shoot him or punch him right in the mouth? Well no, but don't expect too much from me. The humiliation factor for me in meeting your lover in front of our family is going to be a bit much! You'll be lucky if I just don't walk away. Tell the SOB before he comes over not to try to shake my hand please. If he does, then you would have to find another lover for you 7 nights a week, because I would be in jail and he would be dead!"
She began to huff and puff. "Oh don't be so melodramatic. You aren't going to risk possibly going to jail and be away from your girls for years. But, I will tell him not to shake your hand." She rolled her eyes and strutted away from me.
"By the way, how are you going to explain this assholes presence to your family members? They are going to meet or become aware of him at some point?" I called after her.
"That's easy. I will simply tell them he is the son of my friend June, from back in my college days. I just call him my nephew for simplicity's sake."
"I guess you have it all figured out and nothing could possibly go wrong with your plan" I said in exasperation as I walked away from her trying to keep my anger under control.
Later that evening, alone in my office wondering what tomorrow would bring, I played devil's advocate with myself for about the 100th time. Was I doing the right thing? Should I just say fuck it, file for divorce, and let the chips fall where they may? And, again I came up with the same answer. No, this was the only way. I couldn't be separated from my girls, and it was my job to protect them. If I divorced Gina, even if I did get custody of our daughters, they would certainly be exposed to more of Gina's lovers. At least this way, I could keep a closer watch on them and hope Gina and Mr. Big Dick screwed up.

After spending the rest of the evening in my office, I dragged myself out of my chair and trudged upstairs to go to bed. I checked to make sure the girls were down for the night. They were still young enough to share the same bedroom, but I knew that wouldn't be the case for much longer. In fact Gina and I had already talked about the need for me to give up my office and let June move into her own room when she turned 13 in a few months. That would mean I would have no place to hide from the coming nightmare. As I looked at the innocent faces of my girls, my resolve hardened. I had to get them through this unscathed. I kissed each one of them on the cheek and headed for our bedroom.
I was hoping that Gina would be asleep, but my gut told me that wouldn't be the case. I was right. Gina was lying naked on the bed. She gave me that lustful look, that look that used to get me aroused. Now it just piqued me.
"Make love to me John, please. It is important sweetheart," implored Gina.
God she was beautiful. I still loved looking at her breasts, so I just stared at them for a moment. I remembered the first time I saw them. They were the most beautiful things I had ever seen. Her breasts were, and still are, her second best feature. I pulled my eyes away from her breasts and looked into her deep brown eyes that looked as deep as the North end of Lake Tahoe. I sighed heavily. Her eyes were her best feature. Some called them 'bedroom eyes.' I don't know, but they were the kind of eyes you could stare at and seem to just fall into them forever. All these years and now it's come to this.
I sat on the end of the bed without acknowledging her. After taking a deep breath, and without looking at her, with a sense of resignation, I pleaded with her. "Gina, please let's stop this madness while we can. Call Jason and tell him you've had a change of heart."
I turned and made eye contact. "We can go to counseling, work on our marriage. We can't do this to our daughters. They deserve better. Please I am begging you. Don't do this to us." I was nearly in tears at this point.
For a moment I thought I saw a flicker of doubt cross her face. I pressed on. "Give me some time, I will go on a diet and exercise program. I will look into what I can do to increase my libido. I will take whole bottles of Viagra. Anything, but if Jason shows up tomorrow we go down a rabbit hole we may never come out of. Please, for god's sake Gina." I thought for a moment I had her, but then I saw a look of determination cross her face.
She told me. "John honey, it will be ok. You will see that nothing changes between us. Now come make love to me." She patted the bed beside her.
"Come on baby let mama make you forget all your fears."
"Gina, I can't. I just can't. Please give me some time. We will have sex again in due course I'm sure. But the pain and hurt is just too much right now. I do still care about you, but if you are determined to go through with this, you have to give me time."
And then she drove another nail into the coffin that was our marriage.
"Ok John. I will give you time, but just so you know, instead of four or five nights a week I will be going to Jason's room six or seven nights a week until you regain your senses. Now, come to bed and hold me please."
And I did just that, like a condemned man taking his last steps toward the gallows. At least I tried. I did everything I could but the die was cast.
She sold out our marriage for a dick a couple of inches bigger than mine.
End of Part One
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Uncle Jason Lives with Us, Part II
GINA
I awoke from a very restful sleep last night. I rolled over and saw that John wasn't in bed any longer. I wonder where he is. Off pouting somewhere I suppose.
Today is the day when all my planning pays off. Jason moves in with us! After John's emotional outburst last night I recognized how important it is to make certain everything goes well. He is at a very sensitive point and I don't want to do anything to bollix my plans so I have to be careful. I wish John could see how important this was to me. Given time I am sure he will be able to identify that nothing will change between us.
In fact I am confident that our marriage and relationship will be much stronger once he can see the benefits of me spending some time with Jason. I think he will observe soon enough that Jason can be a big help to him around the house too.
Oh my god, the thought of my two men working together on our home is making me wet! Get a grip Gina, there will be time for that tonight. Me in Jason's bed, with his huge dick filling every inch of me, I can't wait. Shake it off girl; there is work to be done. I shuddered as my thoughts gave me a small orgasm. Life is going to be so good. I know John doesn't see it now, but his life will be better too.
Oh my goodness, look at the time! I better get moving, there's so much to do before Jason gets her at noon.
JOHN
I still can't believe this is happening. Big dick Jason will be here in a few minutes. Gina has been running around like a madwoman. She has the girls all dressed up as if they were going to a birthday party. She even made me put on slacks. Who the hell wears slacks on a Saturday morning?
I'm sitting in my chair just staring at the front door waiting for the inevitable. Part of me wants to just run out the door straight to my attorney's office and file for divorce and say the hell with it, but I know I can't do that. Another part of me wants to go get my gun and just shoot him in the head as soon as he arrives, but I can't do that either. I honestly don't know how I will react when he gets here.
GINA
Jason just sent me a text. He should be here in about 15 minutes. Lunch is ready to be served and the girls are very excited to meet their 'uncle' from back east. John is sitting in the family room pouting. He is pretending to read a magazine, but he hasn't turned a page in 10 minutes. Jesus, he could still screw this up for me. If he messes this up, I will never forgive him. The girls I chatted with online told me that by now John would be very compliant, but he is not. Of course those bitches didn't foresee John recording my initial conversation with him either. Damn, that is a complication!
"John honey, Jason is on his way, he should be here in about 15 minutes. Please behave yourself. You don't want to do anything embarrassing in front of the girls." I pleaded with him. He tossed his magazine onto the coffee table angrily and looked up at me with venom in his eyes.
"I will play my role Gina. Just make sure Mr. Big Dick does the same!"
Please stop calling him that, "His name is Jason. You might let your childish nickname for him slip in front of our daughters. How would that go over?"
"Yeah, we couldn't have them finding out what a whore their mother is now could we?"
"John!"
"I'm sorry. I told you I will play my role, but I am on the very edge here. If he does one little fucking thing, your game will be over, so you better have prepped the asshole VERY well!"
"Jason is a nice young man. He will be very respectful I assure you."
As I walked away from John I said a silent prayer. Please God, don't let Jason do anything stupid."
JOHN
Just as I was about to explode with the absurdity of my situation, June, Sabrina, and Mary came bounding into the family room all screaming at once. "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy, Uncle Jason is here! He just parked outside. Aren't you excited? Come on Daddy, let's go meet him. Their excitement reminded me of why I was still here. They were all grabbing parts of my body and pulling me up from his chair and towards the front door.
Gina was already standing in the open doorway giving a little wave to Jason coming up the front walk as the children dragged me in that direction. I noticed that she was dressed nicely, but modestly like an aunt should be.
I was in a daze and lost in thought. I just knew I couldn't disappoint my girls. I had to hold it together somehow. I had a sudden thought, an impulse really. As I reached the door with my munchkin escorts, I freed my left arm from Mary's grasp and draped it around Gina's shoulder. She quickly glanced at me with a smile on her face from the familiarity of it, and then looked back to Jason coming up the walk.
Well shit!, I thought to myself. Me kicking his ass is out of the question. If I want to commit suicide all I need to do is try to take him on. He looked to be about 6'4'' and around 210 pounds of 19 year old sinewy muscle. With his blond wavy hair and blue eyes he looked like he stepped out of a GQ ad. Shit, shit, shit! I never looked that good on my best day. Note to self, get to a gym and a gun store. Suddenly I was jolted out of my thoughts by Gina's voice.
"Jason I would like to introduce you to my husband John. John, this is my nephew Jason." Gina's voice sounded tentative at best and she was staring at John with pleading eyes.
"It's nice to meet you sir," Jason stated confidently and looked directly into my eyes.
Involuntarily, I extended my hand in greeting, "good to meet you too."
Jason flinched and looked toward Gina unsure how to respond for a split second, but then recovered quickly and gave me a firm but non confrontational handshake.
A nonplussed Gina then proceeded to introduce their daughters to Jason one by one. All three girls extended their hands as their dad had done.
Damn it, why did I do that I chastised myself.
As Gina herded everyone toward the kitchen table for lunch she squeezed my hand and whispered "thank you" in my ear. I didn't respond, but became aware that Gina and I were holding hands as our group traipsed to the table. Gina made a point of insuring that I sat in my usual spot but then seated herself between Jason and I. I understood her actions were deliberate and as a result of her preparations for this exact moment. Throughout the meal Gina frequently touched my shoulder or held my hand when appropriate. While this all appeared innocuous to the casual observer, it was an orchestrated effort to demonstrate to both Jason and I to whom she belonged. She continued to try to engage me in the conversation but soon gave up. I was not comfortable at all and I could tell she was beginning to worry.
It was really a blessing that the girls pretty much monopolized the lunch conversation. They constantly peppered Jason with questions about his life. I wasn't paying attention. I barely touched my food, just pushed it around the plate and my stomach was starting to react like it had last Friday night when all the madness began.
Trying to make it look casual, I stood up and excused myself, announcing to the
table that I needed to go finish the yard work. Jason quickly offered to assist me, but I declined his offer.
"No, B..I mean Jason, I'm sure all the ladies want to help you get organized and settled in. I will handle it, but thanks for the offer." I thought I almost sounded sincere when I spoke and quickly walked out the back door.
Once outside the fresh air helped me to breathe better and had a calming effect on my rebellious stomach. I quickly absorbed myself in my yard work. I always found working in my yard had a calming effect on me and this time was no different. It wasn't until I was almost finished that I became aware that I still was wearing loafers, slacks, and a nice knit collared shirt to do yard work in. "Real smooth John," I grumbled out loud. Then I had a quick thought. Maybe I could just spend the next several years doing yard work and living in the tool shed? Probably not.
A few minutes later Gina came up to me with a glass of iced tea. I really did appreciate the tea and thanked her for it, as I was getting dehydrated from the hard work in the sun.
"Thank you for behaving yourself. I know this isn't easy for you. We have Jason settled and pretty well moved into his room. The girls seem to really like him..."
"He damn well better behave himself around them. I swear to you Gina I will kill him, and you too, if that piece of shit so much as says or does anything inappropriate to my girls."
"I resent that. Of course he won't, he's a good young man..."
"Yeah, a good young man who fucks other men's wives!"
"Look at me John; I love OUR daughters as much as you and I won't let anything remotely inappropriate happen. Jason would never do anything to our girls."
"Gina, if you loved my... our girls as much as I do, we wouldn't be in this position!" I quickly spat out. "Now excuse me and let me finish up out here."
"You can't spend the night out here. It's almost dinner time."
I quickly looked at my watch and was surprised that it was almost 6:00. I'd been doing yard work for almost 5 hours. One good thing anyway, the yard never looked better.
"Gina I can't do this, please undo this somehow. I won't be able to hold it together, I'm begging you again."
Gina put both arms around me and hugged me close, and said as gently as she could into my ear, "Yes, you can. I will help you if you let me. I love you more right now than I ever have. It will be all right." She turned to walk away, then stopped and turned back in my direction. "You need to get the barbeque going for the burgers honey. We will eat on the patio tonight. It's a lovely evening and you have done such a wonderful job on the yard. I think you have ruined a nice pair of shoes and slacks though." She laughed mischievously as she pranced away swinging her hips in an exaggerated manner.
I was right; she was turning into a Stepford wife.
Dinner did go ok; the girls hadn't slowed down their questioning of Jason one bit. I was paying more attention now to what was being discussed. Either Jason was really from the Carolinas or Gina had done a very thorough job of prepping him. He seemed to answer all the questions thrown at him with grace and ease.
After dinner was cleared the kids dragged Jason off into the house to show him something and I grabbed another beer from the cooler. I stretched myself out on one of the lounge chairs and gave a soft sigh of relief that I had gotten through another meal, two down and if my plan works only about 2,200 to go. If it doesn't work, that's about, well best not to think about that.
With a long neck beer in hand Gina plopped herself down on my lap and kissed me hard on the lips before I knew what was happening. She took a long pull of the pilsner.
"I knew you could do this. I promise you this will be ok if you just go with the flow here."
"Gina, are you going to his room tonight?"
"Yes John I am."
My stomach tightened up immediately into a knot, before I could say anything though we both heard the screen door squeak open and slam shut. As we looked towards the sound we saw Jason approaching in a tentative manner.
"Ah excuse me, sorry to interrupt but the girls say they need you for something Gina." He pointed toward the house with his thumb.
She jumped up and headed toward the house. As she passed by him she patted Jason lightly on the shoulder and said in a voice loud enough for John to hear. "Thank you honey, maybe you two can stay out here and talk for a bit and I'll be right back."
Jason stood stock still about six feet away not moving until he heard the noisy screen door squeaking as it closed again.
"Ah sir, I am not sure what to say."
"My name is John not sir, and no, I don't imagine you do know what to say. What can you say to the husband of the woman you're fucking?" Jason immediately saw the very hard look I was giving him and backed away a few more steps.
"Don't run off young man, we definitely need to talk!" I got up right in Jason's face. Well, not right in it. At 5'10" I had to look up to meet Jason's eyes. I could tell that Jason was worried though.
Jason stuttered as he spoke, "Um, G..G..Gina told me you would be ok with this, that you two have an agreement."
"Would you be ok with someone else fucking your wife Mr. Big Dick?" A look of horror crossed Jason's face and he turned to walk away. "Wait Jason, I'm sorry I promised Gina I wouldn't call you that. Don't go." I remembered just in time what was at stake. "Look come sit and we'll talk civilly like adults, I promise."
Jason carefully approached and sat himself slowly on the chaise. He never took his eyes off of me. It was like he was afraid I had a weapon and was going to attack him at any moment. I probably couldn't hurt the SOB even if I had a gun anyway.
I gave a deep sigh after Jason arranged his large frame on the lounger. "Jason, you are right Gina and I have an agreement, but honestly did you really think I would be ok with this whole charade? Those are my daughters in there! I jabbed my finger angrily towards the girls' bedroom. "My daughters, do you understand that? I want an answer from you," I was speaking more calmly now.
"Yes sir I understand they are your daughters and I will treat them with respect. As if they are truly my nieces. And no, I guess I wouldn't expect you to be happy with this arrangement. Maybe I should just go and tell Gina this isn't going to work."
For a split second I was ecstatic, but fortunately I remembered what was at risk and the plan. "Look, I am hanging by a thread here. I am giving you my real feelings on the matter, but I can't mess up our arrangement anymore than you can. I am afraid we are stuck with each other.
"Put yourself in my place for a minute. I've been informed that later tonight with me in our bedroom and my daughters down the hall in theirs, my wife of 18 years is going to go to your room to fuck you because I can no longer satisfy her. Does that sound like something I should be happy about?" Jason looked down at his feet and shook his head no. "And our arrangement is, that if I don't 'cooperate'," I spoke the word as I made air quotes with my fingers, "she will divorce me and try to take my daughters away from me."
Jason looked on in horror as my eyes started to moisten. "So this is the deal, you are stuck here just like me and you will be here for a long time!" I was stabbing angrily at Jason's chest with my right index finger, nearly touching him several times. "You are just going to have to put up with me blowing up occasionally at you. That's the price you're going to have to pay for fucking her, you prick!"
Jason started to get up, "Sit down! We aren't nearly done yet. I promise to try and be as polite as possible, but cut me some slack here."
Again the irritating noise of the screen door movement. Somebody needs to fix that damn thing. Gina came practically running out to them.
"What's going on guys?" Her eyes were dancing back and forth between them and she was shifting her weight back and forth nervously.
"Nothing dear, Jason and I are just getting acquainted a little. I was telling him his responsibilities. You know now that he is living here he will have to pitch in to earn his keep. That sort of thing, isn't that right Jason?"
"Y..Y.. yes that is right, just getting acquainted. I think I am going to go to my room now. Is it all right if I say good night to your daughters John?"
"Yes, tell them I will be in, in a little while to say goodnight too." I sounded trapped, weak, and defeated, and it pissed me off.
"Honey I was watching from the kitchen window. You appeared to be yelling quite a bit at Jason..."
"I admit, I did vent a little, ok maybe a lot. But I did have a very frank conversation with your 'boy toy' about how I expect him to conduct himself. And, I told him my true feelings about this fucked up situation."
"Really John, your language."
"Tough shit!" I squawked at her. "Like I told Mr. Big Dick, you are just going to have to put up with me blowing off steam now and then because this situation sucks. I will remember our agreement, but make sure you do too! When Mary hits 18, you walk away."
"Yes I will remember, now let's go to our bedroom. It's getting late and it's a bit chilly now."
With all the sarcasm I could muster, "Getting anxious to fuck Mr. Big Dick?"
"John please, that kind of talk isn't helping. For the 100th time his name is Jason."
"Well dear wife, I am actually getting better at remembering that, but to say I am a little pissed off right now is an understatement of huge proportion!"
Gina sighed and said, "I tell you what John, if you will make love with me tonight, I won't go to his room. I will stay with you. I know you don't believe me, but I do enjoy having sex with you. I love you with all my heart. It's not that you can't satisfy me, you just can't do it often enough."
"No, you're just going to have to go to him. I am no where near ready to resume having sex with you. I might not ever be ready."
"Ok, but you will be the only one not having sex. And so help me if you even think about going outside our marriage for relief I will divorce you in a heart beat!"
Her attitude was so unbelievably narcissistic I had no response. I just stormed off to our bedroom. Despite my anger I did remember to stop to say goodnight to my girls. They were still extremely excited about Jason living in the house; all I could do was make appreciative sounds concurring with them. I started to break down and had to leave their room. As I turned off the overhead light, I said under my breath, "I sure hope you appreciate what I am doing for you. I hope it is the right thing."
"What did you say Dad?" called out Sabrina.
"I said good night and I love you." My tears were coming freely now as I closed their door and walked to my bedroom.
GINA
I had finished my shower and was combing out my hair contemplating what was about to occur. Part of me was terribly excited and part of me was frightened about John's reaction, but I have never been so aroused. The heightened sexual emotion I was feeling were just as my girl friends had said they would be. There wasn't a drug on the planet that could match the high I was feeling. I was going to take my young lover down the hall from my husband with his full knowledge. God what a high!
When I was ready I glanced over to John who was reading a book in bed as was his usual practice.
"John, I meant what I said; I will stay here with you if you will make love to me." I paused expectantly. He just ignored me.
"The girls are asleep so I will be going now, John." Still getting nothing from him, I turned quietly and left our bedroom. I closed the door gently behind me and headed to Jason's room.
JOHN
Surprisingly I actually fell asleep rather easily. Of course I took two sleeping pills to back up all the alcohol I consumed during and after dinner, so it wasn't actually much of a shock. When I awoke in the morning Gina was wrapped around me just as she always was. I actually felt sick to my stomach because I could smell that she hadn't showered since being with Big Dick Jason. I pulled myself away from my slut of a wife and hurried to the bathroom. I didn't actually vomit, but it was a close call. I cleaned myself up, splashed some cold water on my face, and put on bathrobe. I started downstairs to start the coffee as was my normal routine. Gina still hadn't stirred.



GINA
When I awoke, John was gone from the bed, but I could hear him downstairs childishly banging things around in the kitchen getting the coffee ready. God, what a night, it had been everything I had hoped. Interestingly, while Jason was pounding me relentlessly, I kept thinking about John down the hall and hoping that he could hear what was happening, even though I knew he couldn't, it heightened my arousal. My only disappointment was that John didn't want to take me when I returned from Jason's room. My friends told me that in 99% of cases the husband will 'reclaim' his wife by taking her more forcibly than ever before. I was really looking forward to that part, but John was snoring soundly when I came back. In a way it made me angry that he cared so little. I sighed and got out of bed to start my Sunday. As usual, after a round with Jason it was a little hard for me to walk normally.
Later as I was flitting around in the kitchen preparing for the usual family Sunday brunch I noticed that John had disappeared somewhere. I saw that his car was still in the garage, so he couldn't be far away. About 20 minutes later John came in from outside. He was wearing jogging shorts and a sweat drenched T shirt. "What have you been up to?"
"I went for a quick run. I need to lose a few pounds and get into better shape."
"Ok, but go take a quick shower. You're dripping sweat on my kitchen floor. Hurry up now, brunch will be ready in about 15 minutes."
"I won't be having brunch today. I will eat out later."
"Yes you will be having brunch with your family! I mean it John. What will the girls think? Fifteen minutes, and you will be in your seat."
I knew John didn't want to acquiesce to my demand, but his love of his daughters would overcome that. He knew the girls would be upset if he wasn't there, so he nodded and headed for the shower.
Isn't that sweet, my husband wants to compete with my boyfriend. I knew he loved me. This is going to be so much fun! Oh my god, I wonder if I can convince John to have a threesome? Calm down girl, there is a long way to go before that. You have to get John back in your bed first. I had never been happier and in a constant state of arousal in my life. I started humming as I continued with the meal preparations.
When everyone was seated at the table Sunday brunch, Jason was noticeably absent. John had a wry smile on his face and was interacting playfully with the children as was his normal custom, but Mary asked where Uncle Jason was.
"He must be running late." I jumped up from the table and headed upstairs. "I will hurry him up."
When I reached his door, I knocked and called out, "Jason sweetie, brunch is ready. Everyone is downstairs waiting."
Jason opened the door and sheepishly said, "Maybe it would be better if I just stayed up here?"
"Why ever would you say that? We are a family, and we always have brunch together, now come downstairs with me."
"John will be there, he knows we had sex last night. I mean I slept with his wife, and now you want me to sit with him? Don't you think that might be a little uncomfortable, for everyone?"
I put on my serious mom face and sternly spoke. "Jason, you are part of the family now. You will eat with us. Maybe it will be uncomfortable, but if you want to keeping having sex with me, you will get downstairs in the next 3 minutes. Do you understand me?"
I sashayed away giving a little extra swing in my hips for Jason's benefit, secure in the knowledge that he would be following me shortly. "God men are such babies," I muttered under my breath and headed down the stairs.
Jason was right; the meal was uncomfortable, even though the girls were oblivious. They were constantly engaged with Jason which made John furious. I could see the smoke coming out of his ears as he shot daggers at Jason with his eyes. On Jason's part, he refused to even look over at John.
Now I was getting angry. "Girls when we finish here I would like you three to do the dishes while Uncle Jason and your Dad and I have a discussion in the living room."
"Of course Mom," Sabrina responded but we were hoping Uncle Jason could help us so we can find out more about where he is from."
"Some other time sweetheart." I snapped a little too curtly. "If you boys are done lets take our coffees into the living room and chat for a bit." I got up and headed that way without waiting for any response from them.
I have always been someone who handled issues directly. My reputation at school was, 'you don't mess with Ms. Bishop.' That applied to both students and faculty. I handled my home life in the same manner. This childish behavior from my men was going to stop!
I stood waiting impatiently for John and Jason. Once again, this wasn't by accident. First John shuffled in and chose to sit in his recliner. I was pleased to see this. It fit my agenda perfectly. Jason followed and I firmly took his hand and led him to the couch where I sat next to him hand in hand. I made sure that John could see my thigh pressed into Jason's and that Jason could feel the heat coming from me. Both of them knew I was in charge.
"Boys this has to stop, and stop right now." I was speaking in an almost motherly fashion. "We are a family now, and we need to work together to make this transition smoother." John just snorted and started to get up. "Sit down!" I barked at him. And he slumped back down. "I am not a fool, I know this will take a little time for us to develop a routine as to how are life is going to be, but the two of you need to stop acting like children. You both need to find a way to get along..."
"Excuse me dear, but you are sitting in our living room on our couch with your lover holding hands. You don't think I find that a little upsetting?" John snapped sarcastically.
"John, yes Jason is my boyfriend, he and I have sex. I would like to be making love with you, but you continue to pout about it and refuse me. I don't love him, I love you. He isn't a threat at all. Why can't you understand this? And keep your voice down our daughters are in the kitchen."
"I don't believe the crap you are spouting. I will put up with this because I have to, but don't expect anything more." John got up and headed to the garage.
The whole time Jason never uttered a word. After John left, Jason finally spoke. "Maybe this was a really bad idea, Gina. I should probably just leave."
"No baby, you aren't leaving. Let's give it a couple of weeks. I am sure things will improve. Besides, you know you will never find another woman who can do the things to you that I do."
But things didn't improve. Over the next two weeks Jason was becoming more reticent, John was getting angrier, and I was growing more frustrated. Fortunately the girls seemed incognizant to the discord. In fact, they were growing very fond of Uncle Jason.
I started to worry that my plans were beginning to unravel. In the third week of Jason's stay after once again going to his room telling John, like I did every night, that I would stay with him if he would just make love with me. As always, John just ignored me. That night in bed Jason couldn't perform.
"Gina, I'm sorry but I just can't do this anymore. You know I love being with you, but this is just killing John. I'm worried that he is going to murder me in my sleep. The sex with you is fantastic, you've been a great teacher, but I think I am going to have to move out."
"No sweetheart, we just have to give it more time. Besides the girls absolutely adore you! Please give it at least another week?"
"Okay. I really do think of them as my nieces. They are such great kids. I..I'm sorry about tonight." He motioned to his flaccid cock. "I just don't feel right about this."
I gently patted his hand and said, "Don't worry about it baby. I'm sure it's just temporary. Give it another week, please?" I rose from the bed to head back to John and I was plenty mad and I was certainly going to give him a piece of my mind.
JOHN
I was lying in bed, seething as usual. Gina didn't know it of course, but part of my growing anger was based on the fact that in the two weeks I had been reviewing my surveillance equipment, it hadn't picked up on a single thing that would point to her being an unfit mother. I knew I should give it more time, but I was impatient because the girls seemed to be getting really attached to Jason. This only served to fuel my anger and frustration. I knew it was childish and realistically not true, but part of me thought Jason was trying to replace me.
My thoughts were interrupted; I could hear Gina stomping back towards the master bedroom. I glanced at my watch. Only 20 minutes had passed. This can't be good. The door flew open and Gina charged through slamming it behind her.
"Ok asshole, you are going to get what you wanted! I am going to divorce your ass and charge you with abusing me and the girls. I hope you will be happy living in a shoebox and never getting to see your daughters again!"
"Fuck you Gina! I will counter sue and everyone in your family and at school is going to hear the audio I have of you threatening me. I will take my fucking chances in court. You might win, but you won't ever be able to show your face in town again, you cheating fucking whore, I am done with this bullshit!"
We were both yelling now, oblivious to how it was being perceived by the other members of the household. We were too far gone now to care. Just then there was a pounding on our bedroom door and Jason flung it open and stormed in.
"You two need to quiet down! Your daughters can hear what is going on. I may be an asshole but you both are acting like children. They came running to my room crying that something was wrong with you guys. I told them I would handle it and shooed them back into their room." Jason was really angry and it caught both Gina and I off guard.
Looking straight at me, Jason continued, "I'm sorry I did this to you John. I didn't think it would be like this. You're a decent guy and you didn't deserve what I am doing to you. Give me a week or so and I will try to find alternative living arrangements, then I will be out of your hair for good."
Then to Gina, "I am sorry." And he quietly left the room closing the door behind him, much more gently this time.
We just stared at the closed door in stunned silence. Finally I came to my senses and got up from bed. "I will go smooth this over with the girls. I will tell them we were arguing about purchasing a new car or something."
Gina was still standing and hadn't moved at all since Jason stormed into the room. All of her planning and hard work was going up in smoke. She had to think of something she could do to make it right.
I came back into our bedroom quite chagrined. "I can't believe we behaved like that. All three of them had tears in their eyes when I walked in. I couldn't lie to them Gina."
"What!" she caught herself but still spoke louder than she should have.
"Quiet down. I told them we were arguing about adult stuff and couldn't really explain what it was. I told them the argument was over, and that we both loved them very much and it had nothing to do with them.
"June asked me if we were going to get a divorce. What was I supposed to say? How does a twelve year old know about this stuff?"
"Oh my god, how did you answer that question?"
"Not very well I'm afraid. I told them I didn't think so, and promised you and I would try to work through our problems. Make sure you back me up in the morning when you talk with them. I mean it Gina, don't start any shit."
Now Gina collapsed on the bed in tears. I couldn't bring myself to comfort her. She started this whole thing, let her live with it. Christ what a mess.
In the morning, after the kids were off to school and Jason to work, I spoke to Gina and we both agreed to meet that night and figure out how to get out of this quagmire.
Just before heading out the door though I snapped at Gina. "Could you please stay out of Jason's bed for the rest of the week? At least until we can figure this out?"
Gina just nodded her head and left for the school.
That evening it was very quiet in the Bishop household. Jason wasn't anywhere to be found. Gina had at least backed up my explanation to the girls so they were fairly calm. After everyone was in bed we spoke civilly to each other, but failed to resolve our issues. We agreed at a minimum we would wait until Jason moved out before addressing our situation further.
Although unspoken, part of me was relieved. Maybe this aspect of the nightmare was over and we could figure something out. It was awkward because all three girls kept asking where Jason was. They truly liked him, so that was another element of this that would need to be resolved. How was he going to disappear from our lives when he worked about a mile away at the Twin Lakes Truck Stop and took classes at the local JC? Ours wasn't a very large town and, well that was just one more problem.
I knew the coming divorce would be hard on everyone, especially Mary. She was only eight, how do you explain things like that to her?
The biggest issue was Gina's sex drive. I knew that she wasn't going to flip that off like a light switch. I felt the only recourse was a divorce so she could screw whomever she wanted as much as she wanted, and it wouldn't be my problem any longer. I had to find a way to accomplish that as amicably as possible. Being a part time dad was still unthinkable to me. Somehow maybe I could talk Gina into giving me primary custody or at the very least a joint custody situation. I could present it that by doing so; she would have more free time for her 'extra curricular' activities. That just might work.
GINA
I was obviously disconcerted with what had transpired. But I wasn't ready to give up what I had worked so hard for. Maybe I could talk to Jason about meeting a few days a week. I knew it was very risky because it would be far easier for an affair to be exposed doing that, but I just couldn't give up Jason's big cock. I spent every spare moment over the next couple of days trying to develop a plan where I stayed married to John and had Jason on the side without John knowing about it. After all I still loved him but needed them both.
JASON
It had been three days since the blow up at John and Gina's. I was as conflicted as they were. I mean I had absolutely no idea how fantastic sex could be until I hooked up with Gina. I knew she had played me like a violin, but I didn't care. I doubted that I would ever be able replace the unbelievably intense feelings of sex with Gina with someone else.
It was true that I wasn't very experienced when I met Gina. I had only a few awkward fumbling encounters in the back seats of cars to compare it too. But somehow I comprehended that Gina knew how to do things that most girls my age would never be able to learn. Especially the control she had with her pussy muscles. She could lock on to my cock and milk me dry. She also knew how to draw it out. She had an uncanny ability to stop when I was close and wait for me to calm down, then she would start again. Jesus, just thinking about it was getting me hard. Damn it!
On the other hand, John was a really good guy. His daughters were crazy about him. They were terrific girls and I had already grown really attached to them. I understood why John didn't want to ever be separated from them.
I had promised to be out of the Bishop's place in a week, but it seemed like there wasn't a room for rent anywhere in this whole town. I liked living here too. I had spoken again only briefly to John and Gina since the blow up because frankly I was trying to avoid any more scenes like the other night. I assured them I would be out of their lives soon, but finding somewhere affordable to live was proving difficult.
One evening Gina had cornered me alone and flat told me she wasn't giving me up. Actually she said she wasn't going to give up my dick. I found that somewhat offensive, but I really didn't want to give her pussy up either! However, I was at least fond of her as a person too. She was smart, funny and a great conversationalist. Sometimes she would help me with my studies. I mean she was a school teacher. Apparently though she only liked me for the size of my dick. Oh well, I could figure all that out later, right now I had to find someplace to live.
In fact I had asked for this entire day off from work so I could do some more room hunting. I was heading to a room for rent notice that I read online. I glanced quickly at the directions in my hand. I didn't think I needed to turn on my phone's GPS because I was familiar with the area. I couldn't see if I was supposed to turn left or right quick enough so I turned left. There was a school bus in front of me at the stop sign. It started to pull through the intersection.
When I accelerated, my ancient VW gave a horrendous back fire, and simultaneously I heard and saw a large delivery truck T bone the school bus in the middle of the intersection. The bus wasn't going fast but the impact from the truck tipped it onto its right side. It happened in an instant but seemed like it was in slow motion. The bus was skidding on its side, sparks flying, and then it hit a light pole. I smelled the fuel leaking out of the bus as I jumped of my car, there was a loud whoosh and flames erupted around the engine compartment of the bus. Shit the main door was blocked!
I could see little children waving their arms frantically and hear their crying and screaming inside the bus as I ran towards it. I saw people standing around doing nothing. Some were at least making what I assumed were 911 calls. A few were actually recording the unfolding disaster on their phones without lifting a finger to help.
Where was the bus driver? Shit the kids were too small to open the windows or rear escape door. Oh my god the fire was spreading quickly. At that moment everything got quiet. All the screaming and other distractions were cleared away. I developed a kind of a tunnel vision. Somehow I knew exactly what I had to do. It was almost like an out of body experience. It was eerie, like I was watching myself do things I never knew I was capable of.
In one swift motion I managed to reach the emergency door and rip the door open with such force it actually came off its hinges and crashed to the pavement. There were several frenzied kids at the door struggling to get out. I grabbed them by twos and helped them out. I know I yelled to a man and woman standing by to keep the kids together, but couldn't even hear my own words. It was like I was in an old silent movie. They must have heard me however because they did what I said.
Once those kids were out I could see several injured and trapped children with fire starting to lick around them. I knew they were screaming and crying but again, there was no sound. I was, as I learned later from some of the first responders, in what they referred to as "the zone."
I clambered into the bus and began carrying children out. Some were unconscious; some were screaming silently and clinging desperately to me. I carried them to the back and handed them to waiting arms. I looked outside, still no emergency personnel on sight. What the fuck was taking so long? Didn't anybody call 911. Didn't anyone know how bad this was? But I had no choice but to keep working. I had no concept of the passage of time. I found out later that the first police unit was on scene 90 seconds after the initial 911 call and the first fire/rescue unit 35 seconds later. To me it seemed like forever.
I headed back towards the front again. I found two little girls clutching each other. I saw the look of terror frozen on their faces. One was trapped in a tangled seat and the other, probably her best friend wouldn't let go of her. They knew they were going to die. I simply ripped the seats away with one hand, grabbed both of them and raced to the back once again depositing my cargo to the people outside. I ran back in one more time. I could feel the heat surrounding me, a burning sensation now on my hands and arms. Damn it, where was the fire department?



The driver, where was the driver? The flames and heat were getting more intense now. Where was the fucking driver! I saw a slightly built unconscious figure still belted in dangling in the driver seat. Damn my fucking arms hurt. I ripped the seat belt off. I was running out of time. I could tell I was letting out a primordial scream but still couldn't hear anything as I tore the crushed steering wheel away. I threw the middle aged woman over my shoulder and heaved her to the crowd now gathered outside the bus. I turned to go back in for additional victims. I felt hands grabbing me pulling me back out. No, no you assholes, I have to get more! It was too late I was out on the ground with several indistinguishable faces staring at me. Then I was lifted and taken away from the now fully engulfed bus.
"Let me go, let the fuck go of me! I have to get the rest of them." And then everything was dark. A short time later I snapped back to awareness. I quickly looked around. There were paramedics treating me. "Please tell me I got them all out! I got them all, right? There was fire everywhere, kids screaming. Tell me! Please, they all got out? They are all good aren't they?" I was wildly looking around as the paramedics were treating my burns to my hands and arms. I was subconsciously trying to break free of the paramedics to try to get back on the bus.
"Yeah John, you got em all. Every last one." Firefighters and police officers were patting me on the back, thanking me for a great job and holding me down at the same time. Everyone was calling me a hero. What did I do?
"My name's Jason not John," I croaked out. God my throat hurt and tasted like gun powder.
"Yeah? Well, you look like John fucking Wayne to me," offered the paramedic efficiently wrapping my hands.
I could feel the adrenalin racing through my body at an unbelievable rate causing me to look around frantically, "You're sure?" It wasn't until several days later that I learned that in all, I had pulled sixteen children and the bus driver off that burning bus. They would all live. The driver was in critical condition but the worst of the children were serious but stable. There were a few concussions, some broken bones and a few non critical burns, but everyone made it.
"Yeah man they're all good. You need to calm down. We'll get you a shot of happy juice when the doc's authorize us too. We can't have a hero like you going into shock and coding out on us, now can we?"
That's when I spotted her in the triage area. "Shit, that's Mary!"
"Who?" The paramedic asked looking up as I broke away from the first responders trying to hold me in place. I noticed medical gauze unraveling as I sprinted to her.
"It's my cousin Mary. Oh my god she was on the bus."
When Jason reached her a nearly hysterical Mary jumped into my arms. "Uncle Jason, you saved me. You saved my friends. I love you, thank you Uncle Jason, thank you." She just kept repeating it over and over through her tears."
That's when I realized that the little girl who wouldn't let go of her friend, was in fact Mary. I was so fixated on getting everyone out I hadn't even recognized her as one of the kids on the bus. Again, first responders later told me that wasn't at all uncommon. They relayed a story to me of a police officer who rescued a family from a car sinking in a swollen creek during a severe rain storm. He didn't know even know it was his own family until they were all in a rescue unit being treated.
I felt a stinging in my arm and saw that someone had finally given me a shot of happy juice because I immediately started to feel light headed. "I think I will go to sleep now." I said to no one in particular. In a couple of minutes I felt the rescue unit start making its way toward the hospital and I finally went out.
GINA
I was just finishing up a math lesson with my 3rd graders when a frantic Mr. Johnson, the school principal barged into the class room. I could tell something was seriously wrong by the look on his face. He signaled me to come over to him. He spoke quickly but efficiently. "Gina there has been an accident with the kids going to the arboretum on the bus."
"Oh my god, Mary was on that bus!"
"Yes, you have to go to the hospital right now. We'll take care of your class. Go, now!"
As I was racing to my car I instinctively called John and frantically tried to explain. He didn't fully understand all that was being said but he heard Mary, accident, and hospital and he too was on his way.
I could barely contain my emotions. The hospital was only a couple miles away, but it was taking forever to reach it. Please god, let her be ok. I was pounding my hand on the steering wheel waiting for the light to turn. At last the hospital was in sight. I screeched into the emergency department parking area and tried to get out of the car before it had even come to a full stop. I slammed the parking brake on and sprinted for the entrance. I ran into John at the door. His office was only a couple blocks away. We ran inside together. The ER was a mad house, parents, media, and police personnel everywhere. We looked excitedly around for help. A police officer came up to us. "Are you parents of the children in the bus accident?"
"Yes, Mary Bishop, she is our 8 year old daughter, is she okay?" We shouted at the officer together.
The officer looked at his list and verified that Mary was on it. "She is being examined right now. I can't let you in for a few more minutes until we get this all sorted out. Have a seat and someone will be with you soon."
I couldn't take anymore and assumed the worst. I completely broke down. Thank goodness John was here with me.
John asked the officer what happened and he responded that a truck driver was distracted and blew a stop sign. He hit the bus at speed, the bus flipped onto its side and caught fire. I just broke down again with loud sobs.
John inquired, "Did they get everyone out?"
The officer looked around the room before answering. "I'm not supposed to say, but yes thanks to a Good Samaritan. He got everyone out mostly by himself. I don't know their conditions but the word is everyone will make it. He's here in the hospital because he suffered some injuries during the rescue. I was there for part of it. It was the most incredible thing I have ever observed. He is just a kid really and he was as brave a person I've ever seen. All the EMS folks are calling him John Wayne."
Just then a reporter with a microphone and her cameraman in tow approached the officer.
"Officer, officer can you confirm a report that the Good Samaritan in the bus accident is an individual named Jason Crowley?"
I involuntarily let out "Oh my god." John just looked shocked. The reporter and officer stared at me. I quietly added, "Jason Crowley is my nephew."
The officer just nodded his head and responded redundantly in a professional manner, "Yes he is here, and he is currently being treated for his injuries."
END OF PART II
Note: As a reminder there will be no comments or voting until the story is concluded.
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This is the third in a four part series. There will be no voting or comments until after the story has concluded. If you find that too upsetting you probably shouldn't read the story.

JOHN
Gina and I just sat unspeaking and staring off into space lost in our own thoughts while we waited in the uncomfortable seats in the ER lounge. To say we were in a state of shock from the news that we had been given would be a monumental understatement. Both of us, but for different reasons, were trying to process that Jason Crowley had saved our youngest daughter Mary's life. I was disturbed at how quickly Gina had identified herself to the staff as Jason's aunt. I was very clearly grateful that Mary was alive, but had a foreboding of what the future was to be like because of Jason's actions. I briefly considered the possibility that Gina actually thought Jason was her nephew. That would mean that she was committing incest wouldn't it? Up until a few weeks ago I would have thought the idea preposterous, but now?
GINA
John seems dazed and confused. I on the other hand am being much more pragmatic. I of course knew Jason better than anyone else in town; who else was there to take care of him? As such I want to simply make sure that he receives the best care because he saved Mary. I'm a very good mother and Jason is the girls' uncle. My natural protection instincts were in overdrive. Of course I was not oblivious as to how the incident might allow me to continue having sex with Jason, but that wasn't my main motivation and it could be sorted out later.
JOHN
My contemplations were interrupted by a nurse calling out our names. We both jumped up at the same time, and I answered anxiously for both of us. The nurse led us inside the ER down a long hallway. We recognized people we knew from the school, Mothers, fathers, and other family members in various states of anxiety. Other than a couple of quick nods of recognition no one acknowledged anyone else. This wasn't the time because everyone had their own nightmares to deal with. We continued our trek; it seemed forever until we finally arrived at her room.
Mary called out to us with her arms raised, "Mommy Daddy, I was so scared!" She began to cry as we rushed to her on opposite sides of her raised hospital bed. We embraced each other and all of us were crying rivers of tears and thanking God for our good fortune.
"Uncle Jason saved us Mommy. He saved Mamie and me. We were so scared, we thought no one was going to come and we would die! There was fire everywhere and then I saw Uncle Jason. He just threw the seats off of Mamie and carried us out."
"Hush baby, you are going to be ok now. Mommy and Daddy are here. Everything is going to be ok", soothed Gina.
"What do you mean he threw the seats off Mamie honey?" I interrupted.
"Mamie was, I mean we were trapped by the seats from the bus, we couldn't move, then Uncle Jason was there and he was screaming so loud and he just ripped the seats off us and carried us out of the bus. Uncle Jason's shirt was on fire too and I could see that his hand was burned!"
With that revelation Gina broke completely down and I followed soon after. The understanding as to how close we had come to losing our daughter was too much to bear. As we sat on either side of her bed we were clutching one of Mary's hands, sobbing.
"It's ok Mommy don't be scared, It's ok Daddy, I'm fine. Uncle Jason saved me."
With all three of us talking, hugging, and crying at once it was hard to understand a word that was being said. A doctor had entered the room and was standing off to the side until things calmed down.
"I'm sorry to interrupt folks, but Mary is right", said the smiling doctor, "she is going to be fine."
I jumped up and shook the doctor's hand while wiping tears from my face with the other.
"We're sorry doc, its just, well it's...."
"I understand. Listen we have checked her over thoroughly and other than a couple of minor burns on her legs and some cuts and bruises she is fine. With your permission we would like to keep her overnight, just for observation. She is complaining of a sore throat so we want to keep checking on her for possible smoke inhalation. We looked in her throat and there are no burns or other issues. My guess is she, she ah, was screaming so much she just scratched her throat. But, let's not take any chances."
"Of course", I quickly answered and Gina just nodded her head vigorously.
The doctor left the room after telling us he would check back on Mary later in the evening.
"Uncle Jason is a hero isn't he Daddy?"
"He certainly is baby, he really is."
"He's here in the hospital too. They told me he was hurt, can you go check on him for me. I hope he's ok?"
"Don't worry, I'll check on....."
"I'll do it right now sweetheart, John honey you stay with Mary." Gina quickly cut in and she purposefully headed out the door.
I was very concerned about Gina meeting Jason alone so I told Mary that I would be right back and followed Gina to locate Jason's room. I watched as Gina checked briefly with a nurse who said something and pointed down the hall. I waited a few seconds then continued following until I saw Gina go into a room. I was going to burst right in behind her but thought better of it and stopped outside and listened intently.
"Oh my god Jason you must be in terrible pain. Thank you for saving Mary" and without hesitating planted a scorching kiss on his lips. Unquestionably it wasn't how an aunt should be kissing her nephew.
I noticed that a nurse was standing in the doorway. Her jaw dropped to the floor and her eyes opened wide in shock as she witnessed what was apparently a lover's kiss.
NURSE ELLERY
I have worked as an RN for many years and I have seen a lot of things but I was shocked at what I just witnessed, but hey I'm a mother too. Hell if that hunk had saved my son, I would fuck him on live television in prime time; my husband be damned! Besides it's none of my freaking business and I quickly left the room. As I was leaving the room I noticed the poor distraught father and husband had witnessed the same things I did. All I could do was to give him a quick sympathetic smile and a gentle pat on the shoulder then I headed back to my station. What could be said anyway?
JOHN
After witnessing Gina's embarrassing actions I just couldn't enter the room. All of my dreadful feelings came rushing back. I closed my eyes and thought, Jesus, John what's wrong with you. He might be fucking your wife but he just saved your daughter's life. Sometimes life's a bitch. Get your act together and go thank him.
I took a deep breath and opened my eyes and was startled to see Gina standing in front of me.
She snarled at me in a low throaty voice, "You can't go thank the man who saved your daughter's life, just because of our relationship. What is wrong with you? You're a better person than that!"
I had a terrible sinking feeling that somehow I was becoming the bad guy in all this, but I knew Gina was right and entered the room with her right behind me. The fact that Gina talked about her 'relationship' with Jason in the present tense wasn't lost on me.
I was having trouble interpreting all the emotions running through my mind. Of course I was grateful, but I also felt a deep anger and helplessness. I had lost all control of what comes next. I was just a role player in a drama I didn't write and couldn't edit. One of my strongest emotions was failure.
Every father whose child is hurt and he wasn't able to prevent it, experiences an overwhelming sense of inadequacy. It is a psychological scar that never goes away. When you put the emotions of my present situation on top of that, it became almost an unbearable burden. But I had to express gratitude somehow.
When I saw Jason I was genuinely shocked. He had a bandage around his head, both hands and arms were wrapped in gauze like material, I learned later that it was biological material used to promote healing of serious burns. He was shirtless and had the same material taped to several parts of his torso. Jason appeared slightly disoriented, probably from sedatives and he had several spots of a cream lathered on more minor burns around his exposed left leg. Jason also had several cuts, some with stitches around his face.
I went tentatively to Jason's bedside. I was unable to speak as I was so overcome with emotion. I just mouthed the words 'thank you' as I looked into his eyes. Jason just nodded slightly, a response that I thought curious. It was almost as if Jason was angry with me? No it was something else, but I couldn't put my finger on it exactly.
Just then a doctor and a phlebotomist entered. The 'vampire,' as they are nicknamed, quickly and efficiently began to draw blood for tests while the doctor looked at his tablet at what I assumed were various notes about Jason's condition.
Nobody in a hospital likes the blood takers. The night shift RN's would give the 'vampires' a wide berth when they entered their wards. They weren't particularly superstitious but there was no sense taking chances either.
When the doctor learned Gina was Jason's closet living relative he gave us an update on his condition. He told us that in addition to his obvious injuries they were very concerned about his lungs because apparently he had inhaled a good amount of toxic smoke during his rescue. They were worried that he could develop fluid in his lungs that could turn into pneumonia so they were going to keep him in ICU and under direct supervision for several days.
The doctor continued to update Gina and I as the 'vampire' took his prize and stealthily whisked it away. I guess after the ghoul had left the doctor felt comfortable enough to talk.
"Once Jason is released he will need aftercare for a few weeks. His dressings will need changing and he will need assistance for most of his normal daily routines, ah including bathroom functions." The doctor seemed slightly embarrassed and Jason's eyes got wide.
"I will take care of all that doctor," Gina promptly interjected. "He lives with us, we will manage it."
The doctor nodded and exited the room. Doctors are like combat infantrymen in a sense. Both of them feel that really bad things could happen if they stayed in one place too long. Of course in a doctor's world, usually that just meant being asked a question. Any question.
Gina turned to Jason and stated emphatically, "You're staying with us, and there will be no further discussion on the matter, understand?" She then looked hard at Jason for a minute then shifted her eyes to me, I made no outward acknowledgement of her whatsoever.
Inside, I was irate. Shit, shit, shit! Kept looping in my head.
We returned to Mary's room and visited for awhile, then left for home promising to return later that evening. We were silent as we walked out of the hospital into the approaching cool evening air.
I was thankful that we had taken separate cars to the hospital. Instead of going home and taking a chance that Gina would have headed there, I returned to my office. I locked the office door and turned the lights off and put my head down on my desk. "What a fucking mess." I said it out loud.
I hadn't a clue what I was going to do, but put a call into Ansel Adams my attorney anyway to see if he could offer any suggestions. His assistant told me that the first available appointment wasn't for several days; I glumly went ahead and made it anyway.
After sunset I went straight from work and met the rest of the family at the hospital to see Mary. After saying a quick hello to Mary I told everyone I would go check on Jason. I did notice Gina smile and give an almost imperceptible nod of head. She thinks she's winning, and she is right, was my fatalistic thought as I trudged toward Jason's room.
I had calmed considerably from earlier in the day. I was probably in shock not only from Mary's close call, but the insanity of everything as well. Part of me felt strongly that I had to do a better job of showing my gratefulness to Jason, but part of me wanted to place a pillow over his face and hold it down till he stopped breathing! Whichever one I chose I wanted to do that alone. On my way I kept glancing over my shoulder to see if Gina was following me, but it didn't appear so. I had resolved to have a brief but frank discussion with Jason. That
I strode purposefully into Jason's room after the on duty nurse said it was ok to do so. I grabbed a chair and pulled it up to the side of Jason's hospital bed.
"We have to talk."
Jason nodded and tried to respond but his voice was very hoarse and scratchy.
"Don't talk; I really just want you to listen to me for a minute." I took a sharp breath and continued, "I will never be able to thank you enough for what you have done for my family, I will owe you a debt of gratitude for the rest of my life, but my gratitude doesn't extend itself to being ok with you fucking my wife!"
As I was asserting my position I saw Jason cringe and noticed that the same nurse who saw Gina kissing Jason had entered the room. Upon hearing my inflamed words she executed a swift about face and was out before either of us could speak with her. I'm sure neither of us had any intellection as to what could be said about it anyway.
NURSE ELLERY
Holy shit I thought, you just can't make this stuff up! This is way better than my soaps, and I bet that the Hallmark Channel couldn't dream this story up. I am definitely going to put in for OT to stay on top of this one. I mean this could be really entertaining.
JOHN
Jason was actually looking very uncomfortable, but he was trapped in his bed so there was no where to run. "Please listen," he croaked and was holding his throat. "You have to find a way to keep her from taking me back to your house. I won't be able to resist her if she comes on to me." He was literally crying.
I really wasn't sure if Jason was crying because his throat hurt so much, or because of his admission. I slumped back into the uncomfortable wooden chair and had an epiphany of sorts. In a way Jason was a victim too. There probably wasn't a straight, red-blooded 19 year old teenage boy in America who could resist Gina if she put a full court press on them.
"God what a mess." I unwittingly spoke out loud. "I'll see what I can do Jason," I replied shaking my head, bewildered. I heard all my girls coming noisily down the hallway.
I was startled when Jason grabbed my arm, he winced in pain when he did it. "Please come back tomorrow, alone. I have to talk more with you."
I nodded, got up out of my chair and met Gina, Sabrina, and June as they stormed in. I informed them I was going to Mary's room and hastily left.
JASON
Later in the evening after visiting hours were concluded, I lay awake in my bed thinking. My thoughts were frequently intruded upon by the sounds of the constant activity typical on a hospital ward. I remembered the fear I felt the first night in the hospital when I awoke in the middle of the night to find a shadowy figure sticking a needle into my arm and drawing blood. The dark figure never uttered a word and left silently. Jesus what was that? I slept with one eye open from then on and learned a lesson that only those who have spent significant time in a hospital bed understood. If you need rest, don't go to a hospital!
Being alone gave me more time to think. That wasn't necessarily a good thing. The accident had left me with a feeling that life and death seemed so random. What would have happened if I had turned right instead of left at the last intersection? Would Mary be dead now, or would somehow my absence at that exact place and time have negated the accident? Could the driver of the truck been distracted by the back fire from my junker for the split second it took to for him to hit the bus?
I really needed to talk with someone about it, but I didn't have anyone available. I didn't have any family, none that I would claim anyway. My mother died a few years ago and my father abandoned his family when I was a young boy. I hadn't talked to my father in over ten years. I wish I had a father more like John.
I hadn't lived in town long enough to develop friendships that I would feel comfortable sharing my feelings with. Maybe I could talk to John about it?
The doctors had told me that I wouldn't be able to care for myself for a while; the medicos had made that clear. My insurance from work sucked, so I didn't have any long term care coverage, and I was flat broke. I might be able to stay with one of the guys from work, but most were married with families. And, I was pretty sure none of them would be willing to wipe my ass either, which I am told would be required.
I was torn as to what I should do. I could tell that John was a good man and that his wife's infidelity was destroying him. I hated that I was part of what was hurting John.
Maybe John will have some ideas I ruminated. He's a smart guy. I was actually looking forward to my meeting with John. The irony of which, was not lost on me in my present situation.
NURSE ELLERY
It was time to check up on the hero again. God he was a good looking kid. As I entered the room I realized I had startled him as he was just starting to doze off. "I'm sorry sweetie, I just need to check your IV's and make sure all the monitors are working and I will be out of your hair."
"Sheesh you sure are around a lot. Don't you ever go home?" He volunteered to me.
"I'm working a double tonight," I responded and began to check the monitors and IV drips. "I will need to take your temperature to make sure you aren't too hot." I gave him my best flirty nurse voice.
I saw Jason notice my name tag; 'Ellery.' "I like your name. It's very unusual."
Smiling, I responded. "My Dad gave me the name. It is of English origin. It means 'Island with Elder trees.' But that isn't the reason he gave it to me. He just loves the Eastern Sierra Nevada's and Ellery is the name of his favorite lake."
Jason laughed. I've never been there. I just moved out west a few months ago."
"Well, your family seems very nice," I countered lightly, but I was locked onto his eyes to gauge his reaction. Despite the darkened room, I could see his face turning a crimson color.
What's the matter honey, are your blankets too warm?"
Jason shook his head no and mumbled something about his family I couldn't make out.
"Do you need to use the bathroom sweetie?"
I know he wanted to say no, but I was sure he really did have to go. I can either give you a bed pan or I can help you make it to the bathroom. I was pretty sure he wanted nothing more to do with bedpans and urine bottles. At least we had given him pajama bottom type scrubs instead of those god awful gowns with the opening in the back. I could see he was further embarrassed because up to now the RN's that helped him just handed him his weapon of choice. My curiosity had formulated a plan in my mind.
He shyly nodded his head. I smiled and helped him to the bathroom. As he was standing at the commode to urinate I knew he was self-conscious as he clumsily fumbled with his draw string. The bandages on his hands made that pretty much impossible. "Relax sweetie, I've done this a million times. You guys pretty much all look the same." I untied his pj's and lowered them. Holy cripes, Jesus, he's hung like a horse! Thank god I didn't say that out loud. "Do you need me to hold that for you darling?" He sheepishly shook his head no. Yep things were falling into place with this whole 'family' scenario.



After getting Jason back into bed, we talked for about twenty more minutes. I was 100% convinced after several probing family related questions that Jason was not in anyway related to the Bishop family. As I left the room I made a mental note to start jotting down an outline on this one. It could make a good story. I was an amateur short story writer. I definitely had to find a way to talk to the husband in this whole scenario.
For reasons I don't fully understand, I purposely didn't mention anything about my thoughts on the Bishop family soap opera to any of my friends or co-workers. Of course the other staff would sooner or later see the size of his cock, but they didn't see the kiss I saw. This was unlike me because we nurses on the unit generally shared everything including our ratings on the doctors' bedroom skills. But we especially liked to trade juicy gossip. I knew somehow that this was a very volatile situation and wanted to keep it to myself.
JOHN
When we returned home there were the usually hectic evening routines that preoccupied both Gina and I. We wouldn't be bringing Mary home tomorrow, but there was still a lot to do in order to get June and Sabrina ready for the next day's school.
I could tell that Gina was keeping a watchful eye on my every move, but we were engaged in a dance of avoidance throughout the evening. We were being overly polite and solicitous with each other as we completed our routines.
As we were finishing up dinner, and beginning to collect plates for the kitchen sink Gina broke the silence," John, we need to...."
"Not now Gina, let's get the girls down for the night then we can talk." I interrupted politely. "We should do it somewhere downstairs away from the girls' room. We don't need a repeat performance of the other night."
Gina just nodded and continued on. It was almost 10:00 PM by the time the girls were finally sleeping soundly. Although emotionally exhausted, I knew I couldn't put off Gina any longer.
"John, lets talk out on the front porch, I will pour us each a glass of wine. I think we have earned it."
I always enjoyed the front porch on our house. Because of the way the house was located on the cul-de-sac and with the set back of our oversized lot which we had paid a hefty premium for, it provided a good deal of privacy. I often sat there late into the night thinking through my next day's work related problems and just winding down with a drink.
When Gina stepped out she carried two large stemmed glasses of a California red blend we both enjoyed. She sat next to me on the love seat and we silently sipped our drinks. We were both reluctant to start what was obviously going to be a painful discussion so we talked of the logistics of bringing Mary home and other banal subjects.
I guess I was going to have to speak first. I closed my eyes and took a long sip and 'chewed' the wine before swallowing so that I would enjoy both taste and smell and could appreciate the full fragrance the wine had to offer. I sighed. There was no point in delaying further, and turned to Gina, "I don't want to fight, but if we are going to argue, let's at least do it civilly. I think we can act like adults for a change."
I took a deep breath. "Jason asked me to not let you bring him back to stay at the house." My voice constantly sounded weak when I mentioned his name and I chastised myself again for it. "He knows that what he has been doing is wrong and he hates himself for it. Can't you just let him go?"
"Listen sweetheart, let's for a second, just forget my relationship with him. How would it look to everyone if we kicked him out now? After what he did for Mary, for all of us, how can we not take care of him? You heard what the doctor said. He doesn't have anywhere else to go, and no one else to provide care for him. We are his family now."
I was astonished at her response, but what she said, up until the 'we are his family now part,' did make sense. "If I agree to let him stay so we can manage his care, will you let him go once he is healthy? After he is gone and out of our lives, we can try to see if we can put our marriage back together." My voice didn't sound any stronger. I already knew the answer before I asked, but I needed to say it none the less.
It was Gina's turn to exhale and she did so sharply. "Jason is just a tool for me honey. Of course he is a really fine young man too. Did you know that he wasn't even aware that Mary was on the bus until after he got all the children out? He could be the son we never had?"
"Jesus, she really does have an incest fetish. I thought slowly shaking my head with the absurdity of it all.
Gina continued, emboldened by my silence. "We have an agreement dear. And I intend to honor it. Jason is staying with us. Once he is healthy, I will be taking care of his needs, and mine. Are you going to make love to me six or seven nights a week for the next ten years? Why can't you understand that I love you? What Jason and I do is just pure physical need. I will stand by what I told you before. For every night you make love to me, I will not go to his room. What is it going to be?" I didn't respond. I drew a last swallow of my wine, got up and walked inside. What else was there to be said?
Thirty minutes later I was lying on my back in bed with my hands interlocked behind my head just staring unfocused at the wall across from me when Gina climbed into bed naked and draped herself over me. She grabbed my cock through the opening of my boxers and squeezed it hard. The scent of her favorite perfume, Love in White overpowered my senses. It had been a long time.
"Baby, if you can't make love to me yet, just fuck me. I need it so bad. Please? I am so horny you can fuck me until it hurts. Come on baby do it!"
And so I did.
It wasn't anything near love making. There was no foreplay, no tenderness, no whispered snippets of love and devotion. It was more primal than even when we were first dating. Whether she enjoyed it, never entered my mind, I was trying to batter her. I was letting out my rage, hurt, and fear of losing my baby daughter. I ruthlessly flipped her onto her hands and knees and slammed into her from behind as hard as I could. Part of me had hoped that she would be dry so I could inflict more pain. But she wasn't. She actually seemed incredibly turned on.
I knew her fervor wasn't because she was reveling in the sex with me; it was because she knew she had won. She was going to have both her men, and she was in charge. It was the power that created her arousal. After all if I, with all my anger and frustration at my situation, couldn't resist her, what chance did Jason have? Despite being repeatedly banged into the headboard by my animalistic thrusts, I could see her smile.
When I had cum, I rolled over and turned away from Gina. I didn't give a damn about her enjoyment. It wasn't about that. I tried to block everything out by falling asleep, but was only partially successful.
GINA
Oh my god, where did that come from! Damn if he could do that to me every night I wouldn't need Jason's big dick so often.
"John please spoon with me, hold me tight. It's been so long and I need you clinging to me like you used to."
"Gina, I..."
"Please John, I love you so much just for tonight, if that's all you can give me for now."
John sighed but he did as I asked, he rolled over and spooned me from behind clutching me tightly. I was in heaven. I honestly don't think I have ever loved him as much as right now. Men get so hung up on orgasms. I didn't have one tonight, but it was the best sexual experience John had given me in years.
How could I better explain to John that Jason was just an instrument? When we were younger I know John sometimes masturbated. I could hear him. It never bothered me because I knew that it was just a physical release that men sometimes needed. That's all the Jason was to me. He was a nice young man, but John was the love of my life. There has got to be a way to show him that.
Over the next couple of days we got Mary home and settled back into her daily pattern along with her sisters. Both John and I returned to work. The unspoken elephant in the room of course is what happens when Jason is released from the hospital? That will be tomorrow or the next day.
ANSEL ADAMS, Esq.
I watched as my assistant ushered John Bishop into my office. He seemed extremely nervous as he turned down a drink that Cheryl offered him. I reached out and offered my hand. He enthusiastically, seemingly almost in desperation, returned my greeting; which of course was precisely what I assumed he was. I know he was looking for answers but the news I had to share with him was going to have the opposite effect, I'm afraid. He was a decent man caught in an impossible situation.
I was trying to figure out how to disappoint him without hurting him further. John's anguish was written all over his face. I quickly asked him how his daughter was doing and relieved to find out she was recovering nicely. I really didn't want to, but I got right down to business before John could say anything. There was no sense in prolonging it.
Basically there are two types of attorneys in this world. There are those that are so enamored with the sound of their own voice and intellect that they pontificate an argument ad nauseam. There were also the really proficient barristers that used a minimal amount words to clearly illustrate their point. This was a trait honed over time. These lawyers understood that the only thing judges and juries hated more than lying was, lawyers who wasted their time. I was one of the latter types.
John started to address the issue but I quickly held up my hand to stop John's argument, "John I know why you are here today. You can't file a petition for divorce now. These filings are a matter of public record. Do I have to remind you what would happen to your family if the press got a hold of this? Your children will probably find out all the sordid details."
John slumped back in his seat with his head down. He is an intuitive guy, who already knew all this without being reminded, but had hoped against hope that I had some miracle up my sleeve. I didn't and he was a beaten man.
"I'm afraid I have more bad news for you John. I'm not sure you are aware but I am a board member of the local Chamber of Commerce. The town is planning quite a celebration in honor of Jason Crowley's heroics." I relayed this information without enthusiasm.
"Even if your um, your surveillance has picked up some damning behavior, anything short of child abuse or gross neglect on the part of your wife and Mr. Crowley, disclosing it now would only serve to further embarrass your entire family. Have you uncovered any such behavior?" John just shook his head morosely. "I will of course do anything you want me to do. You are the client. Tell me what you want."
"I don't know right now, there doesn't seem to be anything anyone can do."
"I'm sorry John but you are the only one in Twin Lakes who doesn't believe Jason Crowley is a hero."
JOHN
I didn't think it possible but I left my attorney's office more depressed than before I arrived. I had put off returning to see Jason, although Gina had visited him at least twice each day. But, I had promised so I decided to go see him. I might as well get it over with now because after all I doubt I could feel any worse.
When I entered Jason's room my feelings were ambivalent. On one hand Jason was looking much better than when I first saw him and that made me glad. But it also meant that he was going to be getting out of the hospital soon and that made me very anxious, like my impending doom was imminent. I had hoped to preserve a cool detached persona but it seemed unlikely I would be able to maintain that.
"Thank you for coming by John." The rasp was gone from Jason's voice. "I didn't think you would come."
"I said I would. I've just been busy." I stated emphatically.
"John, I will try......"
"Just stop right there Jason. When you are released, you're staying with us. Besides if you tried to run away Gina will blame me and then just hunt you down." I spoke softly and with a great deal of resignation. "And that would end my ability to be a full time father to my daughters, so no more talk about not staying with us."
"Can we talk about other things then John? There's a lot about this whole situation, especially the accident, that I am having trouble dealing with." Jason poured his heart out and talked non-stop for about 45 minutes trying to fathom his emotions.
I offered input where I could but he was looking for answers that I couldn't give him. I've always felt more than most that there is a great degree of randomness in life. Jason was recently an adult at nineteen and was looking for meaning and purpose. In time he might come to understand the great joke that life really holds. There is no meaning or higher purpose; there is only what you make of it. Fate is the hunter and we are the prey.
I told Jason it was time for me to go and that I was glad he was feeling better.
"Thanks for talking with me John. I'm really sorry about all this"
I just nodded my head and left silently. I decided to stop and get a cup of coffee from the cafeteria before heading out. I just felt exhausted and was worried about falling asleep at the wheel.
It was after hours so the only coffee available was from the pump dispensers. I wonder how old this coffee is? I opened a sugar pack and dumped it into my Styrofoam cup. I pumped out the black gold, Hah it looks more like mud. As I was stirring it with the plastic stick I was looking idly around and noticed there was only one other person in the room. It was a very pretty but tired looking nurse. Nurses always look tired don't they?
I saw her make eye contact with me and I gave her a quick friendly smile, sucked the straw clean, threw it in the trash and started for the parking lot.
NURSE ELLERY
"Excuse me aren't you Mr. Bishop?" I recognized him having seen him before.
"Yes but please call me John."
"You're my patient Jason Crowley's uncle aren't you? He's doing much better and should be going home soon."
He just snorted and started to walk away, but this might be my only chance to understand this situation better and I wasn't going to miss this opportunity. So I said to his back. "He isn't really your nephew is he?"
"Not by marriage no..."
"Mr. Bishop, I mean John, we both know that's not what I meant." I politely interrupted. "I know more than you think." I was bluffing in a way because although I suspected I didn't really know anything.
I think he got a little angry with me and spoke churlishly and snapped. "Well nurse what do you think you know?"
I quickly stood up. "It's Ellery, my name is Ellery." I saw his eyebrows rise up quizzically. I waved my hand dismissively. "It's a long story." It was now or never. I knew I could get in trouble, but it would be worth it.
"Well we both know that if he is your nephew, your wife is committing incest."
"Jesus, did she screw him right in his hospital bed?" John blurted out.
I could see a range of emotions go across his face. Surprise, anger, and a profound sadness all passed in a matter of seconds. He was choking up and his eyes were becoming moist.
"Would you like to talk about it?" He sat down at my table mechanically and leaned back in the chair. "I'm a good listener John." He looked like he had just bitten into a rotten apple and saw half a worm sticking out.
I was pretty sure that I knew what was going on, but he started talking and I was shocked at what I was hearing. He talked non-stop for over thirty minutes. By the end I'm sure my face did little to hide my astonishment. Nurses learn to be good poker players. It isn't easy to lie and tell someone they were going to be fine when you knew they weren't. End stage cancer patients were the worst. What are you supposed to do, tell them it would be quick and painless instead of the truth?
"So tell me Nurse Ellery" His voice was venomous but I knew his anger wasn't directed at me. "What would you do in my situation?"
"I don't really know. Your love for your daughters is obvious, but do you still love your wife?"
"No," he whispered softly. What would you do if you were in my shoes; I'd really like to know?"
I paused and gave it some thought before responding. "I guess I would do just what you are doing. I couldn't ever be separated from my kids. This job will suck the life out of you if you let it. My children restore my faith. When I get home from a particularly bad shift I can feel the life that the day's events tried to suck out of me, flood back into my heart and soul."
He just nodded his head and stood up. "Well thanks for letting me cry on your shoulder for a while. All of a sudden he seemed horrified and quickly added. "You nurses don't have anything like 'attorney client privilege' do you? I mean, nobody can find out about this. You won't tell anyone will you?"
"Of course not I promise to keep it between us. I wish you good luck and if you want to talk more about it you know where to find me." He nodded and headed out the door.
I'm really glad he didn't ask me an obvious question though. If he'd inquired as to what I thought of Gina's actions, that one would be really hard to answer with total truthfulness. I think her actions are despicable and I'd like to believe I would never do anything like that to my husband, but after the young man saved my daughter's life? Well that would be a whole different story. John seems like a nice man. I hope everything works out well for him but he seems like he is caught in a hopeless situation.
JOHN
As I was driving home I kept thinking about my conversation with Ellery. Even though I didn't get any real answers for some reason I felt a little better. Was it validation? I couldn't be sure. But her obvious love and need for her kids was similar to how I felt.
At least I was feeling a better until I said good night to my girls. That's when I got another jolt. Just as I was ready to leave their room Mary gave me her best downcast expression.
"Dad, why don't you like Uncle Jason?"
Great, how do I answer this one? "It's not that I don't like Uncle Jason sweetheart, it's just... it's just that I feel bad because I wasn't there to help you baby."
"Don't be silly Daddy, if you were there I know you would have saved me. Please don't hate Uncle Jason."
"I won't honey, good night ladies."
GINA:
Well today is the day that we get to bring Jason home where he belongs. John is being petulant as usual but the girls are very excited. I am rushing around trying to get everyone ready. I swear it's like herding cats sometimes.
"John go bring the SUV up it's time to go get Jason."
He didn't answer but I did hear him pick up the keys and head to the garage. I walked over to the stairs.
"Ladies let's go! I don't want to leave poor Uncle Jason waiting for me... I mean us at the hospital driveway in a wheel chair. LET'S GO NOW!" Thankfully I hear them thundering down the hall together and chattering away as they stomp down the stairs.
When we arrived at the hospital, I told everyone to stay in the car and that I would go meet Jason in his room and bring him out to the car. I am so excited I feel as giddy as a sophomore going to my first prom.
As I enter his room I see that same nurse, is she the only nurse working in this place? She gives me a dirty look but I ignore her. "Jason honey, are you ready? We can't wait to get you back home where you belong." The insolent nurse rolls her eyes at me and walks out of the room shaking her head.



Jason looks worried. "Is there something wrong sweetie?"
"Gina, are you sure this is a good idea, everyone is excited? I'll just bet John is thrilled to have me come back to his house."
"Listen Jason, I promise you that there will be no more problems from John. Besides before things go back to the way they were we have to get you healthy. John will have plenty of time to adjust. You know he is very grateful to you for saving Mary. No baby, there won't be any more uncomfortable moments from him. I can't wait to give you your first sponge bath." I winked at him as I spoke breathlessly.
Wouldn't you know it, that damn nurse chose that exact moment to come back in pushing the wheelchair. I'm not sure if she heard what I said, but I hoped she couldn't see me blushing. Well the hell with her anyway.
Nurse Buttinski was wheeling Jason out and I was holding his hand just like a good auntie would do. As soon as we got out of the door there were many doctors and nurses lined up clapping and yelling encouragement. They were wishing the local hero well. Photographers were taking pictures. Then a reporter came up and asked Jason how it felt to be going home.
"It, it feels strange. I don't really know what to say about that..."
"Jason is of course thrilled to be going home, but as you can see he is very shy and still recovering from his ordeal. Our whole family is ecstatic to be taking him home." I interrupted. As I said it I saw that the girls were smiling, waving, and bouncing in their seats. John had his head down on the steering wheel.
"Mr. Crowley, are you looking forward to the city celebration in your honor in two weeks?" Asked another reporter who appeared out of nowhere.
"What celebration?" Jason and I said it together.
"The City council and Chamber of Commerce is organizing a parade and is going to give Mr. Crowley a key to the city for his heroics. It should be quite the show."
"Well now isn't that nice. I think it is the least they could do to thank him. We will be looking forward to it I assure you." Oddly Jason had his head in his hands and was moaning softly. What is it with men and their heads down? "We really have to be going now. Thank you all for coming."
Imagine that, my nephew is the local town hero. These will be exciting times for us indeed. The meddlesome nurse was helping Jason into his seat next to Mary and thankfully a peevish John had come out to help us. Jason was a very big boy in more ways than one.
Once Jason was belted in he was holding his gauze wrapped hands up off his lap and nodding hello to the girls, that damn nurse spoke up, and way too loudly I might add.
"Remember what the doctors told you Mr. Crowley, no physical exertion including sexual activity of any kind for at least thirty days, you have to conserve all your energy for the healing process." I swear that bitch was smirking at me. And I'm positive she winked at John. Is that cunt flirting with my husband? I should slap the taste out of her mouth for being so insolent.
JOHN
I think I'm going to send some flowers to Nurse Ellery. At least she bought me some time if nothing else to sort this all out. Gina and the girls are doting all over Jason getting him settled back into his room while I sit outside drinking a beer and feeling sorry for myself.
I was surprised by Gina's voice. "John honey?" Damn I almost fell out of my chair. I should never have lubed the hinges and adjusted the closer on that screen door. She about gave me a heart attack. When did it get dark?
"I'm sorry John I didn't mean to startle you. Jason is settled in his room and the girls are getting ready for bed. It's so nice to have our entire family home again." She spoke with her most motherly inflection. "Jason wants to talk with you and you need to say good night to the girls. Don't spend all night out here I'll be waiting for you in bed. I hope you took your vitamins today. You're going to need them tonight! And she sashayed away.
I followed her swaying hips with my eyes as she strutted back into the house. I was pretty much dumbstruck. She really said 'Our whole family home again?' I stayed glued to my chair unable to move for about another twenty minutes until I could get my wits about me.
As I said my goodnights to my little ladies, Mary spoke up. "Remember what we talked about Daddy."
"I will honey and believe me I don't hate Uncle Jason. I promise to be nice." I turned out the light and headed to Jason's room.
"Hi John, I'm really sorry about all this again." I just waved it off with my hand.
"Hey, did you pre-arrange the thing about no sex for thirty days with Nurse Ellery?"
He chuckled shyly. "Yes, we thought it would buy some time for me to heal and find other living arrangements."
"Well I appreciate it, but somehow I don't think it's going to be that simple." That caused Jason to raise his eyebrows in a questioning manner. I just waved my arm dismissively again. "Let's get through the town celebration and get you healed up, then maybe we can figure things out. You know you really are a hero, and I will forever be grateful for what you did for Mary. Good night Jason." And I headed for the door.
"I'm a lot of things John, but we both know I'm not a hero."
I just nodded and headed to my bedroom where either Cruella Deville, Brandi Love, or June Cleaver was waiting for me depending on her level of psychosis for tonight.
When I opened the door to my bedroom Gina was nude with her legs splayed wide working a very large dildo, probably Jason's size, in and out of her vagina. "Come on baby, I was just getting warmed up for you. Come fuck me good."
Well I guess its Brandi Love for tonight. I sighed to myself and got ready to meet my demise. At least if she fucked me to death I wouldn't be suffering any longer.
GINA
I am very grateful to the school district for allowing me to use my family leave to care for my nephew Jason. It was in the middle of the school year so it wasn't that easy, but the administrators were very grateful for Jason's actions. Besides I guess it wouldn't reflect well on them had they refused my request? Especially with the town honoring Jason in a few days.
John has been extremely churlish recently. I told him he was being childish of course. There was no way Jason was in any kind of condition to resume our activities. In fact I had been in bed with John every night so that should have made him feel better, but it had inexplicably not. I told him frequently that this was his time and tried to make love with him every night. However he usually just rolled over and pretended to fall asleep. I was successful in enticing him on a few occasions though and I tried to show him how much I appreciated his efforts. What a waste.
JOHN
I am seated with June and Sabrina in the audience at the town's central park. The parade was over and the long winded politicians are on the stage giving speeches like politicians do. I suppose there is really no difference in the level of hubris exhibited by a small town council member or a president of the United States. They all have the ability to make the citizenship think that it was they who actually rescued the school children from the burning bus. Or at least convince them that Jason was their very good friend and they had taught him everything he knows. All you can do is shake your head.
Jason, Mary, along with Gina are all seated on the dais. What Gina was doing up there was beyond me. Somehow she had convinced the Chamber Board to allow her to introduce Jason and Mary who were scheduled to give remarks after Jason was awarded the key to the town.
When the mayor handed over the town key it was all I could do to keep from laughing. The gaudy thing was about three feet long and had obviously been recently painted with a cheesy gold leaf spray can. The cheap bastards probably convinced Mr. Bodie who owned the local hardware store to donate the paint. That would account for its tacky look. He never would stock any good paint. Jason looked grateful but not sure what to do with the huge key as he sat back down.
Gina was finally introduced. I have to admit she looked very nice. She dressed extremely professionally instead of the slut she really was. The imp in me wanted to interrupt her and shout out, "why are you fucking your nephew you whore?" But of course I couldn't.
She pontificated for 10 minutes about her 'nephew' and what a wonderful addition to the family he had made. All three of my daughters jumped up cheering and clapping, which got a good laugh and applause from the crowd. I just wanted to crawl into a hole. Gina looked me right in the eyes and smirked when she said it too.
Things took a much more somber turn when after having been introduced and given a kiss on the cheek by his 'aunt' Jason started speaking. I don't know if it was obvious to anyone else but I could tell he had very conflicting emotions about this.
"You know, I have listened to everyone call me a hero for the last hour or so. And I am here to tell you that I am not. Being a hero means more than one selfless act. It means living a lifestyle that everyone can admire and strive to...."
Oh shit, he isn't going to confess everything right here is he? "Oh god, please don't do it now Jason." I thought I had said it too myself but June asked me what I was saying. "Nothing sweetie, just my usual musings." That seemed to satisfy her.
"....become. You really don't want to emulate me." That brought a lot of murmuring and head shaking from the crowd. Gina looked like she had swallowed a lemon and I thought she was going to jump out of her seat and grab him.
"I'm no different than a lot of people. I have needlessly hurt...." He paused and seemed to lose focus. The audience, especially those on the dais were getting very nervous now. The folks in the cheap seats started a rousing round of applause to try to spur him on. He was getting overcome by his emotions and I didn't think he would be able to continue. The mayor got out of his seat and walked towards him to interdict what was happening.
Jason glanced my way and made brief eye contact. I slowly shook my head no and mouthed, "Please don't do it" to him. That seemed to make him even sadder but he continued just as the mayor reached his side and placed his arm on his back. I scanned the dignitaries and Gina had her face covered with her hands at what she too thought was about to happen.
Jason rallied. "But, there is a hero among us today. She is the one who deserves all this attention. Not me. And that is Mary Bishop." Everyone was a little confused at this point. "When I was on that bus trying to help the kids I saw Mary holding the hand of her best friend Mamie Topaz. But do you know what? Although Mamie was trapped, Mary was not. It was obvious to me that she was not going to leave her friend. I couldn't pry her apart from Mamie so I had to take them out together." The crowd took a collective shocked intake of breath. I was stunned and so was Gina. "She was willing to die for her friend. That's what a real hero is. Me I'm just a nineteen year old kid living a screwed up life who was in the wrong place at the right time I guess."
Jason while looking back directly at me then concluded with, "I'm sorry. That's all I have to say now." And he turned and limply walked back to his chair to a very confused and subdued crowd.
Little Mary got up and hugged her uncle then continued to the podium from which she could barely be seen because it was almost as tall as she. Mary quickly spoke with tears in her eyes. "My uncle Jason is wrong. He is a hero, and I will love him for the rest of my life." She started full on crying as she sat back down.
The crowd was somewhat confused and silent for a moment, but together rose to their feet to give the diminutive Mary a long and heartfelt standing ovation. I was on my feet too. No one was sure if it was planned that way, but they knew the ceremony was over at this point and started to dissipate.
The president of the Chamber didn't seem so happy though because she was the only dignitary that hadn't got a chance to demonstrate what a hero she was yet. She may not have been the brightest bulb in the pack but she knew better than to ask the crowd to return to their seats!
After the ceremony our lives returned to normal. Whatever that was? For the next several days Gina and I pretty much ignored each other. Gina was unusually quiet and reserved. I wondered if she was contemplating just how close her make believe world had come to crumbling, but I didn't pursue it.
ANSEL ADAMS, ESQ.
I had my assistant make an urgent call to Mr. Bishop earlier today. It was imperative that I see him right away. I instructed her to notify him that I would stay late in order to speak with him if necessary. It was that urgent. Fortunately he was able to get away from work early and as it was now 4:30 I was eagerly awaiting his arrival.
Over the time I have gotten acquainted with Mr. Bishop I have grown to like and admire him although I am not sure I would have taken the same action as he has. I'm afraid my fondness for him had clouded my judgment and I needed to correct that. I wasn't willing to risk my license and livelihood for him. His situation served as a reminder to me as to why I had never married, and never would even consider it. Occupational hazard I suppose.
To be honest, I'm not sure why Mr. Bishop continues to retain my services. Every time I meet with the man I have to relate more bad news to him, and this afternoon's meeting will be no exception.
John arrived just before five o'clock as he promised he would.
"Well Mr. Adams what is so important that you had to see me immediately? Judging by the look on your face, it's going to be more bad news isn't it?" He said with resignation. "Sometimes I wonder why I keep paying you." And he laughed bitterly.
"I'm glad to see you still have a sense of humor, and yes I'm afraid I am going to do just that." I had to pause briefly to collect my thoughts. "I'm operating under the assumption that you still wish to stick with our original plan, is this correct?" He just nodded his head. "John a nod isn't good enough, I need you to respond verbally."
His eyebrows raised in surprise. "Jesus Ansel, how bad is it? But to answer your question, yes it is my wish to continue with our original plan." His face was draining of color and he appeared to be nauseas.
"John the best legal advice I can give you right now is to cease all surveillance of your wife and her paramour's activity. Pull all the spy equipment out of your home forthwith. I mean today if possible."
"What!" he screamed. "It's the only hope I have."
"John, listen to me, recent case law is working against us here and we need to keep in mind that your number one goal is to not become a part time father, right?" He nodded. "We also have to remember that your wife can divorce you at any time for any reason and you would end up right where you never wanted to be."
He threw his hands up in the air in resignation and disgust. "I know that Ansel, so why pull the equipment and discontinue surveillance?"
"John, if your surveillance is discovered it could be extremely problematic on many levels." He started to speak but I held my hand up and continued. "There was recently a high profile case whereby a famous husband suspected his wife of cheating with her personal trainer, so he installed video/audio surveillance throughout his house. He did this because they resided in an 'at fault' state and her infidelity could make a big difference in what would be a very expensive divorce settlement.
"Initially it worked out in his favor and after the divorce he was awarded a six figure judgment against his wife for destroying their marriage. However, when his surveillance of their home became public knowledge, she countersued him for invasion of privacy and was awarded an even larger sum in a civil action against him.
"Nothing good can come from continuing to record their activities. Also you have to bear in mind that the post-nup Gina signed is heavily weighted in your favor." I emphasized the 'heavily' part. "As I told you in our initial meeting the family court judges are not obligated to uphold them. In your case, a divorce short of the ten year period of the contract I believe, again based on recent court decisions, would not hold up." In looking at John I was beginning to suspect he was going to get physically ill. "Should we take a break? There is more I need to tell you."
"No, no I'm fine, go ahead, besides there's a trash can right here so if I have to throw up I won't do it on your nice new mahogany desk." He was despondent. "By the way, did I pay for that?"
"Very funny John, do not respond verbally or non-verbally to my next comments." That perked him up. "If you are somehow moving assets around or doing anything that could be viewed as manipulating asset distribution, stop it immediately, and repair what you can. Case law is very clear on this one."
"Shit Ansel, do you have any good news for me? I'm getting desperate here."
"Well I don't know if it is good news as much as it is very important news. We need to start doing some things immediately in order to have a good chance of making your post-nup validated in court when the time comes."
"I'll never last the full ten years Ansel." His eyes were watering. He was crestfallen.
"If you want to stay a full time father, I'm not sure you have a choice John. And, in order to do so, I think you might have to make it seem that, while you don't like what she is doing you are accepting of your situation. The distinction here is very important to our end game.
"Listen carefully to what I am telling you. I want you to at least once a month communicate to your wife that you are not happy with what she has done to your marriage, but you must do it in a non-threatening manner. Let me remind you that she can divorce you at any moment for any reason."
"Damn it Ansel how is any of this helping me?"
"Easy John, I'm coming to the important part. But I need you to know that if you really want to make certain that your post-nup holds up you have to do what I say. Like I said, I want you to at least once a month tell her how unhappy you are, then I need you to write down exactly what was said and the date and time you said it. We will meet every six months to transfer your information to a notarized formal memorandum for the court.
"Unfortunately there is more and more case law where if the judge feels that through his actions the husband seems to have approved of the wife's infidelity in anyway pre and post-nups are thrown out and assets split evenly.
"Look John I like you a lot, but as your attorney the best advice I can give you at this point is to talk with Gina about jointly filing for divorce and try to work out a shared custody agreement. Maybe you can approach it in such a manner that it would be best for her also. If you can't see to the divorce though, I need you to start documenting things as we discussed."
John bitterly spat, "Jesus Ansel, I am so fucked."
JOHN
The meeting with Ansel hadn't gone well at all, but then again I didn't expect it too. I mean why should this one have been different? He did make some valid points though. And I guess it was time to talk with Gina about a divorce. I don't think I could survive ten years of this insanity. I'm not even sure Jason could. I don't know if Gina could actually fuck him to death, but based on my conversations with him, I don't think he could last either without serious psychological issues. I vowed to myself to have the talk with Gina tonight.
When I got home I swear to god that Gina was in her June Cleaver persona. She was cooking dinner in a colorful dress straight out of the 1950's, wearing a frilly apron, and three inch heels. Just when I thought things couldn't get any more bizarre. Did she change her hair too?



"Hi sweatheart welcome home!" And she kissed me on the cheek while holding a wooden ladle. Unbelievable. I was so astonished I couldn't respond and headed upstairs to change.
She called after me. "The kids are upstairs working on their homework and Jason is doing so much better. Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes darling. I love you." She was humming a tune and swaying happily as she stirred the pasta. "Oh and Jason says he needs to talk with you about something when you have time."
Oh now I understood. It was approaching thirty days since Jason was released from the hospital. Damn it.
At dinner, Gina was a chatterbox. She seemed almost manic. Among the things she rattled on about was how much she was looking forward to Jason being able to join us again for meals at the table because a family should be together at mealtime.
Although the dinner was mostly pleasant I did notice that even the girls were looking a little askance at their mother. They had never seen her act like this or dress this way at home for that matter.
She even asked me how my day at work was. June Cleaver used to do that too I think.
After the meal was finished I shooed the girls upstairs to finish the homework and get ready for bed after granting them thirty minutes on whichever electronic device they wished to use. As I helped Gina clear the dishes I told her we needed to talk after everyone was down for the night. She nodded expectantly and then started humming her tune again as she continued drying dishes. I told her I was going to check in on Jason.
She smiled at me and benevolently stated. "You are such a good uncle honey. Jason is very lucky to have your influence in his life."
I made a mental note to ask Ansel if I could have her committed. She was definitely having trouble grasping reality. Maybe she has some sort of split personality disorder too? My guess is this would also make her more volatile and unstable. I would have to tread very carefully.
I knocked gently on Jason's door and entered after being granted access. "You're looking much better." I said.
"Thanks John, I am feeling better but I'm also worried. "John, the thirty days are almost up and Gina is talking about, well about all the things she is going to do to me as soon as it is. What are we going to do?"
I actually felt sorry for him. I think he was more worried about it than I was and that would be saying something. "Listen Jason, I am going to talk with Gina in a few minutes. I am going to ask her for a divorce. I'm not sure how that will go, but I'm not optimistic. As far as I'm concerned you can stay here until you've fully recovered, but then what you do beyond that is entirely up to you."
"Listen John, I am really sorry about all this. I mean what I've done to you and...."
"You keep saying that, but yet here you still are. And you're about to start fucking my wife again." I blurted it out before thinking. "I'm sorry; I shouldn't have snapped at you that way. But it's the truth." I sighed heavily.
"I know, but really what I wanted to talk with you about is Gina. Have you noticed anything funny about her lately?"
"You mean besides the fact that she is downstairs right now doing her best TV mom impression?" Jason was nodding his head in agreement.
"Seriously John, I think there is a problem. One minute she is talking to me like a porn star and the next I think she really believes I'm her nephew. It's kind of creepy."
I couldn't help myself I laughed in commiseration. "Yeah I've noticed, but I'm not sure what I can do about it. I would tell you that I will let you know how my conversation with Gina goes, but I suspect you'll hear about it from her; anyway goodnight."
Just before I stepped out of his room I turned back to face him and spoke with a sense of hopelessness. "Just so you know in the future, every time you tell me your sorry for what you're doing to me, I'm going to thank you for saving my little girl's life. So let's just leave those two things alone ok?" And I left before he could see me getting emotional. I don't think Jason had a clue about what he had gotten himself into by getting involved with Gina in the first place.
I really didn't want to fight with her. I was hoping we could end our marriage amicably so I started our conversation off on a pleasant note. "Did you change your hair Gina, it looks very nice. It has kind of a retro look?"
"Oh yes, I did it just for you. I'm so glad you noticed! I was at the salon for two hours having it done while Jason was napping.
"What did you and Jason talk about sweetie?" She asked me. It wasn't accusatory, she was just curious.
"To be honest, we mostly talked about you." That raised her curiosity and elevated her hackles a bit.
"You were talking behind my back?"
I had to get this back under control quickly. "Gina please, let's not fight, but Jason doesn't want to continue with this ahh, arrangement any more than I do. He asked me to find a way to make it end. And, I have some ideas I'd like to share with you." She jumped up out of her chair with her hands on her hips defiantly. "Relax Gina, what I want to talk about is us getting an amicable divorce."
"That's never going to happen!" She screeched at me pointing her finger accusatorily.
"Keep your voice down. Will you at least listen to me for a few minutes without interrupting, Please?"
She sat down in a huff, but rolled her wrist in a continue motion and I felt it was reasonably safe to do so.
"Listen, what if we got divorced and worked out a joint custody process. I could get a small apartment nearby. I would be here every evening and just spend the night in the apartment. The kids would hardly notice any difference. We could tell everyone that the stress of the accident caused us to drift apart. Look at the bright side for you. I could do babysitting so that you could go out on dates. No one would think it would be wrong for you to be out with other men then. Hell if he wanted to at that point, Jason could stay here and you could have all the sex you wanted. I really don't care how we arrange it as long as we get a divorce and I get unfettered access to the girls. It isn't really such a bad idea if you think about it?"
She was growing impatient. She had her legs crossed and was bouncing the top one up and down rapidly as she smoothed her June Cleaver skirt with both hands. But I did see her face soften which gave me a little hope.
"John sweetheart, please stop with this foolishness. We have an agreement and we are going to keep it. There will be no divorce until Mary leaves the house." She was being condescending but I'm sure she felt she was showing compassion.
"Well Gina I don't know how you can stop Jason from leaving. He wants out badly so you will have to discuss it with him. Please consider my alternative. It will work for both of us."
"Don't worry about Jason sweetheart, I will handle him. Now go get ready for bed I will be in shortly and we are going to make love when I get back." She started to head to Jason's room purposefully.
GINA
Like John is ever really going to leave me. Oh Please.
Men are such babies. It is hard work keeping them in line. I knew Jason wasn't going anywhere. His objections were easily overcome. Although me simply getting naked and playing with myself in front of him didn't do it as it usually did. I actually had to threaten him a little by planting the seed that I might let it out how he had acted inappropriately towards certain members of my family and, how heartless it was of him to take advantage of me by forcing me to have sex with him after having saved my daughter's life. I wouldn't do it of course, not unless I was forced to.
I closed our one sided conversation by telling Jason that he better not breathe a word of this to John or I would follow through with my threats.
Why can't my men just do what I say? Both of their lives would be much improved if they would just listen to me. Sheesh!
JOHN
As I lay here in bed waiting for Gina to return I can't believe how much my life has changed in such a short time period. I have to keep my emotions in check and I hope that Jason has better luck talking sense into Gina than I did.
As she entered our bedroom she gently closed the door behind her and stared at me for a moment.
"Oh for god sakes John you aren't going to cry on me too are you? Jason is in his bed weeping like a little child. It's time for you both to man up. What is so complicated about this? You are my husband and I love you dearly. Jason is my nephew..."
"Your nephew that you're going to start fucking again?"
"We both know he isn't really a blood relation, so it's not against the law."
Oh my god she has lost all touch with reality.
"John let me be very clear. Jason isn't going anywhere. You and I are going to stay married and continue to raise our family. I do not want to have this conversation again. Now get your clothes off and make love to me!"
"I guess that's it then Cruella."
"What was that honey?" She inquired inquisitively.
"I said you're being unnecessarily cruel Gina, but however much I hate what you are doing to us, I will live up to our agreement." I felt like the lookout on the bridge of the Titanic and I had just seen the iceberg that would seal my fate.

END OF PART III
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Uncle Jason Lives with Us, Conclusion


"What a Long Strange Trip it's Been"


The Grateful Dead

TWENTY THREE YEARS LATER (after the end of Part III)
JOHN
I was leaning back in my home office idly spinning around in my office chair lost in thought. I was contemplating all the twists and turns my life has taken over the years. There were so many low points it was hard to remember them. I'm finally happy, well maybe not happy, but content and at peace with my life. As I've aged I find myself analyzing everything I did and didn't do, wondering if it was the right thing, how I could have or should have done it differently. I am more sure of things now than I was over twenty years ago but still don't have a final resolution. As I am no longer working full time I have more time to pondering my actions. I'm not sure that is a good thing. I'm glad I have my family, well most of it anyway, around me to help me through the difficult periods which are fewer and much farther between.
Gina was right. Jason didn't go anywhere (for a while anyway), but then again neither did I, right up to the day our ten year agreement expired.
Why did I stay? I like to tell myself it was because I was a noble man and really wanted to stay with my daughters and be a fulltime dad. But the truth is that after a few years the girls were growing up and they needed me less. In fact after both June and Sabrina had passed the age of fourteen Ansel told me that in our state children of that age could choose which parent they wanted to live with in a divorce scenario. The court was loathe to split up children, so if I thought the two older girls would choose to live with me, Mary would most likely be awarded to me. I can't say I wasn't attracted to the idea, but as much as I would have loved to take her kids away from her as payback I couldn't do it.
Don't misunderstand, as much as I hated to admit it. Gina had been a good mom to all three. It's just that I had made good on my promise to myself that I was going to be the best dad any kid ever had. All three of my ladies were definitely Daddy's girls and my confidence level was very high that they would choose to live with me. I was sure, actually almost 100% sure they would want to stay with me.
So why hang around? It sure wasn't for the sex. I quit having sex with her less than a year into the agreement. I didn't really quit as much as I just couldn't bring myself to do it any longer. Gina didn't bat an eyelash, she just went to Jason's room more often. Her only comment was. "Oh well, your loss." She did continue to shower me with affection and I knew she was still secure in her belief that I would never leave her.
It was really strange. She rarely ever even mentioned having sex with me again, however she behaved like a perfect wife in private and public. Once I was really sick with the flu and she took a whole week off of work to be with me and nurse me back to health. I never could understand any of it.
Maybe I stayed to because I wanted to prove that I was morally superior to Gina but even that wouldn't be true. I don't know, maybe you could call it spite or revenge I guess, but in any case the real reason I stayed was to stick it to Gina. I know that wasn't a better part of my character, but as time went by my main motivation was greed. I didn't view it that way at the time of course. But over the ensuing years I came to accept that fact.
You see, as time went by I was being groomed at work to take over as president of our company's west coast operations. I had taken my boss, the CEO into my confidence about my situation. We had worked together for years and I considered him a friend and trusted him unconditionally. Together we had tentatively worked out the timing of my promotion to coincide with my divorce being finalized.
The only commitment I had to make to him was to stay in the new position until age 75, the last five years to be in more of a consulting roll to my planned successor to insure the company's investment was returned on the venture. Even though I hadn't planned on working to that age I was happy to do it.
The salary and benefits would be fantastic. I also knew that our house would be paid off and worth over a million dollars by the time the ten years was up. In addition I was getting very good returns on a number of investments so I was quite confidant that at the end of the agreement our net worth would be in excess of 3.5 million dollars and that is after having set up ample college funds for all three of the children.
I couldn't wait to write Gina a sixty thousand dollar check, tell her to go fuck herself, and then laugh all the way to the west coast after having done so. I did just that, but I didn't laugh all the way there. I thought a lot about the honor and decency in what I was doing. I didn't come away with a good feeling after some lengthy self examination. So in the end I might have won but at what cost?
And another thing once all three girls were over eighteen I had no intention of letting things go. You see, I had kept all of my records and recordings of Gina's threats and I fully intended to sit the three of them down and inform them of exactly what happened.
I did go through several stages of separation anxiety from Gina. Maybe it was something similar to the five stages of grief everyone always talks about? Early on in the nightmare I actually still had some love for her and wanted to find a way that we could stay married and keep our family intact. I guess that was like the denial phase. I quickly moved into the anger phase and then tried to find a way to bargain my way out of it. I also experienced depression and a form of acceptance.
But it didn't end there. My 'acceptance' was short lived and it morphed into a smoldering deep anger and obsession for vengeance. Not surprisingly, it also started to affect my health as my blood pressure was through the roof. I also had a serious Atrial Fibrillation episode caused by my blood pressure that landed me in the hospital. All the medico's called it Afib and believe me that was a scary incident and I knew I had to do something.
That's where I ran into Ellery again. She was the one who helped me through that deep dark period. She facilitated my eventual recovery by redirecting my need for retribution to the financial aspects of my agreement with Gina and ultimately what type of relationship with my daughters I wanted to have.
Ellery? Yes, a few years into my hell I actually had to seek professional counseling to try and cope with my situation. The counselor was very thoughtful and skilled in her line of work I suppose. However I got the impression that Dr. Bridgeport was trying her best to convince me that my wife really did love me and was going to grow tired of Jason sooner or later and come back to me. Her position was that saving a marriage at all costs was the best course of action.
But as time went on I became more and more convinced that Gina had a split personality disorder. I brought it up once to doctor Bridgeport and expressed the reasons why I felt that way. After asking me a series of questions the good doctor told me I was mistaken.
A person with a clinical diagnosis has memory gaps because they have at least two distinct individual personalities and the two never mix, creating gaps in their memory about what they did in their other persona.
This wasn't the case with Gina. She remembered everything. According to the doctor Gina was just extremely adept at compartmentalizing her world. This was part of the reason the therapist told me to just be patient and she would get over it. Hell it seemed to me that half the time Dr. Bridgeport wished she was leading Gina's life! She even told me that there was no reason I shouldn't be having sex with my wife. Seriously, she said that.
The funny thing is that in her own perverse way I'm sure Gina did love me. By that point though I was done with Gina and the doctor!
Ellery and her husband Grant became good friends and still are to this day. Ellery never hid our conversations from her husband and in fact the three of us often went to dinner together. It was at one of these dinners that I learned that Grant had lost his job as a graphic designer and they were both very uncertain about their future.
I was able to get Grant a job at my work. It wasn't that hard as I was almost the head honcho by then. When I was promoted to President of West Coast Operations I wanted Grant to be my director of the design group. He and Ellery talked it over and made the move to the west coast with me. He is still with the company and I've grown to depend on him tremendously.
It wasn't hard for Ellery to find a job. Good RN's are in short supply and can pick and choose where, and how much they want to work. In an interesting twist, she is now only working one or two shifts a week. That's because she has another job. She writes scripts for a well known adult video company in the San Fernando Valley that specializes in porn for women with and emphasis on strong female characters. She makes really good money doing it too. She doesn't really need the RN job, but she enjoys the work and she likes to tell me with a twinkle in her eye, that every now and then she picks up a nugget of information that makes a really good story line for her script writing.
I also tried to pursue having Gina committed because it had become obvious to me as well as Jason and the girls that something wasn't right. To our daughters Gina was very concerned about their well being and lives but seemed overly excitable and solicitous of their every need. As I mentioned earlier Jason and I were convinced she had a split personality, even if Dr. Bridgeport wasn't.
Gina was so was detached from reality it was hard to fathom. During the day, she truly treated Jason as if he was her nephew, but at night she would have extremely animalistic sex that left him physically and emotional spent. He said that she would use language that he didn't even hear at the truck stop! He wanted to tell me more about the mild BDSM aspects of their association but I told him I would get my gun and shoot his dick off if he said one more word. Gina never once confused the two during the day, after all she was very good at compartmentalizing her life wasn't she?
Every month when I approached Gina to tell her how much her actions were hurting me and ask her to stop, she would get very emotional, begin sobbing, and ask why I still couldn't understand the deep love for me she had? No sane person could be like that.
Unfortunately as Ansel pointed out to me when I approached him with the possibility, that in our state you could only have a person committed involuntarily for a welfare exam, that's a euphemism for psych screening. Under certain criteria of course; One, if they posed a credible danger to themselves, including the inability to care for themselves, or two they were a threat to commit bodily harm against others, that was it. He mentioned that most people living on the street didn't even fall into that category either.
Gina of course saw nothing wrong with her actions and even reached the stage where she complained that I was the one with the mental illness because I couldn't understand her love for me, her physical needs, and good intentions for all concerned.
Gina could obviously take care of herself. She always dressed impeccably and was a respected member of the community. She had been promoted to a school principal and later an assistant superintendent's position. According to Ansel her verbal threats against me weren't sufficient to meet the standard. I knew she would never be capable of hurting anyone if you don't count ripping my heart out with her ultimatum. Ansel said that didn't count either.
Of course Jason never told me about her threats against him until long after he had left our house. That could have helped I suppose, but he didn't have any recording of it.
Ansel never seemed to have any good information for me. However at the end of the ten year period his presentation and justification for the post-nup was instrumental in it being upheld. In a shocking turn of events, the judge not only upheld the agreement she actually ordered Gina to pay me a nominal amount of alimony, or spousal maintenance I think Ansel called it. It was only $50 dollars a month, but it was a symbolic gesture on her part because her honor was stunned and sickened by what Gina had done.
I don't think the judge was overly impressed with me either though. During the proceedings she kept looking at me with a very dour expression and would periodically shake her head in disbelief.
Gina just sat there seemingly detached from what had occurred. I was sure she would have a meltdown and tell me of her undying love and devotion for me. But nope, she sat there stoically. I haven't spoken but three words to her since that day as we were leaving the courthouse. I think they were, "Leave me alone."
She was supposed to pay the support for ten years but she stopped after a few. What did I care by the point? I did get one small satisfaction from it though. Every month after getting her check I would take myself out to dinner and a drink on her dime. I would raise my glass of scotch in toast to her then look around embarrassed to see if anyone observed me doing it.
What happened to Ansel? He left our little town shortly after my case was adjudicated. Some say he married his long time assistant only to discover her cheating a couple of years later. After that he disappeared. Several years later I noticed some beautiful black and white photographs for sale in an art gallery in California. They were beautiful images of the American West by an individual of the same name. I never found out if it was my ex-attorney.
Life just went on in what was our new normal. It's amazing what one could consider normal. The years started to roll by. I became more focused on my work and raising the girls. I basically tried to ignore Jason and put on a good face for Gina. At the time I didn't think the girls ever had a clue. It turned out that wasn't the case.
I got a real shock when June turned eighteen and was heading off to college. She asked to speak to me alone the night before we were going to drive her to school and help her get settled into her dorm. I wasn't prepared for what she said to me. When we had privacy she came right at me, with no preamble or equivocation.
"Dad, I know Jason isn't our uncle."
"Well of course not honey, not by birth...."
"Please don't do that Dad, just don't. I've seen them together and I want the real story so just cut the crap."
"I don't really know what to say June."
"How about the truth for a change?"
"Ok I...wait what do you mean you've seen them?"
"I haven't actually seen them having sex, but several times I have seen Mom go into Jason's room at night and come out a couple of hours later looking, well looking like, you know. And then there was the family vacation we took last year.
"It was the one that Mary insisted Jason come with us on. One morning when we were all sitting around the pool being pretty bored, you called us girls together and said that we had been ignoring you so you were going to punish us by making us go to the water park, then the zoo, and finally to get some pizza. Well were all very excited and rushed to get ready. Mom said she was thankful and looking forward to some rest. Jason declined Mary's invitation to come with us."
"Yes I remember. And I remember giving Jason a death stare, daring him to say yes."
I didn't share it with June, but I really wanted to spend some time with my girls and almost hoped that Gina and Jason would get together so I could spend more time with my young ladies. It worked too because the next day we were all supposed to spend the day at the beach but Gina and Jason were too 'tired' to come with us.
"Well anyway as we were loading into the car I had forgotten my wallet so I ran back to our room. I saw Mom going into Jason's room and she was kissing him on the mouth. It was nothing like a normal aunt nephew thing.
"That tripped it for me. I knew what was happening, but I wasn't sure why, so not wanting to cause a family scene I just let it go and vowed to confront you with it at the appropriate time. Today was the time."
Damn when did she grow up? "Ok sweetheart, the truth." And I told her everything. I didn't hold back at all. I also told her why I did it. I couldn't quite decipher the look on her face. It certainly wasn't shock or even surprise. I thought she just had figured that Gina was cheating on me until I explained it. Maybe it was a cross between anger and pity. Truthfully I think she was embarrassed for me. "June, just answer me a question, up until thirty seconds ago, what kind of dad did you feel I was?"
She was starting to choke up. "You were a great dad. The absolute best."
"And now?" You could hear crickets chirping outside in the late summer evening. She didn't answer, but started to walk away. "I'm the same dad I was then as I am now." I said to her back. "June, please don't judge me too harshly until you've had some time to absorb it." She just nodded her head.
Before she left the room, she sighed and turned back to me. "Sabrina knows something is up. She has questioned me about it, but I told her she was crazy. Mary is in love with Jason, well who can blame her after what he did for her. She tells Sabrina and me that she will marry him someday."
And then I saw the light bulb go on in her head. "Oh my god!"
I think she understood why, even if she didn't agree with what I did. "June please don't say anything to your sisters. My plan was that when Mary turns eighteen I would sit the three of you down and explain. I will show all three of you the evidence I collected; just in case you think I am lying or exaggerating. And somehow I swear to god that I will make Jason face you guys and explain his actions."
"Dad your story is too fantastic to not be true. No one could make that up. I'll keep it to myself for your benefit. I know I should probably hate Mom, but I can't. Whatever else she is, she was always good mom to us. Hopefully I can control my emotions when I'm around her."
"Thank you sweetheart. It won't be forever, just another four years." Yeah it didn't sound that encouraging to me either. "I'm sorry for everything honey."
"Dad, you can't tell Mary, it will kill her."
I already knew that. What could I say? I just nodded and told her that hopefully when Mary is eighteen the circumstances will have changed.
JUNE
Maybe I should have been more forceful with my dad about not telling Mary about what Jason really was. He was her hero and she was genuinely in love with him. Of course she was only fourteen years old, and like boys, a girl's hormones are starting to go crazy at that age. I was worried that she wouldn't be able to handle knowing the truth. I also reminded myself to tell Sabrina, without giving anything away, not to even share her concerns with Mary.
I really don't know how to feel about what I had just learned. My mother, if not a little frenetic to the point of being annoying at times, was a really good mom. I loved her, but just couldn't fathom someone doing that to her husband. And, she really did it to her whole family not just Dad.
I also had trouble comprehending how my dad would allow that to go on, but after Jason saved Mary's life, I don't know if I would have done it differently.
I was grateful to be going away for school as I would have a lot of trouble acting normal around Mom. I can't see my relationship with parents ever fully being the same.



And finally there was Jason. I guess because I had suspicions prior, I wasn't really all that shocked or angry at him, but again I can't imagine how he would think that relationship would be all right.
JOHN
About a year after my conversation with June things got very interesting on a number of different levels. While I wanted to ignore Jason, he was constantly asking me questions and treating me like I was his confidant. I eventually switched tactics with him and decided that since he wasn't going away I would use him to my advantage. I had him helping me do home improvement projects all over the house.
I also assigned him large backbreaking projects such as re-landscaping the entire yard, front and back. He was only too happy to do it. He never refused me despite his busy life. I mean considering what he was doing with my wife, it was the least he could do.
No one knew it but I wanted to make sure the house was in tip top shape to get the maximum price when it was time to sell it. He was young and strong so why not? Gina frequently gushed about how famously we were getting along.
"Jason really looks up to you, you know?"
"No I didn't know. I suppose any kid screwing another man's wife would look up to him, wouldn't he?" My voice was dripping with sarcasm that was completely lost on Gina.
"It's true John, when we are together all he really talks about is how much he admires you."
"Gina, do you see anything odd, or perhaps even insane, about a kid lying in bed with you having just fucked your brains out heaping adulation on his lover's husband. I'm just asking?"
"Of course not John why would I? Quit being difficult." And off she went.
Alice in Wonderland had nothing on my wife.
Of course my other motive for abusing Jason was sophomoric but it did give me some pleasure, I was trying to see if I could exhaust him to such a degree that he couldn't perform for Gina. I was never sure if I was ever successful in that goal, but the good news was the house was in like new condition.
I might have achieved that ambition a few times though. Every now and then Gina would return to bed earlier than normal and start banging things around trying to wake me up from my feigned sleep. That always brought a smile to my face and gave me a warm sense of satisfaction.
It couldn't have been easy for Jason either. He was working and going to school fulltime. He finished his associate degree in automotive engineering and went on to get a bachelor's degree in business and became the general manager at the Twin Lakes Truck Stop.
One Saturday he and I were putting a new backyard patio cover up to replace the old one that was practically falling down. Jason had seemed somewhat distracted throughout the project. Given the bizarre life I was stuck in I didn't think it possible any longer but he shocked the hell out of me when he revealed the reason for his distraction.
JASON
John and I had just set the rafters to the ledger board and were getting ready to secure them to the header beam. There really wasn't a solid way or a good time to say this to him, so I just blurted it out. "John I'm going to be leaving soon."
"No you're not." He responded quietly but forcefully. It looked like for a brief moment he considered throwing his hammer at me. "I've got too much invested in this to have it go to pieces on me now." I'm not sure exactly what he meant but I knew he was furious.
"It's not really the sex with my wife that does it for you, is it? For some reason you just get a perverse pleasure out of fucking my life up, don't you? You're staying!"
Although stunned by the emotion of his outburst I was more adamant now, it was too important to me. "John I am leaving and I'm going to do it next week. I've met someone and we are engaged."
"What? You're cheating on my wife! That's just fucking rich. God damn it Jason you fucked up my life coming into it and now you're going to fuck it up by leaving?" He was spraying spittle from his mouth as he screeched. I never heard him react like that. It caused Gina to respond from the kitchen.
"What's all the commotion about out there?"
John, thinking quickly answered. "It's nothing dear I just hit my thumb with my hammer."
I felt terrible, but I was determined. "I'm sorry to do this to you but I've already told Pam, Pam Manzanar is her name by the way, all about this ah, our situation. I mean I couldn't lie to her about it."
"You did what? Christ Jason I'm going to kill you with this hammer." He was waving it around even more wildly. I thought he might have a stroke. "Of all the dumb ass things..." He was so exasperated he couldn't continue right away. I was so shaken up I didn't know what else to do. Trust me I had seen john angry plenty of times. I felt like I was going to be sick. He was the closest thing to a father I've ever had and all I seem to do is hurt him.
JOHN
Jason started crying. He's almost 26 years old and he's crying for godsakes? Oh hell I should have just killed him and myself when this all started. How could this get any worse for me? I was about to find out.
"John listen please, I need your help. After I told Pam about us, she said that she loved me but she wouldn't marry me unless she got to talk with you about it..."
"What?" I was yelling again.
"She wants to be sure I'm telling the truth about it because she finds it too hard to believe I guess."
"There is... no... fucking... way... in hell I'm talking to your fiancée about this mess! You're shit out of....wait a minute did you say she finds it too hard to believe?" Jason's eyes were about to bug out of his head and the tears continued to roll down his cheeks but he nodded slowly. "You know what; I will talk to her. At least someone besides me seems to think this whole thing is crazy!"
"Really?"
"Yes but a couple of things. First, I talk to her before we say anything to Gina and I do mean us, because you are going to be right there with me when we tell her what you are doing." I could see that Jason was not at all comfortable with that but tough shit. "Set up my meeting with Pam for sometime next week. And do NOT say anything to Gina about this until I have time to think about how to handle it."
I was too far into this cluster fuck to let it fall apart now.
PAM MANZANAR
First of all I couldn't believe that John Bishop would actually agree to talk with me about it. I mean really? Frankly I didn't give a damn why Jason was doing what he was with that old saggy big titted bitch. I did love him. He was kind, thoughtful, and could hold an intelligent conversation in the circles I traveled in. That was no small feat, given the fact that I teach human sexuality courses at the local college. And yes he was a very caring and accomplished lover. In my experience most guys with big cocks were big dicks.
When Jason first confessed to me about what he had been doing with Gina the cow, I was furious, but as he spoke about it I calmed down and tried to really understand where he was coming from. He explained to me that Gina the whore had virtually taught him every thing he knows, and not just about sex. He was by far the best lover I ever had, and I've had more than a few. Doing research, right?
I knew Jason was the kind of man that you would want to have kids with. From the moment we met he would frequently and lovingly talk about his three 'nieces.' I knew what he had done for Mary. Everybody did.
I just needed to make sure it was over between them. But, I have to confess I was also curious. What kind of man would knowingly let his wife screw some someone else anyway? Never mind living down the hall from him.
"Hello Mr. Bishop." I held out my hand to greet him properly. He returned my handshake evenly but firmly.
He answered me in a formal manner as you would a new business client I suppose. "Ms. Manzanar, how are you? And please call me John."
"I'm well John." This was awkward. He actually didn't look anything like what I expected. I guess I thought he would be a wimpy short pudgy guy with pasty skin and a whiny high pitched voice. He wasn't, he was actually very fit and handsome for an older man with a full head of salt and pepper hair. He was obviously well educated. He impressed me as kind and thoughtful, which ironically was how Jason described him.
"Please call me Pam. This is a very interesting place you chose to have us meet and talk." I surveyed the nearly deserted park that surrounded us.
"As you can imagine, I prefer privacy when discussing this topic. I know you have questions for me, but do you mind if I ask a couple first?" I nodded that he should continue.
"Pam, why in the world would you want to talk with me about this?"
I smiled knowingly and responded with, "probably for the same reason you agreed to talk with me." We both laughed out loud.
"I think I'm going to like you Pam." His eyes were sparkling. "Ok, so beyond your curiosity to see what kind of man would have allowed this relationship between his wife and your fiancé....and my curiosity to see what kind of woman would want to marry Jason, what did you want from me?"
"Well John I think I'm going to like you too." No he wasn't anything like I imagined. "First I'd like to get the big one out of the way. If I marry him, do you think he would cheat on me?"
He deliberated thoughtfully for a couple of moments to compose his feelings. "I know this will sound strange coming from me, but truthfully no, I don't think he would cheat on you." That really surprised me and I could tell he noticed.
"It's for a couple of reasons. One, I never thought he would have the fortitude to break away from Gina. You must be very special to him. She, ahh, she can be very persuasive." He blushed a little. "Also I don't think he would have told you about Gina if he intended to keep going with it. But mostly because I believe he truly regrets what he did to me."
"I know he does. He says you are like a father figure to him. He has come to tears telling about how he ruined your life and how much he regrets it."
"You're the second woman to tell me I'm a father figure to him. But make no mistake, Jason didn't ruin my life, Gina did. This is on her and if I live to be a hundred I will never forgive her for what she has done."
"I know it isn't really my business, but the second reason I wanted to talk with you is...well I want to hear your story to see if it is the same as Jason says. I need to know if he is hiding anything from me."
"I see, I guess that does make sense." And he spent the next thirty minutes or so relaying almost the exact narrative that Jason had given me. Jason had been truthful.
"That's an amazing story John. I hardly know what to say about it? As you might know I teach human sexuality and behavior at the college." He nodded his head. "I don't think I've ever heard a tale like that. Not in real life anyway."
"Well answer me this then Pam, and please be truthful, what do you think of me and what I have allowed? I would really like to know."
"Honestly, the academic in me tells me not to pass judgment, but instead to really explore the thought processes and emotions that went into making your decision to allow it." I could see that he knew I was copping out.
"I'm not really avoiding your question John. I'm just really not sure. Part of me thinks you made a huge mistake. If you had just divorced her as soon as she told you what her plans were, then by now your life would be much more settled.
"You, I think are the one who has to take responsibility for the horrible situation you are still in all these years later. If you think about it from this perspective, Gina obviously bears the responsibility for starting it of course, but you kept it going far longer than it should have.
"However the part of me that knows what Jason did for your Mary, makes it difficult for me to pass judgment on you." I expected him to start getting angry with me but he did not.
He turned around leaned back against the wooden picnic table we were seated at and appeared to become lost in the cloud formations floating by. He sat like that for several minutes without uttering a word. I wasn't sure if he found it just too painful to face me or his demons.
I decided to change the subject, a little anyway. "John, can I ask a very personal question of you? The human sexuality professor in me wants to know if, well if in all this time did you ever, hmm, ever engage in three-way sexual activity with Jason and Gina?"
He still wasn't looking in my direction as he shook his head no. "No Pam I never did. I know Gina wanted it to happen as she mentioned it to me on several occasions. For your information, I haven't had sex with anyone other than my right hand in over five years."
"You can't be serious!" I watched him shudder trying to suppress his emotions as he shook his head. "John something isn't adding up here. You aren't telling me something. I don't believe it. I would have thought that if for no other reason than physical release you would have at least utilized the services of a prostitute. I know you told me that your sex drive couldn't match Gina's but really, five years. Do you have a sainthood complex?"
"No... I have a post-nup that is heavily weighed in my favor, if I can last another three years with this arrangement." He turned back to me and stared into my eyes. His expression had hardened considerably since we began our conversation and I found it a little unnerving.
"Well then John, this is all on you isn't it?" That caught him off guard. Maybe he expected me to be intimidated or shocked? "I know you see yourself as the victim but you aren't really. And until you come to grips with that, you will never be free from it. To put it more clinically, you may have been the victim in the beginning, but now you are the perpetrator.
"Earlier in our conversation you told me that you will never forgive Gina for what she has done. I think the bigger problem you will have is in being able to forgive yourself. I suspect it will be a long time if ever before you can do that."
After an uncomfortable silence he appeared to relax a little. Thank goodness because for a moment I thought he was going to reach in his pocket and pull out Captain Queeg's two metal balls and start rolling them in his palm.
"I suppose you are right Pam. I guess I'm just going to have to live with that aren't I. Do you have anything else for me?"
"No John, thank you for your time."
He got up from the table walked purposefully away without looking back.
JOHN
When I got home from my disturbing meeting with Pam I was pounced on immediately by Jason.
"Thank you so much John, Pam says she will marry me. I can't thank you enough!"
"Yeah well we still have to talk to Sybil about it."
"Sybil?"
"It was before your time so don't worry about it, but I still haven't figured out the approach we take with Gina. Let me think about it for a couple of days.
I didn't have a clue as to how to approach Gina. It shouldn't have been my problem, but I knew that in reality it was. One way or another Jason would be gone, and I would be left to deal with the aftermath of Hurricane Gina.
A couple of nights later without any real plan beyond hoping for the best, Jason and I sat her down after the girls were upstairs and gave her the 'we have to talk' line. Jason kept looking at me like I was supposed to tell her. I just quietly said, "No Jason, it's your rodeo."
To his credit he did manage to spit out that he was leaving and why. Gina still had the ability to surprise me. Surprise in this case was a bit of an understatement.
Gina just stood up and said, "I'm very happy for you Jason. I would like to meet your lady soon. We will miss you around here. I hope we are invited to your wedding. She must be very special." She kissed him demurely on the cheek and said she was going to bed.
Unwittingly, Jason and I were having a contest to see who's jaw could get closer to floor. We stared at each other in utter disbelief.
Just before leaving the den she turned back to us. "John honey, are you coming to bed soon?" Her voice was as sweet as syrup. At that point I knew I was a dead man.
When I walked into our bedroom, yes we were still sleeping in the same bed; she had a steely look of determination about her.
"John honey, do you think I'm stupid?"
"Gina, you are a lot of things, but stupid isn't one of them."
I know you set this whole thing up. I expect you to fix this problem, if you want to make it to the end of our agreement period. If you can't get Jason to dump that bitch you will have to come up with another solution." She was so calm it was scary.
"What you want me to find dates for you now? He loves her Gina what the hell am I supposed to do?"
"You're a smart man John you will think of something." And she rolled over, turned off her light, fluffed up her pillow, gave a deep sigh and went to sleep.
I hadn't moved from my standing position beside the bed.
Days came and went and I was no closer to a solution when I got inspiration from a very unlikely source. It was late afternoon in a particularly unproductive day at work. I needed a pick me up so I went to the company cafeteria to get a cup of eight hour old coffee. I sat alone at a table in the corner lost in thought. I wasn't really lost in any thought except trying to avoid going back to my office and have another problem crop up that I would have zero interest in solving.
I saw one of the new IT nerds come in looking for a snack from the machines. I couldn't remember his name, but he was fresh out of college and like most of the techs, he was shy. He wasn't a bad looking kid really, but his body didn't seem to fit together proportionally, so he looked odd. His body hadn't grown in to match the size of his huge hands or feet. His hands or his feet?
I heard some girls at another table start to giggle and sneak glances his way. He turned beet red and tried to run out of the lunch room, but he tripped over his oversized feet and fell into an empty table scattering the chairs everywhere. He jumped up and left. He appeared to be crying.
They didn't know I was there, or didn't care. In any case I heard one of them say that he had a huge dick, but another waved her hand dismissively and said, "Save your energy girls. Even if he does have a big dick..."
"He does, I've seen it," interrupted the first girl. She had my attention too. "I didn't actually see it in the flesh, but saw the outline through his pants once as he was working on my computer. Unless that was a salami in his pants?" There was more girlish laughter.
"Yes, anyway before I was rudely interrupted I was going to say, I'm sure he doesn't know how to use it. One morning just to be nice I walked up to him in the hallway and said 'good morning.' He flushed with embarrassment and started to stutter. The only thing I could understand was 'oh my' and his eyes rolled up into his head. I looked down and saw a wet spot forming on the crotch of his pants." All three ladies started laughing uproariously. "He came right in his pants and all I said was good morning?"
I started to formulate a plan in my head. I'm not sure how good a plan it was, but given my fucked up life what difference did it make? So I went searching for the geek. I found out his name, which was Lee Vining, and asked him to go to lunch with me on Saturday. I used some lame excuse like I did this for all new employees. What, he was going to say no to the boss?
When I got home that night Gina hit me up with her usual, "Well, what are you doing about our little problem?"
Our little problem? "Gina, meet me at 12:30 for lunch at the Carson Peak Inn on Saturday. I think I might have a solution to 'our problem'. Dress to, well to ensnare Jason's replacement. When you arrive I will already be there with someone.



"Act surprised to see me and walk up to the table. After I introduce you and we make small talk for a couple of minutes I will get a text message and have to excuse myself. Be careful not to show too much cleavage or he might cum in his pants at the table and that will ruin our plan. After that you are on your own."
That's just what we did, and just like that we had a new tenant. That evening in bed Gina was like a new woman.
"Please John let me make love with you. You are so good to me I want to show my appreciation for what you've done."
"No Gina, I can't. And please don't hurt the kid; he is going to be a long term project for you. He is incredibly shy. Pam told me how you molded Jason into the man she fell in love with. I would like you to be able to do the same for Lee. It will be a challenge for sure, but I have faith in you." I patted her on the shoulder and rolled away from her secure in the knowledge that she would be so focused on teaching Lee she would leave me well alone. That is of course unless the big hands and feet thing was just an old wives tale. Apparently it wasn't.
I did briefly wonder if what I did fell under any pandering laws. I didn't really think so, but I made a mental note to talk with Ansel about it.
The day before Lee moved in I had a long direct chat with him. Something about me killing him if he breathed a word about what was going on. I was confident that Gina would explain how he was to conduct himself around our daughters, but I reminded him just the same.
Our cover story to the kids was that since we had a room available we decided to take on a tenant to make a few more dollars a month to help their contribute to their college funds.
Gina rose to the occasion and began Lee's training right away. Believe it or not I could see a definite change in Lee at work. He looked tired but was getting surer of himself everyday. He could actually talk to the female staff without ejaculating in his pants after only a week with Gina. Of course it could have been because he had no semen left in him I suppose.
After my ten year arrangement with Gina was up I had Lee move out because the house had to be sold. He thanked me profusely for my role in connecting him with Gina. He affectionately called her Yoda. Yeah whatever.
After I relocated to California I heard through the company grapevine that Lee had become quite the ladies man. He apparently dumped Gina at some point. She probably got to old for him, I never really knew why. My sources in the home office told me he slept his way through the entire under thirty-five female population of the office, married and single.
He became a legend until he screwed around with the wrong man's wife. There was a rather ugly incident in the parking lot after work and after he was released from the hospital no one ever saw or heard from him again.
My life went back to the run of the mill nightmare it had been while waiting for the divorce to be finalized.
By the way, yes we were all invited and attended Pam and Jason's wedding. Mary was one of the bridesmaids. Gina was pissed that she wasn't. She said that it was the least Jason and Pam could have done after all she had done for Jason. Really she said that!
It was a small but tasteful affair. I was grateful the ceremony wasn't in a church, because I wouldn't want to have pushed my luck with God having Gina and Jason inside the same house of worship. I mean I don't think he is a vengeful god but why take a chance?
Gina cried through the whole wedding. She started drinking heavily at the reception and several times tried to approach Jason, but June or I always managed to get her away before an international incident occurred. Part of me wanted to let it happen because I could tell that Pam wouldn't need much encouragement to deck her. A territorial thing I suppose.
Another provocative incident that threatened my plan occurred when Sabrina turned eighteen. It became apparent that I wasn't going to get my pound of flesh by revealing Gina's betrayal to the three girls. When she was getting ready to leave for school, she explained why she chose one over five hundred miles away.
"Don't even start with me Dad. I want nothing to do with you or my mother. You two might be the most fucked up people on the planet. If you want to pull my college fund, do it. I've got enough in scholarships that if I can find a part time job, I could probably make it work."
She ranted for about twenty minutes. I was initially angry, but it soon turned to sorrow. When she wound herself down, I tried to explain my reasoning and she cut me off.
"Don't give me that bullshit Dad, I'm not interested. If I never speak to you or Mom again, it will be too soon! I'm catching a ride with a friend to school so just leave me alone.
"Oh yeah, and good fucking luck explaining this pile of shit to Mary! I don't want to be anywhere near here when you tell her. She still loves the asshole."
I told her I was sorry she felt that way and that I hoped in time she would come to understand. She just snorted and stomped away. I didn't see her again until she graduated four years later. And no I didn't pull her college fund.
I assumed that her inviting me, not Gina, to her graduation indicated a thawing of our relationship. It was, but several more years passed before any semblance of normalcy returned.
The conversation I had with Mary when she turned eighteen was absolutely the hardest thing I ever had to do. Unfortunately for me, Little Mary's sisters had not clued her in to who Jason really was and what he was doing with her mom. I was cowardly hoping they would have so it wouldn't have to be me destroying her world, but in the end I had no choice.
My heart ached so much at the prospect of what I had to do, that I thought seriously of just not telling her. Why not let her keep believing that Jason was her hero? No matter what else he was, he was a hero to Mary. I discarded the idea because there was going to be no way to keep that a secret forever. I felt that my relationship with her would be even more damaged if she didn't hear it from me.
I also thought about making Jason tell her with me. But he flat refused and no amount of cajoling or threatening could make him change his mind. I gave in but told him that he was going to have to talk with her at some point.
How do you start a conversation like that? My baby sat sweetly across the table from me at Denny's. She always loved Denny's and you know why? Because Jason would often take all three girls there on Sunday and they loved it. He continued to take her there even after he got married. Of course his wife always accompanied him. There was absolutely nothing inappropriate about their relationship. As Mary grew she realized that she didn't really want to marry him.
I was betting that Pam would be with him for his uncomfortable conversation with Mary when the time came.
After placing our orders with the short and stout matronly looking waitress, all the waitresses at Denny's are short and stout aren't they, we began our talk.
"Mary honey, I have to speak with you about Uncle Jason." She just sat looking impassively at me so that's when I knew she didn't have a clue, and I relayed the last ten years to her. I could tell she was crushed and conflicted. She never touched her meal when it came. Tears were streaming down her face and she wouldn't make eye contact with me. When she finally raised her eyes to meet mine I knew what I had done was a horrible mistake. All ten years of it was a colossal error in judgment. Why was it so clear to me now and not then?
Pam was right, everything I did after Gina hit me with her ultimatum was on me and I would have to live with it until I took my last breath. I spent countless hours wondering if what I had done was just as evil as what Gina did. Well intentioned individuals commit acts of evil all the time. Well maybe I wasn't being evil but I certainly was being selfish.
Had I made everyone suffer as adults to soothe my uncertainties and fears? Later on I read books and articles about the impact of divorce on children. While kids of all ages are obviously traumatized by a divorce, it seems the younger ones have a better ability to overcome the negative aspects and adjust more quickly than teenagers.
I even wondered if Gina would be the train wreck that she was today if I had just ended it when it started?
I believe that life is like a balance sheet and just before you leave the earth you see the bottom line. I think you can actually tell what the dead think of their balance sheet by their expression as they pass. Oh everyone cries at the end, but those with a positive balance sheet have a restful and peaceful expression on their face and those with a negative balance sheet, do not.
I wondered what my bottom line would look like.
It has only been the last couple of years that I have found the contentment and peace in my life that I had been seeking. I was convinced that had I acted differently, more proactively, my peace would have come years sooner.
Mary was a better person than all of us, stronger too. She never judged me or her mother for that matter. She told us how disappointed she was that we hid it from her but said she understood. I don't think she really did though. Mary never cut anyone out of her life, even Jason.
She did have her sit-down with him shortly after I spoke with her. And yes, Pam was there. No one ever told me what transpired in that conversation, but I do know that Mary became friendly with Pam and maintained her relationship with Jason. They even continued their Sunday lunches at Denny's. Later, after Pam and Jason started their family Mary would baby-sit for them. The kids called her Aunt Mary.
My melancholy reminiscing was interrupted by my phone ringing. It was Jason, and as happens quite frequently, he was emotional about something. I listened to him for several minutes, my eyes growing wider and wider with surprise.
Before I could answer him I sensed that Sabrina had entered the room. "I have to go Jason. Let me think about that." And I hung up and turned to her smiling. Yes it was going to be a very good day.
SABRINA
"I'm sorry Dad, I wasn't eavesdropping on you, It must have been really good news? I haven't seen you smile like that in years."
"That was Jason."
"I can't believe you still talk to that asshole Dad. After what he did to us?"
"Like I've said a hundred times sweetheart, in a way Jason was a victim too. Your sisters still have a relationship with him and maybe someday you will too?"
"Not very fucking likely."
I saw him visibly wince at my language. I'm 34 years old, but fathers think their daughters are always little girls. So I just loved to tweak him by sprinkling as much profanity into my talks with him as possible.
"Didn't you ever make a mistake sweetheart?"
"Of course I have, but him fucking Mom?" He blanched again. "That is not a damn mistake."
"Were all the decisions you made when you were that age the right ones Sabrina?"
Ok that one hurt a little. "Dad! You are frustrating me no end. Fucking Mom wasn't like he wrecked the family car. Surely you can see that? I never made a mistake like that."
He went for my jugular. "You cut your parents out of your life. No matter what happened in our marriage, we were both good parents to you. That was a huge mistake on your part as you have told me many times. Time changes perspective. And he did get out and go on with his life.
"Besides, do you know what sex was like with your mother?"
Now I was the one to noticeably flinch. "Oh my god Dad, of course not! Don't be disgusting. Although to be fair from what I hear, you, me, Mary & June, and Jason for that matter, are the only ones in the old home town that aren't having sex with her right now."
"Has it gotten that bad?" he asked. I just nodded my head slowly.
"Wow, well I guess she brought it on herself."
"Yes she did. It gets worse Dad. You heard she retired right? Well she didn't really. She was forced to resign in order to keep her pension. Apparently there were a lot of complaints from the younger male teachers in the district about her. Something about constantly asking them about the size of their packages.
"But what broke the camel's back as it were, was the district started to get complaints about Mom hitting on numerous fathers of the school children. It was starting to get ugly I guess. Has June or Mary told you what is happening now?"
"No, and I'm almost afraid to ask?"
"Well according to them Mom is mostly a recluse but she does frequent a dive bar outside of town looking to pick up well hung young men. Mary has received many calls late at night from one of the few friends Mom has left. Apparently they would go pick her up out of the gutter. A couple of times it appeared that she had been beaten or otherwise debased if you get my drift."
"Jesus Sabrina she is sixty-eight years old for god sakes..."
"I have no sympathy for her!" My dad was going to say something but I cut in spitefully. "And don't give me that shit about her being my mom and she didn't do it to me. Bullshit! She did it to her whole family. I'm never going to forgive her and she is never getting back into my life. So just save your breath or you're liable to piss me off to the point I'll cut you back out of it."
"You're joking?"
"Yes Dad, I'm kidding, about cutting you out anyway. I understand why you did what you did, but I still don't agree with it. Look, even if Mom had been successful in turning us against you, you don't think we would have figured it out at some point? We aren't stupid you know." I was getting angry with him again.
"You didn't think we would be smart enough to sort it out? We wouldn't have let her cut you out. Maybe when we were little but once we became teenagers you should have dumped the bitch. We would have chosen to live with you no matter what she said and you know it."
"Look Sabrina, Your mother did a lot of good. As a life long educator she gave countless hours to improving her students' lives. She donated 10% of her earnings to various local charities every month. And by your own admission she was a good mom to you.
"Have you forgotten what she did for your niece Gem? When that poor little girl was dying and desperately needed a kidney, she was a good match. She gave up a kidney for her without blinking an eye. People are rarely all bad or all good. Simpletons and young children are the only ones who see exclusively black and white.
"I know I am in no position to lecture you on morality, but I guess I just wish you would talk with your mom."
"Dad, you and I are never going to agree on this one so let's just drop it and move forward. I can see the gray in things. I finally came to see that about your decisions. But Mom's? Uh-uh, no way.
"Let's change the subject. We are just going round and round. I feel bad that you are still alone. There's no reason for you to be lonely. You need to find someone."
"I'm far from alone Sabrina and I'm certainly not lonely. I have my three daughters and eight grandchildren and Mary's pregnant with twins. It's a beautiful day and the whole herd is coming by because I told them I would take everyone to the beach. Ellery and Grant are even stopping by with their grand kids to join us later. Sometimes I can't believe my good fortune."
"Maybe now you see it as good fortune..." We were interrupted by the thundering herd of grandchildren running down the hall screaming for their poppy to take them to the beach.
JOHN
The whole gaggle started jumping onto my lap or grabbing and pulling on an arm or a leg. "Oh munchkins, I'm so old and tired I know I promised to take you to the beach, but it's so far away."
"Oh Poppy it is not, its right across the street! Stop teasing us and let's go." There were several high pitched screeches coming from the whole bunch of them. You know the kind with high enough decibel levels that damage old people's ear drums.
"What? Someone moved the beach across the street from my house. I don't believe it. Let me see." I made a big show of grunting and groaning as I slowly pulled myself up from the chair and looked out the window. "Oh my gosh, it is right there! That is a lucky break for me huh? Well let's get this show on the road then, shall we? Now everyone run downstairs and get your sun screen, towels, and toys. You know the drill." I clapped my hands smartly three times. "Go now!"
After they scurried off Sabrina remembered what started our whole argument. "Hey I forgot to ask Dad, what was it that asshole Jason said that put you in such a good mood?"
I couldn't help myself I was grinning from ear to ear. "As usual, he was asking for my advice. In this instance it seems that since he has reached his forties he is slowing down a bit, because his wife just moved her nephew into their spare bedroom."

There's no clear line between good and evil. Instead, the line is permeable; people can cross back and forth between it.


Philip Zimbardo, professor emeritus at Stanford University.
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A Bad Day All Around


This is just a short little fluff piece. Not groundbreaking in any way shape or form. It also does not contain any thing of socially redeeming value. There is no senseless violence or gratuitous sex to speak of in it either.


If you belong to the morality police cabal that frequents this erotic story website, especially the LW section, I have three suggestions for you. First DON'T read this story, second DON"T surf porno web sites if the content upsets you, and three get some therapy before it's too late.


To the rest of you, enjoy!

Short description: Everyone was having a really bad day; two of them didn't know it yet though.
I should be at work but instead I am inexplicably, composed and sitting my kitchen table drinking a cup of freshly brewed coffee. I needed it to help calm me. Normally I find it a very peaceful practice. I used to do this regularly when our kids were young and quite a handful. I would get up about an hour earlier than the rest of the household just to enjoy the quiet. I guess it was kind of like my Zen thing.
I'm Evan; Evan Johnson, happily married for twenty five years by the way. At least up until about an hour ago. We have four children the last of which left the house last year.
My wife was lonely and depressed the empty nest syndrome I think she called it. So I told her to get a hobby. I guess she did. I didn't know his name until a few minutes ago. His name was Stud. At least that is what she kept calling him.
"Do it Stud, fuck my face."
"Come on baby let me see you swallow the whole thing. I know you can do it."
It was odd that the aroma of my wife Audrey's favorite blueberry cinnamon blend from Katie's Coffee Bean permeating the house didn't interrupt them. Normally when I brewed up a carafe she would come running downstairs before it even finished.
We have one of those really expensive brewers that you need to spend $25 every three weeks to descale. You'd think that for $300 dollars they could make one that you didn't have to do that to it. Anyway Audrey was very busy though, so that could explain why she hadn't smelled it yet.
"Tell me how much better I am than your spineless wimp of a husband!"
"Oh my god you are so much better!"
I have my old Smith & Wesson model 59 locked and loaded, resting on the red oak kitchen table next to my mug. I debated whether to have the safety on or off, I went with off. I had to be careful. Well it is just in case, but after all her boyfriend is a cop. How do I know that? Because when I came home early and dashed into the house, his uniform and equipment belt were scattered around my living room floor along with every bit of my wife's clothing, including her black lace Victoria's Secret crotchless panties.
She bought them two months ago and showed them to me. I immediately started to get hard and told her to try them on, but she cooed, "Down boy these are for very special occasions only."
I assumed that meant our 25th wedding anniversary which came and went without her wearing them. I wasn't really sure what could have been more special than that? My birthday? Nope that was two days ago. Now I know.
"That's it baby, fuck me harder, harder. Oh my god you're so huge I never felt anything like it until you came along. And thank god you did!"
The sounds of the bed springs squeaking and the headboard banging against the wall kept piercing incessantly into my brain. It was making it difficult for me to stay focused on what I had to do. I wasn't sure how much time I had but judging from the noise emitting from what used to be my bedroom, which by the way, I'll never step foot in again, I had plenty of time.
I knew it wasn't their first time together because mixed in with all the grunting, moaning, and insults directed at me, I heard,
"Damn it baby we have to find a way to increase our time together to two or three times a week, instead of once and a while."
That was coming from the mouth of my loving wife. At least that is what I think she said. It was difficult to understand her because her mouth was full at the time.
How did I end up here in the middle of this nightmare? It was silly really. I drove off to work and forgot my briefcase. No I really did. I left it in the garage because I set it down to get the cat out from under the hood of my car and forgot about it. Tabby was our second cat. One cold winter morning years ago I forgot to pound on the hood before starting the car up and that was the end of Clarence, our first cat. There is nothing quite like the sound a cat makes as it is getting wound up in a fan belt rotating at about one thousand rpm. Not to mention all the fur flying around. Clarence wasn't that smart and apparently neither was I.
"You love it don't you bitch. Who owns this pussy?"
"You do baby, only you."
"You are never going to allow that wimp you call your husband touch my pussy again are you babe?"
"No he will never touch me again, I swear. I probably couldn't feel his little dick anyway after your cock has stretched me out."
My briefcase really wasn't all that important so I was just going to let it go, but I had to go visit a client that took me right near the house, soooooooooooo.
Anyway, I pulled onto my street on the way back from the client's office and I immediately saw a police black and white parked in front. It felt like someone stabbed me in the heart. I assumed something terrible had happened to my devoted wife. I whipped my 8 year old clear coat peeling Camry into the driveway, narrowly missing my wife's brand new silver Lexus LS sedan. Her plaster garden gnome wasn't so lucky. I didn't even close the door and sprinted into the house. Which is of course how I got to be here drinking coffee.
"Take me doggy now stud, do me good.....God I've never felt anything so good."
It was very upsetting and instead of coffee I really wanted scotch but I figured I would need a clear head to deal with this.
I have to admit that their cries of passion were very disturbing and seeing it was worse yet. I had to see it though to get the video and audio I needed. Honestly, seeing them rutting in my bed wasn't the most disturbing aspect. It was the verbal humiliation my wife was heaping on me.
"God you are so much better than Evan. Give it to me baby, I mean all of it. I know I can take it all this time. I know I can take it. Oh fuck yessss."
Apparently that really spurred on her paramour because the whole house started shaking along with the bed. And his swearing and grunting went up several decibels.
Ok, ok, yes he did have a bigger dick than me, so excuse the hell out of me! If she needed more, she shouldn't have married me. Let me tell you it is a shock when your wife is fucking her lover in your marital bed, and yes they were doing it on my side. My wife was breathlessly telling her lover how hot that fact made her as she was riding him cowgirl style.
"Maybe I should leave some of my cum on his pillow. Wouldn't that be hot?"
"No baby my husband might be a clueless pencil dicked moron, but even he might notice that. Besides isn't making him suck your seed out of my pussy after you've filled me up enough for you?"
That's when I ran to the bathroom bent over the toilet and puked up my two Crunchy Tacos and an Epic Crispy Chicken & Guac Burrito from Del Taco. Those things are astonishingly good and cheap. I was sorry to lose them. I was surprised they didn't hear or smell that either. I guess they were concentrating on what they were doing.
Part of me couldn't believe it was happening even after having seen and heard enough of it to convince the OJ jury of what was going on. But my wife was fifty years old and the dipshit she was fucking couldn't have been more than thirty and he was in really good shape. To be nice about it my wife wasn't. Of course neither was I, but couldn't the shit head have at least gone after someone's wife that was in shape? I didn't get the attraction at all.
"Oh my god Audrey yours is the only pussy that can take all of me. God it feels so good to be able to go deep!"
Oh.
It seemed to go on forever but about ninety minutes later it got very quiet and it appeared as if they were taking a break. Suddenly I heard my wife ask, "What's that smell, that's my special blend. Did you make coffee?"
There was no answer from her boyfriend. I just heard "Oh my god!" from Audrey and then a bunch of running around and the sound of closet doors and dresser drawers opening and closing and finally the clothes hamper. I assumed they were dumping the evidence of their tryst.
When I had looked into the bedroom earlier I saw there were a number of sex toys, lubes, and other sundry performance enhancement items lying about. Okay the lubes I could see, but if you have such a big dick what do you need toys for? It was discouraging to see however there wasn't a condom, new or used, in sight. I made a mental note to get an STD test right away.
I heard them clambering down the stairs. They both appeared in the kitchen naked except for the sheets each had hastily wrapped around them. They saw me at the same moment. Audrey sucked in a sharp breath because I was there and lover boy did the same. I'm not sure if his shock was the sight of me, or the Model 59. He looked around furtively in the direction of his uniform and was instantly desperate.
"It's not there stud."
"What?"
"Your service weapon. Your supervisor took it with him when he left. Nice guy too."
He literally started to wilt before my eyes and then I saw recognition splash across his face. In despair he fell to his knees losing his sheet in the process and began a frantic search of the pile on the floor.
"He took that one too. He called it your 'throw down' weapon I believe. I assume it was the fact that the serial number had been filed off of it that upset him the most. Something about 5-7 years for that?"
Ex-officer Stud Johnson shoulders slumped dramatically with that revelation.
"Like I said, a good guy. We had quite a conversation while you two love birds were doing your thing upstairs." Studly quickly peered out the window at the street. "Yeah he took the patrol car too. Your boss said you were supposed to be providing security for a road construction site. He was going to take your uniform too, but thought you might need it when you leave here. But where was I? Oh yeah after Sgt. Marks got his video of the two of you and collected your weapons he spied my S&W. and gave me a look."
"Is that your weapon?"
"Yes."
"Is it licensed?"
"Yes."
"Do you know how to shoot it?"
"Yes."
"Are you going to shoot either one of them? You know we get mad if civilians shoot someone, even if they deserve it. One of the perks of our job is that we get to shoot people, not you."
I replied, "I promise Uncle Pat, I mean Sgt. Marks, unless officer douche bag has a third weapon we don't know about, no one is going to get shot."
"Your boss said 'Okay,' and he headed for the door before pausing, 'Oh do me a favor and tell Officer Johnson not to come to the station. We'll call him when we want to talk with him.'
I never saw a police officer cry before. A lot of good his big dick was doing him now. In any case his dick was shrinking by the minute.
I thought it a good idea to pick up my weapon at this point. "You don't have a third gun do you?" He shook his head no. I knew he didn't because Sgt. Marks and I made sure. I was just trying to make a point. I didn't really aim it at either of them; I just sort of waved it around and continued my story.
"Maybe you could call your wife to give you a ride home? Probably not, she was pretty upset with the video I emailed to her of you two in my bedroom. It was hard to understand what she was saying, but it was something about her dad the police chief? And how could you do this to your kids? She told me all about them you seemed to have had a nice family, too bad."
Despite the situation I was actually having fun now. It felt a little bit like having a fish on the line and I was just playing with him for a bit.
"I'd have my wife take you but her car got impounded."
"What?" was the high pitched squeal coming from Audrey's mouth.
"The police impounded your car Audrey because there were a couple of ounces of unregulated marijuana on the front seat. Sgt. Marks said that normally they would just write you up a ticket if they did anything at all, but he said he felt like they owed me something for all the trouble the department caused. Don't worry he said you could probably pick it up in a few days after they ran all their forensics on it."
"Oh my god." She wasn't screeching it now. It was more of a sorrowful moan. Kind of like a lonely little beagle howling at the moon.
"Well officer Fife, I think it's time you put on your uniform and leave now." And so he did. Once he had gone my wife found her voice again.
"Please Evan I love you, this didn't mean anything at all. It was just..."
"A hobby?"
"Sort of like that baby."
"Oh man, I wish you had told me that sooner. I was worried that you loved him and were going to divorce me. Wow, now I feel bad. I guess I really over-reacted didn't I? I mean you still love me and all."
"Of course I love you Evan, why would you think I didn't?"
"Well besides the whole infidelity thing, fucking your lover on my side of the bed, and you calling me a pencil dicked clueless moron, they were other signs pointing me in that direction. The capper of course was you making me eat your lover's sperm out of your cheating cunt thing too."
"Oh sweetie, I never really did that, it was just bedroom talk to get us worked up. Wait...you said you overreacted, Evan what did you do?"
"So your boyfriend has a twelve inch dick but you still need to bad mouth me to get worked up?"
She looked exasperated. "Evan what did you do!"
She had seemed in a state of shock since she first laid eyes on me but now she was definitely nervous and paying close attention. "Well I'm sorry but when I thought you didn't love me anymore I sent the video to our children. I just wanted them to see who their new dad was going to be. You might want to wait a while before you call them. They seemed upset for some reason. I thought they would be happy for you. Oh well, shows you what I know."
"Oh my god you didn't!"
I just nodded my head. "I forgot to mention another thing, but you probably already knew this, your lover's wife works for the same company as you. I think she mentioned that she was the CEO's executive assistant. Don't worry I told her not to have you fired because you would really need your job even if you did get transferred to Little Rock.
"When I spoke to an attorney she said that since you make more money than I do, you will be paying me a lot of alimony for a several years. She thought it would be somewhere in the neighborhood of three thousand a month. I know most cheated on husbands refuse to accept it, kind of a macho thing I guess. But that won't be the case with me.
"I plan on taking a leave of absence from work and go on an extended fishing vacation to get over my pain. What's that line from the song? 'Deep sea senorita fishing in the Gulf of Mexico.'
"I'm not sure why she wanted the still photo of you. She said that it was to give to her father. Maybe it was so he could pass it around to all the officers in case they wanted to start writing you citations and the other harassment things that they do. Or maybe it was to see if any more of them wanted dating opportunities with you? But at any rate I gave her one that clearly showed your deep throating skills.
"I also sent a copy of the video to your mom and dad and all your co-workers."
"How could you be so cruel to me Evan?"
"Oh sweetheart I wasn't being cruel. I just wanted everyone to know who your new beau was. Your Facebook friends all seemed happy for you."
Audrey was pretty much non-responsive at this point. She just sat on the floor in her sheet while whimpering, shaking her head, and mumbling, "This can't be happening to me."
"Ok sweetheart time for you to go get dressed and pack a bag. Your parents should be here soon to pick you up?"
I pushed her in the direction of the stairs to put some clothes on but never stopped yapping. "Pick me up?"
I shouted to her as she was now out of site. "Well of course, you are going to need a place to stay. They told me that you could stay with them for a while. The house will have to be sold as part of the divorce."
"Divorce?"
"You seem to have a number of questions dear. That really surprises me. What did you think would happen when I found out?"
"Well I, I really..."
"Didn't think you'd get caught? Are we going to continue to have this inane conversation?"
It got quiet upstairs for a few minutes. She wasn't making a sound save for the occasional sob and whimper. Why is it that cheaters always cry when they get caught? It's the damnedest thing. If getting caught was going to be so upsetting then don't cheat for god sakes. She came back downstairs after about ten minutes dressed but without a suitcase.
"Evan honey, we really...."
Just then I heard her parents' car pull into our driveway.
"Good bye Audrey." Always the gentleman I held the door open for her.
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How Much Worse Can This Get?


Part I


He discovers that his life was a lie.

Note to Readers: This is a two-part tale, and as is my practice for multi-part stories, voting and comments will be disabled until the story is completed. I know how that pisses off those of you with impulse control issues. Those of you that fall into that category may want to skip this one. However, I am finishing up the conclusion, and it should be ready to be submitted as soon as this chapter is published.
MAIN CHARACTERS:
Jackson "Jack" Healy: Married to Dakota for eighteen years
Dakota Healy: Jackson's wife and mother to two girls
Sheridan Healy: Daughter age 13
Helena Healy: Younger daughter age 11
Montana Edgerton: Dakota's older sister
Byron Dubois: Lover
Frannie Graybull: Jackson's AA
Ennis H. Dixon: Jack's Lawyer
Cheyenne "Butch" Gillette: IT director at Jack's company
**********
My name is Jackson Healy, but most people call me Jack. I can't believe I've been standing in the doorway of my bedroom for almost ten minutes watching my wife Dakota fucking some guy I've never seen before. I had plenty of time to record the action on my iPhone. I was able to get some great stills too.
The two love birds still hadn't noticed me, and judging by the action on my side of the bed, I had plenty of time to get more recordings. But to be honest it was becoming a bit repetitive.
As I thought about it for a minute, the guy did look familiar to me. Maybe it was because he looked a lot like me. I mean, he wasn't any younger, taller, or in better shape than me. Brown hair, blue eyes, with ten fingers and ten toes, same as me. I guess you get the point. And, most importantly his dick certainly wasn't any bigger than mine. I thought that all cheating wives went after guys with big dicks, didn't they? I figured that was the point, right?
So what was the attraction? I guess the attraction was that the guy she was screwing wasn't me.
I know it was the cliché of clichés, but I had come home a day early from a business trip to find the ubiquitous strange car in the driveway which led me to this point. That was another thing that was bothering me. Why would my wife have her lover park his car right in the middle of our driveway? We live in a tract home on a cul-de-sac with twelve other houses. We were a pretty close group as most folks are in these types of neighborhoods are. Did she not care if anyone knew she was cheating?
Catching your wife in your bed getting drilled by some piece of shit is a shock of course. But honestly what hurt the most was that in our eighteen years of marriage, Dakota had never, and I mean never come close to the sexual fever she was displaying before my eyes. Our sex life was fairly vanilla but satisfying; at least I always thought so until a few minutes ago. She had never once, even hinted at wanting the kind of sex she was getting right now. She was quite obviously, loving it too.
In the time I have been standing here, she has said, "Oh fuck me, fuck me harder" at least six times. I can honestly say that in all the years I have known her she has never said the word fuck in lust or any other situation. I didn't even know she knew the word. Nor had I been the recipient of any of the other several terms of encouragement she had been growling passionately in her lover's ear the past ten minutes.
The oddest thing was my lack of a crimson rage. I had no desire to grab a gun and shoot them both, or secure one of my daughters' aluminum softball bats and beat them with it. Of course, I was angry, sad, hurt, and confused, as I would think any husband in my situation would be. I think the lack of rage was because I just accepted that my marriage was over. How could it not be? In time I would probably like to know why, but that really didn't matter right now. She did it, and it ended our marriage, case closed, end of story.
As I was contemplating what to do next I noticed that there was an unopened box of Trojans on Dakota's nightstand. Why the hell have rubbers if you weren't going to use them? After we had our two daughters, Sheridan, age thirteen, and Helena eleven, Dakota made me wear them until I got a vasectomy. She said two kids were all we needed, but I had hoped to try for a son. I have always regretted not pushing back harder on that issue.
That's when I noticed that something was missing. For as long as I could remember, Dakota had four photographs displayed on her nightstand. I called it her shrine. And now, two of them were nowhere to be seen. The largest one was a family portrait we had professionally done when the girls were just babies. It was gone, and so was our wedding photo. I had never placed any significance on it, but our wedding photo was the smallest of the four. I might have to rethink that.
The photos of our daughters however, she left visible to her lover. What kind of bullshit was that? There was nothing of significance about them. I think they were just annual school pictures she had framed several years ago. I think they were their kindergarten pictures.
You wouldn't think that asking myself where the photos had gone was important right now. Maybe I was in shock or having an out-of-body experience of some sort, but to me, that became the most pressing question.
As I mulled it over, I knew exactly where they would be. They would be in the second drawer of her, 'I just had to have,' very expensive Drexel Heritage dresser, which I was conveniently standing next to. I quietly opened the drawer, and sure enough, there they were. How did I know they would be there? In what I always thought was a peculiar habit, Dakota cleaned the house the day the cleaners were scheduled. She would do this just before the cleaners arrived. She would put anything loose or without a permanent spot into that drawer. Once I asked her if she thought the cleaners were going to steal her hairbrush. She gave me one of her, 'you are exasperating me' looks.
I thought it was just her, but one time at a neighborhood party in a friendly attempt to embarrass her about this quirky habit in front of her girlfriends, I laughing told several of them about her practice. Instead of giggling along with me and teasing her, they just looked at me as if I was the dumbest human on the planet. Of course, you clean the house before the house cleaners came.
Another thought struck me. Was hiding the photos her attempt at showing me a modicum of respect? Somehow, given the circumstances, I found that very hard to believe. Maybe her boyfriend insisted?
I wasn't really sure why, but I carefully and quietly removed the photos from the drawer. I decided it was time to leave. So with the two photos in hand, I slipped away.
As it was only three o'clock I decided to go check in at work, I had been gone several days, and undoubtedly there would be a stack of meaningless paperwork on my desk that needed to be pushed around. I arrived and hustled myself directly into my office. I'm sure several coworkers acknowledged my presence in some way, but I didn't hear a single greeting. I was singularly focused on sequestering myself in my office to the exclusion of everything and everyone else. I closed my door behind me.
First I displayed the two photos I had absconded with on my credenza to remind me of, well, I'm not exactly sure of what, but I did it anyway.
After gathering my wits, I placed a call to my long-term friend Ennis H. Dixon, Esq. He was a family law attorney, but I knew him back in the day as a playboy rich kid snob. We were roommates throughout college. I once asked him why a rich guy like him was living in the dorms with us poor folk. He said it was because his parents wanted him to mingle with people below his upper-crust social standing. That was so he would understand why he was lucky to be rich. He insisted that I call him Ennis H. When I told him that I thought that was a bit pretentious, he merely responded, "Well, I am."
It's hard not to like a guy who is upfront about what he is. I always called him EH though, just to piss him off. I could get away with it because I was his best friend, probably his only friend, truth be told.
Ennis H. Dixon must be moving up in his world. Because when I called him, I had to go through three subordinates to get to him. That's right, I had to call his office because he refused to give me his cell number. He said his cell was only for clients because it made it easier to keep track of his billable hours. I guess he never thought to use two phones. I thought all pretentious assholes had at least two.
"Jackson, it's good to hear from you. What can I do for you?" He never called me Jack, just to piss me off.
"I need your cell number EH."
"Oh shit, what happened?"
And I laid it all out for him. "For all I know, they are still going at it in my bed right now."
"Oh fuck that is truly evil, man. What do you want to do?"
"A divorce plain and simple. Except that I want her and her fuck buddy to feel the pain."
"Well ole buddy, you're in luck on two accounts. First and foremost, I am the best family law attorney in the state. And secondly, you don't live in one of those pansy assed 'no-fault' states. I'm sure you want primary custody, but I have to tell you that is a tough one. It's not impossible, but it isn't easy. Another thing you have to understand is that even if we prove adultery, she will probably get some alimony out of you. She is a stay-at-home mom, and you make a ton of money, so you might get hosed pretty good even in an 'at fault' state.
"Let me do this. I am going to sick my investigators on Dakota and her paramour. It will be expensive, but if you want custody, we are going to need more than her fucking him in your bed. We need to know everything about her lover and their affair."
"Do it, I don't care about the cost."
"You should never say that to a lawyer Jackson. It's like giving heroin to an addict." He must have heard the wind go out of me because he paused and got serious. "I'm sorry Jackson, I don't mean to make light of it."
"I don't want you to be sorry EH, I want you to be ruthless."
"I can do ruthless. This could take a few weeks. And to do it I need you to act normal around your wife for a while. Can you manage that?"
"Yes." I gave him the information he needed and emailed the 'evidence' I had. He sent me the retainer form; I did DocuSign while we were still on the phone and returned it. I disconnected a much more dejected but determined man.
A knock on my door roused me from my self-pity. "Come in."
My Admin assistant Frannie Graybull entered tentatively. "Everything ok boss?" she said very timidly.
"Yeah Frannie, everything is great. I wrapped things up early and decided to come home."
"I know Jack but when you blew by me without returning my hello or even a nod of acknowledgement, I got worried. Not to mention you've been in here for over an hour?"
"I'm sorry Frannie, just got a lot on my mind."
Frannie Graybull had been my assistant for over fifteen years. I hired her as a favor to my wife. She was an old friend of Dakota's who had it tough. Frannie's husband had been killed in an accident at work. He was in the military but stationed stateside in a non-combat MOS, so he only had a twelve thousand dollar life insurance policy. If he had been killed in a hazardous duty situation, Frannie would have got another $100K. And with two children, twelve grand didn't go far. It was tough for her. I never regretted hiring her though, because she turned out to be a really competent Admin Assistant.
"Ah, ok Jack I'm going to be heading home now." I'm sure she wasn't convinced. She knew me too well. As she turned to leave, she noticed the photos on the credenza and paused for a moment. "Those are new?"
"Yeah I thought I'd bring them in so I could look at them and remind me why I do this and what is important."
"Ohh that's so sweet boss, have a good evening."
"Bye Frannie."
I was going to say something to her because I trusted her with my life, but at the last second I remembered what EH had said about playing it normally, so I let it go.
How are you supposed to act normal when you watched your wife fucking someone else on your bed just a couple of hours ago? I knew going to a hotel wouldn't work. Too many people had already seen me, so I guessed I better head home.
My mind was working overtime during the twenty-minute ride to the house. I kept trying to come up with a way to act normal. I still didn't have a clue how I was going to accomplish that as I pulled into my garage.
Dakota obviously heard my car coming into the garage. She met me at the garage door. I saw several emotions in her eyes. Fear, worry, and a bit of anger all rolled into one. They were gone as soon as they appeared. She gave me her best smile.
"Oh my god, Jack, you're home. We didn't expect you until tomorrow?"
Yeah, you traitorous bitch I'm home, so fuck you!
"I thought I would surprise you. I got in around three and just decided to finish the day at the office."
"Well, we're glad your home, honey." She kissed me on the cheek. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes, but it's not much since I wasn't expecting you."
"That's ok. I'm not feeling very hungry anyway. I'm going to change out of this suit; it feels like I've had it on for weeks. And I started up the stairs.
That's when the girls caught up with me. They hugged me, squealing and laughing all the while. "We're so glad your home. We love you, Daddy!"
"I love you too, guys. I miss you so much when I'm gone on these trips."
At least I will have them, I thought to myself. Their greeting gave me courage and direction. I knew I could pull off the deception if only for their benefit. When I shook myself free of the little monsters, I continued up to what used to be my bedroom. I don't know what I was expecting to see, but everything looked normal. The bedding all smelled fresh. The room was clean, but that was unremarkable. Our bedroom was always pristine. Now I understood why that was the case.
She must have observed me in my trance staring at her nightstand. The two photos were the only thing out of place. I was trying to get a grip on my emotions when I was startled by her voice.
"I'm sorry honey. I accidentally broke the frames when I was cleaning up. I took them to Aaron Bros. to have them reframed."
I just nodded my head in understanding without looking at her and kept changing. At some point, she left.. Oh yeah, and in case you were wondering, she smelled fresh as a daisy, just like every day when I got home.
My acting abilities weren't the best because Dakota was as nervous as a cat throughout dinner and the rest of the evening. I managed to mostly avoid her by spending my time with the girls helping with homework.
The dinner meal, which was usually a very boisterous and lighthearted affair, was eerily quiet. I know the girls suspected something was wrong, but they didn't push it. For her part, Dakota just kept staring at me with an expression that was an unreadable mask. If I was going to pull off the 'normal' thing like EH wanted me to, I needed to do a lot better.
After the girls were down for the night, I poured myself a glass of Maker's Mark and collapsed myself into my well-worn recliner in my den. She called it my 'man cave.' It was the only room in the house that I could claim as my own. It reflected my tastes. I called it warm, inviting, and comfortable. Dakota called it 'nouveau embarrassment.'
I knew I would have to face her before bed, so I was contemplating how best to do that when Dakota solved that dilemma for me. She came in looking worried and wringing her hands. Under normal circumstances, Dakota would avoid my room like the plague. She headed for the couch opposite my chair.
"Here sweetheart, come sit on my lap," I said as lightly as I could summon. And I patted my knees. Her countenance brightened, and she quickly jumped off the couch and plopped down on my lap. I gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "I'm sorry I was such a dud at dinner. My trip didn't go as planned, and I have a lot of things to clean up, so I was distracted."
She brightened considerably. "That's ok Jack. I knew something was bothering you. If you give me a chance, I'll make you forget all about your work problems later tonight."
The thing was though, she didn't make me forget my problems. Oh, we made love all right. And, it was the same gentle coupling as always. We always did a lot of snuggling, and there were sighs of contentment from both parties. I thought that is what she wanted. It was no where near what I had witnessed earlier. Dakota held me tightly and said, "You know I love you Jack, I truly do. You have made my life whole."
I almost threw up on the spot. How can she do that? How can a person be so different so easily? Her lies and deceptions rolled off her tongue as if she was reciting a recipe for a quiche. I came up with the answer to my own question; because she's been doing it for a long time, that's how. That newfound knowledge sent a chill down my spine and a heavy pressure descended on my chest
In a few moments I could hear her rhythmic breathing that indicated she was already sleeping. Not eight hours ago she was philandering with her lover in this very bed and she falls asleep at the snap of her fingers. What type of person can do that?
Needless to say, I didn't sleep a wink.
I managed to pull myself together enough to go to work early in the morning. I needed to get out of there before Dakota got up to get the girls ready for school. I left her a quick note on the dry erase board in the kitchen that we used regularly for that purpose. 'Had to get to work early, start working on the problems I told you about.'
Somehow I managed to act reasonably normal for the next couple of weeks. It got easier for me as the days went by waiting for word from EH. Maybe that's how cheaters get good at lying and hiding affairs, just give them enough time to practice.
Dakota, on the other hand, kept getting more anxious. She looked like someone with a lot on her mind, but never really said anything to me. She was always affectionate, but seemed to be going out of her way to be touchy feely. She must have told me she loved me twenty-five times a day. She even complimented me on the way I dressed. She had to be alarmed about the missing photos, I mean they didn't walk away by themselves. So far though, she was taking the 'don't ask, don't tell' approach. I was hoping that would continue for a bit longer.
Frannie had been acting odd too. It was probably because she knew me so well that she could sense the slightest changes in my mood and demeanor. She kept pushing to the point of annoying me to talk about it, but I kept silent. I would only tell her that the pressures at work were starting to pile up on me and that I would be all right. She always knew when I was lying.
The other thing that troubled me was that she kept gazing intently at the photos on my credenza. What was up with that? I had accepted long ago that I wasn't very adept at reading women's moods. I couldn't tell if Frannie was sad, worried, or angry but every time she left my office after staring at the photos I saw that indecipherable look on her face. I think women are better at that than men.
I was seriously beginning to question my sanity. I wasn't feeling any of the emotions that I thought I should have been. I was just starting to feel dead inside. Every waking moment felt like I had a fifty-pound weight sitting on my chest making it hard to breathe. I was going through the motions of being alive. I needed my nightmare to end soon. That's when I got the call from EH to come to his office right away.



"Yeah, we got them by the throat. But, this is the hard part, Jackson. I need you to brace for impact. She has been seeing Mr. Dubois for a very, very long time, even before you were married. My fact-finders say he was bragging that he had sex with Dakota the morning of your wedding just a few hours before the ceremony. According to Dubois, Dakota told him she was going to give you sloppy seconds on your wedding night."
I should have been furious and become homicidal but all I could think to say was, "How would your investigators learn that?"
"It's better that you don't know Jackson. A lot of the really good stuff we can't use in court anyway. And, if I wasn't such a good attorney, we might even get in trouble for it." He laughed loudly at his attempt at humor.
"Shit EH, the kids. I wonder if they are mine?" I could tell just by looking at him that there was more bad news to come. "There's more, isn't there? Holy shit EH, could she be married to him too? You know one of those people that lead two different lives with two different families, a bigamist I think it is."
"Oh, Dubois is married alright, but not to your wife. He has a family of his own. He's been married for ten years, has three children, all under the age of eight. Burning his ass will be easy if you're up for it."
"I don't know EH, I don't want to fuck up the lives of his wife and kids."
"Well Jackson, I think you would be doing his wife and kids a favor. If you choose to watch and listen to the videos of Dakota and him, you'll see that he pretty much shreds you and his wife to pieces. Dakota doesn't really join him in all that talk, but she doesn't shut him down either. In fact, my people picked up information that indicates he only married his wife because Dakota wouldn't divorce you to be with him."
"Jesus fucking Christ, EH, given everything you have found out, why would she want to stay married to me?"
"We haven't figured that one out yet buddy, but we are working on it. Just give us time pal."
"I can't hold it together much longer. When can we have her served?"
"In good time Jackson, but I'm working on something that will make it worth the wait."
Life went on. Dakota was very affectionate. She had the girls on their best behavior, and we made love a little more often than in the past. There was no change, however, in the manner of our lovemaking. She always seemed very satisfied. I didn't think she was that good an actress to be able to fake her satisfaction all these years. It just made her cheating all the more disturbing.
Oh, I was a realist and knew that all women faked orgasms at some point during their lives. Well, at least 80% if you believe one survey's results. However, years ago, I had asked her if she ever did, and she had answered yes. I told her that it hurt me, and I asked her not to do that anymore. My ego wasn't so fragile that it couldn't take it, I told her. I stressed with her the need for us to be open and honest with one another.
At any rate, maybe 25%-30% of the time we had sex she didn't orgasm. It never seemed to bother her all that much. She said men were far more focused on orgasms than women. According to her what was more important was that 100% of the time with me, she felt safe, warm, and loved. I guess I was a sucker?
I was just driving myself crazy, going round in circles, trying to understand her actions. How she could say that and still be cheating on me. So I decided that it was best if I was the one to do the faking until I could get this over with. What the hell was EH waiting for anyway?
The following Monday, I got a phone call from him asking me to come to his office once more. EH was one of those guys that would be on his death bed cracking jokes. He never took anything seriously, but looking at him now, I thought he would be physically ill soon.
He just slowly nodded his head. "Look, Jack, I uh, I'm not quite sure what, I mean how to tell you this, but it could change your outlook on custody."
"They aren't mine, are they?"
"We won't know for certain until we have DNA done, but no, I don't think they are yours. But, it's worse than that."
"How much worse could it be, EH? If they're not mine biologically?"
"They know Jack."
"What the hell are you talking about?" I sharply interjected.
"The girls know that Dubois is their natural father. My people got a video of the four of them, Dubois, Dakota, and the girls together, picnicking at the park last Sunday. They were calling him Daddy. He and your wife were holding hands, kissing, and playing games with Sheridan and Helena."
That's the point where everything went black.
When I came to a couple of minutes later, I remembered Dakota telling me while I was moving the lawn last Sunday that she was going to take the girls to the park. What a cunt!
The next thing I remembered was EH's paralegal had a cold wet towel pressed on my forehead and I could hear him calling my name.
"Jackson, what happened to you? You passed out, let me call the paramedics."
"No, I'll be fine. I was shaking my head trying to restore the blood flow to my brain. "Sorry about that EH. Jesus, it's like my whole life has been a fraud."
"Buddy, you just said the magic word."
"What word?"
"Fraud. I've been thinking, you are a nicer man than I am. But, if I was in your shoes, I would want real permanent revenge. I wouldn't be satisfied with tipping off his wife and divorcing Dakota. I think I might have a way to do that. Did you know that you can have a marriage annulled for fraud?"
"We've been married for eighteen years, EH, how the hell can I get an annulment?"
"In our state, if the marriage is a fraud, the length of time is irrelevant. You just have to file within four years of discovering the fraud. I won't blow smoke up your ass, it wouldn't be easy, but it might be worth a try. If you can get an annulment, you wouldn't have to pay any alimony. You probably won't have to pay child support anyway, but it is a possibility depending on the judge."
"What! You can't be serious. Child support?"
"Unless we can prove Dakota and Dubois deliberately and fraudulently had you raise Dubois' kids there's a chance you'd be stuck. But that's not my real reason for suggesting the annulment. If we file for divorce, your case won't get a mention in the public eye.
"But, if we file for an annulment after an eighteen-year marriage, I'm betting the tabloids and news outlets will be all over it. We will publicly shame them both. It makes our case for back child support all that much more feasible too. And that's where I can get my 40%. I could even give you a 5% discount. Plus you get the 'ruthless' you asked for."
"Your largess is touching EH. It grabs me right here." I taped on my heart.
"There's even more Jack, we found some other interesting little facts."
I listened to what he had to say, and then we started making plans and saying our goodbyes. By that time, I was pretty well past being shocked by anything.
When I returned to the office, I was ambushed by Frannie.
"Jack! What is wrong with you? You look like death warmed over. I'm going to take you to the doctor's right now."
"No Frannie..."
"But Jack..."
"I said that will be all, Ms. Graybull!" She looked shocked at my tone but reluctantly left. She seemed incredibly downcast. I didn't care because I had got an education in EH's office earlier.
I had expected it at some point, and I wasn't disappointed. Less than thirty minutes after dismissing Frannie, Dakota's lithesome figure appeared in my doorway. She was obviously braless, wearing four-inch 'come fuck me' heels, and showing cleavage down to her navel. Damn. she was good-looking. What a waste.
"Frannie called me. She said something was wrong..."
I gave a sarcastic snort which interrupted her. I was trying to, without a great deal of success, maintain my composure. I was trying to formulate a cognitive response when I realized she was staring at the photographs. She had looked for them as if she knew right where they would be.
She gave a deep sigh and settled into one of the chairs in front of my desk. She wasn't wearing panties either. Does she really think that will help? "You were there...you saw us." She looked sad, but her words were spoken with only a little sense of despondency, mostly in a matter of fact manner. They cut me to the core in any case.
"It doesn't mean anything Jack. It's just a fling. It doesn't in any way compare to what we have together."
"Tell me something Dakota, I know that wasn't the first time. How long?"
"No it wasn't the first time sweetheart, but it's only been going on for a couple of months." She almost sounded sincere.
"Two months. How many times?"
"I think it's only been three or four times baby, and never before at the house. I screwed up, it's over, let's just forget it."
The lies rolled off her tongue without a hint of guilt. She wasn't sweating or wringing her hands. She didn't look away, she didn't even blink. She was stone cold lying while looking directly into my eyes the whole time. I knew she had no intention of giving up her boyfriend.
"Thank you for being honest with me, Dakota. I think most cheaters would have just lied and claimed it was the first time. Like drunks saying, 'honest officer I only had two drinks' kind of thing. But you told me the truth. You gave me a peek into your soul and let me see who you really are, and I appreciate it." I had what I hoped was a benign look on my face.
I noticed just the faintest flittering of her eyelids at my last statement but nothing more. She must have recognized something in my expression though.
"Don't do this, Jack, it won't end well for you. You will be hurt in ways you can't fathom. It would be so unnecessary. Just leave it alone, and let's go on with our life as it is. I love you, you love me, and we both love the girls. Please just let it go."
"It almost sounds like you're threatening me, Dakota."
"Oh honey, I'm sorry if it sounded that way. That's not how I meant it at all. What I meant was that you are in control of how much you let my failings hurt you, hurt us. But
mostly Jack, it will hurt Helena and Sheridan. They didn't do anything wrong, I did. Please, let's talk about it more when you get home tonight. I know I can make you understand."
"Ok, we'll talk more tonight. But I really need to get back to work right now."
She walked over to me and planted a smoldering hot kiss on my lips and shoved her tongue down my throat before I knew what she was doing. Maybe she mistook me for her boyfriend?
"We're so good together babe; don't let my weakness throw our family away." She turned and sashayed out the door like she didn't have a care in the world.
I was so shocked I just sat there dumbstruck and wide-eyed for about five minutes before I hit the intercom. "Ms. Graybull, can you come in please?"
"How long have you known Ms. Graybull? You told her about the photos didn't you?"
Silence. She was dabbing her eyes with a hanky as she sat stiffly in her chair as she looked downward.
"I'm waiting for an answer."
She looked up, "so now it's Ms. Graybull Jack, after all these years?'
"Yes, and it's Mister Healy for now."
"Are you going to fire me Ja...I mean Mr. Healy? You know I really need this job." She was openly sobbing now.
"Not if I get a truthful answer from you and you are willing to give an affidavit to my attorney. What will it be?"
"I've known for a while."
I disgustedly reached over and picked up the company phone. "Hi Georgina, I need to speak with William about a problem..." William 'Bill' Cody was the VP of Human Resources. Frannie interrupted me.
"Please, don't do it, I'm sorry Mr. Healy. I knew before you hired me."
"What did you know Ms. Graybull?"
She went back to her equivocating. I slapped my palm hard on the desk. It made a snapping sound, almost like a gunshot. It caused her to jump it startled her so.
"I am losing my patience."
"You know about her, well, her activities."
"I'm growing weary of the games Ms. Graybull. I'm tired of asking questions. Tell me a story. NOW!" I could see her trying to work out in her mind whether or not to tell me the whole truth. "I won't accept anything less than the whole truth Frannie." I deliberately softened my voice and my attitude. "Please, Frannie, you at least owe me that for having helped you out. I'm trying to figure out why you would betray me like this?"
She had to take a few moments to compose herself. She had been close to hyperventilating. Then she told me everything. Byron Dubois was her cousin on her mother's side. She knew about his relationship with Dakota, and that it started back in high school. And she knew Helena and Sheridan weren't my kids, and that in fact, having Dubois father the girls was a deliberate act.
It went on and on, every revelation was another dagger in my heart. But the knives weren't only for my now evaporated love for Dakota; they were daggers from Frannie's betrayal. For some reason, right now, her betrayal hurt worse.
"I trusted you completely, Frannie." Now I was the emotional one. "Why did Dakota want me to hire you so desperately?"
"To keep an eye on you. She wanted me to let her know if you were ever getting close to discovering her other life." She put her head down like she was embarrassed.
She's embarrassed now? Jesus.
"She also wanted me to let her know if you ever cheated on her." Her voice was nothing more than a whisper.
Oh for god's sake.
"I don't know if you can help me with this one Frannie, but do you have any idea why she wanted to marry me at all? Never mind the fact she was in here just now professing her undying love for me and pleading for us to stay married."
"You won't believe it, but she really does love you."
I gave a sardonic grunt. "Yeah, that would be a hard sell right now."
"It's true Mr. Healy. I asked her that very question myself many years ago. She told me that she truly loved you, but she needed Dubois."
"That's it; she fucked up my life because she needed your cousin?" I shouted it. I was incredulous, and there was more head bobbing from Frannie. "Why the kids, Frannie?"
"Jack... I mean Mr. Healy..." I just rolled my index finger at her, indicating for her to go on. "Are you sure you want to know? It will hurt more than you can possibly know."
People keep saying that to me. "How much worse can it get Frannie?" I was using that term a lot now and every time I did, it did get worse. This time was no exception. Her tears had stopped. She had a look of pity for me, but I could tell she wouldn't lie or even hide anything from me. I was about to get the unvarnished truth.
"Dakota told me that she had Byron get her pregnant so that her babies would come from an alpha male." She paused at this point and looked at me judging my reaction.
"I guess that means I'm a beta?"
"Yes, she wanted the children to have as she called it, alpha bloodlines, but wanted a beta, meaning you, to raise them so they would be kind and compassionate. She knew your personality would be better suited in the long term for raising her kids. And Byron agreed with her.
"She also told me that in order for her to be complete she needed both an alpha and a beta in her life."
I couldn't help it, I started laughing uncontrollably. It was just too ludicrous not to. I let Frannie leave after having first told her that I was going to set up an appointment with EH for her. And that I expected the whole truth from her. She just nodded her head in understanding and headed for the door. She stopped and turned back to me.
"What do you want me to say to Dakota Mr. Healy?"
"Jack is fine Frannie. I really don't care what you say to her. It no longer matters. Good night. Wait! Not that I care really, but do you think I'm a beta?"
She was crying again. "Yes I do, but that isn't a bad thing..."
"That will be all Ms. Graybull."
She let out a sob, turned, and rushed out, closing the door behind her.
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How Much Worse can This Get?


Part II (Conclusion)

Note to Readers: Please read Part I first, because Part II won't make any sense if you don't.
**********
I didn't know what I was going to do but, I knew I wasn't going home. I took a chance that my friend Butch was still in the office and called her. I was in luck, and I headed to her office.
I have to tell you about Butch. Her real name is Cheyenne Gillette, and she is the Director of IT. She is a retired US Navy Commander. Rumor has it that when she was younger she became the first woman to qualify for the Navy's BUDS school. A torn-up knee ended her chances. She is as tough as nails and not really close to anyone at work. She is an affirmed lesbian and proud of it. She doesn't like to be called a lesbian. Although she did say to me once, "if you're going to call me a lesbian, make certain you capitalize the 'L' but, I much prefer 'queer' as long as you are smiling when you say it."
I didn't pretend to understand any of it, but I was a friend of hers, pretty much the only one she had at work. That happened because one day I saw her being harassed by some Neanderthal outside of the break room. Having had enough, she physically pushed him away as she tried to get away from him. Now I have a live and let live policy, at least I used to, about people's choices and preferences. The jerk had crossed the line and definitely had it coming and much more in my book. When she looked over at me the color drained from her face. She knew she could be in deep shit. A company director pushing an hourly employee is generally frowned on unless you were related to the owner.
I calmly stated, "You know Ms. Gillette he shouldn't have hit you like that. Are you ok?"
She gave me a quick smile and leaned down and whispered something in the asshole's ear. As she walked past me, she stated. "Call me Butch. All my friends do." The asshole was a 'no call no show' for three days. He was terminated and never heard from again.
And that was that. We were friends. I thought I had screwed up when one time I accidentally called her Butch in an executive meeting. You could have heard a pin drop and I thought my career might be over. She never batted an eye. She immediately retorted with, "Ok Sundance." And all was good. If you were a friend of Butch's, you were a friend for life.
"Shit, Sundance, you look like crap!" Sundance had become her standard greeting for me since that incident. "What's going on? There's some office scuttlebutt about lots of drama in your end of the world."
"That's putting it mildly, Butch." Emotionally drained, I plopped myself down into a chair. "I need a place to crash for a while; can I hide out with you and Becky?" Becky was her partner of seventeen years.
"Of course, Jack, I'll have to clear it with her, but I don't see a problem. We have plenty of room. You want to tell me about it?"
I pretty much laid out the situation for her. I didn't leave a whole lot out, but when I told her what Frannie had done, and that I was going to fire her ass, she held up her hand to stop me.
"You can't fire her, Jack. You would be opening us up to a wrongful termination suit at the very least. It could get worse if she says you were retaliating against her for her personal issues unrelated to the workplace. I don't know if she would, but you can't afford to take the chance."
"Bull shit Butch, so she just gets to screw me over, after what she did?"
"Relax, Jack, I have a better idea. Just work out a transfer with Bill for her. I need a new Admin." Butch gave me a truly evil smile. "Give her a raise too. That way she can't say she was being harassed by you. You told me she needs the money, right?"
I couldn't help myself. I returned her smile and laughed. It was the first bit of good news I had, and maybe it would start me towards my recovery on the long road back. You see Butch, had worked here for about five years, and during that time span she had been through twelve, no it must be actually be thirteen, AA's now. And that's not even counting the ones that just resigned when they found out they would be working for her.
The first few she went through tried filing all sorts of complaints and lawsuits. None of them went anywhere because Butch didn't hold anyone to a different standard than she held herself. She kept impeccable records and brooked no-nonsense. Among the administrative staff she was known as 'The Angel of Death,' because, if you worked for her you were a 'dead girl walking.'
That night at their place I had to tell the whole story again for Becky's benefit. Her only response was to constantly shake her head in sympathy. Butch just seemed to get angrier. I was glad she was on my side.
After having wound down a bit from finishing my story, I told them about my conversation with Frannie after Dakota left.
"Oh, that cunt is just going to love working for me, Jack!"
I figured that was going to be a short story.
As I'm a glutton for punishment, I asked them about the 'beta' comment from Frannie. It's a guy thing, right?
Butch rolled her eyes at me. "Of course you are a beta Jack. Jesus, you guys have got to stop watching and reading so much porn! Listen, I know that in the porn world, betas are supposed to wear cock cages, get beaten with paddles, and clean up after their wife's trysts with her lover, but porn isn't real life.
"Do you really want to know what a beta male is? He's a terrific lover because he cares about what his partner wants in bed. He remains faithful and is a great father to his children. He will actually have conversations with his wife that don't involve their sex life. A beta male is very protective of his family. He will actually do the laundry once in a while and pick up after himself. He's dependable and not a control freak. He isn't threatened by his wife's friends or independence. There are a million other things Jack. Frannie wasn't insulting you; she was complimenting you.
"But what about Dakota's alpha gene comment?"
Becky interjected herself at this point. "You're going to have to ask Dakota about that one. You know you're going to have to at some point anyway, if only for your peace of mind. I don't pretend to comprehend her motivations for doing what she has done, but I can understand her thought process."
"What? Are you..."
"Relax, Jack, let me explain by asking you a question. Would you say that Butch is an alpha or a beta?"
"Definitely an alpha."
"You're wrong, she may be an alpha at work, but at home, she's definitely a beta. Why do you think I've been with her for all these years? She is all those things she described about betas when she is at home."
Now that really surprised me. I looked over at Butch. She had a wry smile on her face and was nodding her head.
"That's right Jack, I'm the alpha in our partnership. Butch lets me drive our relationship both in bed and out. She is the alpha, no that's not quite right, she has to be the alpha at work, which allows her to be the beta at home. She needs both to be complete.
"And Jack, the truth is that depending on circumstance, we all move between the alpha and beta personality traits. Unless of course, you are a sociopath."
Butch's eyes were moist. She was looking at Becky in loving admiration. I knew they were soul mates. I remembered similar looks from Dakota. Jesus, I wonder if it's true?
"Men can probably do the same, but generally, women are better at compartmentalizing. My guess is that Dakota was telling Frannie the truth when she told her that she needed both of you in order to be whole."
At that point, Butch got up and went and sat in Becky's lap, and they began kissing passionately. I started to excuse myself and stood up to leave.
"Don't go, Jack." They spoke simultaneously. "We'll behave." And they laughed, embarrassed.
"It's true, Jack, Becky is my soul mate, but she runs things here. How are you feeling about all this?"
It took me a long time to gather and articulate my thoughts. This insight was new, and it made my brain hurt. But I came to understand the contradiction that was my life.
"You know, after listening and watching you two interact, I do believe she really does love me and needs me for that matter. But the problem is instead of being upfront about the life she needed at the beginning of our relationship, she made my life a lie. And she did it for her own selfish reasons. She knew I wouldn't have gone along with it, so to get what she wanted, she lied to me. I will never forgive her for that!"
"So, what's next for you then, Jack? What about your kids? I have to believe that they love you too. And you told us you loved them? You can't just switch that off because of what their mother did."
"I don't know, Butch, I just don't know. I do know that Dakota and I are getting divorced. And nothing on this earth will make me change my mind. I know it's petty, and it might end my relationship with Helena and Sheridan, but I'm going to make Dakota and her lover hurt and hurt bad.
"Out of curiosity, what do you both think about Frannie's role in this mess?"
Becky was silent, but Butch spoke, "I don't know if this makes sense, Sundance, but in a way her betrayal somehow seems worse to me. I mean your wife is what she is. My guess is that for all Dakota's flaws, her actions were driven by her internal idea of love, need, and compassion. But Frannie's disloyalty was devious, calculated, and unforgivable. Leave her to me."
I nodded my head and knew they understood. "I'm going to bed guys, thanks for letting me crash here."
My cell phone had been buzzing all night, indicating a text or phone call from Dakota. I never read, listened to, or answered any one of the more than twenty.
The next day at the office, I worked out the transfer for Frannie. She would start as Butch's AA on Monday. May God have mercy on her soul. In the meantime, she was sent home with pay for the rest of the week.
I was still staying at Butch and Becky's place. I was extremely grateful to them, and they didn't seem to be in any hurry to get rid of me. I had completely ignored all contact attempts from Dakota. What would be the point? I had instructed the security desk not to let Dakota anywhere near the office or parking lot.
I got an unexpected visitor at the office a few days afterward. It was Montana, Dakota's older sister. I guess it was my bad that I forgot to mention Montana to security. Montana had never really warmed up to me, nor I to her, I suppose. When she was around me, she had a perpetual smirk on her face. Like she knew something I didn't type of look.
Since I didn't have an AA any longer, there she was unannounced, standing in my doorway with her trademark smirk. Maybe today, I could wipe it off her face for good.
"What do you want, Montana?" As if I didn't know.
"Can I at least come in and sit down, Jack?"
"Sure, but don't get too comfortable. You won't be here that long." I pointed her to a chair.
"Look, Jack, I know you and me haven't been the best of friends over the years, but please just listen for a couple of minutes, and then I'll get out of your hair." She still had an air of arrogance about her, like she was talking with a wayward ten-year-old. "You know she loves you, Jack, and she will do anything to get past her mistake. Do you believe she loves you?"
I tried my best to stifle a laugh, but it came out anyway. "You know Montana, I actually do believe she loves me, but it doesn't matter. I have nothing but contempt and disdain for her. Anything else? I'm really busy."
"You're an asshole, Jack. You always were. I don't know what she sees in you...."
"Well, at least that's something we agree on, Montana. I don't know what she sees in me either!" I spat it out with as much disgust as I could muster.
"I didn't come to argue, Jack. Since you won't talk with her, she wrote this letter for you." She leaned over my desk and handed me a thickish white envelope.
I took the letter from her. Written across the front in Dakota's handwriting, it read, 'For my Dearest Jack.' I sighed and stood up. With a great deal of flair I walked over to the shredder. I fed the unopened letter into it, all the while staring at Montana. Now I was the one with the smirk on my face.
"You stupid childish little boy Jack! You dumb motherfucker, you are bringing down a lot of hurt on yourself and your family." She was spitting nails as she stomped towards the door.
"Hey Montana, before you go, would you care to tell me about Brockton Bozeman?"
She froze in mid-stride. She slowly turned back to me. "I don't know what you are referring to." Her arrogance was gone, and her voice had a sense of desperation. Her angry façade was crumbling fast.
"I'll bet your husband Troy would be interested in..."
"No Jack, please?" She was disintegrating. "This has nothing to do with Troy. I, I, I was just trying to help Dakota. She truly loves you." Tears were rolling down her cheeks. I think she already knew the end was near for her. "Isn't there anything I can do?"
"You have one week Montana. If you don't tell Troy everything; or if you try to shade the truth in any way about your other life, he gets it all. Every bit of evidence I have, and I have a lot! He's going to get it anyway, but because I'm such a nice guy, I'm giving you a week to see if you can sell Troy on your lifestyle. But, if he doesn't come to me in person by the end of one week and tell me that he doesn't care about it, he gets it all."
"Jack, please, I know you don't believe me, but I do love Troy. He means everything to me." Uh, huh. I've heard that one before. She had gone from an arrogant bitch to a sorrowful child in about five minutes. I actually felt a little guilty for having done it.
"As strange as it might seem to you, Montana, I do believe you. I really do. That's why I'm giving you a week. If I didn't believe you loved him, he just would have received a rather large package at work by tomorrow."
"Jack no, I'm begging you..."
"Are your two boys really his kids Montana?"
"Please Jack, you don't understand, it isn't like you think, please let me explain..."
I guess I had my answer. "You have one week. Goodbye Montana, please close the door on your way out." I started rifling through some papers on my desk. I couldn't look at her any longer. I didn't really know Troy all that well, but he deserved to know.
You see, EH's people had discovered that Montana, who was a couple of years older than Dakota, was leading the same kind of life. Maybe Dakota got the idea from her, or maybe the both of them from their mother, or out of Cosmo. Who knows, it didn't matter. I heard the door close. I picked up the phone.
"Yeah, EH, burn it down."
"Music to my ears buddy, music to my ears. But Jackson, you have to make some decisions here and it won't be easy."
"None of it has been easy so far EH, what now?"
He was very deliberate in his response. "I think the annulment is a slam dunk. With the evidence we have gathered, and Frannie's affidavit, it's not an issue. We have to file your petition with your sworn declarations for the annulment, and then have her served. It's a piece of cake.
"I'm going to make it loud. I will ensure that every interested media outlet gets a heads- up on this. But, if we do this, you are giving up all visitation/custody rights to your kids. You won't have to pay alimony or child support, it would be like the girls will have never been in your life." He paused for a moment. "Unless of course, Dubois and she allowed you visitation, which isn't likely after we burn their carcasses.
"I can't have you going halfway with me on this, Jackson. You are either in it to the bitter end, or we just file for divorce and you walk away a lot poorer for having done so. What's it going to be, partner?"
Shit, it just keeps getting worse.
"Crap, EH, I've got to think about this. I'll get back to you in a couple of days."
"Ok Jackson, but I'm all ready to go right now. Let me know."
I loved my girls. Initially, when I heard that they were calling Dubois Daddy, I was angry at them. Then I realized, for all they knew, they had two daddies that loved them. It wasn't their fault. Who knows what Dakota had said to them?
I honestly didn't know which way I was going to go. I ran it by Butch and Becky when I got home that night. They wouldn't give me an answer one way or the other. I couldn't blame them. I still hadn't decided which way I was going to go. But, because of the girls, I was leaning towards a divorce. Then Dakota made the decision easy for me. She had spoken to Montana. What a shock.
I had stopped for a quick drink after work at the Horsehead Bar and Grill. I had no idea why it was called that. There wasn't a single thing inside that related to horses. But, it was usually quiet and I needed it to wrestle with my thoughts in solitude. It wasn't to be.
My contemplations were rudely interrupted.
"Hello, Jack."
"Dakota."
"We need to talk, Jack. But I want to show you something first. Please come outside with me." She didn't wait for an answer. She just strode towards the door. What the hell, I put a twenty on my glass, waved to the bartender, and followed her.
Once outside, and in the still bright late afternoon sun and after our eyes had adjusted, she pointed towards a Chevy SUV. "You see them, Jack?"
I gazed across the parking lot while shielding my eyes; I saw the asshole Dubois with Sheridan and Helena sitting inside. Dubois had a sour look on his face but he never looked directly my way. He was just staring straight ahead. But I could clearly see my girls. They were staring desperately at me, and they were crying. Dubois started the engine and drove away. God, what had Dakota done?
In a voice filled with venom, she made my decision for me. "Unless you and I come to an understanding right here and right now, Jack; that is the last time you will ever see your daughters. If you divorce me, you know I will get custody. Oh, you'll get visitation rights, but I will do my damndest to make certain that it doesn't happen. I will blame you for breaking up our family. By the time I'm done, they will never want to see you again."
Despite everything that had happened, I was stunned at her hubris. Not for doing it, but for having involved Sheridan and Helena in it.
"What do you want, Dakota?"
"I want us back together, Jack. I want my family back. You just need to deal with the reality of Byron being in my life."
"I know their not my daughters, Dakota."
"Of course they are your daughters Jack. I loved two men and I never knew for sure who the biological father was, but I knew you were the best man by far to raise them."
"You're still lying to me, Dakota. I can always tell when you do."
"I'm not Jack, what makes you think you can tell anyway?"
"Because your lips always move when you lie." It took her a moment to figure it out.
"Jack..."
"Get the fuck away from me, you stupid, vindictive bitch! I'll see you in court." I headed straight for my car. I called EH as I was driving away.
"Go for the annulment, EH. I'm in all the way. Oh yeah, and burn that piece of shit, Dubois too." I disconnected before he could respond.
It was clear to me that no matter what choice I made, she would use the girls as a weapon against me. I didn't really have a choice. It was time to end this. Maybe in a few years, I could somehow make Sheridan and Helena understand.
I had no idea what might happen after Dakota was served, so I moved out of Butch's place and went to a hotel. I had already taken care of all the administrative and financial things. EH was going to serve her with a temporary restraining order. He called it a TRO. He told me it would only be valid for a few weeks, and then we would have to attend a hearing to make it permanent. Of course, 'permanent' in our state meant three years.



But, EH had high hopes that once served with the order, she would immediately violate it by coming to my workplace to berate me. Or better yet, hit me. He thought it would be really great if she drew blood or broke one of my bones. He said if she did as he hoped, that would make the permanent order a slam dunk. Sometimes I questioned whose side he was on.
All there was to do now was to have her served and wait for the hearing. Two days later, Dakota did just what EH was hoping she would.
She flew past the guard desk, stormed into my office, and started throwing things around, all the while swearing like a sailor. She slapped me a couple of times before the guards could subdue her and hold her for the police. EH was disappointed that she hadn't really caused me more damage, but he thought we could get the order made permanent anyway.
The annulment hearing was set for sixty days later. EH was a man of his word. He made sure every media outlet knew when, where, and what was going to happen. Dakota's lawyer tried to get the hearing closed to the public, but the judge was up for re-election, so he turned down their request.
EH had been right, the Annulment was a slam dunk. But he drew out the hearing, and with surprisingly good acting skills, made it seem as dramatic as possible. I got my annulment, he got a talk show, and the gossip rags got increased ratings out of it.
Six days after my conversation with Montana I did get a visit from her husband Troy.
"Hell, I'm just not as strong as you, Jack. I love her and want to give her a chance. Our kids are older and will be leaving for college soon, but I still need them in my life. On top of all that, I'm too old to start over." He was very emotional. "Can you just hold on to the evidence though? I'm afraid that if I saw it, I couldn't get past it." He sounded embarrassed. "I might need it later?"
"You know the kids aren't yours, right? She did tell you that, didn't she?" He just nodded his head in resignation. "Troy, is she still going to be sleeping with her other 'husband'? He shook his head no but looked sheepishly down at his feet.
"The boys are mine Jack, I'm their father no matter who the sperm donor was. I just can't give them up. And, she says no, that she will give that that lifestyle up if I stay with her. It's weird, I know. But, I think she really does love me."
Hmmm, that was different.
"I understand Troy. And, you might actually be the stronger of the two of us. I just can't let it go, you know?"
He bobbed his head solemnly in understanding, shook my hand, and left. I never saw him or Montana again. I heard they moved out of state as soon as their two kids finished high school.
On the same day as my meeting with Troy, Mrs. Byron Dubois received a rather thick and heavy FedEx package. Things went downhill very fast for Mr. Dubois. Doing that was probably a mistake on my part because when several months later, the court awarded me back child support from Dubois, he didn't really have a pot to piss in.
I thought EH was going to have a heart attack when he learned that he was only going to get 40% of $250 dollars a month. Yeah, he was so angry he took back his promise of a 5% discount. He did calm down when I asked him how much he was getting to do his talk show.
About six months after the annulment, I contacted Dakota and asked if we could get together to talk. Everyone kept telling me I needed closure. Whatever the hell that was, but I did have questions.
We met at the Horse Head of all places.
"Are you kidding me! After what you did to Byron and me? It will be a cold day in hell before you will see my girls. If you so much as whisper something to them, I will have a restraining order placed on you so fast your head will spin!"
"After what I did to you! You delusional bit..." I had to take a deep breath, getting into a shouting match wasn't going to fix anything. "What if I dropped my restraining order and agreed to fund the girls' college tuition? I know you and Byron are scrapping by. As you said, they are innocent in all this. I know you want them to have the opportunity to attend a good college." I could see she was softening.
"I don't know, Jack."
"Look, Dakota, I'll even baby-sit if you guys want to go away for the weekend or something. I know they are getting to the age where they really don't need one, but I'm just trying to get the opportunity to keep them in my life. To show them I still love them. And I won't lie to you, maybe to explain why I did what I did? I promise I won't bad mouth you. I will just say that you wanted to lead a lifestyle that was different from mine, and we both thought it best if we went our separate ways."
"Let me think about it." Her tone of voice had moderated itself to almost normal levels.
"Do you mind Dakota if I ask you a few questions? I suppose it doesn't really matter, but it's been bothering me and I'd like to get answers. Please tell me the truth; it won't undo anything that has been done."
"Whatever, Jack." She was getting impatient.
Her attitude was pissing me off, but it didn't take much to do that where she was concerned.
"Why...You basically ruined my life and for what?"
She gave out a perturbed sigh. "You did that to yourself, Jack." She could sense I was getting ready to blow a gasket and she held up both hands and kept speaking. "I know, I know, it was my actions that broke us up, but it was you who went scorched earth on me."
"I didn't have a choice. You ripped out my soul and fed it to the wild dogs. What did you expect me to do?"
"When you found out, I expected you to be hurt, obviously. But I thought we would sit and talk about it like adults and work it out somehow. You know Troy and Montana are still together, right? People talk Jack, they work through their problems."
"To be fair though Dakota, Montana told him she would give up her lover," not that I believed her, "to try and make their marriage work. You told me I would just have to live with Byron being in your life." I could see that one cut her.
She changed tactics. "I didn't set out to hurt you, Jack. You would have to admit that up until the moment you saw Byron and me, you felt like you had a great life. I helped you have that life. I loved you deeply. My heart broke when you left me."
"Well, that raises the really big question, I guess. Why did you need the both of us?"
"I don't know, Jack." She gave a deep and deliberate sigh. "My sister was doing it, and some of my girlfriends were too. You may not know it, but that lifestyle is becoming more and more acceptable."
"Oh please..." I snorted derisively. "Then why not discuss it openly with me, before we got married? Oh yeah, and by the way, did you really fuck Dubois on our wedding day?"
"First off, who told you that? That is a complete lie. I would never have done that!" She actually appeared incredulous. "Secondly, if I had told you, would you have gone through with the wedding? No, you wouldn't have. And I loved you so much.
"Sometimes though, I just wanted to get fucked. Don't misunderstand me; I loved what you did to me in bed. But, you just don't have it in you to take me and not worry about hurting me."
I knew she was being sincere, if not delusional. It was obvious that I wasn't going to be getting anything resembling a satisfactory response, so I moved on. What could she have said that would make sense, anyway?
"Why did you have to fuck him in my bed?"
"I know you won't believe me, but that was the first and only time we ever did it in our house, never mind the bed."
That definitely raised my eyebrows, but for some reason, I believed her. "Well then, why that time?"
She sighed again, but it was one of sadness this time. "Byron and his stupid Alpha tendencies. He just had to push it, and in a moment of weakness, I gave in. Stupid, stupid, stupid." She was close to tears.
"Speaking of the 'Alpha' versus 'Beta' thing..."
"Oh god Jack, will you give that a rest? You were a great husband, father, and lover..."
"Then why the kids? And don't tell me that wasn't deliberate. I know better."
She at least had the decency to look sheepish before answering. "Jack you are a mostly anonymous mid level manager in midsized company. You drive a minivan for Christ's sake. Your idea of fun is to sit at home in that god awful man cave of yours, watching sports on television.
"Byron's idea of fun is to charter a plane and fly to that game. Or jet off to Vegas for a weekend. Byron drives corvettes and owns, or at least used to own, his own successful business. That type of life is intoxicating, but not good for the long haul...."
"Yeah, but you are with him and not me."
"Not for much longer, I'm afraid."
"Really?"
"Yeah, living with the arrogant ass full time is a whole lot different than using him part- time. Besides, he is a shitty father, just like I knew he would be."
"I really don't feel sorry for you, Dakota." What a lousy situation. I wanted to strangle
her. "You made your own bed."
"Listen, Jack. I know I fucked up big time with that little stunt at the bar with the girls. It was stupid of me, I know. But I was desperate and figured I didn't have anything to lose. God, I wished I could undo that part if nothing else."
She was quiet for a moment, and as for me, I didn't feel any better for having had this conversation, so the hell with closure. I started to get up and leave.
"Jack, wait!" She grabbed my arm. "I still love you, and I always will. I want you to know that if you come back to me, we could make it work. I promise I will never see Byron again, and I will spend the rest of my life doing whatever it takes to make it up to you."
I pulled my arm away from her, stood, and looked down at her. "Sorry Dakota, way too late for that. Thanks for meeting with me. Think about what I said about the girls. Good bye, Dakota."
"Jack wait, please don't go, I need you in my life."
I didn't even look back.
I never did hear back from Dakota about my proposition for the girls. Hell, I didn't know if she was still with Dubois or living on the street. I didn't much care either. But, not knowing about Helena and Sheridan kept eating away at me, sometimes to the point of distraction. They were innocent pawns in this mess. Did I do the right thing?
Two years later:
I was sitting at my favorite neighborhood dive bar, 'Emilio's.' I was working on my second Jack and water when Emilio slapped another one down in front of me and shook his head in exasperation. It was almost two years after the annulment was granted, and I was still feeling sorry for myself. I knew if I wasn't such a good tipper, he would have kicked me out of his bar long ago.
Every night that I showed up, which was most nights, he would greet me in the same fashion.
"Terrific, here comes mister sunshine. Try not to suck the life out of my place again tonight would you, Jack?" I guess he felt I wasn't exactly the life of the party. "The drink's on the lady at the end of the bar." He jerked his head to the left. "Are you going to go weep on her shoulder and generally make a fool out of yourself? Gonna make her run from the place like all the rest and cost me money, asshole!" And he stomped away, muttering under his breath.
And here I thought Emilio had replaced EH as my best friend. I looked over and saw Frannie approaching. Well, that was a surprise. I was pretty much frozen in place while I gawked at her.
I had only seen Frannie in the company building a couple of times. I tried not to even acknowledge her existence in any way, but one time she cornered me outside the break room. "I'm not quitting, Jack. The bitch can fire me if she wants, but I'm not going to give her a reason. I won't give you the satisfaction." And she stomped away.
I went straight to Butch's office. I was seething. "Why is that bitch still here?"
"Calm down, Sundance. I am treating her just like every other AA I've ever had. She is just the best I've ever seen. She takes whatever I dish out. If she fails, she fails, but Frannie stays as long as she produces."
And now here she was standing in front of me, still Butch's AA. That was definitely a record. Her fortitude had eventually killed my hate for her. I just viewed her as an invisible part of a past life.
"Hey Jack, how are you doing?" When I didn't respond, she continued. "Do you think we could talk?"
I gave a long pause. Maybe it was time. "Yeah, Frannie, I guess we can do that."
Note to readers:
I know Jack's unresolved relationship with Sheridan and Helena is a big hole in the story. I was going to write a one-liner, or at most, a paragraph to resolve it. You know one of those, 'and he never saw either of them again' lines. Or, 'Three years later he ran into both Sheridan and Helena at a family function. After a rocky start they reconciled, and lived happily ever after' things.
But in truth, I don't think that would do it justice. It is a way, way too complex an issue for that. I have thoughts of someday writing a story to conclude it. If I ever do, it will be done as a stand-alone, so please don't yell at me about a Part III. Thanks for reading.



        Falling and Flying

        Love isn't easy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/falling-and-flying

Title: Falling and Flying

Author: Tnicoll

Category: Romance

Description: Love isn't easy.

Tags: the art of falling, love story
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It's funny how falling feels like flying,


For a little while,


"Fallin and Flyin" Performed by Jeff Bridges


Written by Stephen Bruton & Gary Nicholson

Story:
It was one of those beautiful warm late spring afternoons when the blooms were still fresh and not yet dulled by the punishing summer's heat. David was seated in one of the ubiquitous mass event PVC folding chairs designed to punish its user for their inability to find a way out of attending the event. His powder-white and inadequately padded device was only one of over three thousand meticulously orchestrated in seemingly endless rows on the freshly mown lawn of Central College's football field.
He closed his eyes and gazed skyward to better feel the warmth of the sun's rays on his face. He always found the heat from the spring sun a refreshing validation of the continuous cycle of life. That gave him comfort even in the most troubling times.
His melancholy mood fit perfectly with the emotions of the day. His youngest child, Britton, would be the last of his four children to leave home. Her career path already chosen, she had a job waiting for her out of state.
Her matriculation gave him a sense of pride and accomplishment but also made him doleful. He did not view it as a failure, but rather a tremendous success that all of his kids had chosen to spread their wings and move out of state to build their professional and family lives. After all, isn't that the fundamental parental responsibility, to make sure your children can prosper without you? Still, it made him downcast to think he would be alone now.
David was no longer a young man. Although his icy blue eyes still had a little sparkle left in them, he felt the burden of raising a family and the hard-earned worry lines shown prominently on his face. He was fifty, tired, and unsure of what the future held for him. He thought that many of his fellow attendees must be feeling similar sentiments and grappling with the same uncertainties that burdened his heart.
What was next for him? He sighed and let his mind drift back to the nearly thirty years ago when his odyssey began.
David Christian Broward was in love. He had to be because he never felt anything like this before. He alternately felt euphoria and nausea. The mere sound of her voice made his heart rate jump thirty points. He became a clumsy oaf, always stumbling over things. His grades suffered, but he didn't care.
When he thought about her, and that was pretty much every waking minute, he had trouble breathing. He often found himself sucking in short sharp breaths that never provided enough oxygen for his brain to function critically.
It reminded him of his childhood after having been in a car accident. He had broken two ribs and it hurt to breathe so he would take quick short breaths. That same accident killed his mother. His father was so despondent he slowly drank himself to death when David was only sixteen.
He moved in with his aunt but left home the day after his high school graduation and never looked back. He had enough money from his parents' estate and the accident settlement to get him into college to study engineering. He didn't really love it, but he was always analytical and the work tended to be done in isolation, which he was very comfortable with.
Here he was a twenty-year-old college junior and up until a month ago, he had only been on one date in his entire life. That was two years ago as a freshman. The date was a complete disaster. At the end of their evening, the young lady that he was infatuated with for months before working up the courage to ask out was very polite about it, but told him to never contact her again. It might have had something to do with the fact that he was so anxious that he sweated profusely throughout their uncomfortable dinner. He went through several napkins trying to keep up with it.
David was never a great conversationalist in the first place, and he judged that by his date's fascination with the various shapes of the pasta on her plate, he was doing less than satisfactory in that arena. Of course, she could have just been looking for bugs, but he doubted it. They were able to converse for about thirty seconds on the current state of the weather but not much beyond that
It didn't get any better during the movie. Because of his trepidation in doing something to embarrass himself he got so tense it caused him to have hiccups throughout it. He felt like he was back in fourth grade when he would get the hiccups if called upon to speak during class.
Mercifully the date ended, David felt relief because he knew he would never put himself in that position again. He resigned himself to a lifetime of bachelorhood and callused palms.
He started developing his calluses back in high school. If there was one thing David Broward was good at it was masturbation. He had started to perfect that particular skill back when he was a freshman in high school. He had Ms. Elkins, his grammar class teacher to thank for that.
Ms. Elkins was a goddess. She was an older woman, of course, probably twenty-four or so. And, well she had huge breasts. They were assuredly held in place by a 50's style bullet bra and were highlighted to perfection by the tight sweaters she religiously wore, even when it was ninety-five degrees outside. By his estimation, David had consummated his marriage to her over five hundred times during that school year.
There was a familiar but unusual pattern to Ms. Elkins's class. Her class was the only one that all the boys showed up early for. At the end of the class, the boys all stayed in their seats. They were hunched over their desks with their jackets in their laps, trying to mentally recite the elements in the Periodic Table. The girls were always snickering as they left to head to their next classroom. Fortunately for David and his brethren, their class was right before the morning nutrition break so they had a little more time to gather their wits.
At the time David was sure that Ms. Elkins was oblivious to the effect she was having on the males of the school. She was always very attentive and would walk up and down the aisles closely examining everyone's progress on what ever punctuation exercise would be taking place at the time. She always smelled wonderful and she did seem to pause at the boys' desks more frequently but that was probably because they had more trouble with the intricacies of understanding the rules regarding when to use 'affect' vs.'effect' in a sentence than the young ladies did?
One time, Ms Elkins stopped at David's desk to help him with a particular problem. As she bent over his desk to point out an error in his work, David turned his head in her direction. The view that met his fifteen-year-old pubescent eyes was indescribable. He spontaneously ejaculated into his 501's. His eyes rolled up in his head and he let out a low slow moan, almost a growl really. Two girls in the adjacent aisle snickered.
Ms. Elkins had been saying something which of course he couldn't decipher because his brain was focused elsewhere. When he regained consciousness she patted him on the shoulder and said, "There Davie now isn't that better?" Seemingly ignorant to her effect on poor David, she continued her stroll down the aisle.
"Yes ma'am." He croaked out and the girls snickering turned to raucous laughter. David's face was beet red but he didn't care. He was in an endorphin overload, with every nerve ending in his body on fire. And it was a sensational feeling, not unlike his first encounter with Bristol Calloway shortly after this fall semester began. Only this time with Bristol it was even better, or was it worse?
He was sitting alone, as was usual, on the lawn outside his dorm room typing away on his laptop when a shadow settled on him. He looked up and there she was. And she was perfect. All thoughts of having committed himself to bachelorhood evaporated in an instant. She was looking at him intently. Maybe she feels it too? Then she smiled and continued on her way.
It was a moment of truth for David Broward. His destiny was walking away from him and he sat there paralyzed with fear and feelings of doubt. She kept walking. Get up you moron, do something your future wife is getting away! She's your soulmate, the yin to your yang, DO FUCKING SOMETHING!
But he couldn't. He put his head down and closed his eyes. He was crestfallen with his stupidity and inaction. He had begun to contemplate how he might commit suicide because he was such a loser, his life was obviously over....
"Excuse me, what's your name?"
David didn't recognize the voice but it was as smooth as silk and as warm and comforting as his mother's bosom. When he was a small child his mother often held him tightly to her breast to soothe whatever problem he had incurred. It was his fondest memory of his mother.
He wanted to savor the feelings for a bit. She was standing right in front of him. Had God intervened? He didn't believe that a god existed but if he could find a way to keep her here for a few minutes he might change his mind.
"Uhh, are you all right? You do have a name, right?"
David scrambled to his feet, well really he tripped over them as he was trying to get up, so he had to brush himself off, but he did finally manage to stand. How very gallant of him he thought. "Umm sorry, yes ah David, David Broward is my name."
She stuck out her hand to shake his. "Well hi David, David Broward, I'm Bristol. Did you feel it?"
Now David was incredibly shy, but he wasn't stupid, so he managed to avoid the obvious cliché answer, and simply said, "Y-y-yes."
"Well then, what are you going to do about it?"
"Ahhh...."
She gave a deep sigh of frustration. "I'm going to have to do all the work then, aren't I?"
"Huh?"
"Bristol rolled her eyes. "Never mind, give me your phone." David handed it over dutifully. She proceeded in exasperation to tap in her contact information. "You are taking me out tonight, pick me up at six. Don't worry; so as not to tax your brain too much, I will choose the restaurant."
"O-o-ok."
"You're quite an eloquent conversationalist aren't you David, David Broward? I'll bet you're an engineering major?"
"Yes." Stammered David, Surprisingly, he wasn't that tongue-tied, but he was afraid his usual anxieties with the opposite gender would cause him to start with the hiccups so he thought keeping those triggers to a minimum was important.
"Listen David, David Broward..."
"P-p-please just, just call me David."
"Ok, good, we are making progress, David it is. So, David dress casual, we are probably only going to get pizza, but we do need to explore that connection we both felt before our wedding date, so let's work on expanding your dialogue capabilities between now and six shall we?" She didn't really think he would lose interest in her between now and then but she wanted to make certain, so as she turned and strutted away, she gave him a little extra sway of her hips.
"Ok." Our wedding date? Ok then.
And just like that, they were inseparable. David was happier than he ever remembered. And as his comfort level with Bristol grew so too did his dialogue capabilities. His slightly acerbic sense of humor that he lost when puberty hit him, returned. Bristol had the same sense of humor and it made them both love each other even more. Within a couple of weeks, they knew they were meant to spend the rest of their lives together. They shared a mutual desire for a large family and to live the 'American Dream' as it were.
Their growing love wasn't without some bumps in the road. The initial one was the first time they made love.
"Umm, how was it for you?"
"David, I can safely say, and with great confidence...that was the absolute worst sexual experience of my life. And believe me, I have had a lot of experience, so I'm well qualified to offer that opinion." Bristol stated it as matter of fact, while looking directly into David's eyes. "That was your first time wasn't it?"
A stunned David was speechless. The countless teasing and tormenting episodes about his shyness and awkwardness back in high school came rushing back. His eyes started to water as he tried to jump out of bed, but Bristol was too quick and held him down by lying on top of him, pinning him to the bed.
Despite his embarrassment, her nude sweaty sensuous body was molded perfectly into his, and that coupled with the sexual aura that permeated the room made his cock start to rise immediately. The physiology of her perfect breasts locked against his chest was overcoming his utter embarrassment at his failure. He was mortified because Bristol's eyes started to get wide as she felt his now fully turgid member pressing into her stomach. She quickly pushed herself up with her arms straddling his torso and stared into his unblinking eyes.
"Oh...honey, you are so the man for me."
"Huh?" He was still laboring to get up and away, but she was experiencing a level of strength he didn't know she had.
"David baby, listen to me. I love you with all my heart. I promise I will teach you everything you need to know to please me. We are perfect for each other."
"Ok, but am I going to have to teach you how to please me too?"
"Was that a serious question?" You're a man. Do you think you could ever feel any better than you did the moment you came inside me? I mean ever, in your life?"
David had to admit he could not.
"But honey, I had a feeling that you were a virgin, so I took it easy on you. In the future, I am going to teach you positions you didn't know existed. I'm going to give you blow jobs that would cure a dead man's ED. I am going to make the Kama Sutra seem like Sex for Dummies. If I accidentally kill you in the process, your last words to me will be 'thank you.'"
She did come close to killing him but he survived and soon enough, he was giving as good as he got in the bedroom. His self-confidence grew leaps and bounds too. Although he wasn't naïve enough to think Bristol wasn't still in charge, he viewed their relationship as a true partnership. Together they would take on the world. They planned to get married as soon as they graduated, a little over a year from now.
For a few months David constantly felt like he was flying. Life couldn't have been any better if he were living in a dream. But then, as their junior year was coming to a close, the wheels started to come off.
"David, sweetheart, can we talk for a bit?"
"We always do, don't we? That's our second best thing. What's up?"
"Well, as you know, school will be out in a few weeks."
David was hoping that Bristol was looking for him to take her on an extended vacation, or more likely ask that they move in together off-campus as she lived at home with her mother Holly, and he in the dorms. He was wrong.
"Honey, I'm going to spend this summer traveling around with a group of friends. When I come back I'll be yours forever. It's just sort of a last fling type of experience I'm looking for."
"I thought you were already mine forever?"
"David, for these... past several months we have been virtually exclusive, and..."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa! What do you mean by virtually?"
"Well, David we never discussed exclusivity so I just assumed..."
"Hold on Bristol. We discussed marriage, we even have a date set for Christ's sake. Doesn't that alone scream exclusivity?" David was shocked, confused, and livid.
"Honey do you believe that I love you?"
"Of course."
"Well as you know I'm a very sexually expressive person. Do you think I was able to teach you about sex so well because I read a couple of books?"
Truthfully, David had known all along that she was a lot more experienced than he because she definitely couldn't have learned all that from Sex for Dummies. But he figured it wasn't any of his business what she had done before, so he never addressed it. That was starting to look like a mistake. But he was entitled, wasn't he? He was very new at this whole relationship thing and he was beginning to understand how deep in over his head he was.
He was torn. Did he want to just skip past it, or delve deeper into the whole 'virtually exclusive thing?' Maybe his best course of action was to ignore it for the moment and focus on their future?
"Look Bristol, let's forget the past and talk about our future. From this day forward I see us as one hundred percent exclusive. Maybe we should even talk about moving in together over the summer?"
"David honey, you haven't been listening to me. I am going away for the summer with some old friends of mine. But when I return and start the senior year I will be yours forever."
Again David was no dummy, he had noticed how conveniently she skipped over the being exclusive part.
"But David, I'm insulted that you would want us to move in together before we are married. Besides, we would miss out on some of the best parts of being newlyweds if we did that. And think of all the fun we will have when I get back in September."
"Ok, I understand that part, so let's talk a little about these 'friends' of yours." He made angry air quotes around the word friends. "Who exactly are they, do I know them?"
"Oh, they're no one special, just a group of kids I knew back in high school. Now that we are all close to graduating, we thought we would have one last fling, sort of an 'Endless Summer' kind of thing." She was being earnest. She was guileless by nature. That was one of the many things that enamored him about her. But, that wasn't making David feel any better at the moment.
"What are their names?"
"Well you don't know any of them, but there is Marcie... Jeanette...." She saw him rolling his finger at her urging her on. "Then there is William, Thomas, and Kent. We used to call ourselves the 'gang of six' back in school."
"You're joking, right? Do you really expect me to be ok with you spending the summer with a group of guys you used to date?"
"David, have I ever lied to you?"
"No, but apparently you've skipped over a few important things during our time together."
"David, I love you. The fates put us together and nothing will tear us apart. You have to trust me. Our love will last forever."
David had an ominous feeling about the whole idea, but he was inexperienced in matters of the heart. In his mind the love he had for her made him feel like he had to trust her so he reluctantly relented. She was of course, ecstatic.
Four months later, Bristol was back and three months pregnant.
"Well, Bristol, your summer sojourn must have agreed with you. It looks like you gained a few pounds." He spate it out with as much sarcasm as he could muster.
"Yeah...about that, we need to talk."
In reality, it was only twenty minutes later, but it seemed a lifetime to David when she finished speaking. It was several more minutes before he could finally speak. "No Bristol, just no! I will not raise another man's baby..."
"David, please just listen to me." She urgently interrupted. It was an accident. I didn't get pregnant on purpose, you know I didn't, but I can't, I won't give up my baby." Abortions were anathema to both of them, so that solution never even entered their minds.
Her tone of voice gave away the desperation she was feeling. "Maybe it would help if you looked at it this way. Do you remember the moment we met? We both fell in love in an instant. That is fate. It is our destiny to be together. We both felt it, right?"



"Yes, so?" Tears were streaming down his cheeks. His emotions were unchecked and about to get away from him. He was so despairing to find some way out of the mess that he was ready to listen.
"What if I already had a child out of wedlock at that moment we met? You said yourself that anything we did before we met wasn't each other's business. So my already having a child would have done what?-would that have kept you from loving me?-from wanting to marry me?-would you have changed anything from that moment until right now?"
"Yes, I would have walked away four months ago after you dropped the bomb on me about going on your 'endless summer' with your fuck buddies. I was a naïve, foolish young man then, but I'm growing up in a hurry!"
Bristol broke down and collapsed to the floor babbling incoherently. Somewhere in the gibberish, David heard, "I know you still love me. I know you do."
"Yes, Bristol, I still love you, and I probably always will, but we are done. The pain you have caused me will also never die." He wasn't angry, he wasn't disappointed, he was simply defeated as he stomped heavily out the front door of his ex future mother-in-law's cottage. He forced himself not to look back for fear he would cave in.
"He's gone Mommy, he left me." Bristol could barely get the words out as she was beyond hysterical.
"Yes baby, I know. I heard the door slam."
"Why Mommy, why, why, why... did he leave me? He was the perfect man for me. We were perfect together."
"First off, honey, I doubt that any one man would ever be perfect for you." She knew a lot more about her daughter's lifestyle than David did. Holly was holding Bristol in her lap like she did when she was a little girl. Holly was certain that Bristol had never really told David the full extent of her sexual experiences.
"What do you mean? I never loved anyone else like I love David! I told him about my need for other men until we were married and he told me he understood and would try."
"Yes honey but saying he understood it might be a bit of an overstatement. Tolerant might be more accurate. Plus you like sex way too much, and the male gender in general, so a statement that you would be faithful for the rest of your life...well let's just call that dubious. On the other hand, I truly do believe that you love him. It's just...
Holly was interrupted by Bristol's blubbering.
"Secondly, and more importantly, you never told him your wild oats this summer would include another man impregnating you. I think you're being unreasonable to expect a man like David to raise another's child. He wants his own family too much. He wants children so badly. He told me all about your shared dream of a whole brood of kids and how much meaning that would give both of your lives." Was her daughter really that obtuse?
Bristol was inconsolable now, her body wracked in convulsions, and she was sobbing uncontrollably. Holly became concerned that she would have to call 911. All she could think to do was hold her tightly while rocking her while whispering in Bristol's ear. "Shush now baby, Mommy is here for you. Everything is going to be ok baby. Shhh, I love you baby."
Holly didn't really think it would be ok. She loved David like he was her own son, but she wasn't a young woman caught up in a new romance like her daughter. Her daughter was a slut. She was a loveable one, but a slut none the less and she and David, that was an odd couple if there ever was one. Only fools believed that love would conquer all.
She knew Bristol was asking too much of David. But, she was her daughter so she would help her get through this somehow. It had always just been the two of them before David and they would find a way. Still she was shedding tears too. Some for Bristol's pain but mostly for David, an innocent young man caught up in a situation far beyond his years and life experiences to cope with it. It was obvious that David adored Bristol. His torment would have an effect on him for the rest of his life. In a way, Holly was more worried about him than her own daughter.
On Bristol's part, she truly didn't understand David's point of view. He clearly knew that she loved him unconditionally. Why did he have so much trouble separating the physical sex from the love part? She wasn't sure she could go on with her life without David in it. Yes she was just that obtuse.
NINE YEARS LATER:
David was distracted by a complex work problem as he sat, quietly studying his laptop, hoping for an inspiration that had so far eluded him. He was sipping his favorite coffee drink. It really wasn't a 'drink' per se. It was just coffee, black, which was his favorite coffee drink; he was far too pragmatic a man to indulge in the various exotic concoctions served here. His thoughts were sharply interrupted.
"Hello David."
He recognized the voice before she completed the second syllable of her 'hello.' And it still had the same effect on him as it did all those years ago. His pulse quickened, his face flushed, and he had trouble breathing normally. He immediately thought back to the few months after they split up. It was a painful time period. Before he hit bottom he experienced many of the same emotional and physical responses that he felt when he met her. He thought that odd. It's funny how falling feels like flying, for a little while. He couldn't remember where he heard it, but he now understood what it meant.
He rose to his feet to greet her, and while he tried not to, a sizeable smile broke across his face. "Bristol, oh gosh, my...what a surprise..."
There was an uncomfortable pause as neither of them quite knew what to say next. David wasn't sure there was really anything left to say between them. That wasn't the case with Bristol. She had a lot to say. As soon as she saw him sitting at the table she vowed to herself that she would do whatever it took to have him back in her life; even if it was only as a friend.
"Is it all right if I sit with you for a couple of minutes David?"
That shook his being back to consciousness. "Certainly, I'm sorry for being rude. I was... well I'm just so surprised. It's been so long." He was so flustered he almost missed his seat while directing her to sit across from him. It caused his chair to make a god-awful screeching sound as it skidded across the stained concrete floor. It was loud enough for every face in the place to turn towards him. Just great, he always loved being the center of attention and he went beet red.
He saw Bristol give a knowing smile at witnessing his familiar discomfort around her. She still found it endearing. It pissed him off though, and it clearly showed on his face. After all, he wasn't the same kid he was almost ten years ago, was he?
Always the intuitive one, "I'm sorry David, it was just the, I was just remembering how much I missed your tendencies. I didn't mean anything by it."
"I understand. I'm not the same kid Bristol. A lot of time has passed and much has changed. Would you like a drink?" He was still being short with her. He couldn't decide how he should feel, and the engineer in David didn't like things unsettled.
"Thanks, I have one coming, soon I hope?" And she glanced back hopefully at the crowded counter. "I thought you left the area I didn't know you were back. How long have you been in town?"
"Actually, it's been about five years since my company relocated me back here. How's your mom?" As soon as he said it he became embarrassed again. Thirty seconds from seeing the person who was the love of your life after nine years and, "How is your mom?" is what comes out of your mouth. God David, you are so smooth.
David finally had settled on being reflective so he relaxed. He instinctively knew Bristol was just curious about his life. He had to confess he was inquisitive about hers too.
"I've really missed your mom; she was always so good to me." His thoughts quickly returned to the last conversation he had with Holly. It was very emotional for both of them.
David had always appreciated the fact that after their breakup, Holly hadn't chosen sides, or told him he was making a mistake, or begged him to reconsider and stay with her. She had simply told him that she understood and asked him to stay in touch as she viewed him as the son she never had. She gave a rueful smile and was crying openly as she hugged him goodbye. Even though he promised to stay in touch, both knew that was the last they would see each other.
"She's good David, and she still misses you and the conversations the two of you had. You didn't need to disappear on her too."
"I know, and I feel bad, but...well it just hurt too much. I will have to look her up. In any case tell her I said hello, and that I miss her too."
"You should tell her that yourself." She kind of snapped at him, and then waved her hand as if to dismiss the thought. "I'm sorry David, I never wanted it to go the way it did. She smiled brightly and gazed at him impishly. "I'll behave, I promise. I just want to know what you've been doing over the last...what is it nine or ten years?"
"Nine years, seven months, and 13 days to be more accurate. That day was a seminal moment in my life."
Bristol was shocked and it clearly showed. "It didn't have to be like that. That was your call David." She spoke barely above a whisper.
David sighed. "Actually, yes, it did have to be that way. But, that's enough about that. It's ancient history now. So tell me, did you get the big family we...I mean you, wanted so desperately?"
"I did. I have four beautiful children. They're age's four to nine."
"And their father?" He had a feeling he knew the answer even before he asked.
"Never in the picture. As you know, the first one was an accident, but the others, well I planned them, but they each came from different fathers. And no, none of them know about it."
Now it was David's turn to be dumbfounded. "Why would you do that? It must have been quite a burden to raise them by yourself. Wow, I'm not sure what to say?"
"There was only one man I wanted to be the father of my children, but he, well he didn't want, well I mean, I did him wrong and he left." She was crying softly. "Besides, my mom loves being a grandma, and she has helped tremendously."
David laughed as he remembered that Holly was broken-hearted by David's leaving, but she was very excited about becoming a grandmother. "I'll just bet she does."
There was another uncomfortable silence that was fortunately interrupted by the pretty young barista in her coffee stained green smock bringing Bristol her drink. It appeared to be quite a concoction.
"Good grief, Bristol, what is in that thing? Is there any coffee in it at all?" Despite the tension of their meeting, he was slipping back into the familiar banter they had enjoyed all those years ago. He noticed she still had an annoying habit of texting someone while talking to another. He thought it rude but wasn't sure if he felt that way only because he couldn't do it and stay focused on both parties.
She just laughed and stuck her tongue out at him. But she did put her phone away because she remembered how it annoyed David. Then she grew pensive.
"David, I have to ask you a serious question. If I hadn't gotten pregnant over that summer break, would we be married, and would you be the father of my children?"
"...That's a really good question; it's one I don't have a definitive answer for. My guess is yes, we would have married, but I don't think we would have lasted long." He paused thoughtfully. "I was never comfortable with your ah, outside interests. I was a young kid and so deeply in love with you. I guess I was hoping that showing my love for you would have been enough for you to give them up. Maybe it was all for the best?"
"Maybe it would have ended as you say David, but you never gave us a chance." She tried to maintain her composure. "I never felt anything for anyone like I did for you. I still love you. You have to sense that?"
"When I left, I told you I would always love you. And yes, I still think of you fondly, but there would have been other issues Bristol. Things change as we grow up. But yes, I do sense your feelings. That was never our problem." David spoke wistfully and with a profound sense of sadness that he shouldn't have had to experience until much later in life.
"But Bristol, and please don't be offended. How many different men are you seeing now?" He didn't say it with any rancor or spite. He was just trying to make his point. He noticed her cringe a little. "Honey, I still care for you, but I don't think we would have worked. Despite what you might be thinking, I am not nearly as naïve as I used to be. I grew out of that very quickly after we split.
"I understand but I still think we could have made it work."
The conversation was becoming uncomfortable and repetitive, so he tried to deflect. "So, any more kids in the future for you Bristol?"
"No, four is what I wanted, so after Britton, I had my tubes tied. "Christie, my first was the only accident, and you know what that did to my life. So no, no more."
"Christie?"
"Yes David, I named her after you...or at least after what we had together for such a short time. The time we were together was the most fulfilling period of my life."
"Bristol..."
She waved him off again. "Listen to me David; I'm not letting you back out of my life. I can tell you are enjoying our talk, but you are acting nervous so I'm worried that you can't wait to leave and disappear on me again. I won't let that happen! Even if it's only as a friend, I'm afraid you're stuck with me." She was giving him a hard stare as if daring him to argue.
"Well Bristol, I'm not saying it's the case, but how would you stop me?" He was smiling as he spoke.
"Because I've already told Mom that I ran into you, and she said you are coming to dinner tonight at six. She will make your favorite, lasagna. Oh yeah, and she told me if you don't show up, she will personally hunt you down and kill you. And, you are going to meet my kids. They are great little people; you'll love them." Bristol was beaming and very proud of herself as she said it.
David relaxed and laughed loudly, drawing looks from the room again. But he was oblivious this time.
"You know Bristol way back then, I almost made a deal with the devil. I was thinking that I would stay with you and raise your kid as my own if I could have your mom's lasagna once a week!" They both convulsed into laughter at that point. Not only were people looking at them anxiously, some were also moving slowly away from them. They probably were worried that with two individuals who quickly changed from tears to laughter so quickly, that they were probably better off putting as much distance from them as possible.
When they both calmed down, Bristol asked. "So David, what's your life story. I want to see pictures of your family." She saw him deflate and immediately realized she had made a mistake. "If you don't want to, I mean it's really none of my business...."
"It's ok, I was married once, but it ended in divorce. I transferred back here after the divorce."
"David, you don't have to..."
"No, I don't much like talking about that time... I'm not sure why but I want you to know."
He was quiet for a moment, lost in his thoughts. She was forcing some very bad memories to come to the surface. "I was lost for many months afterwards. I don't know how I finished school, but I did. About eighteen months or so after we broke up, I met a girl. We fell in love, but it wasn't like, well I didn't feel quite the same as, well anyway." His voice was breaking; he had to regain control of his emotions.
"We both wanted the same things, you know like you and I talked about before. I even explained what went wrong with you and me. She said that she was definitely a one-man girl, that I had no worries along those lines. Anyway, we planned our life and got married several months later."
"What happened?" Bristol was on the edge of her seat. She was genuinely curious but was also just beginning to understand the depth of what she had done to David back then.
"We bought a house, we immediately started trying to have kids but it wasn't working. After two years without success, we got ourselves tested."
"Oh my, don't tell me. Oh my god!"
"Yes, I was sterile. Probably from the car accident when I was a kid. Anyway, I told her we could adopt, that I loved her and we would make it work. She wanted to have pregnancies. She said it was part of the family experience. Having her own kids was an insurmountable problem for her. So we got divorced."
"That bitch!"
David gave a sardonic smile. "No, she wasn't. Our marriage was more like a business contract anyway. We had a common goal but when one party couldn't deliver, the contract was null and void. It was all very amicable. I understood..."
"Oh, I see." She interrupted. Bristol understood clearly now. "David I'm so sorry for what I did to us."
"It's ok. It worked out for her in the end. She found someone else that made her happy and they have two little girls. I still communicate with her. Guess what? She and her husband asked me to be the girls' godfather. I guess being a godfather is better than nothing, right?"
Bristol was crying softly. Her tears still upset him. "Don't cry honey, I guess our lives don't always turn out like we thought they would."
They talked for a little while longer, David filling her in on the more mundane aspects of the last decade of his life. David glanced at his watch. "Oh my, look at the time. I better get going if I'm going to make dinner at six. I assume Holly is still in the same cottage?"
"Oh yes. The kids and I still live with her. You know she loves her grandbabies to death. She dotes on them terribly."
"Wow, it must get crowded there. Her place isn't that big?"
"It works for now, but god help us when they are all teenagers!"
He had to get away to analyze his emotions. He jumped up. "I'll see you at six Bristol," and gave her a friendly hug.
"Not good enough honey." And she grabbed him, planted a smoking hot, knee-buckling kiss, on David's lips. She even tried to tickle his tonsils with her tongue. "That's just in case you have some lame idea that you aren't going to show up. Six O'clock sharp!" And she turned and did that thing with her hips that used to make him crazy.
That one kiss was all it took. He felt the same electricity coursing through him, every emotion, good and bad, hammered at him remembering how he felt all those years ago. How is it possible for her to still have the same effect on me? For one brief moment, he thought about running for cover, but then remembered he wouldn't get his lasagna. He chuckled softly and headed for home. For the first time in a long time, he was looking forward to something.

It's funny how falling feels like flying for a little while.

He wasn't disappointed. After Holly saw him as he was being led in the door by Bristol, she not so gently pushed her daughter out of the way and tried to squeeze the life out of David. They all had a wonderful evening, and Holly's lasagna was even better than David remembered.
The kids had spaghetti, except for Christie, she was old enough to enjoy the lasagna. The three younger kids got spaghetti with red sauce. It was just how they liked it, with nothing green in it. There isn't anything quite as entertaining as young kids eating spaghetti.
Bristol was right, her kids were amazing and they took right to David. They were very comfortable pulling him in every direction to show him their world. He was more than happy to accommodate them too. Kids had always been naturally drawn to him. David always said it was because they could relate on the same intellectual level then he would laugh at himself.



The adults didn't really get much of a chance to talk because the children wanted to be the center of attention. Finally Bristol told them it was time for bed and shooed them in the direction of their bedrooms.
"You two sit and catch up while I get the little monsters to bed." And Bristol was gone.
"I was right about at least one thing wasn't I Holly. She's a great mom isn't she?"
"She really is. It's so hard on her but she is so good with them."
"She's lucky she has you to help her." David was feeling a strange melancholy.
Perhaps sensing his unease, Holly spoke in haste. "I really missed having you around. When you left David, there was a big hole in my heart."
"I know I should have stayed in touch with you. You were always so kind, you reminded me of my mother. But...it just hurt too much." Holly nodded her head in understanding. "I guess I should have..."
"No David, I understand why you did what you did. You were right to leave and to make a clean break of it, but that didn't make me miss you any less." She gripped his arm, seemingly in desperation. She was pressing her torso into his arm as she led him to the living room. "I knew you could never give her what she wanted. Or I guess what she thought she needed. She hasn't changed David." Holly looked away and put her head down, studying her painted fingernails. She wasn't sure why she added that last comment but somehow thought it important that David knew.
"I want to ask you something really personal Holly...you don't have to answer...but I mean for some reason...it just that I need to know."
"I'll answer any question you ask."
"Why is she like that?-why couldn't anyone man be good enough for her?-is that how you ah umm? I mean she talked about you a lot, but never even mentioned her father so I never asked."
Holly's eyes were moistening as she absent-mindedly wiped away tears that weren't really there yet. "No David, I wasn't like that, if that's what you're asking? When I married I was very young. I was only 17 when I got pregnant, so I guess you could say that I had a shotgun wedding for my eighteenth birthday. But I was seriously in love and looking forward to being a mother and faithful wife for the rest of my life. But Bristol's father, well, he was young like me, and he, um, he wanted more than I could give him.
"I forgave him, but couldn't live with what he was doing. I guess it was just the way he was. He couldn't wait to not be a father and husband. After I kicked him out one night, he never came back. I never even filed for divorce. For all I know we're still married."
"Oh, I see."
"Bristol was only a year old at the time. I've never even mentioned his name to her. Maybe that was a mistake?"
David was thoughtful and he digressed for a moment. "I remember a conversation we once had." "You know I truly missed our talks." They both smiled in a mutual understanding. "Anyway you once told me that you can never call a life experience a mistake because you learn from both the good and the bad."
Holly got up and David did the same. They came together and hugged warmly. They shared the mutual emotions of two damaged but strong individuals that had suffered a similar heartbreak.
"She's my daughter David."
He understood. David was thinking of something to say when...
"Hey you two, what's going on out here?"
"Oh honey, David and I are just catching up. Did you get the kids down ok? I'll go say my goodnights to them now if it's ok with you."
"Of course Mom, but..."
"Listen, ladies, he interrupted after noting how late it was getting. "I have got an early start at work tomorrow so I better take off. Thank you for a great evening. I honestly can't remember when I've had such an enjoyable time."
"David no, please don't leave." They both spoke at once. All three knew why.
"Don't worry girls; I'm not going to disappear on you. For two reasons really. First and foremost is the lasagna. I have got to get that more often! Secondly is the kids, they are terrific, and I would enjoy spending a lot more time with them. Hey, I have an idea, do they like the water park?"
"They've never been..."
"What! You have four kids, including a nine-year-old, and they've never been to the water park? Oh we are going to have to fix that. How about we all go this coming Saturday if you're free?"
"Oh, we're free all right." Bristol blurted out. Holly looked like she was going to say something but got an elbow from her daughter that stopped her. "But why would you want to do that?" She added mischievously.
David smiled. "Again, it's for two reasons. Most importantly, because it's obvious to me that you haven't been a good mother or grandmother, if the brood has never been to a water park. So we have to correct that discrepancy." David was back to being an imp. "And secondly, because I remember the time the three of us went to the beach, and I got to see you both in your bikinis. Seeing two beautiful women in skimpy bathing suits again would do my heart wonders."
All three laughed, and the two women rolled their eyes at him. Holly said coquettishly, "I don't remember this side of you David."
"I'm not the same kid I once was." He said somberly, with more conviction, than he truly felt.
They had their day at the park and just like that Uncle David was a fixture in their lives. Holly and the kids loved him, but he was still a little standoffish with Bristol. Oh, they got along fine, but she wanted much more than an Uncle David for her kids.
The next several years passed quickly in the Calloway household. For all intents and purposes, they were a family even though David never stayed overnight.
Bristol and David did eventually become intimate but it wasn't until about two years after their reunion, and it was Bristol's prompting of course that pushed David into it.
"David, why aren't we having sex together? We were so good together. If you don't want to I understand, but you know I love you and want you more than anything."
Now David had been anticipating this conversation and had been planning an eloquent response for some time. However, the fact that Bristol was standing naked before him except for some black CFM's and thigh-high fishnet stockings when she asked the question, it sort of rendered his practiced words moot.
She was fully clothed when he had left the room to get them wine. When returned and saw her he was so stunned that he almost had a Ms. Elkins moment. He was trying to think of something clever to say, but all that came out was, "Oh my."
The next thing he knew it was 6:30 in morning and time to get ready for work. Bristol was nowhere to be found. Well, she did have a job. His memory of last night's activities came back in a rush and he was a truly satiated man.
After that night David and Bristol were a couple again. But this time David had no illusions regarding her fidelity. His feelings towards her were as deep and genuine as before, but he hid them from her. David couldn't bestow her that power over him again. He had no expectations of them being exclusive. Well, of her being exclusive anyway.
He nevermore went out another woman. Why should he, he was never very good at dating anyway. He took the position that he and Bristol were just very good friends with benefits.
He was also worried that if he allowed their relationship to be anything beyond an FWB association that something would screw it up, and he didn't want to take the chance that it would end his time with Holly and the kids. He would not let that happen.
During this period, David and Holly drew a lot closer to one another also. In a way, theirs was a more intimate relationship than the one he had with Bristol. David was coming more and more to view Holly as his mother.
David and Holly had many conversations over the years about Bristol and the children. Both knew that Bristol wanted more from David, but she never once interjected herself into that discussion. She had told David on many occasions how much his help with the children meant to her.
There were a few uncomfortable situations the two experienced together. Sometimes unannounced, Bristol would be missing from a family dinner, or be gone overnight. The kids seemed oblivious, but Holly and David knew what was happening. They were both embarrassed about it, but never discussed it. When Bristol would return, she made inadequate excuses that were ignored.
Holly readily admitted that as she aged she was finding it more difficult to be as active as the children needed. She loved all her grandkids to death and tried her best to spoil them. She was more than happy to leave the disciplinary duties to Bristol.
However, within a relatively short time though David became involved in correcting errant behavior. Both Bristol and Holly marveled out how willingly the children followed his direction. This was especially important for the boys, Joshua and Thomas, as they entered their teen years. David was a natural at parenting.
Time passed, and their lives assumed an inevitable routine. After a couple of years, Bristol quit pushing for a deeper intimacy with David. She just accepted that after what she had done to him, he couldn't give her anymore. Their lives could be best described as hectic but contented.
One evening after they had been back together for about five years, Bristol asked David to meet him at her mother's house. She said her mom was taking the kids on an overnight trip so the two of them could be alone.
When David entered the house, he expected to either see her naked and primed to wreak havoc on him, or dressed to the nines to go out somewhere and then ruin him later. But Bristol was dressed casually in a simple blouse and well-worn jeans. She still looked great to David. He noticed that she seemed morose, pensive, and was nervously wringing her hands.
"David, honey, let's head across the street to our park and talk for a bit." She locked her arm to his in her familiar manner and led him out the door. David didn't say a word, but worry showed clearly on his face.
As it was the dinner hour the park was very quiet. They sat on 'their' bench overlooking the pond adjacent to the playground as they had done hundreds of times before.
"What's going on Bristol? You're worrying me." He was searching her eyes for a clue as to what was bothering her.
She tucked her leg under her as she turned towards him. She sighed in contentment. "God, I love it here. I know I've told you before, but the times I spent here as a little girl are some of the best memories of my childhood. At least up until I met you." She smiled, leaned into him, and placed her head on his shoulder. "David, I know you love me. And I know that it is my fault that you can't give more of yourself to me."
"Bristol...we..."
"Shh David, I just need you to listen to me...I want us to get married."
David had to admit to himself that he hadn't seen that one coming, at least not so bluntly. He thought maybe someday she would put the full-court press on him, but this?
"David, I know I have hurt you more than anyone has a right to. And, you never gave me a single reason to pile all that on you. I am so sorry, but we need to get married, and right away..." The heavy despondency in her voice was very out of place for the circumstances.
"Bristol, just wait a minute..."
"David please, I promise I will be faithful to you. I need you to marry me." She was close to tears and biting her lower lip trying to remain calm.
"Please sweetheart, don't be offended, but you be faithful? Really?"
"I will, David, I promise."
"Honey, you cheated on me throughout our college relationship and got pregnant from another man after we were engaged. In the years we've been back together, how many different men have you been with?" She started to jump in, but David quickly put up the stop sign with his palm. "And now you tell me, you will be faithful for the rest of your life?"
Neither one of them said anything for several very uncomfortable minutes. Bristol was crying softly.
"I'm sure I can be faithful for a year David."
"A year, one year?"
"That's all I have left honey."
"What?"
"I'm sick, baby, really sick. I have cervical cancer, and it's bad. The three different doctors I've seen all tell me the same thing. I've got about a year."
"Oh my god. Oh crap..." he grabbed Bristol and rocked her gently in his arms. They were both crying unabashedly as they held each other.
David felt like he had been hit by a truck. The news staggered him into a state of shock, but then he had a dark epiphany. He pulled away quickly from their embrace. He stared straight into her eyes as he held her at arm's length. "My god...the children."
She was nodding in agreement. "Mom is the strongest person I know, but she can't take care of them by herself. She will never survive it. If you don't marry me and adopt them, what will become of them? You have to help me. Please, I'm begging you?"
David was motionless, frozen in thought. Bristol began to fear the worst when David slid off the bench and knelt before her. He grasped her right hand in both of his.
"Bristol Calloway, you know I love the kids almost as much as I love you. Will you marry me?"
Her tears had cleared, she spoke solemnly. "Yes David, I will marry you. We need to hurry though, there's not much time and so much to do."
"There is?"
"It can take a year or more to complete the adoption process. I am worried about our kids..."
"Our kids?" David interrupted. They looked lovingly at each other and beamed knowing smiles.
"Yes David, our kids." Then she got serious again. "If I pass before we can finish the process, I'm troubled about what will become of them. The entire system is clogged with red tape and bureaucratic sloth. I know my mom will try, but what if she gets sick? No, we have to start now." It was obvious how unnerved she was.
The next several weeks were a whirlwind of emotions for the entire family. Bristol had made Holly aware of her condition before talking with David, but the three of them told the children together. It was the hardest thing any one of them had ever done before, but there wasn't a lot of time to waste, so no one had too much time to feel sorry for themselves.
Bristol and David were married in a small civil ceremony as soon as was possible, with Holly and all four kids standing up for them. They decided to stay in Holly's cottage because it was where the kids were most comfortable and that would be important when her time came.
There were several other legal and emotional hurdles to overcome and to them, it seemed as if the process was just barely crawling forward.
Their married life was a complex contradiction of emotions. On the one hand, they were as happy as they had ever been. It reminded David of the period when they had first met. On the other hand, as time went by and Bristol got sicker, the stress level on both increased dramatically.
They enjoyed a fulfilling and intimate sex life for a few months. It wasn't the furious physical gymnastics they had when they were kids, but soft, gentle, and tender. But over time, even that became too painful for her to endure. So their intimacy was regulated to embracing and softly kissing each other in bed as only true soul mates could do, and still be completely satisfied. They didn't get much sleep because they spent hours talking about the children and countless things that still needed to be done.
Bristol was growing weaker, and her body was becoming frail. The drugs she was taking to help prolong her life made her sick and confused, but she persevered. She had no choice, the children were depending on her.
Finally, after a little more than a year, the day arrived. David called everyone into the living room. Holly wheeled Bristol into the room in her wheelchair. She had become so weak she couldn't walk. David looked very solemn. "We have to talk," as he looked them all in the eyes. He pulled some paperwork from an official-looking envelope. He paused dramatically, but before he could say anything, all six members of his family were alternately crying, cheering, laughing, and hugging each other. They all knew what the papers were. David joined in the celebration. His life was complete.
Both David and Bristol knew the end was approaching. Her work was finally finished. There was nothing left for her to do. The hospice nurse had prepared Bristol for her transition, smiled compassionately, and went and sat in a corner. David asked that she leave them alone but she explained solemnly why she couldn't. She knew too.
One by one, the children had come in to their mother's room so they could get a brief time alone with her to say goodbye. When Holly came in, both women were too emotional to speak. They hugged each other tightly. "Take good care of my family, Mom." Holly just nodded and ran out of the room. What more was there to say at a time like this?
Bristol gazed at David through her pain and the haze from the narcotics. "Honey, get on the bed with me. I'm scared, and I need you to hold me." She drifted back off, but David did as she asked.
David was beyond disconsolate, but he overcame his fear of hurting her fragile body. He supposed she was beyond hurting anyway. He climbed on the bed at her side and held her as tightly as he dared. . Through his tear filled eyes, he kept his eyes locked on her closed eyelids. He didn't want to miss it if she ever opened them again.
After a few moments, he felt her begin to slip away. "No, not yet," he pleaded, whispering softly in her ear. "I'm not... ready."
She must have heard his appeal. Her eyes opened and got bright as if she had a moment of clarity. It often happens with those just before they take their last breath. Bristol looked lovingly into David's eyes and slowly smiled. For a moment all the ravages of her cancer-caused pain were wiped away. "Oh, you're here."
"Of course I am sweetheart; I've been here all along. You know I've never left you in my heart." And he smiled back at her through his tears and unbearable sorrow.
"I know you have been." She got quiet and started to fade again, but with one last ounce of her life remaining, she reached out and lightly touched David's cheek. He clasped his hand over hers and brought it to his lips. He kissed it ever so lightly and she whispered.
"I was almost late for the love of my life."
He smiled as she had referenced a line from one of her favorite songs by the Lumineers.
"No, you weren't. You were right on-time. Maybe both of our lives went exactly as they were intended. Maybe all the hurt was to make this moment what it is. Who are we to know?"
Hearing David's words made her smile even brighter, her chocolate brown eyes had that enduring sparkle for one last time, and then her spirit passed into the ether. Her everything was lost to the ages. At that moment David felt a piece of his soul die but he would go on. After all, he had a promise to keep.
David's mind returned to the present just as his daughter Britton walked across the stage and received her diploma. He wiped at the tears in his eyes from the memory of his wife.
He didn't stand and cheer loudly, he didn't hold up a mindless cardboard sign, or otherwise make an idiotic spectacle of himself. He smiled and felt the satisfaction of a man who made a promise and kept it. He turned to his left and there sat Holly. She was his partner in all this, still at his side.
Their eyes met; she purposefully clasped his hand in hers and spoke. "Bristol would be so proud of you."
"I know." He smiled in understanding.
After they paused to appreciate their mutual satisfaction of a job well done, his always intuitive mother-in-law looked questioningly at him.
"I don't know what's next for me Mom, but I can't imagine my life without you and the kids in it. I guess we will just figure it out as we go along. In any case, I'm sure it will be as it was meant to be."



As a person ages, life will try to break you. Even the strongest can be beaten down. It's what we are all destined to face in the winter of our lives. At some point, we all have choices to make. David chose to spend his with the love of his life.

A philosopher once said:


You can have many loves during a lifetime, but you only get one truly great romance,


so don't fuck it up.


A great romance isn't measured in time, but by the depth of the emotion. It's an incredible gift that not everyone receives. It will define you for the rest of your life. It is a tragedy that some never live long enough to experience it. Or worse still, those who don't recognize it when it was right in front of them.
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He's just trying to understand why?


This is another of my "Conversation" type of stories. I don't number them or coordinate them in any way. They stand on their own as individual reads. There are no intertwined characters either.


There is very little sex in this story so if you are looking for that you might want to pass on this one. Nor is it a BTB, so if you are an aficionado of that particular fetish, you should also probably skip this one.


Words matter. I suppose we could argue the validity and merits of that statement until we were all blue in the face, but the truth is undeniable. You could even assert that in today's world, words matter more than actions. That's why I love to write these stories. Enjoy!

Main Characters:
Craig Bryce, age 48 married to Mandy for 23 years. Executive VP of Ops for United Logistics, Inc.
Amanda "Mandie" Bryce, aged 45 Senior Office manager for Kingston Ltd. a Fortune 500 company based in their home town for 20 years.
Torrey Bryce, age 19 only child of Craig and Amanda, freshman in college living in dorm
Corinne Glenwood, age 43 married 20 years, mother of 3 children all living at home.
Tom Glenwood, age 42 married to Corinne.
STORY
Craig Bryce was lying quietly on the bed in his hotel room trying to fall asleep. He had just attempted his nightly phone call to Amanda, his wife of over twenty-three years. He was halfway through another mind-numbing business trip. The older he got, the harder it was for him to be able to separate when one trip concluded and another commenced, never mind their usefulness. It was all just a blur. They were beginning to take their toll. He had spent more than half his life on the road, taking a good deal of time away from almost twenty of his twenty-three year marriage. Craig was most definitely looking forward to retirement. He was hopeful that in six or seven years he and Mandie could enjoy the lifestyle they had been working hard towards their whole life together.
Craig didn't mind the work itself. He enjoyed his job and took great pride in his staff's accomplishments. He liked to tell people that as a divisional vice president he didn't really do much actual work anymore. He just traveled around talking to people who did the work and tried to remove obstacles to their success. This was, of course, to make money for the company.
The fact that he was very well compensated for his efforts had always bemused him to a certain degree. He didn't think he was more intelligent or driven than most, but he had learned a secret long ago. That was far more people were afraid of success than failure. There are many reasons for this fact. But overall, it boiled down to fear. His responsibilities were to simply make people less afraid.
Usually, Craig would immediately fall asleep after his evening phone call with his wife. He found listening to Mandie's voice very soothing. It made sleep come easily. But lately, that hadn't been the case. He found himself reviewing over and over in his mind the niggling thoughts and suspicions. As he lay in bed staring at the ceiling those thoughts were once again racing through his mind.
Craig wasn't a naturally fearful person. But he had grown more concerned over the past several months that Mandie was cheating on him. On the surface, Craig told himself that couldn't be possible. But too many nagging concerns had brought him to the point where he believed he would need to do something to either confirm or disprove his fears.
He certainly didn't have a 'smoking gun,' but it was little things piling up, then one big thing last week. When their daughter Torrey left for college last fall, Mandie had become very quiet and depressed. Craig thought this was just the normal 'empty nest syndrome' parents often felt when their children left home. After all, though he would never admit it, he was depressed when Torrey left home too. When he talked with Mandie about it she agreed that she was very saddened by their daughter's exit from their everyday lives. It left a big hole in her world.
Mandie's depression was getting worse. It even got to the point that her supervisor at Kingston Ltd. had to sit her down to discuss her deteriorating job performance. It didn't seem to help her much.
Then about four months ago, it was almost as if she had flicked a light switch. His wife was back. She was happy, playful, and her job performance recovered. Even their sex life had picked back up. Mandie, who had always been rather conservative in bed, suddenly became very aggressive and wanted to experiment.
Craig was a man, so he was naturally overjoyed with her changes. He wasn't going to complain about the return of their honeymoon phase. He teased her about it good- naturedly. She told him she just wanted to make sure that she was taking care of the most important person in her life. They started taking weekend trips together two to three times a month and they both enjoyed this time immensely.
She also had started to dress better. It wasn't provocative at all, just more professional. As an office manager for a large national company image was important. So again, in and of itself, her manner of dress didn't mean much.
It was another change in her associated with work that really raised his concern level. Mandie was always proud of the work she did, and she loved to talk about all aspects of it with Craig, but then she stopped cold at about the same time their sex life picked back up. She hadn't so much as mentioned work to him over the past several months. That was other than to tell him that she would be working late more often because of a new project her company had acquired.
Next came the missed phone calls and other inconsistencies. For example, Craig got home early from a trip a month ago and decided to go to her office to see if she could go to lunch. Her assistant apologized to him telling him that he had just missed her as she had left with coworkers a few minutes earlier. He had an odd, uncomfortable feeling the entire time he was in the building.
Somehow Mandie's assistant Jennifer seemed more formal in addressing him and had trouble making eye contact. He had known Jennifer for years and she had always called him Craig, but that day it was Mr. Bryce. Craig almost said something but decided against it. As he was leaving Mandie's office building, he could have sworn several people were staring at him. Craig checked his fly to make sure that it wasn't opened. Maybe he was just getting paranoid in his old age.
That night at home he asked her about her day and all she said was that she had so much work she never left her desk. Interesting.
He also noticed that she would change her clothes and shower at odd times. He realized she only did that on her long workdays. Maybe she always did this, but he never took notice before? It really wouldn't be that unusual to want to take a shower as soon as you got home from a twelve-hour workday, would it?
Then last week it came to a head for him. They both had arrived home late from work and were too tired to cook, so they decided to send out for Szechwan instead. Amanda's phone was nearest to him so he picked it up to call for the delivery and he realized that it was locked. After twenty years she needed a password? He asked her about it and she laughed nervously. She gave him the code and he made the call. At the dinner table, she volunteered that the "guys" at work told her she should have her phone password protected because of all the work-related data on it. Craig agreed that was a good idea and didn't think much more about it at the time.
A couple of nights later when she was asleep, and he was sure she was in a deep sleep, because she snored. Mandie always denied it by saying ladies didn't snore, they just breathed deeper. So anyway, when she was breathing deeply, he got up, picked up her phone, and entered her passcode. She had changed it. She changed her passcode within two days after she gave it to him. Seriously?
Craig was very proud that in over twenty years of business travel, he had never been unfaithful to his wife. He had never come close to cheating. It wasn't by accident. Early in their marriage, Amanda had been very jealous. When Craig traveled, he knew how worried she was. He made it a point to call her every evening he was gone to try and soothe those fears.
As the years passed, she became more comfortable with his travel. But Craig still always made it a personal policy to never put himself into risky situations. Sometimes there was dinner and/or drinks with workgroups or customers. But Craig always made sure he was the first to leave. If the group was going to a club, he passed.
When he was alone, it was his habit when returning to the hotel after work to stop for one quick drink in the usually empty hotel bar then head to his room where he would order room service and read a book or catch up on work. Then he would make his call home.
Then there was the masturbation. Craig even told Mandie about doing it years ago when she was having a hard time with him being gone. He was trying to alleviate her concerns. It became a running joke with them. Mandie would remind him not to 'jerk off,' as she referred to it, on the night before he was due home. She wanted him to be able to do his 'duty' upon his return.
He didn't care if anyone thought he was anti-social or a nerd. He wasn't going to allow himself to get into a precarious situation that would cause concern for or elevate her predisposition for jealousy.
Part of Craig was embarrassed that he was even having these doubts. But, again that night, his call to the home phone went to the message system. When he called her cell phone, he got her voicemail. He sighed and disconnected without leaving a message. If this followed a familiar pattern that was becoming all too frequent, he would get one of several excuses.
"Oh honey, I'm sorry I fell asleep early. When I woke up, it was too late to call you, what with the time differences and all." Or, "I was in the basement doing laundry." Then there was his favorite. "I was working late and lost track of the time. I'm so sorry." At least he hadn't gotten the ubiquitous, "Oh, I went out for drinks with the 'gang' from work" excuse, yet.
He felt terrible that he had lost trust in her. He knew that a marriage without trust was in serious trouble. So, as he lay there with his hands behind his head staring at the ceiling, pondering what to do, noises coming from the room directly above caught his attention.
Oh great he thought, the hotel isn't even half full, and he was going to have someone
above him being a nuisance all night.
Such were the perils of business travel and he gave a deep sigh, closed his eyes and tried unsuccessfully to block the noise out and fall sleep.
As he was lying in bed, he heard a woman in the room where the noise was emanating from start to moan. The moans escalated into "Oh my god" and "Yes, yes, yes" type exclamations. He could hear the bed creaking and the thumping of the headboard hitting against the wall. He began to masturbate to the sounds, thinking it was better than the usual porn he watched on trips. He always thought of his wife while masturbating, no matter how kinky his fantasies were. He always told Mandie about all his fantasies, and that they involved her. She thought that was so sweet. He always left out the part where his fantasies involved them together in bed with a couple of her friends. He was a man after all, and everyone has secrets right?
The love-making above him went on for hours. Hell, that wasn't making love, it was raw animal sex. Pretty good porn too.
There's no way that's a married couple up there, he laughed to himself
There were no terms of endearment, but lots of 'fuck me harder's', 'you love this don't you bitch,' and other exhortations you would expect from a porn movie. He was dozing on and off throughout the night. He finally heard someone leave about four in the morning. A hotel room door closing in the dead of night makes an unmistakable sound that everyone in the place could hear. He was exhausted after the sexual gymnastics, well that and plus the three times he had jerked off while listening. He thankfully managed to fall asleep for a few hours anyway.
His alarm woke him as scheduled. Craig was not at all well-rested. But he was the boss, he didn't think it would be appropriate for him to call and tell everyone he was meeting that he was going to be late because he was masturbating all night. So he sucked it up, got up, and made ready for the day.
As he was shaving in the bathroom, he could hear someone moving around in that same room above doing their morning routine. He made a mental note to never stay in this hotel again. The walls were just too damn thin!
Out of a lecherous curiosity, he tried to time his exit so he could meet whoever was in the hall or on the elevator. He heard the door above him slam closed. He knew his quarry was a woman because he could clearly hear the staccato sound of her heels clicking on the floor in concert with his, as she approached the elevator from above.
As Craig got to the elevator, he paused for a moment before hitting the call button. He heard the whoosh of the lift as it rose past him. It stopped on the floor above. He quickly punched the call button and waited. Fortunately, the elevator immediately began to descend, and it stopped at his floor.
When he entered, there was only one person on board. He had lucked out. "Good morning," he offered. The woman who stood before him was about his age. There wasn't anything particularly striking about her physical appearance. Frankly, she looked like every other businesswoman he frequently encountered. She was tallish. In her heels, she almost reached his six feet. She was large. He guessed her to be about around one fifty or so well proportioned pounds. Craig liked big women.
She was smartly dressed in traditional business attire. She wore a dark jacket with a white blouse revealing an acceptable amount of cleavage in a work environment. The woman had the almost mandatory simple strand of pearls around her neck. She wore a pencil-style skirt, cut just above the knees and hose. Craig idly wondered if they were thigh highs or pantyhose. He preferred thigh highs. His wife frequently indulged his fantasy in that area.
The woman's brunet hair was pulled back tightly in a bun; she was wearing dark-rimmed glasses that made her hazel eyes seem larger. Craig always found a woman in glasses very sexy. He kept after Mandie to get her eyes checked in the hopes that one day, she would need them. So far, no luck. He definitely had the Sarah Palin fetish going on.
Craig couldn't help himself. As the elevator began its descent to the lobby only a few floors below; He got a friendly smirk on his face as he spoke. "Good morning. You look tired."
She replied back with her own smirk, "I had a rough night."
"Yeah, I heard."
"I'm sorry about that."
"Don't be, you saved me nine dollars on my hotel bill, and it was better than any movie they offered."
"I'll try to bet quieter tonight." She said laughingly.
"Please don't be on my account; I could save another nine bucks." And they laughed together as the elevator made it to the lobby. They exited, said their 'have a good days,' and went on about their business. Craig had a busy day so all thoughts of his encounter with the intriguing lady slipped away. Fortunately, he didn't have time to worry about Mandie either.
All in all, Craig had a very productive day. He was tired but satisfied with his work when he returned to the hotel around six that evening. He decided to stop in the lobby bar for his usual scotch before heading to his room.
He walked straight to the bar even though his preference was to sit in a booth in the back. He was fairly certain that on a quiet weeknight like tonight, there wouldn't be a barmaid working the tables. The place was mostly empty anyway. The only sound was that of the wheels on the garden-variety rollaboard or spinner luggage handled by virtually one hundred percent of the traveling business population, rolling across the tile floor of the lobby as their owners came and went, seemingly endlessly.
It was almost a game with the hoards of business travelers to see how large a bag they could roll around and then stuff into an overhead bin for the flight home. Craig went against the grain. He always checked his bag. Yes, it cost him a few minutes, but it saved a lot of angst and kept his blood pressure under control. Plus he always enjoyed the show on board as another lemming tried hammering their bag into the tight space while the flight attendant rolled her eyes, knowing full well that bag was headed for the in-flight cargo hold. That was always the last one to be unloaded.
Hey when you're a business traveler or one who works catering to that crowd, you get your jollies wherever you can.
The bartender was busy doing nothing but watching the local news channel, so it took a few minutes to get her attention. When he finally got her to notice him, it still took her some time to tear herself away from whatever tragedy the talking heads were tittering about. He ordered his usual Dewar's White Label on the rocks and pulled out a barstool to wait for his drink. He figured it would take her a while.
"Hey, pervert! Why don't you join me?" The female voice was almost familiar.
Craig wasn't used to being called a pervert, but he figured it was directed at him because he didn't see anyone else in the place. Well, except for the bartender, and she looked more like someone's grandmother than a degenerate.
He turned and scanned the dimly lit room. In a booth in a back corner sat Sarah Palin. Not really her but the lady from the elevator, who in this light, he thought, really did resemble Governor Plain.
Having absolutely nothing better to do, he decided to join her. He wanted to let the barkeep know, but her back was to him, so he shrugged and headed towards the booth.
The first thing he noticed about her, besides being still dressed as she was this morning, was the drink in her hand. She had a rocks glass with a couple of fingers of an amber-colored drink. It wasn't a glass of wine or some exotic concoction with multiple pieces of plastic sticking out of it. He was thinking it was probably bourbon, neat. Very unusual.
"Yeah, it's Maker's 46. Do you have a name, or should I just keep calling you Pervert?"
Craig laughed and stuck out his hand to shake hers. "Craig Bryce, is this where we exchange business cards?" He was smiling as he took a seat at her instruction.
"Corrine, Corrine Glenwood." She responded as she shook his hand with a firm grip. "And no, I won't give you a business card because you would probably just use it to start stalking me." They both laughed politely.
They felt an instant connection. No, not sexual in nature, but rather one of the shared experiences earned the hard way, having spent countless nights away from home. It was the type of connection that could evolve into a good friendship given time.
They made idle talk, inquiring about each other's jobs and travel schedules for several minutes while waiting for Craig's drink to arrive. After a painful ten minutes, it did.
Despite his dissatisfaction, he would still leave a generous tip for the bartender. Her indifference, not to mention the light pour she gave him, wasn't that unusual in his experience. Hell, she was working, he was working, and they both wanted to be somewhere else, almost anywhere else.



Craig always liked to study people, as they talked, he watched how Corrine handled her drink. She was the type that always smelled the liquor before sipping. It helped the drinker enjoy its full aroma. She wasn't slamming home shots trying to kill the pain. She wanted to savor her spirit of choice. He guessed at most she would have two on any one occasion.
Craig knew that in some quarters he was committing a mortal sin by having his glass of scotch filled with ice. But screw it; he enjoyed incessantly stirring it with the plastic straw, then chewing on one end of the stick. The benefit of the ice in his drink was to allow him to still enjoy the flavor of the spirit after the amber liquid was gone. He always kept crunching ice until it was gone too. If he was desperate he could chew on the stick to suck out the last of it.
As Craig was observing her drinking habits, he noticed that Corrine was wearing a wedding ring. It depressed him. He got a sour expression on his face. It brought back all his uncertainties about Amanda.
Corrine noticed his change in mood. "Everything ok?"
"Yeah, it's just..." He had a moment of inspiration. "Do you mind if I ask you a few very personal questions?"
Corrine got a twinkle in her eyes. "Yeah, of course, good friends can ask personal questions. I mean after I spent last night on top of you, I think that makes us pretty good amigos, don't you?"
They both laughed so loud the bartender actually turned away from the idiot box to briefly look in their direction.
When he had settled back down, he had a moment of indecision. He wasn't sure that he wouldn't end the evening right then and there if he went ahead. Don't die wondering, Craig. So he plowed on ahead. "Do you love your husband? And, why, why do you do it?"
Corrine's mind was working fast. She prided herself on her ability to read people. She was the chief EEOC Compliance Officer for a large defense contractor. She was used to people trying to bullshit her. When she first started out, they tried to bully her, but soon found out she wasn't a person to trifle with. When ninety-five percent of a multi-billion dollar company's business comes from the federal government, EEOC compliance is not a small issue. It can make a difference in contract selection. No, people stayed out of her way if they wanted to remain employed.
Corrine studied Craig's face. She was sure he wasn't interested in getting under her skirt. Nor was he making a moral accusation. He had asked with some embarrassment, but mostly sadness, she thought. She knew he was genuinely intrigued.
"Whoa, I guess we are starting with the easy stuff, huh?" She was somewhat surprised at his directness, but when she found out later that he did similar work as she, it made sense. He didn't do EEOC, but rather technical compliance, but it was the same concept.
She was a deliberate person by nature, so she took her time to formulate her response. "Yes, Craig, I love my husband. Do I think we are soul mates destined by the fates to come together as the only persons in the entire world made for the other? No. We are a good team, and we are raising good kids together." She digressed a bit. "I hear a lot about people who felt an instant attraction and assume they have found their soul mate when in reality they are sexual pheromones." She laughed. "The love comes later."
At that point, she tapped lightly on her phone and called up her photo file. She quickly swiped to the family album and went through extended explanations about her husband and her three early teen-aged children. It was clear to Craig that she cared deeply for her entire family, husband included. That only served to confuse him more. She put her phone away.
"As to the why, that is a little more complicated. If I promise to tell you everything, can I ask why you want to know?" She thought she already knew the answer, but wanted him to say it. She needed him to be vested in the conversation.
"I think my wife, Amanda or Mandie really, is cheating on me. The problem is, well, I mean..." Craig got angry with himself, he wasn't used to equivocating. "I know she loves me, at least she used to anyway. So why?" There, it was out there. "I've listened to you tell me about your family and in fifteen minutes I can tell you love them all. Why risk all that?"
"Wow!" Corrine was caught off guard, not so much with the words, but by the depth of the conversation she knew was yet to come. Corrine was headed home in the morning so had she had planned on getting a good night's sleep. It didn't look like that would happen. Craig was obviously a man in pain. She didn't know if what she would say would help him or hurt him even more than he was, but he deserved the truth from her. She already felt a kinship for him.
"I view what I do when I'm away, as something I need. I know it sounds cliché, but I feel like it makes me a better wife and mother when I get back home. I'm not sure how to explain it, but I very much enjoy being a mother and a wife. When I'm home though, I sometimes feel that's all there is to me. I also need to feel like my own person, an individual woman in control of her own thoughts and body." She paused to consider how to further explain it. "Don't misunderstand, I know it is wrong and could be hurtful, but in analyzing the cost-benefit, it is worth the risk for the better good. Am I making any sense to you?"
"Yes, I suppose you are. At least I understand better where you are coming from. But, the potential price you could pay, is it really worth the risk? I mean, if your husband found out, do you think he would divorce you?"
"That's a really good question. I would hope not, because I don't want to give up my family, but knowing him as I do, yes, I think he would divorce me." Her eyes got moist and she had to blink away the tears that would come if she didn't. "But I'm really careful about what I do. For example, I would never sleep with you. Don't misunderstand; I know you aren't coming on to me in any way..."
"How do you decide?"
"Well Craig, first of all, you are married. I don't do married men, period. I might be willing to risk my own marriage, but not someone else's. I can't say that I've never slept with a married guy, because some are very good at hiding it. But, I'm pretty good at uncovering a guy's marital status. The pale skin on the ring finger is the obvious one, but if you engage a guy long enough in enough general conversation if he's married, he is sooner or later going to say, "My w..." When he does that it ends it for me.
"Secondly, I can see you're a virgin..."
"A virgin?"
"Yeah, you've never cheated before. I only try to choose guys who are single, and have done this before. Virgins will talk, if they are married, they might feel a moral obligation to confess to the wife. That's what you would do by the way, if you ever cheated."
Craig nodded his head in understanding, acknowledging the truth of her statement.
"If they are single but new to the lifestyle, they will brag to their friends about it. I couldn't have that. Also, I never sleep with a guy under thirty-five or so. The young ones not only like to brag, but they also like to record their trysts too. That's why I only do it in my hotel room.
"Another thing is, I don't do random hookups. I travel to four different locations and I have a couple of man friends in each that I can count on if need be. And I never, ever cheat on my husband when I'm home. At home, I don't even flirt with guys, period.
"And finally, I won't sleep with anyone on the last night before I head home. I wouldn't do that to my husband. I know that sounds ridiculous, but I respect him too much."
"Wow, that's a lot to take in, Corrine. Let me ask you this, if your husband was to confront you when you got home from a trip, not with photos and a PI report, but just his suspicions, would you lie to him?"
Corrine sighed slowly and had to gather her thoughts. It was a good thing it was quiet in the lounge because she barely whispered her answer. "No, I wouldn't lie to him. To me, that would be worse than cheating. Am I crazy?"
"No, Corrine, you aren't crazy, but you are...complicated."
She giggled like a little girl and then got wistful. "I never thought about it that much, but I guess it is complicated."
"Do you ever plan on telling him? Say when you are old, wrinkled, and living your last days out in the old folks home?"
"No, Craig, I won't lie, but I will take it to my grave..."
"Isn't that even worse yet? I can't think of a deeper hurt or greater disrespect a wife could display." His question went unanswered.
"Maybe my situation is different than yours, Craig. As I said before, I never viewed Tom as my soul mate. He's just someone I liked a lot and chose to have a family with. I would, however, certainly be disappointed if I couldn't live the rest of my life with him."
"Are you sure, that's all he feels for you? Maybe he views you as his soul mate. Did you ever ask him why he married you?" That was another unanswered question.
They were both silent for a bit. So they just savored their drinks. Craig broke the tension by crushing an ice cube in his mouth. Corrine looked at him in feigned disgust. "Ice cubes, really?" She just shook her head sadly.
Now it was Craig's turn to be lost in his thoughts for a moment. "You're right, I am a virgin. I could never cheat on Mandie. I guess it just isn't in my DNA." He proceeded to tell her about his life together with Mandie and Torrey. He emphasized how much he enjoyed being a father. "You know, Corrine, I've spent the entire nineteen years raising my daughter by trying to set a good example. It's one thing for me to 'talk the talk,' but I feel like it is a better learning example to 'walk the walk.'"
He could tell that struck home with her. "I'm sorry, Corrine, I wasn't being judgmental. It's funny somehow I would feel worse about disappointing Torrey than I would Mandie; does that make sense to you?"
"Yes, it does, Craig. I think about that aspect of it. I wonder what I would say, if in ten years or so, my married daughter came to me and told me she was considering being unfaithful. What would I tell her if she wanted advice from me? Oh yeah, I think about that a lot." Corrine began to cry softly.
"Maybe you should stop? It's not too late."
"You might be right, but it isn't something I regret. Like most complex things in life, it isn't black and white. At least in my case, it isn't." She seemed melancholy. "I don't think I'm doing a good job at making you understand?"
"I'm sorry I'm pushing you so hard, Corrine. I'm just trying to wrap my head around it. And, you are doing a great job at explaining. You're actually helping me a lot. Why do you think Mandie is cheating on me?"
She gathered herself. "First, you don't know that she is cheating, but if she is, I suspect it's for some of the same reasons I do it. She just doesn't have the luxury of a travel schedule to conceal it. From what you tell me about her and your marriage, my guess is...that if she is cheating, it's just with one guy. She doesn't impress me as a woman enthralled by big dicks or someone who just likes to party. It's simply a guy that gives her what you can't..." She immediately held up her hand to stop what she knew he would say.
"That's not a slam on you by any means. As Mandie's husband, you can't give her what she needs in this case. My guess is, she is with a guy who lets her just be her. Like I said, when she is with him, as it is with me, she is all woman, not responsible to anyone else. But, when she is with you, whatever is going on, she is either a mother or a wife first.
"I know it's another cliché, Craig, but it isn't about you at all."
"I'm not sure I buy that. If it's not about me, why am I hurting so much?"
"I don't see how it couldn't hurt, Craig. But, the larger question is, if she is cheating, can you live with that?"
"Would Tom?"
She just shook her head no and continued. "Well, Craig, then I guess sooner or later, you will have to address it with her. I hope I'm never in your situation. It's getting late. You might not believe it, but I miss my family. I have got to get to bed to catch an early flight. I can't wait to get home. Sometimes this life we lead gets so tiring. Anyway, I enjoyed our conversation. It has certainly been...thought-provoking."
She got her impish smile again. "I promise I will be quiet tonight. I will be all alone." She put on a fake pouting lip. "Keep the volume down on the porn tonight, will you? I don't want you keeping me awake. Goodbye, Craig." She looked at him with compassion and the sincere hope she never had to face his dilemma.
As she walked away, Craig idly thought that Corrine looked as good going as she did coming. He still didn't know what he was going to do about Mandie, but he did have a better understanding of what might be going on inside her head. At least he still had a couple of more days away from home, so he had time to think about it.
On his flight home, Craig had uncharacteristically selected a window seat. He spent the better part of his three-hour flight staring at the passing countryside. He was so absorbed in his thoughts he didn't realize they hadn't experienced any turbulence at all while crossing the Rocky Mountains. When he saw Las Vegas Below, it dawned on him. Wow, that was a first!
When he had first started traveling for work, he noticed that whether eastbound or west, experienced commuters put their laptops away and refasten their seatbelts when they approached the Rockies. It only took him a couple of trips to understand why.
On the way home from the airport, Craig had an internal argument with himself. He was unsure if he should hire an investigator to find out if Mandie was cheating. Part of him wanted to just ignore the whole thing. But ultimately, he decided to just confront her with his suspicions. He didn't have the time, money, or energy to waste conducting an investigation. He wasn't going to live with the uncertainty, and he certainly wasn't' capable of just sticking his head in the sand. So, he decided it was time to talk with her.
**********
"That's the most insulting thing you've ever said to me. I won't dignify the question with an answer! How could you even ask me that?" She jumped up from the table and started to storm off to the kitchen with her half-eaten dinner in hand.
"You didn't say no, did you?" He said it calmly and evenly to her retreating backside, despite the anger he felt churning inside him. He no longer had any doubts. "So it's come to this. You're just going to lie to my face about it. What have I ever done to deserve that from you?" He suddenly felt old and very tired.
She stopped in her tracks but didn't turn to face him. It seemed like forever but probably wasn't quite a minute later, she spoke softly. "You haven't done a thing, Craig. Not a thing." She still couldn't face him.
Finally, she did turn and walked back to her seat. She sat silently, looking at Craig. He knew she was deciding if she was going to lie, tell the truth, or give him a sanitized version.
She chose to lie. "Craig, sweetheart, you shocked me. I would have never thought you could even ask me something like that. Of course, I'm not cheating..."
"Mandie, please don't, just don't lie to me anymore. Can't we act like adults about this? Are you really going to make me get a private investigator, install cameras, and all that other investigative BS? I can't believe you would make me do that?"
She didn't talk for a long time. What came out of her mouth next surprised him. "Look, Craig honey, can't we just please leave it alone? We're so good together now." She asked it in obvious desperation.
He just slowly and deliberately shook his head. He remained silent, staring hard at her. He was waiting.
"Ok, Craig. Yes... I've been seeing someone for about four months now." She put her head in her hands, but she wasn't crying. In fact, she seemed remarkably calm.
Craig's mind was a jumbled mess. Even though he had known it to be true, her having come right out and admited it, shocked his soul. It was like he had been punched in the gut. All the air was knocked out of him. He didn't really know what to say next. He was very seldom flustered, as he was now.
"Why did you lie to me, Mandie?" It wasn't the first thing he planned to say, but under the circumstances, it was all he could think of.
"Of course, I lied to you, Craig. Telling you the truth would have hurt you. And, that certainly was never my intention. Wouldn't you have done the same had the situation been reversed?"
"No, Mandie, I wouldn't have lied. I couldn't. I've always viewed you as my soul mate. I guess, maybe you have always been more important to me than I was to you. That realization saddens me a great deal."
"Will you at least let me explain why?"
"Honestly, if you feel the need to unburden yourself, go ahead. But I recently talked with a friend who explained it to me. I really don't care to know who it was, when it started, or any other of the specifics. The fact that you did it is about all that matters to me."
That gave her reason for pause. "Ah, I think I should, so we can move past this." Craig just rolled his eyes and held his hand up, and waved for her to continue. She then spent twenty minutes explaining herself.
Craig was bored and only half paying attention. After all, he'd heard it before. It's not that he didn't believe she was being sincere; it just didn't make any difference to him. He realized after a while, that she had finished talking, and was silently watching him.
They were both surprised as to how composed they were. It was all so civilized it seemed a bit surreal. Mandie broke the silence.
"What do you think, honey?"
"Huh, what? I'm sorry. What did you say?"
"You know, about us going to counseling, to help us heal our marriage. Weren't you listening to me?"
"Sure that's fine, I guess. But, I have just one more question. If I hadn't have found out about it, would you ever have told me? I mean when we're in our eighties in the old folks' home, reminiscing about our life experiences together and preparing for the inexorable approach of the final days of our lives, would you have told me?"
He was looking so intently at her. She had to honestly evaluate the question. She wouldn't lie anymore. Craig was right, he didn't deserve that. "No, Craig, I wouldn't have. This was something I needed for me and it would have eventually passed. I fully intended to take it to the grave with me. It would hurt you too much. And, it never had anything to do with you in the first place, so what would be the point?"
Their divorce was final six months later.
**********
Craig was sitting in another nameless unremarkable hotel bar with his signature drink in front of him. It was almost a year to the day that his divorce was final. He was reminiscing about that period. It was the most difficult time of his life. Mandie hadn't contested the divorce. What was there to argue over? They lived in a no-fault state. Torrey was an adult, they sold their house and split everything fifty-fifty.
The worst impact was financial. Instead of retiring at fifty-five, Craig would need to work until sixty-five to live comfortably. He assumed Mandie was in the same boat. He never really talked about his emotions with anyone about that period of his life.
The only pleasant memory of that time was of his daughter, Torrey. If anything, he and she had grown closer since he divorced her mother. He remembered the first call he got from Torrey after he had moved out and had Mandie served.
"Hi, Dad. Mom told me everything. I am so sorry about all this."
"It's not your fault honey. Sometimes things just happen." Craig was steadying himself for an onslaught of attempts to mediate her parent's problems. Or even worse, choose sides. That wasn't at all what transpired.



"Dad, listen to me. I'm sorry to be so direct, but..."
Uh, oh, here it comes.
"I'm sorry to be so short with you. But, you guys are my parents. I love you both, and I'm forever grateful for the wonderful childhood you gave me. I couldn't have asked for a better mom and dad." Her voice was breaking but she continued on. "Your relationship is between the two of you. I will not be involved in any way, shape, or form. The three of us are adults, and I'm sure we will find a way to manage going forward."
She hesitated for a moment. "I plan on spending time with both of you. I expect you guys to act appropriately during future family milestones, of which I am sure there will be many. But, the first time one of you bad mouths the other in my presence, or tries to get me to dish on the other, it will be a long time before you see me again. Are we clear on this?"
"Very clear Torrey. I love you more than life itself. I'm proud of you."
"Huh, I'll be darned, that's exactly what Mom said to me an hour ago when I gave her the same speech." She laughed.
Even though that conversation took place over eighteen months ago, recalling it still brought tears to Craig's eyes. It was a proud parent's prerogative. His nostalgic thoughts were interrupted.
"Hey, pervert, small world, how you doing?"
Craig looked up, and there she was, dressed almost exactly as when he first saw her, and she was holding a drink in her hand, smiling at him. He just gawked at her. She looked even better than the first time he met her.
"Ahem, earth to Craig. Hello, it's getting embarrassing standing here like this."
He snapped back to his senses and jumped to his feet. "I'm sorry, Corrine, please sit. I was just lost in my thoughts. I do that a lot now."
After Corrine had settled into her seat, she looked at Craig's ring finger. Then back at his face. "So she was cheating after all." She spoke joylessly because she took no pleasure in his misery. He was a good guy in a lousy situation. "You want to talk about it?"
Craig didn't know why, but he did. He hadn't talked to anyone about his divorce before, but somehow he thought now was the time. He spoke non-stop for over twenty minutes. Corinne never interrupted but was paying rapt attention.
"So, you still love her, don't you?"
"What the hell kind of question is that? I just spent the last several minutes telling you why I divorced her."
"True, but you never once called her a bitch, or a lying cheating whore. You never bad-mouthed her. It was always Mandie or my wife...You still love her." It was a statement, not a question.
Craig hadn't really thought about that part of it. "Yes, I suppose I still have feelings for her. I mean, you just don't stop caring at the snap of your fingers," he snapped them as he said it. That's when he noticed something. Corrine wasn't wearing her wedding ring, and there was no pale skin where it should have been either.
"He caught you." And he pointed to her ring finger.
Now it was Corrine's turn to be melancholy. "No, I outed myself..."
"Really? I'm surprised, I mean after everything we talked about."
She smiled ruefully. "Yeah, well, a very good friend of mine made me feel guilty about..."
"Shit, I'm so sorry, Corrine, I wasn't trying to..."
She waved at him dismissively. "It wasn't your fault. All you did was open my eyes to the truth of what I was doing. After our meeting, I could never act normal around Tom when I got home from a trip. The guilt was getting to me, I guess. He finally noticed something was off, so he asked me about it." She was shaking her head sadly. "I couldn't lie, so I just told him. Really it was a tremendous weight off my shoulders, but he reacted just like I thought he would. He didn't deserve what I did. He is a nice guy. In a way, you remind me of him." It was obviously emotional for her, but she continued. "It was a funny thing. I know I told you that he wasn't my soul mate when we married? Well, I finally realized that he had become that to me, so I told him. Soul mates don't lie to each other."
"So you are divorced then?"
"No, not yet. We are legally separated and undergoing counseling. I don't think it will help though. He seems so saddened and hopeless during the sessions. He's moved out of the house. He's such a good father to our kids. I know it hurts him tremendously to be separated from his children."
"Well, I hope it all works out for you." He couldn't help but smile. "So, you still love him then."
Corrine snorted. Craig couldn't tell if she was laughing or crying. She just kept her head down, looking at her drink.
They talked for over three more hours, mostly about inconsequential things, because their emotions had become too raw to do otherwise. At the end of the evening, they adjusted their travel schedules so they could run into each other more often.
Craig looked at his watch. It was past midnight. "I'm sorry, Corrine. I didn't mean to take up your entire evening. You must have had other things to do?"
"No, not really. I don't do that anymore, Craig." She said it kind of sheepishly. "I was deluding myself back then. I'm going to do everything in my power to win my family back. So that includes keeping my legs closed. So you're out of luck there cowboy." Her smile was back.
Craig had to laugh. And he shook his head regretfully. "Me too. Just kidding, it's just that the opportunity to do otherwise hasn't presented itself. And now you turn me down? Man, my luck just sucks, doesn't it?"
They laughed and headed in separate directions. Both of them were already looking forward to the next time they could meet and spend more time together.
And they did just that. Over the next several years they would meet up two to three times a year. As expected, Corinne's marriage ended in divorce. She was saddened by that, but she had prepared herself for the worst case. The damage she had caused Tom was just too great for him to overcome. She didn't blame him at all.
Her friendship with Craig, and their lengthy conversations together, helped her cope. At one point they had considered sleeping together. However, they felt that in their lives it wouldn't be hard to find a friend with benefits. In fact, they both had those types of relationships at various times. They laughed that it was much harder to have a friend without benefits, so why ruin a good thing? The truth was they were both rudderless ships adrift in an ocean of loneliness. They found comfort in their fellowship.
On the other hand, Craig and Mandie remained cordial, but only saw each other at family functions they couldn't get themselves out of. When Mandie would spot him at these gatherings, she would always give him a sad smile and look hopeful. But Craig would simply give her a non-committal nod and move on, trying to put distance between them.
********
Many years later, while attending one such function, Craig had an uncomfortable feeling. He couldn't really put his finger on it, but he thought everyone was sneaking looks at him, especially his daughter Torrey. Then he found out why.
"Hi, Craig."
"Mandie."
It was a little unnerving having his ex-wife staring at him, especially since he found himself trapped in a corner. The only way out would have been to go right through Mandie. He could also feel a dozen or so pairs of eyeballs looking his way too.
He just sighed and resigned himself to his fate. He had managed to dodge her all these many years, but now he was trapped. He was only about six months away from retiring and had plans to move to the Valley of the Sun to live out his days golfing and drinking. He didn't need this complication.
"I finally understood why you left me." Just like that. No 'how are you doing' or 'hasn't the weather been nice.' She hit him right between the eyes.
"Yeah?" He was genuinely curious to see if she truly understood.
"It wasn't because I cheated, was it?"
He shook his head no.
"It was because I was never going to tell you, wasn't it?"
He nodded slowly. "How did you come to understand?"
She laughed regretfully. "Several years of therapy. Someone finally was able to get me to understand how terrible those words were. I couldn't believe I was capable of inflicting that depth of torment on someone I loved. We might have been able to get past my affair if I hadn't said that?"
"I don't know if we could have kept it together in the long run, Mandie. But up until you spoke those words, I was still trying to find a way to make us work."
"The sad thing, Craig, was that even after I realized what I had done, I got mad at you for breaking us up over just my words. If you could get past the cheating, why not what I said? How could those silly words have been worse than what I did? I didn't understand it until much too late, I suppose. I kept thinking that if only you hadn't left, I could have convinced you of my love."
"Well, Mandie, the truth is, I never doubted that you loved me. Corrine helped me see that. The truth is, I couldn't get past you destroying my trust and the anguish I felt because of it."
"If you had given me a chance, I know I could have regained your trust..."
"No, Mandie, I don't think you could have." Tom interrupted sharply. "You don't understand how deep the trust I had in you was. Men aren't necessarily the simple creatures pop culture makes us out to be. We have emotions, deep emotions. We live with the constant fear that we won't be good enough, or that somehow we will fail our families. I shared that level of intimacy with you. It was something I would never let another human being see, for fear I would be found out a fraud."
"What are you talking about Craig, you're the strongest person I know?"
"It's mostly an act. A man's inability to let others see his weaknesses is a genetic self-preservation technique. It probably goes back to prehistoric times if a male showed weakness or fear, it could cost him his life."
"That was millions of years ago..."
"Mandie," Craig interrupted. Since I was ten years old, you are the only person I have ever let see me cry. Do you remember when my father died?"
"Of course, but what..."
"What do you remember most about that time?"
She knew the answer right away. "How I held you in my arms as you mourned the loss of your dad. I never felt closer to you in my life."
"No one else saw it, Mandie. I wouldn't let them. I was vulnerable and counted on you to help me through it. I cried in your arms like a baby. I left myself altogether exposed to you. That's how deep the trust was I had in you. If we lived to be a hundred, I could
never let myself be that vulnerable in your presence again. I would be too afraid that you would expose my defenselessness to others.
"Another thing, do you remember all the silly games and other sexual intimacies we shared in bed and other places?"
"Yes, and I miss them terribly..."
"Well, for me the worst part of the cheating was the fear that you would tell your lover about what we did, and laugh together. Even if you didn't laugh at me about it, would you, did you share any of them with him?" Her shoulders sagged and she couldn't make eye contact with him.
"You were the only person in the world with who I shared all my hopes, fears, dreams, and failures. You saw the best and the worst of me. Do you understand now?"
She finally did. And she began to grieve for what she had so casually thrown away. But she was a fighter, and after a protracted silence to find an acceptable outcome, she soldiered on.
"Craig, honey, look at me, please." He did. "I am so sorry for not understanding. But you are wrong about one thing. When you confronted me back then, you said that I was more important to you than you to me. That simply isn't true. I was just too selfish to understand it, but truthfully I needed you, I still need you, much more. I can't go on without you in my life. That's why I'm here begging your forgiveness, and trying to find a way for us to move forward together.
"Listen, let's assume you are right, and that we can never be what we once were. Couldn't we still be good together? Does it have to be an all-or-nothing proposition? Believe me when I tell you that I will take what I can get from you. I know you still care for me..."
"Of course I do, but..."
"Wait, please listen. I'm not naïve enough to be thinking that we could get back together and magically be back to what we were. It's my fault, it is all my fault. I killed a beautiful special thing with my selfishness." Her tears were falling freely now, but she felt hopeful. "We could take it slowly, start out being friends, you know?
"To begin with, I would be happy having you back in my life however minimal it might be. I don't want to only be the person you nod politely to at family functions for the past seventeen years. Ignoring each other is becoming hard work. To me, just going out to dinner together would be a huge step forward. Do you see what I mean?"
"I do understand what you are saying, but..." It was hard for Craig to continue. He had been hiding his emotions away for years. He had finally gotten comfortable with who he was, and now this.
She wasn't however, about to let him run away and hide. She moved closer to him, gently placing her hand on his tightly folded arms. "Craig, maybe I'm being selfish again, but have you really been happy without me in your life?
"Look at us." She waved her arm across the room. "We are here celebrating the birth of our third grandchild, and we are acting like complete strangers. How is that right?"
She began to cry but held fast and continued strong. "Just take me to lunch. Or, if you like, take me somewhere quiet where no one can see or hear us and yell and scream at me. But please, don't ignore me any longer. I'm getting ready to retire soon and I don't want to spend it alone. Do you? It seems like such a waste of precious time."
Craig's mind drifted back to a conversation he had with Corrine. Mandie didn't know it, but several months ago he spent a few days with Corrine and her husband Tom. That's right, her husband. Craig was dumbfounded as he was waiting to meet Corrine in a hotel bar. She walked in, arm in arm, with Tom. They were both wearing their wedding rings.
When Craig got over his shock, he listened to what they had to say. It boiled down to neither of them had found a replacement for the other. They concluded it was because there wasn't a better partner, they belonged together. Then they both laughed and said plus, they didn't want to die alone.
Tom did most of the talking in the first part of the meeting. "Corrine reached out to me. We sat together and really talked for the first time in years. I guess when you get older a lot of things don't matter as much as they used to. The best times of my life were spent with Corrine. And yes, so were the worst. Why were they the worst? Because she meant so much to me. In the end, the good memories outweighed the bad. But in any case, she was a constant in my life." He was emotional as he continued.
"Finally, she asked me what I thought the worst that could happen if we tried again. That really stopped me. What was the worst that could happen? I came to the conclusion that nothing could happen that hadn't before. And I lived through it."
Craig was always a thoughtful man, so Tom's words weren't foreign to him. He understood when you reach your forties, you become aware that someday you will die. But, it is still an abstract concept. When you are in your sixties, death is a matter of fact. It becomes a constant in your decisions and thought processes. What do I want to do with the time I have remaining? You also think about how you can spend more time doing what is important, or enjoyable, as opposed to those that are not. You begin to clear the detritus from your world. Craig was no different than any other sixty-five-year-old. He considered all these things, but as of yet, he had no answers.
Corrine interrupted at this point. "We knew we couldn't go back and be what we once were, so we decided we needed a new paradigm."
Tom quickly raised his eyebrows in surprise.
"Corrine laughed, no, no, nothing weird like that, Craig. We simply decided that we would be together as partners. Our kids are grown and gone, so that is no longer an issue. We sold our house and most of our other possessions that had taken over our lives because we had let them. I keep working because I love what I do. Tom quit because he hated what he did. Now, when I have to travel, we travel together.
"I guess that's a long-winded way of saying; there is no longer anything beyond Tom and me. Do you remember many years ago when I told you that I needed to time to just be me? Not a mother, wife, or homemaker? Craig nodded. "Well, that's what I am now when Tom and I are together. I'm only me, nothing else and it is all I want."
Tom excused himself at that point, mumbling about forgetting something. It seemed a contrived exit designed to leave Craig and Corrine alone.
"Craig, next to Tom, you're the best friend I have. I care so much for you and it pains me to see you unhappy..."
"I am not unhappy."
"Yes, you are. Your pain is evident every time I see you. Don't misunderstand me; I don't think you go around daily feeling sorry for yourself. I don't believe you feel anything. You've numbed yourself so that you won't get hurt again. And it breaks my heart to see you like this.
"Tom gave me a second chance when I didn't really deserve it. What I did to Tom was far worse than what Mandie did to you. Can't you give her a second chance? If not for her, then do it for yourself."
"No, Corrine, what Mandie did was worse, but I understand your point. I'm just not sure I have the courage to do what you are asking. You're demanding that I have the 'two o'clock in the morning, alone in a dark alley kind of courage.' I just don't know."
Craig's mind returned to the present. Mandie was silently watching him with imploring eyes while still holding on to his arm. It seemed to Craig, much more tightly than before.
Craig had spent all these years building walls around his heart. He couldn't tear them down overnight, he wanted to, but maybe it was too late. Sometimes though, you have to just step onto the invisible bridge across the abyss. It's the only way to know if that bridge is real or not.
"I kind of like the idea you had about going someplace quiet so I could yell and scream at you, Mandie, if you want to give that one a try?" He smiled unreservedly for the first time in a long while.
EPILOGUE:
A very contented sixty-year-old Corinne Glenwood sat quietly at the table in her breakfast nook. She was sipping a cup of coffee, going through last night's emails. The morning sunlight was streaming through the open shutters. It was early Spring and still quite brisk outside, but she opened the windows anyway, to allow the fresh air inside. She would need to close them after a few minutes because she had found that as the years rolled by, her body's numerous aches and pains were quickly inflamed by the cold. Yet, breathing the spring air always gave her a sense of hope and renewal. It was part of the endless cycle of life. It gave her comfort in her old age, and it lifted her spirits immeasurably. So she repeated this process daily, even when it rained.
Just then, her husband Tom shuffled into the kitchen, wearing the tattered old coffee-stained robe that she bought him a hundred years ago. Every time she threatened to buy him a new one, he would only say, "Why, what's wrong with this one? It still works."
The familiarity of it brought a smile to her face. She wanted to watch Tom struggle with the coffee maker because that was entertaining also. But instead, she turned her attention back to her email.



She noticed there was an email from Craig Bryce, so she skipped to it. It had a photo of him and his wife Amanda standing in front of the Eiffel Tower. She recalled that Craig had told her they were going to be in Paris for the first day of Spring. Corrine was happy for her friend. He finally had gotten his head out of his ass. Ever since his divorce, he always had a look of weariness about him, so she was pleased to see them both looking so excited and happy.
"Look, Tom, it's a picture of Craig and Mandie in front of the Eiffel Tower."
Tom sauntered over, spilling a little coffee as he walked. Corrine just shook her head. He leaned in closer. "That's terrific; Craig is really a lucky guy."
Corrine patted Tom on the shoulder and looked lovingly into his pale blue eyes. "Yes, he is. Almost as lucky as I am."
Author's Note: Hey, it's Christmas time. I needed a happy ending. So sue me.
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Custer's Last Stand


Sometimes there's no way out.


This is a very dark one. There isn't really any graphic sex in it. If you're looking for a happy ending or stroke piece, this isn't it.

Main Characters:
George A. Custer, AKA "GA," husband age 37, father of four grammar school-aged children.
Elizabeth B. Custer, AKA "Lizzie" age 35, married to GA for 13 years and a stay-at- home mom.
Boston Custer, age 40, GA's older brother, and close confidante.
Fredrik Benteen, Captain of Detective Division Billings Police Dept.
James Calhoun, Lieutenant Detective Division Billings Police Dept.
Algernon Smith, CSI Technician, Billings PD.
Isabel Reno, TV reporter
William Cook, TV news anchor
STORY:
George Armstrong Custer, known to all as GA, was sitting quietly, slumped against the low stone wall of the Seventh Cavalry Memorial on Last Stand Hill. He glanced at his watch. It won't be long now. He had the weight of the world on his shoulders. He loved to gaze out across the grounds in the fading sunlight as often as he could. Sometimes the ghosts would talk to him.
He was alone, had the Park rangers taken a better look at him as they waved goodbye for the night, they might have stayed with him. He was a deeply troubled man, and the pain was clearly etched on his face and reflected in his posture. Most had known GA for years, some since he was a small boy when his father, who volunteered at the park, would bring him. GA was a fixture at the memorial. He even had a key to the gate that his father had bequeathed him. The rangers all pretended it didn't exist, and as they departed, they spoke a familiar refrain. "Don't forget to lock up GA! Good night."
It was GA's father, who introduced him to Little Big Horn National Monument. George, like his father, had been, was a professor of history at Montana State University, Billings. It was only an hour or so away from the battlefield. GA's father had passed away suddenly a few years ago, leaving his older brother Boston as his only relative. George idolized him his whole life. Boston was always GA's confidante, but even he couldn't help GA with his current problem. He was too embarrassed to talk about it with him, and as far as he knew, Boston was unaware of the turmoil over the past year in GA's life.
GA's father loved General Custer. He claimed that they were descendants of the 7th Cavalry commander. GA researched this claim extensively over the years and could find no hereditary connection, but he never told his father. It would have crushed him.
When GA was very young, he was enthralled by the stories his father told of the glorious 7th Cavalry and their heroic deeds.
In truth, there is no glory in battle. There never was a time that there was. Sometimes it is necessary but never glorious. Anyone who speaks of the glory in battle has never been in one. There is only pain and death, accompanied by the horrors it attends, and finally, the nightmares for the survivors. The one saving grace for the members of Custer's command was, that none had lived to experience the nightmares. Those were left for the survivors of Reno and Benteen's battalions.
As GA aged, he immersed himself in the true history of what most Anglos knew as Custer's Last Stand. By the time he was a teen, GA was well versed in the politics surrounding the period and the logistics of the battle itself. For a while, like most individuals with more than a passing interest in it, he was caught up in the what ifs, and the endless twenty-twenty hind-sight opportunities that surrounded Custer's actions.
He eventually outgrew that. He became weary of arguing with friends and family members who only had the movie history of Custer to base their opinions on. Custer was neither a genius nor a fool. He was what most cavalry officers were back then and still are to this day. He was aggressive and took risks. Cavalry officers are taught to control the battlefield. If the enemy has the initiative, take it away by any means, and then fight until the fight is done. Why? Because the cavalry is usually outnumbered and relies on what now everyone refers to as, "shock and awe."
Control the Battlefield. Until recently, that was just a phrase GA used when having intellectual conversations among a group of individuals who never had to put it to use. GA now clearly understood its importance.
But by the time GA had finished school and began teaching at the college, he was much more interested in an aspect of the battle that few whites considered. If the native leaders, like Sitting Bull, Crazy Horse, Gall, and the others, had the benefit of hindsight would they still have chosen to stand and fight at Little Bighorn?
It was a hollow victory for the Plains Indians. The battle of The Greasy Grass, as it was called by the Native American combatants, was a victory on the field, but it hastened their demise, as was inevitable. The Indian leaders must have known what lay ahead for them. Shortly after the battle they fled to Canada and only returned to surrender. Less than five years later, their day was done. Those years were filled with death, starvation, and other horrors, that are well documented and haven't improved all that much for them almost a hundred and fifty years later.
Surely the chiefs would have chosen alternatives had they been able to see the ruin that lay ahead for their people; wouldn't they have? If any of them did, there was no record of their regrets. Did they really believe they could defeat the white man as they had the Spaniards over three hundred years before? Or did they just have no choice? GA believed that life always offered choices. What if the Northern Plains tribes had just left for Canada early that summer when they knew the army was approaching? If they had gone there and waited for the same five year period, would the next several generations of there people's lives been any different?
GA spent countless hours researching that question from the Native American perspective. There wasn't much written about the history of the approximately three thousand years they roamed the Great Plains. GA corresponded with experts and historians from around the world, trying to find that answer. He became obsessed with it to the point of distraction. After several years, he had drawn conclusions but didn't have a definitive answer. GA believed the Sioux and Cheyenne had reached the determination that some things are worth dying for, no matter the cost. GA had no better argument.
A Plains Indian warrior had a simple ethos. It was drilled into them in every aspect of the life from their birth. The highest honor a warrior could achieve was to die in battle. A warrior's first responsibility was always to their family and village. It was their sworn duty to protect them with their life. The US Military was well aware of this and their doctrine for combating the Indian Wars was based on it. If they attacked the village, the warriors would be on the defensive and the army would have the battlefield initiative. It worked until that fateful day when it led to the 7th' Cavalry's destruction.
Some things are worth dying for. Like the Plains Indians he had grown to admire so much, he was out of choices. That's why he was sitting there as the dusk faded into the night in this unseasonably warm fall evening. He stared intently out across the gently sloping plain heavy with sage and other tall grasses. The battlefield was crisscrossed with coulees and ravines that helped defeat Custer. Part of GA hoped the ghosts might present him with alternatives. None were forthcoming.
His gaze settled down into the valley of what was known as the Deep Ravine. That is where it all ended for the 7th on June 25, 1876. After the defensive position they had assumed on what later was known as Last Stand Hill, collapsed and were overrun, about twenty-five to thirty surviving troopers tried to escape to the river by running down the ravine. They were on foot because their horses were dead or run off by women of the tribes.
They never even got close; they were cut down methodically in a couple of minutes. Contrary to popular culture, that was the only evidence on the entire battlefield that combat discipline had broken down among the troopers.
There may have actually been some truth to the Errol Flynn movie version of the battle (They Died with Their Boots On). According to legends told by the Native Americans, there was a final overwhelming charge by the warriors led by Crazy Horse that killed Custer and most of his officers.
The intricacies of the battle, its ramifications, and its impact on American history meant nothing to GA now. What preoccupied his thoughts was how the various troopers reacted at the moment they knew they would not live through the day. Modern forensics completed on the battlefield, and oral histories provided by the Indian combatants, gave him insight.
It told him that some had panicked and run, a few curled into the fetal position and begged for mercy or cried like babies. Others killed themselves rather than fall into their ruthless enemy's hands. There was even a story told of a single trooper who was able to mount one of the few living horses remaining on the battlefield and break through the Indian lines. He was chased by several mounted warriors. The warriors were just getting ready to give up and let him go so they could return to the battle, when the soldier drew his sidearm and shot himself in the head. Others stood their ground and fought to the death, or having run out of ammunition, waited with seeming indifference for death to come. Or was it resignation? Some would say the calm wasn't a conscious act on the individual's part; rather it was the soul coming to grips with their host's mortal end.
Were those the individuals whose ghosts inhabited the battlefield? A few park rangers swore that early in the morning as the rising sun was trying to burn off the heavy mist that frequently covered the national cemetery named in Custer's honor, they would spy ghostly apparitions. They claimed they could see them sitting peacefully against the headstones of the dead or wandering the battlefield aimlessly.
The cemetery was GA's favorite place. Few knew that Major Marcus Reno was buried there; the highest-ranking officer of the 7th to be so. Many thought he didn't deserve the honor. Others believed it was appropriate if for no other reason than it was Major Reno's actions that fateful day that allowed any member of Custer's Division to survive.
How would GA react at the moment of truth? Would he like a Sioux warrior, do his duty to his family, or try to run and hide. Or worse yet, submit. No one ever truly knew the answer to that question until it was too late for anyone to learn the lesson from.
In any case, George Armstrong Custer, aged thirty-seven and a professor of history, at this point had at least one thing in common with his namesake. As each stood on this spot over one hundred and forty years apart, they both knew they wouldn't survive the day. GA would protect his family, like an Indian warrior. But he would command the battlefield like a mounted cavalry officer. The timing was crucial.
GA checked his watch again. It was time. Actually he was a few minutes behind schedule, but he could make that up on the road. His destiny lay at home but he had a couple of stops to make first. He took a deep breath, and with tears of sorrow in his eyes, surveyed his beloved battlefield one last time.
On his one-hour drive to his final circumstance, GA had time to reflect on the events that occurred about a year ago that brought him to this point.
*********
GA couldn't believe the words he heard coming out of his wife Elizabeth's mouth. His mind refused to accept what she was saying because it was incomprehensible.
"Wait, what, please say that again, I don't think I understood you." There was a loud rushing noise inside his head.
Lizzie gave a big sigh and shook her head. "The girls said this would probably happen." She snapped. "Listen sweetie I know this is hard for you, but please just follow along with me. I have been a good mother to our four children and a great wife to you for 13 years. But candidly, I grew bored sitting at home now that the kids are all in school. So, anyway I have taken a lover. Well.... actually several lovers over the past couple of years."
"You've got to be joking me?" Choked out a deeply shocked and disturbed GA.
"Listen carefully to me GA, I am very serious and, we need to talk calmly about how our life will be going forward...."
"Ok, but I think you've lost your mind. If this isn't some sick joke you are playing on me and you really have been cheating on me for years, why tell me now? Why not just continue to slut around behind my back?" He was pacing back and forth; clenching his fists repeatedly with so much pent-up anger inside him he was unaware that he had left his chair.
"Honey, please sit back down. And stop the name-calling. It's unbecoming of you. There are several reasons actually. The first one is because I was just trying out the lifestyle to see if it was something I liked, and obviously I do. And, I intend on doing a lot more of it. So, that would make it harder to keep you in the dark. Besides, I know you don't believe it right now, but I do love you and we are going to be married until death does us part. If you accept this then nothing, and I mean nothing, in our life has to change."
Lizzie had been instructed by the ladies in no uncertain terms, that she should not even hint at the true outcome of her plan. Her ultimate goal was to turn him into a complete submissive. Move her boyfriends freely in and out of the house, and for both families including their children to know fully what was going on.
Interesting how that is the only part of her vows she remembers, GA thought to himself.
"But, if you fight me on this, I will take everything from you. I will get the house; you will get to pay for it. I will get the kids; you will get to pay me very generous child support for a very long time. And, I promise you I will make it as difficult as I possibly can for you to see your children. I will work diligently to eventually turn them against you by convincing them our divorce was your fault. I will also get substantial alimony from you for many years. Oh yeah, and I will get to keep my gentlemen friends, only I will be able to just bring them into what used to be your house and your bed."
GA just sat sputtering, staring at whomever this woman was, unable to form cogent thoughts. He was more shocked than he had ever been in his life.
"And GA, it will be your fault if we divorce because it is so unnecessary. I have had five different lovers in this period, and have you noticed anything different? You know you haven't, I am still the same loving wife and mother I have always been. So yes, you are going to allow me this pleasure without disrupting our family." Elizabeth B. Custer said this smugly, as she sat with her arms folded across her chest. She had her legs crossed at the knees and she was bouncing her foot up and down as if she were impatiently waiting for a petulant child to comply.
"Now, the kids are gone for the night. I need you to go upstairs, take off your clothes, and make love to me. That's why I need you. My other men are just big dicked human dildos to me....." She was being sincere but never got to finish her thoughts. As she had expected, she saw GA leap to his feet. He stared piercingly at her, and for the briefest moment, she saw an evil menacing look flash across his face before he wordlessly stormed out of the house. He slammed the front door behind him so hard their wedding picture fell off the wall and crashed to the ground. It shattered the glass in the frame that left a jagged tear across their innocent brightly smiling faces.
Lizzie wasn't overly concerned about his reaction. The girls had prepped her on what she could expect as an initial reaction from him. Their advice was to let him go and stew on it for a few days. The husband always did that before they realized they had no alternative and returned. The ladies' further advice was when the wayward husband did come back, which was usually within three or four days, they should stand firm but be caring and attentive. It was a time to show the cuckold husband their love.
If the wife really wanted to take it further into a female-led relationship it should be done gradually. Wait until the husband accepted each step until she got the relationship where she wanted it. She could then take her rightful place as head of the household. She would be able to not only teach her daughters how to be the dominant partner but educate her sons that it was their proper place to be submissive to their wives.
She did feel bad about using the children, but her friends told her that without using them as weapons, she would never be able to control her husband and lead the life she desired. She sighed, but it had to be done. Besides, once GA got used to the changes, his life would be better also.
Later that evening, Lizzie asked her friends about the scary look he gave her during her planned Zoom call after her husband stormed out. She had to smile to herself. When the ladies first suggested the call, she countered by saying, "how am I going to do that if he doesn't leave?" They had laughed good-naturedly at her ignorance and set up the call anyway. The ladies said that was normal and just a typical male response to conflict. She guessed they were right. They had been right about everything so far.
Two of the ladies who had the most obstinate husbands said they got the same look, but both were now full-time compliant submissives. They even helped their wives get dressed for their lovers. Talk like this always got Lizzie wet as she could barely contain her excitement at the thought of her future life.
Lizzie spent a few pleasant moments thinking back to how she went from a typical suburban middle-class wife to her current position of power. If it wasn't for a chance meeting, one day with the three ladies that had become her close confidants and mentors; she wondered if she would have spent the rest of her life in ignorant subservience.
On that fateful day, she had left the 3 older children with her mother. She was tired and needed a break. She enjoyed being a full-time mom, but it was taking its toll on her. Her life seemed so routine and bland. And, it didn't appear there was any end to it in sight. Lizzie loved her husband, but lately she sometimes wondered if he truly appreciated how hard things were for her. So, to decompress, she was taking a leisurely stroll with the baby through her favorite park.
When she sat down at a table for a moment to help the baby with her bottle, three ladies approached her. They all had young ones in strollers too. They seemed very worldly and self-confident to Lizzie as they spoke about their families. They all agreed that they should meet at the park every week, or ditch the kids and go drink margarita's at Pablo's Hole in the Wall, nearby. They had a good laugh and all agreed it was a great idea.
It was at one of the meetings at Pablo's that her seduction had started. Lizzie had noticed during their meetings that they all spoke lovingly of their families, including their husbands, but she got the sense from them that they treated their husbands almost as one of their children. When they were all well lubed from finishing their second Cadillac Margarita, Lizzie asked them about her perception. They all laughed uproariously. They then methodically initiated Lizzie into how life should work.



They made it sound so enticing and easily accomplished. But more importantly, they convinced her that she deserved it. It was her right, and she wholeheartedly bought into it.
Out of her innocence, she did commit a grave faux pas at a meeting once, when she asked the group if any of them had their lovers father their children. She asked this after having read some articles about hotwifing online. The articles made it seem very exciting. As soon as she finished the question she knew she had erred by the horrified looks the others gave her.
Ms. Keogh as she always insisted on being called was the oldest of them and the de facto leader of the group. She calmly, but deliberately told Lizzie not to be crass. If she had any ideas of doing something so disgusting and hurtful to her family as that, she would no longer be part of the group.
Lizzie apologized profusely. Ms. Keogh was magnanimous in her forgiveness, but forcefully explained that this wasn't a game. "Taking control of your marriage as is your right carries a lot of responsibility. Your goal isn't to embarrass or belittle your husband. That's merely a tool you use to control him and take charge of your marriage so that your whole family's life is better, including your husband's. Only stupid little women let themselves get pregnant by accident or do something as vulgar as allowing one of your man friends to impregnate you. It is simply irresponsible.
"Your objective is to have your husband willingly allow your trysts, and in fact, become involved in them. He needs to be led slowly and cautiously. Men by nature are not very bright or intuitive, but they do respond well to clear concise direction. Now let's all focus on your strategy and forget this nonsense."
And that was the last ever said about it. Lizzie never again sought any guidance or reference on the subject from the internet.
Lizzie's first experience with infidelity was the most sexually satisfying and erotic experience of her life. But, it was terrifying at the same time. She was certain GA would see cheater written across her forehead when she got home. When he didn't notice any change in her demeanor, she became emboldened and knew that this was the lifestyle she wanted.
Ms. Keogh had lent her one of her long-term gentlemen friends, as she always referred to them, to start her experimentations with. She didn't want Lizzie to have to find one on her own. She was too naïve and inexperienced and thus too likely to screw it up and be discovered before the husband's intervention could take place.
Of course, this took time. First of all, there was no way she could begin to implement her plan until the baby Melissa reached school age and that was three years away. So she had plenty of opportunities to learn and plan for the time when she would take control of her marriage and her life. Oh yes, and practice!
When DA and Lizzie first discussed having children Lizzie had told him that she wanted to go back to work, so the first thing she had to do was tell him that she had changed her mind. DA was overjoyed at the prospect. DA and Lizzie had agreed that he should focus on getting a good promotion at work so they could maintain a good lifestyle while Lizzie stayed home and assumed the bulk of child-rearing duties.
The ladies, all stay-at-home moms themselves, pointed out to Lizzie how much easier it was to gain compliance from her husband if they were full-time moms. The threat of steep alimony certainly contributed, but mostly because getting custody of the children was a slam dunk in family court for the stay-at-home mother. And of course, the house, while the hubby would be living in a one-bedroom apartment near the poverty level, would continue to pay for it.
Before Lizzie's thoughts returned to her family responsibilities, she allowed herself to daydream about all the steps she would take to domesticate her husband while she rubbed herself to an explosive orgasm.
Further solidifying the brilliance of her lady friends and the righteousness of her plans, GA returned home in the evening of the fourth day since her conversation with him. Lizzie followed her instructions to the letter. She scolded him for abandoning his family, especially his four children, who were in shock at his disappearance. But, she also acted very solicitously towards him; reminding him several times that nothing would change.
She was insistent that GA sleep in their bedroom upon his return. The ladies explained to her this was critical and it could be facilitated by reminding GA of the children's feelings. They told her that it usually would take two to three weeks for the husband to resume sexual relations, but it had only been five days when she was able to entice him into sex. Yes, everything was coming together nicely.
Oh, GA did the usual begging and pleading. He wanted them to go to counseling to figure a way out of this circumstance, but in the end, he acquiesced and became quite docile. The only thing he told her that gave her concern was that she needed to keep her 'secret' life away from him, the house, and especially the children. If she failed to do so, he wouldn't be responsible for his actions. Once again the ladies calmed Lizzie by telling her it was a normal reaction during the early stages of his 'intervention.'
As she had been taught, she never brought the subject up again. Lizzie had been told that she should only respond generically if GA brought it up again. He hadn't so far. The ladies said that most husbands initially practiced an out of sight, out of mind policy. They said it was a good sign and after a couple of months, she should start subtlety changing the power dynamic in their relationship.
From GA's perspective, his life didn't really change. Lizzie's other life was invisible to him as she had promised. This somehow further infuriated him. The destruction of his comfortable world shouldn't be that easy. GA did spend more time with his children, a lot more time. He reduced his class load so he could pick the kids up after school. He would sometimes take them to the battlefield even though, except for his oldest, they were too young to appreciate it.
His life wasn't all that terrible. His relationship with his wife had certainly stagnated, but he became much closer to his kids. He cherished that part of it. His teaching and his incessant research helped to block out, what his marriage had become.
For GA, his sex life with Lizzie had become one of a physical need only. He actually took pleasure in considering that he was just one more of Lizzie's 'men friends' who took advantage of her body for that release. He certainly didn't love her any longer, but he didn't hate her either. She had become just an incidental part of his life. Lizzie was just someone he had to tolerate being around until the kids turned eighteen or he figured a way out.
And so, GA's world continued for several months in this same fashion. It all fell apart one afternoon when he left school early because of a bad headache. As he approached his house he noticed several strange cars in his drive and parked at the curb. He was instantly furious. He was going to park on his lawn and storm into the house because his immediate reaction was that Lizzie was entertaining her men friends in his house! He thought better of it and decided to drive around the block. He parked out of sight and thought about it for a bit.
Honestly, her screwing around in the house didn't make any sense to GA. Her life was carefully crafted, and fucking one or more of the bastards in his house in broad daylight, didn't fit that scenario. She was far too careful and methodical to do that where neighbors could easily see. So he decided to investigate.
Their house had a walk-in basement from the back yard so GA was easily able to gain access undetected. He quietly walked up the stairs. When he reached the landing he could hear Lizzie's voice along with several other women's. Through the cracked door, he could readily see Lizzie and three other women sitting around the breakfast table drinking tea and eating cookies while bantering back and forth in a fairly serious manner. This wasn't the usual hen-party type gathering.
What he heard made his blood run cold, but frankly didn't shock him. Fairly recently Lizzie had started behaving a little differently. Up to now, it seemed fairly innocuous to GA. It was just little things really. If the family went to dinner, she insisted that the server leave the check with her. She asked GA to carry her purse when they went into stores while she looked at items. And, just last week she had started calling him Georgie, instead of GA. He asked her not to, but she ignored his request.
Now he was hearing from these women why these changes were taking place. Lizzie was being directed to do these things as part of the early stages of a well-thought-out plan. A master plan that the ladies readily pointed out had been carried out successfully many times beforehand. Including in their own marriages.
All three women peppered Lizzie with questions about how he was responding to her stimuli. They were trying to determine GA's readiness to accept the next phase of his life.
If Lizzie did as she was being told, she would soon be further feminizing and subjugating him to the point of complete emasculation. But that wasn't the worst of it. It was what one of the women said that ended the masquerade life he was living. She was referred to as Ms. Keogh and appeared to be the group's leader. She told Lizzie that all of the forthcoming steps were necessary for reaching her ultimate goal.
That goal was complete control of their marriage and the ability to raise her children as was necessary; with an upbringing where her girls understood their dominant place in a relationship, and her boys embraced their subservience to the women in their world.
Ms. Keogh called it a Level IV Female Led Relationship (FLR). And she said it was the pre-ordained future of the western world. They had convinced Lizzie that they, all of them, would be at the vanguard of a new and better world.
Ms. Keogh spoke of chastity devices, GA being forced to wear women's underwear, and servicing her lovers. Everything Lizzie had told him was a lie. She fully intended to have her lovers in the house with her children and family's knowledge. As Ms. Keogh continued to speak in a stern but motherly voice to her, GA could see that Lizzie was becoming aroused. He was sure she would orgasm right there in her chair before the lady was done.
GA had to get out! He stumbled down the stairs and not very quietly. His heart was pounding in his chest, and it was difficult for GA to breathe. As he made his way to his car, his mind was racing. He was angry, angrier than he had ever been in his life. He was enraged at Lizzie. He wanted to strangle Ms. Keogh and the other ladies who hung on every word she spoke.
Mostly though, GA was angry that he allowed himself to be put in this position. There had to be a way out. He drove blindly for the next hour to his place of refuge. It would be the first of many trips there to plan for a way out of this mess.
By the time he arrived home late that night the children were in bed, his phone had blown up with calls and texts from Lizzie. But, he did go home, having vowed to himself he would never be parted from his children. He had a plan, not a plan to end this farce of a marriage, but a plan to buy him time. First, he needed to calm himself, and then he needed the time to figure out how to save his children. That was foremost in his mind. How would he save them from their planned fate as dictated by this pack of hyenas?
His first goal was to find out who these witches were that had taken his wife's humanity, her very soul, and find a way to stop them.
As for that, he wasn't a detective, he wasn't a surveillance expert, and he certainly wasn't a Special Forces operator. He was a nondescript history professor at a local college. He was smart enough to know that if he just filed for divorce, it wouldn't make any difference. He couldn't even use adultery as a reason. Adultery wouldn't even be considered in child custody and the division of assets.
But, he did know how to do research, so he would start there.
He had pledged to himself that he would act normal around Lizzie, but of course, he couldn't. Lizzie immediately sensed something was wrong. GA told her he was feeling sick. Which was absolutely true.
"I don't doubt it, Georgie, you look terrible!"
GA didn't even make it to the sink before he threw up all over himself and the kitchen floor. Lizzie screamed in horror and genuine concern. "You are going to the doctor first thing in the morning, no argument, Georgie. Now get to bed!"
George vomited again. This time though, he made it into the sink. He just nodded his head and without further acknowledging her, started for the bedroom.
The household dynamic was certainly different after that. GA didn't let on that he knew about his planned doom, but he never again played further into Lizzie's hand. No doubt this caused some amount of consternation with her.
One evening, while lying in bed, Lizzie turned to GA, and giving him her sexiest look said. "Georgie, I want to try something different tonight. I think it would be so sexy to make love to you while you wearing my panties. Some nice pink ones I think."
"Forget it, Lizzie, it's not happening!" And he rolled over away from her.
She tried to get him to carry her purse once in a department store. He simply told her, "If your purse is too damn heavy, get a wallet." And he walked away.
They were small victories, seemingly insignificant, but they did buy him time.
And so it went for a while.
A couple of months passed and as he was spying on another meeting of the coven at his house he overheard Lizzie express her concern about GA's lack of 'progress' as they referred to it. The ladies convinced her that this was just a temporary setback, not an end to her plans. They urged patience and suggested she just keep trying. Men, after all, were weak-willed, so GA would surely eventually capitulate.
All the while George kept up with his research. To say the least, his findings were eye-opening, at their worst, terrifying.
Not surprisingly, GA's health really did suffer. First, he lost his appetite, then weight. Then his heart rate and blood pressure went through the roof. He was constantly jumpy and nervous. Lizzie expressed her concerns about his health frequently. At her insistence, he visited several doctors and counselors. It was his last visit to his family doctor to go over his latest test results that set him on this final path.
"Georgie, something is wrong. What is bothering you?" Was a constant refrain from her.
GA could only shake his head in amazement. "Lizzie, do you think that you fucking half the state of Montana, might, I mean just might, have a little impact on my health?"
"Georgie, we've talked about this over and over. You are making too much out of it. Maybe it would help if you met one of my men friends so you could see they are not a threat to you, or to our marriage."
His eyes clouded over, his face an angry mask. Just before he started to explode, he had an idea. "You know, Lizzie, that may not be such a bad idea. Maybe it would help?" If she wasn't so wrapped up in herself and her plans, she would have shuddered at his expression. Instead she was ecstatic at this sudden turn of events.
As he hit the outskirts of Billings, George's thoughts returned to the present. He checked his watch once more. It would be close, but he would still make it work. It was after eight when he reached his first stop. Another check of his watch told him he was back on schedule.
***********
"Good evening again everyone. Welcome to the 11 O'clock Channel 6 Nightly News program. I'm William Cook and tonight, unfortunately my partner, Isabel Reno, is out in the field on location with another Channel Six exclusive report. I'm sorry to have to report another terrible tragedy has struck our close-knit Billings community. It's the type of tragedy that has struck our fair city far too often lately. Let's not waste any more time and go directly to Isabel. Isabel?"
"Thanks, Bill." Before her cameraman gave her the countdown to live, Isabel had checked her make-up and reminded herself to display the proper mix of shock and empathy while exuding the confident professionalism her job required.
"We have another senseless tragedy to report, and it comes right on the heels of the terrible shooting at the restaurant we reported on earlier in the 8 o'clock hour." She slowly shook her head with in practiced solemnity. "I am standing here outside another crime scene of unspeakable horror." She made the required look over her shoulder at the yellow and black crime tape strung across the closed street as the cameraman zoomed in on two bored police officers guarding the scene.
"Earlier tonight, police received a call of gunshots at a residence in this quiet upper- middle-class Cameron Park Neighborhood. Dispatchers attempted to contact the residence phone without success. When police responded to the scene, the house was secured. However, when officers looked into a window they observed multiple persons who appeared unconscious. When they gained entry to the home by breaking a window, they discovered a husband and wife along with an unidentified adult male. All obviously deceased.
"As of right now, the investigators are inside working feverishly to determine just what unfolded here..." The cameraman rolled his eyes at the use of the adverb, 'feverishly' just after he showed an image of two cops chatting idly and with their hands in their pockets. But such were the perils of doing live spots..."As of right now, the police have released no information about the victims' identities or a possible motive for what occurred. All they have told us is that there is no threat to the community."
Isabel paused for dramatic effect. She wanted to allow the disappointment of the viewers at not getting any salacious details to fester a moment before she enlightened them with her superior reporter skills.
At that moment, the two officers raised the tape and another unmarked detective unit passed through to join the others parked around the house. One male exited and strolled into the house. The cameraman cursed under his breath. "Damn, couldn't he have at least jogged into the place?"
A slightly overweight middle-aged man with sad eyes shuffled through the police lines with a nod of recognition to the uniform guarding the entrance. He trudged up the doorsteps of the Custer residence. Captain Frederik Benteen had the look of exactly what he was. A weary, cynical, slightly balding, and overweight Captain of Detectives with the Billings Police Department. He didn't smoke, but he drank far too much. If he had been normal, he would be looking to retire because frankly, he had just seen too much. Even for a stone-hearted veteran of countless horrific crime scenes, today was a very bad day at the office.
Benteen hated these crime scenes. They were the worst. He was obviously an observant man, so he noticed everything. Normally outside, everything looked like an everyday family home that belied the horrors he would see inside. This one was no different. There were kids' bicycles lying on the well-kept lawn, a newspaper was on the porch, and just as he made it to the steps the sprinklers came on. He could hear the sounds of children playing outside the next block over. None were playing on this street. All the neighbors were standing silently on the sidewalks, staring at the house surrounded by yellow tape.
As he acknowledged the patrol officer posted there with a quick nod of his head, he was cursing himself for not having retired last year when his now ex-wife insisted. But he just didn't know anything but police work and they went their separate ways. Benteen wasn't even sure why his marriage ended. His wife never said anything, and he never asked. One day he was served papers, and that was that. He just assumed the marriage died from exhaustion. He and his wife had made 26 years together, which was a lot longer than most cop marriages.



As he entered the crime scene inside the front door, the lead detective spied him and called out, "Hey Cap how ya doing?"
Benteen lied and said, "Good Lieutenant Calhoun, we got a typical murder-suicide family beef? It seems like we are getting these all the time now." He asked without emotion or expecting a definitive answer.
Captain Benteen knew he was in the last stage of his career because he almost gagged at the sight and smells that surrounded him. His stomach turned into knots. It took every ounce of self-control to maintain an outwardly cool demeanor. He always hated the sickeningly sweet smell of drying blood. And, there was blood, bone, and brain matter everywhere.
When a cop first gets on the job, scenes like this are shocking and some officers seek help to cope. Usually though, they just throw up and keep going because it doesn't look good for fellow officers to see you like that. It isn't a real confidence booster. In point of fact, Capt. Benteen had noticed two piles of fresh bile outside off the sidewalk before he stepped into the house.
After a few years, a cop becomes numb to the pain and suffering. If you don't, it will eat you alive or turn you into one of the walking dead. Some quit at this point. That's why there are so many inexperienced cops on the streets. To Benteen, it appeared they were getting younger and younger. And society just kept expecting more and more from them. It was a recipe for disaster.
And finally, if an officer hasn't already quit, they will reach the last stage. A small, seemingly innocuous thing can be the breaking point. Benteen had seen hardened veterans breakdown and cry at the sight of a small dog whimpering because it hurt its leg. It's too late at this point. You can retire or bite off the end of your gun barrel, or do both. Captain Benteen had no intention of retiring. He had nothing else left.
"Well, Cap, yes and no...."
Benteen waited patiently for the Lt. to continue. He was used to how Calhoun's mind worked. It was a rare occasion when the Lieutenant's brain and mouth worked in concert. No one cared because Lt. Calhoun's brain and gun hand worked perfectly together. There was more than one cop on BPD that owed their lives to him.
"Maybe it would be better if we just wait until Algernon returns? Not surprisingly, he is handling the CSA on this one."
"Where is he?"
"He's interviewing the hubby's brother a few blocks over." He pointed to what remained of George Armstrong Custer's body still sitting in the chair. "He's working on a theory."
Benteen gave a quick snort and nodded his head, frustrated but understanding.
"Yeah, one of the uniforms drove him, and yes, he sat in the back seat." Now Capt. Benteen laughed out loud and shook his head at a smiling Calhoun.
The thing about Crime Scene Analyst Algernon Smith was, well, he was different. Most thought him downright weird, but Benteen and Calhoun knew that Smith was a savant when it came to crime scenes. His "theories" were better than most proven facts. There was a ten-dollar buy-in pool going at the station picking the month and year that Smith would be wrong about something. The pool had been in place for about five years now. Benteen figured he would win the pot eventually, because he had chosen, never. Of course, he would probably be dead and unable to collect.
Smith didn't have a license to drive, he never had one. He said it was too dangerous. He liked to ride in the back of marked units. He would put his hands behind his back and yell for help to passersby as some poor patrol officer, still on probation, drove him around. Even the rookies knew better than to fuck with Smith though.
How did Algernon get employed with the PD? Well, being the governor's nephew didn't hurt, but if 'weird' was a disqualifier for employment, the department would have a lot more openings than it did. Doesn't everyone want to line up for a job where you get spit on, assaulted, and shot at? The bottom line was, Smith was the best crime scene analyst anyone had ever known.
Just then, Algernon returned.
"OK, Algernon, give me the story. To me, it looks like all of the others." Benteen repeated himself because he had nothing better to say. "Just your run-of-the-mill, ho-hum everyday domestic murder-suicide. It seems as if they happen every day now."
"It looks that way on the surface boss, but this is far from that, very far."
That piqued Benteen's interest and he raised his eyebrows waiting for Smith to continue. He didn't want to get blamed for having Algernon start over. At that point, a young uniform walked in and handed some notes to Algernon then turned and left quickly before the smell got to her.
"Well for starters, Captain, our shooter over there," he pointed at the body sitting serenely in a chair, "was a dead man before he pulled the trigger."
"Ok? And we know that because?"
"I found this over there." After pointing to the den he quickly handed some paperwork to the Captain. "This says that our shooter, the husband, George A. Custer, had terminal cancer. If I read it right, he maybe had two to three months left."
"Ok, that's interesting, but..." Captain Benteen could tell that Smith was excited and had a lot of interesting things to say, but it would take time.
"Let me start at the beginning Cap." Benteen and Calhoun, who had been waiting patiently for Smith's narrative to begin, rolled their eyes at each other. "To me, it looks like the husband, our suspect, was waiting for his wife to get home. I also think he expected his wife's 'friend' to be with her."
Calhoun started to say something and then thought better of it.
"Victim #1, is the wife's companion and he died first. His ID showed him to be Sage Waterman, age 27. We don't have anything more on him. Nor do we as of yet have a connection to the Custers. Victim #2 is the wife, Lizzie Custer."
Benteen hated to, but he had to interrupt at this point. "But, you think Waterman was the wife's lover, and hubby over there was waiting for them to arrive? That's interesting. I wonder how he knew?"
Miraculously Algernon didn't start over at the beginning but continued on. That further convinced Benteen and Calhoun that this was a very different situation altogether.
"Right, meaning the wife told her hubby she was bringing her boyfriend home. As you can see Waterman barely made it in the door before hubby dropped him with one shot, right between the eyes. You can still see the look of surprise on his face."
Although Captain Benteen didn't fully buy into it, Algernon believed that the expression on a dead person's face told a story. Benteen looked at GA's body and the expression on his face was calm and peaceful. If you overlooked the fact that a good portion of the top of his skull was missing, you might have thought he was asleep. His wife, on the other hand, had a look of absolute horror and pain etched forever on hers. Her mouth was stretched wide open as if her final act was to scream hideously. You could still see the tear stains and dried mucous from her nose and mouth too. Benteen shuddered to think of what she experienced before she died.
Lizzie Custer's body was lying face up. It looked as if she was trying to get upstairs. She'd been shot in the doorway, just like Waterman, but it took time for her to die. Her blood trail went right past her husband's feet. "What was she doing Algernon? Trying to get upstairs?"
"They had four kids, Captain."
The color drained from Benteen's face. He was nauseous and he felt the bile in his nearly empty stomach start to rise. He started to dash for the door, because the Chief didn't like a cop, especially the Captain of Detectives, throwing up all over a crime scene.
"Captain, wait! They weren't home Cap, they weren't in the house! They were at the brother's house. That's why I went there. Well, part of it anyway."
He successfully fought his stomachs revolt, and trying to regain his dignity and composure Benteen calmly asked, "Did the brother offer any insight?"
"Well, Captain, he was of course shocked when he was informed of his brother's death. When he had recovered, I asked him how the kids came to be with him. The brother, Boston Custer, told me that earlier that afternoon George came by with his four kids in tow and asked if they could spend the weekend. He apologized for such short notice, but that George and Lizzie needed some privacy to work some things out. Boston said it was no bother, their kids loved to play together.
"When I asked him if he noticed anything unusual with his brother's demeanor, he said only that George seemed a little sad and distant recently. The interesting part is, later on, just a few minutes before the shooting here, George called Boston on his cell phone." Algernon took out his phone and played a recording for Calhoun and Benteen. He had recorded his conversation with Boston to make certain he got it right. He hit play.
"Yeah, so like I said, I got a call from George. He said, 'thanks for taking care of my kids for me, Boston. I'm sorry to get you mixed up in all this.' "He seemed despondent and I got worried. I told him no sweat we always do. You know we'll watch out for them. 'Yeah, you're a good guy, thanks for being my brother.' He told me. Then the phone just went dead." Algernon shut the recording off and put the phone back in his pocket.
Benteen was listening but was still close to hyperventilating and passing out. God damn it, I'm getting too old for this shit. He took a moment to gather himself. "If the kids weren't here, then why head up there?"
Algernon got a look on his face that neither Benteen nor Calhoun had ever seen from him before. The mask that he always wore was gone. He looked like he was going to cry. They were shocked.
Smith just whispered haltingly. "I...I...I'm thinking the husband told her... they were up there..." He was going to say more, but couldn't go on.
Calhoun spoke for the first time in the past ten minutes. "Jesus H. Christ. He must have hated her something awful." All three of them nodded their heads slowly in unison.
Benteen finished Algernon's thought. "He shot her in the abdomen. He wanted her to die slowly."
Smith just nodded in the affirmative.
Lt. Calhoun spoke again. "Jesus H. Christ."
"We are getting to the really good part now Cap." There was an excited edge to Smith's voice.
"The neighbors said they heard two very quick shots in succession, boom-boom. The third shot came about ten to fifteen minutes later. No big deal right? Except, look closely at the weapon, Captain. It's an 1873 Colt single action Cavalry model. This guy knew what he was doing; which leads me to the big news of the day." He paused for effect.
"For god's sakes Smith, spit it out." Calhoun was really stressing. He'd been on the job almost as long as Benteen.
"Well, you both know about the shooting earlier this evening at Pablo's across town?"
"Yeah," Benteen stated warily. "They are already chalking that one up to being a 'Telefon' deal." Benteen was referring to a 1977 Charles Bronson movie, called Telefon. In the movie, seemingly normal everyday people would receive a phone call, and then suddenly go on a murderous rampage. It was becoming popular for the authorities to refer to any unexplained inexplicable homicide, one without any motive or connection between suspect and victims, as a 'Telefon' act.
"No, Captain, it wasn't." He pointed to GA's corpse he declared, "I think this guy did it."
It takes a lot to surprise a veteran cop, never mind shock them. But both Calhoun and Benteen's jaws dropped and their eyes shot wide open. "Jesus H. Christ!"
"We'll have to wait for the forensics, but this guy did it, I'm positive. The question I can't answer yet is, why? Why did this seemingly mild-mannered history professor cap three ladies in a crowded restaurant then calmly walk out? Then he goes home, and kills two more people, then offs himself, when he would have been dead anyway long before he could go to trial?"
"I'd never argue with you, but you have to give us more than that to tie him into Pablo's, Algernon."
He nodded his head in agreement. "Well Captain, I talked to the suits handling it. The story they put together is that a couple of hours ago, a white male adult calmly walked into Pablo's Hole In The Wall, pulled out a pistol cross-handed from his waistband, then stated quietly, "You are evil, and you have to be stopped." He fired three headshots in just over a second, catching all three right between the eyes. He put the weapon back into his waistband and calmly walked out. And, a couple of the wit's said the shooter walked right up to the table. He didn't shoot randomly or gaze around looking for anyone."
He paused for effect. "Most witnesses, those that weren't catatonic anyway, could only describe the weapon as a big, old-fashioned, silver gun. However, there was one avid firearm sportsman there, who told the detectives that, the weapon looked like a single action, 1873 Colt." He let that sink in before continuing. "He also said that the shooter used a quick draw 'fanning' action with his off hand to get the shots off so quickly.
"He shoots three people right between the eyes with a single action revolver in less than two seconds? And he's using a shooting technique that even experienced shooters sometimes shoot their toe off. Not a lot of those guys running around, even in Billings. Yeah, Mr. George Armstrong Custer is our shooter from Pablo's. I'm positive of it."
"Jesus H. Christ."
"God damn it, Calhoun, can't you come up with anything else?" For some reason, Benteen was livid with him. His nerves were getting the best of him too. "Ok, Algernon, but why?"
"Well Captain, I'm pretty sure we are going to find out in a day or two."
"How so?"
"Well, I found this in the shooter's wallet." Algernon handed him a receipt from the post office around the corner with today's date and a time shortly after the Pablo's shooting. It was for nearly a hundred dollars worth of First Class postage.
"So I stopped off at the P.O. on my way back and talked to the clerk. Nice lady too. Good at her job. She gave a description that matches our shooter down to the bolo tie. He had a tote filled with letters addressed to the whole world that he needed to be scanned with postage."
"Shit, I wonder if we can get our hands on any of the letters?" Benteen really wanted to read one.
"We will. One of the letters was addressed to you, Captain." Algernon spoke sheepishly.
It was Benteen's turn now. "Jesus H. Christ!" His chest started to hurt and he couldn't breathe. He had to get out of there now. Without making further comment, he stumbled towards the door, desperate for fresh air. He left a stunned Lt. Calhoun and Smith behind him. He didn't actually make it to the lawn; he retched right on the porch. That's when Benteen realized he had been to one crime scene too many. He was done.
Now it was the street-hardened veteran cameraman's turn to be shocked. With his camera still trained on Isabel, he saw a detective puke right on the porch of the crime scene house in the corner of his view finder. He shuddered at what it must look like inside the house. But, he never let his camera waver from focusing on Isabel's made-for-television face. She was the perfect female news mouthpiece. She had a body every man wanted to fuck, and a face that every woman could forgive. The cameraman hadn't fucked Isabel though, because his wife didn't watch TV. Isabel could, in addition to reading teleprompters flawlessly, actually adlib now and then without sounding like a six-year-old. A rare skill in this business.
"I'm standing here with a neighbor, a Mrs. Caroline Hargrove. Mrs. Hargrove, has anything like this ever happened in this area before?" Isabel's tone made the viewers think she didn't already know the answer.
"No, it's such a nice and friendly quiet neighborhood. Everyone is so nice. All the children play together." She was close to tears and wringing her hands.
"I know it's hard for you because you knew the victims so well..." Mrs. Hargrove had been told not to give out any names.
"They were such a nice family. They obviously loved each other. It doesn't make any sense." She broke down at that point. The cameraman was ecstatic, now that's great television!
Isabel gently patted Ms. Hargrove on the shoulder then turned back to the camera and focused her blue eyes into the camera as her cameraman zoomed in for the final close-up. It was a well practiced routine. "A very hard day indeed. Now back to you Bill in the studio."
Right on cue, the view switched back to William Cook, who was shaking his head in sympathy. "Another terrible, senseless gun tragedy." He maintained his compassionate posture for a few moments, then he sat up straight and his face brightened. "Well, folks, we have to go to commercial break now, but you're definitely going to want to stay tuned. When we come back, Mary Hannah Ross will join us from the Seven Blackfoot's Ranch, where she will be speaking with the farmer who has grown the largest squash in the State's history!"
Epilogue:
A couple of days later, Captain Fredrik Benteen sat quietly in his brightly lit but unkempt office reading his letter.
Dear Captain Benteen,
My name is George Armstrong Custer, but I'm sure you know all about me by now. I don't know if I did the right thing, but I did the only thing I could to end the madness that affected more than my family.
The key I've included in this letter is to P.O. Box 117 at the post office. Inside is the detailed information regarding what I uncovered while doing my research. I won't bore you with all the details included in it.
You might still be waiting for the ballistics to confirm it, but, Yes, I killed the three women at Pablo's Hole in the Wall. They deserved to die for what they had done. In addition to destroying my family's life, my research showed that they were accountable for two other 2 murder-suicides, one of which involved the family children. Additionally, their actions led to three divorces, and several husbands serving time for spousal abuse convictions.
I don't know how they did it, but somehow they convinced my wife to follow a path of self-destruction. Lizzie was an adult and made her own choices despite me offering her numerous opportunities to cease her devastating sick fantasy, she continued down her path.
When I learned of my terminal condition I knew I had to act. I couldn't leave my children in the hands of that madwoman and her sick friends.
In the end, I was left with no choice but to...
Captain Benteen sighed wearily. He folded the letter without finishing it and placed it back into the case folder along with the key. He gathered his belongings and looked around the room one last time. He pushed his chair back from the desk, and quietly stood. Benteen stared down at the file and quickly tapped on it twice. He gave another deep sigh then turned, and calmly headed for the personnel office.
We always have choices, asshole.
After Captain Benteen left the personnel office of the Billings, MT Police Department, he walked unannounced into the Chief's office, and wordlessly, placed his shield and firearm on the desk. Benteen turned and left without saying a word. The stunned Chief was very worried and told his staff that Benteen looked like a dead man walking. No one had seen or heard from him since. Not that anyone looked very hard for him though. They were probably afraid that whatever Benteen was going through was contagious. Besides, if his first retirement check wasn't cashed, they would know. In any case, no one in Billings ever saw Captain Benteen again.
About a month after Captain Benteen disappeared, a very conflicted Boston Custer entered the Little Big Horn National Monument. He was torn between the love of his little brother and the acts of violence he had committed. Why didn't you talk to me GA? Maybe together, we could have figured it out.



Boston was certain that GA was hoping for more of a reaction to his mass mailing exposing what was going on, and why he did what he did. Of course their family and friends were horrified, but there was barely a mention of it in the press. He guessed that these things happened so often nowadays, people were inured to them. If it didn't sell beer or feminine hygiene products it didn't get on the air.
One of the local TV stations did do a follow-up but simply said the tragedy was caused by an on-going family argument. That was it.
Whatever GA was, he was still his brother, so he carried out the directions GA gave him in his final letter. Boston and his wife were already actively engaged in getting legal custody of GA's four children. He was pretty sure that they didn't know the truth of what happened to their parents, but that reckoning was surely coming. Lizzie was an only child, and even her parents agreed with Boston that GA and Lizzie's children's best chance at a normal life was with his family. It would still take time to complete the process because there wasn't a formal will or trust in place directing custody.
GA had instructed Boston to scatter most of his ashes around Last Stand Hill. Then spread the remainder at the foot of Marcus Reno's headstone in the national cemetery. He did just as GA wanted. It struck Boston at that point that GA's legacy wouldn't be unlike Major Reno's.
To some, GA would be an evil incompetent lunatic responsible for many deaths. Or maybe he would simply be known as a failed husband and father who couldn't protect his family. And to others, perhaps he'd be a hero? When he finished he walked sadly back to his car. He never visited the monument again.
A couple of years later a new park ranger, was walking the grounds early one morning and saw a figure shrouded in the mist that frequently enveloped the grounds of the national cemetery. The figure was sitting quietly, leaning up against Marcus Reno's headstone. "How did that idiot get in here?" He immediately strode purposefully towards the figure, fully intending to remove him by force if necessary.
He pulled his radio from his belt and just as he began to speak the figure seemed to evaporate into the mist. He had been told the many ghost stories that inhabited this place, but there was something different about this one. The apparition was in neither a 19th century cavalry uniform, nor the dress of a Native American warrior, as was usually reported. This apparition was clearly wearing 21st century attire.
He thought he'd seen the ghost place something on Reno's headstone. The ranger approached and picked it up. It was an old key. He placed it back on the headstone. He, like all rangers, had been instructed that in no uncertain terms were they to remove anything that wasn't dangerous or offensive placed at the gravesites. It was hallowed ground. He shook his head and vowed not to tell a soul what he'd seen. He put his radio back on his belt, and continued on about his business.
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Storyline: Was she a consummate actress or just a sociopath?

750 Word Project 2022
He had always enjoyed watching his wife. He had done it from their beginnings. He knew she was the one for him from the moment they met. Karen understood that he eyed her like this. Early in their marriage, she used to tease him by dressing and moving around provocatively, toying with his libido. But, that hadn't happened in a while now.
He was doing it again, but now it was different. Forty-two year old Thomas Jensen sat quietly at his kitchen table slowly sipping his bottle of beer while staring at his wife of eighteen years, Karen. He had been a broken and confused man. But now? Now it was time to fight back. He sighed and spoke softly to his wife's back as she stood at the sink rinsing dinner plates destined for the dishwasher. "How can you do it, Karen? How can you act so normal and caring towards your family, while having cheated on us for over three years?"
She dropped the plate she was washing into the farmhouse sink she loved so much, shattering it into a thousand pieces, just like she had done to her marriage. She gripped the counter so tightly with her hands, Thomas could see her knuckles turning white, but she didn't turn to him, nor did she speak.
"How can you gather us all on Sunday morning and lead us to church, while you fuck Kirk Jensen in sleazy motels for the past three years? How is that possible? Do you think God doesn't know? Or do you just not care?
"Are you an academy award-winning level actress, or a sociopath and I just never recognized it because I was blinded by love?" Still, nothing from her other than her shoulders sagging.
"What, you've got nothing to say? You aren't going to tell me how much you love me? Or, it didn't mean anything? Any of the hundreds of clichés your Ashley Madison account taught you?"
"I am sorry, Thomas. This doesn't involve the children though, let's be adults and leave them out of this." She didn't even have the decency to look at him when she said it.
"You know what, Karen? To show you how pathetic I am, for the sake of our children, I was going to let it go. I was just going to pretend it wasn't happening, and become part of your little fantasy world until Kimmie turned eighteen.
"And, I've already explained to them what is happening. It does concern them. Your cheating on me almost destroyed me. But, it has hurt them worse. How many of their milestones have you missed? You even fucking missed Jeffery's fifteenth birthday because you had to 'work late." Thomas almost broke down. His whole body was trembling in anger.
"But, then last week occurred, and it woke me from my own selfish misery. Do you even know what happened? You never even bothered to ask me why I left you several phone messages, texts, and emails." Karen was softly crying now.
"Your twelve-year-old daughter had her first period. It happened while she was at school and it terrified her. As the nurse, her teacher, and I tried to console her; between her tears, all she kept asking was where her mommy was?" Karen collapsed to the floor sobbing uncontrollably. Thomas felt nothing but contempt for her.
"Don't worry though; they were able to guide me through it. We spoke to Kimmie about how exciting it was for her to begin her transition into womanhood and she finally settled down. I took her to buy her First Period kit, by then she was just angry at you. How many words has she spoken to you recently? You have much deeper problems than my divorcing your pathetic ass.
"I wouldn't bother calling your lover. His wife is having this same conversation with him. She isn't as nice a person as I am. Did you know he has two pre-teen kids?"
Thomas rose and slapped a manila folder on the floor. "You've been served! He then bent down and whispered in his wailing wife's ear. If you so much as mention custody of the children, I will turn your life into a circus. If sometime in the future you can prove to me that you fully understand, and are genuinely remorseful for the evil you have brought upon your family, I'll help you re-establish your relationship with your children. Until then, I will be your worst fucking nightmare. Goodbye, Karen
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It's Simple Really


Storyline: Nothing more needed to be said.

Forty-three year old Grady Gallup wearily trudged up the cracked concrete steps of his house. Another week of hell at a job he had grown to hate was finally over. It was a pleasant late Spring Friday evening in Alamogordo, New Mexico. Alamogordo is a small town of about ten thousand. Grady was a military contractor at nearby Holloman Air Force Base. Alamogordo's claim to fame is that it was ground zero for the end of the world.
It was just Grady and his wife Magdalena now. All three kids were grown and left their little burg as fast as they could. As soon as he stepped inside his front door, an atomic bomb went off in his head and rocked him to his core.
"Oh god YES! Fuck me harder with that big dick, fill me up I need to feel it. Oh shit, that's it, I'm coming again, I'mmmm, ohhhhhhhhhhh gawd!" She was practically growling. What ever it was, he'd never heard Maggie sound like that before.
Grady looked at his watch, an old military habit. Shit it was 6:30, I'm not even home early, and she's fucking someone upstairs? He was frozen in place. I mean how the fuck am I supposed to act? Somehow calling out 'Honey I'm home' doesn't seem appropriate.
It had grown quiet for a moment and then, "Oh baby that was number five for me, and it was the best. God I love your big dick."
"Maybe she is playing with a giant vibrator. That's it. This I got to see." Grady was experiencing denialism, but he was shocked out of that by the sight of a kid, surely younger than their oldest in a sweaty naked post coital embrace on his bed, with his wife.
Maggie looked at the clock. "Oh shit! Lover you have to get out of here, right Now. I lost track of the time and hubby will be home any minute. Now go!"
"It's too late, he's already home." Grady deadpanned. Two things happened immediately. Maggie fainted dead away, and the kid started crying.
What the fuck, you're man enough to be banging a guy's wife in his bed and when you get caught, you cry? Today's younger generation, what a waste.
"Just leave son, now. Wait, how old are you, anyway?"
"Nineteen sir."
Grady just shook his head and sighed. Thank god for that anyway. "Go." He pointed to the door. The kid grabbed his clothes and was gone in a flash.
Grady went back downstairs, got a beer, and sipped it slowly at the kitchen table, waiting for his wife to wake up.
Ten minutes later his wife wearing only her robe, sat next to him. She reached out and gently held his hand.
"Grady honey I'm sorry you saw that."
But not sorry you were fucking him? "Why Maggie?"
"Listen sweetie, it doesn't mean a thing baby. All he has is a big dick and he goes for hours. It's just a purely physical thing and we only do it once a week. He can reach me in places that you can't. You understand, right? I love you to death honey; I want to be married to you forever. If you could grow a bigger dick, I wouldn't need him at all. Don't you see?"
Grady was staring blankly at Maggie. It unnerved her. "Say something baby."
"Actually Maggie, I do understand. I'm going to sleep in Anthony's old room, goodnight." And Grady walked upstairs without looking at Maggie.
Maggie was gone early Saturday morning for her regular golf date with the ladies. But, before she left she cleaned up the master bedroom thoroughly. She didn't want to rub it in Grady's face.
When she got home she put her clubs in the hall closet and was getting ready to call out for Grady when she heard strange noises coming from upstairs.
"Oh yeah Grady, baby fuck me harder with that big dick of yours. Oh god, that feels so good!"
When Maggie looked into their bedroom, there was her husband pounding away on a barely of age, petite blonde girl, doggie style. She had big firm tits that were gyrating wildly as Grady pumped ferociously into her from behind, sweat streaming down his contorted face.
"What the fuck, Grady?" Maggie screamed out.
Without stopping Grady looked up, "Oh hi honey. Look it doesn't mean anything. I mean if you could shrink your vagina, I wouldn't need her at all. You understand me, right?"
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Storyline: Ending a marriage isn't that hard to do.

"Maddie, honey, I'm your best friend, I love you to death, but I think you're crazy to want to cheat on him, Jackson is the sweetest man I know." Laurel Richland was clearly exasperated with her friend.
"Damn it, Lori, if you would listen to me for a minute." For her part, Maddie was frustrated that Lori couldn't understand how this would make her and Jack's marriage stronger. And, the best part was that if her plan worked Jack would be so fat, dumb, and happy, that he wouldn't pester her anymore about having children. Madison Meridian did not want kids and her husband did, desperately. "It wouldn't be cheating girlfriend because he would know about it, and he would get to have you. He thinks you're hot!"
"Sweetheart, I think you need therapy, but we're friends, if me having sex with your husband is the price I have to pay to support you... well, I guess I can suffer through it. But, seriously, I will be there to tell you, 'I told you so' when this blows up in your face.
"I have a better idea; we could have a threesome..."
"Ewww, don't be repulsive." Madison dismissed Lori with a wave of her hand. "I know what I'm doing, and I know my husband better than you do. Just remember, be at my house at eight o'clock sharp!" She didn't see Lori shake her head in disbelief.
That evening at the Meridian home. "You've lost your mind!" Jackson was spitting nails as He stared wild-eyed at his clearly deranged wife. Let's see if I understand you correctly. You have a boyfriend who provides you something I can't which I'm assuming is a couple extra inches of dick..."
"Must you be so crude?"
"YES!" Spittle was flying out of his mouth. So, for my 'understanding' of your need to expand your horizons, in return, we are going to 'open' our marriage up?"
"Jack, that's just gross. We aren't opening our marriage at all. We don't live in a trailer park you know. We are strengthening our marriage, and for your understanding, you will get Lori and I get Shell to make me whole. It's a win, win." Madison couldn't understand why this concept was so difficult for everyone to grasp. She glanced quickly at her watch it was two minutes to eight. "I have to go, Jack, I promise you I will be back later, and trust me; this is going to be great for us!" She practically flew out the door.
Jack was in a state of shock and frozen in place when he heard a knock on the front door. He slowly opened it and there stood Lori. He started to speak but Lori quickly held up her hand and brushed passed him. Damn, she does look good tonight.
"Don't say a word, Jack. Just listen to me, we can both agree that your wife needs to be institutionalized, but I have to tell you..." She paused to take a deep breath and gather her courage. She closed her eyes slowly and let her dress drop to the floor and there she stood, naked as the day she was born. "Take your pants off, Jack, and lead me to the bedroom and I'll explain my position." She offered huskily.
Five months later, Madison was waiting for her friend in the local Starbucks. Lori was late again. When she arrived, Maddie had to admit Lori never looked better even though she had put on a couple of pounds. "I told you this would work out for the best. I knew what I was talking about. So admit you were wrong." Just as Lori was getting ready to speak, they were interrupted.
"Madison Meridian, you've been served, the elderly gentleman handed her a large envelope and walked away.
When she opened it, "Divorce? He's divorcing me?" Maddie started to hyperventilate. She didn't notice Lori right away standing next to her, with a big smile on her face.
"Maddie, did I ever tell you how much I wanted children?"
"You cunt! Oh no, this isn't happening I will fight you both with every penny I have!"
"Oh grow up Maddie, this is the twenty-first century, when it comes to divorce, nobody gives a shit what you want. She practically floated out of the coffee shop.
A sniffling Madison called Shell, her other soul mate. "Shell, he's divorcing me, now we can be together........"What! You're married, with three kids, you FUCKING ASSHOLE!"
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Storyline: He didn't see that one coming.

Eugene Medford was not a happy man. In fact he was livid and could barely contain his rage. He was pacing furiously, reading through the PI report he had just received. Fortunately his two teenage daughters were not at home this Thursday evening. His wife, the sole source of his furor was supposedly on her regular "girls' night out." But, as the report he was reading confirmed what he long suspected, Ashland, was at the Starlight Motel with her piece of shit lover, Donald Gresham.
Various revenge plans were racing through his head as he was on his fourth tumbler of scotch. He was feeling the effects, but he wasn't drunk yet, at least not drunk enough that he couldn't kill both those assholes with his bare hands. His emotions got the better of him and he hurled his glass against the fireplace shattering into a thousand pieces. It sounded like a gunshot going off. "Motherfuckers!"
There was a knock at the door; actually it was a loud pounding. "Police, open up!" Eugene was angry enough already, but he needed someone to vent his anger at, and the police would make a good target. Some traffic cop gave him a ticket tonight just around the corner from his house. He claimed Eugene failed to come to a complete stop. This is just what I need.
He stomped over and threw open the front door and was ready to give these cops a piece of his mind, when he realized he was staring down three gun barrels pointed right at his heart.
"What the hell do you....Oh, shit!"
The next thing Eugene realized he was lying on the floor.
"Let me up motherfuckers! I haven't done anything." When the dust settled, he was sitting on his couch, rubbing his sore wrists, but the officers apologized for their actions because they thought they heard a gunshot.
There were two uniforms, but Detective Sargeant Mitchell Springfield in his ancient wrinkled polyester suit he obviously bought from Three Day Suits, was clearly in charge.
"Mr. Medford, do you know a Donald Gresham?"
"Yeah he's the piece of shit fucking my wife."
Det. Springfield was surprised Medford admitted he knew him. "Well Mr. Gresham was murdered about an hour ago coming out of a motel room with your wife."
"Too bad, and here I thought only the good died young. Did whoever did it, kill my wife too? Please tell me the answer is yes?" Eugene smiled at the detective.
"This is no laughing matter Mr. Medford, you are a prime suspect in his murder. Where were you an hour ago?"
"One of your asshole traffic cops was writing me a ticket down the street. Now get out of my house!"
"Look Mr. Medford I'm just doing my job. Surely you can see that when a wife's lover is murdered the husband would certainly be a suspect?"
"Ok, but wouldn't that be true for all the husbands of the wives this dirtbag was fucking?"
"Well yes. I'm sure they would," responded a startled Detective Springfield.
"Well then, Detective Mitchell Springfield, husband to wife Victoria, and residing at 123 Ashland Avenue, you must be a suspect because Gresham was fucking your wife too!" Eugene threw a photo at Springfield that clearly showed his wife fucking Gresham in the bed the detective shared with his wife.
Springfield stared at the photo, turned green and puked all over Eugene's living room carpet. He sank to the floor in a daze. The two uniforms didn't know what to do and just stood with their mouths open in shock.
"Where is my loving wife, by the way?"
Springfield was non-responsive. One of the uniforms spoke up. "She's out in our patrol car and waiting to come in when it's safe to pick up some of her things. She is going to stay at her parent's house for a while. Maybe it would be best if we just took her there now and skipped her things?"
Eugene nodded. "That would definitely be a good idea. Why don't you help the detective to his feet and get him outside. Don't trouble yourselves, I'll clean up the mess." And he dismissed them with a wave of his hand.
They helped the semi-comatose Springfield to his feet and assisted him out the door. Medford closed it behind them. Whew, I guess getting that ticket was a lucky break for me after all. He started to look for some rags and began whistling to himself.
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Story description line: And it happened in the blink of an eye.


For Randi's Saint Patrick's Day event. My sincere thanks to Randi for organizing the event and my invitation to participate.

Characters:
Adrian Austin: age 35, father of three, and married to Dallas for 13 years. VP of Operations for Arlington Industries.
Dallas Austin: age 33, Married to Adrian, mother of 3, and a stay-at-home mom.
Bryan "Brain" Austin: age 11 oldest child of Adrian and Dallas. IQ tested at 149 and enrolled in the GATE program. Parents want to enroll him in a prestigious private school.
Whitney "Whit" Austin: age 10 and oldest daughter, very bright and introspective, wants to be a writer
Victoria "Vicki" Austin: age 9 serious 'daddy's girl'
Houston Plano: Age 23, highly successful carpet salesman and gym rat.
Ennis H. Dixon: AKA "EH" family law attorney and reality TV host
Garland Austin: age 42, older brother to Adrian
Killeen "Killy" Austin: age 43, Married to Garland for fifteen years with two young teenagers at home.
Story:
Adrian Austin was on top of the world. At thirty-five, he had become the Vice President of Operations for Arlington Industries (AI). AI had never had anyone so young achieve VP status in the one-hundred-year history of the company. Everyone assumed that within ten years he would become CEO when Bill Travis retired.
Adrian had it all; a base income well into the six-figure range with huge annual bonus potential, a company car (a seven series BMW), expense account, and untold other perks and benefits. He was well-liked and respected throughout the organization. If you were on his team, you were going places at AI.
If Adrian was being truthful, he would probably say that he wasn't sure about the 'liked' part. He knew people kissed his ass and fawned over him to further their own agendas, but hey, isn't that how the workplace functioned? He rewarded performance not personality anyway so he never concerned himself with that aspect of corporate life too much.
As he was making the forty-five-minute drive home from another long Monday at work, Mondays were always long, his thoughts switched from work to his family. His family is what made all his hard work worthwhile. He and his wife Dallas had met when he was a senior in college. They had a bit of a whirlwind romance and then married after he graduated. Dallas didn't finish college; she always told him she only attended to please her father.
What Dallas really wanted was a family. She wanted to be a mother in the worst way, and Adrian admitted that she was a damn fine one too. Dallas was a bit of a taskmaster with her family but then, with three bright and active children, she had to be. Adrian always joked that she had better organizational skills than he did.
Adrian did have mixed emotions about Dallas being a full-time mother. On the one hand, he was thrilled that the kids would have the opportunity that a full-time mom offered. But he always wondered if, at some point Dallas would regret not having finished college and embark on a career outside of the home and the children. She was very intelligent with an outgoing personality. She was well-read and could converse intelligently on many subjects. He was proud of her but had a nagging concern that someday it wouldn't be enough for her.
Adrian's outstanding work ethic and performance allowed Dallas to be a full-time mother to their children. It also gave his family a very comfortable lifestyle. They lived in a large home in the best neighborhood with the best schools. They had some money in the bank. But with a large mortgage, a hefty car payment for Dallas's Land Rover, gym fees for both of them, numerous expensive toys, and child-related expenses. Then of course, there was their membership at the exclusive country club. In his position, it was very important to be seen in the right places with the right people. A large savings account was going to have to wait. He wasn't worried about it; he knew a much higher income package was in his future.
The two ten-day-long family trips they took each year put a significant dent in their finances as well. Every Christmas break, they took the whole family to a warm-weather location. Last year it was Hawaii. Every summer they would go to a national park such as Yellowstone and the Grand Canyon. They had done the Disney World thing, and this coming summer, they were looking forward to something different. They were headed to Europe. What good was having money if you didn't enjoy it, right?
And finally, Dallas, unlike many full-time moms, somehow found the time and energy to have a very fulfilling sex life with Adrian. She was aggressive, fun, curious, and damn near insatiable in bed.
As he pulled into his long sweeping earth-tone stamped concrete driveway, Adrian Austin felt he was a very fortunate man indeed.
When he got home that Monday night, everything seemed normal. As usual, soon after he walked through the door, Dallas greeted him with her usual welcome home kiss. Dallas then told him that she wanted to have an adult conversation.
Now to some, that would have set off warning bells, but it didn't for Adrian. Dallas frequently requested these 'adult' conversations because she said after dealing with the kids' lives and issues all day, she periodically needed the mental stimulation that conversing with adults would give her. Sometimes it would be just the two of them going out to dinner and sometimes with friends, of which they had many. In either case, Dallas was usually so worked up by the adult 'stimulation' that it was followed by a long night of very vigorous sexual activity.
"Oh great, what would you like to do? Let me set something up. Will it be just the two of us or..."
"Definitely just the two of us for this one, and instead of going out, I think we should just talk at home. Dinner is almost ready. I sent the kids to spend the night with my parents so we won't be disturbed."
"Perfect, I'll go get changed and be right down." Adrian thought that unusual but not really that far out of the ordinary. Dallas's parents loved to watch the kids. As they were both retired, they had no issues with keeping the kids overnight and taking them to school in the morning. Recently, Dallas even had them pick the kids up from school and help with homework before dropping them back at the house. Everyone seemed to enjoy the recent routine.
As Adrian was showering and changing, he was once again reminded how lucky he was. He thought it unfortunate that in the modern world, a stay-at-home mother was generally looked down on. Adrian felt a general sense of sadness about how underappreciated such women were in society.
During their dinner, Adrian had supposed that what Dallas wanted to talk about must be her desire to go back to school or maybe get a job. He was actually hoping that was the case because he loved his wife and wanted the best for her. He was a firm believer in the old adage, 'happy wife, happy life.'
Usually, Dallas would be very talkative and upbeat during their meals together, but she was quiet and appeared nervous. Dallas seemed to be stalling. She talked about the children, which was highly irregular for these 'adult' talks. She first focused on Brian, whom they regularly referred to as 'Brain' because he was very smart.
"So honey, will your promotion come through so we can get Brain into an Ivy League School?"
"Ah, well since he is only eleven, and won't be going to college for seven more years, yes, I think it will come through by then?" He was chuckling at her penchant for future planning. Their daughters Whitney and Victoria were ten and nine, respectively. When Dallas started discussing their future, Adrian became concerned. It was just so different. She was obviously dissembling.
"Dallas, what is going on? Is talking about our kids what is really on your mind?"
She let out a long sigh. "No, honey, it's not. I want to discuss a significant change in our life together. It's going to be hard for you, and I...well, I want you to understand how important it is to me...that you accept that our life will remain unchanged..."
"Uhh, I'm sorry to interrupt sweetheart. But, how is our life going to undergo a big change, yet remain the same?" Adrian was genuinely confused.
Adrian already correctly assumed a change was coming before Dallas mentioned it. In retrospect, he had been half right. Dallas wanted a change. But the change she had in mind, had nothing to do with her starting a job or going back to school.
Adrian, dumbstruck, sat stunned with his mouth literally hanging open. He was unable to speak. He couldn't have heard her correctly. It wasn't possible. His astonishment made a cliché clueless husband look practically prescient compared to him.
He was finally able to put a few coherent sentences together. "So, let me see if I understand this correctly. You've been having an affair..." Dallas started to interrupt. "Oh yeah, my bad a 'supplemental relationship' outside our marriage for several weeks with someone ten years younger than you, and you wanted to bring me up to speed on this change in our lives, because?"
"Well, honey, it's because I love you so much. I just couldn't in good conscience keep it hidden from you. It isn't taking anything away from what we have together. But I've developed feelings for him. You shouldn't worry though; the feelings I have for him aren't like the love we share. Since my relationship with Houston is going to continue for some time, I felt the need to discuss it with you."
Adrian's shock and confusion were quickly morphing into a rage. He was trying desperately to regain control before he did something incredibly stupid. "I see" he fairly spat it out. "You act like I should be happy for you."
"Well, it would be nice if you were, but I suppose that would be a bit much to ask for. What I am hoping is that you will see how little this means and eventually come to accept it."
"You are fucking insane!" he screamed. "I am not going..." Adrian started to lunge towards Dallas but caught himself and took a deep breath. "Dallas, there is no way I am going to put up with this! The very fact that you've cheated on me these past weeks has killed our marriage..." Adrian was starting to hyperventilate, so he sat and took several deep breaths, trying to calm himself. "Dallas, the only solution I can see here is divorce..."
"NO! We are not divorcing, period! A divorce would be bad for everyone, especially our children Adrian. You need to think about what it would do to your relationship with them. So please calm down, and let's talk rationally about how to make this work."
"Honestly, Dallas, divorce is the only possible option I see."
"Listen to me, honey. I know from your perspective, it looks bleak, but do me a favor, and don't do anything rash. Can you at least think of other possible alternatives? Let's say just until the end of the week. Then we can talk about how we move forward? If not for me, do it for our kids, please?"
"Ok, Dallas, I'm going to stay somewhere else for a few days, and I promise not to do anything until we talk again. But, I have to be honest here. I don't see any possible solution other than divorce. I just won't live the lifestyle you are suggesting. I just won't."
At the very least Adrian could use the time to form a more calm and persuasive argument than the blubbering he was doing now. It might also allow him an opportunity to talk with Dallas' parents. Maybe they could talk some sense into her.
Adrian quickly threw together an overnight bag. Dallas seemed oddly calm and detached as she leaned against their bedroom door frame with her arms casually folded, watching him pack.
"Tell the kids I had to go out of town for business on an emergency for a couple of days." Dallas self-composedly followed him to the door. He stepped outside onto the porch and then turned back to face her. "Dallas, please don't do this to our family. It's not too late, please." Adrian knew he sounded whiny and weak, but honestly, at the moment, that's how he felt.
"Adrian, sweetheart, I know everything will work out, you'll see. It will be fine." She had an unreadable expression on her face, one Adrian hadn't seen before, as she closed the door slowly on him while shaking her head.
Adrian thought she looked a little exasperated and somewhat bored? No, it was more like the look she would sometimes give the children when they failed to immediately grasp a simple truth. She was in charge, and they would eventually bow to her will. It sent a shiver down his spine. He headed for the Hilton across the street from his office. At least now he had time to think.
In the morning, Adrian was twenty minutes late getting into the office. This was despite the fact he was only across the street. Usually, Adrian was in the office before eight. But it was a minor miracle he got there at all, so he didn't feel too bad about being late. As he walked by his office manager's desk, she jumped up to greet him.
"Mr. Austin, your late today. This gentleman has been waiting..." She pointed to a man he failed to recognize, walking up to him, smiling.
"Mr. Adrian Austin, you have been served." In one well-practiced motion, he handed Adrian a thick, eight and a half by eleven-inch envelope and snapped a picture. "In addition sir, there is a restraining order prohibiting you from contacting your wife or three children. I urge you to read the details, which include that you remain a minimum of three hundred feet away from your home, the children's school, and your in-laws' place of residence. I strongly recommend you immediately retain the services of an attorney. Have a good day." And he was gone as quickly as he had appeared.
Before he could even react to the jolt he felt, he saw three uniformed police officers approaching him purposefully.
"Mr. Adrian Austin?" He could only nod his head. "You are under arrest for spousal battery. You are also being charged with battery on your minor children. Turn around and put your hands behind your back please, while I give you your Miranda Advisement. You have the right..."
Adrian heard the officer droning on, but the realization struck him, that Dallas had this all pre-planned. This was all done well in advance of last night's conversation. As usual, Dallas was three steps ahead of him. She understood exactly how he would respond and lied to his face anyway. His emotions were across the spectrum, but the preeminent ones fighting for dominance were rage and fear.
His arrest and booking experience was the most humiliating of his life. Adrian was handcuffed and perp-walked through the entire office building. At least it seemed that way to him. The looks on the faces of his co-workers were mostly shocked, but he could have sworn that he saw a few smirks from the opportunists amongst them.
It got worse as he completed the booking process at the local police station. Once that debasement was finished, he was allowed two phone calls. The first was to the corporate attorney's office at work. When he asked for guidance, the lead attorney told him they couldn't represent him because of a conflict of interest. What the hell did that mean? He only wanted a reference to a family law attorney! The call was disconnected, unceremoniously.
Adrian thought hard about his situation. He wasn't a stupid man. At least that's what he believed up until yesterday. He called an old college friend who happened to be an accomplished family law attorney and a celebrity lawyer of sorts. When he finally got through to Ennis H. Dixon, Esq. he relayed his predicament. He was informed by "EH" as he was known, to speak with NO ONE about his circumstance, especially the police. EH told him if he did otherwise he would have nothing to do with his case.
"Ok, EH, I got it. I will meet you at your office tomorrow, and we can talk about it more."
EH broke into a fit of biting laughter. He finally calmed back down and spoke solemnly. "Adrian, my friend, two things. First, you are totally fucked, and you are going to be in jail for quite a while. Someone has prepped your wife thoroughly, and unless I miss my guess, as of right now, you are flat broke. Her attorney has probably had all your assets frozen so that MasterCard Black you have? Well, it's probably only good as a shoehorn right now.
"And, secondly, you are being accused of one of the very few crimes in America where you are guilty until you prove your innocence. Yes sir. You are totally fucked. However, if you are telling me the truth, and you didn't do what you are being accused of, I will eventually get you clear of the criminal charges. But, as far as the divorce goes, you don't have a prayer of coming out of it in any condition other than raped and with arterial bleeding from numerous open wounds."
"But..."
"None of that matters Adrian, just keep your mouth shut, and I will get you out of there eventually."
EH turned out to be correct. He was flat broke. At his arraignment the next day, because he wasn't much of a flight risk, his bail was only set at 50,000 dollars. This meant he only needed five grand to bail out. It might as well have been five million because he didn't have two nickels he could rub together. He spent over thirty days in jail. Adrian's ne'er do well brother finally was able to raise the money for him.
Garland Austin was seven years older than Adrian. Garland wasn't really a ne'er do well. It's just that he was a truck driver who lived on the other side of town. It was only a few miles distance, but it was light-years away economically from Adrian's accustomed lifestyle. They just didn't have much in common so they rarely saw each other.
Garland was a happy-go-lucky guy, married to his wife Killeen for fifteen years, and had three young teenage children. They met while Killy was waiting tables at the local Denny's restaurant where she still worked. They lived in a mobile home in a nondescript park. Adrian didn't even know if they owned or rented the 1980's era doublewide they called "home sweet home."
Adrian felt an initial sense of shame when Garland offered to let him stay with his family. Even though he could only offer Adrian a well-worn couch to sleep on, he had no choice but to accept. Adrian knew he should feel grateful, but the ignorance of his current situation hadn't subsided yet.
When Adrian was finally released from the county jail, what he really wanted to do was to take a long, scalding hot shower to scrub away his shame and embarrassment. But he had to get to work to do serious damage control. He had, of course, talked with Bill Travis on occasion, but all he was told was that Adrian should come to see him as soon as he 'was able.'
The conversation with Mr. Travis was fairly short. It seems Adrian was no longer employed at AI. The whole situation being too unseemly for them, you understand. However, AI still cared about Adrian. Well, they cared to the point that they would give him a twenty-five thousand dollar severance, plus his accrued vacation, and the use of his Beemer for thirty days. He merely had to sign a standard confidentiality agreement. Just before Adrian was going to tell Bill Travis to shove it up his pompous ass, he thought better of it.
"Uh, Mr. Travis, how quiet can this package be? I mean, could I get it in cash?"
"Of course my boy, of course. We aren't heartless, you know."
Both of them knew that was a lie, but that fact only just now bothered Adrian. And, they both knew why Adrian wanted it in cash, as did they understand he had no choice but to accept it. It was just business, after all. That's how their world worked.



EH was as good as his word and finally was able to get all the criminal charges dropped. It wasn't that easy, especially because Dallas had 'visible bruising' on her right cheek. But Adrian's twenty-five thousand was long gone, and he was deep in the hole to EH by the time that part of his nightmare was over.
Although Adrian was learning, EH had to continue Adrian's education as to how the real world worked. In this age of the "Me Too Movement," he didn't have a 'snow ball's chance in hell' of having the restraining orders vacated. EH explained that a 'snowball's chance in hell' was a legal term for highly unlikely.
"Adrian, Adrian, there isn't a court official in the country right now that would have the guts to set aside the restraining orders. Just because there was 'insufficient evidence' to support the criminal charges against you, no court official is going to take the chance on losing their job over your case. Even if there was only a one in a million chance you would harm your family. The orders will stand."
Adrian was going to say something smartass about EH working for him when he remembered he already owed him about ten grand more than he had to his name. And, the family court issues were just getting started! And, as EH had so eloquently explained, the family court didn't give a shit about anything other than making sure Adrian was in indentured servitude for most of the remainder of his life.
When they were arguing in court over alimony and child support, EH told him that the court would likely base the amount on his last salary. The judge wouldn't care if he was unemployed because he could always replace that job with a similar one. It didn't matter one iota that because of the notoriety of his case, he would be lucky to be able to find a job at half of what he was used to making. He would also have to continue to pay for the house, contribute to college funds, if they existed, give fifty percent of his 401K to Dallas, and on and on. It was the modern-day version of a lynching.
Adrian would also have the privilege of paying for the cost of the monthly supervised visits the court gave him with his children. It wasn't cheap either because a child services officer would need to be present.
And that is just what happened. In less than a year, Adrian Austin went from being on top of the world to being ground into dust.
At the end of the final hearing in his divorce case, Dallas came bouncing up to Adrian. She appeared to not have a care in the world. She smiled at him as he stood alone in the hallway outside the courtroom just as EH had forewarned. He felt raped, bloody, and defeated.
"Get away from me, Dallas, I've got nothing to say to you. Besides, I don't want to be in violation of your restraining order." He fairly spit at her.
"Oh honey, don't be like that." She pouted. "It didn't have to be this way, you know? All you had to do was go along with the program, and your life wouldn't have changed one bit..."
"Fuck you Dallas, I'm not a fool. You had it all planned out. You knew exactly, what my response would be, so just fuck you!"
"Such language Adrian. Listen, it could still be good for us. I can make all of this go away." She magnanimously waved her hand around the expansive court facility. "All you need to do is say you're sorry to me, and you can come back home. But I need an answer right now from you because if your answer is no, then Houston will be moving in with me." She smirked at him knowing full well what his response would be. "Was it all worth it Adrian, losing everything you held dear, over a little sex on the side for me?" She glowered.
Adrian began to sputter and felt like putting his hands around her throat and squeezing as
hard as he could. "Well, Dallas, at least I have my self-respect; what do you have?"
She laughed haughtily. "Everything else sweetie, everything else." Dallas gave a flip of her shoulder-length blonde hair, turned, and flounced away. She swayed her underwear, unencumbered hips sexily in her translucent pale yellow sundress as she headed out the door. She couldn't stop giggling the whole way because she was aware that Adrian would be staring at her and that he would eventually cave to her wishes. Besides, if he didn't come to his senses soon, she still had a few tricks up her sleeve. Men are such babies.
NINE YEARS LATER
It was a searing hot late August afternoon. It was the kind of sweltering heat where a person could actually see the waves of heat rising from the sizzling concrete sidewalks. The young man and a teenage girl with him were clearly uncomfortable with their surroundings.
Although they were sweating, it wasn't from the heat. The two kept glancing around nervously while looking between the notes they had on a sheet of paper and the cheap rusty metal address numbers on the eave of the house they stood in front of. It was difficult to distinguish the numbers over the faded and peeling paint. It didn't help that one of the numbers was missing, but the paint shadow left in its place seemed to match their paperwork.
"Jesus, Brain, this can't be where he lives?" Up until this moment, the biggest jolt in Vicki's young life had been discovering that her father still lived in the same city she did. The story she remembered was that he had run out on them to somewhere far across the country.
Brian "Brain" Austin just grunted in response. Today was his youngest sister Vicki's eighteenth birthday. That they were standing in this position, was the culmination of several months of work. While the neighborhood they were located in wasn't exactly seedy, it definitely reflected a degree of neglect that most would associate with poverty. All of the houses were small post-war, two or three-bedroom cottages.
Theirs was a predominantly white upper-middle-class area where generally the people living in it either ignored each other or gave the occasional polite wave. In most cases they couldn't even remember any of their neighbors' names. You know it was one of those communities where you couldn't afford to be found dead in a car more than two years old, less your neighbors think poorly of you. One year if it was a domestic model. In the environment they were now in, the well-to-do folks had a five-year-old car.
Brain and Vicki weren't used to the eclectic set of demographics they were amongst. The boisterous cacophony of neighborhood noises competing with each other for predominance was foreign to them also. Their sense of foreboding for their purpose at this doorstep had grown exponentially since they had driven into the neighborhood.
"How can this be, Brain?" Vicki's voice plainly expressed her worry. "Maybe this was a really bad idea. Let's just go home..."
"No, Vicki, we don't have a choice. This may be your only chance. Besides, I know what Mom told us happened, but seeing this," he waved his hand around them, "doesn't it further raise your suspicions? I know it does mine. We are going to see this to the end."
"But, what if he doesn't remember me? Or even worse, he does and wants nothing to do with me? You know what Mom said..."
"Give it a rest Vic, I've got the feeling we were never told the true story.
"Yeah, well none of us was very nice to him the last time we saw him you know..."
"Come on, Vic, it's now or never." He snapped, ignoring her last statement, which he knew to be true. That fact served to increase his anxiety substantially.
They advanced to the door. They inhaled and involuntarily held their collective breath. Brain knocked on the badly warped and ancient wood-framed screen door. The noise echoed loudly because the front door was wide open behind the screened portal. He thought that was out of place for the area.
Adrian Austin heard a rapping on his door. Oh, who the hell can that be? Every kid in this neighborhood is always selling something, but come on, Sunday afternoon? He chuckled to himself. He was well-liked in the neighborhood. When he first moved in, most neighbors felt he looked out of place. But as time went by, he fit right in and Adrian was readily accepted.
The neighborhood moms kept trying to match him up with various relatives and friends. But Adrian felt that was a small price he had to pay for the delicious ethnic foods they overindulged him with. Most divorced guys lose weight; he had actually gained a couple of pounds over the years. The local kids knew he was a soft sell. He didn't have any more money than any other family, but if he had a few extra dollars, he would always buy what they were selling so they could go on whatever field trip or buy desperately needed school supplies.
"The doors open!" He shouted out his usual greeting as he clicked the power button on his remote. The baseball game he was almost watching was boring as hell anyway. Damned analytics were ruining the game.
The area Adrian lived in may have been lower-income, but everybody knew each other and they looked out for one another. The norm after knocking was to walk right in. With the neighbors directly on either side of him they never even bothered with the knocking part.
After waiting a minute, he realized no one was coming in. Curious, he slowly unfolded himself from his shabby recliner. Adrian grunted as he did so. He had only recently realized that whether he was getting out of a chair or bed, he could no longer do so without some sort of audible groan. Just a middle-aged thing, he supposed.
As he neared the doorway and peered out through the screen door, he thought he recognized the two well-dressed young adults standing nervously on his front porch; they definitely weren't locals. Adrian pushed the lint and dust-filled screen door open to get a better look.
"Well, shit. I'll be damned." Adrian was shocked, to say the least. "Brain, Whitney, what are you doing here?"
"Um, it's Vicki, I um, Whitney's not here..."
"Really, why isn't she here with you guys?" Adrian scolded himself mentally for the sarcasm.
Brain broke in before Vicki could articulate a response. "She's not here, uh she left home shortly after her sixteenth birthday a few years ago, and no one has seen or heard from her since. I guess she just wanted out."
Vicki's courage evaporated, and she turned to leave.
"By the way, Vicki, Happy Birthday," Adrian said wistfully to his daughter's backside.
Vicki, very surprised, froze and turned back to face her father with moist eyes. "Ahhh, thanks. I didn't, I mean...I wasn't sure..."
Adrian held the door open wide. "Why don't you guys come in? I imagine you have a reason for being here. I doubt you were just in the neighborhood." Damn it, Adrian, stop with the bitterness, they were just kids after all. "Look, I'm sorry, please come in. It's just that, well seeing you guys is bringing back a very unpleasant time in my life. I thought I had all that buried away. Please?"
They tentatively entered his house. Both were shocked at how Spartan the furnishings were. Their father directed them to sit on a clean but time-worn couch that had to be older than the both of them. For his part, Adrian was too shell-shocked to act as a proper host. Brain and Vicki forgot their well-rehearsed speeches, so they just stared at each other for a couple of very uncomfortable minutes.
Adrian had already decided to let them start because he wasn't sure if he could control the angry emotions that were bubbling up inside him.
"Look, Dad..." Brain was first to go.
"Oh, so it's Dad now?" God Damn it, Adrian, let it go.
"I don't know what else to call you?" Brain sincerely questioned.
"Again, I'm sorry. It's just the last time we spoke, well it was when you told me you didn't want anything more to do with me. Do you know how badly that crushed my soul? I had to fight your mother's false charges tooth and nail to have a chance to be with you. Do you understand how embarrassing it was to try and have a relationship with my own children when there had to be someone from Child Protective Services watching? And, I had to pay for the privilege of just seeing my own children. So laying eyes on you, right here in front of me is a bit of a shock. It's been, what? More than five or six years? So, you'll have to forgive me if I'm a bit emotional.
"But, you know what, Dad is fine. Truthfully it sounds good. What can I help you guys with?"
"Two things, I guess. I mean... Mom told us what happened, but we are guessing there was more to it..."
"How is your mother by the way?" Adrian wasn't sure why he asked. Maybe he was hoping she was dead.
"Umm, she's fine..."
Oh well, too bad. Besides, only the good die young. "And, her boyfriend?"
"You mean Houston? Well, they're still together, but I'm not sure for how much longer. All they do is fight."
"Oh, that would be a shame. But forgive my pettiness; I'm sure you didn't drag yourselves over to this part of town to give me an update on your mom's love life." Adrian waited patiently for a response as he looked passively between the two.
"Well, Dad. We need your help with a couple of things. If it weren't important..."
Adrian's tough façade was beginning to crack. "You know I will help you if I can. I, I, I've missed you guys. A lot of time has gone by, and I always hoped that, well, I guess what I mean is..." He paused for a moment, too choked up to continue.
Vicki broke in. Part of her was embarrassed for this man who was her father, but she still had a lot of pent-up anger. "Why did you abandon us? What did we do that was so wrong?" She started to cry.
"Abandon you? I didn't abandon you; I was forcibly removed from your lives. And, I still remember the last time I saw all three of you kids. It was when you told me you didn't want to see me anymore.
I was very angry and vowed to only meet my legal support obligations then have nothing to do with the lot of you. As time went by, I realized that your desire to have me out of your life was being driven by your mother fulfilling her last promise to me. When she finally realized I wasn't coming back home, she pledged to turn you all against me."
All three were crying now. You could cut their memories and regrets with a knife.
"But, Dad, you never tried to reestablish...can you at least tell us what really happened?"
Hell, they're both adults, so why not? "Well in a nutshell, when your mom told me that I had to share her with her lover, Houston Plano, I told her no. So she proceeded to destroy my life by any and all means possible. She eviscerated my soul."
"No, Dad, that's not right. Houston met her after you divorced her. At least that's what we were told."
"You can choose to believe what you want, but I'm telling you the truth." Adrian spent the next hour telling Brain and Vickie exactly what happened. He included the fact that at his lowest point he debated between caving in and returning home, or just killing himself.
"I thought I had lost everything that I felt was important. I drove my brother's beat-up pickup truck up to El Paso Point. I used to go there as a teenager and sit on the ledge overlooking the valley below. When you're a teenager, you're too stupid to know what was dangerous, so I never gave the risks a second thought. I wondered if the teens from the town still came up there to party or to contemplate their place in life as I did back in the day. But I was headed up there with a different purpose in mind.
"Who would care? I couldn't think of a single person that would miss me. In fact, even though it was based on lies, maybe you kids would have a better chance at a reasonably normal life if I was gone. All I had to do was step off the ledge, and I would be at peace.
"The more difficult choice was to fight back. But what did I have to fight for? Everything I had was gone, except for the pain, and I was so tired of carrying it around. My heart still beat, but there was no life in it. There was no joy. Mine was just a physical existence that I thought would last until someday my heart would mercifully stop.
"Then I realized there was a third choice. All I had to do to end this nightmare that had become my existence was to go back home. I could go back home to Dallas and tell her she had won. Let her know that she had beaten me into submission and acquiesce to her demands. At least then I would have had you guys."
Vicki, horrified at what she was hearing, interjected. "But, Daddy, I mean Dad..."
"Daddy sounds even better than Dad, sweetie." And Adrian smiled broadly.
"I mean, would it have been so bad, really? I mean, at least you would have still had us?"
"Sweetheart, sometimes a person has to stand at the precipice and look down into the abyss before they can know what kind of person they truly are. When I stood there, literally and figuratively, inching ever closer to the edge, I found out who I really was. I backed away, and that was moment I vowed to fight for my life. All of a sudden being able to look myself in the mirror each morning had become the most important goal in my life.
I had realized that I was wrong. Someone would notice I was gone, and that was me, I would notice. That was the moment I began my long road back. And it has been quite a rewarding journey. I think of all I have felt, experienced, and overcome. Every experience we have, both good and bad, prepares us for our next experience.
"My final life lesson occurred when I realized an absolute truth. I hope someday you kids will understand it. Your mother may have set out to ruin my life. But, she could only do it if, I let her. It seemed so obvious; I don't know how I missed it. Remember, no matter what life throws your way, you have complete control over what you allow your life to become.
"I discovered that much of what I held dear were just things, things that didn't matter in the end." Vicki wanted to interrupt again, but Adrian held up his hand to stop her. "But Vicki, sweetheart, I didn't really lose you, did I? You just got misdirected for a while. At least that is what I'm hoping? His voice was choked with emotion.
"Oh, Daddy, I'm so sorry."
"I know, baby, but you don't need to be." Adrian turned his attention to his son if only to give Vicki a chance to collect herself. It's a hard thing for an eighteen-year-old to accept that their life wasn't what they thought it was. "So Brain, what was the second thing you said you needed?"
"Well, you see, Dad, Vicki needs to go to college. She's a smart girl, always has been, but well, she's never had the grades for...I mean she needs to go to college. She works and has saved a little, but she wants a degree in astrophysics. She wants to work for NASA...and, well"
Adrian glanced at Vicki. She couldn't make eye contact with him. The thought that this was all about money briefly flashed through his head, but he quickly dismissed it. There was just too much emotion in the room for it to only be about the money.
"...We thought that; please don't be angry, I mean, you are her dad and all?"
"Yeah, so what's the big deal? The college funds that were set up as part of the divorce should have plenty of money in them...Oh shit, you mean there isn't any? God damn it all!
"Dad, we don't know anything about any college funds?" Vicki was attentive but more confused than ever.
Adrian exhaled sadly. "I hate to say it guys but, as part of the divorce, I signed over my half of the equity in the house to set up a fund for each of you." Vicki was all out wailing now and just rocking back and forth holding herself tightly. The hits just keep on coming for her, poor kid. "I know they were set up. I got confirmation through my attorney."
"Well Dad, they aren't there now. I had an asset search done as part of...well part of trying to find you. The house is maxed out and Mom and Houston are constantly arguing about money. They are actually behind on the house payments."



Vicki whispered through her tears. "When I asked her, Mom said you refused to pay for my college. That she was trying to get you to pay more, but you refused to."
"Okay, okay. Look, Vicki, please stop crying, honey. We will figure this out somehow. Not that it matters now, but what happened to all the money I've been sending to your mother all those years? I mean it hasn't been as much as it was, but there have been support payments for you, Vicki, right up until today.
"And, I guess your mother just forgot to tell me about Whit disappearing too as I kept sending her support payments? Where did all that money go?"
"Believe it or not, Dad, Houston isn't really a bad guy. He's just... well to be honest both Mom and he are more like overgrown kids than adults. Within a year after the divorce, they had a huge pool put in the backyard...They party more than we ever did. And he, he has a lot of toys and things, so..."
"Yeah, yeah, I get it." He said disgustedly. "You'll have to forgive me if I disagree with your assessment of Houston's character, but none of that helps us now, does it?" A thought struck Adrian. "What about you, Brain, do you, are you in school?"
"I'm good Dad. The government is paying for my school. I'll owe them six years after I graduate next year, but it's all good. I will be working in the US Space Force Branch of the service." He got a wry smile. "I mean, everyone still calls me Brain." And he gave a little 'what are you gonna do' shrug of his shoulders.
Adrian was impressed and proud of his son. He was too overcome to say anything, but they made eye contact, and both understood.
"And, Vicki, how much money do you have saved?"
"Only a couple thousand, Dad. I'm just a waitress..."
"Don't put yourself down, honey; waiting tables is hard and decent work." Adrian grasped the reality, that in his past life, he would have been embarrassed had his daughter been a waitress. "Some of the best people I know are waiting tables for a living. Others drive trucks. I'm proud of you, and what you are trying to accomplish."
That was another thing Adrian had to thank his ex-wife for. If it weren't for her selfishness, he would never have had the opportunity to develop the deep bond that now existed between the two brothers. Because of the gap in their ages, they were never close while growing up. And, once Adrian became enamored of money and acquiring possessions, they drifted further apart as adults.
One of the many actualities Adrian had learned after swallowing his pride and sleeping on his brother's couch was that Garland was a better man than he. When a person loses everything, they don't have a lot to do. So you have plenty of time for introspection. The truth Adrian had to admit was that he probably wouldn't have done the same for his brother had their situations been reversed.
One night when he was at his lowest point, drinking way too much, and wallowing in his misery, he asked Garland and Killy, through his alcohol induced haze, why they were helping him. They both appeared shocked at the question and responded together, "Because you're family."
Garland seemed genuinely hurt. "How could you even ask me that question, Adrian?"
From that point forward, he looked at their world differently. What he saw affected him deeply. He recognized that what he once thought a perfect world was actually an illusion based on holdings, not substance. Garland and Killy were far closer than he and Dallas had ever been. They shared every human experience, however simple it seemed. Their children had half the possessions his kids did, yet they seemed happier and more fulfilled.
He had once thought his was a perfect world, yet he never really knew how shallow it was. He didn't remember who had said it, but, 'significant change only occurs out of desperation,' was apropos to his life. All those people at AI who smiled at him, laughed at his jokes, and nodded their heads at every sentence he uttered; they only liked him for what he could do for them. They all vanished when he got in trouble.
He and Garland grew very close. When he had trouble finding work, his brother had his company higher him as his swamper. The many hours on the road allowed them the opportunity to grow even closer. They would often stop for lunch at the Denny's where Killy worked. That's where he learned how hard she toiled. When she got home, Killy worked even harder. She never complained. He asked her why once, and she told him that she had a great life, what was there to complain about? Adrian was learning that being a simple person didn't equate to being a simpleton. Simple people were more direct, appreciated and expected honesty, and helped others even when there was nothing to gain by it.
When Adrian finally was able to land a job opportunity, it would pay him more than he was making unloading trucks, but less than half of what he was making at AI. Adrian enjoyed working with Garland so much he almost turned it down. If it wasn't for Garland, he would have.
"Don't be an idiot, Adrian. First of all, you aren't that good a swamper. Second, you can't live on our couch forever. Look at it; we're going to have to buy a new one once you're gone. Third and most importantly, you will need your own place for when your kids come back to you. And I promise you, someday they will."
The day Adrian moved into his rented cottage, he bought Killy and Garland a new couch, a sleeper sofa, just in case.
Adrian's mind came back to the present. When the kids come back to me.
"Ok, Vicki, here's what we are going to do. You are going to move in with me, rent-free. Of course, you'll have to help with some of the chores around here to keep the place together. And, I'm sure it won't be what you expected, but we need to get you registered at State. It's cheaper, but I can't afford much more than that. I'm guessing though, that with your job, us applying for grants and scholarships, and me kicking in some money, we can get you through. I don't make a lot, but now that all my alimony and child support is over, I should have a few extra dollars.
"That will buy us some time so that after you get your BA we can get you into a good Master's or Ph.D. program afterward. The key though, is you keeping your grades up! You and I will work together on that."
"Dad, I couldn't impose..."
"Shush now. It's decided."
"Yes sir."
"Brain, you can sleep on the couch if you want."
"No, I'm good. I'm in the dorms."
"Ok then. One more thing. I'm hoping your mother doesn't know where I live?" They both shook their heads vigorously. "Good! Let's keep it that way. Now, how soon can you get Vic moved in here?"
All three stood and wrapped their arms around one another. They smiled warmly, and they knew everything would work out.
Epilogue:
Brain and Vicki's relationship with their mother deteriorated dramatically and rapidly. After confronting Dallas with the discrepancies in the story she had been told about the divorce things escalated quickly.
"Vicki, first of all, why are you choosing to believe your father's lies over me? After all, he abandoned us! Why haven't you been home?"
Vicki responded patiently, ignoring her growing anger. "Mother, what happened to my college fund? You know, the one that was set up with my dad's equity in the house?" There was dead silence from Dallas' end of the phone conversation. It was obvious she was formulating a lie so Vicki continued. "I mean, it's odd that I am looking at a piece of paper from Merrill Edge with my name on it as beneficiary, and it shows a zero balance? Goodbye Mother. If I never speak with you again, it will be too soon."
Brain never really communicated much at all with his mother from that day forward. After graduating college, he was stationed at Vandenberg Space Force Base across the country, in California. In fact, he hadn't seen his mother in person since the day he reunited with his father. Adrian did tell him that Dallas would be attending Vicki's upcoming wedding because he didn't want him to be shocked or cause a scene.
"Look, Brain, it will be the first time we will all be together in..."
"Yeah, Dad, except for Whitney." He sounded melancholy. His missing sister still saddened him all these years later.
"You're right, of course, except for Whitney." There wasn't much more Adrian could say about it. "But nonetheless, you understand what I'm saying. I think it's about time that you and Vic at least reestablished a minimal relationship with your mother..."
"Yeah, and what about you, Dad? Shouldn't you?"
"No, and it's not the same. She will always be your mother; I am just her ex-husband. However, if I ever do see her I can be civil. That's really all I'm asking for from you two anyway."
As her wedding day drew closer, Adrian sat Vicki down one night before bed. Vicki still lived with him. As she was in her final semester before obtaining her master's degree, she saw no reason to move out until after the wedding. She and her fiancé had already leased an apartment on a short-term basis. Vicki had recently applied for work at Cal Tech's Jet Propulsion Lab in Pasadena, California, so they didn't want to be tied down.
"But, Dad, the wedding is in five days! What do you mean you have to go away?"
"It's just for a couple of days, sweetheart. Everything is set with the wedding anyway."
"But I need you here. What if..."
"Relax, Vic, ok I'll tell you the truth. Your wedding present was supposed to be delivered the day after tomorrow, but the shipping got messed up. Anyway, I have to go to fly out to the West to pick it up. Brain will be coming back with me on Wednesday night. So just relax, will you?"
"Dad, your present to me was letting me back into your life. I don't need anything else."
Vicki wasn't happy but understood. She was always a daddy's girl when she was very young and had become one again after she moved back in with him. She had also become one of the neighborhood ladies who constantly pestered Adrian to find 'someone' as they always put it.
At least once a week, he would patiently explain the difference between being lonely and being alone to the group.
"Besides ladies, I have a couple of women from work that I do things with." And he'd wink at them. He would then start hugging and tickling all of them as they tittered away at him. "I don't need anyone else to take care of me when I have all of you doing your best to fatten me up!"
This exchange would usually end when one or more of the ladies' husbands' would yell to Adrian to quit messing around and get back into the living room because the game was starting.
True to his word, Adrian returned a couple of days later and Brain was with him. All three stayed in the cottage together and had a wonderful time. Both Brain and Vicki were excited about the probability that they might soon be living only about one hundred and fifty miles apart.
Finally, the day of the wedding arrived. It was a small frugal event that Vicki and the neighborhood ladies had planned flawlessly. Somehow Dallas had become aware early in the planning stage of Vicki's forthcoming nuptials and wanted in on it. She was summarily dismissed by the 'ladies' even before Vicki could say no. All eight of the women considered themselves Vicki's mother, Having heard the story from Vicki, they had no use for Dallas.
It was a beautiful day as the assembled fifty or so guests sat patiently awaiting the arrival of the bride along with her fiancé and his groomsmen.
Brain looked a little out of place as one of Vicki's nine bridesmaids as he stood resplendent in his Class A uniform next to the neighborhood ladies. Adrian teased him that the uniform looked like he stole it from the old Star Trek wardrobe room.
Just as Vicki exited the Brides room in the church to take her father's arm and have him escort her to the altar and her future life, Adrian said, "Oh wait a minute, I forgot your present." He disappeared for a moment.
"Dad, get back here, what the...? OH...MY...GOD!"
When Adrian returned he had her sister, Whitney on his other arm. "I thought we both should walk you up the aisle." He smiled as broadly as he ever had. "Do you mind?"
The wedding was delayed for about thirty minutes. It took some time for Vicki and Whitney to let go of each other. Then Vicki had to do a quick repair job on her makeup. But eventually, all three made it to the altar. Of course, then there was another slight delay for Brain's reunion with Whitney. There wasn't a dry eye in the house.
Just before the pastor started to read, a loud pitiful wailing began rising from the back of the small church. No one in the wedding party even turned to look. They knew who it was and why she was so forlorn. The ceremony continued without interruption after a member of the groom's family hustled Dallas out of the church.
Everyone seemed to be enjoying the reception. Adrian laughed to himself. He thought that Vicki's husband, Anthony, must be a very understanding man indeed because Vicki spent more time with her sister than him at the reception. Whitney had to forcibly remove herself from her sister, so Vicki and Anthony could have their first dance together!
The wedding had been an amazing yet exhausting period for Adrian. After ensuring all the guests were settled and enjoying themselves, he got a drink from the bar then headed outside to the patio to find a quiet place of reflection. It wasn't all that many years ago he thought his life over, but now, it had never been so full. He was a grateful and very contented man.
"Hello, Adrian."
"bbbbbrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrip!"
The horrid sound of a needle screeching across the surface of a vinyl record disc that Adrian hadn't heard since he was a small child echoed piercingly inside his head. He was so startled by his Pavlovian response to her voice Adrian almost dropped his drink. He intellectually realized this would happen today but, somehow, he had hoped it wouldn't.
"Dallas." He stood without grunting and pulled out a chair for Dallas. He gentlemanly motioned for her to sit down while he remained standing. The preceding years had not been kind to Dallas. She had a precipitous weight gain. Her always petite but curvy body shape had morphed into a pear shape. Her once beautiful blonde hair was thin and stringy now with a lot of grays mixed in. It was immediately obvious to Adrian that her always meticulous grooming habits were long gone. Her matronly dress made her look even dowdier.
"Where did you...how did you find Whitney?"
Adrian wanted to snap at her but held his tongue. "It's a long story, but let it suffice to say it wasn't easy. After I located her, at no small expense, I might add, I thought I had it all worked out over the phone with her to attend her sister's wedding. But, at the last minute, she couldn't bring herself to attend. She said 'it would be too traumatic and might undo all of her efforts to overcome her issues with her childhood.' So I had to fly to Oregon to meet in person with her to convince her to come.
"And, I had to hide what I was doing from both Brain and Vicki because I wasn't sure I could get her to return. By the way, you are going to have a lot to answer for with her. Even more so, than your other two children.
"I know you aren't with Houston anymore. But if you see him, you might want to let him know, that unless I miss my guess, there is no statute of limitation on the 'issues' Whitney is dealing with. She is still coming to grips with your role in it all, too."
Dallas thought it better to change the subject. "Thank you for the invitation. I know it was you that made it happen. When I thanked Vicki for inviting me she told me it was your idea. She said if it was up to her, I wouldn't have been here." And she began to cry. "Why did you invite me, Adrian?" she struggled.
"I didn't do it for you, Dallas. I did it for our children. They need to have a relationship with their mother, if for no other reason than to allow them to let go of the past.
"As for me, well, I really don't mean this as harshly as it will sound, but, if I never see you again, I am completely ok with that."
Dallas choked back another fit of sobs.
Adrian softened his tone a little. "Don't misunderstand me, if, in the future, our paths should cross I can be cordial. I won't even go out of my way to avoid you. It's just that I think of you as only another person whose life once intersected with mine a long time ago.
I didn't go after you legally for the money you and your 'friend' stole from your children because that would have dragged you back into my life. I didn't want to waste my precious time and energy with that negativity.
"I would like an answer to the one question that has still bothered me all these years later though. Were you always an immature, self-centered narcissist and I was just blinded by my love for you? Or, did something happen at some point after we got married, that made you become that way?"
"I understand your anger with me, Adrian, but really does it matter now?"
"I didn't think it did, but yes, it does matter to me. A great deal, as a matter-of-fact." He was surprised at how calm he was. "I mean, you purposely set out to destroy my life. I would at least like to know why? For Christ's sake, one minute I had what I thought was the perfect wife, and the next, my world fell apart. Things just don't happen like that!"
"Believe it or not, Adrian, I didn't set out to destroy you. And, no, things don't 'just happen.' I really wasn't that happy for a long time. I realized at some point that my whole existence consisted of supporting others goals'. There was no me, and I wanted there to be more to my life.
"The thing with Houston, just sort of happened. I met him at the gym. He was funny and carefree. He flattered me to the point where I felt like I was back in high school. After we started having...I mean, we became intimate...well that's when I got stupid. I don't know why, but somehow I thought you wouldn't mind it so much, as long as nothing changed in your world. I figured your image was more important than your ego.
"When I told you about it, I figured you would be angry, but I thought we could talk it out. When you reacted the way you did, I guess I just snapped and turned into a vicious shrew. After I realized we were done, I guess I just decided to make you miserable and worry about my own happiness."
Adrian just shook his head. He knew she hadn't honestly answered his question. Over time humans tend to rationalize their bad behavior to allow themselves to live with what they had done. She probably actually believed the crap she was selling. If she didn't, then like most people, she couldn't lie to herself any longer and still, think she was a good person.
But, Dallas's tears of regret were genuine and flowing freely, as she wept unabashedly. It took several minutes for her to calm down enough to speak.
"I'm sorry I ruined your life, Adrian. I-I-I was such a fool."
"You didn't ruin my life, Dallas, you saved it." He ceased speaking for a moment to gather his thoughts before continuing. "Turning my children against me was unforgivable. But, everything else you took from me, I found I didn't really need anyway.
"Do you know that the job I've had now for longer than the one at Austin Industries still only pays me about half of what I made before? Yet, I feel like I'm richer than ever. I spend my money now on important things, instead of designer suits, fancy cars, exorbitant vacations, and so forth. Frankly, I like the person I am now, much better than the one I was before."
Adrian couldn't help himself. "Do you remember what you told me all those years ago, Dallas?"
"No?"
"I said, at least I had my self-respect, and you told me you had everything else. Well, I still have my self-respect and so much more. What do you have left?" Adrian turned and walked away.
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Story description: What's love got to do with it? Everything.


I want to once again thank Randi for another of her kind invitations to submit a story for her "When a Man Loves a Woman" event.


I've placed this story in the Romance section because that is truly what it is. It certainly isn't your average one though. If you are looking for a lot of descriptive sex, bitch burning, a treatise on morality, or are unable to see anything but black & white, you should probably pass on it. If you are looking to understand human weakness, appreciate redemption, and true love's ability to triumph over all obstacles, you will probably appreciate it.


I will warn you in advance, this is a bit of a long one, especially for me. (About 20,000 words) I would usually break it out into chapters, but I didn't do that here because I wrote this saga specifically for Randi's event. However, there are chapter breaks that I've identified if you just can't take any more in one session. (Personally, I'm only good for about 3-4 pages before taking a break)


Because, when a man loves a woman deep down in his soul, she can bring him such misery.

Main Characters:
Hayden Meridian: Husband. Bachelor of Science degree in Logistics Management.
Shelly Meridian: Wife. BA degree in Instructional Design with Eagle Graphics
Weston Meridian: Hayden & Shelly's son
Hailey Meridian: Weston's wife
Lewiston Caldwell: aged 23 recent college graduate, graphic artist.
Story:
It was a clear and crisp sun-splashed early Fall morning that found a middle-aged Weston Meridian standing in front of his parents' gravesite. At fifty years old he still retained a bit of his youthful appearance. His full head of hair had thinned noticeably, but there were only a few flecks of grey. He stood tall and erect as he was not yet completely worn down by the ravages of time. But his face displayed the deep lines from the stories of his life. It's the price one had to pay to be lucky enough, or smart enough, to survive their youth.
His wife of twenty-five years, Hailey, was pressed onto his side as they stood arm in arm. Their three young adult children surrounded them. They together stared at the granite headstones that showed the wear and tear of the harsh New England winters, although it had only been ten years that the monuments to his parents' lives had been exposed to it.
Weston remembered how dreary the weather was the last time he was here. Today though was glorious. This God's acre was typical of the Northeast. The setting was peaceful, and the grounds surrounded by trees still covered in leaves that fairly shimmered with light as the sun's rays flooded across the multi-colored fronds fluttering in the breeze. It only lasted a fleeting time because in little more than a week these same leaves would be brown and lying on the ground to become mulch in furtherance of nature's cycle of life.
This is the first time Weston had been back to see his parent's gravesite since their funeral. His family had never been. Why was that? It wasn't by design. The children only remembered that their grandparents had been sick many years ago, and that their deaths came rather suddenly.
Weston had enjoyed his childhood. His memories were mostly of pleasant times. He didn't carry the baggage from his upbringing that many did from past family traumas. He supposed it was circumstance more than anything that caused their separation.
He was a private person by nature, so he found explaining his parents' relationship difficult. He didn't feel the need to lie about it. He was neither embarrassed nor ashamed of it. He simply felt that most wouldn't understand it.
His career had carried him to the opposite coast right after his college graduation where he met his wife, and they raised their family. That had become the principal focus of his life. The rest, including the memories of his youth, just seemed to fade into the background. His story wasn't uncommon at all.
Several months ago, his baby, Kimmie, asked him about his family. She was working on an ancestry project near the end of her senior year of high school. And that then, is how they all came to be standing at this spot, in this place and time.
Kimmie broke the silence, surely asking the question for her brothers as well. "Did they love each other, Daddy?" The children rarely visited their grandparents during their youth, because they lived across the country. Both were gone by the time they became teenagers. Their memories were few and more of the pleasant interactions between them at rare holiday events than anything else.
"Yes, honey, they did. What I remember most however, was my father's unwavering love and dedication to my mother..."
Hailey interjected abruptly. "To a fault, if you ask me." Her comment wasn't meant to be caustic. Rather a simple observation. Hailey of course knew more about Weston's parents' relationship than her children. From the corner of her eye, she saw Weston give his patented wry smile. The one that seemed impish yet tinged with an 'I know something you don't,' edge to it. She hated that smile because he wore it every time, they argued about something, and it pissed her off!
"Well, it was complicated, that's for sure..."
Hailey gave a short, derisive laugh. It never seemed that complicated to her. "Your mother wore the pants in the family. She was the dominant partner, by far, in their marriage, Wes. That isn't even up for discussion." She folded her arms across her chest and peered intently at him.
Weston sighed and addressed his family. "Let me first tell you their story as my father told it to me in the last weeks before his cancer finally took him. I had essentially the same observation that you have, Hailey, so I asked him about it directly.
"I also spoke with my mother the week before my father passed. I relayed what my father told me, and my mom readily confirmed that what he had told me was the truth." Weston met his wife's stare with an equal amount of strength, that smile having never left his face. "When I'm finished with the story of their life, then you can judge for yourselves."
A CROSS TO BEAR
Hayden and Shelly were a mismatched pair from the moment they met. Shelly always described it as the result of a comet strike on a planet. The matter from both was cosmically fused together for eternity. Hayden concurred, but sometimes it was accompanied by a sorrowful melancholy.
They met when they literally bumped into each other in the campus quadrangle as both were rushing to get to their next class. They apologized to each other quickly so they could continue on to their respective destinations. They soon realized they were heading to the same first-year English class all new students were required to take in their initial semester at the local state college.
They were never apart from each other for the rest of their lives. Well mostly, never apart. Their friends and later their families could only shake their collective heads in amazement that the two of them hadn't killed each other. They had absolutely nothing in common. Hayden was a quiet introvert. He was one of those rare individuals who could be lonely in a crowded room and joyfully fulfilled while alone reading a book in his dormitory room.
Shelly, on the other hand, constantly needed to be around people, exciting people. She fed off their energy. When alone, she became morose, and uncertain. Shelly always felt the creative spark she experienced when surrounded by imaginative creative individuals was life-affirming. It was a similar sensation to the white-hot sexual flame she experienced while having sex.
Hayden proposed at the end of their junior year. Well, to be fair, Shelly proposed to Hayden, but neither had any doubts as to where they were headed together. They agreed to wait until after graduation to marry. Although it was a bit 'old fashioned,' they felt it was a good idea to live separately until after they married. They maintained their own dorm rooms until they finished school. Of course, Hayden and Shelly would have been lying if they said they never spent the night in one another's room. Their needs were no different than most twenty-one-year-olds in that respect.
Because of their different personality types, they tended to have separate groups of friends and study group members. Both were very comfortable with the situation. Early in their senior year, however, an incident occurred that angered and disturbed Hayden tremendously.
One warm evening as Hayden was returning from an off-campus study group session, he heard a familiar flirty giggle from one of the sidewalk cafes surrounding the campus. It was funny how he could pick her laugh out of the loud cacophony of integrated noises synonymous with the area. He was detail-oriented but never very intuitive until now. He sensed that, at this moment, her girlish laughter wasn't a good thing.
Everyone knows that when you are twenty-one, you think you already know everything you need to know about life and the world you live in. And, when you are forty, you realize that you didn't know shit when you were twenty-one. But Hayden hadn't been forty yet, so seeing Shelly sitting between two pretty boy types as he would describe them, shamelessly flirting, was a shock that caused him a momentary paralysis.
Hell, she wasn't just flirting with them. Each of the Adonis-type schmucks had a hand on one of her breasts kneading them gently under her regularly braless blouse. Her breasts were on the full side, and it was a constant source of irritation to Hayden that she refused to wear a bra. The braless look was still in vogue in those days, especially on college campuses, so it was not that outlandish, but it still bothered him. When he first questioned her habit, she told him she liked the way it felt. He told her, she was going to make the entire male population of the campus cross-eyed. She just laughed and told him, "Good!"
Shelly's hands were below the table, one in each lap of the boys he didn't recognize. Because of the darkness, and the angle of his vision, he couldn't really see what she was doing. But based on the motion of her arms, and the looks of euphoria on the dumbshits' faces, He knew.
It is rare when someone recognizes the significance of a life-altering moment in real-time. It's easy to look back and spot those scenarios, but it's not when you are living in the moment. Hayden did, however, once he overcame the shock of what he was seeing. So, without a further moment of indecision about confronting her, Hayden headed straight for the amorous threesome.
He grabbed an empty chair and dragged it behind him, at least he thought it was empty, on his way to their table. He had actually reached them before any of the three saw him. He sat down noisily as the legs of the metal chair annoyingly scraped on the cobblestone surface. "Hey, Shell. Are you going to introduce me to your friends?" All three were startled. It was the trio's turn to freeze up. Despite his anger Hayden thought it was comical that the three lover's jaws dropped open simultaneously, in a Three Stooges-like parody.
Their brains were having difficulty processing what was happening, so the scumbags' hands remained frozen on Shelly's breasts, as did her's, on their dicks. Shelly returned to consciousness first and hastily removed her hands from their crotches, and viciously slapped the offending hands of her stunned lovers away from her breasts. Hayden noticed that her engagement ring was missing from her hand.
"Ah, hi, ah, Hayden...W-w-what are you doing here?" She winced at the stupidity of her question.
"Oh, I just thought I'd stop by and say hi to my fiancée." He glared into the eyes of her playmates. The faces of the Romeos, who by now knew they weren't getting laid this evening, had registered shock at his pronouncement. It was obvious to Hayden that neither of them knew she was engaged. He filed that insight away for the time being. It was an illuminating moment, so he switched his intentions.
"Well, I can see you're busy, Shell, so I'll leave you to get back to your fun." Hayden left without further comment nor having looked back. He thought he heard Shelly yell out. "Wait, Hayden, please!" He never slowed down.
Hayden, not being very sophisticated in matters of the heart, specifically the breaking up part, managed to avoid Shelly for all of about forty-five minutes before she pounced on him. She literally did pounce on him, like a lioness on a gazelle. Her tackle would have made Dick Butkus proud. She actually knocked Hayden to the ground just as he got up from the park bench, he had plopped himself onto about thirty minutes prior.
It had taken Hayden ten minutes to angrily walk from the bistro to his dorm building. But rather than go inside, he sat on the bench next to the entry and tried to make some sense of what had just happened. He truly didn't know what to do next. He just knew his life as he understood it was over. His thoughts ranged from how he could have been so wrong about Shelly, to whether it was somehow his fault? His emotions vacillated between rage and sorrow, to melancholy and despondency, then back to rage and sorrow. He had just settled on sorrow when he was struck by Hurricane Shelly.
The astonished Hayden could only lie on his back as his hysterical ex-fiancée tried to beg his forgiveness. Her rationales fired from her lips like a machine gun. "I'm so dumb, I don't deserve to live...I've known those guys for several years...I had too much to drink...I'm so sorry...I would never cheat on you...You know what a receptive person I am..." There were a lot more I'm sorry, please forgive me, and I love you so much's, thrown in there, but her rapid-fire manner of speech made it all blend together in an incoherent stream.
Hayden needed to free himself before he drowned in Shelly's bodily fluids that were splashing onto his face. It was a mixture of tears, spittle, and snot dripping from her nose that he had to keep brushing off his face in order to save himself. When she finally wound herself down, Hayden made the mistake of suggesting they go to his room as they were becoming a public spectacle.
Shelly agreed, and within five of minutes being inside, they were naked on Hayden's bed and making love. Once she had time to catch her breath, Shelly's usual whispers of affection and moans of pleasure were quickly replaced with a broken record of, "I'm so, so sorry...I can't live without you...please forgive me. To Hayden, these words seemed extraneous, given the fact that he was as much involved in their lovemaking as was Shelly.
When they both had finished and calmed significantly, Hayden asked, what to him seemed a simple but particularly important question. "Shell, how is it that the guys you were with tonight, your very good and long-time friends, were unaware that you were engaged?" That set off another fifteen-minute stream of variously worded and frenzied mea culpas from Shelly.
There was two things Hayden was sure of at that point. First, Shelly would never be able to lie to him, and second, she'd be a terrible poker player.
After she once again composed herself, Shelly gripped him even tighter. It was a normal occurrence after a round of lovemaking that Shelly would hold him. Typically, Hayden would be on his back while Shelly draped her nude frame across his right side. Her leg would be thrown over his torso, thus effectively pinning him to the bed. They would usually awaken in the morning in this same position. Both would be in desperate need of the bathroom.
However, in this case instead of falling asleep, Shelly spoke to Hayden from deep within. "Honey, you complete me. I didn't know what love was until I met you. I couldn't live without you." She was teary-eyed and intermittently sniffling, but coherent. "I promise you every person I have ever come across in my life will know I am engaged to you by tomorrow night. And, they will know that you are the center of my universe. I promise." She made the 'cross my heart' sign across her chest as she spoke the words causing Hayden to smile at her sincerity.
"I know I did a terrible thing. I wouldn't have cheated, but I know what I was doing was way out of line." She was up on her elbows, staring intently into Hayden's eyes as she continued. "I won't make excuses for what I've done. As you know, I'm very tactile and I guess I let things get out of hand. I wouldn't trade one session of our lovemaking, for a hundred white-hot sexual encounters. They pale in comparison to what we share. I used to think I needed the excitement that sex provides me until we made love.
"But, Hayden, there is something you have to understand. Being married to me will be complicated. Just because we get married doesn't mean I am going to lose who I am. Ours will not be an Ozzie & Harriet life. I will have my own career. I will need my own friends around me. Don't worry, it isn't a bad thing. I will be devoted to you, but that doesn't mean it won't be sometimes trying for you. Our life together will be filled with excitement and passion. But, But because I am not perfect, we will have our fights and disagreements. I'm sure you will be disappointed with me on occasion, but I promise you, it will never be boring."
Whether it was his inexperience or just exhaustion on Hayden's part, he missed the significance of Shelly's last statement. They didn't speak of the incident again. It was like it never happened.
They graduated, married, found jobs, and settled into their careers. To Hayden, it seemed odd that one's first trimester of their adulthood could be summed up in a single sentence, but it was nonetheless true. Hayden progressed within the field he had chosen that fit his personality. He was the newly promoted Senior Logistics Manager for Twin Falls Transportation. Shelly, a Creative Design Manager for Eagle Graphics, Inc. Hayden was surrounded by facts, figures, and solutions. Shelly by strong creative personalities and opportunities.
For all intents and purposes, they were leading a normal middle-class life indistinguishable from millions of others.
One time, after a few pleasant years of marriage for the odd couple, Hayden's confused parents, being the very direct individuals they were, asked the two of them what they saw in each other. Not unexpectedly, they gave completely opposite explanations. However, upon hearing them, Hayden's parents understood. It gave them an uneasy feeling, but they understood.
Hayden told them that Shelly drew him out of his carefully constructed and rigid world. He felt emotions that he never had. He admitted that her powerful personality sometimes intimidated him. But, at the same time, it challenged him to experience life more spontaneously and meaningfully.
Shelly said Hayden grounded her. No one ever had that effect on her before. Without being graphic, Shelly explained to his parents that when they made love for the first time, she had never felt so warm, safe, and wanted, in her whole life. And those feelings had compounded every time they were together since. She laughed and said he was like 'Crack' to her.
It was during that same conversation Hayden's parents asked them about grandchildren for the first time.
IN THE FAMILY WAY
Hayden and Shelly wanted desperately to have a family, but they felt it was better to wait until both were settled into their careers. They began to talk more earnestly about having a family after the conversation with Hayden's parents. But it was still a couple of more years when they reached their mid-thirties before Shelly and Hayden actively tried to have babies. After over a year of trying, and despite Shelly's tireless research being put into practice, they still weren't pregnant. Frankly, Hayden was exhausted, both physically and mentally.



At one point, Shelly even gave him a power point presentation showing endless charts and bar graphs illustrating fertility cycles down to the half hour. She even wrote events, reminders, and tasks into Hayden's calendar. She accepted no arguments or excuses. It didn't matter if it was the middle of the night or if Hayden was in an important business planning meeting, he was at her beck and call. On more than one occasion, she barged into a meeting room at his office and demanded that they 'go to lunch.'
"But, Honey, it's only 9:30 in the morning? I'm in an important meeting."
Shelly would glare and stare him down silently until he caved. He would make his apologies to the meeting attendees as he made his hasty exit from the room. He would hear snickers behind him because no one was fooled. No one, however, his bosses included, dared say a word. They all were more afraid of the predatory Shelly than Hayden was.
Hayden wasn't complaining, mind you. Shelly never tired of nor made the act of intercourse seem like an obligation or a duty to her. She was singularly focused, but every individual encounter designed to create a life was as filled with as much passion and love as their first time together. When he complimented her on her commitment, or was it begging for mercy, he was never really sure. Shelly would simply reply. "Our baby will be born from love, not an act of physical sex." And so, it went on.
Shelly refused to admit defeat, but as time wore on, she conceded that they needed to go get tested. She hated to do it because she believed love would triumph over biology. As well as everything else!
Even when confronted with the facts, Shelly tried a hundred different homeopathic 'cures,' each of which she was sure would result in the conception of their love child. Hayden was certain that a few of the most horrible smelling and tasting of them would kill him. He wasn't confident it would have been a bad thing, had they. At least he would have gotten some sleep.
And the facts were, Hayden's swimmers were as barren as the Sahara Desert in the summertime.
When Shelly finally had to admit defeat, she was devastated. She wouldn't eat but gained weight. Shelly became lethargic to the point that her supervisor had to sit her down. Hayden became concerned for her health as she continued to get worse. Finally, her company placed her on extended medical leave.
For Hayden's part, he felt inadequate on so many levels. He at first thought his inability to father a child was the worst he would ever feel in his life. But that soon gave way to the feeling of helplessness and hopelessness concerning his ability to help Shelly through her depression. Oddly, Shelly never once blamed Hayden. She never questioned his 'manhood' or expressed disappointment towards him.
He confided his feelings about a lack of self-worth and apologized to Shelly for his failures. But he did so only once. Because when he did, she got angry and snapped at him. "Quit being weird. We'll be fine." She would hear no more of his foolishness.
But they weren't, and things got worse. Shelly was diagnosed clinically. There were various drug and therapy regimens for her, but she was lackadaisical in following them. Her doctors became so concerned they initiated conversations with Hayden about the possibility of institutionalization after Shelly quit her normal hygiene practices and started to make disturbing obliques references to harming herself.
Hayden never fully understood how Shelly could feel guilt over his being sterile, but somehow in her mind, she had failed. It was truly an odd dynamic.
Hayden felt he wasn't strong enough to make that decision, so he prolonged giving the doctors an answer. Finally, though, Shelly began to follow her doctors' directives and slowly began to return to near normal. It was near normal because to Hayden, it appeared as if the spark was gone from her. Shelly's normally bright eyes, which always had a shine in them, remained dull and lifeless.
She returned to work, and although productive, she wasn't the same dynamo that she had been previously. Her supervisor discussed it frequently with Shelly, always making sure to remind her that her work was still better than most of the staff, but she missed the old Shelly.
At first, Hayden tip-toed around her. He was worried that any minor misstep would send her back into the abyss. Finally, after several weeks of her being back at work, Hayden sensed that Shelly's fire was returning. The twinkle in her eyes started to come back. Maybe it was going to be okay after all.
One evening after a quiet meal at home, she gave him a coquettish smile and asked, "Why don't you make love to me anymore, Hayden? It's been so long. Don't you love me anymore?" She said with false anguish and lust in her eyes.
Hayden immediately leaped for her right across the dinner table. Their lips collided with such force Hayden was surprised that neither of them had lost any teeth! Surrounded by a few broken dishes and several articles of clothing with food stains on them because they had been removed too late, Hayden lay naked on his backside, gasping for breath. With only one earring left in place, Shelly sat astride him with her eyes tightly closed. Her face was a portrait of wantonness. She gently rocked her hips as she reached her third orgasm. She growled and collapsed on Hayden's chest.
"You know, Shell, we'd better get off this table. I'm not sure that we aren't exceeding the manufacturer's recommended weight limit. It would be embarrassing to have to explain our injuries to the paramedics."
She ignored his warning, raised herself by placing her hands on his chest, and earnestly began her search for orgasm number four. Hayden was going to protest, but Shelly ferociously grabbed a hand full of his chest hair in each of her clenched fists and went back to work. Hayden saw that her grip was beginning to draw blood, but he resigned himself to death, forever scarred, but satisfied. If only his life had been that simple.
A few weeks later, after Shelly had almost screwed Hayden to death, they sat quietly in their den after finishing dinner, Shelly finally spoke. "Honey, I want to talk with you about working on starting our family again."
Hayden felt the air whoosh out of his lungs like he had been hit by a two-by-four. He sank back into his chair, the nightmares of the previous months running swiftly through his brain. He felt himself getting dizzy. Sharp jabs of fear stabbed his heart. He couldn't go through this again. Not ever.
"Ahh, Shell..."
"Oh, relax, Hayden, I haven't gone insane." Shelly seemed to always know what was on Hayden's mind before he did. "I really do have a plan. There is someone I want you to meet. His name is Lewiston, and I've invited him to dinner on Friday so we can talk more about it then." She breezily strutted out of the den, leaving her stunned husband gasping for breath. Which Hayden had painfully learned, really wasn't all that unusual an occurrence in their relationship.
Hayden tried unsuccessfully to talk further with Shelly about it during the week. She would only respond that it would become clear when he met Lewiston.
That Friday night, the front doorbell sounded promptly at seven PM.
"Hayden, honey, please get the door," Shelly called to him from the kitchen. "I'm in the middle of finishing up the dinner. I'm sure it's Lewiston."
Hayden, ever the dutiful husband, did so. As soon as he opened the door, everything became clear to him. Staring back at him, and in just about the same degree of shock, stood his doppelganger. Well, maybe Lewiston didn't really qualify as a doppelganger. A look-alike was more accurate. He was ten to twelve years younger than Hayden. Two to three inches taller and quite a bit more fit than him. The hair color, skin tone, and eyes were a spot-on match. So, if this were Lewiston, he could definitely be mistaken for Hayden's younger brother, without question. If he wasn't Lewiston, then that would defy all logic and reason.
Hayden was too stunned to even confirm verbally that it was Lewiston, so he stood aside and motioned for the young man to enter the house. As he stepped inside, they both heard Shelly.
"Oh good, Lewis, I'm so glad you made it. Did you have any trouble finding our house?" she asked him breezily with a coy smile, as she dried her hands on the apron she was still wearing.
Lewis couldn't speak either, so he just shook his head, no. Hayden was studying Lewis' demeanor and it became clear that Lewis may have had a completely different expectation of what this dinner was all about. Hayden believed that Lewis was incredibly surprised to see Shelly's husband greeting him at the door. She had obviously used a pretense to get him here.
The dinner was uncomfortable for both men. Shelly, however, seemed oblivious to that fact and chattered on, controlling, and directing the conversation. She kept it light and focused mostly on work-related aspects of this meeting. It turned out that Lewis was fairly new to the area and had just started working at Eagle Graphics with Shelly as a creative content designer. Shelly simply said that she wanted Lewis to get more comfortable in the community as he was from across the country.
The awkward evening ended around nine-thirty, with no one having addressed the obvious elephant in the room. To Hayden, the whole evening bordered on the surreal.
After they said their goodbyes to Lewis, Hayden, still a bit confused and more than a little concerned about what had just transpired. He naively assumed that Shell simply wanted to have an in vitro procedure with Lewis' sperm to conceive their child. But she hadn't mentioned that fact to Lewis. If there was one constant in their relationship, it was the fact that Hayden was always wrong when it came to Assuming that he ever knew or even had a basic understanding of what was inside Shelly's head.
Hayden closed the door behind Lewis. "Uh, Shelly, do you want to explain to me what this was really all about, or do I need to play Twenty Questions with you?"
"What do you think this was about, Honey?" Shelly had a knowing smirk on her face.
Hayden gave a deep sigh. Well, Twenty Questions it is then.
"What did Mr. Caldwell think was going to happen, when you invited him to dinner?"
Shelly was twirling a lock of her hair with her right hand impishly. "I might have misled him a bit, honey."
"Shelly, please tell me you aren't his supervisor?"
She continued to twirl her hair and blushed a little as she looked down at the floor.
Oh, dear god. Hayden thought of the implications and the possible ramifications of her tacit admission.
Hayden gave another deep sigh, more from exasperation than anything else.
"Let's cut to the chase, Shelly. You want to use him as a sperm donor to start our family. But he thought he was coming here tonight to have sex with you because you led him to believe that. Didn't you?"
"I did sweetheart, but I promise you, I didn't do anything wrong. I mean, other than a little flirting, anyway. I wanted to make sure he would show up."
She was embarrassed, but Hayden knew she wasn't lying to him.
Without missing a beat or giving Hayden too much time to think about it, she came at him from another angle. "So, what did you think, sweetie?"
Hayden was at least intuitive enough to recognize that since Shelly pretty much knew what he was thinking anyway, so playing dumb on the off chance he was wrong, wasn't really a viable option in this instance.
"Shelly, Honey, I don't think that even an in vitro procedure gets you off the hook with the whole sexual harassment issue at work. Life just isn't that simple anymore."
"I know that, Hayden. I will deal with that part of it. But our child isn't going to be born from a medical procedure. He will be born from an act of love. Shelly, with the smirk still firmly planted on her countenance, began counting off the seconds in her head. One thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three, one thousand...
Three and a half seconds is the time it took for her statement to register in Hayden's mind. He bolted from the room, desperately trying not to lose his dinner in the process.
Shelly followed him with her eyes as he slammed the bathroom door behind him. She exhaled and walked in the other direction shaking her head in amazement. Why do men have so much difficulty with understanding?
Hayden slept on the couch that night. For the first time since they married, they didn't sleep together. Shelly was miffed but not surprised. Hayden avoided her all the next morning by making sure his usual two hours of weekly lawn and garden maintenance took him four to complete.
"Hayden, are you planning to ignore me for the rest of our lives? Or are we going to sit down and talk about this like adults?" She was scolding him as if he were a child. "Besides, I think you may have misunderstood what I was saying to you last night."
"What part did I misunderstand, Shell? It was perfectly clear. You want me to go along with you making love to that kid...By the way, how old is he anyway?"
"He's twenty-one, Hayden. Give me a little credit, anyway." She crossed her arms and snorted in disgust. "And, you are wrong, I'm not going to make love to Lewis. I'm going to have sex with him. Then you and I are going to make love. It might be his sperm that fertilizes the egg, but it will be yours's that creates our child."
"What!" He sputtered. "Have you gone insane? Listen, Shelly, I know how much you want a family, but..."
"NO!" Shelly angrily interrupted. "How much...we want a family, Hayden!"
"Shell, I'm sorry, you are asking too much. I mean, even if you clean up first...I just can't do that Shelly...it's too..." He couldn't continue.
"Yes, you can, Hayden. And you will!" She closed the space between them and got right into Hayden's face. "We are going to have a family, period!"
They argued vehemently back and forth for several days. Hayden continued to draw a hard line in the sand with Shelly. She wouldn't give an inch either. At one point Hayden packed a bag and was headed out the door when Shelly stopped him in his tracks.
"Go ahead and run, you coward!" She turned and stormed off to the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. He could hear her sobbing hysterically. Hayden stayed. He didn't know if staying was an act of courage or cowardice, but he knew that he loved her too much to just walk away.
Shelly used the three most powerful tools a woman possessed to convince a man that her way was the right way. Food, sex, and tears. Lots of tasty food and even better sex. And sometimes, mixing sex and food together proved to be even more effective. She wasn't really certain that chocolate ice cream and syrup counted as food, but when she spread it all over her nude form while she was lying on the kitchen floor, then demanded that Hayden lick her clean, had served its purpose. He never stood a chance. Especially when she used her third secret weapon, tears. And she used those more than once a day.
Hayden made several futile attempts at setting rules and boundaries.
"I won't be in the room while you, I mean when, you and he..."
"Yes, you will. But he will leave before we make love."
"You have to clean up...I've read that..."
"No, I can't, and you know damn well why not. I don't care what you've read. We are not having this discussion again. When I tell you to take your pants off and get on the bed that is exactly what you are going to do!"
"I don't think, I, um, you know, could perform... I mean given the situation..."
"Then take a damn pill!"
"This cannot happen in our bedroom and on our bed! I'm drawing the line, Shell, I mean it!"
"It is absolutely going to happen on our bed. Our child will be conceived in our bed! If you are such a wimp, you can go buy us a new bedroom set after we're pregnant. But it's going to happen, so deal with it."
After losing each point of the argument, Hayden would leave the room and lock himself away in his office. It went on and on, but both knew that Hayden had already lost the battle. He was very familiar with the 'irresistible force paradox.' The problem Hayden had was that while Shelly may have indeed been an irresistible force, where she was concerned, his immeasurable love for her prevented him from being an 'immovable object.'
Was he a brow-beaten fool, or some Don Quixote-like character for Shelly? He had no answer for that either. He had no free will. He was a prisoner of his love, and he could do her no wrong.
On a Wednesday morning before leaving for work, Shelly casually mentioned to Hayden that Lewis would be joining them Saturday. That was it, then she walked out the door. Hayden was sure that Shelly specifically planned it this way. It would be so like her. From her perspective, they had talked it death. There was nothing more left to say.
Hayden remained frozen in place, too thunderstruck by her pronouncement for his mind to absorb its ramifications. It's one thing to talk about something, but the reality of it is entirely different. He managed to find his way to work without killing anyone. He told his assistant he was not to be disturbed. He spent the next eight hours wasting the company's money as he deliberated the various ramifications and practicalities of the 'fight or flight' conundrum he was mulling over.
Around four O'clock in the afternoon, Hayden gave up and decided to drag his sorry ass home because he wasn't getting anywhere, hiding behind his desk. At least he thought that would give him a couple of hours to ponder his problems before Shelly got home. When he pulled into his driveway, Shelly's car was already in the garage. Damn, how does she do that? She must have a camera in my office, or she has a telepathic thing going on.
Hayden knew he was going to get ambushed again, so he decided to go meet his fate. When he entered the house, he heard Shelly crying. Jesus, she doesn't fight fair. She was sitting at the breakfast table looking morose still wearing her work clothes with her Royce leather laptop bag at her feet. She looked up sheepishly at him.
"Hayden, baby, I-I-I've done something terrible."
Oh crap! You mean this nightmare is going to get worse? "What's wrong, Shell?" He didn't really want to ask, but he figured pretending she wasn't there and just walking upstairs wasn't a smart move at the present time. He collapsed into the chair next to her and held her hand. This caused another outburst of sobbing and wailing from Shelly.
When she'd calmed herself sufficiently, she offered quietly. "Hayden, I need to tell you the truth. I haven't been completely honest...I mean... I love you so much."
Ah shit! It is going to get worse.
"The thing with Lewis, well..."
Damn, she did cheat with him, fuck!
"No, honey, I didn't cheat, well at least not in the biblical sense, but I was going to. That was my original plan..."
That's it. It's a Vulcan Mind Meld thing. As soon as she touches me, she can read my thoughts?
"Hayden, you know how desperately we want a family...and as soon as I met Lewis, I had a thought that... well, I would just, you know...I mean if we kept to our schedule and I just, you know, slept with him behind your back, then, well, then everything would be fine.
"I just couldn't lie to you though. We are too perfect, and if someday you found out? That was too horrible to think about. Anyway, I asked him to come over and I was hoping that you would be on the same thought wave as me..."
"We were on the same thought wave, Shell. It's just that I don't agree with your plan..."
Shelly moved to sit on Hayden's lap. "You have to trust me, baby. I love you and only you. We can make this work, please, Hayden, don't fight me on this. I will make it perfect for us. I promise."



"How the hell is you, having sex with someone else, an act of love for me? How can you make this happen so that it doesn't end up with me hating you? I can handle being hurt, Shell. You've done it to me before, I can get over that part...but how will we ever be the same?" He choked up for a moment. "That's the part that is killing me, Shell."
"We will Hayden. You just have to trust me that it will be ok. I promise you, it will."
It wasn't without further argument. It wasn't without Hayden suffering feelings of betrayal and humiliation. It certainly wasn't without awkwardness, mostly between Hayden and Lewis. Somehow Shelly seemed incognizant of the inelegant and stilted interaction between the two men. Or maybe, she just chose to ignore it. Either way though, it happened just like Shelly predicted. Like most things, when she set her mind to it, it transpired no matter Hayden's position on the issue.
Hayden never got comfortable with any part of it, and just as he had forseen, he did have trouble keeping up his end of the bargain, so to speak. But typhoon Shelly refused to let him fail. To Hayden, it seemed their love life was somewhere between the 'Kamasutra' and 'How to Make Love Like a Porn Star.'
During the process, Hayden rode a rollercoaster of emotions. The intellectually rational part of him fully understood that, to Shelly, this was just another exercise to achieve the end she desired. But the emotional and somewhat insecure young man part of him considered all kinds of nonsensical outcomes. Foremost in his mind was that she would fall in love with Lewis, run off with him, and leave him high and dry. Deep down in his soul, though, he somehow knew that wasn't in Shelly's DNA. She was a lot of things, dangerous things, but she wasn't a liar. And her love for him was obvious.
One night after coming home from work after a couple of months of the polyamorous nightmare he was living, Hayden saw that Shelly had arrived home before him. Like Pavlov's dog, Hayden had developed a conditioned response to this occurrence. And like Bierka it also involved his digestive system, only a different part of it. He sighed as he felt his stomach cramping and headed inside, debating in his mind whether to go directly to the bathroom first, or talk with her.
In the end, the choice wasn't his. As soon as he stepped foot into the house, Shelly jumped on him, pushing him back into the wall. She was madly waving a pregnancy test in his face while alternately crying and laughing. "We did it! We're pregnant! Oh my God, honey, we are finally going to have our family. She only stopped jabbering long enough to kiss him with an unparalleled fervent passion that left Hayden weak in the knees and incredibly turned on.
For a split-second Hayden forgot that the baby wasn't his genetically. His joy began to match hers, and then in his mind he saw a vision in his head of that young kid holding his naked wife by the ankles, as he lifted her legs into a wide 'V' while he pounded away at her, grunting viciously. He heard his wife's spontaneous moans and cries of ecstasy filling the room. The fact that Hayden always clamped his eyes shut with his hands pressed tightly against his ears didn't really block out the horror he was feeling. In those moments, it didn't matter to him that as soon as Lewis planted his seed in his wife, he would disappear, never having made eye contact with Hayden.
In the present, he didn't even remember that once their bedroom door closed behind Lewis, Shelly would gently call Hayden to her. She instantly changed from a whore lost in her lust to an angel with loving eyes only for him. Her strained look of wantonness would morph into a loving neediness that could only be sated by her husband. Shelly would open her cherishing arms wide and become Aphrodite calling Hayden into her loving embrace. It was surreal and sometimes reminded him of scenes from The Exorcist.
Hayden stood there pinned to the wall, trying to focus on the white stick Shelly was waving frantically in front of his face. He simply couldn't handle the conflicting emotions vying for prominence inside his head. He bolted from the room straight for the bathroom and threw up. He had to get out. The walls were closing in on him. He was suffocating under the pressure of the moment. He decided to run, but before he could make his escape, there was Shelly whispering softly in his ear. Her arms wrapped around him in a warm cocoon, while she cooed softly to him.
"Shush baby, mama's here. I promise it's going to be ok. I love you so much. Hush now." She cupped her hands around his face forcing him to look into her eyes. "There is...NOTHING...about our baby that isn't from you. Come to bed now, mommy is going to make it all better." And she did. His tension washed away, his mind settled, the love of his life did make it all better.
He didn't realize it at the time, but Lewis, in body and spirit, disappeared from their life instantly. Hayden found out much later that Lewis started a job a couple of days after Shelly's reveal with a competitor of her company in a position that was in fact a big promotion and with a huge pay increase. Shelly left no stone unturned.
From that day forward, until the day their son, Weston Hayden Meridian was born, Hayden and Shelly were like any other first-time expectant parents. They experienced all the highs and lows, the anxieties and joys, and the expectations that gave them a bond they hadn't experienced before.
When Shelly's due date approached, their nervousness naturally increased. They both had been actively involved in and well-schooled on the prenatal process. A couple of days after Shelly's due date had passed, she began experiencing early labor signs. When they were both confident when she reached the stage when the five-one-one rule applied, they gathered up what was needed and headed to the hospital as they had been taught. It was a calm and orderly process that, not surprisingly, was directed by Shelly.
Once they arrived at the hospital, everything pretty much became a blur to Hayden, causing him to become nonplussed. However, Shelly seemed to take everything in stride. Shelly's labor was becoming increasingly difficult as the clock ticked off the hours. At about eight and a half hours into it, Hayden noticed a definite change in the attending medical personnel. They had been casual and routine in their manner, but as time wore on, they became more abrupt and paid closer attention to the numerous monitoring devices attached to Shelly.
One of the nurses asked Hayden to step out of the room for a moment so they could get a machine into the tight quarters. Hayden looked at Shelly for guidance as he was now approaching panic levels. She gave him a smile and nodded at him, so he grudgingly left.
It seemed like it was hours later to Hayden. In truth, it was probably only fifteen to twenty minutes when the OB doctor came to talk with him. Hayden's anxiety level kept increasing as the swarm of activity in and out of Shelly's birthing room increased even further. Before the doctor could even begin to speak, Hayden saw Shelly being wheeled frantically out of the room and passed him in the direction of the OR. Shelly didn't make eye contact with him, but he could see the worry etched across her anguished face.
"What the hell is happening, Doctor?" Hayden implored, tears already forming in his eyes. His heart was pounding so loudly he couldn't think straight. He thought he heard her saying things like breech, prolapsed, emergency C-section, etc. but he couldn't focus. He'd never in his life experienced this level of fear. He felt dizzy and faint. The doctor helped him sit down. She looked at him and he clearly heard, "Relax, Mr. Meridian. Everything is going to be fine."
Thanks a lot, Doc, you could have started with that! Was his thought, but all that came out of his mouth was, "huh?"
The short, stout middle-aged obstetrician smiled condescendingly at him. "Normally, we would include you in the OR for the procedure, but under the circumstances, your wife thought it best that you stayed in the waiting room." She gently patted his shoulder and headed down the hallway in the same direction as Shelly had gone.
"What procedure, what circumstances?" He shouted out to her backside. She never acknowledged the question. She just scurried away. Why doesn't Shell want me with her?
Hayden sat almost in a trance in the uncomfortable chair. He noticed that the Price is Right was playing on the television mounted on the wall again. Shit! Did the hospital have some sort of deal with that show's producers to play it twenty-four hours a day?
Left on his own, Hayden's mind played various horrific scenarios as to what was going on with Shelly and their baby. Each new thought was worse than the previous. He lost all track of time. He figured this was the point where a person would read stories in the paper about when expectant fathers ended up getting arrested for creating disturbances and assaulting various hospital staff members. Just as he was getting ready to rip Drew Carey's smiling face and some idiot dressed as a carrot off the wall and throw it through the glass partition, a nurse walked into the room. "Mr. Meridian?" Hayden nodded with trepidation. "Would you like to see your wife, and meet your son now?"
He felt a hundred-ton weight lifted off his back as he jumped to his feet and dashed passed the nurse.
"Ahh, Mr. Meridian, it would probably be better if you just followed me, instead of trying to find them on your own. It's a pretty big hospital." She patiently called after him.
He stopped immediately, and blushed a bright crimson, then smiled back at the nurse. "Right. Good plan." Smooth, Hayden, real smooth. He sheepishly stepped to the side and motioned for her to lead the way.
They walked through a maze of hallways for about five minutes until they reached their destination. The unnamed nurse merely pointed at the door. "They're right in there, Dad." She patted him on the arm, smiled, and was gone.
Hayden stood in the doorway for a couple of minutes, silently staring at Shelly holding their son. The love for his wife washed over him. She looked so beautiful. Shelly finally saw him standing there. And smiled warmly at him.
"I'm a mess, Hayden..."
"No, you're not. You've never looked more beautiful to me." He meant it. He remembered that long ago, his mother had told him the way a woman could tell if her man really loved her was by the first thing, he said to her when he saw her after she gave birth to his child. Only a loving husband could find his wife beautiful at that point, because in reality, she looked like she'd been run over by a dump truck.
"Would you like to hold your son, Hayden?"
Hayden hesitated briefly. It had nothing to do with the circumstance of his son's conception, he was just startled by the reality that he was now a father. The responsibilities of that having just crystallized for him in the moment. It was a sobering experience that all first-time fathers felt.
Shelly thought it was the former issue that caused him to hesitate. She immediately got a sour look on her face. In frustration, Shelly barked at him. "Please tell me you aren't going to run from the room again, Hayden? I thought we were finished with all that silliness."
Hayden took his son from Shelly and cradled him gently in his arms as he had been taught. He made eye contact with god's most significant miracle and studied how perfect he looked in his sleep. He realized that he hadn't for a moment considered that he was anything but Weston's father. He smiled broadly at his wife. "No, Never Shell, never again. It's you, me, and Weston until death. I swear it to you."
Two days later, prior to Shelly being discharged, they sat with her doctor as she patiently explained to them in excruciating detail the reasons Shelly would never be able to carry another child. Hayden expected that Shelly would be devastated, but she just shrugged her shoulders. "I have my family." She never ceased to amaze Hayden. Lady Wisdom had nothing on Hayden's wife.
Hayden, on the other hand, felt like he dodged a bullet. Because just the previous evening, a really obvious thought had finally struck him as he lay in bed. What if she wants more children?
The next five years just flew by. Their lives, like most parents with young children, were so hectic dealing with all the changes and complications associated with developing a family life together, that they really had no concept of the passage of time. For Hayden, it was one of the most exciting and fulfilling periods of his life.
He never for a moment felt like he wasn't Weston's father. As an added benefit, Shelly's sex drive, which was always in high gear except during her pregnancy, came back with a vengeance. If anything, it was greater than when they first married. He'd heard from many of his colleagues and friends that the only thing that would kill a woman's sex drive more than the words 'I do' was, 'honey, it's your turn to feed the baby.' He never had either problem.
He was hoping this blissful phase would continue forever. It wasn't to be.
A BAD PENNY KEEPS TURNING UP
One particularly slow and boring day at the office, Hayden sat at his desk idly playing solitaire on his computer. He was startled when his assistant's voice interrupted him over the interoffice.
"Mr. Meridian, there is a Mr. Lewiston Caldwell here to see you." She received no response. "Mr. Meridian, are you there?"
"Ahh, sorry, Carey. Yes, I'm here. Did you say Lewiston Caldwell?" A very concerned Hayden responded.
"Yes sir. He said he didn't have an appointment, but that he's an old friend?"
"Y-y-yes, he is."
All sorts of reasons for Lewis' contact flashed through Hayden's mind, and none of them were reasonable. He couldn't think of one legitimate reason why Caldwell would be contacting him...
"I'm sorry, sir. Should I send him in?" Carey was very confused now; this was so unlike her new boss. "Sir?"
"For Christ's sake, Carey, for the last time, will you please call me Hayden? And yes, you can send him in!" Hayden snapped at her. Great job Hayden, she'll probably quit now, and it took three friggin months to find her!
Hayden sat frozen at his desk, with his head cradled in his hands. He was frantically trying to get the nightmare memories that had instantly come roaring back, wiped from his memory banks. He lost track of time, but when he looked up there stood the biggest reminder of that period of his life. Lewis actually looked a little self-effacing as he rocked gently from side to side.
"I, ah, I guess this is kind of a surprise, isn't it?"
"What do you want, Lewis?" Hayden spat with disdain and a controlled fury. Caldwell's mere presence filling his doorway had ratcheted Hayden's adrenaline to dangerous levels. "I thought you had an agreement with my wife to never contact us again."
"Yes, that's true, but my circumstances have changed and I just..."
Hayden butted in and leaped to his feet as he slapped his palms on his desk. "I don't give a fuck what your circumstances are. Get the hell out of my office, right now! I don't ever want to see your slimy ass again!" he jabbed his finger toward the door.
"Please, Mr. Meridian, I need..."
"What? You're lonely and need to fuck my wife again? Get out!" Hayden had lost all control. He was sure everyone in the office could hear what was going on. He was beyond caring. The nerve of this guy.
"Look, I'd be lying if I told you that the sex thing with your wife wasn't my main motivation back then. I was young, dumb, and lonely. I'd just moved into town, so the chance to have sex with a beautiful older woman, well it was a once in a lifetime thing for me. So, shoot me."
"I'm thinking about it, asshole." Hayden had calmed somewhat. "Just leave, please. And, leave my family alone." Hayden suddenly felt exhausted.
"Ok, I'm sorry to have bothered you." Lewis turned and left.
Strangely, the kid seemed more, sad than anything. He wasn't acting like someone who wanted to cause trouble. Just then though, Hayden noticed more than a dozen co-workers milling around in the hall, alternately staring at Lewis and Hayden. Damn it. Now, how the hell do I explain this?
He chose not to say anything. He just slammed his door shut and collapsed into his chair. Thirty minutes later, after he finally got his heart rate below 100 beats per minute, he got up to head home. He was surprised to see Carey still at her desk. He figured she'd be long gone. He stopped and apologized to her for the scene he made and told her he was leaving for the day.
"I would think so." Carey quipped.
Hayden couldn't help it; he gave a quick laugh. "Tell you what, if we both show up tomorrow, Carey, I'll fill you in a bit on what that was all about."
"Oh, I'll be here all right. I wouldn't miss this for the world! Good night, Hayden." And she gave him a little snicker.
He blushed slightly and nodded his head. Yeah, but I might not be back. And he was out the door without even glancing at anyone else. He was still too embarrassed about his outburst.
When he reached home, Shelly sensed something was wrong, but she waited to talk about it until after dinner and they had put Weston down. It took some time too because Weston was so enthralled with his first week of kindergarten that sleep didn't come easily.
Later as they were preparing for bed, Hayden explained what had transpired at the office earlier. Shelly's eyes got wide with fear. It was one of the few times Hayden could recall her being unable to talk about something. They climbed into bed knowing that they weren't going to sleep much. Shelly didn't even snuggle up to Hayden which was a first in their relationship.
In truth, Shelly was very confused and worried. This shouldn't have happened. Shelly thought she had everything under control. And she wasn't used to not being in control.
Carey did show up the next day at work, so Hayden bared his soul to her over lunch. In a massive understatement her only comment was, "That's interesting." He didn't really care if she blabbed to everyone in the office. They were all probably making up their own stories about what happened anyway.
It turns out that Carey never uttered a word to anyone about the episode. They worked together for many years until Hayden left the company. His boss asked him about the incident once casually, and Hayden just told him it was someone who used to work for his wife. And that it wasn't a good experience. Hayden had learned long ago that the problem with lying was that you had to remember what lie you told to whom. It was far better, to tell the truth, but to tell as little of it as possible.
The next Sunday evening after the blow up in his office, his usual round of golf with his regular foursome made Hayden feel much better about things. He had played well, so he stayed for a while having a quiet drink by himself. He sat on the outside deck and breathed deeply to let the fresh air calm him further. He watched the sun fade towards the horizon, then decided it was time to head home for one of his wife's usually extraordinary Sunday dinners.
As he stepped into the kitchen from the garage, he expected his olfactory senses to be overwhelmed. What he got instead was, well, nothing. Not even a pot on the stove or a bag of rice on the counter.
"We're in here dear!"
Hayden heard Shelly calling from the den. He didn't really pick up on what she said. He was focused on the thought that he may have forgotten that they had plans for tonight, and he was late. The fact that Weston hadn't tackled him when he came in the door served to further reinforce that thought.



"Shelly, where is Wes..."
As Hayden rounded the corner, he was confronted with the shocking sight of his wife sitting on the sofa with a very contrite and somewhat frightened looking Lewis. They were sitting side by side, His hands clasped in both of hers. Lewis started to pull his hand away, but Shelly held on even tighter and refused to let go of him.
Hayden started to speak, but Shelly cut him off forcefully.
"Hayden! Weston is at a friend's house. Lewis is our guest, and I will not stand for a repeat of what transpired in your office the other day." She admonished him severely. "Now sit down. I want you to listen to what Lewis has to say." She pointed to his recliner angrily.
"No. I will not. I apologize for the way I acted. I realize that I let my emotions get the better of me. This is my home so, Shelly, you have two choices here. He goes, or I go."
Shelly was truly shocked by Hayden's ultimatum. All three appeared to be stunned into immobility. Her mouth was hanging wide open in disbelief.
"Make up your mind."
Hayden started to turn and head back for the garage when he heard Lewis say, "I better go, Shelly." He got up. Thankfully Shelly let go of his hand. "Again, Hayden, I apologize. I-I-I just wanted to talk about..." He shook his head sadly.
"It's probably a good idea, honey. I apologize for my husband's rudeness. Look, I will talk with Hayden, and I promise you we will get this worked out." She walked him to the front door, gave him a quick peck on the cheek, then whispered something that Hayden couldn't make out. When she closed the door behind Lewis, she spun around quickly.
"Hayden, what on earth is wrong with you? Why are you acting this way? It's beneath you and embarrassing at the same time."
"Listen to me, Shell. I thought the deal was that once you got pregnant, he would disappear from our lives. What the hell does he want anyway?"
"If you'd just given him a chance to explain, you would already know the answer to your question."
"He is probably just lonely and wants to fuck you again!"
"No, honey, I asked him if he wanted to, and he turned me down. He said you were too nice a guy to do that too."
"What the hell!"
"Oh, calm down, Hayden. I wasn't really going to have sex with him, I just wanted to see what his real motivation was. Besides, I've told you before I would never have sex with anyone else unless I told you first."
"That isn't making me feel any better, Shell. If you have sex with him, I will be gone so fast it will make your head spin!"
"Oh pooh." Quit being so melodramatic all the time. You aren't ever leaving me. Do you want to know what he really wanted? And, why?"
"I guess I do, but it pisses me off that he showed up here after I told him to leave my family alone..."
Shelly quickly interrupted. "He didn't just show up here, I contacted him and invited him here."
"Oh, for God's sake, Shelly, why would you do that?"
"TO FIND OUT WHAT HE WANTS, dummy!" She shouted in frustration. "Look, Hayden, I was as worried as you when you told me he was back. So, I had to find out, and it's serious, honey. I feel bad for him.
"Apparently, shortly after, well after he left our lives, he contracted measles..."
"Measles, sheesh, I thought that was eradicated decades ago?"
"Apparently not. Anyway, he was engaged to be married a couple of years after. Starting a family was foremost in the minds of him and his fiancée, so they had themselves tested. They knew that measles could impact his ability to have kids. I guess it's normally a temporary condition, but in rare cases, it can be permanent. That's what happened to him. His fiancée canceled the wedding and left him."
"Wow, I guess that is a tough one." A very bad thought came to Hayden's mind at that moment. "Oh my..."
"No, Hayden, don't even think those thoughts. That's not what he wants. He just asked if he could get involved somehow in Lewis' life. He just wants to watch him grow up. Like maybe an uncle or something?" Shelly was anticipating another outburst at this point. None came. She was surprised so she carried on. "Hayden, I trust him. And...well...we do owe a great deal to him?"
All the usual fears and concerns flashed through Hayden's mind. Each of which, had he verbalized them, would have made him seem small and weak. He held his tongue until he could adequately express his opposition.
"What do we really owe him, Shelly?" I mean, it was a quid pro quo arrangement with him. You got him a terrific job, not to mention all the sex he got to have with you!" Ouch, I didn't mean to say that last part out loud. Damn it. "I mean, you also had him sign a legally binding document giving up all parental rights." No, I don't think we owe him anything." Even Hayden was surprised at how calm he was.
"But, Hayden..."
"But what, Shell? Doesn't my opinion even count in this decision?" He was more exasperated than angry. Probably because he already knew he was holding a losing hand.
"Of course, it does, honey. But I know you. You aren't going to say no."
"I'm not?"
"No, you're not. You're going to put that left-brain dominant intellect of yours, that I love so much, to work figuring out how we can make this work."
"That's really magnanimous of me." He mocked.
Now Shelly was exasperated, and Hayden viewed that as a small victory, for whatever it was worth.
"Hayden, really! Answer me with one question. What has Lewis done to you that is so terrible? I mean really."
"Seriously, Shelly? I had to watch him having sex with my wife for two months, and you're asking me what he's done to me?" He was incredulous. How could she be so obtuse?
"Honey, Lewis never did anything to you...I did." She barely whispered it. Shelly couldn't make eye contact with him. "And, you know why I did it."
At that moment, Hayden had an epiphany. She was right. Lewis hadn't done anything to him. And for that matter neither had Shelly. He did it to himself. He had the power to say no, and he didn't. He couldn't say no to her. What was wrong with him? He vowed to himself that someday he would find the answer to that question.
"Let's just go slowly with this, Shell. Can we at least do that, so we don't get Weston confused?" Hayden was begging, and he knew it made him seem small. But he couldn't help himself.
"Honey, Weston will never be confused about who his father is." She clung lovingly to a chagrined and bemused Hayden. She professed her undying love and gratitude for his understanding. Oh yeah, and then there was the sex, too.
Hayden and Lewis' relationship was cordial but strained. Shelly and Lewis were very close for many years. Their relationship was a constant source of conflict between Hayden and Shelly. He never thought Shelly committed any improprieties with Lewis, but their closeness irritated him. Shelly never seemed to understand Hayden's position that Lewis' presence served as a constant reminder of Weston's parentage.
In truth though, it was probably how little Shelly seemed to care for Hayden's feelings on the subject that was more hurtful to Hayden. He had to see Lewis at birthday parties, holidays, and a couple of weekends each month. Initially, Shelly seemed to go out of her way to placate Hayden's fears and uncertainties. After a couple of years though she told Hayden to get over himself, that she was tired of his childishness. After that conversation Hayden thought that she deliberately became over solicitous of Lewis. The problem eventually solved itself.
Ten years after entering Weston's life as his uncle, Lewis received a promotion across the country and moved out of their day-to-day lives. Hayden was relieved when it happened. Weston continued to receive phone calls, cards and presents on holidays from his Uncle Lewis. He also helped Weston's parents with his college tuition. He never once tried to be anything but a good uncle to Weston. He passed away many years later, having never married.
A REALLY WEIRD SUNDAY DINNER
Hayden had just shoveled another heaping fork full of Shelly's mouthwatering lasagna that he loved so much that he asked for it every Sunday night. Which naturally, Shelly refused to do by asking him if that was the only dish she made, that he liked? Although they hadn't been married all that many years, Hayden had learned enough to know that the only correct answer was, "Oh, of course not dear. You are a fabulous cook. I love everything you make."
This only made Shelly Harrumph and become pensive. He thought that an odd response. Things got weirder when she told young Weston to go his room and finish his homework. When Weston started to argue, she simply gave him the mom death stare, so he slunk off to the relative safety of his bedroom.
After Weston left the room, and a distressingly long pause, came the very explosive question from Shelly. "Hayden, why do you love me?"
Oh crap! Where did that come from? Now, the statement that sends shivers down the spine of all husbands in the civilized world is, 'Honey we have to talk.' But the 'Why do you love me?' question is in reality, far more dangerous for the average husband. With 'we have to talk' the husband knows his day has gone to shit. It's just a question of how bad? But, with 'why do you love me' there is a lot that can transpire. Depending on his response, the husband can either be a hero who has a wife that worships him or end up just as divorced as in the 'we have to talk' scenario.
Hayden studied Shelly carefully. She wasn't being playful, angry, or sarcastic. She seemed timid, worried, and fearful. To him it seemed as if she didn't really know why he loved her. Or even understand how he could? The juxtaposition being that he could now see two Shelly's in his world. The one he understood was the self-confident, outgoing, and free-spirited muse that he loved deeply. But, this side of her was completely unchartered territory for him. Of course, some might say that a husband who only had to deal with two personalities with his wife was lucky, but that didn't help Hayden at this moment.
He was smart enough to know that he shouldn't quickly spout some mindless platitudes, but it was that hesitation that cost him dearly. Shelly assumed his hesitancy meant he didn't love her, and she fled from the table crying, and locked herself in the bathroom. It took Hayden ninety minutes to talk her off the toilet she had planted herself on while crying hysterically. It took him a full month before things returned to normal in the Meridian household. Still, it left Hayden in a state of uneasiness in his understanding of who his wife really was. A couple of guys at work who had been married over thirty years told Hayden that they still hadn't figured out their wives, so he tried not to overreact to what he felt was very out of character for Shelly.
As married life usually goes, things got back to normal after Hayden found a way to soothe Shelly's insecurities and fears. And as usual for them after a fight, the make up sex was stupendous.
A RUINED SUNDAY DINNER
It was an excellent meal, as usual. Although Hayden did think it odd that Weston had a school council meeting on a Weekend night, he did have to concede that he enjoyed the peace and quiet. He would never admit it, but part of him was looking forward to when it would just be he and Shelly again. When she served her homemade bread pudding for dessert, Hayden knew something was up.
"Hayden, honey, we need to talk."
Oh, just perfect. Another great Sunday dinner ruined. "What do we need to talk about this time, dear?" Based on the pinched face Shelly responded with, Hayden was sure his sarcasm wasn't lost on her.
"Really, Hayden? Is that necessary?"
"What do you want, Shell?" Since the meal was now spoiled, he didn't want to waste any more of his evening.
Shelly gave a long slow worried sigh. "I've always told you that I will never lie to you, honey. I will never hide things from you. I learned my lesson way back before we got married. I also told you who I am, and that hasn't changed either..."
"Please, Shell, just get to the point. You're killing me here." He seriously wanted to finish his dessert but had just lost his appetite.
"Hayden, honey, I have been seeing someone." One thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three, one thousand four, one thousand five..." Sweetheart, are you turning blue?" Shelly was truly concerned. She knew this would be rough on him. however, she also knew that since Hayden was a man, he would naturally overreact and assume the worst. So, she should probably explain further before he passed out.
"Hayden, please take a breath, I'm afraid I made it sound a lot worse than it is." She reached across the table and held his hand. "I'm not having sex with anyone else, sweetheart. And, I have no intention of doing so, if that's what's worrying you?"
Hayden was finally able to suck in a breath. It was the same feeling as the time he got punched in the gut in junior high school and got the wind knocked out of him. Someday, I have to find out why she does this to me. It's not like she enjoys it, but she is torturing me just the same. "Please explain yourself, Shell. And if it's not too much trouble, try not to rip my heart out and eat it in front of me while you, do it?" He foamed.
"Ewww, that's a little graphic, honey. Listen to me. You know how I am. I love being around creative people. I need that stimulation. I don't want to bore you; we have talked about this numerous times..."
"FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, SHELL!" He took an intense breath to try to calm his nerves. Yelling wasn't going to solve anything here. "I'm sorry...Please, just tell me what is going on?"
"Well, Honey, to cut to the chase..."
"Finally!"
"I am probably having what you men, ah most husbands, I suppose, would refer to it as a, well an emotional affair." Oh crap! There he goes again. Well, he did say to get to the point.
"I haven't had sex with him, Hayden. And, I have no intention of doing so. It's just that I find it so exhilarating when I'm around him. He makes me feel young, vibrant, and alive. To answer several of your questions before you ask. He is one of my company's suppliers. And, yes, I find him attractive. He's single. Divorced actually..." Hayden started to interrupt but she cut him off with a shake of her head. "I'm sure he does want to have sex with me, honey. But it isn't going to happen. Honestly, though, that is part of the attraction for me. It adds to the excitement of it for me."
"Good lord, Shelly. You have got to be kidding me. Do you take perverse pleasure out of making me suffer? I know you told me that being married to you would be difficult, but I didn't think you would try your damnedest to make it painful!"
"Oh, stop it, Hayden. Please, let's be adults about this and have a rational conversation. Can we?"
"Okay, Shell. Let's have an adult conversation. You tell me you won't ever have sex with him, but what have you done besides 'just talking? I haven't forgotten about the two yo-yos' back in college!"
"That's exactly why we are having this conversation, Hayden," she said earnestly. "I've hugged him, I've held his hand, and I've kissed him. NOT a lover's kiss but a kiss in greeting and when saying goodbye. Nothing more than a peck on the cheek. I haven't done a single thing with him that I haven't done dozens of times with my girlfriends and coworkers." It was the truth and Shelly was very proud of her answer.
"Listen, Shell..." She rolled her eyes at him. "Do you share things about us, our marriage?
"Oh, stop it, Hayden. Let's not play games. I already said I know by a man's definition, I'm having an 'emotional affair.' I freely admit it. But let me ask you a question. Why is what I'm doing with him any different from what I do all the time with my women friends?"
"Oh, come on, Shelly. You can't be that naïve? Of course, it's different. The fact that it is a man, changes everything..."
"That's just your ego talking. It doesn't change it, if you don't let it, Hayden. I'll let you in on another secret, sweetheart. Every married woman has had, or will have, an 'emotional affair,' at some point in their marriage."
Hayden's eyes shot open in disbelief. "I don't believe..."
"You better believe it, because it's true. But they will never admit it to their spouses, not ever. Hell, some of them won't even admit it to themselves! They fool themselves into thinking that they have a male 'friend' they go to lunch with and talk about things."
"Excuse me, Shelly, but that is just B.S.! Not one of my friends has ever..."
"Are you even listening to me? They...never...tell... their husbands! I'm different, Hayden. Unlike most wives, my life is an open book to you!
"The truth is though, that having a 'friend' like that makes a wife wet. They will masturbate to sexual fantasies with their lunch friend. And, they are frequently thinking of their 'friend' when they are having sex with their husbands! It helps get them through the low spots in their lives. Women have to be so many different things to so many different people, all the time, they mostly just want to have something of their own, something just about them." She thought for a minute before continuing. "I admit that some women take it too far, but I won't..."
"Do you ever do that Shell? Masturbate to fantasies with your so-called friend? Hayden was furious.
"Yes, I do, honey." Now it was Shelly's turn to get angry. "God damn it, Hayden. You know I can never lie to you. But, look me in the eyes and tell me you don't do the same!" He remained silent.
"Go ahead, Hayden, lie to me and tell me you never masturbate thinking of another woman. Tell me that when we have sex, you are never thinking about Pamela Anderson or some other silicon-enhanced bitch. Lie to me and say no!"
"The truth is, Shell, is, yes, I sometimes jerk off thinking of other women. But, whether you choose to believe me or not, I have never thought about another woman while having sex with you."
"You're kidding?" Shelly exhaled. Wow, I must be doing a better job than I thought. She actually smiled at the notion. "Hayden, look at me. Can you honestly say that you don't think I love you? Do you really believe that I love you any less because of this? I know it hurts, but you can't for a moment believe I hurt you on purpose. You are the center of my world, and you know it. Do you believe I'm cheating on you because of my thoughts and fantasies? This really isn't a big deal."
"Of course, I love you. That's what confuses me so much about why you do these things. And you're wrong, Shell. It is a big deal, and it doesn't really matter if you intend to or not. It doesn't change the fact that it hurts me deeply."
"Listen, Hayden. The bottom line is this. I have made love with one man since the day we became engaged, you. I have had sex with one other man in all that time, and you were in the room every time it happened. I promised you that I would tell you before I ever had sex with another man. And I've never lied to you."
"Somehow, that STILL doesn't make me feel any better, Shelly."
"Would it help if you met my friend? So, you could see that..."
"NO! Damn it. I don't want to know his name, see his face, or ever hear any mention of him again for the rest of our lives. This is going to take some time for me to deal with it. I can't believe you are doing this to me." He was severely wounded and confused. "I'm going to bed."
Not surprisingly, Hayden couldn't sleep. He just lay on the bed quietly staring at the ceiling. Around midnight, Shelly came into their bedroom and went through her normal bedtime routine, except that she remained silent for the entire 45 minutes it took her to get into their bed. Even though she knew Hayden was awake. She felt his eyes following her. She very much wanted to say something to Hayden but couldn't think where to start without causing another fight. It always crushed her when they fought. She loved Hayden so much.



"You know, Shell. What hurts the most is how cavalier you are about my feelings..."
"But, honey..."
"No, Shelly, no 'buts.' Just listen to me." He didn't want to fight either. He was searching sorely for a way to make her understand how much she hurt him. "Just because you don't think I should be hurt, or that I ought to think like you, doesn't give you the right to feel that when I am hurt that it's not your fault." Shelly started to sniffle. Hayden reached over and held her hand. Hayden turned on his night light and leaned over to look Shelly in her eyes.
"When you were having sex with Lewis, did you enjoy it?"
The lengthy silence that followed was uncomfortable for both. Shelly considered lying, because she knew the truth would hurt her husband. Even so, she couldn't lie about it. Not to Hayden.
"Yes, Hayden, I did. You know I did; you were..."
He cut her off quickly. For Hayden, her response was a mixed blessing. He already knew she enjoyed it, so it confirmed her continued inability to lie to him. All the same, it cut him deep.
It is the most profound hurt I have felt in my lifetime, Shelly. I carry it with me every day. Don't misunderstand, I have never once wished Weston hadn't been born. I have never once felt like I wasn't his father. Wes was a gift from God to me." He ceased to gather his thoughts for a moment. "None of that would have changed if you had done an in vitro procedure. My love wouldn't be any different for him had I not been in the room with you. Yet you insisted that I be. From my perspective, NOTHING about my love and feelings for Weston would have changed one iota if you had just agreed to any of my wishes.
"What would have changed, was your feelings about it, Shell. Only yours counted. It's the same with your man 'friend.' Only your feelings, needs, and desires count for anything."
Hayden shut off the light and rolled away from Shelly as far as he could. He could hear her weeping softly. He didn't acknowledge it, because he knew she was sorry. She always was, but would it change anything?
For her part, Shelly was intuitive enough to give Hayden his space. And she acquiesced to Hayden's wishes and never mentioned it again. Time heals all wounds and things got back to normal between them. Their life together went on. Hayden, Shelly, and Uncle Lewis, for that matter, became so wrapped up in young Weston's high school and college activities that there wasn't any time available for worry or reflection.
ANOTHER RUINED SUNDAY DINNER
It was just another typical Sunday Night dinner. Hayden and Shelly were alone again, which was becoming more the norm lately. Weston was close to finishing college. They saw less and less of him. He had told them about a paid internship opportunity after graduation on the opposite coast, three thousand miles away. It looked like he and Shell would have to get used to being alone again. In truth, it made both of them nervous, but they understood it was part of life's journey.
Hayden was hoping that the two of them could use this time to reconnect. He didn't think that they had necessarily drifted apart or lost their love for each other. It was true that Shelly snapped at him now and then. She would later apologize and blame it on 'the change,' as she referred to it. Hayden didn't really mind that much. Hell, as he got older, he got grumpier too. He would joke with Shelly, that perhaps he was going through 'the change' as well!
He was, however, hoping to re-establish more intimacy in their relationship soon. In a few casual conversations about it with Shelly, he was certain she felt the same. It turns out that was true, but only to a point.
"...and then, imagine my surprise when out of the blue, a man twenty-five years younger than me is attracted to me..."
Wait. What the hell is she talking about? I thought we were talking about us and coming to grips with it being just the two of us again. "Oh, so your male 'friend' is finally going to become your lover now, right?" Hayden was half joking because his mind still hadn't completely registered what Shelly was saying.
"What are you talking about Hayden? I haven't even seen him in years. Besides, he would be older than me. I wouldn't even begin to know where to look for him. Why would you even bring that up?"
"I just thought..."
"Hayden, you told me you never wanted to hear anything about him again, so I never mentioned it anymore. About three months after I told you about him, he was transferred, and that was that.
"But let's not get off track here...this is something I need to do, and I'm going to do it. Look, Hayden, I'm not an idiot. Well maybe I'm being stupid, but I'm under no illusions that this young man is in love with me. And, frankly, after we have sex and our weekend is over, for all I know, he will probably be laughing and joking with his buddies about the old hag he bagged. It wouldn't shock me if it isn't some part of a stupid bar game he plays with his friends."
"Jesus, Shell, then why do it? Why debase yourself for a bunch of assholes' amusement?" In his dumbfounded state of mind, it seemed a reasonable question to ask her. Hayden could easily sense her desperation. A small part of him could even appreciate her position. Everyone's self-esteem takes a severe hit when they realize they are old. But this, this was an act of desperation. Never find the betrayal.
Shelly was close to tears. "Hayden, please understand. Look at me, sweetheart. I'm in my fifties. Gravity is taking over the governance of my boobs and butt. The lines on my face have turned into crevices. I have two chins, and if I didn't wax my upper lip every few weeks, I could grow a mustache faster than you. I'm starting menopause. Our sex life has suffered. I get night sweats; I've gained 15 pounds even though I eat less than ever before. Half the time I'm so confused I don't know what I came into a room for..."
"You are exaggerating, Shell. You still look plenty good to me." And Hayden meant it. "I don't care about your sagging boobs and your butt. You've earned every line on your face. I don't give a crap about menopause. I know our sex life has slowed, so what? Do I hold you any less tight at night when we go to bed? Do I walk by you any more often without giving you a squeeze on your ass, or a kiss on the cheek? Have I done anything to make you think that I love you any less than I did before?
"I had no idea that you were that miserable, Shell."
"I'm not miserable, honey. I'm scared. I've never been so frightened in my life. I see my time running out. And I'm not ready for it be over."
Shelly was openly crying. She quickly wrapped her arms tightly around her chest as she shook her head no. But to Hayden, she didn't seem any less determined to do this demeaning conduct. How was this possible?
He really didn't know what to say. There were a million things he could utter, but not without sounding like a whiny little boy and he wasn't going to grovel. This was all about her.
"I'm doing this, Hayden, because I have to, if only for my own selfish ego. I'm not as strong as you, I suppose...."
"Shell, then why are we even having this conversation?" Hayden was stunned. His relationship with Shelly had always been complicated, but this was just a 'fuck you, in your face,' betrayal.
"Because I've always told you that I would tell you before I slept with another man. So... this is me...telling you."
"Shelly, I ah, I don't know..." He stopped speaking and slumped down into his chair. There was no point in any further argument.
"What, Hayden?" She challenged. She stood over him with her feet apart and her hands firmly on her hips, staring him down.
He looked up to meet her gaze and said the only thing he could think of. "Be careful." That was all he could come up with. His despair was overwhelming. His heaviness of heart weighed on his soul like an anvil. His eyes misted over as he gave her a feeble smile. It took every remaining ounce of strength he had left to force himself up out of his chair. He gave a mournful groan as he did so. He stumbled out of the room.
It was Shelly's turn to be shocked as she watched him stagger away. He didn't yell or scream. No argument. Nothing at all from him. He understood. Didn't he?
Two days later, Shelly left for her weekend 'adventure.' They hadn't spoken a single word to each other since she told him what her plans were. Hayden, because he was so crushed and angry. And Shelly, because she didn't know what else to say to lessen his obvious pain. Hayden wasn't even home when she left. Part of her wanted him to make more of an effort to stop her. He would if he really loved her, wouldn't he? She was so confused and conflicted.
Hayden stayed gone for three whole weeks. It was the most miserable period of his life. He was of course upset at Shelly's infidelity, a betrayal of his love really. But mostly, he found himself confounded by her willingness to demean herself in the process. He had always viewed her as a very strong, independent, and dynamic woman. That type of woman didn't do something like this. She just couldn't?
Hayden was a man who prided himself on his ability to analyze a problem, formulate a plan, and implement it quickly and effectively. Now, however, he felt powerless to deal with the crushing anguish that hammered away at him relentlessly. He had no family or close friends to commiserate with. He was too embarrassed to discuss his personal problems with anyone at work.
He did though, talk with a few complete strangers in a bar one night. Their advice was unequivocally to divorce 'the bitch,' as they referred to Shelly. Hayden wasn't so drunk himself though, that he didn't recognize that taking the advice of three drunks who had five divorces between them, may not be the best strategy at the moment. It was also the first and last time he tried to solve his marital problems while drinking in a dingy, dirty old bar named the Witch's Broomstick. Yeah, the owner was the bartender, and he was divorced too. Go figure.
Hayden was disconsolate because every other heartbreak and misery his wife had caused him could be explained away somehow. But not this cold-blooded, in your face, cheating. She had purposely and deliberately hurt and humiliated him. In Hayden's mind, his marriage was over, but after three weeks of merely avoiding Shelly and her repeated futile attempts to contact him, he hadn't accomplished a single step toward that goal. He was simply existing while wallowing in his misery. Oddly, it was his son Weston that gave him some much-needed direction and motivation.
One evening, after another gourmet meal purchased from the 7-Eleven store next to his motel room, Hayden received a rather startling phone call from Weston. Wes was a very smart young man and knew better than to get involved with his parents' relationship issues. Besides, his upbringing wasn't exactly in an Ozzie and Harriet world, so he kept his mouth shut. That's what made this phone call so shocking for Hayden.
"Jesus H. Christ, Dad, what the fuck are you doing?"
"What?" Hayden was so stunned by his son's language and tone of voice, that was His brilliant retort.
"Dad, listen to me. Mom finally told me what the hell she did. She's obviously brain-dead, but you are literally killing her by ignoring her attempts to reach you. I have to go back to school tomorrow. You need to end this nightmare!"
"Look, Weston, you have..."
"Fuck you, Dad!" Weston was screaming so loud, Hayden had to pull the phone away from his ear. "Did you hear what I just said? Do you think I'm bullshitting you? Mom is literally dying before my eyes. She won't eat, and she can't sleep! She hasn't even taken a fucking shower in weeks, and she stinks to high heaven. She has already lost too much weight and can't even hold a coherent conversation..." He spluttered and became tongue-tied.
"She hasn't even been to work. I think they actually fired her!"
"Wes, it's more complicated than you know..." Hayden interrupted.
"Well, Dad, if you mean the part about Uncle Lewis being my biological father, I've known that for more than five years. How fucking stupid do you think I am?" Weston was past being angry. His tone had softened somewhat. Now he was just exasperated with both his dumbshit parents.
Hayden was stunned that Weston knew about his parentage. He and Shelly had always planned on telling him at some point, but Hayden didn't really have time to deal with that right now.
"I pried the rest of the bullshit she has done to you over the years out of her a couple of days after you left the house too, so don't tell me how complicated this is, because it's not really.
"She may be stupid, but nothing she has done rises to the level of a capital offense. So, you either come home or divorce her sorry ass. Personally, I vote for divorcing her, but she's not my wife. At the very least sit down and tell her what is coming next. Because if you don't, her death will be on your hands. Seriously, Dad. I have to get back to school! My last semester starts next week. You need to man up and deal with this shit!" Weston suddenly felt very tired. "Please, Dad, just come home and handle this, one way or the other."
"I'm sorry, Wes. You're right. Tell your mom I will come tomorrow so we can talk. Make it clear to her though, I will be staying in your room."
"Thanks, Dad. I am sorry about all this."
"Me too, son. Me too." He ended the call.
True to his word, Hayden went home the next evening after work. He had hardly made it in the front door when Weston yelled, "goodbye and good luck!" He barely slowed down as he quickly hugged his father, then shot passed him to jump in his car and get as far away from his parents as possible!
Hayden was stunned at the chaotic condition of the house, not to mention the fact that he had fully anticipated Shelly to run a full-court press on him as soon as he stepped into the house, but he got nothing. Well, nothing but the sound of Shelly's sobbing from the upstairs bedroom. Oh, shit, this IS bad. He quickly glanced back to see if there was a chance he could jump in Weston's car and go with him. But no such luck. There was nothing but taillights as Weston sped away.
He trudged up the stairs like a condemned man walking the green mile, to meet his fate. The smell got to him before he even entered what used to be his bedroom.
When she saw him, she did try to get up and come to him. "Stay away from me, Shelly! I'm not interested in anything you have to say to me. I'm here for two reasons. First, to relieve Weston, so he could go back to school. And secondly, that damn motel was starting to feel like home, and that was scaring me. "I've got several things I need to do over the next few days, not the least of which is set up some professional counseling!"
"Oh God, yes. Let's go to counseling..."
"NO, Shell, you haven't changed one iota since the day we met. You don't need the therapy. You are EXACTLY the same person you have always been. I'm the one who needs the therapy. I have to find out why I have let myself be your punching bag for the last thirty years."
Shelly sucked in a breath; Hayden never spoke to her like this. His comments were like a sharp slap to her face, but before she could respond, Hayden continued with his harangue.
"Listen, Shell, maybe we will eventually end up in marriage counseling to see if we can salvage any part of our marriage. But I'm telling you right now, it won't be with you looking like a starving WWII work camp refugee. And furthermore, you stink! I refuse to be seen in public with you until you get a grip on yourself."
"I'm sorry, Hayden, it's just that..."
"Save it, Shell. I don't want to hear any of your usual crap about how you can't live without me. Or how much you love me. I don't want to hear you tell me you are sorry in six different languages or any of the rest of your well-exercised spiel. Get yourself together, then we can start talking about where we go from here. But in the meanwhile, I'm going to counseling, BY MYSELF! You got it?"
"Y-yes, Hayden. I-I-I'm so..."
"And for Christ's sake, I told you to quit saying you're sorry. I get that part!" He roared.
"O-o-ok. I guess I'll go take a shower. I-I do smell a little, don't I?"
Hayden couldn't help himself. He had to laugh at the little refugee girl, who used to be his dominant wife, standing forlornly before him. He slowly held up his thumb and forefinger about an inch apart for her to see. He pointed towards the shower with his other hand, and Shelly slunk away. No matter how his marriage ended up, Hayden loved her, and couldn't stand by and watch her disintegrate. He knew he was being brutal, but Weston was right, Shelly was literally dying, and he needed to shock her back to the living. It looked like that part of his plan would work anyway. But he really, really did need to find out what was wrong with him.
WHEN LOVE IS NOT MADNESS, IT IS NOT LOVE. (Pedro Calderon de la Barca )
"What is so wrong with me Doc, that has allowed me to waste my entire adult life on someone who obviously doesn't love me. Sometimes I think she gets off on hurting me."
This was how Hayden opened his third scheduled session with Dr. McCall. His first two sessions with the doctor consisted mainly of Hayden relating all the hurt he had experienced during his marriage.
"Please tell me, Doctor?"
Dr. Emmett McCall had over twenty years of experience in marriage and family counseling. Even though he had heard it all before a thousand times, he shook his head and gave a sardonic chuckle at Hayden's anguished query. He didn't think it was funny; it was just that it never ceased to amaze him how much guilt the cheated-on experienced. Frequently it was more than the cheater. Dr. McCall though never prescribed to the popular counseling theory that the cheated-on spouse necessarily shared some guilt along with the cheater.
He felt that was just a simple tool some therapists used to give the couple common ground to work on as they tried to reestablish their relationship. That argument did have some merit. In Dr. McCall's experience, a relationship where one party wielded a morally superior position as a sword of Damocles, was doomed to fail. It was generally true that in all relationships there was a dominant and a subservient party. Normally, this helped the relationship work better. But a superior-inferior association was another thing entirely and could never survive.
No, he had to help the injured party find the answers to their questions. Most of which were legitimate. It was up to the individual to make the determinations about their future. Many of his colleagues bragged about how many relationships they had 'saved.' Doctor McCall felt it was more important that the parties in a relationship made the best decision for themselves first. That way each party negotiated from a position of strength. If the relationship survived, it was because both wanted it too. Not from some sort of shared obligation or association of guilt for having put the union in jeopardy.
"Hayden, from what I can tell, there is absolutely nothing wrong with you. Your only 'mistake,' if you will, is that you fell in love."
"Huh?"
"Look, Hayden. You've spent our last two sessions telling me all about your life together with Shelly. It's obvious to me that you love her deeply. And, based on what you've told me, she loves you too. I also will take it at face value when you tell me she has never lied to you. The irony is, that if she did lie to you and hid her infidelities, you would probably not be here. And in fact, be a much happier man. 'Fat, dumb, and happy,' I believe is the popular vernacular.
"You are hurting so bad because what she is telling you seems to be true. She really is an open book." Hayden started to speak but Dr. McCall continued. "In a way you're lucky. What kills a man's soul, more than a woman's I believe, is uncertainty. The lack of trust will create a hole in a man's heart when he is unsure of his wife's faithfulness. And that void can destroy him. You don't have that problem. Maybe women are smarter than us because they assume their man lies to them? I'm not sure if that's accurate..."



This time Hayden did interrupt. "That's all well and good doctor, but how does that help me? What do I do?"
"Patience, Hayden. I'm getting to my point. Do you think Shelly has ever hidden anything from you?"
"No."
"Do you really believe she means to hurt you on purpose?"
"No, I suppose not. But, she still manages to do it on a fairly regular basis!" Hayden threw his hands up in frustration.
"Have you ever hurt her?"
That one question stumped Hayden completely. He thought hard but couldn't respond for a couple of uncomfortable minutes. He just kept eyeing Dr. McCall until it became obvious that Hayden would have to answer the question. "I suppose so...I guess it would be impossible not to at some point? But, I never did it delib...Oh, I see." His confusion only increased.
"Look Hayden, you may not realize it, but you are ahead of the game. The vast majority of husbands who begin to suspect their wife is unfaithful no longer trust that their wives are always truthful with them. It is the loss of trust that destroys a marriage more so than the infidelity itself. It can slowly devour the humanity out of a man." He sighed because Dr. McCall had observed that far too often. It isn't pretty, what a man in that condition can become."
Hayden was transitioning from frustration to being angry with Dr. McCall. "Damn it Doc, but...what do...I...do...about it!"
"Hayden, there isn't a person on the planet that can give you that answer. The popular cliché is to ask you, are you better off with her in your life, or out of it? I think it more salient to ask yourself, what can I live with?" He paused thoughtfully. "Because I doubt that she's going to change, Hayden. Not after you have spent over thirty years together.
"I do need to point out to you a couple of things, though. Again, it's hard to be accurate without Shelly here. However, there are two critical times in an otherwise solid marriage, when women are most susceptible to being unfaithful.
"The first crucial period is during the first year or two of the marriage." Dr. McCall noted that Hayden seemed very surprised at that pronouncement. Most men are. "The reason is fairly simple. Immaturity. Marriage is a big change, so some women may react poorly to spousal arguments or perceived slights. And at that point, they still have single friends around them. Maybe even an old boyfriend or two. So, there are numerous opportunities to make poor choices readily available to her. And, both parties aren't yet fully vested in the marriage.
"The second period, and by far the most prevalent and damaging to a marriage, is when a woman enters what is referred to as the peri menopausal stage. At this point in her life, a woman is undergoing many physical and hormonal changes that she doesn't necessarily understand. It can lead to unrealistic emotional fears and anxieties.
"If you mix the emotional fears and physical changes into what has become a mature marriage, the risk skyrockets. Especially if the relationship is one where both parties have their own outside interests, hobbies, friends, etc. it can...well you understand the issue. Recent studies have shown that it is a very real issue in today's world. The divorce rate for couples over fifty has more than doubled in recent years."
Hayden threw his hands up out of frustration and slumped back into his chair. "But I can't trust her!"
"That's true in a sense, Hayden. You can't trust her not to hurt you, but you can trust her to be honest with you. Which is more important to you? It's obvious that you probably aren't going to get both from her."
That gave Hayden pause for thought. What is more important? He would wrestle with the ramifications of Dr. McCall's question for a long time.
"Hayden, I realize that this is awkward and unsettling. Perhaps if you and your wife were both my patients, my focus would be different, but you are my patient. And I can only give advice on what is best for you to consider. So, consider this. If you do decide to reconcile with Shelly, I can practically guarantee that she will hurt you again." Dr. McCall quickly glanced at his notes. "So, let's see, by your definition, Shelly has been unfaithful to you on three or four separate occasions over the past thirty years. My guess is that you could expect the same over the next thirty. All things being equal of course.
"Hayden, we become who we are through a combination of genetics, environment, circumstance, and sheer damn luck of the draw.
"If you like we can meet once a week for the next two years examining in excruciating detail every potential childhood trauma that you might have experienced. Or how the fact that your mother didn't breastfeed you has scarred you for life, or some other inane nonsense.
"If you're a gluten for punishment, bring Shelly in with you and we can discuss how much she has hurt you, but according to you she already knows that, and it causes her a great deal of pain. But, it still doesn't stop her does it, so why waste your money?
"You could always, if you want, go find yourself another therapist who will tell you what you want to hear. Some fool might actually tell you what you should do.
"The bottom line is, while I would love to take more money from you, there is no point. There is nothing wrong with you. Unfortunately, you are as normal as the next guy. There really is no need for us to meet any longer."
Hayden was stunned. He stared silently at Dr. McCall who did the same right back at him for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, Dr. McCall spoke.
"I had a man around your age in here about a year ago that I hadn't seen in four months. I worked with him and his wife of twenty-five years, trying to help them with similar issues. You remind me somewhat of him. He loved his wife unconditionally, even though she too had serious emotional issues and weaknesses. I could see he was devastated. He told me that she had become suddenly ill and died within three months. He said that he would have gladly accepted all of her faults and shortcomings if he could have just a few more years with her." Dr. McCall stood and offered his hand to Hayden. "Good luck, Hayden."
Fifteen Years Later:
Hayden's time was drawing near. Everyone knew it and accepted it. Even Shelly recognized that the fight was over, and it was destroying her. She crawled into bed next to him and held him as tightly as she dared. "I'm so sorry for all the hurt in the past, that I've caused you, Hayden. But, I've been good lately, haven't I?"
Hayden smiled weakly. He lifted a finger to gently brush the tears from Shelly's cheeks, then he kissed her softly. "Yes, Shell, it's true. You hurt me worse than anyone else ever did in my entire life. But you also gave me more happiness, joy, and love, than anyone else, by far. You gave me our terrific son. My life was so much fuller because you were in it. I wish I could better express the depth of love and passion I have for you and our life together."
Hayden always thought that long-term partners didn't really need to verbalize their feelings for each other, but now that time had passed. He didn't want to leave anything unsaid. "I've always viewed life as a balancing act. Or even a balance sheet, honey. You go through life acquiring debits and credits. There is nothing sexy or dramatic about it. It just is. At the end of the day, you gave me many more credits than debits. Do you remember when I spoke with Dr. McCall all those years ago?" Shelly nodded her assent curiously. He made me realize that you gave me a gift that very few receive. You never lied to me, not once."
He had to pause, as he sucked in a sharp deep breath and held it, as a wave of pain washed through his cancer-ravaged body. Shelly tried to jump up to grab the hospice nurse to administer more pain meds. Hayden held her to him. "No, Shell, I don't want more juice yet. I want to stay clear-headed for a little while longer.
"Shelly, we have to talk about you, and what comes next." I'm worried about your health, sweetheart. You've told me too many times that you couldn't live without me. You have to promise me that you will be all right when I'm gone. You're still young and healthy." Shelly vehemently shook her head.
"Not now, Hayden. We don't have to talk about this now..."
"Yes, we do. I want you to be happy. Please? I need you to promise me. Right now, Shell. Promise me." It was a command. He was enormously worried about her health even as his own life was drawing to an end. He recognized that she was not a strong person, and he needed her to go on.
Shelly delicately cupped her lover's face. The look of adoration she gave him was poignant, limitless, and honest. "Ok...Hayden...I promise you. It will be hard, but I promise you. I will be okay."
It was the first time she had ever deliberately lied to Hayden.
Hayden smiled lovingly back at her. His face suddenly contorted. He sucked in another pain-wracked breath. The pain was unbearable again. "Ok, sweetheart. I think I need those meds now. I will always love you."
He was, as only those with terminal cancer can truly appreciate, mercifully gone, a few hours later.
A LESSON TO BE LEARNED
Kimberly stood with her mouth open wide, in amazement. "That's quite a story, Daddy. How could Granddad stay with her? I guess like Mom said, he loved her to a fault though. I still don't see how you can't say that Grandma was the stronger of the two?"
Weston had a special place in his heart for his daughter. If he was forced to at gunpoint, he would confess that she was his favorite child. But she was young and had much to learn about life.
The old are jealous of the young. They long ago forgot how to be young or hide in their ignorance behind a few cliches or a pop culture soundbite. Young people have the ability to shrug off loss. That's because responsibility and death are abstract concepts to them.
As a person ages, they are constantly hammered with disappointment after disappointment, loss after loss, tragedy after tragedy, without the buffer of youthful exuberance to dull the impact. But with their experience, the mature take comfort in the knowledge that a day is coming for young people when they recognize that they are not the center of the universe. The day will come when they understand they aren't perfect, that in fact, better people than themselves, exist. Once they accept that their failures are their own responsibility, they can no longer deny their own ignorance and mortality.
His love for her was unbreakable, but she needed this lesson and would be a better person for it. He patiently pointed at the gravestones. "Look at the headstones, Kimmie, what do you notice about them?"
She did as her dad asked. She looked back and forth and studied them carefully. "Oh, my God! She died the next day. I didn't know grandma was sick too?"
"She wasn't honey. She'd never been sick a day in her life."
"B-b-but..." Kimmie was almost speechless.
"Do you know what the cause of death is listed as, on your grandmother's death certificate?" Kimmie shook her head vigorously in the negative.
"It's listed as 'Unknown'. Not a single doctor could give me a reason as to why she died. She went to bed that evening after the funeral and never woke up. Everyone agreed that she just couldn't live without him." Weston looked at each of his family members individually before continuing. "So, you tell me, who was the stronger of the two? Who gave more into the relationship to make it work?"
Hailey glanced into her husband's eyes with new-found respect. Then she saw that damned smile again, and she finally comprehended. "I-I-I could never hurt you like that, Wes." She meant it to sound more authoritative than it did.
"Aah, but you already have, you know...Our human frailties always hurt the ones we love the deepest, Kiddo. I'm sure I've hurt you too, sweetheart. We wear those scars forever, but in the end, they can make the bonds of true love stronger. Don't you think?"
What? Oh my god, he couldn't possibly know! It was so long ago. Her knees suddenly felt weak, and she stumbled. She would have fallen if Wes hadn't held onto Her tightly in that very familiar way he always had. Wait, what did he mean, he's hurt me too?
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Story Sentence: This will be the last conversation we have about this.

Author's note: This story is really a short vignette. It details a thirty-minute conversation between a husband and wife in the death throes of their marriage. My original thought was to make it a 750-word story, but I just couldn't make it fit as it took on a life of its own. As finished, it is approximately 5,000 words. So, I guessed I missed the 750 mark by a little? There are no descriptive sex scenes, and no one is killed or maimed. If that's your thing, you should take a pass.
Main Characters:
Lewis Anacortes: Husband to Blaine and father to Rainier & Lacey, age 33. Firefighter with Riverside Fire Authority.
Blaine Anacortes: Wife to Lewis and mother to Rainier & Lacey, age 35. Branch Manager for Chehalis Bank
Rainier "Rain" Anacortes: Oldest Daughter, age 12, daddy's girl.
Lacey Anacortes: Youngest daughter, age 10 and a definite mommy's girl.
Story:
Thirty-three-year-old Lewis Anacortes sat on the freshly finished and scrubbed marine teak wood and iron park bench overlooking Riffe lake. During happier times he and his family had sailed on the lake during countless visits here. He studied the bench's freshly polished brass plaque. 'Donated by the Edmonds family of Mossyrock, in memory of our beloved grandfather Kennewick Edmonds. This bench is for all to enjoy the beauty of the area he loved so dearly.'
As a native of the area, Lewis gave a short, sharp, bitter laugh after reading the inscription. He knew why old man Kennewick loved the area. And specifically, this overlook, where the bench in his honor, was strategically placed. From this spot, Kennewick would frequently rest and peer wistfully at the crystal blue water that had inundated his boyhood home decades ago when Tacoma City Light constructed Mossyrock dam to generate power for the city. Lewis knew the town of Riffe was out there, but it lay nearly two hundred feet below the shimmering surface of the lake that currently reflected the glorious blue sky and broken clouds.
The canopy forest was thick with the various native pines that surrounded the lake. Some of the Western Whites and Ponderosas towered well over one hundred and twenty feet into the sky. As a boy, Lewis always dreamed about climbing to the top of one to see if he could touch the infinite sky.
He had a cherished memory of his late father. One time as a small boy, he and his father were lying on their backs at the lake shore resting. Their ancient H.L. Leonard bamboo fly rods were leaning up against a tree. They were rigged for the landlocked salmon that flourished in these waters. They gazed skyward admiring nature's awesome work while taking a respite. He told his father about his desire to climb to the top of one of the pines. His dad didn't speak or even acknowledge Lewis's statement for several minutes. Just as Lewis thought his father must have missed what he said, he began to sing the line from Jimi Hendrix's Purple Haze. 'Excuse me while I kiss the sky.' His father was a terrible singer. He couldn't carry a tune to save his life, but it never stopped him from singing. As his dad's voice repeatedly warbled the line, the youngster Lewis looked around in embarrassment, praying that no one was witnessing his dad's crooning. As an adult though the incident was pleasantly and indelibly burned into his memory.
Lewis lost both parents to cancer when they were relatively young. That fact, coupled with his understanding of genetics, were among the reasons this meeting was taking place. Life was too short.
The lake itself now encompassed Lewis' attention. At almost twenty-three miles long, it was so deep that light couldn't penetrate the darkness that enveloped the once vibrant close-knit community of Riffe. The darkness concealed all evidence that it ever existed because it would never be seen in the light again. Lewis thought it an apt metaphor for his marriage.
To any passerby who wasn't familiar with the nightmare that Lewis had recently been living, it might appear as if he was very serenely absorbing the solitary beauty of the warm fall weather that occasionally visited the Pacific Northwest. The locals still referred to it, despite its current political incorrectness, as an Indian Summer. When it made its appearance, there was no more beautiful time or place on earth. It almost made the nine long months of dreary rain seem tolerable.
While Lewis may have appeared calm on the outside, his insides were roiling. He had to live this nightmare alone. He was an only child, and he didn't have many friends outside of the firehouse. Lewis couldn't talk about his problems with any of the guys at the station, because, contrary to how they were portrayed on television, firefighters didn't spend all their downtime revealing their fears and emotions while sharing intimate bonding moments with their brethren. No one dared show any signs of weakness to the others for fear the others would lose confidence in them. Their lives depended on each other. And even a moment's hesitation caused by being unsure if they could trust someone to do the right thing under extreme conditions, could prove fatal. No, Lewis was all alone in this.
He had purposefully arrived a little early because truth be told, he was counting on the healing power of his favorite lake and nature's magical natural oil canvas, to help him get through this meeting his soon-to-be ex-wife had requested.
She demanded it really, and his lawyer told him it would be in his best interests to grant it. It would look good in family court, he was admonished. Besides, his lawyer was becoming frustrated by all the roadblocks Blaine kept throwing up to delay the inevitable. For the life of him, Lewis couldn't understand why Blaine kept insisting that their marriage could survive her insanity.
She wanted her attorney to request mandatory counseling. It didn't matter to her, that in Washington state, a family court judge couldn't impose it. Both attorneys tried to talk to Blaine until they were blue in the face, to no avail. Lewis thought Blaine definitely needed some form of therapy, but that was no longer his concern.
Oh well, he sighed as he thought to himself. It all ends today anyway. Blaine may have demanded the meeting, but Lewis insisted on the location. He knew the summer crowds would be a distant memory, so they were quite likely to have the spot to themselves. This meeting wasn't going to go the way Blaine expected it to.
He glanced briefly at his watch. She was scheduled to arrive in a few minutes, but he knew that in reality, he had plenty of time. For one thing, Blaine would have to drive out on Highway 12 for a good distance, which she hated. She was never on time for anything in her life, including their wedding. She was an hour late for that. He gave the same cynical laugh as the quick memory came to him. He thought it would have been better to have left the church after the twenty-minute passed mark as his best man had jokingly suggested over thirteen years ago.
He quickly dismissed that thought. The truth was, that the first twelve and half years of his marriage to Blaine were a perfect dream. Lewis loved his two daughters, Rainier and Lacey, more than life itself. "Rain," as they called her, was daddy's girl through and through. She was already studying and training to be a firefighter like her idolized father. On the other hand, Lacey was a 'mini-me' of his wife.
This was proving to be just one of a myriad of complications for Lewis. Family courts were loath to split up children. This and the fact that in the state of Washington, there is no statutory age set in family law codes that allows a child under the age of eighteen to choose which parent to live with, in a divorce. According to his attorney though, all was not yet lost. Although complex, Washington's divorce and child custody laws, allowed a husband and wife to jointly submit a childcare plan to the court. If the judge felt it was detailed, comprehensive, and financially equitable for the children they would usually sign off on it without modification. The trick, his lawyer told him, was to get his wife to go along with the very complex proposal Lewis wanted his wife to accept.
Lewis was a realist. Before his lawyer even confirmed it for him, he recognized that his job as a firefighter with the Riverside Fire Authority, the RFA as it was known, would almost certainly prohibit him from gaining primary custody of his daughters. The dangerous nature of the work and his variable work schedule were both almost insurmountable roadblocks for custody consideration.
It took time and money, a lot of money, to develop the plan he had put in motion.
He closed his eyes and let his mind drift back to that horrible day several months ago when his nightmarish existence began. He could never decide if his current life was an episode of the Twilight Zone, or the Movie Groundhog Day. His actuality was at the same time both surreal, and terrifyingly repetitive.
"Lewis, honey, can we talk in the living room for a moment? Please."
He had just completed his pleasant nightly ritual of putting the girls to sleep in their shared bedroom when he heard her voice. Although he needed to get some sleep, because tomorrow morning started his next twenty-four-hour shift schedule, he was anxious to talk with his wife. He was hoping that Blaine wanted to further discuss their mutual desire to buy their own home. The four of them lived in a three-bedroom rental apartment and were anxious to buy a forever home now that they were secure in their careers. They both agreed it would be much better to raise their daughters in a home they owned. It was more permanent.
He stopped by the kitchen, and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, on his way to the living room. He plopped himself down on the well-worn couch they had inherited from his folks. He turned to Blaine, crossing his right leg over the left so he was facing her. He toyed with the loose piece of Blaine's blonde hair that always covered her ear for a moment then gently pulled it place behind her auricle and dropped his hand to rest on her shoulder. "What's up, honey?"
He didn't really remember much after that. His memories of their conversation were mostly fragmented soul-piercing stabs to his heart in a kaleidoscope of shock, incredulity, and anger. His memory, however, was crystal clear about his response. Months later, he was still embarrassed by how shockingly weak and emotional his reaction was. He cried, he actually cried in front of her. It was so pathetic that he could actually sense Blaine's pity. He stumbled out of the house and away from the source of his agony.
One good thing about being a firefighter, there was always a bunk available to crash on. No one ever asked a question about his constant presence. Everyone knew the divorce statistics for the job.
Days later he was able to piece together what his wife had said to him. She didn't ask permission, she told him what she was going to do.
When he at last returned home, he was going to plead with his wife not to destroy their family. He intended to beg her to go with him to counseling to see what they could salvage their marriage. But before he could even begin, he was immediately ambushed by his loving and innocent daughters. Blaine had promised him they would be at her parents' house for the meeting. He turned to look at his wife standing there with an evil smirk of victory on her face.
The love he once had for her had long since disappeared. Now it was being replaced by a searing hatred. He glanced at Blaine, his normally placid face contorted in rage, bordering on homicidal. For a moment, her look of superiority was wiped off and replaced with fear.
But, it was at that moment his girls started in on him. In their blissful ignorance, they were begging to understand why he was leaving them. He had to literally pry himself free of Rain and Lacey's desperate embrace as they pleaded, screamed, and wept. Rain was the hardest. "Daddy, how will I ever become a firefighter without you?" He knew to his dying day this scene would play over and over in his mind, no matter the outcome. Lewis, however, knew that the alternative would be worse in the long run for his ladies.
In the end, though, he was grateful to Blaine. In an instant, he turned from a weak victim to a man whose path was clear. Lewis made a mental note to thank her one day. He regained his dignity and took the first step in his reclamation. Today was his thank you to her.
"I know this is hard for you ladies, and hopefully, one day you will understand. It's just that your mom and I have grown apart. We want different things out of life. I promise you though, I will never leave you. I will see you often and love you forever." He never looked back at Blaine. When he finally freed himself from his girls' clutches, he marched purposefully out of his apartment for the last time.
Lewis hadn't spoken a word to his soon-to-be ex-wife since that day. He had wisely let his attorney do all the talking for him.
Lewis didn't know if he had dozed off, or if he was so lost in his memories that he just lost track of time.
"Hello, Lewis. Thank you for meeting with me. Our daughters really miss you."
Her voice, that was once a reassuring and nurturing welcome to him, assaulted his mind like fingernails dragged across an old chalkboard. He shook his head to clear his mind. It was showtime.
"My lawyer told me to do it, Blaine. In a perfect world, I would never have to look at your ugly face again." He never even looked in her direction. He stared straight ahead at the lake seeking strength from its peaceful familiarity. He did hear the shocked breath she sucked in.
Yes, she thought this session would go differently. Lewis involuntarily smiled and looked at her.
"I know this is your dime Blaine, but I have to tell you something before you begin. This is the last conversation you and I are ever going to have about this. If you repeat just one of the ridiculous reasons you have repeated ad nauseum for how this will make our marriage stronger, if you tell me one more time how much you love me, if you tell me it's just my fragile male ego getting in the way, if you even intimate that I'm at fault for breaking up the family, I will get up and walk away from here in a heartbeat. At this moment, I am so disgusted with you, that I am getting physically ill just being in your presence."
"Lewis, I ah...I d-d-don't know..."
Lewis was sure Blaine was getting ready to repeat her sickening, 'but I love you both' spiel, stuck his hand up in her face. "Let me save you the trouble, Blaine. Do you see this?" He pointed to the large, ubiquitous manila envelope on the bench seat. "These are the divorce papers that will end our marriage. You are going to take them with you when you leave here in a few minutes. You are going to sign them after you have your lawyer review them. You will return them to my lawyer's office within 36 hours." He turned away from her to take in the breathtaking vista again, then he continued. "Your lawyer will confirm that everything in here meets the state requirements for a child-rearing plan..."
"B-b-but, I don't want..."
"And, I didn't want a cheating wife, so as a result, we're both going to get a divorce. Now pay attention because this is important." Lewis sighed in frustration, even though deep down he knew Blaine would make it more difficult than it need be. "The child-rearing plan is what the family court focuses on most. What I'm proposing is fair. We don't have much, so the rest will be split down the middle. You will have custody of the girls..."
"What? You aren't going to fight me on it?" Blaine sniffled.
"Of course not. The girls will need their mother, and despite being a really shitty wife, you've been a decent mother, so no. And, you will keep the apartment so the girls won't need to change schools or have to find new friends. I'll pay half the housing costs and provide more than the minimum child support required. I will also have ample visitation with my girls. It is all spelled out in here."
A myriad of emotions played across Blaine's mind at this point. She was surprised, happy, and disappointed all at once. She was counting on Lewis' love for his daughters to keep him home and their marriage together. It was at this moment, that Blaine began to understand what she had lost, so she began to weep in earnest.
"Look, Blaine, the reality is that with my hours and job risks, I know that I don't have a snowball's chance in hell of getting custody of the girls. If you had sex with the entire Seahawks football team on the fifty-yard line during halftime of a playoff game, it wouldn't change that fact."
"B-b-but, Lewis, can't we..."
"Don't interrupt, Blaine, we are just getting to the good stuff. You are going to want to pay very, very close attention to this next part." He snapped impatiently at her. He pulled a thick letter-sized envelope from his pocket and handed it to her. She opened it and began to look through its contents.
"As I was saying. If the divorce papers aren't signed and on my lawyer's desk within thirty-six hours, exactly as they are written, every member of your family, your co-workers, your manager, as well as every other person you ever knew, will all receive a copy of what's inside. This is your copy. It is a detailed accounting, in vivid living color of what you did to end your marriage. And more importantly, a record of what you have demanded that I accept as part of continuing to remain married to you." It had been expensive, but worth every penny Lewis had spent to get the investigator's report. "I will also make certain my daughters know exactly how and why their family was destroyed."
Blaine was obviously shocked by what she saw. She couldn't imagine it was true. No, it had to be lies. Her lover wasn't that man. Lewis is lying.
Lewis honestly wasn't sure he had the nerve to actually go through with it, as it would hurt his girls too much. But then again, he didn't really think he would have to use this nuclear option. Besides doing so, might end up with him in jail and unemployed. Revenge porn laws were a two-edged sword. He was also really counting on her lover being who Lewis thought he was. And, most importantly, Blaine being as servile and gullible as she appeared to be where the asshole was concerned.
"The key here though, Blaine, is that they are to be signed EXACTLY as I am proposing. If your lawyer calls mine and says, 'my client and I...' or if he changes a single comma, period, or semi-colon, the gloves come off and your entire world knows what a piece of shit you are."
Blaine, shocked as she was, continued to leaf through the investigators report. She could only continue to sputter nonsensical noises, sniffle, and weep throughout Lewis' monologue while just shaking her head in disbelief. This wasn't supposed to be going like this. Why couldn't Lewis understand?
"Now, of course, this is a quid pro quo arrangement I am proposing here, so this is what I'm willing to do in exchange for your cooperation. I promise that I will never bad mouth you, or place blame on you for the breakup of our family to my daughters. I will even act courteously to your boyfriend if we are all together at one of the girls' functions. Hell, I'll even shake his slimy hand if required. For all intents and purposes, I will conduct myself politely and civilly as if we simply decided to amicably go our separate ways. I will do exactly the same for every one of your family and friends. I will even babysit on short notice if you and slimeball want to take a last-minute weekend fuckfest somewhere. In short, I will be the best ex-husband any cheating wife ever had."



"Thank you, Lewis, but this is all so unnecessary. Cha..."
"STOP, Blaine. Don't ever mention that piece of shit's name in my presence!"
"Lewis, he is a nice guy, he isn't..."
"No, Blaine, he isn't. He is...oh hell let's just cut to the chase. Whose idea was it to tell me about the two of your relationship?"
"It was his, Lewis. He said it wasn't right to cheat on a good man like you..."
Lewis laughed caustically, as he interrupted Blaine. "Bullshit, Blaine. He did it to ensure he would get the exact reaction from me that you did. Has he asked you when he can move in with you yet?"
Her eyes shot wide open at the same time her mouth did. Lewis thought she looked exactly like one of her favorite emojis she liked to use. Blaine was silent. She looked down at her hands that she was wringing furiously. Her posture was so stiff and brittle, it looked as if she was afraid that her slightest movement, would cause her to turn into a pillar of dust.
"I thought so, Blaine. It's all in the report there in your hands." Lewis stabbed the papers in her hands with his fingers. You aren't his first, and you won't be his last. His track record is included in here."
"H-h-he's not like that. He really loves me." She spoke so softly that Lewis had to strain to hear her pitiful utterance.
It caused him to smile knowingly. He exhaled slowly as a peaceful tranquility swept over him just as another gentle breeze off of his beloved lake washed across his face. It was almost over. He knew he had chosen the right path. Oh, he understood there were risks involved, but he was in control now. He was confident that things would fall into place as he desired.
His voice softened considerably. "Look at me, Blaine. We're almost done here. It's important that you pay very close attention."
She looked up at him. Her tear-stained face was a mask of confusion, ruined mascara, and fear. Her perfect world had been shattered.
When she finally made eye contact with Lewis. She saw a stone-cold menacing face with eyes black as night boring into her. "Take good care of my girls, Blaine."
"They're our girls, Lewis." She weakly protested. Her timidity made it sound more like a question.
"No, Blaine, they're not. They are my girls. You betrayed them and threw them away, just like you did me because you are weak and couldn't keep your legs closed. I need you to take care of them for me, for just a couple of years."
"What are you talking about?" You could almost smell her fear. "I'm never going to give them up."
"You already did. You just don't realize it yet. One way or the other, your boyfriend will make sure of that." He spoke matter-of-factly. "Has he used this line on you yet? 'Oh, babe, just take a little of this, it will make our sex so much better. Our lovemaking will have an intensity you could never have imagined. Your every nerve ending will be on fire! Here, just wash it down with a little of this.'"
She looked sheepishly at her hands again. "Soon, he will be sharing you with his friends. 'Oh, come on babe, Justin is such a nice guy, don't you want to just once, see what it's like to be loved by more than one man at a time?'"
Blaine was slowly shaking her head, staring blankly, as she mumbled. "He wouldn't do that to me. He loves me."
"Fuck you, Blaine. That asshole will be pimping you out in his favorite dive bars in a matter of a few months." Lewis was on a roll now. "But, the good news is, I only have a couple of more years before I complete the classes I need for my bachelor's degree in Fire Administration. After that I can apply for the Fire Marshall opening when Frank retires. Then I will almost have bankers' hours. That should be just about the time you start to crash and burn. That's when I will petition the court for full custody. You'll probably be so stoned by then you won't even care..."
"You're wrong! He's not like that at all. Please, Lewis, I really do love you. I love our family. Why can't you see..."
"No, you don't!" Lewis snarled at her. You never did. Frankly, I don't think you're capable of loving anyone but yourself. I was just blinded to that fact by my love for who I thought you were. I was just a convenient grounding rod for you. The girls just cemented your hold on me. When your asshole boyfriend and his magic dick came along, you played right into his hands. You threw your family away like yesterday's sour milk."
"M-m-maybe we, ahh, we can start over?" She tearfully suggested.
"No, Blaine, we can't. There is nothing left to start over with. Besides, you won't give him up, because then your failure as a wife, mother, and human being would be exposed for all the world to see. No, you will keep up the façade that you and shithead are happy and in love. You will knowingly walk down a path of self-destruction because you don't have a choice. Because if you did, deep down you would have to admit to yourself what a piece of scum you are. If you dared to do some self-evaluation, you wouldn't be able to live with what you discovered. You have no choice now but to live with what you are for the rest of your miserable life.
"But hey, if I'm wrong on all this, and you two are actually in love, I'm pretty sure it won't be long before your magic dick starts to drop little hints about how having to babysit the brats is really cramping your style. He'll probably start with, 'why don't we just let Lewis have them more often.' Something along those lines anyway. You won't fight him because you won't want to give up the fantastic sex. That's what you said to me when you told me I had to share you with that parasite.
"If he eventually threatens to leave you after suggesting, cajoling, and finally promising that he will leave if you don't give the girls up to me...well...then...you're back to square one, aren't you?" He smiled at her confusion. "In either case, I win, you lose. It's only a matter of time. And I'm a patient guy."
Lewis surveyed the lake's azure surface again. For a moment the breeze had quieted. The water was like glass in the closet inlet. Time to go now. He vowed to himself that he would return here often with his daughters. His girls liked it here, but that wasn't good enough. He wanted them to love it as he did.
He stood, not because he was finished with her, but because there was so much adrenaline coursing throughout his body that his central nervous system would no longer allow him to remain seated. He had one last consequential detail to address with her.
Lewis walked stiffly around behind the bench. He placed one hand on either side of Blaine's shoulders on the smooth varnished teak and gripped it tightly. He slowly leaned down to whisper in her ear. In a quiet voice filled with malevolence, he spoke with a calm fury.
"Tell your piece-of-shit boy toy, that if I get just a hint, or even a mere suggestion of him being inappropriate with my daughters, I will kill him. It doesn't matter what. If it's drugs, sexual innuendo, a simple voyeur-like stare at them in their nightgowns. I will kill him. Tell him he won't have to sneak around or look over his shoulder for me because I will come at him head-on. I want his last mortal realization to be that it was me who ended his miserable fucking existence on this earth.
"The same applies to you, Blaine." His voice began to shake, his throat aching from the strain. His grip pressure was increasing as the epinephrine did likewise with every word he spat at her. "You...tell...him...that, Blaine." With that last statement, there was a loud snap as the hardwood succumbed to Blaine's death-like clench. Blaine flinched sharply. Blaine looked down curiously at the shattered lattice piece. It must have been dry rot?
For her part, Blaine never looked at him. She never stopped sobbing or whimpering. Her body was trembling as it would if she were suffering from hypothermia.
"Remember, Blaine, thirty-six hours. Not thirty-seven. I'm leaving now." He looked at his hands. His fingernails were broken, his hands bloody and filled with splinters. Hmmm. That's odd. It doesn't hurt at all.
He stared quietly for a moment at Blaine. All he saw was an empty shell of something that used to be a human being. He took one last look at his surroundings, inhaled a deep breath of the pristine mountain air, then turned and left.
Don't know if it's day or night...

Is it tomorrow or just the end of time?


Jimi Hendrix, Purple Haze, 1967
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Story:
Our annual summer barbeque soiree was in full swing. There were probably over 50 soon-to-be-well-fed people in attendance. Everyone seemed to be having a great time. They were swimming, playing one or more of the many available lawn games, dancing to the piped-in music on the makeshift dance floor, or crowding around the bar. The whirring of margarita blender with its constantly changing speeds as the bartender tried hopelessly, to keep up with demand, filled the air. Some were simply having idle conversations to catch up with couples they hadn't seen in a while, as they sipped their favorite icy concoctions.
The young kids were all in the pool, including our two young teens. The older teenagers were preening for each other, or seductively lying around the pool in lounge chairs. The dads were staring at the bikini-clad teenage girls behind their sunglasses, having illicit thoughts about them. Some of the moms were sneaking peaks at the hard-bodied young men too. No one cared. To be honest I think all the wives kind of looked forward to the animals their husbands would be in bed that night after having stared at the young nubile ladies all afternoon.
Face it, after so many years of marriage, they didn't really care what got their husbands with their 'dad' bods excited, just as long as something did. I mean there was only so much they could get from their vibrators. Of course, all the couples had a 'look but don't touch' policy when it came down to it. Apparently, everyone but my wife.
How did I find out my loving wife was cheating on me? It all started several weeks ago when I suspected that something was wrong in my marriage. It was little things that raised my suspicions. But after seventeen years with someone, you can just sense when something was off. Of course, it was one really big thing that finally tipped me off. It was when I came home early one day in the middle of the afternoon and saw the two of them rutting on my bed like a couple of over acting porn stars. That's when I figured it out. Audrey was cheating on me.
I mentioned the little things, because pointing out that I didn't have a FUCKING CLUE, makes me seem even more stupid than I was. To my credit though, after I saw the big thing, I did recognize that there were a lot of little warning signs that I would look for in the future. That is if I ever got married again.
One of the little things was that Audrey started being nicer to me a couple of months ago. Our marriage had reached the point of familiarity where we had started sniping at each other some. You know, making sure to point out each other's little flaws. Like I frequently left the toilet seat up, and every time I did, she felt obligated to point it out to me. Even if she had to wake me up or chase me down while I was outside mowing the lawn.
For my part, I thought it important to point out that the dish pans she had supposedly washed still had bits of encrusted food on them in a few places, even if I had to wake her up to do so. You know it was just cute little things that all middle-aged married people do for each other to show their love.
Anyway, a couple of months or so ago, it was like somebody flipped a light switch, and she never criticized me for anything again. I logically thought I had become a better lover or husband all of a sudden, and that's what had caused her to change. In retrospect, it was pretty weird. For example, after I woke her up from a nap one Sunday afternoon to gently point out another dirty clean pan I got from the drying rack, she said. "I'm sorry Andrew, I can't believe I was that careless. I will strive to do better in the future." And she put her head back on her pillow and went back to sleep.
The thing I really should have picked up on though, was when she started encouraging me to go play golf with my friends all day long on the weekends. And, go drinking with my work buddies on weeknights. I mean really, what kind of wife does that?
Anyway, after that, I could do no wrong. Audrey wanted to have sex with me all the time. Well, like three to four times a week, instead of our usual Saturday night five-minute session of sexual nirvana. She wanted to experiment with stuff too. Like anal sex, which I had nicely requested that we try once many years ago. She answered by grabbing a butcher knife out of the kitchen drawer and menacingly waved it at my crotch. She never said a word, but I clearly understood her meaning. So, I let it go. Now here she was initiating it and seeming to like it! I remember thinking that the first time we did it, it should have been tighter, but whatever, it was new, so I obliviously continued.
Anyway, it was like I was a sex god or something. I was suddenly so much better at sex that she became very vocal. Audrey started screaming various profanities, she would say things like, 'fuck me good with that big boy, stud.' As far as I could tell my dick wasn't any bigger than it was the day we got married. But her favorite was, 'I'm cumming, Oh, God, I'm cumming, again! Fuck yeah, babe, do it to me again!'
Now Audrey was always very vocal during sex, but before her 'change' it was different. One time as I was going down on her, I thought I heard her starting to moan in ecstasy a little, but out of the blue, she says, "I think I want a baked potato for lunch tomorrow." After more than ten years of marriage and two kids, you take what you can get, so I kept going.
Another time, we were going at it hot and heavy in the missionary position. Now, when we did that, I always liked to hold her legs straight up in a wide V shape as I did my best imitation of a ripped male porn star hammering away at her, and I heard, "Darn, my legs are pale. I need to get some sun." I have a lot more examples I could share, but you get the point anyway.
Sorry, I got off track there for a bit. So, what did I do about the horrible scene before me? Well, I might be stupid, clueless, and fifteen pounds overweight, but I'm not a wimp. So, I did what any self-respecting husband would do under the circumstances. I sat on the floor and cried. I'm kidding. I didn't really. I said something reasonable and sensible, given the state of shock I was in. "Are you fucking serious? His wife is your best friend! Have you gone insane?"
In hindsight, I might have been better off if I had fallen to the floor and cried. At least I might have gained some sympathy points from Audrey. My comment, I think, only emboldened her. Really, what kind of husband, when he finds some asswipe, balls deep in his wife's vagina, his first comment is to point out that she's doing it with her best friend's husband? Thank you Captain Obvious. Seriously?
Maybe I should have screamed; I'll kill you motherfuckers! And gone after the both of them with my seven iron. I really own that seven. Or maybe, some other manly shit, but again in my defense, I was shocked by what I was witnessing.
Neither of them said a word, nor made any attempt to cover up. They both stared blankly at me for a few seconds. They may have been having trouble processing the absurdity of what I had just said, too. Finally, and very casually, they both crawled off the bed and began to dress quietly. They weren't in the least bit embarrassed by their nudity.
Audrey was the first to speak. "Jake, honey, I think you should go now. Andrew and I need to talk for a bit."
All the asshole said was, "Okay." He finished dressing and walked by me without so much as a how do you do. He casually ambled his way out of my house like he didn't have a problem in the world. I wanted to say something threatening and clever to his backside, but given my failure of a few minutes ago, I wisely decided against it.
Audrey began speaking patronizingly to me as if I were a small child. 'I'm sorry you saw that, sweetheart.' And, 'it doesn't mean anything. He's just a small diversion for me. It doesn't affect my love for you one bit. It will pass quickly.' Blah, blah, blah. All the while she was very casually putting her clothes back on. I couldn't tell if she was taking her sweet time to be sure I saw the pinkish-red bite marks all over her boobs, or if she was oblivious to their existence.
Audrey continued to speak slowly, and soothingly, to me as she began to strip the sheets off what used to be our bed. She began placing them in a laundry basket as if it was her normal wash day. Come to think of it, it was her regular wash day. Hmmm, Interesting. I could only stand there with my mouth wide open and my eyes blinking like a four-way stop-ahead indicator.
When Audrey had finished placing all the soiled bedding into the basket, she picked it up and sauntered past me toward the laundry room. "Come with me, dear. So, we can continue discussing our little issue."
And, unbelievably, I followed her just as she told me to, like a little lost puppy dog. She began to point out all the logistical reasons why divorce would be bad for the entire family, but especially me. Oddly, Audrey's demeanor wasn't threatening or demanding. She was matter-of-factly pointing out the practical impact on the family members of a divorce. Discretion on my part of course, would go a long way toward avoiding any unpleasantness, I think she referred to it.
Audrey began systematically loading the bedding into the washer. She added the needed tablets and liquids, then adjusted the settings, and started the wash cycle. "Now, there we go." She turned to me and brushed her hands briskly back and forth as if wiping them clean. "All better now. I'm so glad we understand each other." and ambled away after having given me a gentle pat on the shoulder. "Oops, time for me to pick up the kids," was her parting comment.
I stood there like a statue for the better part of ten minutes, or it could have been an hour. I had no idea. I've heard it said that when a person is in shock, they will do what they know. They will become like a Samsung POWERbot robot vacuum cleaner with a preset program and do their routine. And that is exactly what I did for the next couple of weeks.
Oh, I told myself I wasn't going to take her shit. I lay awake at night thinking of all the possible ways I could kill her and her lover without going to jail. I began to lay out very cunning surveillance plans to gather more evidence of her treasonous infidelity. Then I asked myself, What the fuck more evidence do I need? So, I focused my efforts on formulating detailed and complex plans to squirrel away money and disappear to a tropical paradise surrounded by nubile half-naked native women pandering to my every need and fantasy. But what I actually did, was...nothing. Well, almost nothing. I made sure I never came home from work early anymore.
When it was time to go to work. I did. When it was time for dinner, I ate it. I mowed the lawn every Saturday morning like always. When it was time for bed, I went to bed. Yes, in my bed next to my wife. Of course, I vowed to never have sex with the cheating bitch again. That promise to myself, lasted all of three nights.
Now here comes the really weird part. My wife never mentioned a word about her squeeze Jake again. It was like that awful afternoon was a mirage. Our lovemaking went from three to four times a week to five or six. It became more athletic and varied in nature. Her dinner meals became more exotic and delicious. She was more deferential to me than at any previous time in our marriage. Audrey was always a good mom, but she turned into a super mom. She was going, full on Stepford wife.
Oh, I'm sure she was still fucking Big Jake, as I had repeatedly heard her call him that fateful afternoon. I just never saw any evidence or even a hint that she was. I was becoming inured to her other life, as I'm sure was her strategy. My life, on the other hand, was never better. I have to admit, I had just about pushed her infidelity out of my mind entirely, happily sticking my head in the sand, so to speak. At least until the kids were eighteen. Then the bitch went and fucked up my ramshackle little house of cards and my make-believe fantasy world.
She invited her lover to our annual barbeque. MY ANNUAL BBQ!
So that brings us to, today. I still couldn't believe my wife actually had the gall to invite her lover, his wife, and children to our annual summer BBQ. But I finally had a real plan. It took money and time to put it together, but I was ready by D-day.
I was trying to stay inside and close by the front door because this shit was going to end today. I could tell that Audrey was getting nervous too. She rightly suspected that I was up to something because she kept watching me. I'm sure she was worried, and her lover boy was thirty minutes late. Finally, the doorbell rang.
I high stepped it to the door, beating Audrey by an eyelash, and flung it open. Sure enough, there stood the asshole, with a smirk on his face no one would mistake for anything but that. Before I could say a word, their two kids, Jess and Jessica, already in their swimmers, flew past us. They told their parents they were going to join our kids, Katie and Caleb, out back in the pool. They waved a quick hello to my wife and me, and they were gone.
While I stood there and stared at Jake's sanctimonious smirk, Audrey and Addie did their air kisses thing on both cheeks. "Oh, Audrey, thank you so much for inviting us again. We just love your parties."
I wondered briefly why the dickhead would want to screw my wife while he was married to this stone-cold fox. After a couple of drinks my wife was hair shy of a seven on the ten scale, but Addie was as close to a ten as any mother twice over, could ever get. I gave her a big hug. I probably held her too close, and too long, because she gave me a bemused and quizzical little look when I finally let go of her.
The asshole stuck his hand out wordlessly. He could barely contain his glee at the embarrassment and humiliation he was causing me. We were all still standing in the entryway when I reached into my pants pocket and pulled out a thumb drive and a roll of quarters. I handed Addie the thumb drive, then rolled the quarters up into my palm.
"Thank you, Andrew, but what is this?" She looked at it curiously.
"It's the explanation for why I'm going to do, this!"
I clenched my jaw tight because I knew this was going to hurt. I reared back, and with every ounce of energy I could generate, I hit Jake right in his condescending nose with my ten-dollar fist. I had to because Jake was younger, stronger, taller, fitter, and outweighed me by thirty pounds. Aren't a wife's lovers always like that? What would be the point if they weren't? I mean why would a woman choose a lover that was as old, soft, and pathetic as her husband?
In any case, I wanted to make sure he went down. And down he did go. Jake's nose exploded with blood, snot, and cartilage splattering everywhere. And quarters. Quarters went flying every which way. They made one hell of a racket too, as they scattered and bounced across the tile floor.
My hand didn't really blow up, but it felt like it. The searing pain was shooting all the way up to my shoulder, but I hadn't felt this good in my whole life. The debasement of the last few weeks was gone in an instant. I could feel the adrenalin rushing through my veins. I think I must have been feeling the survivor's high that soldiers talked about after a battle because they had the good luck to have lived through it.
I have no doubt that in a fair fight Jake would have probably killed me. But an asshole, fucking another man's wife, didn't deserve a fair fight. He earned what he got, and more. Hopefully, the 'and more' would be in the form of his wife divorcing his deceitful ass. She and her kids deserved better. Come to think of it, so did me and my kids.
Time seemed to pass in slow motion. Addie screamed disconsolately but was frozen in place with her beautiful dark brown eyes as big as saucers. Audrey fell to her knees to try and comfort her semi-conscious lover, and I noticed that a crowd was starting to gather. Word must have spread quickly because our living room was rapidly filling up with partiers. Some of them were dripping water on Audrey's new Berber carpeting because they had just jumped out of the pool to see what all the commotion was about.
"Andrew!" Addie screamed as she stared incredulously at me. "Have you lost your mind? Why on earth would you do that?" As she pointed to her squealing pig of a husband on the floor beside her. She was pleading with me to try and understand what had happened.
"Because, Addie, your shithead of a husband, has been screwing my wife for over six weeks now." There was a loud thud, and the Italian tile floor shook a little as my wife landed on it and fainted dead away. Ouch! That was going to leave a mark. Although shocked, steam was starting to come out of Addie's ears. I found it interesting that she didn't question the veracity of what I just told her. I would have to ask her about that someday.
"It's all on the thumb drive. There's photos, video, and audio." I continued as I pointed to the little green plastic stick, she still clutched in her hand.
It's a good thing we had a large living room because everyone, but the small kids, was crowding in to watch the show. Young kids are pretty much oblivious to everything but what their own worlds held. So, they just kept right on swimming and grab-assing.
Both Jake and Audrey started to come around. I was getting a little concerned because it didn't appear as if the flow of blood from his nose was slowing down at all. It could have just been that blood on a hard floor spread thinly and quickly, but it still seemed like a lot of blood to me.
My wife was sobbing. "How could you do this to me? I told you it was nothing, that it would end soon, and no one even knew about it."
"Because, dear wife, I just wanted you to feel a smidgen of the humiliation I have been feeling, and as for no one knowing?"
I turned to face our stunned and murmuring audience. I raised my arms to quiet the assembled crowd. "I'm really sorry for the commotion, folks. I pointed to the blood-covered floor where Jake and Audrey were. There's no reason to be alarmed. I would like everyone to go back outside and enjoy the party, but first I have a question for you?" I noticed Audrey stand back up slack jawed. "How many of you here knew, or at least suspected to the point that it became a topic of conversation, that my wife and Big Jake here, were having an affair?"
A few hands started to slowly rise as the suddenly shy partiers furtively peeked at one another. There is safety in numbers, so more and more hands began to rise as the guests became comfortable with the circumstance.
"I see. It seems over half of you were aware to some degree. Thank you for your assistance, now please let's all get back to the party. This is going to be our last one, so I really want you all to have a good time. The feeding trough will be full shortly."



That's the exact moment when Addie slugged a shocked Audrey right in her nose with pretty much the same results as my punch to Jake's. There was a collective sharp wince and an 'ooh' from the remaining throng, as she crumpled to the floor for a second time. Although in a sitting position on this occasion. Audrey was pinching her nose, with her head tilted back, desperately trying to stem the blood flowing from it, as she continued wailing.
Addie was leaning down trying to help her, in deep shit, husband, to his feet. She spoke with a controlled fury that was more than a little unnerving. "Listen to me, Jake. Get your ass up off the floor and take yourself to the emergency room. After that, I don't care where you go, as long as it isn't home. The kids and I are going to stay and enjoy the rest of the party. Besides, when my ex-best friend here stops crying and bleeding, she and I are going to have a little talk."
"B-b-but I need to go to. You broke my nose!"
"Nobody cares, Audrey! As big as your nose is, I probably made it look better on your fat face! Now come with me, so we can talk privately." She grabbed my wife by her hair and literally dragged her, caveman style, across the floor toward the back of the house. Audrey was flailing, screaming, and crying the whole way. I'm sure it took some strength for Addie to do that, but to be fair, the floor was pretty slick with blood and other stuff, sooo. I actually snickered a little when I saw a couple of quarters stuck to Audrey's face as she slid by. I know, I'm a terrible person.
Ok, that last snarky comment from Addie about Audrey's face was probably unfair. My wife's nose was, ahh...a bit prominent, but her face wasn't fat. I liked her nose. It was kind of like a Jennifer Grey beak. I always had a bit of a thing for Baby. I was pretty sure though, that after the punch she took, Audrey's schnozz was going to be permanently altered too. Too bad, so sad. That's her problem. Plus given the look on Addie's face, there might be more damage to come for Audrey before the night was done.
I had always liked Addie, but my admiration for her just went through the roof. Unlike me, when she was confronted with a shocking situation, she took care of her business like a boss. Her quick, decisive action, and proclamation seemed to have impressed everyone. So, the crowd started to disperse to the backyard for burgers and dogs. I even heard old Mrs. Johnson telling her husband as she led him back outside. "I told you this was going to be a great party, Jack. Let's go find us a margarita."
I was torn. To be honest, I was a little concerned for Audrey's safety in Addie's clutches, but someone had to man the grill. People were getting hungry. I decided on the grill as my priority. I did keep sneaking glances towards the house, but since I didn't hear any noises of breaking furniture, dishes, or howls of pain coming from inside, I soldiered on as the grill master.
Now, not to brag, but people always tell me I make the best burgers in town. One key is to use real wood chunks or briquets if need be but, never gas. Only DINKS (Dual Income No Kids) use gas. That's because if you use gas, a real kid won't eat whatever was cooked on it. Anyway, the other thing was my secret ingredient, marijuana. Ok, I'm just kidding about that. Actually, it's a special mix of various spices, three different kinds of grated cheeses, and Worcestershire sauce. The meat, of course, must be fresh, never frozen, ground top sirloin, 80-20.
Now normally, all the guys would come up to me while I was at my post working the grill. They were always trying to get me to divulge my mix of secret ingredients. I never gave it out, because then they wouldn't be secret ingredients, would they? But today, none of the guys approached me. NOT ONE OF THEM! Not even to just shoot the breeze. Hmmm, that made me start to think, why was that the case? Oh well, it doesn't matter now. I already had DNA done on my kids, so who cares?
Most of their wives though, at some point came up to me and offered their sympathies for my troubles. They asked if there was anything they could do to help, and those sorts of things that moms do. I think it is a genetic thing with them. Two of them made sure I had their cell phone numbers, just in case.
At some point, Addie, with Jess and Jessica in tow, stalked purposefully up to me. I have to be honest; I was a little afraid. I mean after the right cross, she nailed Audrey with, and the fact that, although I was just the messenger, I had seriously messed up her world? So, I took a couple of steps backward, just in case. I needn't have worried. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a big hug. If I wasn't a man, I might have thought embrace was a little out of line for a barbeque. She squeezed me so hard I felt both her nipples on my chest.
When she finally let go of me, she said disgustedly. "We're sorry to eat and run, Andrew, but it appears as if my idiot husband can't even check himself into a hospital without me helping him." She was shaking her head with antipathy. "He better get used to doing things for himself."
It was at that point I remembered Audrey. I looked over Addie's shoulder to the house again. "Ahh, you didn't kill her did you, Addie?" I heard her kids give a little snicker at that question. I looked down at them. They were each holding a freshly washed quarter.
"No, Andrew. I didn't even touch her again. I just explained the facts of life to her, and what I was going to do next."
"Ahh, ok." I was definitely curious about what, 'what's next' meant, but decided to just let it go. The three of them hustled out of the yard to meet their Lyft driver. I wonder what Addie had said to my ex-wife? I'll have to make sure and ask her someday.
About twenty minutes later, just as I was finishing steel brushing the detritus off the grates, while everyone was still stuffing their faces, I saw my wife sheepishly approaching me. She didn't appear to have any obvious new physical injuries, but she did look a little like a raccoon with her two black eyes forming. Those would definitely be getting worse over the next few days, I contemplated. Her nose was already swollen to twice its normally conspicuous size. The blood-soaked pieces of toilet paper stuck up each nostril coupled with her makeup running down her cheeks didn't do anything to improve her appearance either.
"I've never been so humiliated in my life. She sniffled. "I'm sorry honey, but in my defense, I did tell you it wasn't a long-term thing. If I knew it was so upsetting to you, I would have quit. How could you embarrass me like that?" I started to get steamed, but she just kept going. "I mean this day couldn't get any worse..." she nasally whined at me, while she glanced around and saw everyone looking our way. They were probably hoping for more fireworks.
"Yes, it could." I knowingly interrupted as I continued to furiously scrape away at the grill.
"Are you Audrey Smith?" Said the slightly cherubic twenty-something young lady who had stealthily approached us, queried of my wife.
"Y-y-yes."
"You've been served." And she handed Audrey the ubiquitous 8 1/2"x 11" manila-colored envelope.
There was another thud as Audrey hit the ground again. Fortunately, this time she was on the grass when she collapsed. I'm pretty sure I heard someone exclaim, "Stiiirike Three!" It might have been me?
"Thanks for the burgers, Mr. Smith." And the cute chubby little process server skipped happily out the gate.
I felt like I was king of the world, standing there holding my Brookstone spatula in hand, my chef's hat tilted to the correct angle, and wearing my grease-stained Los Angeles Dodgers free give-away grill smock. I stuck my chest out proudly as I majestically surveyed my kingdom. A man's man. Hell yeah!
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Story Sentence: When the glass is empty you can finally see clearly.

Story:
It was a somewhat melancholy Brent Schofield, having finished his third beer, who tucked himself back in, zipped up, gave a doleful sigh, and headed to the sink to wash up. He was hoping for a lot more from this rare evening out with his wife of twenty years, Amanda. At first, he and Mandie both thought that their malaise was simply the typical empty nest syndrome parents go through. Especially the parents of an only child. But their daughter Shelly was well into her sophomore year at college and things hadn't improved. In fact, they had gotten demonstrably worse. They didn't argue. They barely spoke to one another. They were two singular individuals rooming together.
Brent finished washing, put his hands on the granite counter and leaned in as he studied himself in the mirror. He didn't really recognize the tired and dull eyed middle-aged man staring back at him. What happened to me? Where did the young. Vibrant, and ambitious young man that I used to see every morning, go? Brent shook his head bitterly, tossed the towel in the trash and headed for the door.
The bar they had decided on, was a quaint little anachronism tucked into the corner of an upscale Italian restaurant they used to frequent. It was quiet, so it would be a good place to talk. There was a piano player. She was an older, emotionless woman, who never lifted her eyes from her keyboard. Her tip jar was empty. She wasn't exactly playing funeral music, maybe elevator tunes, or something for a dentist's office? But in any case, her tinkling of the keys, while technically skillful, wasn't doing anything to improve Brent's sour mood. The Christmas lights draped casually across the back bar, twinkled year-round. Brent thought the place smelled a little musty. How appropriate.
When he turned the corner, he immediately spied Mandie. Her legs were crossed suggestively, displaying plenty of her firm creamy thighs. He sighed. She was still a striking woman. Her sparkling blue eyes and outgoing personality, that had helped her to be one of the most successful real estate brokers in town, were now obviously on full display.
As Brent stopped in his tracks, she continued to bounce her leg, with her black stiletto heel hanging loosely from her toes. She simultaneously twirled a lock of her dark brunet shoulder length hair around her fingers. She was casually resting her other hand on one of the two younger men's biceps as the other one leaned in and told her something amusing as he lightly grasped her forearm? The two gentlemen were probably 5-7 years her junior. Maybe even more.
Brent stared at the erotic tableau unfolding before him. He felt like a sleazy voyeur. He glanced around cautiously. No one paid any mind to what he was witnessing. He reached into his left pocket and felt for the keys to his family sized SUV. They were there. He clutched them tightly and turned right, for the exit door.
45 minutes later, his cell phone rang. "Where are you, Brent?"
"At home packing." He answered flatly.
There was a prolonged silence. The only sound being a slow rhythmic breathing through her nose, while she thought. It lasted way too long. "Oh, I suppose...well, I mean...I'm sorry Brent."
"Me too, Mandie. At least we tried. I hope we can be adults about all this?"
"Yes of course...Umm. Listen, Brent. It didn't mean anything. I mean, I know I was flirting, and I shouldn't have been, but I just felt so alive for a couple of minutes."
"It's ok, Mandie, I understand." And that's when it hit him. An epiphany if you will. His future became clear to him. He didn't really give a shit. "We were just kidding ourselves anyway, Amanda." Brent heard a measured sigh of recognition, and agreement from Mandie. There was another prolonged silence.
"Brent, I know it probably doesn't mean anything now...but for some reason it's important for me to say it. I never cheated on you, not once, sweetheart."
Now it was Brent's turn to give a thoughtful pause. "I never did either, Mandie. I guess that at the end of the day though, that isn't enough, is it?" What's fidelity anyway, without devotion?
Mandie was gently crying now. Brent too, was choked with emotion. The finality of it all, having hit both hard. Twenty years houses an abundance of memories. Neither could think of anything more to say. So, they softly disconnected.
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"Hello, dear. May I join you?" Margaux Digby sat without waiting for a response. "My, aren't you the lovely one. I can see why he is so fond of you..."
"Excuse me, do we know each other?" asked a perplexed Candace Jones
"No, Candace, or would you prefer that I call you, Candy?" Margaux studied Ms. Jones closely. She was searching for a sign, any sign that she was disingenuous, or predatory. She observed none. That wasn't always the case. "But we share something in common." Margaux sighed. She was receiving no pleasure from what needed to be done here. "We are both sleeping with my husband, Orly Digby."
Twenty-four-year-old Candace Jones paled considerably. Tears started to form in her deep chocolate brown eyes. "I-I-I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about..."
"Please, don't insult my intelligence, Candy. Don't worry, I'm not here to make a scene, or threaten you in any way. I just want to talk with you."
"I-I'm sorry. I didn't mean to...I mean I wasn't trying to..." Candace couldn't finish her sentence. She burst out crying. She started to get up, but Margaux had deftly slid her chair next to Candy's and held the crying young woman in her arms.
"Shhh, it's okay, dear." Margaux patted Candy gently on her shoulder. There's no need for tears, now." Margaux glanced around the room in the crowded lunch time bistro. "It's all right, folks. She just received some bad news. Why are you so attracted to him, dear?"
"He seemed so nice. He listens to me. He makes me feel, important, like what I do and say is valuable, I guess." Margaux just nodded her head knowingly. "Were all those nice things he said to me, lies?"
"No, honey. He meant every word. I'm sure he was very smitten with you..."
"I'm sorry, you must hate me..."
"Not at all dear. I think under different circumstances we could be friends. Honestly, I don't even mind if you continue to see him."
"If you don't mind that I continue to see Orly, why are we talking now?" Candace was stunned by Margaux's pronouncement.
"Because, dear, I can tell you are in love with him. He does that to young impressionable women. You need to know that he is never going to leave me to be with you. No matter how much he cares for you.
"Do you know why?" More head shaking from the stunned mistress. "Because Orly is a man. He's weak. Beautiful young ladies such as yourself catch his fancy easily. However, he truly only loves me. Orly would never hurt me that way. He also adores his three grown children without reservation, and their opinions of him are extremely important to Orly. And, finally, he knows he will lose half of his beloved company, that he built from the ground up. Truth is, he probably loves that company more than you or I put together. No dear. He will never leave me.
"And, I'm afraid you're going to get hurt very badly by all this, when it is time for Orly to move on to the next one. "But, tell me, Candy, has he ever told you that he is going to divorce me? Run away with you so the two of you can travel the world together?" Candy was continually shaking her head no. "Has he ever said he loves you?"
"No, I suppose not."
"Don't worry, dear. He is genuinely fond of you. He always is. but I have to ask. Is this the life you saw for yourself when you were a little girl lying in bed dreaming of your future?"
Candace was in tears again, trying to understand how she could have ever been so stupid to put herself in this position. Margaux knew though.
"The sex with him is unworldly, isn't it, Candy? Not because he is a forceful and overpowering lover, but because he is so thoughtful and gentle. It's like you're the only woman in existence as he makes love to you. I know. That's how he is with me, too."
Margaux rose from her chair. "Call him as soon as I'm gone, sweetie. Tell him it's over. Please, don't make me tell him, like I had to with the others.
"If you don't, you will regret it for the rest of your life. You're not that type of girl. You'll look in the mirror every morning disappointed in the person staring back at you."
Margaux strode away.
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Story:
"Honey, I'm in the living room. Please come here and sit. We need to talk."
Damn it! Horry only wanted to eat whatever canned meal Surrey heated, grab a beer, watch Chicago Fire, and go to bed. Just perfect! This day couldn't get any shittier. "Coming dear." Horry saw his wife sitting nervously on the couch. A half empty bottle of California Red was on the table. Surrey tipped her empty glass bottoms up and drained the last few drops into her mouth, then quickly poured another full glass. He plopped into his recliner unceremoniously. "What?"
"Horry, I'm not going to beat around the bush. I've been a loyal and faithful wife to you, and a good mother to the kids my whole adult life. They are on their own now, so my job is done. As you know, I was a virgin when we married..."
"So was I." Horry quickly interrupted. He was pretty sure he knew where this was going.
"Whatever, I'm going away this weekend with a friend..."
"What's his name?" Horry's patience was already gone.
"If you must know, it's Stan..."
"You mean, your boss, Stanley Carrington? I think our son is older than him!"
"Don't be petulant, Horry. He's thirty. Give me some credit. At any rate. I want to experience other men. I know you love me and will let me have this little distraction. When it's over I will make it up to you, and our life will go on."
"Oh, for Christ's sake, get real, Surrey. If you do this, our marriage will be over."
"Quit being so melodramatic, Horry. You aren't going to divorce me over this little thing. Besides it would cost you too much."
"That's true, but I would lose a cheating whore wife, though."
Surrey rolled her eyes, ignoring Horry's insult. "Furthermore, Stanley will be picking me up Friday evening. I expect you to invite him in. He was a little nervous about this, so I thought seeing you were ok with it would help him get over it."
"Seriously? You want me to entertain your boyfriend while you finish getting dressed for your weekend fuckfest with him?"
"Don't be crude, Horry. But yes, that's what I expect you to do. Offer him a drink too."
"Yes, Dear."
Needless to say, things were a bit frigid around the Bismarck home leading up to Friday evening. Horry slept on the pullout bed in the den.
The only comment from Surrey was, "Really, Horry, you are being so childish."
Promptly at 7PM Friday night, the doorbell sounded out a new melody.
"Horry, what was that awful sound?"
"It's the doorbell sweetie, I changed the music."
"What is that tune? It is hauntingly familiar."
"It's called El Deguello, dear." He called out to her." Surrey had been primping all afternoon and still wasn't ready.
"Well, I don't like it. Please change it later. Now let Stanley in. I still need another 15 minutes to get ready. Make sure and offer him a drink. He likes bourbon."
"Of course, dear." Horry peaked through the viewer and confirmed it was that little turd, Stanley. He opened the door wide. Stanley had a smirk on his face that lasted until Horry crushed his nuts with one vicious kick from his Tony Llama pointed toe alligator boots. As poor Stanley grabbed his crotch and began to crumple forward, Horry hit Stan's jaw with his knee. Stanley vomited, fell to the decking, and was down for the count. Horry closed the door and returned to his TV show.
20 minutes later Surrey made her grand entry and looked around confused. "Where's Stanley?"
"He decided to wait on the porch."
"Honestly, Horry, you better not have been rude to him, or..."
"I swear I never said a word to him, honey."
Surrey dropped her purse and overnight bag on the counter and flung the door open.
"Oh my God, Horry! What did you..." was all she got out before Horry gently pushed her behind with his boots to clear the doorway.
He closed the door and double locked it.
"Horry, you monster, let me in!" She was bawling profusely and pounding furiously on the door.
"Surrey, please look towards the street. There should be a man approaching you. He has some information for you." Horry called out loudly through the closed door.
"Mrs. Surrey Bismarck?"
"Y-y-yes?"
"You've been served."
Another thud from the porch.
The next day Horry changed the doorbell music to Bach's, "Come, Sweet Death."
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(750 Word Project 2023)


Story Sentence: After all, it is the twenty-first century, dear.


Author's note: Another 750 word story not to be taken seriously.

Story:
It was another typical Wednesday night dinner in the Jensen home. Just chili dogs and tater tots for the family that included four teenagers and her husband Tom. Her kids wouldn't have known the difference if she had served Chateaubriand with bearnaise sauce anyway. And Tom? 44-year-old Tom pretty much went along with the program. Marie felt lucky to have him as a husband. He was, well, a little dull, but dependable. And a great father too.
Normally, Marie was relaxed and talkative during the evening meal, but she seemed a little pensive tonight. "Oh, honey I almost forgot. I have a new friend at work, and ahh, we are going out to dinner Friday night."
Tom casually and innocently said, "Oh, that's nice. What's her name?"
Marie stuttered and paused for a split second. She stole a furtive glance at her children who weren't paying attention, as usual, then said, "Rickie."
Tom may have been steady and dull, but he saw and heard the slight hiccup in her delivery. Not to mention her stealthy glances. It was a tell that only a professional poker player, or a long-term married man, could have picked up on, but it was there. And there was no mistaking what it was. Interesting. She makes sure to mention this innocent outing in front of the kids, then chokes up on the delivery? Tom just stared at his wife, searching for any other signs. She quickly broke eye contact. Ok then. Looks like a long night ahead of us.
Marie came to bed naked. A sure sign that she was looking for a long night of loving. Or at least twenty minutes anyway.
"Tell me more about Rickie, Marie." It was a challenge not a question, they both knew it.
"It doesn't mean anything, Tom. It's strictly platonic. After all, it's the 21st Century. A woman can have men friends."
"Uh, huh. And how old is Rickie?"
Marie gave a way to effusive description of 'Rickie' to suit Tom. She blathered on incessantly about this modern age, trust, freedom, finding one's inner-self, and other complete piles of bullshit.
"Ok, I think I understand, Marie. But, if it's a completely virtuous need, why does your 'friend' have to be a guy off the cover of GQ?" Marie started sputtering some sort of nonsense about the actualized-self, being separate from the physical being.
"Ok." Tom interrupted. "If having a male perspective is so important, I have a few suggestions for you. How about ME! I'm supposed to be your best friend. I'm the guy that you can share all your hopes, fears, and dreams with!"
"Oh, Tom, you are my soul mate. But how can I bounce ideas off you that are about you?"
Tom thought a psychiatrist would have a field day with that response.
"Ok, Marie. How about the widower Roberts down the street? He's 75. He's charming, witty, very intelligent, and articulate. I'm sure he could help you find yourself?
"Or, how about a gay guy? He will be happy to share feelings, emotions, decorating, and fashion tips. He will probably understand your cosmic self. I think you would have a blast with him."
Marie was slowly shaking her head.
"No? Tell you what, find a married guy with kids about your age to be your friend. Just make certain his wife is good with the 'platonic' relationship."
Tom knew he was talking to a wall. He snatched Marie's phone from the table. A quick search and, presto!
"Hi, Marie. It's good to hear your sexy voice..."
"Sorry, Rickie, this is Tom, your girlfriend's husband."
"Ummm, I-ah, I think you, ah...misunderstand..."
"Yeah, listen I don't have a lot of time, so I thought we might talk a little bit before your date." Marie started to whimper. "I understand you are divorced. Can you tell me what happened?"
"Ahh, that's pretty personal, I think..."
"SO'S WANTING TO FUCK ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE, ASSHOLE!" Marie started screaming obscenities and making thinly veiled references to killing Tom. "But, hey, we're getting off track here. I just wanted you to know, I don't have a problem with it..."
"You're kidding? Listen Mr. Jensen, I certainly don't want to wreck anyone's marriage..."
"Not at all, son. Don't give it a second thought."
"Well, thank you sir. That's most understanding of you..." There was a loud thud when Marie collapsed to the floor unconscious. "What was that noise?"
"Nothing important. Something fell. Goodbye, Rick."
Their divorce was final six months later.
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750 Word Project 2023 Story:
"Bran, sweetheart, can we talk?" Branson Springfield's wife spoke anxiously, interrupting the ballgame he was watching on TV.
Branson had hoped that now that the kids were in bed for the night that he could watch the late innings of the Cubs Cardinals game in solitude. It wasn't meant to be. "Ahhh sure, honey. It's only for the Division title anyway."
Branson didn't really mind all that much. He loved Cammie with all his heart. They had been married for thirteen great years, with two young children at home. All in all, Branson was a very contented man.
Cameron was having trouble making eye contact with the man she loved terribly. "I-I-I, well, I want a divorce, honey."
Branson started to laugh, but when he saw the deadly serious look on Cammie face, his contented world crashed around him. "What the hell! Cammie?" He raged at her.
Cameron was startled by Branson's outburst, but not surprised. "Nixa said you'd react like this..."
"YOU THINK! Jesus, Cammie, you've always been a bit flighty, but this? HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND?"
"She said this would be how you reacted. I should have just done what Nixa told me, and cheated behind your back." Cammie was shaking her head in frustration.
"You need to start speaking plain English, Cammie. And what the hell does that middle-aged tramp have to do with this?"
"Don't talk about her like that, Bran, she is..."
"Seriously, Cammie? She's the town bicycle! That bitch gets her penicillin direct mail every thirty days, for God's sake!" Branson was so angry he was shaking. "Talk to me, Cam!"
"Well, honey, you know you're the only man I've ever been with. And, I've never had an orgasm. Nixa says she has several a week, and..."
"Of course, she does. The law of averages practically guarantees it!"
"Branson, this isn't about her." She was getting angry now. "If you were going to give me an orgasm, it would have happened by now, so I need to have sex with other men! There I said it."
"B-b-but, Cammie, you can't be..."
"Listen to me, Bran. I can't cheat on you, so I need a divorce."
"I see. You're going to tear apart our family, just so you can have an orgasm?" he huffed. "By-the-way, how do you know you've never had an orgasm? Is the sex with me that bad?"
"No honey, I enjoy having sex with you. "It's very, ahh, pleasant."
"Shit, that's an ego boost."
"Bran, honey. I don't mean to hurt your feelings. I really do enjoy sharing that intimacy with you. It's just that, well, I want fireworks going off, bells ringing, rockets exploding..."
"Enough, Cam. I get it." Branson collapsed into his recliner, dumbstruck at how quickly his night went to shit. He noticed the Cardinals had fallen behind by three in the eighth. Crap! Could this night be any worse? He placed his head in his hands and stared at the floor.
"And, who's talking about tearing our family apart, Branson?" She had a perplexed look on her face.
"That's what usually happens in a divorce, Cameron. Did you think for one minute how this would affect Joplin and Arnold? You remember our kids, right?"
"Honey, you are overreacting here. I said I want a divorce, not a separation. Everything else would remain the same as always."
"Huh?"
"It's just a formality, Bran. We get divorced, but our family life stays the same. We don't tell the kids, our parents, or friends. No one sees any difference at all! I just can't cheat on you, so we get the divorce. It's really very simple."
Bran remembered something his twice divorced father told him years ago. 'Bran, all women go insane eventually.' He was starting to understand what he meant now.
Suddenly, Branson had an inspiration. "So, thirteen years of marriage, and now you tell me I suck in bed?"
"Bran, honey, I didn't say that, exactly. What I mean is, well, I guess..."
"Look, Cammie, from what you've told me, you think I'm the problem, right?"
Cameron just shrugged her shoulders.
"What if I'm not? We were both virgins out of high school. So, I think you might be on to something here. We get divorced but continue living together. You have sex with other men, and I'll have sex with other women. It's only fair, and in the end, we may learn which of us is the problem?"
"Uh...maybe...I'm overreacting a little, Bran."
"You think, Cammie?"
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"Cayce, please. Let's be adults about this."
"Cam, when you say, let's be adults about this, what you are really saying is that you expect me to forgive and forget that you cheated on me for six months with that slimy bastard, Charlie, right?"
"His name is Charleston, dear...and, well, of course that would be ideal. I mean it didn't in anyway affect my love for you..."
"Stop right there, Cameron. So, help me, if you keep quoting chapter and verse from the Cheater's Handbook, I will walk out this door right now and you can talk through my attorney from now on..."
"Oh, quit being so melodramatic, Cayce." Cameron snapped at him. "I told you I'm sorry."
"You're sorry? Well, I guess that makes everything all right, doesn't it? There's really no need for me to be upset, is there?"
"Please, Cayce, stop with the histrionics. Quit acting so childishly, so we can get on with our life together."
"Now who's being childish, Cam? And, as long as we are on the subject of being adults. Was cheating on me a very adult thing for you to do? I really want to know."
Cameron was perplexed as to how she should answer. "Ah, I didn't really think about that. I mean, Charleston, well he made me feel so young, important, and alive again. He took away all the drudgery of everyday life. It was like..."
"Like you were a kid again, Cam?"
"Damn it, Cayce. Stop twisting my words, I'm trying to explain so you understand it didn't have anything to do with you..."
"Like it had nothing to do with your 45-year-old adult husband, who you've been married to for 24 years. And, it had nothing to do with your two adult children?" Cayce was trying to maintain his composure, but it was becoming increasingly more difficult. "So were you two being adults when you were belittling me..."
"We never..."
"Ah, Cam, my video evidence includes sound, you know? Don't lie to me. I agreed to talk with you on the condition that you told the truth. That would be an adult thing to do, now, wouldn't it?"
"Come on Cayce, you can't believe that I meant those things. It was just fun bedtime banter to get us going..."
"Oh, I see, kind of a fun thing like kids would do, right?"
"Please, stop interrupting me, Cayce. You're confusing the issue."
"No, I'm not, Cam. I'm discussing the real issue. The issue of you humiliating me."
"I did NOT humiliate you, ever! I love you."
"I see, because humiliating me would be childish, wouldn't it?"
"Y-y-yes, of course..." Gone was Cameron's arrogance and bluster. Doubt was creeping into her mind. This wasn't at all going as she had planned.
"So, you, fucking Charlie in my bed, and the two of you laughing about how funny it would be to leave a wet spot for me to lay in, shouldn't have been humiliating for me? I mean it was just you two kids having a bit of harmless fun, right?
"And, when he told you he wanted to get you pregnant in my bed, and have me raise his kid for him, again, that was just two kids having a little fun. No disrespect intended, right?"
Cameron began to cry. "I-i-it sounds so bad when you say it like t-t-that, Cayce. "I'm so sorry. Please can't we just..."
"No, Cameron, we can't. Only little kids can close their eyes and make the bad things they've done disappear. Adults have to live with their mistakes for the rest of their lives. We are getting divorced, Cam. We're in a no-fault state. The kids are out of the house, we make the same amount of money, we have our own retirement accounts, so we split everything down the middle. The law says that's the adult thing to do. Of course, the lawyers and legislators who made that law probably all had side pieces in place and were just covering their childish asses though.
"But, I Promise I will be an adult like you asked me to be." Cayce sighed bitterly. "When our paths cross in the future, and because we share two children, I'm sure they will, many times, I will be polite and act like a proper adult. Unless of course, you act like a child and lie about who destroyed our marriage. Then I will make sure everyone you know, receives a copy of you, acting like a child."
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Universal Love (Love is in the Stars)


Story Sentence: Asperum ducit ad amorem (A rough road leads to love)


Once again, I have to thank Randi for inviting me to participate in her St. Paddy's Day event. I guess she is a glutton for punishment. I hope this one meets the spirit of her challenge. (Surfing with the Alien) I think I'm kinda pushing the envelope a bit. I struggled with whether to put this in Sci-fi & Fantasy or Romance. Either one worked, but I settled on Romance.

Story:
Forty-three-year-old Arvin Hayward sat alone, ensconced on the same tattered bar stool He always chose every time he came to this watering hole. He didn't know why he still did this to himself. Was it atonement or punishment? Probably both. He had to pay for his failures as a husband, father, and a man, he supposed. This was his fourth trip to the dump he found himself in tonight. Arvin had only been inside the bar for about fifteen minutes and halfway through his first Jack and water when he vowed to himself, this time would be the last. Of course, he had promised the same thing to himself on each of his previous visits too.
Not coincidentally, tonight was the third anniversary of his acrimonious divorce being finalized. The divorce itself wasn't really that difficult, just the usual arguments, because He and Auburn didn't have much and Arvin didn't want anything, beyond out. It was the bitter taste of the sense of failure that it left him with that hurt the most. He never should have gotten married in the first place.
His first time in John's Place in Fremont was four years ago. That's when he saw his wife and his replacement getting busy in the corner booth behind him. He knew what he was going to see when he walked in the door. He even knew why, but it still cut him. Shouldn't Auburn have at least felt bad? Maybe even apologized to him?
When he walked up to their booth and sat down Both looked surprised, but not shocked. Neither of them offered the standard, 'it isn't what it looks like' excuse. His replacement never even took his arm from around Auburn's shoulders. She simply asked him what he was doing there. Auburn calmly stated. "Well, now I guess we can quit pretending." That was that.
It was to get worse though. A few days later he discovered he'd been replaced as a father too. That one hurt him deeply. To be honest, though, he didn't blame the kid. He really wasn't much of a father to his son, Campbell, or Cam as Arvin called him.
Arvin was an over-the-road trucker. As such, he was gone sometimes two to three weeks at a time. When he was younger, he would try to be home more, but as time went by and he and his wife drifted further apart, it was easier to be gone. His son was simply collateral damage.
They argued back and forth for a couple of months about trivial things, both trying for a pound of flesh. Then the lawyers haggled for a couple more. Finally, six months after that, their divorce was final. He didn't even have to pay child support. Auburn snidely told Arvin that it was because she didn't want any reminder of him in her life. Arvin was a broken man. That piece of paper just reinforced to him what a loser he was.
They should never have married in the first place. They were from different worlds and had their own aspirations. Auburn was a cheerleader with a 4.0 GPA and a full scholarship to Cal, and he was nobody going nowhere. He just wanted school to be over. All they had in common was raging hormones. They had discovered sex together during their senior year of high school one late night at a drunken debauched beach party. She was two months pregnant when they graduated. She never went to Cal or any college for that matter. They both felt they had to do the right thing. That's what their parents told them anyway. It was perhaps the worst advice either of them could have ever received.
He never really blamed Auburn for divorcing him. His still simmering anger stemmed from the case Auburn hadn't said a word to him. She had, in fact, moved into her lover's house, with Arvin's son while he was gone on the road. Then the two of them moved back home when Arvin was in town. He asked her once, why, during the divorce process. She just shrugged her shoulders mumbling something about him being a father. In the end though, what did it really matter? It was done.
After that, Arvin was just gone. 364 days a year, gone. He was home one day a year. That was for his annual one-day visit to this bar to reaffirm in his mind what a loser he was. He never tried to see his son again. A year or so ago, he received papers in the mail requiring his signature so that one Clayton Davis-Anderson could adopt one Campbell Hayward. Arvin never even finished reading the documents. He just found the signature line, signed, and dated it. He put the papers in the enclosed pre-stamped envelope and dropped them in the mailbox. He then went and got shitfaced for three days straight. End of story.
In his drunken haze Arvin remembered something his dad used to tell him when he was growing up. "Son, whatever goes wrong in life, you only get three days to feel sorry for yourself. After that, it was time to get on with it." So that's what he did. Arvin didn't feel sorry for himself any longer, he was too pathetic for that. He was just empty. He could best be classified as being among the walking dead.
The only time he felt any peace at all was when he was on the road. Driving somewhere in the middle of nowhere, without another vehicle in sight, was when he felt the most comfortable. The peaceful solitude of watching the country roll by his windshield drained his anxieties. It was probably the only thing that kept him from blowing his brains out.
For sex, rare as it was, he used Lot Lizards. When he couldn't stand using his right hand any longer, Arvin always chose a Lot Lizard that couldn't possibly be lying about her age. And, one who didn't look too disease-ridden. That wasn't always easy to do on both counts. Lot Lizards were pretty much the lowest rung on the totem pole of hookers.
He had a friend once, who got caught up in a sting operation at a truck stop outside of Boise. He got busted for solicitation. Arvin asked him how he let himself get mixed up in that, and the guy told him the Lizard was so pretty he couldn't resist. Arvin said, "Well, then you deserve to get arrested for being stupid. There are no good-looking Lot Lizards! You should have known she was a cop."
Still lost in his misery, Arvin took a couple of more sips...
"Hey, handsome, buy a girl a drink?"
Arvin gave a little laugh. "What? Are you straight out of a 40's true crime noir film?" Arvin used to love old movies as a kid growing up. A good escape he supposed. Still, he was different than most in that respect. While his pubescent brethren were jacking themselves off to Jane Fonda workout videos on cable and Jamie Lee Curtis movies, he was doing the same to the 1960s-type 'bombshell' movie sirens.
He smiled knowingly when he saw her. He could tell she used to be pretty, a couple of decades ago. But life as a working girl had taken its toll on her. She even had a narrow-jagged scar from the corner of her mouth to below her jawline. Her heavy makeup couldn't hide the scar, or the effects of a lifetime working the streets. Her mottled face was pockmarked and had several wrinkles. He guessed they were more from a hard life than old age.
She didn't exactly smell bad. More like mothballs maybe? Or an eclectic mixture of several scents? Arvin wondered how many different john's cologne, aftershave, and sweat were mixed in with her liberally applied cheap perfume and God knows what else. It would probably take a good chemist several days to break the odor down to its basic elements. That thought made him shiver.
Her disposable outfit probably came from 'Hookers r Us.com.' She had the same body shape as Arvin, slightly pear-like. Her hair was bleached a ginger red, with her gray roots clearly visible near her scalp. Way, way too much rouge on her cheeks. Do women still use that? He wasn't sure, but it helped to brand her like the anachronism that she was. Arvin wondered if he looked as antiquated as she did?
When she laughed at his comment, Arvin could see her tobacco-stained teeth flash. Her laugh showed the effects of too much smoke, too much drink, and too much time on the street. It was more of a cough than a laugh anyway. Arvin wasn't disgusted by her. He felt empathy. They were two ships adrift in the ocean, with no purpose, no meaning, and no hope.
She laughed politely at his reference and sat next to him. "Here's my card, lover."
Hookers have business cards? Arvin accepted the calling card and studied it. It read, 'Time is of the essence. If you have the essence, I have the time. Call Sugar, 555-5555.' Well, I'll be damned, a hooker philosopher. It was a nice card too. She probably had a regular who worked at a print shop that she gave a discount to, for printing them up.
"Listen, Sugar, I'm really not going to be very good company tonight..."
"What? You're too good for me!" It wasn't a question that she snarled out.
"On the contrary, Sugar, you're much too good for me." He sighed. "I'm happy to buy you a drink though. But I don't want to cramp your style."
"What the hell, lover. It's a slow night anyway." Sugar glanced around the virtually empty bar as she spoke.
Arvin suspected that all her nights were slow these days. He felt a pang of sorrow for her.
The bartender approached. "Hey, Sugar, how's it going? The usual?" Sugar just nodded.
"What's your name, honey?"
"Arvin."
She gave that throaty cackle again. "Never had a married guy use that name before, but ok, Arvin it is." She sniggered as she pointed to his wedding ring.
"Actually, it is my real name. It's of Old German origin. It means people's friend." He laughed at the irony. He held up his left hand to show her. "It's on here because I've gotten so fat, it won't come off." That wasn't completely true. It would have come off if he worked hard at it, but he left it on as another reminder of what he wasn't.
"Well, ok then, Arvin. What are we celebrating tonight?" She raised her vodka tonic that had magically appeared, in a toast.
"My divorce, I suppose. Or maybe the fact that I'm one year closer to dying and ending my misery?"
Sugar raised one of her faded permanent makeup eyebrows. In reality, they were poorly executed tattoos. "Okay then. Here's to misery and death."
They clinked glasses and gulped more than a polite amount of their hemlock. They remained silent with their heads down, each lost in their own thoughts. The silence dragged on uncomfortably.
Jesus, this guy is more pathetic than me. Sugar cleared that thought from her head and spoke. "Listen, Arvin, I better be getting back to work." I feel crappy enough without him bringing me down any further. Sugar slammed the rest of her drink down and stood to leave.
A startled Arvin quickly stopped her. "Hold on, Sugar." He fumbled for his wallet, pulled out a hundred-dollar bill, and handed it to her. Truck drivers always carried a lot of cash. That's why they got mugged so often. Part of Arvin hoped when his turn came, the muggers would kill him.
"Change your mind, sweetie?" Sugar asked hopefully.
Arvin shook his head sadly. "No, Sugar. Look, I'm sorry I wasted your time. Maybe, well maybe with this..." He said pointing to the folded Andrew Jackson. "You can knock off a little early tonight?" Arvin thought she was as beaten down as he. He didn't think he could be more depressed than when he came in, but he was wrong.
Sugar got a look of genuine gratitude. She understood Arvin, and he, her. "Maybe I'll do that sweetie, maybe I will." Her eyes glistened with tears welling up.
"Look, Sugar. No offense, but we both look like we should get into a different line of work." She had been working the streets too long to take affront. She just smiled wearily and slid the bill into her bra.
"Maybe I'll look you up, if I'm ever back in town?" Arvin whispered as he gazed into her dull colorless eyes. She brushed his cheek lightly. They Both knew, that if they were lucky, it wouldn't ever happen. Then Sugar turned towards the door and headed out into the darkness she somehow found familiar comfort in. No doubt to search for her next john. Arvin signaled the bartender for a refill. It couldn't possibly come quick enough.
Arvin's shitty mood worsened. It was so bad that even two more polished-off drinks couldn't improve it. He decided to keep drinking. Although that strategy had never worked before, he was always hopeful it would someday. Arvin swore once again that he would quit drinking, but then he reminded himself that it was never a good idea to take advice from a drunk truck driver.
Arvin got up and headed for the men's room. If it was the same as he remembered, he would have to hold his breath before he reached the door. The hard part was being able to hold it in until he left. It was, as he suspected, the same. Arvin shook his head sadly. He would need to move fast inside. When he entered, he noticed that there were still no 'for a good time, call' or 'Kilroy was here' graffiti marks. There actually wasn't any graffiti at all. No one wanted to take the extra time it required to scratch anything anywhere inside this dumpster.
Arvin took a couple of deep breaths of what would have to pass for fresh air as soon as he left the cesspool with the "Men's" sign on it and started to work his way back to his welcoming and familiar stool. There was a woman, sitting on the one next to his.
When he reclaimed his seat, she turned and gave him the most enchanting smile he had ever experienced. He was so overcome by her beauty it caused him to freeze. Arvin could only gawk at her, as his voice escaped him. Arvin's mouth was opening and closing, but nothing would come out. The wonder of her aura filled his being. Her substance was of the nature that would cause poets to go insane after failing to adequately characterize her beauty. If perfection existed considering the human form, her's was it.
In fact, it was too perfect. To Arvin, every different feature of her body was copied from a movie star he had lusted after as a young teenager. She had Marilyn Monroe's vulnerability and welcoming blue eyes. Raquel Welch's perfectly symmetrical face. This vision's skin was as flawless as Ann Margaret's. Mansfield's blonde hair, Van Doren's cleavage, and Sophie Loren's smoldering sexuality finished off her persona.
Arvin could literally see an aura surrounding this glorious creature. None of the six or seven other losers in the bar seemed to have noticed her at all. Was she a hallucination that only he could, see? He doubted it, as he wasn't nearly that drunk, yet.
As soon as he looked into his second seatmate of the evening's eyes, he became mesmerized by their bright piercing blue color. It almost hurt to stare into them. They also displayed a great deal of intelligence that he found intimidating, but more importantly, to Arvin, he could feel them looking straight into his soul. He felt this beauty could read his life story and innermost thoughts. He shivered involuntarily.
"Hi, Arvin. I've been waiting for you."
He failed to respond, as he was still hypnotized by this intriguing personification of living perfection. No human being ever looked this perfect. His paralysis became uncomfortable for both of them.
After a painfully extended amount of time, Arvin finally was able to cobble together a few words. "Uh- umm, h-how did you know my name?"
"That's not really important, is it? She breezily dismissed his inquiry. "I've been looking for you. I need to talk with you about some things." She gave him a classic Mona Lisa smile that further disturbed Arvin.
He quickly flashed back to an uncomfortable evening he spent with Auburn and a bunch of her techie friends on a rare trip home. Auburn wasn't a techie herself. She was just a receptionist at one of the tech companies in the valley. He figured hanging with them just made her feel important. They were having a spirited discussion about the meaning of Mona Lisa's smile. Arvin didn't really understand Valley Speak, so his ability to comprehend the argument was only exceeded by his indifference to it.
Finally, one of the twenty to thirty-something geniuses Auburn liked to surround herself with, asked his opinion. Arvin innocently replied that he always thought it meant, 'I know something, you don't.' The room got silent. You would have thought that he had farted in church. The trouble with being smart, Arvin Supposed, was that you had to make everything more complicated than it was. They ignored him after that, until he got up and quietly left unnoticed. Later on, when Arvin had put two and two together, he realized the boy wonder, who had asked him the question, turned out to be his replacement.
"I'm making you uncomfortable, aren't I?"
Arvin was jolted from his thoughts. He managed to get out. "Yes, you are." He was still dazed by what was happening. "I don't even know your name, and I sense you already know everything about me. And, why am I the only one in here that seems to even notice you?" A quick glance around confirmed for Arvin that no one was paying attention to what was unfolding between the two of them. The bartender hadn't even appeared to take her drink order. He was idly drying a glass with a towel staring at whatever game was on the television. "Honestly, it's freaking me out."
"Well, my name is Asteria, and the reason no one is looking at me is that I don't look the same to them, as I do to you."
Oh, oh. Arvin gave a furtive glance towards the exit, but before he could make a move, she gently placed her hand over Arvin's. Her touch sent a jolt of heart-stopping electricity throughout his body. After it passed through him, an incredible calm came over him.
"I look like this to you Arvin, because I thought it would make you more comfortable. If I came in here looking like I really do, well, let's just say things would have become very weird, very quickly. Are you feeling more at ease now?" Her voice was the most soothing thing he had ever heard. He was terrified and intrigued at the same time. Kind of like watching a train wreck.
Arvin could only nod his head. What the hell is happening here?
"I normally like to ease into things more, but I don't have a lot of time, so let me explain how I got here and why I have come to speak with you. Would that be all right?" He nodded again. Asteria then went on an extended monologue.
Arvin wasn't sure how long Asteria had spoken. It could have been ten minutes or ten hours. But it was the most unbelievably fantastic story he had ever heard. He frequently nodded but never interrupted her. He wondered why he didn't feel more emotion. It was the most outlandish and inconceivable story anyone ever uttered. He should have been stunned and in shocked disbelief. Had he been smart, Arvin thought he should have bolted for the door a while ago. But, Asteria still grasped his arm, and Arvin didn't want the pulsating pleasure sensations washing through him to stop. He hadn't felt anything in so long that this felt so good.
But as she told her story, it seemed to Arvin that it was an almost casual recital of her everyday life, not some fantastic story she was making up. He noticed Asteria never let go of his hand until she was finished. By the time she was done though, Arvin was ninety-five percent sure he was in love with her.



"Arvin, Arvin?" She was snapping her fingers in front of his face. "Do you understand?" Then she let go of his hand.
"Yes, yes, I'm sorry." He shook his head to free the cobwebs of illusion that had replaced his mind. "So, let me see if I understand this. You have traveled from a solar system 100 light years away. Ahh, I think you said we called it, TOI 700?" Asteria nodded enthusiastically. "I think you said the exoplanet 'e' in that system, specifically? Again, she nodded, impressed that he retained this information.
"But tell me then. How did you find us?"
"We didn't. You found us. We just never thought to focus our resources on this remote relatively sparsely populated corner of what you refer to as the Milky Way. Once we recognized with random broad band scans that elements necessary to support intelligent life existed, we implemented concentrated pulse scans in this quadrant, and realized that, although with very crude methodology, you were watching us."
"Okay, and now you've come to warn us about our future, about losing our humanity in our race to travel beyond our planet, seeking answers to all the great philosophical questions about man's existence. Oh, yeah, and the existence of a deity, or is there order and meaning to life in the universe? That sort of thing?"
"Yes, yes. Oh my, I wasn't sure you were really paying attention."
"I was. Now moving on here. You've come from what is obviously a technologically far more superior civilization than ours, traveling untold light years. And, in order to accomplish this mission, as I think you described it. You've decided that the best place to start is with a broken-down, soon-to-be alcoholic truck driver, in a seedy bar in Fremont. Why not start, say, with one of the hundreds of institutes of higher learning, intellectual think tanks, or capitals of the world. Or, maybe even the Wall Street Journal?"
"That, Arvin, is an excellent question. The best way for me to explain it is to use one of your quaint little colloquialisms. 'From little acorns, come mighty oaks.'"
"Huh?"
"I guess I was stretching things there with that one. Let me see. What, do you think would happen if, say, we landed a giant spaceship, as you call them, in the middle of the National Mall in Washington DC?"
"Hmmm, I guess, I see your point."
"Right, and besides, it will be millions of your calendar years before your species will have the technology to harvest and process the natural resources currently existing in your solar system in order to accommodate interstellar travel. Never mind the vast depth of knowledge required to accomplish this. All that we would achieve would be to throw your world into an unprecedented and unfathomable period of chaos.
"So, over the next 10,000 or so of your solar years, which will be very critical in the development of your species, we are going to plant acorns, as it were, across your globe, in people that have lost the ability to feel mortal emotions. I will admit, that most of your species that we work with are usually individuals so absorbed in sciences and new technologies that they have lost the ability to feel joy, love, and any other myriad of necessary emotions to complete your human experience. One of the most important, believe it or not, is to feel pain."
"Pain?"
"Yes, pain, sorrow, fear, anguish, even terror. All those are necessary feelings, life experiences if you will. You used to sustain them, Arvin. Now you have anesthetized yourself to the point that you feel nothing. Well, nothing but self-loathing anyway. They are as essential for human survival on earth as are water and the atmosphere. That's why I'm here to help you."
"I don't think I understand you, Asteria. I have felt all of those. They destroyed me. Don't they crush the humanity out of you? If I never feel them again, it would be fine with me."
"Your wrong, Arvin." Asteria saw him bristle at her rebuke, so she asked him. "If I'm wrong, tell me the last time you felt real happiness, joy, love, even contentment?"
He couldn't remember. "Maybe, it's just because I don't deserve to feel those?"
Asteria gently touched his cheek with her hand, and the same breathtaking heart-stopping charge of energy flooded every inch of him, every nerve ending, every pore seemed to be alive. It made an orgasm seem insignificant by comparison.
"Yes, you do, Arvin. I'm going to give you the secret to life. You can't feel happiness unless you are capable of sorrow. You can't feel love unless you understand hate. If you can do no wrong, how do you know what is right? If you can't be hurt and hurt badly, how can you ever hope to experience real joy and wonder." Asteria sighed, hopeful that he understood but doubtful because its obvious simplicity eluded most, especially deep thinkers who needed to complicate the simplest ideas.
"Technology is not a panacea for every human failing, Arvin. It is merely a tool for mankind to use for its general betterment. We made that mistake long ago. It took thousands of years to correct it. At first, we thought that if we passed laws to right all perceived wrongs, we would be better off. When that didn't work, we tried to erase all evidence of past failures.
"When that didn't work either, we focused on eliminating words and language that might offend. Still, that didn't change our downward spiral. We assumed that the loudest voices had to be right. So, listening to those whose shouts were close to our beliefs, we fought amongst ourselves, splintering into ever smaller cliques, finally dissolving into chaos and stagnation. Your so-called 'dark ages' might be a good reference for you as to what we experienced. Only instead of centuries of darkness, we experienced several millennia of blackness.
"The real tragedy for your mankind was, of course, the loss of so much accumulated human knowledge as you wandered aimlessly through the darkness. It should serve as a warning to your planet that it can happen again. It probably will unless you are very careful."
"What about the existence of a deity or God?"
"Ahh. Believe it or not, we are still seeking the answer to that question. We have progressed millions of years beyond where you are in your species' development and we have found through the natural and physical sciences, answers that demonstrate a clear rational biological path to existence. We can even replicate life forms. We have found answers to everything except for one simple, yet enigmatical actuality. Why?"
"Maybe we aren't meant to know the answer?"
"Oh my, a truck driver philosopher. You surprise me, Arvin Hayward. I think all is not yet lost for you." She touched him again. And the result was the same as previously. "You know, Arvin, under different circumstances I think even I could fall in love with you."
"Well, Asteria, I think I might already be in love with you. You make me feel things I haven't felt in a long time. Some I've never felt."
"You're so sweet. But it's time for me to move along. I have a lot to do before I leave..."
"Wait, but why even bother with me? I'm a nothing, a nobody. I am not important to anyone."
"Not yet, Arvin." There was that damned smile again.
Whatever she had done to him must be working, because he suddenly felt a long buried and deep sense of sorrow. "So, that's it? You stroll in here, change my life, make me fall in love with you, then, poof" Arvin snapped his fingers abruptly. "You disappear?" He shook his head bitterly. "Or, are you really just a hallucination? Brought on by way too much cheap liquor."
With his last declaration, Asteria stood. Her face morphed into a smoldering apparition of pure lust. She grabbed Arvin's face in both hands feeding him twice the fiery kinetic energy as before. She planted an open mouth kiss on his lips that was both angelic and devilish. His eyes closed involuntarily, his arms pulling her impossibly closer as if he were trying to climb inside her, just so he could feel more of her incredible energy. Though in reality, he was hanging on for dear life. The kiss went on and on. Arvin felt as if he were floating on a cloud.
When he opened his eyes, Asteria was staring back at him. He felt all the energy inside her flowing into him through them. They were once blue, but now they were a kaleidoscope of colors and bright lights seemingly endless in scope. It was as if he was witnessing the 'big bang theory' in silent slow motion, all inside his head.
He sensed as if all of the millions of years of collective knowledge from Asteria was being transferred to him through her eyes. For a fleeting moment, he thought he was dying. And he was comfortable with it, had it been the case.
She slowly pried her lips from his. Arvin was instantly transported back to real-time and place. He was speechless. He glanced around the room to see who had observed this incredible spectacle. No one had. It was as if they were invisible to the mundane world.
"Did that feel like a hallucination, my sweet Arvin?"
He could only shake his head as words still escaped him. Finally, painfully, pleadingly a few words came to him. "You can't go now. Not now." His eyes were filling with tears. Something he hadn't been able to do in years.
"I have to, Arvin. In a sense, you are right. I am an apparition. We were perfect for a moment in time. That was not an illusion. But that is all it will ever be. And, I didn't make you fall in love with me. I simply made you capable of loving again." Her compassion was sincere. She smiled warmly but not intimately. "I have another appointment nearby. Then I will be not even a memory, but perhaps only a dream to you." The last was spoken softly and with a knowing sorrow. Asteria turned away and quickly glided out the door.
Arvin, startled, almost slid off his seat. Oh wow. Did I fall asleep? He shook his head and checked his watch. Seriously? It's been more than an hour since Sugar left. Man, I have got to stop doing this to myself. An hour I can't remember. Pull yourself together, guy. Arvin started to signal for another round, then changed his mind and called out, for a cup of coffee, black. Had that coffee service been right there on the back bar all along, or did it just appear?
When the server returned, with his steaming cup, he spoke to Arvin. "You doing okay, man? You seem to have been lost in your own world since Sugar left. You need help with anything?" Arvin shook his head. "I'm not trying to get into your business, friend, but drinking alone like that, ain't really good. I'm glad you asked for coffee. I was getting worried about you."
"Thanks...thanks for caring. I think I'll be fine now." The young man nodded at Arvin and headed back to his post. Arvin wasn't really sure he'd be okay at all. He got his coffee, which tasted surprisingly good. He turned back to his thoughts about what had happened to his life. And, for the first time in a long time, started thinking about his future.
He glanced up at the large mirror in the back bar and saw someone he didn't recognize staring back at him. What he saw was a tired, wrinkled, overweight shell of a man, with thinning gray hair. It used to be brown with flecks of gray. Now it was the other way around. And the eyes. His eyes were dead. Well, shit! His feeble attempt at self-evaluation was interrupted before he could come to any definitive conclusions.
"Is this stool taken?"
Arvin leaned forward and glanced quickly down the bar to confirm that the row of worn-out barstools was still empty, then looked at his latest companion. "No, but it has been a popular seat tonight. So, you better sit quickly." Arvin indicated with his palm up, at the adjacent stool. It was in a little better condition than his. Maybe that's why it was so popular.
"It must be your magnetic personality that does it, then." Quipped the still-nameless kibitzer.
Arvin gave an appreciative snort and wordlessly studied the woman before him.
She broke the awkward standoff. "Overcome by my beauty, right? It happens to me all the time." She tilted her head and laughed infectiously. She struck a caricature of a runway model's pose with her hands on her rather large shapeless hips, then seated herself. Still laughing, she stuck her hand out. "Sonoma, Sonoma Tracy, at your service."
Arvin failed to verbalize anything but did manage to shake her hand, all the while staring into Sonoma's ocean-blue eyes. He couldn't let go of her hand until the jolt of electricity he felt had coursed its way through his entire being. Why did that feel familiar? He finally managed to stutter. "Uh, A-A-Arvin, Arvin Tracy...you're beautiful."
Sonoma broke out in her contagious laugh. "Wow, Arvin Tracy, you are smooth...but when's the last time you had your eyesight checked? No offense, but I look like a younger version of you!" She couldn't stop laughing as the bored bartender finally arrived to take her drink order.
"Give me a PBR, draft, please." Both Arvin and the barman raised their eyebrows questioningly. Arvin shrugged his shoulders, and the young man scurried off to draw a Pabst Blue Ribbon from the tap.
"So, what do you do, Arvin? Wait, don't tell me, let me guess." She made a show of closely studying his entire manner from head to toe. "Trucker, probably an over-the-road guy, right?"
"Whoa, is it that obvious? You're a genius."
"Naw, just a rocket scientist." She spoke playfully, her eyes sparkling. "You Shouldn't give me too much credit though. Because your left arm is as tan as a lifelong naturist, and your right looks like a cadaver's." She lightly touched each as she spoke, sending shivers through Arvin once again. "That, and your paunch matches mine." She grabbed a handful of her ample belly familiarly and giggled. I guess we both spend a lot of time sitting down. So, there you go?"
"Ouch, I guess this is where I'm supposed to be insulted and point out to you, that I still wear the same size jeans I wore in high school." He quickly grasped his love handles, followed by his stomach. "But back then though, all this didn't use to hang over my waistline!" They laughed together.
"Uhh, you drive too?"
"No, I just sit for 10-12 hours a day staring at a computer screen eating junk food and drinking sodas. I break the monotony by periodically tapping on a keyboard, not very exciting to you, I suppose." She left her hand resting comfortably on Arvin's aptly described cadaver arm. She took another sip of her PBR. She pinched her face again as she swallowed.
Arvin shook his head and waved the bartender over. When he arrived, Arvin directed. "Sonoma, order what you really want to drink, please?"
"Sorry, I thought that line was a good icebreaker, heard it in an old movie, I think. But to be honest, I'm really more of a red wine enthusiast."
"Frankly, Sonoma, in this place, you're taking a bigger risk on the wine than something from the tap." Arvin felt something unfamiliar. He was enjoying himself.
"I'll plant a tree then."
That statement confused him, but he didn't pursue it. It seemed to Arvin that every time Sonoma smiled, the bar got a little brighter.
Arvin nodded at the barkeep, and he scampered off to find a bottle of red wine that might be buried somewhere in the backroom. The kid returned shortly with an actual wine glass with what looked like actual red wine in it. He hoped the bartender hadn't just poured a little catsup in a glass and thinned it with tap water. Oh well, it wouldn't take long to find out.
Sonoma took a sip of the velvety red liquid. She didn't spit it out or grimace. "So, tell me, Arvin. Why are you here tonight, drinking alone, and looking like someone ran over your cat?"
"I could ask you the same question." He said it impishly, then panicked that he might have offended her. "Uh, I uh, I didn't mean to imply that you looked like someone ran over your cat or anything. I mean, I think you look great!" Oh, for God's sake, Arvin, just relax.
Sonoma gave more of a snort than a laugh. "We are really, really, going to need to get your eyes checked, Big Guy." It took her five minutes to stop laughing. She almost choked on her wine a couple of times. "I don't know what's come over me. I'm normally not this glib."
Arvin was fixated on her smile. He found it addictive. Sonoma was a little confused but delighted. She wasn't used to having this effect on men.
"Where are you from, Sonoma?"
"Oh, nowhere in particular. My parents moved around a lot with their various jobs. I was home schooled until I went to college. So, I'm not really from any place."
"So, Arvin. What's your elevator speech?"
"Huh?"
"You know, it's where you tell me your whole life story from start to finish like you were on a two-minute elevator ride."
"Oh, I see. Well, I won't even need the whole two minutes for that. I've never done anything that I haven't screwed up. I'm a borderline alcoholic who, if I'd had any courage at all, would have killed myself long ago." He triumphantly took another sip of coffee. When he looked up, he was surprised to see Sonoma, still seated next to him, looking thoughtful. Hmm. She didn't run for the door?
"I see. So, Arvin. I guess we are dealing with some self-esteem issues then, am I right?"
He couldn't help himself. It was his turn to burst out laughing. Even the bartender and a couple of semi-comatose drunkards were staring at the two of them. "Well, I guess I'm exaggerating a bit. I'm a pretty good truck driver, for whatever that's worth."
"Oh, Arvin, I'm envious of you. The places you've been and things you must have seen. This country is so big, and beautiful, with such diverse scenery, cultures, and opportunities. I've always wanted to see it up close and personal, but never have. I fly over it occasionally. I've seen the Grand Canyon, but only from the air. I've lost track of how many times I've watched the Rocky Mountains pass by below as I flew above, but I have never stepped foot in them. The Great Lakes look magnificent from an airplane, but I want to stand on the shore of Lake Michigan. I want to swim in the Gulf of Mexico from a Florida beach. What a dreary waste. Yes, I'm very jealous of your life, Arvin."
Arvin put his head down, and for the first time in several years, he realized he too, was wasting time. "You know, Sonoma. I've driven through, around, and on those places, and a lot more. But, to be honest, I haven't experienced them any more than you have." He'd been viewing himself as a failure but was starting to recognize he had failed at the wrong things. Those were sobering thoughts, so he shut them down.
"Well, Sonoma, it's your turn to give me your elevator speech now."
"Hah! I'm afraid mine is much more boring than yours." She paused to think for a moment. "I am an only child. From the time I was a little girl, I was raised by my parents to be an aerospace engineer. Both my parents were engineers working in the aerospace field. They worked at Boeing, Lockheed, General Dynamics, and Northrup Grumman at various times during their careers.
"When I was ten years old, my parents told me I was going to work for NASA. It wasn't a discussion, I was told. By the time I was twenty-one, I had qualified for Cal Tech's Aerospace Ph.D. Candidacy Program. I graduated high school at sixteen, then completed my undergraduate work in Astronautics at Stanford by nineteen. I completed my Graduate work in eighteen months and then attended Cal Tech. Now I work for NASA.
"I don't tell you this to impress you with my intellect. I tell you this because I've never had a life. I wasn't allowed to date in high school, I didn't belong to any clubs, and I never went out for sports. My entire life was planned out for me by my parents. I didn't even have a boyfriend until my junior year at Stanford. I brought him home one time to meet my parents. After they got through with him, I never saw him again." The longer she spoke, the angrier she became.



"I'm thirty-one years old and still a virgin. I've worked for NASA for eight damn years and never had a vacation. I go to work, I go home. Heat something in the microwave, go to sleep, and then I go back to work..." She started to break down and cry. "People call me a genius, but I'm the dumbest person I know."
"Whoa, Sonoma, take a breath..."
"Hey! I still have fifteen seconds left." She smiled ruefully, shaking her head regretfully at the same time.
"Do you at least enjoy what you do?"
"That's the root of the problem, Arvin. I don't know! I've never known anything else." She interrupted her sniffling to take a sip of her wine. "I know the work is important and all. But shouldn't I have had some say in my own life?"
"You know, Sonoma. In a way, I know exactly how you feel. Most of the time I feel like an innocent bystander to my own life. Other people made decisions for me that...well, I guess we really aren't all that different."
She laughed harshly. "I'll trade you my life for yours."
Arvin thought that her last comment was debatable. "Out of curiosity, and based on what you've told me, how the heck did a rocket scientist wind up in a bar in Fremont sitting next to a broken-down, fat old trucker?"
This time Sonoma's laugh was bright. "I'm really not sure. I haven't been here before. I just felt the overwhelming urge for a glass of wine, and this was the first bar I saw. Weird, huh?" She appeared a little confused about her timeline. "I missed my flight out of Albuquerque so I could only get one into Sacramento. I rented a car there and started for home. I stopped on the pass for a quick bite then...well, then here I am."
"Well, in any case, I'm glad you're here sitting next to me. I'm actually having fun." His eyes sparkled with life.
"Arvin, maybe I don't have a right. But, what happened? How did you come to this place? Not the bar, but in your life?"
This time, when Arvin read off the litany of his failures, it was more like he was reciting a shopping list instead of playing a funeral dirge of self-flagellation. It didn't hurt nearly as much as it used to.
"Damn, Arvin, your Ex was a really evil bitch!" He started to protest, but she stopped him. "I know you've been blaming yourself, but it took two of you to get her pregnant. Did she ever tell you even once that she was unhappy? I mean, all she had to do was say she wanted a divorce. If not that, did she suggest counseling, trying to work out some compromise so she could go to school? I mean really, that was a cold-blooded thing she did. She actually moved into another man's bed with your child. I'd a slapped that bitch into tomorrow. Really!"
Arvin actually laughed about it for the first time, but Sonoma saw a flash of sorrow and regret cross his face. "What, Arvin?"
"I'll never forgive myself for giving up on my kid, though." Tears started to well up in his eyes.
Sonoma put her arms around him, pulled her to her chest, and gave him a long hug. It gave him a warm feeling all over. No one had ever made him feel like that before.
"All is not yet lost for you, Arvin." She whispered in his ear. A startled Arvin looked bemused at Sonoma.
Their shared moment was interrupted by the bartender's arrival, "last call, folks. "How about it, Arvin. Top off your coffee?" The pot was already in his hand, and he began to pour more into Arvin's mug without waiting for a response. How about you, young lady? More wine?"
"No, maybe just some coffee, thanks," Sonoma responded, sounding more than a little apprehensive. The bartender had another mug with him. Kind of a proactive sort of guy.
Sonoma began to sip the medium roast and spoke tentatively. "So, where are you staying, Arvin."
"My rig is at the truck stop just around the corner. I have a sleeper cab..."
"You live in your truck?" She asked incredulously, as they walked outside after the barkeep kicked them out.
"I'm only home one day a year, so I don't need much."
"Okay, we'll go to my place. I've got a bed big enough for the both of us. It's not far. I live just across the Dumbarton, off Hamilton. My rental car is right here." She unlocked the doors and motioned for Arvin to get in the passenger seat.
But before he climbed in, he leaned on the roof. "Sonoma, you told me that you worked for NASA. But, you never said what you do for them."
"I work for their Active SETI operation. Well, really, I'm contracted to the SETI Institute, but...
"SETI?"
"The Search for Extra Terrestrial Intelligence."
"What, you're looking for ET?"
"Basically. We use the Allen Telescope Array to listen and try to find radio signals created by intelligent life out in the universe."
"Wow, that sounds interesting."
"I guess it might be?"
Arvin gave a little snort. "Have you found anything exciting?"
"I may have. Normally we set the array to listen in the vicinity of closer stars. However, I got some interesting information on a system called TOI 700 from the James Webb Telescope data dump, so I fiddled around and pointed the array in its general direction. It's more than 100 lightyears away. Anyhow, I found some odd signal patterns there."
Arvin started scanning the sky. "Where is it?"
"It's in the Dorado Constellation and only visible from the Southern Hemisphere, Arvin. Now get in the car. I'm getting cold."
"Yes, Mom." He retorted but opened the door and sat inside as instructed. This was one very interesting woman.
They drove in virtual silence. Each lost in thought. When they reached the bridge, Arvin broke the stillness. "What are we doing here, Sonoma? I'm eleven or twelve years older than you."
"Good, then you should know what you're doing." She replied softly, then laughed nervously.
"Seriously, Sonoma. Look at me." Brad Pitt, I ain't."
"Yeah, well, I'm not...well...I really don't know who I'm not, but as long as your eyesight doesn't improve by the time we get into bed, it will be all right."
"Okay then, you're the boss." He sighed cautiously.
"You're a quick learner, Arvin Hayward. A very quick learner." She looked at him in the darkness, broken only by the intermittent glow from passing lights, and gave him a Mona Lisa smile. Arvin just shivered a little, turned, and looked out his window. Arvin looked north up the Bay. In the far distance, he could see the Bay Bridge silhouetted by its lights, as the fog hadn't settled down onto the water yet.
He could see the lights of Downtown San Francisco. The descending fog was just touching the tops of its tallest buildings. The Transamerica beacon light was somewhat obscured, but still visible through the haze. He could even see parts of the Oakland skyline to the East.
There were a few container cargo ships, slowly making their way North before turning to the west to make their run through the Gate to unknown parts of the world. But, not before having first traversed the calm waters of San Francisco Bay. Their twinkling running lights added to the overall beauty and symmetry of the twenty-four-hour life cycle of the harbor. He was tempted to roll down his window to see if he could hear the mournful blasts from the ocean-going vessels' fog horns like he used to do when he was a kid. It was almost a living, breathing entity. He hadn't thought about that in forever. It sent a rush of mixed emotions through him, bringing a tear to his eyes.
Funny, he thought. I've crossed this bridge hundreds of times and never appreciated how beautiful all this is. Maybe that's the difference between being alone and being lonely. He looked across at Sonoma. She didn't notice him, seemingly focused on her driving. Unbeknown to Arvin, Sonoma was having similar emotions, but she had wasted too much time to back out now. Arvin just sighed and settled back into his seat, staring at the headliner above him.
Arvin had fooled himself into believing he had stopped living when Auburn divorced him. He now recognized that it was long before that occurred. What a waste. He was so very tired.
If this had been a Hollywood movie production, then the night that Sonoma and Arvin spent together in her bed would have been one of wonder, as the souls of the two lovers became one. Their passionate lovemaking would have been filmed through a diffusion filter as two perfectly shaped human forms. They would have been covered in a light sheen of sweat, caused by their perfectly choreographed athletic movements, glistening in the moonlight, as they whispered words of endearment to one another during the brief interludes when their lips parted. Chests heaving, eyes closed in longing and heavenly ecstasy, until they collapsed, finally. Sated, at least for the moment, as they fell into a deep and untroubled sleep, still intertwined. The ancient Gods and Goddesses of love looking down divinely on the reposed loving and cherished pair.
But, that's not what it was. In reality, it was two tired, overweight, out-of-shape, and slightly inebriated people with damaged psyches, fumbling their way through their inexperience and fears. It was largely an uncomfortable act, although completed in the biblical sense, for both of them. But for different reasons. One had never been in this position before, and the other was trying to remember when he'd last been.
Less than thirty minutes after climbing into Sonoma's bed, they were both in a troubled sleep. Their individual fears and doubts locked in mortal combat with their renewed hopes and possibilities.
In the morning, sleepy-eyed and slightly hung over, they were seated, somewhat embarrassed, across from one another at Sonoma's small kitchen table. They stared into their coffee mugs not sure what to say. Arvin wearing only his boxer shorts and a faded T-shirt, Sonoma in her tattered robe and pastel blue bunny slippers. Now what?
Sonoma cleared her throat. "So, Arvin, are we supposed to come up with cute little pet names for us to call each other now?"
Arvin gave a wane smile. "I'm sorry, Sonoma. I guess it wasn't what you thought it would be?"
"That's true, but on the other hand, it wasn't so bad that I don't want to try it again." She was smiling impishly at him. He put his head down, sadly. "Arvin, look at me. I'm a grown woman, responsible for myself. I can't blame others for my feelings. I'm pretty sure if we weren't both so tired, drunk, and scared, it would have gone differently. I'm betting that the next time, it will be great!" She raised her cup to him in salute. "And, if not, I'm sure there are YouTube videos we could watch!" She continued to crack herself up. A red-faced Arvin just sat silently, shaking his head.
They talked easily after that, mostly about safe inane subjects. Arvin asked her again where she was from. She gave the same vague answer about being from nowhere. They were almost finished with their coffee when Sonoma, fumbling around trying to find the right words, got more serious.
"So, Arvin, I've read that there are a lot of over the road driver teams, some are couples, others married, is that true?" She reverted to the shy young girl she used to be.
"Yes."
"You said you were a good driver, right?"
"Yessss?" He was starting to catch on.
"So, you could probably teach me, right?"
"So, what are you going to do, Sonoma, just bail on your life? Disappear from your world?" He couldn't fully believe she was serious. "And, what about your hunt for ET?"
"I suppose I might be, Arvin. But truthfully, isn't that what you've done for the past four years? Maybe it's my turn, now?" She got thoughtful for a moment. "Besides, I think I might have already found what I was looking for."
"What about your parents. What will they think?"
"I haven't spoken to them in more than a year. We kinda had a falling out. Besides, after we get on the road, I might send them a picture of every sight we see and everything we experience. I'll be in every shot you take, giving them the finger!" She gave that laugh again and it warmed Arvin's, once-dead heart.
"You don't take anything seriously, do you Sonoma?" He was laughing with her when he spoke.
"I've wasted too much time already being serious, honey."
Six Years Later:
Arvin and Sonoma Tracy-Hayward nervously walked hand in hand, as they always did, into the unfamiliar and imposing headquarters of the Union Pacific Railroad at 14th and Douglas in Omaha, Nebraska. The fact that they appeared to be an odd couple to others never bothered either of them. They were wearing the same shirt. Sonoma always insisted that they dress alike as possible. When she first started in on him with her plan, he was going to make a snide remark, but stopped himself. His thought was, that it was a very high school crush kind of thing to do. Then he remembered that she had never gone through a teenage phase. He just smiled and put up with it. Arvin still found Sonoma's innocence and wonder at the simplest pleasures, invigorating and endearing.
But here, they felt out of place as much as they looked. They approached the reception desk where a smartly dressed, bright and bubbly, young lady greeted them. She seemed almost sincere as she inquired as to their needs. Arvin figured she was going to tell them that truck drivers were supposed to enter the building from the back docks. If the UP was like most companies, they didn't let drivers get further than the dispatcher's office and the god-awful smelling porta potties next to it.
"Ah, I would, um, I would like to speak with Mr. Davis-Anderson." Arvin had tried to keep his nervousness out of his speech, but he failed miserably.
"I see, and do you have an appointment?" She was now acting very formally in her response. She kept glancing over to see if the lobby security guard was awake.
Sonoma cut in sharply. "No, but tell him his father, Arvin Hayward, is here to see him. And please be quick about it." Sonoma wasn't out of place now. "My husband is a busy man." She understood the company she was in. Arvin just cringed, so Sonoma squeezed his hand tighter.
The receptionist, who was nobody's fool, still wasn't completely convinced these interlopers were telling the truth. Sonoma studied the girl's face closely. She could tell the receptionist was weighing the risk versus the reward for bothering Mr. Davis-Anderson. He was one of the young up-and-coming IT analytic lions at UP, so the girl needed to be careful. Sonoma gave a little smile of victory when the now, not-so-snotty girl picked up the office com and made the call. It was answered promptly.
"Ah, Mr. Davis-Anderson..."
"Helena, how many times have I told you to please call me DA?" He interrupted briskly.
"Ahh, yes sir, I'm sorry. There is a gentleman here who says he's your father. And he wishes..."
"My dad?"
"Yes. A Mr. Arvin Hayward. He's with his wife."
There was an extended but alert silence from DA that hung in the air.
Mr...I mean, DA, are you still there?"
A few seconds later, after having collected himself, DA finally managed to speak. "Ahh, ok. Yes, I see. I will be right down."
Helena knew there was much more than met the eye to this upcoming encounter. She wanted to know more, so instead of directing Arvin and Sonoma to the bank of chairs across the lobby, she said. "He'll be right down." This should be good. She thought to herself and folded her arms. She gave Sonoma a tight smile.
Ten minutes ticked by. Arvin glanced around nervously. He fidgeted with the newer gold band on his ring finger. He noticed that instead of the one bored-looking security guard they had passed at the entrance, there were now six much younger, fitter, and highly attentive guards in suits and ties watching them.
Sonoma could feel Arvin's anxiety level rise dramatically. She was afraid if his son didn't appear soon, Arvin would bolt for the door. She let go of his hand and wrapped herself tightly around Arvin's right arm. "It will be alright, Arvin. Courage now." She hoped it sounded more confident than she felt.
"Damn, Sonoma, would you look at him. That used to be me a hundred years ago."
Sonoma followed Arvin's gaze down the hallway and saw a tall, professionally dressed, confident, handsome young man coming their way. He didn't look pleased as he gave a tight nod to one of the security guys as he passed by him.
"Wow, Arvin. I should have met you a long time ago!" Sonoma said as she playfully punched him on the shoulder. She was impressed with the stone-faced young executive purposefully striding their way. He looked like he had just finished a cover shoot for Success Magazine.
"What can I do for you, Mr. Hayward?"
Arvin's already weakened resolve took another direct hit, but Sonoma grabbed him even tighter. "You know who I am?"
"Of course, I do. You look like the guy that used to stop by the house every now and then when I was little. I might even have an old photo or two of you laying around somewhere in a shoebox packed away in a closet." His anger was building. "I haven't really seen you in over ten years. What do you want?" His resentment and suspicion were clearly evident.
I-I-I just wanted to say I'm sorry. You deserved better from me."
"Yes, I did." He spat out. "And, so did my mother." Campbell's eyes never blinked nor wavered from Arvin's.
"Yes, yes, she did. I might argue with how she did it. But she was basically a good person." Sonoma kicked his ankle, hard. "And yes, she did deserve better than I could give her.
"I'd like to explain all that to you someday, Cam." DA noticeably flinched at the familiarity. "Not to make excuses. Just clarify. But, for now. I just wanted to tell you how sorry I am, and...and ask you a question." Arvin was trying fiercely to stifle tears. The dark and unpleasant memories he thought Sonoma had buried for him long ago, were fighting their way back to the surface. "I sometimes wondered if she did it more for herself, which is what she insisted, or really for you. I wanted to believe it was, and not a selfish act on her part. I've hoped that was true for all these years, anyway."
Arvin was losing the battle to smother the resurgent mental images of his past failures. "It's why I didn't fight for you, or anything." Tears streamed down Arvin's cheeks. He had lost his struggle for composure. He didn't care. "Either way, it was better than I could do for you." He had nothing more left in him. His inadequacies were exposed to all. "Was it better, Cam? Was it?" He pleaded. He had to know.
Campbell nodded solemnly. He had looked forward to this day. For years, actually. He dreamed of how he might cut down the man that abandoned him if he ever got the chance. To make certain that the piece-of-shit who never gave him the time of day, paid the price. However, as he looked at the humbled man before him, he couldn't do it. He may never know why, if he did that.
"Yes, yes it was better." He whispered. "Mom and Dad are still together. They still live on West Coast, so we don't see them much these days." He met Arvin's sad eyes. "It was good, better I mean." There was no rancor in his voice now. Only sorrow and confusion.
Arvin simply nodded his head. An interminable silence followed. No one seemed to know what to do or say next. Even the several witnesses to their little drama shifted uncomfortably, unsure if it was over. Helena's office com was going off incessantly, red and orange lights flashing; and completely ignored by her. Campbell appeared to be lost in deep thought.
Sonoma saved the day. "I'm Sonoma, the elocutionist's wife." She quickly thrust her hand out to shake Campbell's hand, who thankfully reciprocated. Sonoma thought, even if his handshake was only to break the razor-like tension, it helped. "Usually, the big guy is a little more, well, ah erudite, but..."



DA quickly studied the short portly woman with a truck driver's tan standing before him. Somehow, she seemed out of place. She was dressed similarly to most of the truckers that came in and out of the UP facilities. Her cherubic face had a definite look of intelligence. Her eyes sparkled as she spoke with him. He was immediately drawn to her. He could see where Arvin would be also. It wasn't though, what he expected. Based on what he thought of his real father, he would have expected him to arrive with a big-boobed, bleached blonde hooker lookalike. No, this plump, obviously sharp woman who exuded mental acumen was something else again.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Sonoma." A now smiling Campbell quickly interrupted his thoughts. He looked at Arvin thoughtfully. After a brief hesitation, he made a decision. "Are you guys going to be around for a few days?"
Arvin started to say something, but Sonoma silenced him with a sharp elbow to his ribs. "Yes, we are. Several days, in fact." Arvin didn't look at her, but he could feel her eyes burning holes in the side of his head. He was afraid that if this conversation went on much longer, he would need to go to the emergency room, what with all the hits he was taking from Sonoma.
"Good." Campbell smirked and dug into his coat pocket. He pulled out a card and jotted something on the back of it. He handed it to Sonoma. "My cell is on the front. The address is on the back. Why don't you come around on Saturday? Say elevenish?" Campbell was again staring judiciously at Arvin. "We're having a little barbeque at the house. You can meet your grandchildren. Maybe you'll be a better grandfather than you ever were a dad." He snickered a little. "And, Arvin, people just call me DA now." He turned and left before his emotions got the better of him.
Arvin was stunned. He remained frozen in place, staring at his son's retreating backside. DA stopped at the bank of elevators and stabbed at a button. He looked back at his father. He hadn't meant at all for the conversation to go in that direction. He was probably more surprised than Arvin and Sonoma that it had. DA gave a little wave to them and stepped into the arrived elevator car. He was gone before either could respond in kind.
"Did you hear that, honey? We're grandparents!" Sonoma clapped her hands together joyfully. The sound echoed loudly throughout the silent cathedral-like lobby. Her excitement was infectious. Despite Arvin's angst and confusion as to what had just occurred, he smiled. He gladly let Sonoma lead him out of the lobby into the fresh spring air.
Once outside, Arvin stopped, catching Sonoma off guard so she stumbled a bit, but she held tightly to him. He took a deep breath and studied the surrounding view, as a newborn child would see something for the first time. Immense, beautiful, and full of possibilities. He looked lovingly at his still to him, beautiful wife.
"You know, Sonoma. Something is bothering me. How is it that more than six years after we met, you haven't changed one bit? You look exactly the same. I have more flab, wrinkles, and a mind that is starting to go. Yet you don't even have a single gray hair. You're glowing. How is that possible?"
"Good Genes, I guess?" She offered cautiously.
Arvin snorted at her. "For the thousandth time, Sonoma, where are you from?"
"Why is that such a big deal? I've told you a..."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah. You're from nowhere." Arvin shook his head sadly. Suddenly he blurted out. "Asteria? Is that you?"
A confused Sonoma gave Arvin a perplexed look. "Why would you call me that?" That name, why was it familiar?
"I don't know. It...I really don't know. Maybe an old dream or something."
"Quit being weird and forget all that, Arvin. We have work to do!"
"We do? Like what?"
"Shopping, that's what. We have to start right now to make sure that you're really going to be a better grandfather, than a dad." She gave Arvin that 'don't question me' look of hers, that never failed to instantly melt all his insecurities.
"Shopping?" He was surprised.
"Yes, Arvin, shopping." Sonoma sighed deeply. Even for a male of the species, he was dense. A "Grandparent's principal job is to spoil their grandkids. And we need to sell the truck too. Then find a little place around here with a nice big family-friendly backyard."
"And, what are we supposed to do for money?"
"Arvin, have checked our bank accounts recently? We have plenty of money. Besides, I'm sure we could find something to do around here without too much trouble.
"Oh, yeah, and, one more thing. I'm pregnant."
Seven months later:
Arvin's son, along with his wife and two pre-teen children were crowded into the cramped hospital room to meet the newest edition to the family. The kids gave their favorite grandpa a big squeeze before he settled back into his chair next to grandma. DA quickly quipped. "Hey, Arvin, don't screw it up this time!" He was smiling broadly when he said it, and it was returned equally by Arvin.
Arvin and DA had grown closer, each with a better understanding of the other, over the preceding months. DA even landed Arvin a part time job as a receiving clerk on the back dock. It was only part-time because Arvin needed to be available to pick up his grandkids after school and babysit them until one of their parents got home.
Sonoma found a job too. Or more accurately put, the US Government found her. The next thing she knew she had a job working at the headquarters of the US Strategic Command at Offutt Air Force Base. She couldn't talk about what she did there, but it had something to do with Space Operations and Satellite Reconnaissance. In any case, money was never a problem.
At one point, after Arvin expressed some discomfort at his son calling him by his first name, DA had told Arvin, that he had always called the man that raised him, the man that gave him his opportunity to amount to something, Dad. And, he somehow felt calling Arvin Dad would be disrespectful. Arvin understood and agreed. DA had recently started broaching the subject of Arvin meeting his father and seeing his mom again. Arvin told him he wasn't quite ready for that, but they would see how things progressed in the future.
He was almost fifty now, but Arvin vowed he would be as good a father as there ever was. He had quit drinking the day Sonoma told him he was going to be a dad. He started a diet and exercise routine also. A tired but radiant Sonoma cradled God's latest miracle in her arms. Arvin spoke. "Hey everybody, I want you to meet Asteria. Isn't she beautiful?" Tears of joy rolled unashamedly down his cheeks.
DA smiled brightly. "You named her Asteria? After the Greek goddess of falling stars?"
Arvin and Sonoma just looked at each other lovingly. "Yes."

"And close your lips, child, so softly I might kiss you,


Let your flower perfume out and let the winds caress you.


As I walk on through the garden, I am hoping I don't miss you


If all the things you taste ain't what they seem,


Then don't mind me 'cos I ain't nothin' but a dream."


Follow by Richie Havens, 1967


Song Writer, Jerry Merrick.
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A Conversation of Consequence


Story Sentence: Things spiraled beyond her control.


Author's Note: This is a resubmission of a recently pulled story. I requested Lit to pull it because of a timing issue with another submission. I took the opportunity to do a little editing, but the story hasn't changed at all. So, if you think you recently read this story you did, and you don't need to read it again.


This is another of my stand-alone conversation stories. It's not really original in that it concerns a long-term married wife who wants 'new experiences.' And the conversation she has with her husband about it. To oversimplify things, it is a "hall pass" genre story with a twist.


It's not a really long story. (About 7,750 words). There is not a lot of descriptive sex, no burned bitches or bastards, and no physical harm comes to anyone.

Main Characters:
Husband: Thomas "Tommy" Ventura age 44, married to Bev for 25 years.
Wife: Beverly "Bev" Ventura age 44, married Tommy right out of high school. Mother of 3 teenage children 18-20 living at home and attending college.
Child #1: Perris, aged 20, only daughter, Junior in college.
Child #2: Franklin, son aged 19, a college sophomore.
Child #3: Tracy, aged 18, youngest child, and a recent high school graduate.
Dr. Tennille Adams: Dr. of psychology and licensed family therapist
Story:
Thomas and Beverly Ventura were cleaning up after a very successful Twenty-fifth Anniversary party. This, not coincidentally, was also Bev's forty-fourth birthday. The way Thomas looked at it, he would more readily remember both events (very important for a successful marriage) if they occurred on the same day. On the other hand, if he forgot them, he would only be exposed to the risk of punishment once a year instead of a twice-yearly vulnerability.
They were both exhausted from the planning and execution of the joint celebration, but they were convinced that the over fifty people in attendance, including their three children, had a wonderful time.
Strangely, Tom found himself feeling melancholy about the day. He was having more and more of those type of days recently. He couldn't really put his finger on its cause. It just seemed as if he didn't really enjoy anything as much as he used to. Sometimes he felt as if he was in a fog. It was like he was searching for something that wasn't there anymore. Oh well. He thought. It was probably just a middle age thing. Beverly had seemed a little off to him during the party herself. He dismissed his thoughts and began the mundane task of cleaning up.
"Tommy, do you think we could have an adult conversation tonight?"
Under normal circumstances, an announcement such as this would set off grave alarm bells in the mind of any husband with a reasonable amount of cognizance. It didn't cause Thomas an undue level of concern though. He immediately recognized, of course, that Bev wanted to talk about something consequential. She wouldn't use that provocative opening line to tell him she put a dent in the car.
They had these dialogues two to three times a year. Of course, they occurred much more frequently, early on during the marriage. It was difficult for two individuals as they attempted navigate their way to becoming a single entity that a successful long-term marriage required.
While it usually meant that Bev was unhappy about something, it wasn't all bad news. In every case thus far during their marriage, it ended up with some fantastic makeup sex. That's because the rules of these so-named "adult" conversations were that regardless of how angry or upset the spouse was that called the meeting, it would be held in bed after all the children were asleep. Oh yes, and very importantly, they would both be naked, and they couldn't hide from the other under the covers. They had to be completely exposed to one another. And, most importantly, they had to embrace each other throughout the entirety of the conversation.
Personally, Tommy found it very hard to stay angry at his wife while he cradled her in his arms with her exposed breasts pressed sensually against his chest. To date, this method had successfully resolved every conflict during their marriage. He had no worries that this wouldn't be the case later tonight.
As Tommy was on the receiving end of the meeting request, it was his choice if their nightstand lights would be on or off. He usually chose on, so he could see Bev's breasts rise and fall seductively as her passion for whatever was the subject of the meeting increased. Tonight, for some reason, he chose, off. That turned out to be a prophetic choice on his part.
"Tommy, our last baby just graduated high school and will be going off to college..."
"Well, I'm not sure that 'going off to college' is the right way to describe it, Bev." Tommy interrupted. "I mean, joining Perris and Franklin at the state college fifteen minutes from our house, hardly qualifies?"
"You know what I mean."
He smiled in the darkness. "Yes, honey, I do know what you are saying. Even though they are still living with us, it's like we are turning the page to another chapter in our lives."
Bev quickly raised herself up and kissed Tommy hard on the lips. She made it a point to have her hardened nipples drag lightly across his chest while kissing Tommy. Bev knew that drove him crazy. "I'm so glad you understand and feel it too. It makes what I have to tell you that much easier."
With that pronouncement, and better late than never, the claxon alarm started clanging in Tommy's head. He was happy he chose to turn the lights off. He didn't want his face to give anything away to her.
"Sweetheart, as you know, I have been out of sorts for a while now. And, our love has matured to the point that I believe you will understand where I'm coming from...I mean... there are new things I want to experience..."
"Just say what's on your mind, Bev." He spoke warily.
"Okay, I want to have other experiences...before we get too old...the kids don't need me like they used to..."
"For god's sake, Bev, spit it out!" He said it much louder than he meant to. He recovered quickly and remembered none of the kids were spending the night at home to have heard his outburst. Hmmmm, interesting.
"I want to have other relationships...broaden my horizons, so to speak."
Tommy was ninety-nine percent sure of where this conversation was headed, but he wasn't going to let her off the hook. "Please, Bev, just...tell me...what you want. No more euphemisms, no more stalling. Just fucking say it!" Tommy had never used that word in Bev's presence before, but he suspected he would be using it a lot from now on.
Thomas had always been the steadier of the two. He wasn't prone to fancy or panic in tense situations. He kept an "even keel," as he referred to it. He didn't ever get too high when things were going his way, and he didn't get down when they went against him. As a logistics engineer, he was process-oriented in his work and home life. Beverly, on the other hand, was the more free-spirited of the two. And she was prone to flights of fancy and wore her emotions on her sleeve. She worked for a marketing company, so her personality was well suited to her avocation.
Their two different personality types had always worked well for their relationship. One partner's weakness was the other's strength, as it were. He was sure that symbiotic attribute was to be sorely tested in the coming weeks.
Beverly climbed on top of Thomas, straddling his cock. He was sure she was hoping her toy would rise to the occasion, so she could control what came next. but Bev was disappointed. If it hadn't been so dark and she could have seen the expression on Tommy's face, she might not have proceeded.
"You know what I'm saying, Tommy. Don't play games with me, honey. This is very important to me. However, I want you to know that I would never do something like this...never change the dynamic of our relationship, without your understanding and approval. We've been a team our whole lives together, and this would be no different."
His insides were churning, but he maintained a calm facade. He had slipped into his work persona. "This conversation isn't going any further, until you tell me, clearly and directly, what you want, Beverly."
"Tommy, you know what I'm asking. Please believe me, I'm not telling you." Tom, with some amount of force, pulled Bev off of him and struggled to get up. "All right, Tommy, don't leave. I want to have relationships...Tommy started to rise again. She held him tighter. "Tommy, I've never been with anyone but you. So yes, sex is part of it, but I want to have relations with other men, while I'm still young enough to enjoy it."
At this point, most husbands would be outraged. There would be lots of yelling and screaming, but Tommy was smarter than that. "Tell me why it is so important to you." She hesitated. "Oh, come on Bev. I know you are impulsive, but you're an intelligent and professional woman. You didn't arrive at this conclusion at dinner tonight. You didn't see a handsome young man pass you by the other day and say to yourself, 'I've got to have him.' So, I need your thought process as to how you arrived at this momentous decision before, I can give you, my thoughts."
Now it was Beverly's turn to be surprised. Tommy had a strange look as he spoke. Beverly couldn't really decipher it in the darkness despite being right on top of him. She had anticipated yelling and screaming, hence the kids being out of the house.
Furthermore, she found it a little unsettling that Tommy was correct. She had been considering this for months. She had even discussed it with her best friend Simi, several times as to how she should raise the subject with Tommy. Simi told her she was crazy to have a conversation with her husband about it. She had warned her to cheat covertly, and never, ever, say a word to Tommy about it. Bev briefly considered Simi's suggestion, but she couldn't do that to her Tommy.
"Sweetheart, I turned forty-four today. You know I am an eternal optimist, but even I have to admit that more than half of my life is probably over. I really feel the need to experience emotional relationships with others. I know it's selfish of me, but I feel strongly about it." She paused, expecting Tommy to say something at this point, but he remained silent. "We've done a great job in managing our relationship and raising our children together." At this point, she settled back down into Tommy's arm and draped her leg over his in her familiar position. When he didn't push her away, she continued. "I'm not stupid. I understand that this will hurt you, but you have to know how much I love you. I know that we can manage this together." She paused, expecting him to interrupt, but once again, he did not.
Beverly was slightly put off, but felt emboldened, at the same time. This needed to be a two-way conversation. "Tommy, love, give me your thoughts? I promise I won't do this without your understanding. We are just talking at this point."
Tommy wasn't about to be sucked in though. He couldn't think of anything to say anyway that didn't make him seem like a victim or even worse, a petulant child. Not until she fully explained herself. "Honestly, Bev, your reasoning seems pretty shallow so far, please continue." He spoke curtly.
"I assure you, honey, it isn't about you, or even a physical need. It's purely a self-absorbed emotional indulgence on my part." There was another pause from her, and further silence from him. "I guess it comes down to not wanting to leave anything on the table...Oh crap, I'm not explaining myself right."
She sighed and held him tighter. She even began to shed genuine tears. This was something in her mind that she badly needed to validate her self-worth as a woman. At the same time, she knew it would hurt Tommy tremendously, and she loved him mightily. Maybe she should just forget the whole thing. Even to her, it sounded juvenile at this point. "I know I'm hurting you tremendously, Tommy, and I really don't mean to." Her tears were freely falling onto his chest.
"You know, I think I do understand your position, Beverly. I wish you could give me more, but, I suppose, it isn't really necessary right now. Maybe sometime in the future, after you have thought more about it, we can talk further. You're too thoughtful a person to not have considered the consequences..."
Bev heard something different in his voice. She wasn't sure what it was. Resignation maybe? "I swear, Tommy, it kills me to hurt you like this, but I trust you understand that I don't mean to. And know that I will make it up to you."
You've given me an awful lot to process, Bev. I'm going to sleep now, suddenly I feel very tired...."
But, Tommy, I thought maybe we could..."
"Not tonight, Bev." Those were words neither of them had ever spoken before. He rolled away from her.
"I'm sorry, Tommy." She whispered. Her tears were increasing in intensity. She truly loved him, and she knew she had injured him. Bev was a little surprised that he hadn't put up more of a fight, or at least shown more emotion? She kissed his cheek tenderly and lay back with a sigh.
Beverly was very happy that their talk had gone this well, but was she missing something? She loved Tommy with all her heart. She was already thinking of ways she could demonstrate her love consistently to him as her journey unfolded. His understanding made all the difference in the world to her. Wait a minute, what was it he said about consequences? Reality was slowly edging its way back into her consciousness.
"Uhh, Tommy, what were you referring to when you spoke of consequences? I said I was aware of the hurt I was causing..."
"We'll talk more in the morning, Beverly, goodnight."
Beverly tossed and turned incessantly. She hardly slept at all. Overnight, her mindset changed dramatically. A while ago, she had been so clear and sure of herself, now she was riddled with doubt. Something was terribly off here. She could clearly hear the slow rhythmic breathing coming from Tommy. He appeared to have quickly fallen into a deep and restful slumber. If he was hurting so badly, how could he do that? Men are such strange creatures.
Eventually, she dropped into a troubled sleep. She awoke with a start and quickly snapped upright when she realized Tommy wasn't beside her. She looked at the clock on her nightstand. It showed six-thirty. Tommy should be downstairs putting the coffee on. When the cobwebs cleared from her head, she could hear him moving noisily around the kitchen. She let out an audible sigh of relief and fell back onto her pillow, deep in thought for a few minutes.
Bev knew what she had to do. She jumped up, threw on a robe, and raced down to the kitchen. She started to tie the robe because she was still nude underneath it but thought better of it. She needed to do some serious ass-kissing here. Her being naked couldn't hurt her efforts.
"Tommy honey, good morning!" She called out brightly. "Please forgive me for my insanity from last night. Can we just chalk it up to the incoherent ramblings of a middle-aged housewife, who is terrified of her coming old age?" She continued to walk towards him. She tentatively reached out for him. He allowed the embrace. Bev's bathrobe fell open as she had hoped it would. She thought she still looked pretty good, for an old broad. Thomas hugged her back and allowed his eyes to inspect her full-breasted and lush body. She smiled knowingly.
However, Bev noticed something was missing. His embrace felt different. Even distant, perhaps? She had her work cut out for her, but she wouldn't be deterred. She had to make this right to the man she loved more than life itself. Her Tommy quickly and silently turned back to his task for the two of them as was his daily responsibility.
Bev looked quizzically at her husband for a moment. She reminded him. "I mean it Tommy. Forget everything I said last night. Really, honey, it was just silliness on my part."
Thomas remained silent with his back to the now-seated Beverly. Bev made sure her robe was wide open when she had seated herself. Tommy was still uncommunicative. When the coffee finally finished its brew cycle, he carefully poured two mugs. His black, and hers with one teaspoon of sugar. Just like always. He carefully turned. He paused briefly when he saw Bev's nakedness, but his face remained a blank mask. He sat slowly and gingerly slid her coffee towards her.
"It's not that easy, Bev. How am I supposed to just forget what you said? Besides, as I told you last night, you must have been thinking about this for months before you approached me. Knowing you, you even talked it over with a couple of your friends before telling me." Beverly blushed and put her head down, suddenly fascinated by the contents of her mug.
"No, Bev. I'm going to have to think a lot more about this. Your nakedness and an apology aren't going to make my pain go away."
Bev was shocked. She reflexively pulled her robe closed with a clenched fist. "What's to think about? I said I'm sorry!" Her surprise at his comment made her retort come out much harsher than she meant it to. She suddenly realized how despondent Tommy looked.
Thomas stood up. "I'm going to work, Bev."
"Tommy, it's Sunday. Y-y-you aren't serious?" A cold soul piercing chill washed over her. "Tommy, please?"
But he was already out the door. Bev slammed her palm on the table sending her coffee flying from the upended mug which clattered to the floor, shattering on impact. You stupid, stupid woman. What Have you done? Beverly put her head down onto her crossed arms and sobbed pathetically.
He didn't come back home until very late. Beverly was in bed feigning sleep. She heard him moving around. She was hoping against hope that he would soon crawl into bed. But he never came to their bedroom. She heard him go into the spare bedroom of their five-bedroom home. She couldn't stop weeping.
They tiptoed around with each other for the next several days. Every time she tried to bring the elephant in the room up for discussion, Tommy just got up and walked away. "Not now, Bev." That would be his only response.
When Beverly got home Friday from work, she saw Tommy's car was already in the garage. She hoped it was a good sign. It wasn't.
Bev was hopeful as she stepped inside. She immediately saw a morose Tommy sitting at the kitchen table. He looked up at her with dead eyes and passed the envelope that lay in front of him, towards her. He couldn't even look her in the eyes. She looked down at the envelope, then at Tom, then back and forth between them several times in disbelief.
She went from a paralyzed state of shock to outrage, in about three seconds. "No fucking way! We are not getting divorced. Are you insane? You're going to divorce me? Twenty years down the drain because I had one moment of lunacy. It's never going to happen, mister!" She scattered the papers across the floor with one vicious swipe of her hand and stomped angrily off to the bedroom. "I have never once cheated on you, Thomas Ventura!"
Tom remained impassive. His face was an unreadable blank slate. He did jump a little when Bev slammed the bedroom door closed. He quietly rose from his chair. He picked up his suitcase that he had already packed and soundlessly traipsed from his home for what he felt would be the last time.
He had only driven two blocks towards the motel room he had rented when his cell phone went off through Bluetooth. He answered without thinking.



"You God damned coward! You fucking piece of shit. Listen to my words, Tommy." screamed a hysterical Beverly. "WE...ARE...NOT...getting divorced. I will never grant it. I will fight it with every penny we have. We will both end up broke and, on the street, before I give you one. You are a fucking coward!" Her screeching, in between her wailing, and sobbing, went on like that for several minutes.
Tommy kept driving. He patiently waited for Beverly to wind herself down. He knew she was getting close when she started with her hiccups that would often happen when she was under extreme emotional stress. Finally, there was silence for a couple of moments. She made a last despondent utterance. Her voice was almost a whispered plea, filled with sorrow. "Tommy, you love me. I know you do."
He knew that he would love her to some extent forever, but he sighed before responding. "Bev, our marriage ended the moment you told me you wanted to have sex with other men." Without waiting for a response, he disconnected the call.
The subsequent meeting, or more accurately put, the attempted intervention a few weeks later by his children, didn't nearly convince him to stay married to their mother. However, they at least got him to agree to see a marriage counselor. He capitulated, if for no other reason than to keep them from stalking and harassing him. He bargained with them. He would go, but they were never again to make any attempts at butting into their parents' relationship. If they did, their bond with him would be permanently damaged.
Thomas and Beverly agreed to meet with Dr. Tennille Adams, a Doctor of Psychology and licensed family therapist who was on the family court's approved list. Dr. Adams was dressed professionally and was a bit formal in appearance and manner. At their first session, she set the schedule and ground rules efficiently.
Dr. Adams noted that during their first few sessions together, Beverly showed her emotions and expressed genuine regret as to the current state of their marriage. She also assumed responsibility for her role in its deterioration. She did plead her case that Tommy was being stubborn and unreasonable. It was only a single conversation. She stated unequivocally that she had never cheated and had never even done anything that wouldn't pass the 'husband test.'
On the other hand, she found Thomas much harder to understand. He appeared to be paying attention but seemed listless and distant. When Beverly spoke, he concentrated on what was being said. It was almost as if he was searching for something in particular. But, Tom never asked questions during the sessions. It seemed peculiar to Dr. Adams.
Early on during their fourth session, and after Beverly once again apologized profusely and stated her sincere desire to fix what she had done so they could move on, Thomas unexpectedly interrupted.
"You're wrong, Bev, you can't fix it. You can't fix it because it's not all your fault." That caught both Bev and Dr. Adams by surprise. "It's as much my fault...Oh, I admit that when you first brought it up, I was furious. Angrier than I ever remembered being. I guess I was in shock. It took me several days to get over what you had done to me. I guess, doctor, you would refer to it as my fragile male ego striking out without rational thought. That's why I was so distant during that period. Once my initial rage subsided, I needed to think things through." Both Bev and Dr. Adams looked confused.
"Don't be mistaken, I was hurt by your request, but not for the reason you are probably thinking. I was outraged because you had the courage to do what I had not. I wasn't annoyed with you. I was infuriated with myself."
"Tommy, whatever are you talking..."
Dr. Adams jumped in at that point. "Yes, Thomas, you have to clarify that. Why were you so upset at yourself?" She had an onerous feeling that she already knew the answer, but it needed to be said, in any case. Dr. Adams didn't like to call herself a marriage or family counselor. She was a relationship advisor. She couldn't advise if she didn't know the root problem. She was almost certain she was about to learn that answer.
Tommy looked over at his soon-to-be ex with a sense of very real compassion. He hoped that when this nightmare was over, they could maintain a friendly relationship. He was conflicted. If he told the truth, that might not be possible any longer. "Because, Bev, I felt the same way."
He closed his eyes for a moment to gather his thoughts. When he reopened them, he looked straight into Bev's eyes. "I just didn't have the nerve to say the words, like you did. I knew something had been missing from our lives for some time. Maybe it was the kids leaving. Or, maybe it was just that we spent so much time focusing on careers and raising our family, that we lost each other. It's difficult for me to articulate. I think maybe I just felt numb most of the time. But I didn't know why?"
Bev audibly caught her breath in recognition. She involuntarily nodded her head in assent.
"Oh, I wasn't necessarily looking to have sex with other women. But then it hit me that your desire to have sex with others wasn't really a selfish abstract whim. You were searching for the intimacy we used to share. It was a revelation to me. It...ah...made things clearer to me in my own situation. If any of that makes sense? It was more about you trying to find something we had lost a long time ago. I guess trying to rekindle a spark as it were. We were very good together at one point, before the kids became our focus, you know." They both smiled in fond remembrance of a time gone by.
"I had surrendered myself to living the quiet drab routine that our marriage had become. I felt I owed you that. You were so good to me, such a great mother to our children. I guess I believed that was as good as my life was going to be. I felt like, that...well, I thought out of loyalty, I would stay.
"When you uttered those words to me. It hit me like a ton of bricks. After consideration I realized you felt the same way I did. That's when I made the decision..."
"But, Tommy, you never said anything..."
"That's because I'm not as brave as you. Up until that moment anyway. You forced me to take a good long hard look at myself, as well as our marriage."
"I'm not sure I agree with you..."
"Well, Bev, if you want to fight about it, would you like to strip naked and hold each other like we used to when we argued? Dr. Adams here seems like an Avant Garde and creative counselor, but even she might have a problem with that." Thomas had a twinkle in his eyes as he spoke. Dr. Adams remained impassive.
"Tell me this, Bev, what is the one word you would use to describe our marriage?"
"Well, I would, I mean, I would have to think..."
"No, you wouldn't. You already know the answer. We've both said it many times when we were asked about it."
They said it together with a sense of realization and sadness. "Comfortable." They were silent for a few minutes. That was the moment that Beverly recognized her marriage was truly over. And, it had been for some time. Love really didn't matter any longer. The saying that love conquers all was complete bullshit. It made for good lines in movies, on greeting cards, and in trashy romance novels, but that was all. The daily trials and tribulations of real life, month after month, year after year, decade after decade, trumped the ideal of love. It didn't mean love wasn't there. The daily difficulties and miseries of real life made it irrelevant.
"But, Tommy, our marriage wasn't a mistake. The sex was still good. It wasn't like when we first met, but it was still good. It's not like we hated each other."
"No, it wasn't a mistake, but that didn't mean we should stay married. And, yes, the sex was good. But we hadn't made love in years, Bev. You know that's true. Beverly started to jump in, so Tommy held up his hand. "I'm not attacking you, Bev. I told you I understood. And, I meant it. Let's quit fighting while we are still fond of each other. Let's start looking for something new and exciting. It's long past time, Bev..."
Dr. Adams interrupted at that point. "Out of a professional curiosity, Thomas, if you felt that way, why didn't you simply agree with Beverly's proposition? Maybe you could have agreed to open up your marriage to others? She gave you plenty of opportunities to amend her proposal."
"What would have been the point, Doctor? Besides, you would know much more about the success rate of so-called 'open' marriages than I do?" The doctor gave him a look of satisfaction that a teacher would give a star pupil after having solved a difficult problem. "As I saw it, our marriage was over. It was done. Screwing around with other people, going on dates, all that crap, would just delay the inevitable." He paused to collect his thoughts. "And, doing something like that might make us end up hating each other in the end." He replied with distaste. "I thought it better to cut the cord, end it right away..."
"Yes, Thomas, I do know." The Doctor butted in again. "You're right, it is a very poor strategy to try to save a troubled relationship. But I believe Beverly's point is, that you never discussed it together. To her, it feels like you just quit on your marriage without a fight at all." She paused thoughtfully, waiting for his response.
"I thought about that...I think I was worried that if I shared my thoughts...well, maybe Bev would have tried to stay, like I had, out of a sense of duty to me. She was already backtracking her desire for change a few minutes after having the courage to speak her mind. It took a lot of guts to do that in the first place. If that had happened, we would have been back where we were. We'd probably have insidiously grown to hate each other over time. I'm sure you've had plenty of sessions with older married couples, who for no real reason are angry with each other all the time." There was another nod of understanding from the doctor.
"Think about it for a minute, Bev. Over the past few years, we haven't really done anything together. Just the two of us, like we used to before kids. We come home from work, tired. We eat a mostly silent meal together. We don't talk about anything of consequence. It's the usual, 'how was work?' Or, what might be happening in the children. When we're done, we go into separate rooms to do individual things. We have different friends, interests, and hobbies. There really is no us anymore.
"From my perspective, I didn't want to become one of those old men who sit around coffee shops all day, because they couldn't stand to be at home with their wife. I've seen and heard them before. All they do is bitch and moan about their life, their wife, and how the world has gone to shit. They routinely criticize those whose lives are different, because they think everyone has to be as miserable as they are. In reality, all they are doing is sitting around waiting to die." Tom became embarrassed at his language, but the doctor just smiled at him, so he continued. "We both deserved better, Bev. For that matter so do our children.
"I Know I definitely could have, and should have, handled your cry for help more appropriately, but ripping the band-aid off the open sore, seemed the way to go at the time."
Their amicable divorce was finalized nine months later. They agreed that Beverly would stay in the house with the children until they finished college. Then they would split the proceeds from its sale fifty-fifty just as they had everything else.
When Thomas received the final decree in the mail, he drove from his tiny apartment near work, to his old house. As expected, he found a somber Beverly surrounded by their children sitting morosely in their living room. She had obviously been crying. All four sets of eyes turned to him as he walked through the front door.
"I'm sorry. I should have knocked, I suppose?" He pointed with his thumb back towards the door. "That's going to take some getting used to."
"Don't be ridiculous, Tommy. It's still your house too." Beverly waved her hand to dismiss his thought.
"So, you got your copy too." Tommy quietly stated the obvious. Bev silently nodded. "I just..ahh, I mean, I wanted to make sure you were all right, you know?"
She nodded again and started to softly cry. "Tommy, I wasn't crying because I thought what we were doing was the wrong thing. I was crying over what we had lost many years ago. And, I was thinking about things we might have done differently to avoid it."
He smiled thinly. "I understand, Bev. I've been having the same kind of thoughts."
"We were just talking about dinner. Why don't you stay and share it with us?" Bev sniffled. "We can all be miserable together."
He acquiesced. What the hell, he didn't have anything else to do. It became a regular family Wednesday night occurrence for the next few months. If any of them recognized the irony that they had never made a point of doing this before, no one mentioned it.
Over time, Tom was back home doing various gardening and household chores a couple of days a week, just like he always had. Pretty soon, Bev was doing his laundry for him, just like always. She even did grocery shopping to keep his refrigerator and pantry full of something besides beer and Cup of Noodles.
For the most part the Wednesday night dinners were filled with lighthearted and routine talk of what was happening in the kids' lives. As time went on though, Tom and Bev tried to spend a little quiet time together after dinner when their children were doing homework or other projects.
On one of these evenings, Beverly had noticed that Tom was a little quiet. And their routine of doing the dishes was mostly silent that night. She asked gently. "Everything okay with you, Tommy?"
He gave a little sigh, shut off the tap water, and turned to face her as he dried his hands with a towel and leaned back against the counter. "I'm not really big on looking backwards, Bev, but yesterday I was thinking that I never really gave you a chance to tell me, 'Why.' Not even during our counseling. Maybe it doesn't matter anymore, but it's been bothering me." He scrunched his face up. "Actually, that's not really right. It's not the why so much, it's, the, 'what.' What did you think would happen when you confronted me with your, need, I guess is what to call it."
"Whoa, Tommy, there's a lot there..."
"You don't have to tell me." He quickly intruded. I mean, you don't owe me or anything."
"No, I want to tell you, Tommy. I do owe it to you, I suppose." She had to think for a moment before continuing. "I never told you, but I saw Dr. Adams a few more times alone, after we agreed to proceed with the divorce. We talked about it a lot, and some of it isn't really clear to me, even to this day. But, I can tell you one thing for certain, I didn't expect what went down, that's for sure."
They both got a good laugh at that. "However, as time went by, and especially during the counseling, I gradually came to realize that your solution really was the best for all of us. The kids included."
Bev studied Tom's facial expression carefully. "Please don't get angry. I will tell you the truth, but some of it might hurt?"
"I know, but I really need to understand, if for no other reason than my own peace of mind."
"Okay. First of all, you were right. I had been thinking about it for a long time. Almost a year, if you can believe it. Also, I was being honest when I told you it was a discussion. I wasn't trying to ram anything down your throat. I never would have done it if you said no. It sounds trite and self-serving now, I know, but it's true, nonetheless.
"I figured there were three outcomes that could result from my bringing it up. But, I would be lying to you if I didn't tell you that a part of me thought and hoped you would let me do it." Tom immediately got a shocked look on his face.
"I know, Tommy, I know." She held her palms up to him so he wouldn't interrupt her flow. But, at the time, I thought I might be able to convince you that it wouldn't interfere with us. It wasn't until much later in talking with Dr. Adams that she convinced me that only two things could have happened if you had agreed. And in both cases our marriage would have been over anyway. One scenario was me, losing respect for you for allowing it, and the second, was you losing all respect for me, for doing it. In either case, we would end up divorced." Beverly was becoming emotional at this point.
"Of course, when I came up with the plan, the second outcome, and the one I was really hoping would happen, would've been you yelling and screaming at me. Then ultimately it would wind up with us in counseling where we would work things out and salvage our marriage. When you didn't do that, you really threw me for a loop. That's when I lost control of the argument, and why I flipped out on you when you handed me the papers." She became quiet for a long time.
"And the third, outcome?" He barely whispered it to her.
Bev gave a bitter acidic laugh. "I thought, well, I thought the worst case was we would end up in a kind of an open marriage. Dr. Adams quoted me some statistics on that. Suffice to say, our marriage would have been over had any of my three outcomes come true. I guess a marriage is really over, when one party thinks their selfish need is the most important part of the relationship, isn't it? In the end you were right. Our marriage ended as soon as the words came out of my mouth."
She started to softly cry. Tom held her in his arms and let her get it out. "Listen, Bev. I don't blame you for ending our marriage. That took both of us. You may have lit the fuse, but, sooner or later, it was going to happen anyway." He thanked her and quietly excused himself. On his ride home, he wasn't quite sure if he felt vindicated, or like a heel for having put Beverly through that.
In any case, the Wednesday night family dinners continued. If Tom and Bev noticed, they never acknowledged it, but it became a running joke with Perris, Franklin, and Tracey that their parents acted more like they were married after they got divorced.
From that point onward though, Beverly and Tom never discussed the past again. Instead, they focused on what was going on in each other's lives.
Invariably the conversation would focus on their personal experiences. When asked, Tommy reluctantly told Bev of a couple of dates he went on that were disasters. He told her it was really making him gun-shy.
His first attempt was a blind date that a couple of friends at work had fixed him up with. She was a very pleasant woman. However, she told him right up front that she was looking for a man to marry her and help raise her three teenagers. She made marriage sound like a business transaction. It was an inauspicious start to his single life.
His second attempt at a date was with a recent divorcee like him, and she grilled him as if she was a prosecutor in a murder trial. Tommy was sure the woman thought him a criminal. There was no second date for that one, either. After that, Tommy said he was going to hold off for a bit before he tried dating anymore.
Beverly hadn't gone on any real dates, but she had coffee with a couple of guys from work. She tried the girls' night out thing a few times, but she told Tommy that she found it depressing. Her girlfriends, some single, married, and/or divorced, dragged her with them to known pickup places.
To Beverly, it seemed as if everyone there was too desperate. It was like they were trying so hard to have a good time, it seemed cynical. She found it very disturbing. The third time she went out with the girls, two of the married women started making out with guys in the bar. One of them, a coworker, actually left with one of the lounge lizards. Beverly was shocked.



The other married girl in a make-out session, Tammi, noticed Bev's look of disapproval and commented. "Relax, Ms. Goody Two-Shoes. What our husbands don't know won't hurt them. Besides, we deserve a break from living in our mind-numbing boring wife and mother worlds now and then."
Without thinking, Bev snapped back at her. "I could never do something like that to my husband..."
"Yeah, and look what it got you! How stupid could you be? Telling your husband, you were going to cheat. What in the hell were you thinking?"
That was the point in the telling of her story to Tommy that she broke down. He went to her and hugged her to try and console her. "Bev, listen to me, from my perspective, you did the right thing. Neither one of us liked who we were becoming. Frankly, I think we get along better now that we're divorced. There's no law written down anywhere that says you have to wait until you hate each other before you go your separate ways."
The following Wednesday night dinner, just as Tommy was coming into the house, his three children came thundering towards him. They squeezed him against the jamb as they rushed by him. They were snickering and shouting their goodbyes as they flew by. "What the hell..." was all he got out before he heard Bev calling him from the dining room. The last thing he heard from his kids was a laughing Franklin, telling him not to get hurt.
He headed to the dining area, shaking his head in confusion. The house was filled with the heavenly aroma of his favorite meal, Meatloaf. He inhaled a deep breath through his nose to savor the smell. As soon as he did, he realized how hungry he was.
"Hey, Bev...what the..." There stood his ex-wife, naked as the day she was born. Well, except for the three-inch black CFMs and the matching fishnet thigh-high stockings clinging to her creamy thighs. Her lips were painted ruby red identical to her nails. She had a single red carnation in her hair. The crowning touch was a simple choker of pearls around her neck. Tommy did a double take as he leaned forward to get a better look. Neatly stenciled in cursive black ink script was 'Tommy's' across Bev's freshly waxed smooth alabaster mons. Is that permanent? Thought a truly stunned ex-husband.
Beverly stood posing, one hand on her hip and the other holding the delicious-smelling meatloaf shoulder high. Behind her, was a formal candle-lit dinner setting. White tablecloth, red roses in a crystal vase, and all. He froze, his eyes bugging out of his head. Tommy's mouth was moving, but nothing was coming out. He felt a stirring where there hadn't been one in quite a while.
"Don't be scared, Tommy. I'm not talking about 'till death do us part' or anything. I just vowed to myself that I was going to be your, 'something new and exciting,' or die trying." Bev purred in a throaty, lust-filled voice. "Maybe if, I'd done something like this a long time ago, we wouldn't be where we are today?"
"There's no point in looking backwards, Bev. Are we going to eat that meatloaf, or are you just going to stand there holding it?" Smooth, Tom, really smooth! "You know, on second thought, we could always reheat it later." He practically sprinted towards her.
Just before Tom and Bev's three children clambered into their car, they heard their mother squealing and laughing like a teenager. They stopped and turned back to stare, dumbstruck at what was about to take place in the only home they had ever lived in.
Standing there in shock, Franklin thought to himself, If I live to be a hundred, I will never be able to unsee my mother looking like that. I'll probably be in therapy for years. "Perris, you're the brains of this outfit." He quipped. "How many sets of parents do you think are on this planet?" He shared questioningly.
"I don't know, Arvin. Let's see, there are about eight billion people on earth. Soooo, what, maybe more than a half-billion?"
Franklin and Tracey were nodding their heads thoughtfully. "That is, a big number! What were the odds that we'd wind up with the weirdest in the whole world?" said an obviously confused Tracey.
"Staggers the imagination, doesn't it?" Perris laughed.
Just then, all three heard their loving, doting, angelic mother scream from inside the house. "Oh my god, Tommy! Yesssss, that's soooo fucking good!"
Yep, therapy is definitely in my future. Franklin shook his head and wondered if he would ever be normal again.
"Do you think they'll get remarried?" Questioned Tracy.
Perris responded thoughtfully. "I doubt it. They're having too much fun to chance ruining it." She clapped her hands together loudly two times to get her younger siblings' attention. "All right, let's go get some pizza and try to forget we ever saw or heard any of this!"

THE END
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Story Description: Don't ask her the questions, you aren't going to like the answers.

Story: (750 words)
Paul Meridian was perched on the same dilapidated bar stool he sat on every time he came into this neighborhood dive, which was usually daily. He would keep coming here too, as long as his unemployment money lasted.
It was only six-thirty, but he was already on his third usual, a High Side Heaven's Gate pale ale. And, as usual, he was still trying to sort out his life since his divorce over two years ago.
Interrupting his reminiscence, he felt someone plop down on the adjacent stool. He glanced over, it was his long-time friend, Sheldon Caldwell. Shelly, as his friends called him, didn't appear to even know Paul was next to him.
Shelly was staring silently in the mirror of the backbar. Paul didn't like Shell's expression.
"Jesus, Shelly, did your dog get run over?"
Shelly turned his blank stare towards Paul. "Nothing like that, Paulie. Just my marriage blowing up." It looked to Paul like Shelly was going to start crying.
"Well...shit...man. What happened?" He spoke sympathetically.
"Star cheated on me, Paulie." He stifled a sob. I caught her cheating, and she acted like it was no big deal, man. We have two fucking kids! That stupid bitch cheats, destroys our family, and then she asks me what I want for dinner. What the fuck?"
"Oh, man, that really sucks. She actually asked you what you wanted for dinner?"
"Well, no, not really. She just acted like, oh well. Let's move on."
"Wow, what are you going to do about it?" Paul's voice was tired and timid. He was already flashing back to his personal situation. His memories weren't pleasant. The last picture in his mind was the smirk his ex gave him at their final divorce hearing.
"I don't know, man. I guess I'll have to talk to her, then figure it out..."
"NO!" Paul screamed as he jumped up. The whole bar went silent and turned towards the pair. "Sorry," He leaned closer before speaking. Paul barely whispered in a controlled fury. "Don't talk to her about it. Just make a decision and do it. Let me save you the trouble. I'll tell you the answers she's going to give to your weak and pathetic questions."
"Go on." Shelly was getting angrier with his friend.
Paul took a deep breath and began. "Why did she cheat? Because her boyfriend gives her something you aren't.
"Is his dick bigger than yours? Yes, it is.
"Is he better than me? She'll say no, but yes, he is.
"Are you in love with him? She'll say no. but she's lying.
"How long? Did you do it in our bed? How many times? Is he the only one? Who is he? Etc. etc. Fuck that! No matter what she says, she will be lying, minimizing, or deflecting. So, what's the point? The answers she gives will only hurt you." He paused for a moment then continued in a voice laden with enormous pain and regret.
"And, then there is the biggie. What about the kids? Truth is, they'll survive in either case..."
"Two years later, Paulie, and you're still abusing your liver, getting fired from odd jobs, and wasting your life. I'm not sure yours is the best strategy." Shelly snapped angrily at him as he interrupted. As soon as he uttered the words, he saw an incredible sadness come over his friend. His shoulders sagged as Paul fought back tears.
"You're missing my point, Shell. I ASKED all those questions, and all I got out of it, was emasculated by the answers the bitch gave me." He sighed and sat back down.
"Here's my advice, Shell. Divorce her or not. Stay or go, but do not under any circumstances ask her any stupid questions. After I did that, I had no fight left in me. The cunt and her lawyer worked me over, but I was just to beaten down to care.
"If you stay, don't ever bring it up again. Don't have her followed. Don't put a leash on her, nothing. Just accept it happened. and it probably will again. Then focus on your children. If you go. Just have her served ASAP! And, get the best deal you can.
"You're still going to get fucked over, but in truth, the getting fucked part has already happened to you. Just do what you're going to do. Either way you get hosed. But, at least you'll have your dignity."
Paul slowly stood and shuffled out the door, silently.



        Abilene

        So, I don't talk about Abilene no more.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/abilene

Title: Abilene

Author: Tnicoll

Category: Loving Wives

Description: So, I don't talk about Abilene no more.

Tags: 750 word project, 750 word project 2024





Story Sentence: So, I don't talk about Abilene no more.


This 750-word short story was inspired by the song, "Abilene" performed by the duo "Plains." The song and its accompanying music video are unpretentious, sharp, and clean. They say so much, It's unnerving.

Story: (750 word story challenge)
The crumbling parking lot of the dilapidated two-story apartment complex was once again filled with patrol cars, randomly parked. Their red and blue lights incessantly flashed, creating a silent and eerie light show that illuminated its depressing condition.
Inside apartment 3B, several blue uniformed Abilene PD officers were wrapping up another nightly human drama that took place all too frequently in this town. Just another sad statistical edification for one of the worst failures of American society.
A battered and bruised nineteen-year-old Whitney Goliad had finally been sufficiently calmed by the two female uniforms attending to her, that she could give an almost coherent account of what had taken place thirty minutes ago in the one-bedroom apartment she shared with her high school sweetheart, Tyler Garland. The officers had heard the story before. So many times, in fact, they no longer felt anything. The younger officer thought that was a good thing. The experienced one knew it wasn't.
They weren't experts, but they easily recognized several old bruises and scares, in addition to the new damage brutally inflicted on her by her sobbing and profusely apologizing boyfriend. He was across the room, handcuffed and surrounded, by four male officers. How is it that one human being can inflict so much pain and suffering on someone they profess to love, then promise atonement, ten minutes later?
As Tyler was being led out for his re-introduction to the American justice system, he begged his escorts if he could talk with Whitney, if only for a second. Whitney gave an almost imperceptible nod to the questioning looks from the officers.
"I'm sorry, Whit. I know I'm going to jail this time. I'm so sorry. I promise you I will get some help. I will find out what is wrong with me. I love you so much. I will get better. When I get out, I will find you so we can be together forever. I promise."
"Don't bother, Tyler. We aren't in Cooper High anymore. "I won't be here when you get out. When I get out of the hospital, I'm going to get as far away from Abilene as I can." She spoke with sad determination. "Then, I'm going to find out what's wrong with me. How could I let someone who tells me how much he loves me, do these things to me?" To illustrate her meaning she pointed across the room to several shattered ceramic collectables.
"Those teacups were important to me. The weren't much, but they were precious to me. You destroyed them, just like our dreams."
With that, the officers hustled Tyler out the door. He was screaming his love for Whitney and desperate promises to find her to make things right, even after he was inside the patrol unit.
His mantra hadn't changed the one-time Whitney saw Tyler at his trial. The judge kicked him out of the court room because he wouldn't stop pleading with Whitney to take him back. He got five years.
Seven Years Later:
A contented twenty-six-year-old Whitney Goliad sat in her office catching up on paperwork. She was a licensed battered women's therapist for a shelter in Federal Way, Washington. It took her several years to accomplish it. Her fiancé was a good guy who stuck with her through her dark times. Life was good now.
Tyler spent three years in prison. When he got out, he hung around as a day laborer, had additional run ins with the law, substance abuse issues, then disappeared without a trace about 4 years after getting out of prison. Locals thought him crazy as he always talked about finding someone named Whitney.
Hector Brazoria used his landlord's key to enter the abandoned apartment. This one smelled as bad as they all did. Some druggie named Tayler or Tyler had rented it. He disappeared a while ago.
Hector correctly guessed no one had been inside for a few months. He didn't hesitate, he just started the arduous task of throwing away everything, including the thread bare and heavily oil-stained carpeting. Another loser, who rebuilt his truck's transmission in the living room. Hector sealed the unplugged refrigerator door closed with duct tape. He knew what was inside. It too was headed straight into the dumpster below.
As he was stuffing trash into the contractor's bag, he noticed a sticky note with some Seattle area addresses on it and a map of the Pacific Northwest. He quickly shoved both into the bag without giving it a second thought.
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Story Description: She was desperate, so nothing ventured, nothing gained.


The last two shorty's I submitted were kind of downers. This one is just a bit of fun and not to be taken seriously. Just something to cleanse my palate, so to speak.

Story: (750 Word Story Challenge)
"Just tell him, Megan. I can tell that this is just tearing you up. You have to sit him down alone and tell him you need more than he's giving you. Look him in the eyes. Don't ask him, tell him it has to be this way. He loves you. He will go along with your need to experience new things. I did it. Bobby was upset and angry and confused at first, but he got with the program, and now, our sex life is unbelievable! God, I'm getting wet just thinking about it." Her eyes got all dreamy looking and her face was a portrait of unbridled lust. "I got to go find my big-dicked hunk, honey. We're meeting at the Marriott for a long lunch!" She practically sprang from her chair. "Bye, bye, sweetie. Good luck!"
When Mark got home from work that night, Megan had her intervention all set up. The kids were at her parents, the candlelight dinner was ready, and the 2018 VJB Sangiovese Reserva was breathing nicely on the sideboard. The satin red shear peignoir with the matching thong and her CFM's was all she was wearing. Well, that and a simple strand of pearls. Yeah, she was in control.
"Is this a joke?" His heart was breaking. Mark was dizzy. "Jesus Meg's, how could you do this to me?"
"Look, baby. I love you; I want to spend the rest of my life with you, but...well...you just aren't getting it done. Don't misunderstand me. I love the gentle way you hold and caress me. I love your kisses all over my body. Your oral skills are great. And, most importantly, I love the way you look in my eyes when you cum, then hold me for hours with the soft touches all over my body." Megan was being sincere. "But, sometimes, I just need to get fucked!"
Mark about fell out of his chair. He didn't know that Megan even knew that word.
"Honestly, baby. I want you to love me like you do, 2-3 times a week. But I've dropped hints now for months, and you haven't changed one bit. So, here's the deal. "I've found a couple of guys at work who will throw me down on the bed and just fuck the shit out of me!" She paused to gather her thoughts. "I've unmasked my soul; I've confessed all my kinky fantasies to you and still no change..."
"But you're my wife! I love you. I can't tie you up, or spank you, slap your VJ with a riding crop, or any of those things..."
"Then, Mark, I'm going to find me a couple of men that will. That's the bottom line..."
"Wait, wait. Give me a chance. I will do it. Just help me though. I love you and don't want to lose you."
"Take it or leave, baby." Megan was reluctant, but after Mark begged and pleaded, she acquiesced to his request to give him three weeks.
Megan met with Shelly for coffee to give her an update on her progress. "Oh my God, Shell. It's been fantastic! It took Mark a little while to get going but, oh my, it's been so good. I get his tender loving 2-3 times a week and completely fucked twice more. I should have done this years ago."
"Really, Meg's, tell me the truth now. Would you really have ever cheated on Mark?"
"Don't be gross, Shell. You wouldn't cheat either. I might have divorced Mark, but I never would have cheated on him." She laughed and cried at the same time. Honestly, I never even approached or went to lunch with any of the guys at work. And, there is no way in hell I would have ever talked to one of those asshole players about my marriage. Her emotions settled on tears. "I love Mark more than life itself..."
"You have to tell him that, honey. I told Bobby right away. You have to make him believe you weren't serious too!"
"I know, Shelly. I know. But I think I'm going to wait a bit before I do though."
"But, why, sweetie? You are playing with fire here."
"Well, before I came over to talk with you, I told him to look up 'pegging' on PornHub, and I'd be home in an hour or two. So, when I get home, if he's still there, I should finally know if he's in all the way, or not." They cackled conspiratorially!
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Story Sentence: She played a wicked game and had to right a wrong.


Once again, a big thank you to Randi for including me in one of her "Legends" events. This one being "Wicked Games." It's always an honor to be asked. As well as a challenge to complete.

Main Characters: (When story begins)
Wife: Holly Breckenridge, age 41 married to Parker for 15 years, mother of 3 children (Craig 15, Dillon 12, Erie 10) Vice President of Quality Services for HCA Healthcare. MBA in Healthcare Management.
Husband: Parker Breckenridge, Age 38, a 17-year employee of, and currently the Maintenance Supervisor for Coors Beer in Golden Colorado. No college degree. Army veteran, and father of 3 children.
Wife's Friend: Aurora Firestone, age 33, divorced coworker of Holly's and a mother of two pre-teens.
Story:
Thirty-eight-year-old Parker Breckenridge sat quietly at his kitchen table in his well-kept but rural family home off Highway Six outside of Golden, Colorado. From his chair, he had an excellent expansive view of the Front Range of the Rocky Mountains as they sloped severely down onto the western edge of the Great Plains. The view was usually breathtaking, but today, Parker wasn't the least interested in the panorama that had sold him and his wife Holly on this house.
To the uninformed, it would appear he was simply enjoying a quiet early Tuesday summer evening in a solitary moment with one of the free beers supplied regularly by his employer. His half-empty bottle of Banquet sat in front of him, one hand clenching it tightly as he drummed his fingers of the other hand against the dark amber glass. This was the hand he had finally quit burnishing his temple with. The furious and repetitive motion, each having been more intense than the last, was beginning to draw blood. It was as if he was trying to exorcise the demons wreaking havoc inside his brain. He had been like this for over an hour. His forehead was scarred with bright red burns from his repeated assault.
He needed a reference point, a life experience if you will, to help him deal with what he was facing. Parker had always heard his fellow veterans talking about how their military experiences helped them through difficult situations in the civilian world. He wasn't sure how being a diesel mechanic at Ft. Lewis was supposed to help him cope with this nightmare?
His world was on fire. There was no question his fifteen-year marriage to his wife Holly was over. She burned it down. Maybe she never really loved him. Perhaps it was all a lie from the beginning. They used to joke about their 'accidental' marriage. Their son, Craig, who recently turned fifteen, was the scene of the accident.
Parker had met Holly in college, but they were only casual acquaintances who frequently turned up at the same school parties. Then one night, both had too much to drink, and well the mishap occurred.
They decided to do what they thought was the right thing. They were so different though. Parker was the calm and quiet type. He wasn't very ambitious. Parker loved machines, their intricacies, and as he called them, their personalities. He simply wanted enough money to be happy, safe, and contented. Holly on the other hand, had more than enough ambition for both. Her grades were excellent, and her career path was well laid out since her freshman year. Generally, whatever she went after, she got.
Now at forty-one, she was already the Vice President of HCA Healthcare Quality Services. As such, she traveled frequently across Colorado to HCA's numerous medical facilities. It was mostly day travel, but in the last year or so, more overnights began to creep in. They were only overnighters and normally early in the work week. Parker didn't mind. Holly loved her work, and the homecomings were spectacular! At least up until today, he thought she was satisfied.
It was a rough beginning for the couple, but the moment little Craig appeared, they were locked together as a family. Twelve-year-old Dillon and Ten-year-old Erie were the icing on the cake.
Their marriage was definitely a partnership, but Parker never deluded himself into believing he was the managing partner. Holly ran the show, period.
As he sat and waited impatiently, Parker was hurt, angry, and saddened. But he didn't feel any great sense of shock though. Throughout their marriage Parker sometimes had a niggling thought, that they weren't 'right' together. Maybe it was an inferiority complex on his part. For her part, Holly never displayed any overt actions or even attitudes that caused him to feel that way. He could never define why he felt that unease. It was just something.
In any case, now, their three young children would be collateral damage from her betrayal. Parker loved being a father. He took great pride and joy in it. He never really had a father in his life. His parents divorced when he was very young, no one ever told him why, and he never asked. He would do almost anything to not leave his kids, but this?
How did Parker discover his wife's deception? It was stupid really. A simple, innocuous, and random set of circumstances one could experience every day. You know, the what if you had turned left instead of right, kind of thing?
In Parker's case, it was, what if the parts driver hadn't called off sick? What if he wasn't so desperate to get the damn bearings replaced so quickly? What if he left five minutes earlier, or later? If he had, he never would have been parked at the parts suppliers' building twenty miles from the brewery across the street from the Red Roof Inn. And, God Damn it, if they had the part ready to go as they promised him, he wouldn't have wandered back out into their parking lot to make an unnecessary phone call while killing time for them to get their shit together!
Hell, he could have even done everything the same. Except, if he'd just turned his back to the street while making his call, he never would have seen Holly Kissing some stranger passionately. They were laughing and stumbling as they struggled to open the door to a first-floor room at the Inn. At that exact moment, a passing car backfired, causing the lovers to pause and look in Parker's general direction.
Parker thought he noticed Holly hesitate for a fleeting moment, but he couldn't be sure. In a daze, he turned his back to the Inn to go back inside and yell at the parts desk idiot again. He got the fucking ninety-five dollar bearing that ended his marriage, but instead of returning to work, he drove home. I guess that part wasn't so important after all. That is how he came to be where he was, doing what he was, waiting to have it out with his wife. Not just once during his wait, he debated if he would have been better off if he hadn't gone to get that damned part. After all ignorance is bliss, isn't it? It didn't matter now. Because he did go to get it.
The kids were already at Holly's parents' house. His in-laws generally picked them up after school anyway. At least Parker wouldn't need to worry about that piece of it right now. Parker's heartbeat quickened as he heard Holly's Seven Series Beemer pull into the garage. Who in the hell drives a Beemer when they live six thousand feet up in the Rocky Mountains for Christ's sake?
After what seemed like an interminable time period, Holly casually strolled into the kitchen. It was probably only a few minutes, but Parker was becoming increasingly anxious and angry, so the passage of time was becoming hard to discern.
"Hi, Parker. You're home early?" She spoke like she didn't have a care in the world. "The kids at Mom and Dad's?"
Parker's throat was extremely dry. In response, he could only slowly nod his head in assent.
"You okay, sweetie?" She appeared genuinely concerned. She appeared to fixate intently at his forehead.
"We need to talk, Holly." Parker was finally able to choke out the words. He looked up at her with glassy and moist eyes.
She hesitated. Sighed heavily, then collapsed onto the chair across from him. She met his gaze and returned his stare for a time trying to read his thoughts. "Then, I guess it was you, I saw across the street."
"Yeah, it was. And you were so concerned about the possible ramifications of what that might mean for your family..." Parker unnecessarily glanced at his watch. "You rushed right home almost four hours later."
At least she had the decency to wince at his last comment, Parker thought. "How long, Holly?"
Another pause, this one longer than the last. There was no point in any further deception on her part. "About a year and a half, I guess."
Parker, who was already close to the edge of reason, was stunned. He stammered. "Uh, I ah, what I mean..." He put his head down on the table, trying to hide in his folded arms. He never really had much of a plan, but what plan he did have was based on her lying. Or at least being evasive with him. He wasn't prepared for the truth. After a moment, he spit out the first thing that came to his mind.
"How long ago did you lose all respect for me, Holly?" It was more of a weak crestfallen statement than a question. He spoke like someone who was already defeated, but was trying to save face.
Holly's facial expression turned from sadness to disdain. "So, that's how this is going to go? You're going to play the wounded little boy whose toy was taken from him?" She said it with disgust and rose quickly from her chair. "I'm going to take a shower, when you can act like an adult, I will come back down, and we can talk some more." She turned towards their bedroom.
"SIT DOWN, DAMN IT!" Holly visibly recoiled but otherwise showed no emotion. "I'm this close to putting my hands around your neck..." Parker no longer had any control over his emotions. he was red in the face as he angrily demonstrated his hands in a choking motion as he screamed at her..."and squeezing the life out of you! So SHUT UP and sit down!"
Holly calmly pulled her iPhone from her purse. She looked at the close-to-hyperventilating Parker dead into his eyes and spoke quietly but forcibly. "Listen carefully to me, Parker Breckenridge. I'm going to give you a pass this one time, but if you ever raise your voice and threaten me again, you are going to have much more serious problems than a cheating wife." She took a deliberate step in his direction and began jabbing her phone at him angrily. "I will have a restraining order slapped on you so quickly it will make your head spin. It will keep you from this house, seeing our children, and maybe even get you some jail time." She was defiant. "No matter what happens from this point forward, Parker, I expect us both to act like adults to resolve our issue."
Parker slumped down in his chair and raised his hands in surrender. "I-I-I'm sorry, it's just that..."
"I know, Parker. That's why I'm giving you a pass. But never again. I mean it. Now, I'm going to take a shower and change. I'll call my parents and see if they can keep the kids overnight. Then when you've calmed yourself sufficiently, I will come back down."
"You know what, Holly? I think it's going to be quite a while before I can calm myself. I think it's going to be best if you leave for a while. Maybe go stay with your parents or something."
Holly just froze and gave him a look like he was insane. "I'm not leaving my house, Parker. I have as much right to be here as you. I understand why you might not be able to stand the sight of me. So, you're welcome to leave." She callously pointed to the front door. I'll tell the kids you had to go on a business trip." She sniggered derisively. Then she walked away with no further comment, leaving Parker even more dumbfounded than he was before.
As Holly climbed the stairs, she was remorseful that she was so harsh with him. Holly knew he was the innocent victim, but she had to maintain control, limit the damage, and find a way out of this mess...for everyone. That's how she handled problems at work.
As Holly readied herself for the shower, she phoned her mother. "Mom, it's me..."
"I know that, Honey. What's wrong? I can hear it in your voice..."
"He found out, Mom. Parker knows..." She couldn't finish the sentence as she started to cry. "Jesus, Mom. I've hurt him so badly. He didn't deserve this." She was full-on sobbing now.
There was an extended period of silence. "Mom, are you still there?" She squeaked out in between her sobs. Even though she was forty-one, at times, she could still be a little child around her mother.
"Yes, Honey, I'm here. "No, Sweetheart, he didn't deserve this." She protested. "Neither do your children." Holly sensed her mother's wrath. "Mom, we've had this conversation. The world is different now. You and I...we're from different generations with different goals and expectations. Damn it, Mom. I won't accept that the epitaph on my headstone will read, 'she was a good wife.' I don't want to go over this ground again."
"Yeah, that's all well and good young lady, but how would you feel if it read, 'she wasn't a very good mother?' At least my generation, which you appear to hold in contempt, understood you can't get everything you want." Her mother harrumphed. "Holly, I have to tell your father now. I've kept your secret for a while now, but no more. You know he loves Parker like the son he never had. Parker and your father are a lot alike. They fish and hunt together. They even share season tickets to the Broncos games. Parker has been a godsend to us, especially your dad. As Daddy has aged some, Parker helps out a lot around here trying to keep this house from falling down around us. Our men sacrifice a lot for their families..."
"Okay, mother. I guess you've convinced me that I'm a dirty whore!" She interposed with venom. "I don't have a lot of time, and I don't want to go over old ground..."
Please, Holly. I'm your mother, and I always will be. I will love you no matter what...But, I am just trying to understand, why?"
"Mom, we've been over this..."
"No, Holly, I mean, I need to understand why you felt cheating on Parker was an acceptable solution to your unhappiness?" She waited pensively for a response from the daughter she no longer really understood.
The wind went out of Holly's sails. She hadn't expected this to be her mom's avenue of attack. She thought for a moment before speaking. "Mom, are you happy? I mean, really happy?"
"Baby girl," her favorite term of endearment for her daughter when she was a young child, just slipped out. "Happiness isn't a normal state of being. We spend most of our lives somewhere in between happy and sad." I am content with my life though. Very contented..."
"Come on, Mother." Holly snarled. "I haven't forgotten all the conversations we've had over the years, including up to a month ago. You've told me, whether you meant to or not, how much you sacrificed for Daddy and your family. All the dreams you had when you were young, your degree in design that you never used. I could go on and on." Holly spoke smugly, very satisfied and sure of herself.
"Yes, I do remember. But first of all, a lot of that was me just blowing off steam. We're entitled to do that every now and then. Secondly, the big difference in our generations is that my generation understood that nobody gets everything they want. And there is a price to pay for everything we do get. You've had your head filled with the notion your whole life that you can have it all. You really can't. No one can. I guess you have to decide what's really important to you.
"In my case, my family was more important, I suppose, than anything else to me. This isn't about me right now though. And you still haven't answered my question!"
"Of course, it wasn't the right thing to do, mother. And I know my being unhappy doesn't justify what I've done to Parker. but it did provide an escape from my unfulfilled life. What about you, Mom? You never cheated on Dad? Or, even thought about it?"
Her mother smiled to herself. "Oh, I thought about it all right. I'm pretty sure every wife does, but I never cheated. Not once. For me, the fantasy of thinking about it, I guess was my escape." She became thoughtful. "I'm really not judging you, or even taking the moral high ground. I'm solely trying to understand your actions, but I keep coming up empty. It all seems so selfish."
"Maybe it is, Mom. But didn't you raise me to be my own person? Strong-willed and independent? When I was a teenager, didn't you tell me to chase my dreams.?
"Yes! But I still don't see that as a rationalization for your cheating."
Holly remained silent. She really didn't understand her actions herself.
Her mother knew she wasn't going to get a response to her question. So, she continued. "God, what a mess. Do you want us to keep the kids overnight?"
"Please do, Mom...What do I do now? I can see the pain, confusion, and anger in his expressions..."
Her mother butted in forcefully. "You take responsibility for your actions, not to mention your cowardice. You tried to play a wicked game, honey. As to what you do now? You do everything in your power to right the wrong you caused. Make things right! That's what you do." Her mother disconnected the call without waiting for a response. Holly was fairly certain that her mother's idea of how to make it right was far different than hers.
Alone, in the shower, Holly allowed herself a few tears at her predicament. But mostly, she just castigated herself for getting caught and hurting her husband. She certainly didn't hate Parker. In fact, she was quite fond of him. But the reality was, at this point in her life, she needed to live for herself. One's time on earth was too short not to do so. Plus, she wanted so much more from her life. Not the least of which was to have the wherewithal to travel the world. She knew she wasn't going to be able to do that, married to a mechanic who considered going to a Bronco's game a big life adventure.
For the past several years, she knew her marriage had been a mistake from the beginning. When she married, she was young and infatuated with every girl's childhood fantasy. The wedding dress, white picket fence, Camelot, the whole Hallmark dream. And mostly, just doing what everyone expected of her. Not to mention the lust part. Parker was the quintessential tall, dark, and handsome man from all her romantic thoughts and fantasies. He was a good lover, a great father, and a loyal husband. He was a bit younger than her, but his time in the military made him older than his chronological years.
Over time though she grew up and he didn't. As the years passed, she recognized that Parker was dull and unmotivated to do anything different than he had done the day before. When she was twenty-five, she didn't notice that about him. Hell, she didn't even sense it. Maybe she was the same at that age. She knew that wasn't true, but that was then, and this was now. And the truth was she had become miserable with her everyday existence. Her exciting work environment brought out the real her. The person she wanted to be. The woman she needed to be. If she were a man she thought, no one would question her motives and priorities.
Holly gave another deep sigh and put her face right into the steaming shower of water. Her skin was being stung by the thousands of hot pinpricks. It hurt but felt good at the same time. She and Parker were just too different. Her conundrum was, she loved her children to death, so she tried to make do. She never bought into the argument that children were more successful adults when they grew up in a two-parent household. They did better when their parents loved them, but to her that didn't mean they had to necessarily live in the same household. On the other hand, she lacked the courage of her beliefs, so she tried to avoid the issue.



If she had it to do all over again, she would have just divorced Parker five years ago and made the best of it. She inhaled sharply and tried unsuccessfully to cut off more tears. She knew Parker didn't deserve that, but faced with her current situation, she understood he really didn't deserve to see what he saw today either. She felt spineless, but regret was a pacifier for a shallow soul. She had to find a way forward for her whole family.
After finishing her shower, she put on her robe and wrapped her damp hair in a towel. Then Holly headed back downstairs for the conversation she had been trying to avoid for the past five years. She was somewhat surprised to see Parker sitting quietly, just as she had left him. She half thought he would leave the house never to be seen again.
When he noticed her standing, looking at him with pity, Parker huffed in frustration. "This isn't a game, Holly! Can you tell me why, at least?"
It was a moment of truth for Holly. Just one of many she supposed would occur over the next several weeks. "I know it isn't, Parker...I know. You absolutely deserve an answer, but I don't want to hurt you any more than I have. And, so far, I can't think of how to explain myself, without doing so?"
"I'm not sure you can hurt me any more than I'm hurting right now." He stated flatly. Parker turned to face Holly.
Holly gently placed her hand on his shoulder and looked deeply into his eyes. He flinched as she touched him but didn't pull away. He had to hear it from her. His previous insecurities notwithstanding, Parker had to know why life as he knew it was crashing and burning.
Parker was wrong. It wasn't pity his wife was feeling. It was a recognition of what had to be done. She, at last, understood what she had done to this poor, decent man. She couldn't hide from it any longer.
Holly sat down beside him cautiously. "Are you sure, Honey? I mean, really sure." Parker just nodded his assent. "Honey, first of all, this is all on me. You didn't do anything wrong. And, you certainly don't deserve what I've done to you..."
"Isn't that what all cheaters say?" Parker twitched nervously with impatience. He rolled his finger at her as a signal to speed things up.
"Ok...Ok. Sweetheart, the simplest way to put this is, well. I guess I changed, and you haven't..." She paused, mostly in an act of self-protection, because at this point, she figured he would go ballistic. She wouldn't have blamed him if he would yell, scream, break things, and then run out the door. She was stunned to see his lack of reaction. All she noticed was him slumping further into the chair.
"How long have we been married?" She spoke quietly and with resignation. Not really expecting a response, she continued. "Fifteen years, Honey. Fifteen years, and I bet if I walked into your closet right now, most of the clothes in there, you had before we were married."
Parker's head snapped up and he looked at her with incredulity. He started to speak, but Holly stopped him.
"It's just to illustrate my point, Parker. You haven't changed at all since we started dating. You have the same job, and in fact, have turned down promotions that would have meant more money for us. Your friends are the same and you do the same things with them. Every holiday we do the same damn things we always have." She stopped to assess his demeanor. There was no change.
"Where do we go on family vacations, Parker? The same place every year. When you and I talk, which is rare. What do we talk about? The kids and the weather, that's about all." She hesitated for a minute. "I could go on and on, but you see my point, Honey?"
"Okay, I think I understand where you are coming from, Holly. But...why didn't we have this conversation when you began to feel this way?" he implored. "Didn't you at least owe me that?" Holly knew it was a fair question.
"Then maybe we could have done something...something together to work through it."
"Well, I guess the bottom line, Parker, is that I was a coward?" She paused to collect her thoughts. While cowardice was involved, it wasn't the whole answer. "Believe it or not, the cheating...I suppose, was a way for me to avoid having this very conversation. I don't know, Parker...maybe it was a way for me to shift my unhappiness away from the real issue."
"Christ, Holly! What is the real issue then?" He slammed his palm on the table. He saw her jump. He raised his arms in surrender and quickly apologized, then waited for an answer.
She was thoughtful for a minute. I know you've heard the saying, 'Most men lead lives of quiet desperation.' In actuality, I think in this day and age, it is truer for most married women. Don't I deserve to be fulfilled?" She debated the merits of continuing but decided to anyway. "Parker, up until this afternoon, would you say your life was complete?"
He didn't have to think about his answer. "YES! That's what makes this..." he pointed with both palms up at Holly and back at himself. "So, so crazy."
Holly was thoughtfully nodding her head at him. "Do you think you deserve happiness, Parker?"
"Yesss, I think I do..." He wasn't sure where she was going with this. Maybe Holly finally understood him.
"I think you do too, honey." She explained tearfully. She was drained. "But, don't I deserve the same?" She begged.
Parker just stared silently at Holly. He had no answer for her. He supposed she did. If nothing else, he understood her a little better. But, it didn't alleviate any of his confusion as to what happened to his world. Nor did it paint a clearer picture for them to move forward.
Holly sighed in relief at his understanding. "You know, Parker, over the years, I have had very straightforward conversations with my mother. I think she releases some of her regrets and frustrations about...what her life is not, by sharing them with me. I don't want to be like that when I'm her age. Her mind is filled with regrets, what ifs, and if I'd only's.
"And, finally. If I'm being completely honest, I would say that, well...I really enjoyed it. It made me feel like I had some control over who I am." There, she had said it. Again, no reaction from Parker. Very odd. "It made me feel wicked. And like I said before. It helped mask my pain.
"I could tell you more about it, the why of it, but is there a reason for me to continue with it, is there?"
"I suppose not..." What was he supposed to argue? 'No, you're wrong to feel this way? Your life is really perfect. You just don't know it.' It was a moment of Clarity for Parker.
"Honey, it's late, and I'm tired." She broke in. "I'm going to bed. Please come with me and maybe we can talk some more?"
Parker just looked at his wife in disbelief. He shook his head and gave a disgusted sharp laugh. Holly just turned and silently headed upstairs. She was confident he wouldn't follow her.
Parker forced himself out of his chair and went to grab another beer. He had an overwhelming desire to drink himself into oblivion with Colorado-Cool-Aid. God must have been watching out for him though because there was only one lonely soldier left. Fuck! This day sucks! He snatched it angrily off the glass shelf and collapsed back onto his chair. Fuck! Fuck, fuck it!
Parker never had much in the way with words, or for that matter, an extensive vocabulary. But no one who could have read his mind at that moment would mistake how he felt. His mind raced as he sat alone. All sorts of responses crossed his mind in between sips of beer. Most were childish or carried with them the possibility of being arrested. Not to mention, being unable to see his children very often.
Was Holly, right? As much as he wanted to dismiss what she said, it made some sense. He really hadn't changed much. He didn't want to change. He liked his life. Then he had a revelation. He had always viewed his marriage, his whole family and life, only through his eyes. Damn it. Maybe I should just leave? He quickly discarded that thought. No, he would have to address it head on. It's my life and my house too. So, Parker headed upstairs.
Holly was thinking to herself as she turned down the covers of the bed. If nothing else, Parker now understood where she was coming from. Just as she was taking off her robe and climbing into bed nude, as she always did, she heard Parker inhaling a sharp breath and exclaiming. "Shit!"
He was staring in disgust at the love marks on her breasts that she knew were obvious. Parker started to run from the room. Under the circumstances, it seemed to him the only safe and reasonable thing to do, if he wanted to stay out of jail.
"Parker, wait! Please. Don't leave. I didn't do this on purpose. I honestly didn't think you would come up." She started crying again. I just keep hurting him. "Don't leave, come to bed and we'll talk more." She quickly turned off the light on her nightstand and climbed under the covers in a vain attempt to conceal her infidelity.
Parker snorted as he stood and watched Holly dive under the bedding. He couldn't believe how completely clueless he was. "How come I never noticed any marks on you before?" he shook his head in disbelief and tried to maintain his composure. The question was directed more at himself than her. But she answered it anyway.
"I don't know, honey. I guess you weren't looking for them? Also, for the past several years, we only made love on Friday and Saturday nights with the lights out. The...Well, I mean...any marks would only take a couple of days to disappear. Ummm, my outside...activities were only on Mondays and Tuesdays." She shook her head sadly as she saw him further deflate. "I guess that was TMI?"
He dejectedly nodded his head and went into the bathroom to prepare for bed. Holly had been correct. He was a creature of habit. Parker thought the movie Ground Hog Day was an excellent metaphor for his life.
They both lay stiffly on their respective sides of the bed. Their bodies were tense, like two boxers waiting for the bell to ring to begin their bout.
The only noise in the bedroom was an occasional hoot from the old Great Horned owl that resided in a tall Lodge Pole pine tree on their property. Parker spoke softly. "Well, are you at least going to stop fucking your boy toy until we can sort this out?"
"His name is William, and no I'm not going to stop seeing him." She hesitated to continue but decided to. "He isn't the first one, either."
Her matter-of-fact tenor stung Parker. To Parker, it seemed as if she didn't care at all. He was mistaking her tone. Holly was resigned to the inevitable, so her voice was flat like a condemned prisoner, with a no-hope feel.
"Christ, Holly, what do you want from me?" He bickered back at her.
"Well, part of me wants to have you just forget that today ever happened..."
"Shit!" He intruded. "I won't live like that, Holly. I love you but I can't accept that." Even in the darkness, Parker could see Holly's grim, tight, knowing smile.
"I...I know......I knew it when I made the decision. That, that if I got caught, it would end us. Honestly, if you'd decided to stay, Then I would have really lost respect for you."
It was Parker's turn to smile bitterly. "I know. So now what do we do?"
"I guess we figure out how to make our split as painless for the kids as possible, I suppose." She paused and exhaled. "You have any thoughts?"
"Not a clue, Holly. Not a clue." Twelve hours hadn't even passed since his comfortable life was turned upside down. "What about you?"
Holly inhaled a hopeful breath and replied. "I do, actually. Part of the reason I was so late..." Parker just snorted at her.
Holly gave a short skittish laugh with a slight smirk on her face. "Well, I did say it was part of the reason."
Now that the hard part was over, even Parker had to give a chuckle, bitter though it was. It was time to move on.
Holly quickly sat up and turned the light back on. She was unaware that her exposed breasts were once again showing evidence of her treachery to Parker. If he noticed, he didn't give a hint of it.
After flipping her light switch, she turned to Parker. I think we both agree that we have to make our split as painless as possible for the kids." She waited for his acknowledgement. "Do you remember the new apartment complex being built in town over off of North Ford?"
"Yeah?" Parker was surprised at Holly's new enthusiasm as she spoke. He wasn't sure where this was going.
"Well, one of the floor plans has two master suites." She looked at Parker to see if he was catching on. It was clear he wasn't. "I stopped in at the leasing office on my way home." She glanced at him. His face was still blank. "They had one of those units still available. I put a deposit on it..."
Parker caught on and immediately liked the plan. "So, we share the apartment. The kids stay in the house and you, and I switch off between the two locations." His mind raced with a thousand problems that could arise from such an arrangement. "Can we afford to do that?" was the most obvious question.
"We'll make it work, Parker. We'll make it." She put her arm over his chest and laid her head on his shoulder. They were both quiet for an extended period. They were lost in their own thoughts about the coming dramatic changes.
"I am sorry, Parker. I really am." She was pleasantly surprised that Parker hadn't pushed her away.
"I know. So am I."
"That really caught Holly off guard. "What are you sorry for? You didn't do anything wrong."
"I guess I'm sorry I couldn't have been someone else for you." He tried to come up with a better explanation but could only come up with, "I am who I am, I guess." There really wasn't anything more to say.
And, they did make it work. It wasn't easy. There were bumps along the way. The children were upset of course.
Their fifteen-year-old, Craig, seemed the least concerned when Holly and Parker sat the three children down together to tell them about the upcoming changes. He told them, "I felt a great disturbance in the force" for a while. He was of course a huge Star Wars fan. Neither Holly nor Parker was too concerned with his dramatics because he tended to say the same thing if his hamburger was overcooked.
Holly and Parker's only daughter, and their baby at ten years old, appeared to be the most affected. She burst into tears and was worried her world was ending. Her fears were mollified over time after Holly and Parker spelled out the plan in greater detail.
All three of the children recognized within a few short months that the plan actually worked well. Especially because both parents remained heavily involved in their lives to make sure it operated well.
The most significant ongoing issue was Holly's work schedule. Initially, Parker was very upset when Holly couldn't always meet her in-home living requirements. In his mind, she wasn't putting the kids first. However, he soon realized his anger was transferring to the children. That upset what at the time a very fragile family dynamic. He recognized too, that since he wasn't doing much but working and spending time with his kids anyway, Holly's issue gave him more time to do what he wanted to do anyway. Being separated from the children was his greatest concern. Holly asking him to fill in, helped to alleviate Parker's angst.
Then there was the time Parker remembered that he left his phone on his nightstand in the apartment. He was in a hurry to get to the house and 'relieve' Holly, so he decided to stop by and pick it up on his way to work the following morning. When he walked into the apartment, he got a surprise. Well, actually, all three of them got quite a jolt. It was incredibly awkward for all concerned and could have gotten ugly, but Holly managed to diffuse it with stiff introductions and an apology. Parker knew she didn't need to. Both were very careful from then on to never go to the apartment unannounced.
Throughout this period, Holly felt she should have been more content with her life. Wasn't this what she wanted? But somehow, she didn't have a complete sense of satisfaction. She finally recognized it was because she had solved her own problems but hadn't made amends to Parker. He was a shell of himself. He didn't really go out with friends or have much of a social life in any way. He seemed to place his emphasis on the kids, and work. Every time she saw him, to her he seemed hollow.
She was dealing with a terrible contradiction of emotions. In order to overcome this incongruity, Holly tried to focus even more on her career. And it was paying off for her in increased salary, responsibility, and the control and respect she desired and cherished. She couldn't have been happier in that part of her life. On the other hand, when she was around Parker, which because of the children was often, she felt a great deal of melancholy. She felt impotent as oftentimes she tried to get Parker to rejoin the human race without success.
He didn't really refuse or even get angry at her for these conversations. She got the impression he felt he didn't care or maybe he felt powerless to change what he saw as the 'new norm' for his life. For someone with Holly's drive and energy level, this was difficult to understand and accept.
Three Years Later:
Immediately after coming in the door from another repetitive and dull day of work, Parker threw his keys onto the sideboard in the entryway and headed straight for the refrigerator. He grabbed a cold beer, opened it quickly, and took a long pull from it. Damn, that's good. He thought to himself as he mindlessly studied the label. He gave a quick snort as he appreciated the flavor from his Ellie's Brown. He gave a sharp laugh even though he was alone and quipped out loud. "And Holly says I never change. What does she know!" Then he laughed again.
As he often did these days, he walked over and stood gazing out at the view he loved so much. It was so quiet and peaceful. In his early forties now, he was becoming more meditative about his existence. He took stock of his life. It was mostly good, he felt. Three years after his divorce, the kids were fine. Actually, better than fine. He and Holly made sure they were strong and independent. They could take care of themselves and didn't need him nearly as much now.
Parker's thoughts returned to work. He wasn't exactly sure when he quit enjoying his job. He thought it wasn't really that he didn't like it. It paid well and he was good at it, but it didn't bring him pleasure any longer. It was more like that it had become work to him. It made him uncomfortable, but as of yet, he hadn't any plans to do anything about it. He guessed that wouldn't surprise Holly.
His thoughts were interrupted by his cell phone playing Elton John's, "The Bitch is Back." That was Holly's ringtone he had entered for her after everything fell apart. Wow! She must be reading my mind.
"Hey, Holly. What's up?" He tittered good-humoredly.
Holly could hear the mirth in his voice. "You still haven't changed my ringtone have you, Parker?" It wasn't spoken harshly. It was a bit of an ongoing joke between them.
"You know me, Holly. I never change. Seriously, everything okay?" She didn't really call him all that often anymore as the kids had aged. So, his concern was genuine.
"I need a favor, Honey." She never stopped using her favorite terms of endearment for him. "It's a pretty big one..." She paused to wait for any reaction but only received silence in response. "I need a date for a thing Saturday night..." Still nothing, which wasn't an unusual response from Parker. He had always tended to wait for her to get to the point.
Parker was silent only because in his mind, he wondered if she wanted him to fix her up with one of his friends, which made absolutely no sense. His analytical mind was trying to formulate where this was going.



"Parker, will you please come with me?"
"......Is this a joke?" He was staggered by her question.
Holly thought she'd better come clean with him. "Actually, Parker, I want you to come with me because there is someone, I want you to meet." She continued hastily when he didn't immediately disconnect the call. "She is a good person, who's had a tough time. She's a lot like you, and, well, it's really time for you to get back into the world..."
"Wow! I must be pathetic; my ex-wife is trying to fix me up on dates? Seriously, Holly?"
"Please, honey. Her name's Aurora. She's a co-worker I've gotten to know, and I think she would be good for you. You guys would be good for each other. Please?" Holly braced herself for the verbal assault she was 90% sure was forthcoming. Parker was mute for an uncomfortable period.
Just as Holly was about to ask if he was still there, she heard.
"Okay, sounds good." He sighed. "Give me the particulars."
Though shocked by his acquiescence, Holly immediately started in on her prepared sales pitch extolling the virtues of Aurora but was quickly interrupted, and uncharacteristically, left speechless.
"I meant about the event, Holly. You know. Time, place, dress code, menu, etc. All those sorts of things."
Are you kidding me? This actually worked? Holly was extremely pleased but stunned at how quickly it all came together.
Four years later:
It was a beautiful late summer afternoon wedding. Because of his long tenure with the brewing company, Parker received permission to have his and Aurora's nuptials performed on the Coors company grounds. The non-denominational service was to be performed adjacent to the tree-lined Clear Creek near the private bridge that spanned it. The trees were still green but dulled a little because of the ongoing drought. If the wind was right, he would be able to enjoy the unmistakable odor of the hops in the brewing process. His second favorite fragrance in the world. He wasn't sure exactly when it happened, but he had started enjoying his job again. He had recently turned down another promotion so he could keep doing the work he loved.
Parker and Aurora were conflicted and thought of waiting for the fall so they could have their nuptials with the brilliantly colored fall foliage as a backdrop, but their impatience and desire to get on with their life won the battle.
It was a relatively small and informal affair. There were less than seventy-five people present.
A retired judge friend of Aurora's family was presiding. He wanted to begin the ceremony, but he was delaying until the guests had settled. There was a lot of murmuring and tittering, which was unusual in his past experience.
The Maid of Honor took charge. "Excuse me, Judge. I think I can handle this," and she turned to address the crowd.
"Ahem, excuse me, folks. PLEASE!" The crowd silenced themselves. As Holly surveyed the guests, she saw that some were smirking, others confused, and a few who already understood the circumstances were waiting patiently for the ceremony to begin.
Holly gave a little laugh, then spoke. "If you think the fact that the groom's ex-wife is giving away the bride, the groom's best man is my father, the bride and groom's children are all involved, not to mention the woman trying to hide under her chair is my mother, is weird," she pointed in her direction in the front row. Then you have to attend the reception later in the Vista at the Applewood Country Club! I'm sure after a few drinks from the hosted bar, it will move from weird to, 'When are the cops coming?'" The throng erupted into laughter. Holly turned back and signaled for the judge to continue.
As she did so, Aurora's parents across the aisle glanced quickly at each other with bemusement. Her father just shook his head and muttered with sarcasm. "This should be good," to his wife and partner of nearly fifty years.
"Relax, dear. It's going to be fine." She patted his leg familiarly and smiled to no one but herself. She gazed towards her daughter as she delicately wiped away tears of gratitude with a handkerchief. She always wondered if her daughter and grandchildren would get a second chance. Yes, it was going to be fine now.
Holly was wrong. The police weren't needed at the reception. It was a wonderful and raucous celebration of the start of a new life...for everyone. Even the uninitiated, having been brought up to speed, felt the happiness and hopefulness that weddings, when done properly, could engender.
As the celebration was winding down, a few guests had already departed. It was a very contented Parker Firestone-Breckinridge, who stood alone on the patio deck. He stared wondrously at the expansive view of the Table Top Mountains in the distance. For the first time in a long time, his life felt complete. Lost in his thoughts, he barely noticed what he assumed was his new bride approaching him. He got a whiff of a familiar perfume as she put her arm around him, which startled him back to consciousness.
"Hey, Honey," she whispered to him. "What are you thinking about?"
"Oh, hey, Holly..." Parker was surprised. "I don't know. Nothing much, or maybe everything in my life that led me to this point in time." He knew Holly would appreciate his humor.
"Wow, Honey, that's pretty deep for a mechanic." She teased him back. They both stood quietly for a few minutes before Holly broke the silence.
"Honey, do you think we made a mistake in ever having married in the first place?"
"Wow! "That's a tough one for me to answer, Holly. Believe it or not, I actually thought about it a lot after we divorced. I don't think just because we ended up divorced, you can necessarily call it a mistake. When we married, I really felt as if you were the one love of my life. I know we didn't start out that way. But, we grew together though. Over time I came to believe, that you never felt the same about me." Holly blushed and nodded her head involuntarily. But, by the time Craig was born, I was in love with you forever. Looking back, maybe it was just the pheromones?" They both laughed a little. "I didn't think much beyond that.
"If you think about it. If we hadn't, we certainly would have still shared Craig. But, Dillon and Erie would never have existed. And, they're terrific people. I can't call that a mistake." They looked at each other and smiled as only proud parents can do.
"Really though, what I've been thinking about most recently, is if we hadn't gotten married or you didn't do what you did, I never would have met Aurora. When you cheated, I wanted to hate you so badly, but I just couldn't bring myself to do it. Then later, after you introduced Aurora and me, that's when I realized that despite everything else, if you hadn't been the person, you were, both good and bad, you wouldn't have thought to even introduce us?
"I guess things happen for a reason. I don't know. I guess I'm rambling a bit. I'm not used to all this self-analysis. How about you? What do you think?"
"No, in retrospect, I suppose not. Honestly, what I think about more often is what happened after you told me how random the events were that caused you to discover my cheating." She sighed. "So now I think, what if those completely random happenstances hadn't occurred, would we still be married? Would either of us be truly happy? Would we have fallen apart anyway at some point?" Holly hesitated before continuing. "Or, would I have finally gotten up the courage to do what I should have done in the first place? I guess we'll never know." She hesitated to think some more. "The trouble I have is the randomness of everything. Maybe that's why I love my work? It's so much more predictable."
Parker considered the impact of what she said but didn't have a response. Holly changed the subject because this conversation was becoming morose. "You turned down another promotion, didn't you?"
Parker laughed. "I did. Aurora and me, we're just starting out, and...well I didn't want to..."
Holly laughed sardonically. "Yeah, Aurora gave me the same reason, when she turned down the promotion I wanted her to take." Parker just smiled at her. Holly smiled back and shook her head. "You two are quite the pair.
"Parker, Honey. I wanted to ask you if it would be all right if I took the kids to Europe with me next spring? I'm going to be spending about eight weeks there on a new healthcare research cooperative, and..."
"Of course, Holly, but by next Spring, even Erie will be an adult. You don't need my permission..."
"I know that, Sweetie. But I want your approval anyway. It's important to me."
Parker, surprised by her response, turned to Holly and asked her a question he had wanted to ask since they divorced. "Holly, are you happy? I mean, really happy?" He searched her eyes for any clue.
His ex-wife gave a deep sigh. "I am, Parker. I truly and finally am. You might not understand it, because what makes me happy is different than how you define yours, but I assure you, I am." She needed to know something else. "Have I been a good mom, Parker, have I?" She was wrestling with the question her mother had asked her so long ago.
"Holly, you were always a good mom, and after our split, you became an even better one."
She nodded her head in gratitude and began to tear up again. Parker, seeing her tears brought Holly into a once familiar hug. "Thank you, Parker. That means a lot to me, Sweetie."
She changed topics again. "I guess now that you're married, I have to quit calling you that...don't I?" she asked somewhat ruefully.
Parker started to respond, but another voice cut him off. This time, it was his new bride's. Neither of them had noticed her approach.
"Holly, you can call him whatever you like for as long as you like." Aurora quickly hugged her which brought even more tears to Holly's eyes. It was an odd, but not uncomfortable picture that the three of them presented. Holly and Parker had their arms casually draped around one another, as did Holly and Aurora on the other side.
"Holly, I will never be able to express my thanks for what you've done for me, and Parker. You're a special person. We both wish you the best. If you ever need anything from us, we will be there for you." She then grabbed Parker's hand.
"Come on, Lover. I want one more dance with my man before they shut us down. Knowing you, Mr. two left feet, this will be the last chance I ever get to dance with you!" They started back inside, pressed together, laughing and holding tightly to one another.
Holly's gaze followed them as they strolled away. In all their years together, Parker had never looked at her the way he was looking at Aurora right now. His eyes unquestionably sustained both longing and adoration as he tried to lose himself in Aurora.
She felt a pang in her heart. Was it regret? No. Maybe envy? She couldn't quite define it. She smiled to herself as it hit her. Well, I guess Mom was right, no one gets everything. And there is always a price to be paid. Holly's thoughts immediately transitioned to her current opportunities at work.
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I'm Not Sure How to Act


Story Sentence: I've never been in this position before.

Author's Note: This is not a BTB story. It's fairly short at approximately 5,800 words. There really isn't much in the way of descriptive sex acts either. So, if those are your things, you might want to pass on this one.
Main Characters: (age at the beginning of the story) In order of appearance
Ketchum "Ketch" Caldwell, age 28, husband to Hayden for 5 years, first marriage for both.
Hayden Caldwell, age 24, married to Ketchum, no children, but in the planning stages to start a family.
Preston McCall, age 41, divorced father of two young children in their mid-teens and co-worker of Hayden's.
Shelly Lewiston: Preston's ex-wife, age 40.
Story:
Twenty-eight-year-old Ketchum Caldwell was so stunned, he couldn't think clearly. There was a piercing rushing noise like a roaring river, cascading through his head. He felt dizzy and he had to sit before he fell. As it was, he almost missed the living room couch and had to catch himself to prevent falling to the floor. He could hear his wife Hayden saying something to him, but her voice had a hollow ring to it and the words were garbled. It almost sounded like she was underwater.
"W-w-what, what did you say?"
"Listen, Ketch, honey. I'm sorry it just happened..."
"B-b-but we just talked about buying a house and starting our family. W-w-we've only been married five years."
"Sweetheart, it didn't mean anything. I'm not sure how it even happened, but it doesn't have anything to do with you, or us. I'm sorry..." That isn't at all what Hayden planned on saying. It sounded so cheap. "Ketch, listen to me. I've messed this up..."
Ketchum sprang from the couch and began pacing back and forth like a caged animal. He had both hands pressed firmly to the sides of his head. It was almost as if he expected his head to explode any second. "Ah, ok, I mean, you know, I'm not sure how I'm supposed to react. Well, ahhh, what am I supposed to say, or do? I've never been in a situation like this before."
"Sweetie, just sit back down, you're scaring me." Hayden was trying to reach out to Ketchum and pull him back down to the couch but wasn't having any success.
Ketchum started to feel short of breath and he had sensed the walls of his living room were closing in on him. It felt like the air was being forced from his lungs. "Umm, no. I have to get out of here to think about this. It's just, it's just too confusing for me." He started towards the door.
"Wait!" She screamed. Hayden was desperate to have Ketch stay. "How are we supposed to get passed this, if we don't talk about it?" She started crying, pleading with him to stay.
Ketchum never responded; he had his hands up in a defensive position. Hayden understood he didn't want to be touched by her. Every time she tried to make physical contact, it seemed to upset him more, so she backed away. What had she done? "Please Ketch, I know we can work this out. Please, I'm begging you, don't leave."
It was too late; he was already gone. The slamming of the front door to Hayden sounded like the end of her marriage.
Hayden wasn't lying to Ketchum. She really didn't know how it happened. One minute she was having lunch with Preston McCall, and the next thing she knew, they were engaged in sweaty, feverish, animalistic sex on a squeaky, slightly musty-smelling bed in a nondescript motel off the main highway a couple hundred yards from the restaurant.
Hayden and Preston were co-workers and regular lunch partners. And, up until the moment they ended up in bed together, she never had a lustful thought about him. She actually thought of Preston as kind of a father figure. Hayden never really had a father. At least not one she remembered. She tried to think back to her time spent with Preston. She never had an inkling that Preston thought of her in any manner other than a friend either. He never even made any suggestive or lewd references or jokes.
Preston was a perfect gentleman. He was always thoughtful if not somewhat shy. When she first met him at work, he always seemed sad and was a loner. She asked him to lunch because he seemed to need a friend. She enjoyed conversing with him, and it became a regular lunch habit for both.
The last thing she remembered was chatting and eating her salad with Preston in their regular booth at the lunchtime bistro they frequented. She was relating her fears about motherhood. He seemed genuinely interested and concerned with her fears. Hayden didn't know it, but fears about having the ability to be a good mother was a very common anxiety most women experienced. It can be overwhelming at times.
Preston was trying to reassure her. He told her repeatedly that he thought she would be a great mom. As he explained his reasoning, he placed his hand over Hayden's and gave it a little squeeze. It was an act of friendship; he was simply trying to console her. Then one thing led to another. When Hayden regained her wits, she was nude, covered in sweat, and in a sixty-nine position with Preston's rather large cock as far down her throat as she could take it. This was something she had never done with Ketch.
She didn't really believe Preston had set out to seduce her. In fact, he was very apologetic for his part in their tryst. After they were finished, but still in the motel room, Hayden broke down, sobbing hysterically at what she had done. When she told Preston she had to tell Ketchum what she had done, he urged her not to.
"Hayden, listen to me carefully. I'm begging you. DO NOT tell Ketchum about this! I know what I'm talking about. My wife did something similar. When she confessed to me, I blew up. It's not that I didn't appreciate her honesty about it, but I just couldn't get passed her actions. So, I divorced her. Call it my silly male pride, ego, or whatever, but I just couldn't let it go." He was sincere and emotional as he spoke.
"A few months after my divorce was finalized and I got over my raging anger at my wife, I regretted my actions. But I was too confused or stubborn to talk with her. It's been ten years, and I'm still sorry I didn't give her a chance to discuss it. I don't know that our marriage would have survived anyway. But my refusal to even consider a conversation with her separated me from and alienated my children. Our relationship hasn't recovered to this day.
"By the time I gathered the courage to talk with her about it, she had moved on." Preston had tears in his eyes as he remembered that awful period of his life. He heard later that his ex-wife had remarried. For all intents and purposes, she had moved on, leaving any memory of him behind. "It's just your fear of motherhood, Hayden. I'm sure you've never done anything like this before and won't do it again.
"Trust me, please, Hayden. Men are different than women about this sort of thing. Don't tell him, Hayden, I'm begging you. When you get home, just show your love for him. Try being the best wife and mother you can be and forget all about this. You are a good person who made a terrible mistake. Let it go.
"I think it's best if we don't go to lunch for a while. I can't believe I would put your marriage at risk. Let's just forget this ever happened and go on with our lives." Preston was contrite.
That was the really hard part of this whole mess for Hayden. Oh, she was truly sorry for what she had done, but the sex, well the sex with Preston was exciting. How was she supposed to 'forget it ever happened?' It was unquestionably better than any sex she had with Ketch. She wasn't really a virgin when they married, but her only experience before getting married was a few very unsatisfactory fumblings in the back seat of a car with a high school boyfriend.
How was she supposed to keep her betrayal from Ketch? She loved him with all her heart. She was afraid, however, that she would never be able to make love with Ketch without thinking about the incredible sex with Preston. The only way she could think of moving on from this nightmare was to tell Ketch what happened, and why. Why? Hell, she didn't even know why it happened. She had to talk with him. Maybe she could go to counseling so she could understand better why she did it. They could certainly work through this, couldn't they?
To further complicate things, she had been leaning towards taking Preston's advice and keeping it her secret. But, she decided to talk with her mother first, with whom she always had a very close relationship. After getting the expected shock and disapproval reaction from her mom, she received the exact opposite advice that Preston had given her.
"Honey, listen to me, a marriage built on a lie as big as this one is bound to fail. It's supposed to be a partnership of love and trust. What happens if for some reason, several years from now, after you guys have children, Ketchum finds out about what you did? I can't imagine the sense of betrayal he would have. He might even think you had kids so he couldn't leave. It's too painful to even think about.
"No, you have to tell him."
So that's what Hayden did. And that was the reason, she was sitting alone on her living room couch, in tears, having no idea where her husband had gone. She never felt so alone and frightened in her life.
For his part, Ketchum was a far more confused young man than his wife was a frightened woman. It just wasn't something he had ever considered Hayden capable of. His emotions ran the gamut from rage to sorrow and fear. Part of him wanted to kill her and the other part wanted to ignore it as if it was a horrendous dream he would soon awaken from.
He had shut his phone off and decided to spend the night in a cheap hotel. He lay on the rock-hard mattress with his arms behind his head staring up at the acoustical 'popcorn' style tobacco smoke-stained insulation. He was trying to take his mind off his problems by imagining the random pattern of the sprayed-on acoustic material was animal shapes, but he wasn't having any luck. That would have required too much focus from his brain.
Ketchum realized that he would have to talk with Hayden at some point, but he wasn't even sure what to ask. Does she love him? Does she want a divorce? How was a person supposed to act in this type of situation?
He was trying to understand his emotions. Angry, hurt, and sad seemed most prominent and appropriate. Processing his rage was difficult. Finding her lover and physically assaulting him seemed childish, and even if he didn't end up in the hospital, he might end up in jail. If she was going to divorce him anyway, he didn't want to give her the satisfaction of seeing her new man pummel him. Besides, he was an accountant, for Christ's sake, not a fighter.
Somehow, he also felt embarrassed and inadequate. Why would he feel that way? Maybe it was because he had done something wrong, or failed Hayden in some way. For the life of him, he couldn't think of anything. Maybe that's what he should ask her?
Ketchum turned his phone back on and sent Hayden a text. He didn't bother to read any of the six messages she had sent him. His text simply read, I'm fine, will be home tomorrow morning to talk. Then he shut his phone off.
He couldn't really sleep all night, and he never came up with a real plan. Those omissions would prove to be critical mistakes.
As it was Saturday, neither Hayden nor Ketchum had to work, and he arrived back home around eleven that morning. He parked in his assigned spot for their apartment but somehow felt uneasy about it. He was exhausted and still didn't know what to say to his wife. Ketchum sat in his car for almost fifteen minutes, and he saw Hayden repeatedly peaking through the drapes at him. He guessed that running away again was no longer an option.
He finally gathered the courage to go inside. When he reached the front door, he paused in confusion. Inexplicably, he didn't know if he should knock before entering. He was saved from having to make the decision his addled brain was having trouble processing when Hayden threw open the door and leaped into his arms. She was sobbing, apologizing, and she even had hiccups too. Her reaction only further confused him. She led him to the living room all the while chattering gibberish. Ketchum wasn't sure it really was gibberish, but because his brain was pixilated, he only understood about every third or fourth word she spoke.
"Ketch, please sit here with me." And she patted the sofa next to her.
He just stared at her and remained standing. This was a very bad idea. He was in no way prepared to have a serious conversation with Hayden. He spoke the only words he thought of in his bemused state. "What is his name, Hayden?"
Hayden appeared shocked. "Ah, I ah," Hayden was now as confused as Ketch. She had a speech well planned out ahead of time and hadn't thought about this part. "His name isn't really that important right now. I want us to talk about..."
Now Ketch appeared shocked. "Oh, ok, I guess I didn't really understand the situation. I better leave then?" He immediately turned and walked out of the apartment without looking back.
Hayden was stunned and slumped back on the couch. She was too surprised to call out to Ketch and stop him. What in the hell just happened? What did I say that was wrong?
Ketchum on the other hand, made the assumption that his marriage was over. She didn't want to tell him about her lover to protect him. This to him meant she was in love with someone else. What was the point anyway? At least now he knew where he stood.
Several days later, as Hayden sat in her office on a Friday morning, she was no more productive than she had been on Monday. Preston had, thankfully, been ignoring her except to nod politely and say good morning when they passed in the hallway. That was fine with Hayden; she had other things on her mind.
She hadn't heard a peep from Ketchum. Not a single phone call, text, or email. It was as if he had disappeared from the face of the earth. She called his work a few times, but she never was able to get through to him. She knew it wasn't by accident and only served to increase her anxiety level.
"Hi there! Oh hey, I love that outfit on you."
"Huh, what? Who are you?" Hayden gawked at the young lady with the pixie cut purple frosted hair, a silver nose ring, and a tattoo of a pink unicorn on her left arm. She was leaning up against the door jamb of Hayden's office.
"Oh, you must be Hayden Caldwell?"
"Yes, what do you need?"
"You've been served, sweetie. Have a great day!" The grunge-dressed girl snapped a quick photo with her phone, popped the bubble she had blown with her gum, and was gone as soon as she handed a rather thick manila envelope to Hayden.
Hayden had pushed herself away from the envelope and stared at it as if it were a venomous snake ready to strike at any moment. She hadn't even noticed that Preston had entered her office. He had heard what occurred with the server. He had been standing in front of her desk for almost five minutes. When Hayden finally looked up at him, Preston had a sour expression and was shaking his head sadly.
"You shouldn't have told him, Hayden, you really shouldn't have. I'm so sorry, I truly am." Preston turned and left, still shaking his head. He walked directly to the HR office and resigned without giving notice.
Their divorce was final about six months later. Hayden didn't fight it; there was nothing to fight over. After paying off her lawyer and half of the bills, she had about $700 to her name. She was sure Ketch was in the same situation. Not much to show for five years of marriage.
Hayden never once saw Ketchum during the entire divorce process. She didn't know where to find him. She tried to reach him at work the same day she was served. She was briskly told only told that 'Mr. Caldwell no longer works here.'
The countless phone calls to his family and friends proved fruitless. She was pretty sure his parents and brother knew where he was, but they weren't saying. They weren't rude to her. They didn't yell or scream, but it was clear, they wanted nothing to do with her.
When she called her mother, her mom was sympathetic, but when Hayden asked if she could move in with her for a while, her mom simply said, "No."
"No? What do you mean, no? Please, Mom, I need some help here!"
"You need to figure this one out for yourself, and you won't do that by running back home like a little girl who skinned her knee on the playground."
"But Mom, you told me to tell him." She was desperate and begging.
"You had to tell him, honey. It was the right thing to do, but it didn't guarantee you would stay married. Hopefully, someday, you will understand why I told you to do that."
Hayden was sure her happy, safe, and orderly life was over. She'd never felt so alone.
Ten Years Later:
"Preston, is that you?" It had been so long. She was stunned seeing him here. The last time she heard he was living hundreds of miles away.
He was startled back to awareness from his reminiscences. It seemed that these days, his entire social life was spent sitting by himself in this coffee shop thinking about his troubled past and the bleakness of his future.
That voice, that familiar, haunting voice. The memory that would never let go of him. The singular moment in time that haunted him still. It wasn't possible.
"Uh...hi, Shelly. It's been...a long...time." Preston barely managed to choke the words out. Wow! Unlike me, she still looks good. So young, vital, and energetic. She must be fifty now. Preston just stared at her. He should have anticipated he would see her at some point. After all, their town wasn't that big. And, he'd been back for a while. If Preston had anywhere near a normal social life their paths probably would have crossed long before now.
Preston had virtually no interaction with her since they divorced. After that horrible time, he rarely interacted with his children. He hadn't seen them in over six years. He only sent cards on birthdays and Christmas to his children and grandkids, who lived across the country. He'd yet to meet his three grandbabies in person.
Shelly tried to break the uncomfortable silence. "Yeah, it must be twenty years, Preston." The unpleasant quiet continued. On her part, Shelly thought Preston looked old, lost, and tired. The world had not been kind to him. Disappointed and embarrassed by his lack of response, she was going to walk away. But before she could make her escape, she noticed tears beginning to form in Preston's eyes. She opted to stay and sat down uninvited.
"What the hell is going on, Preston?" She didn't mean for it to sound so sharp. "I mean, why are you back?" She backtracked. That seemed the safest place to start.
Preston quickly gave an indifferent shrug. "I don't know. They shut the satellite office I worked out of down. So rather than start over, I decided to accept a position back here." He made a weak attempt at humor. "You know, the insurance capital of the Northwest." He gave a bitter laugh. "Maybe I was just returning to the scene of the crime? The place where my life ended, I suppose."
Shelly appeared shocked. "Shoot, Preston. You can't be serious. Are you married, seeing anyone? I mean, the kids never say anything..."
"No, not really." He didn't really think that was any of her business. Shit! "I'm not who, I mean, I guess I've become a bitter old man. Nobody really wants to hang around me, I suppose..." He looked up at her. "I don't even like myself these days. I look in the mirror every morning and don't recognize the person looking back at me."



He had a moment of clarity. "Hell, if I don't even like myself, who else is going to want to hang around me?" He was on a self-flagellation roll now. It somehow made him feel better. Maybe not better, but justified? Or, was he hoping to inflict some damage on the architect of his ruined life? "I guess I'm still just not sure why everything happened." He snorted caustically. I'm at the point in my life if I see someone who is happy, I get angry. Some days I think my only goal is to make everyone as miserable as me..."
Shelly tried to interrupt, but Preston blurted out. "Why did you do it, Shelly?" He wasn't even sure where the question came from. Surely it was from a deep dark hidden place in his soul. But the fact that Shelly had obviously prospered while he wallowed in misery made him instantly angry. He wasn't sure if it was with her or himself.
For her part, Shelly was very surprised and naturally assumed he was talking about cheating on him. So, she started to explain.
Preston stopped her. "I don't mean the cheating, Shell. I mean, why did you tell me? Why did you confess? I probably never would have found out about it." He angrily slapped his hand on the table causing Shelly to flinch sharply. "I mean, you were away from home. It was some nameless and faceless person. You were never going to see him again." He was almost pleading, trying to understand why his life fell apart. "Why did you ruin my life?"
"I, I, I had to tell you, Preston. It was more for myself than you, I suppose. I couldn't have lived with myself if I hadn't!" She was horrified by the realization that Preston hadn't moved on. "Preston, it was twenty years ago..."
"Do you at least regret telling me, Shelly!" He couldn't believe how calm she was.
Preston couldn't have been more wrong in his assessment. She wasn't calm at all. Stunned would be a better description of her state of mind. My god, he never got over it. How was that even possible?
"Wow, Preston. That's a really difficult question for me to answer..."
"You don't need to, I mean, you don't owe me any explanation. At this point, I know it's ancient history, but I would like to understand if nothing else." He couldn't meet her intense gaze. "I have my reasons for wanting to know. I will tell you why later if you want."
Shelley, encouraged, paused to organize her thoughts. Although it was a question she had grappled with countless times, years had passed since she last gave it any thought at all. Shelly had moved on and was very happy with her current life. She saw no good reason to dredge up the past she had buried long ago. Still, his question raised her curiosity. And, he looked so, very desperate.
"Well, right after I told you and...well, everything fell apart, I definitely regretted confessing. I was very angry at myself for having done so. After a while, I transferred my anger to you. I was infuriated with you for not understanding. I guess for not giving me credit for telling you, or giving me a second chance. You never even let me explain, and that incensed me."
Preston tried to interrupt at this point, but Shelley waved him off and continued. "I know, I know. It was stupid of me, but I'm telling you the truth. It's how I felt at the time. However, after some counseling, I came to accept that it was all on me. I had no right to have expected you to react in a certain way." She wasn't sure she should continue and gave Preston a questioning look.
"Please, I need to know, Shell."
"Okay, Preston." She took a deep breath. "When all was said and done. No, I don't regret confessing to you. First, I think it helped me, in the long run, to move on with my life. Secondly, if I hadn't told you the truth. I wouldn't be where I'm at today. And my life today is as full as I ever could have dreamed possible. I couldn't be happier and more contented than I am right now." She resumed after making sure he was all right with her revelation.
"You and I share two adult children who are successful and happy. I have an adorable younger daughter with my husband..."
Preston interjected at this point. "Does he know about me, us? Did you tell him what happened?"
"Yes, Preston, I did." She snapped. For some reason, she was miffed that Preston would think she hadn't done so. "As soon as we became serious, I sat him down and told him everything. I also told him it was all my fault, that you had done nothing to deserve what I had done to you." She wasn't sure she should go on but did so anyway. After all, he said he wanted the truth.
"Where would we be, Preston, if I had kept my secret from you? Would I be as thankful for my life, or would my guilt slowly have consumed me and destroyed us anyway? Sometimes though, I did wonder if I shouldn't have waited awhile. Wait until we weren't in such a volatile and vulnerable state of mind?" Preston was crestfallen. Shelly saw his shoulders sag noticeably. "Do you ever think about that time, Preston?" It wasn't really a rhetorical question, because in her heart, she already knew the bitter answer. It was that obvious to her.
"Only about once a day now, Shell. Only about once a day." His shoulders heaved as he tried to maintain his composure. He slowly shook his head with deliberation.
This whole conversation was becoming maudlin to Shelley, so she quickly interrupted. "Why is rehashing all this," Shelley spread her arms wide as she leaned back in her chair, "so important to you?"
He looked at his former wife, the once-presumed love of his life, with moist eyes. After hesitating for a moment, he told her the whole story. Everything from the moment he realized he'd made a mistake in not talking to her to his brief affair with Hayden. He relayed his inability to move forward. He chronicled for her all his fears and failures, everything.
He disclosed to her how none of that compared to his self-loathing for having done the very same thing to another husband that she had done to him. He explained how his tortured thoughts took him to the brink of self-harm. "What type of person am I that I could do to another that which had destroyed my own life, Shelly? I've never been able to find a satisfactory answer to that question. One that would let me sleep peacefully anyway."
He explained how guilty he grew to feel for never even having a conversation with her or maybe trying to salvage their marriage. Twenty years of pent-up anger, self-hate, confusion, and frustration, mostly at himself spilled forth. It took him over an hour to unburden himself. All the while, Shelly just listened patiently. She remembered something her therapist had told her many years ago. She told her that often the cheated-on party had more difficulty moving forward than did the cheater. She never truly believed it until now.
"Honestly, Shell, what bothers me the most, still to this day...isn't so much the cheating part. It's more on me. I mean, I honestly don't know if I had let you explain that our marriage would have survived anyway. But, I wonder if I had at least talked with you. Tried to understand your point of view, and get you to understand my hurt, fears, etc. I wonder if I wouldn't have wasted all these years. A good part of my life." His emotions started to get the better of him, so he went silent for a moment. "Maybe I would have been able to move on sooner. Or, possibly, I wouldn't have let myself destroy someone else's marriage. What a waste."
She was shocked and saddened but to her relief, his confession didn't trigger any traumatic reaction to a past she had left far behind. It did make her feel sorry for him and wonder if there was anything she could do to show him the way forward.
Shelly had an idea. It was risky, but sometimes opportunity knocks. The only question in her mind was if it was really a good idea to let a truly damaged Preston back into her world? But this was an occasion where she might be able to offer him a chance at redemption.
Maybe it was the least she could do for her part in Preston becoming what he was. "Listen, Preston. I want you to come over to my house next weekend. I want you to meet my family. Your children and grandchildren will be there too. They are all coming to town for my mom's seventy-fifth birthday. It's time you reconnected with your family. Your children need you and miss you."
"They don't need me, Shell. I doubt they would even want to see me at this point..."
She interrupted sharply. "Bullshit, Preston!" She was angry and challenged his ignorant comment. "They do need and miss you..."
It was Preston's turn to interject. He couldn't meet Shelly's eyes. "They might miss who I used to be, Shelly, but not who I am now." It was a pathetic statement but perhaps an apt epitaph to be carved on his headstone. Even Preston recognized it as such. Jesus, what's wrong with me? "Maybe...I'll think about it, Shell."
"You better show up, Preston. Don't make me hunt you down!" She gave him a fake sneer followed by a smile. "Unless you're planning on running again?"
Preston sighed. "I promise, Shell. I will try to be there. It's about time, I suppose."
Doubtful of his sincerity, she nevertheless relayed her address to him and turned to walk away but had a quick thought and turned to face Preston again. "Hey, do you know what ever happened to her, to them?"
"Honestly, Shelly, I don't know. When I came back to town, I ran into a couple of old coworkers. When I asked about her, they told me that, after a tough time, the wife left the state. They said they thought she had moved to California to start a new life. One of her close friends from the office told me she had heard from Hayden's mother a couple of years ago. She was moving there to be closer to her daughter and grandchildren. Apparently, she remarried and has three kids. By her mom's account, Hayden was very happy and living a great life.
"As far as the husband? I think his name was Ketchum? I didn't really ask. I guess I was afraid of what the answer might be. I hope it all worked out for him. At least better than it did for me." Preston was becoming emotional, his mind cluttered with old, dark memories. "I'll never forgive myself...for what I did to them."
Shelley didn't really know what to say. "I don't know, Preston. I guess we learn as we go." She shook her head sadly and stood to leave. "Preston, we will see you on Saturday." She became contemplative, just staring at him for a bit. She was trying to find something more to help him. "You might not want to hear this, Preston, but I had to forgive myself for my mistake, for what I did to us. A long time ago, somebody told me that all was not yet lost for me...That today could be the first day of the rest of my life. All I had to do was let go of the past."
Shelly wasn't sure if she should say the rest of it. But thought about it, then decided, however hurtful, it would be for the best. "Preston, look at me." He did so, with an expression that Shelly couldn't decipher. "I'm really not trying to hurt you with this, but I made a conscious decision several months after our divorce that I wasn't going to let my mistake ruin my life. I had to move on. I'm sorry. Maybe that makes me a terrible person in your eyes, but...but I had to."
She turned and walked away, leaving him alone with his thoughts. She wasn't certain she would ever see him again. For Preston's sake, she hoped she would, but either way, she wouldn't let it change her world. Shelly learned long ago that you couldn't help someone more than they wanted to help themselves.
Preston sat quietly, motionless as he watched Shelly walk out the door. When she disappeared from his sight, he glanced around the coffee shop. For some reason, he was surprised that nothing had changed. People came and went. The conversations at the various tables continued uninterrupted. The baristas taking and calling out orders never skipped a beat. The world didn't revolve around him nor give a shit about his issues.
For him though, in a couple of hours, his sterile world was upended. Yet no one else seemingly took the slightest note of it. Everything went on as before while the seismic shift in his life occurred. He had wasted twenty years of his life trapped in what he thought to be a seminal moment in time. It hardly seemed fair.
Who was right and who was wrong? Did it even matter? Because he recognized that for twenty years, he had allowed Shelly's actions to stall his life. His relationships, outlooks, and emotions had stagnated at that very moment. Yet, the woman whose actions engineered his destruction had moved on to the point where their previous life together was barely a distant and faded memory for her. Was she the antichrist in his world? Or was his self-pity and failed life, all on him?
Could he, do it? He didn't know. Preston wasn't sure of anything beyond; he was definitely going to show up at Shelly's house on Saturday. And the rest, he would just have to play by ear.
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Story:
"Honey, why is your phone password protected?" Eugene Gresham casually asked as he strolled into the kitchen where his wife Aurora was preparing dinner for their family of four.
Aurora, who had her back to him as she stirred whatever was in the pot on the stove, gave a subtle flinch. As was her habit, she gave the wooden spoon a couple of gentle taps on the edge of the pot before placing it on the counter.
Eugene noticed a pause for a couple of seconds before Aurora turned to face him.
"Oh, Gene, I forgot to mention that to you. It's a work thing..."
"A work thing, when did you start using your phone for work?"
Another pause, another flinch, and a furtive glance at the ground before Aurora responded while wringing her hands together. Up until that very moment Eugene hadn't wanted anything but to use her phone to order something through their joint Prime account. Now, however, he was keenly interested in her response.
An obviously upset Aurora snapped at Eugene. "What do you care? Why do you want it, are you spying on me?" When she saw the look that came across Eugene's face, she instantly knew she had seriously fucked up with her response.
Before Eugene could speak, Aurora blurted out. "I'm sorry I snapped at you, Honey." She stumbled on her words for a bit before carrying on. "It's been a bad day at the office, I'm just tired." She seemed pleased with her recovery and spoke more confidently. "It's not for work, it's because I don't want anyone using it. I sometimes leave it on my desk and..."
"That's fine, what's the code? I want to order something really quick and mine, is charging."
Eugene watched as his wife's countenance suddenly changed. He knew she was thinking hard about what to say next. Eugene was a bit philosophical in his life, so he immediately recognized this was a seminal moment in what had previously been a good marriage. He wondered if Aurora would consider that before she answered. Eugene believed that one's life was simply made up of an endless stream of 'moments in time.' Some would seem innocuous, others extraordinary, but they all affected what happened in the next moment.
The die was cast. Aurora snapped at him. "That's my property, you're invading my privacy!" She almost choked and Her eyes began to water.
"What the hell, Aurora?" A truly shocked Eugene responded.
"Give me my phone, now!" In a panic, she screamed her demand.
"No! Give me the damn code." Eugene responded, stone-faced. His mind quickly calculated what the problem could be. True, it could've been a really shitty day that had put her in a foul mood. Maybe she was just lashing out because he was a convenient target. But he couldn't get passed Aurora's body language and evasiveness. He couldn't believe how fast it all happened.
"That's my private property; you have no right..."
"Actually, Aurora, its community property, it belongs to both of us. Give me the code..."
She decided to switch tactics. "Honey, you're misunderstanding me. I can't give it to you. I made a promise to someone..."
Aurora's last comment broke something inside of him. "You mean someone more important than your husband?" He pleaded. They stood staring at each other for a prolonged time. Aurora was desperately thinking of ways to stop the train wreck her life had become. Eugene on the other hand was destroyed by the finality of it all.
"Please, Gene, I'm begging you. Give me my phone. Please." She sobbed. "If our family, if our life together means anything to you, hand me my phone." He didn't respond
"Gene, I can tell you this much. It's not what you're thinking. You have to believe me."
Fifteen minutes later, as Eugene was packing his bags, Aurora stood in the doorway of their bedroom. With her mind racing, she silently watched him for a few minutes before speaking. "Eugene, do you trust me?" No answer. "Gene, please you have to trust me..."
He looked up at her. "I used to, Aurora, but no longer. There's an old saying, 'trust takes years to develop, but only a few seconds to destroy.' I'll find an attorney and hopefully we can make our divorce amicable for the kids' sake." He anxiously zipped up his suitcase and walked out with Aurora begging with him from behind.
"Eugene, I need...my phone..."
"No. I'll eventually figure the code out."
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Author's Note:
First off, I want to thank Randi for another invite to her annual Saint Paddy's Day event. I truly hope it isn't her last, but I understand her position. I've really enjoyed being a part of it. I always choose a subject that I believe she would enjoy reading and appreciate. Hopefully, this one meets those criteria.
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Real Knowledge is to know the extent of one's ignorance.


Confucius

Story:
"Oh...my...God, Brandon. That was fantastic! Fifty-one-year-old Madison Jackson exclaimed breathlessly, as she flung herself off her husband and collapsed on the bed beside her him while panting heavily. Cowgirl was her favorite position, and tonight was no exception. Madison's advantage was that it gave her a sense of power and control over their love making and her enjoyment. She didn't really view it as a dominant submissive issue, but for the last several years it was the only way she would orgasm from intercourse. To be sure though, she did get a thrill from the presumed power of it too.
When they first married, Madison and Brandon's sex life was what could accurately be described as enthusiastic, but fairly tame. Madison wasn't all that experienced, so she had just assumed the missionary position was how sex was done. Over the years though she had grown to really enjoy sex and was willing to experiment much more. Now though, when they had sex, it was always this way. Brandon asked her about it numberless years ago.
Madison was honest with Brandon and openly discussed her reasons for enjoying cowgirl the most. He had just laughed and said he didn't mind for a couple of reasons. Not the least of which was because she had to do most of the work! The other was watching her facial contortions as she neared orgasm and the way her breasts bounced. He laughed that he was afraid the effect her wildly gyrating breasts had on him would eventually make him cross-eyed.
Brandon's only response to Madison's positive declaration to the success of their evening's union was a satiated, euphoric grunt. He was too physically spent and satiated to muster the energy to formulate a more coherent retort. The room became filled with a comfortable and familiar silence that only partners could experience having been in a solid long-term marriage. When a couple is in their fifties, this part is far more satisfying and meaningful than the sex act itself.
This was especially true for Madison. She lived for these moments. Alone in her thoughts, as she often did, let her mind drift through the numerous and varied stages of their life together. Sometimes the memories came to her so thick it would bring tears to her eyes. Their courtship and their stumbling first uncomfortable sexual experiences together. Their almost daily wonderings of how they would make their next month's rent. Their terror-filled days of starting their family with all the trials and tribulations they entailed. The pubescent and teenage angsts and rebellions from all three of their children as each tried to navigate their way out of childhood. Sometimes it all seemed so distant. She worried that they would eventually fade from her memory.
Now it was back to just the two of them. The circle of life was complete, and she felt it was a glorious and contented time. She was looking forward to the next phase of their lives with great anticipation. Grandkids.
When her breathing had returned to a somewhat normal pattern, Madison rolled back against Brandon and hooked her leg over his. She didn't care one bit that Brandon's once hard body from his twenties had evolved into a soft 'dad bod.' Afterall, her own figure now stood as a monument to having birthed and raised three children. Madison felt his chest hair against her cheek as she idly stroked his slowly deflating erection. Madison inhaled deeply as she savored their smell together, the familiar and sweet fragrant odor of their sex. She loved this part. Madison, without any serious forethought, and seeking only a routine validation of where they were in life, casually asked.
"Brandon, have you ever cheated on me?"
It was something she'd never asked him before. There was no reason to, so she spoke confidently. It definitely wasn't an accusation from an untrusting wife trying to catch an unfaithful spouse. It was an almost rhetorical request from a secure place in Madison's heart. She was simply looking for substantiation for the deep, soul-satisfying connection she felt with her husband of almost thirty years.
Upon hearing her question, Brandon drifted into a melancholy state. He clasped his hands behind his head. He turned his eyes and gazed inquisitively at his wife. He was looking for any hint from her expression that might give him information on how he should answer Maddie's sure-to-come follow-up questions. His outward demeanor notwithstanding, his mind had suddenly fallen into turmoil.
He wondered if Dr. Vicksburg's warnings would finally come to pass. He sighed again. He had always felt that he had a fifty-fifty chance that his wife would ever ask him this question. After an extended and emotional period grappling with how he would answer her, Brandon had long ago settled on, if asked, he would tell the truth. If not, he would take it to his grave with him. He wouldn't lie. He couldn't, could he?
But, life had been good for him since then. Very good. What was there to be gained from confronting the hard truth at this point? After all, it was ancient history. What would be the point of hurting her now? And he didn't doubt it would hurt her deeply. It would possibly signal the end of what was a good marriage. It was at least better than most guys he knew. Lying would have been so easy, but he just couldn't bring himself to do it. It wasn't in his DNA.
Brandon had ages ago made peace with his past actions and personal failings. So, he was not at all emotional or apologetic with his response. Maybe he was more resigned than detached? Almost twenty years had passed since he spent the weekend in another woman's bed. He also accepted that Madison's reaction to his revelation would be far different than his. Oh well, change is inevitable. The tricky part was how to control the ramifications, he had mused many times.
Still, having come to those conclusions in the abstract was far different than directly facing the cold hard reality of a confrontation with Maddie. He exhaled sadly. It didn't escape him that before they married all those decades ago, they had both discussed their position on fidelity as a policy of one and done, period. End of story.
Brandon had correctly assumed that Madison was certain of his fidelity right up until a few moments ago. "Maybe her position has changed over the years?" He sarcastically snickered silently to himself. He wasn't confident that was the case. It had taken him almost twenty years to accept what he had done. What's done is done, nothing to do now but deal with the consequences.
He remembered his therapist telling him that if he didn't talk about what he had done soon, one day there would most likely be an ugly reckoning. I guess tonight is that night. What if I had told her right after I had done it? Would that have been better? Would we be anywhere close to where we are now. Or would it have fallen apart long ago? What about our kids? What would have become of them?
Brandon spoke with a sense of tranquility that time had purchased for him. He paused for a moment. Then he cautiously released another long, deep, slow breath before speaking.
"Only once, Sweetheart."
Madison had closed her eyes blissfully awaiting verification of the loving marriage she knew she enjoyed. Her eyes shot open as she flinched sharply. She snapped into a kneeling position over Brandon's midsection. When Madison looked into his eyes, she immediately knew he wasn't joking. It confirmed what she already deduced from his manner of speech. She stared into his eyes. "What the hell, Brandon? What did you just say?" She started to hyperventilate. "WHAT...DID...YOU...JUST...SAY?" She repeated with a deep growl in a state of shocked anger she had never experienced before.
Madison, as she continued to straddle him, began to furiously pummel Brandon's chest with both fists. She was screaming obscenities he didn't even know she could pronounce. Her tears splattered on him. He waited for her to wind herself down. It seemed to take forever. Finally, physically exhausted, Madison stumbled from their marital bed. Perhaps for the last time? She threw on her robe and retreated from the room without bothering to tie it. No matter. They were alone now, their three children having long ago left the nest to begin their own life journeys.
Believing that discretion was the better part of valor in this situation, Brandon didn't follow her straightaway. He continued to lay in their bed silently, contemplating his next moves. He could hear her slamming cabinet doors, glass shattering as objects crashed onto the terra-cotta tile floor of the kitchen. Then there was the furniture being upended.
In between the sounds of destruction were Madison's loud bouts of sobbing. After things quieted down, Brandon pulled on his sleep shorts and headed to the kitchen for the confrontation he had hoped would never come. Was he walking the Green Mile? Time would tell.
Madison had finally exhausted herself, leaving her completely spent because of the intensity of her unrestrained fury. Madison surveyed the damage she had wrought to her kitchen, which she loved so much. She thought quickly that what she was observing was an apt metaphor for the destruction of her marriage. To avoid collapsing, she braced herself against the stainless-steel double basin sink. How could he do this to me? The man I know couldn't have done this to us. Did I ever know him? What do I do now? She couldn't rationally process information in her current state. I have to get out of here. I can't breathe! I need to...
When he had reached the kitchen, Brandon casually folded his arms, crossed his bare legs, and leaned up against the door jamb unnoticed. He carefully surveyed the carnage that met his eyes. A dazed Madison was leaning over the sink grasping the counter's edge with both hands and slowly shaking her head. There were broken dishes and glasses strewn about haphazardly. There was an upper cabinet door hanging loosely from its one remaining hinge. None of the four chairs at the island counter remained upright. Brandon noticed she was barefoot, and he hoped she hadn't lacerated one or both of her feet. He watched her begin to hyperventilate when he noticed it.
"Maddie, you're bleeding, your foot." No response. He repeated himself, much louder this time. "Maddie, honey, you're bleeding!" He was alarmed even though it didn't appear to be a serious cut.
"Dammit, Brandon! Forget my foot. What the hell did you do?" Her distress was obvious. Ten minutes ago, she thought she had one of the best marriages in the world. Now, here she was standing, practically naked in her destroyed kitchen in the middle of the night, bleeding and confronting a cheating husband. Actions from someone she would have never suspected in a million years. "You cheat on me, and the first thing you say is, 'my foot is bleeding?'"
"Really, sweetheart, your foot...is...bleeding." He pointed towards it unnecessarily.
"For god's sake, Brandon! Forget my damn foot? How the hell could you do this to me, to us, to our family?" Ten minutes had changed every perception of the marriage she thought she had. Really, she had always been the envy of her friends. They jokingly referred to them as 'Ken and Barbie.' Now she found herself in the middle of an unimaginable nightmare.
Brandon didn't speak for several moments but nodded his head in acknowledgment as to the legitimacy of her question. He gave a heartbroken shrug as he remembered. The pain weighed like an anvil on his chest.
"I wanted to give the kids as normal a childhood as possible in a two-parent household." He was choking up remembering the nightmarish memories of that time. "It was the only way that I could see to salvage our marriage." His voice sounded weak and tired.
"What the hell are you talking about, Brandon? Are you crazy?" Madison had now angrily turned to face him. "That's the stupidest thing you've ever said!"
Brandon began to tear up. He quickly tried to wipe the dampness from his eyes. "Well, after you cheated on me with Clinton Brookhaven, on that business trip you took twenty years ago..." He never got to finish his statement. His declaration was interrupted by the sound of Madison collapsing onto the floor in a sitting position in stunned disbelief. Her eyes pleading, her jaw was moving but no words were forthcoming. All she could do was sputter incoherently. As Brandon watched, frozen unable to react to the tableau unfolding before him, Madison fainted and slid sideways to the tile floor unconscious.
There, it was. Naked unto them both. Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, and no turning back. They both had to deal with it now. Brandon remembered how badly he had wanted to hurt her when she returned from that business trip. He had a visceral and raging need to shove her infidelity down her throat. He wanted to be the one to go into a furor. He wanted to be the one to go into a tantrum and throw things around the house. He had wanted to destroy everything they had accumulated in their ten years together.
He especially recalled wanting to confront her with her betrayal, even tell their young children what a slut their mom was. He wanted to throw their wedding photo into the roaring fireplace when she returned from her assignation. He wanted to scream at her, call her vicious vile names. He fantasized about shaking her viciously demanding to know why. It was a good thing she didn't return home for a few days after he found out about her treachery. He had time to think, to contemplate what the future might be for him and his children. It wasn't a pretty picture.
Brandon, having recovered from his thoughts, finally scurried to her side. She was exhibiting signs of going into shock. Although breathing, she was extremely pale, had a rapid pulse with quick shallow breaths. He quickly grabbed a towel and wet it, then placed it on her forehead as he shifted her to an upright sitting position. He became frightened at the thought his revelation may have killed his wife. He called her name several times and gently shook her. She appeared to be coming around. "Maddie, Maddie, wake up!"
The gravity and ferociousness of Madison's reaction didn't shock Brandon. His therapist had warned him how cheaters rationalize their behavior. 'It's not as if they support infidelity, it's just that its impact is diminished over time. Everyone needs to believe they are good and ethical.' He also told Brandon that 'all of us excuse our bad behavior to the point where it, at the very least, no longer paints us in a bad light.' Oddly, the one-time cheater tended to suffer more guilt than a recurrent unfaithful spouse, he had been told. No one wants to believe they are a bad person. They must reconcile their indiscretions with their current and unshakable belief that they are moral and good. They rationalize their bad behavior as a necessary act of self-defense. A unique trait of human beings is their unlimited capacity for self-delusion. Brandon assumed this to be true in Madison's case.
Madison shook her head trying to clear the mental cobwebs. She was stunned. It was a shocking revelation. She was having trouble wrapping her head around the ramifications of what Brandon had just told her. Her carefully crafted world. The one in which she was so comfortable wearing the mantel as the controlling partner position in her marriage to an unsuspecting husband, had been a hollow falsehood. Her confused gaze came into focus as she stared into Brandon's eyes. Her stare followed him as he slowly sat next to her.
"B-B-Brandon, I-I-I don't know, don't know what to say..." Her voice tailed off without finishing her sentence. An uncomfortable silence settled between them. Her mind was racing, desperately trying to maintain some semblance of control and minimize what she had done all those years ago. But the anger she felt towards Brandon overwhelmed her many other thoughts. How could he?
Over the years, Madison had come to accept the fact that she had strayed but took pride in the fact she had maintained her secret. It was one that she periodically enjoyed remembering. Sometimes, in the ensuing years, she took a delicious guilty pleasure in that experience. Madison knew in her heart; it was an adventure that her husband never had.
Madison had also come to believe that her memories of the nights she spent with Clinton were actually a good thing. It helped her cope with the stresses of marriage, motherhood, work, etc. Oh, she was sorry she had cheated and never again had done so. Some tiny residual feelings of guilt certainly remained, but those were overpowered by her pretenses. Honestly, over time her dalliance had mostly morphed into a soothing little guilty pleasure. Being able to keep that a secret had transformed into a comfortable feeling of superiority. She wasn't really smug about it, but it did give her comfort that she had her world under control. She could finally enjoy the satisfying feeling of the naughtiness from her weekend fling without that nagging guilt that plagued her for the first several years following her liaison.
Even now, at this crucial time, she couldn't help but think back to that incident. It made her shiver as she remembered...God, it felt so good, she was so alive, when Clinton had started flirting with her. Her body tingled all over. The sexual innuendo, the light touches, the flirty dancing eyes devouring her body. It was all so, so surreal. It seemed almost an out-of-body experience for her. One minute, it was a sensual dance of seduction, and the next moment, she was spending several nights in Clinton's bed doing things she never thought she was capable of, over and over again. Besides, she firmly believed Brandon had become the beneficiary of her education during that week.
She shook herself out of her reverie as Madison realized Brandon was speaking to her.
"Maddie, Sweetheart, are you with me? I need to explain why."
While Madison couldn't respond verbally, she beckoned for him to continue by weakly rolling her hand at him.
"It wasn't an easy decision, and I didn't come to it lightly. I had tremendous difficulty in dealing with it.
"I underwent months of therapy through work so you wouldn't know. My anger had receded to a point that allowed me to look at things more rationally. I came to realize that what you did was a one off. I understood you weren't a promiscuous slut. I accepted that it was just something that happened..."
"B-b-but, if you were coming to grips with it. If your anger was coming under control, then why not just leave it alone? You told me that you accepted that I wasn't unhappy with our marriage, that I wasn't promiscuous, that it was just 'something that happened,' why couldn't you just let it go?" Madison began to cry again as she pleaded with him. They were tears of anger and frustration now. "I can't believe you cheated on me!" She practically screamed at him. He briefly thought about moving away from her to avoid getting hit in the chest again.



Before he could reposition himself though, Madison had a sudden thought. "Why couldn't you just have said no when I asked? Why tell me the truth? It would have been so much better if I didn't know." Her sobbing was taking on a sense of desperation which only fueled her anger further. "You've ruined everything." She began to stutter and choke repeatedly. "I know, you did it out of revenge, didn't you? You're punishing me for something that happened over twenty years ago. You, bastard!" Madison collapsed back into her chair and put her head into her arms, sobbing incessantly. The irony of her diatribe was completely lost on her. It was just as his therapist had predicted.
Brandon waited until she calmed down again. Her pain was obvious, and back then, he would have reveled in her suffering, but he was long past wanting revenge. He did, however, need her to understand why.
"All those things are true, Maddie. I was just getting to the point where I wanted to simply move on with my life with my family intact. I had accepted that, although damaged, our marriage could go on. My focus at that point was to try and reconnect with you.
"Then one night, after I had reached some level of acceptance that I could live with, we were making love, and you didn't really seem to be into it. You were somehow distant from me, like you were somewhere else. All of a sudden, just as I was about to give up, it was like you threw a light switch. You became extremely vocal and enthusiastic. Your newfound arousal became immediately obvious to me. That's when it struck me like a ton of bricks. You weren't thinking of me, of us. You were thinking about you...and...him. That crushed me. It undid everything Dr. Vicksburg and I had worked on up to that point. I know you remember that night, Maddie."
Madison shook her head and started to speak, but Brandon quickly interrupted. "Don't lie to me Maddie." He warned as he wagged a finger at her. "You know it's true."
"Okay, Brandon. Yes, it was true. And that was the moment that I thought it was possible you knew what I had done, because you didn't touch me again for almost a month." She was shocked to see Brandon smile.
"Why are you smiling, you, Bastard! It isn't funny." She ranted.
"No, Maddie, it isn't funny, at all. My smile was remembering how easy it was to convince you it was just stress from work." His smile never wavered as he continued. "It reminded me of how easy it was for you to have deceived me. I never once saw one iota of guilt from you. Were you ever going to tell me, Maddie?" Brandon silently chided himself. That's not what this is about now, stay focused.
"Please, Brandon. You have to know, I did suffer tremendous guilt over what I had done. I felt horrible. I couldn't bear the pain I had caused you." But, I too wanted to keep our family together. I remembered vividly our 'one and done talk,' so I was going to keep it to myself. Would I ever have told you, maybe in our old age." She casually lied. She fully intended to take it to her grave with her. Afterall, she loved Brandon completely and telling him would only serve to hurt him unnecessarily. As the leader of their partnership, she had felt morally entitled to make that decision.
Brandon acknowledged her statement. "I assumed you did feel some guilt and later accepted that it was because you had the same goal as I did, keep the family together. But when I knew you were thinking of him while making love to me, well, that's the point I couldn't let it go. I had to do something. I was thinking divorce was the only answer. I had made up my mind. I couldn't live like that for the rest of my life. You know, wondering who you were making love with on any given night." He hesitated, unsure about continuing. But he was in too deep now. He had to continue. "That's when I came up with my plan."
"Your plan?"
"Yeah, my plan. It was simple, if not an act of desperation. I would cheat on you, not really in retaliation, but to keep our marriage on an equal playing field..."
"What the hell does that mean, Brandon? An equal playing field! Bullshit! You just wanted your petty revenge to get even with me..."
"No, I didn't!" He shouted, stunning Madison who flinched sharply. "I wanted to be even with you. That's different..."
Madison snapped in anger. "That's horseshit, Brandon. Explain yourself, please." She harumphed unbelieving at him. She folded her arms across her chest in a huff and leaned away from him. She stared at him, almost daring him to make sense of his last statement.
He waited before responding. If Brandon had been completely honest with himself, this was, not when he had sex with another woman, the moment of his revenge. If revenge was a motivating factor at all, now was the time. However, he recognized that if he went down this road, it could be a one-way drive with no way back. Stay focused!
As he eyed Madison, he couldn't help himself. She was still beautiful to him. In her angst, she was unaware her robe had opened fully. Her arms were crossed, supporting her unencumbered breasts. Her chest was heaving, not from lust, but the effect was the same for Brandon. He loved his wife's breasts. He fondly remembered the first time he was allowed to gaze lustfully upon them. Her perfect dark brown areola complimented her Mediterranean skin exquisitely. Madison's pin-pointed nipples were rock hard and aimed directly at him, causing him to think if this was the right thing to do. This could be the last time he would ever see them. Part of him wanted to reach out and cup her twins, as he often referred to them, in his palms. He longed to gently flick her nipples with his thumbs as he had done so many times before. That was the moment he nearly lost courage.
"Jesus, Christ, Brandon. Our world is falling apart, and you're staring at my tits?" She interrupted, snapping him out of his reminiscences.
When Brandon looked into Madison's eyes, he knew she was mocking him. They both laughed cautiously, breaking the tension considerably and renewing Brandon's courage and focus.
Madison spoke first. "Honestly, Brandon. How did you find out? I didn't plan on cheating..."
"I don't believe you, Maddie." Brandon broke in. "I was going to slip a love note into your suitcase after you packed it and left it on the bed. When I opened it up, I saw several sets of sexy lingerie I hadn't seen before. I thought, what the hell? Why does she need lingerie to go on a business trip? That was the first business trip you had ever been on!" Brandon remembered the sharp pain in his chest he had felt when he saw it. It had shattered his heart and turned his world upside down.
"Brandon, honey, honestly, I really didn't have a plan to cheat. My plan was to escape the oppressive routine of my world. The underwear was just to make me feel desirable, sexy, and attractive. I was feeling really, really, low at the time. I needed it for me. I know it sounds trite, but you have to believe me, I didn't have a plan. I wasn't going with the intent to meet anyone. It was just, well, I had too much to drink one evening, and, and..." Madison simply stopped. It sounded weak even to her. But, at the time, it was what she felt. If she were honest with herself, maybe she didn't intend to cheat, but her thoughts and actions made her far more receptive to any opportunity that might have presented itself. Brandon remained silent and frozen in place.
"How? How did you know, I mean, that I had really been unfaithful?"
"I'm not sure that's really important, Maddie, but I had a friend in the town where you were staying. I texted a photo and let him know where you were staying...What does it matter anyway?" He dismissively questioned.
"I suppose it doesn't." Madison was much more contrite at this point, her attempt at deflecting having been overcome, by Brandon's rational response.
"Maddie, I wanted our marriage to continue, but on an equitable footing. I always looked at it as a partnership. I wanted us to be able to continue as equals. I wanted to share the illicit thrill you must have felt. I wanted to share the guilt. And every other emotion that you would have experienced, I needed to share those experiences. I think you would agree with me that just as you became a better wife after your...well, maybe out of necessity, I became a better husband. It sounds weird I know, but that's how I looked at it." He was searching for the right words.
"And before you ask, yes, just like you did...on occasion I would think about her...when things between us weren't, well you know." He stuttered. "I, I, I wanted us to be even." Brandon continued to stumble over his words, trying to find the right ones to explain himself. "And, in my mind we were." Brandon expected Madison to blow up again, but she didn't. She just seemed further defeated.
"Listen, Maddie. I know what you're going through right now. I've been there. There must be several conflicting emotions running through your mind. Hurt, anger, and a deep sense of loss. Even confusion. I'm sure a part of you wants to physically hurt me, again." Brandon involuntarily rubbed his chest as he was speaking. "The list goes on and on. I have to tell you that you're going to feel these emotions for quite a while, trying to sort everything in your head. I just want you to know, whatever you decide is okay with me..."
"What the hell are you talking about, Brandon? Don't you even care? Look at what you've done to us!"
"I assure you, Maddie. I care deeply. It's just that I processed your cheating a long time ago. So, none of these emotions are new to me. What I mean to say is, if you want a divorce, I'm okay with that..."
"A divorce, a divorce, Christ, Brandon..." Brandon abruptly interrupted Madison.
He raised his arms in a placating motion. "What I mean, Maddie, is, that I will go along with whatever you decide. Separation, divorce, counseling, whatever..."
"Go on, go on! How the hell can we go on like nothing happened! Are you insane?"
"That's what I'm trying to say, Maddie. It's your decision." Brandon spoke with a sense of resignation. He knew and had long expected that when the confrontation reached this point, he was no longer in control of the outcome.
"Maddie, I don't know if the old saying, 'time heals all wounds' is actually true. However, I do know from personal experience the passage of time dulls the pain. It took years, but as time went by my pain diminished considerably. Maybe that's something you might want to consider going forward."
He never forgot what Doctor Vicksburg had told him when Brandon had outlined his plan for keeping his marriage intact. "Brandon, that isn't just a bad plan. It is a spectacularly bad plan. In all my years of counseling, I have never, I mean never, seen a positive outcome when the offended spouse cheats to get even."
Brandon considered carefully what the doctor had told him. But, from his point of view, his marriage was already over, so he had nothing to lose. Besides, in his mind, the cheating, the sex act itself, wasn't what was important. It was the principle of keeping the marriage on an equal footing to try and maintain a stable environment for his kids to grow up in.
"Maddie, I've been through everything you will experience over the next weeks, even months, as you consider what you need to do. For example, the kids. A great deal of my contemplations involved how your actions affected our kids..."
"That was twenty years ago, Brandon. They are grown and gone; this has nothing to do with them!" Madison barked defensively. "There's no need to involve them!"
"No? Let's say you decide to divorce me. What do you think their reaction is going to be when I tell them you cheated on me twenty years ago?" Madison's head shot up angrily at that point. "Admittedly, the kids were a lot younger and needed us more. But, if I had decided to divorce you, it would have torn my heart apart just thinking one or all of them would get mad at me for breaking up the family. They were too young to understand what happened. Now, they are certainly old enough to make up their own minds. They might think poorly of you for destroying our family for something that happened so long ago. How will your relationship with them be going forward? What about grandkids. Could your actions have an impact on them?
"But, consider this, a bigger issue, especially with your daughters is, all the times you spoke to them about honesty and doing the right thing. I remember your conversation with Eden before her wedding. You know the part about always honoring your husband, he comes first, don't disrespect him to your friends, etc., etc. What do you believe she will think then, about the hypocrisy of her mother?
"Oh yeah, you have to take the kids into account as you decide what to do." Brandon noticed a wave of recognition on Madison's face. Yes, you have a much more complicated decision to make than you thought, don't you? You might not know the half of it yet. You certainly don't know the painful choices, emotions, and doubts that are yet to come.
"Listen, Maddie. I had another strong motivation when I cheated. I thought about it a lot beforehand. While I had accepted that we could go on, I knew that although I could forgive your infidelity to the point of moving on together, I would never forget it. I thought that if I had a secret too, I would be less likely to blurt out your deceit sometime down the road when we were in the middle of a heated argument..."
"Bullshit, Brandon! That is such a crock..."
"No, no, really. One of the things Dr. Vicksburg told me early in my counseling was that forgiveness and forgetting are two distinctly different things. You can forgive but you will never forget. So, I was worried in the emotion of an argument I would throw it in your face. That would lead us down the very path I was trying to avoid. I still wouldn't have done it though, if it hadn't been for that, that night, anyway." Brandon looked a little sheepish. "I guess, well I guess, I looked at it as an insurance policy for me? After working so hard to overcome...everything...I didn't want to flush it down the drain needlessly."
At that point, Madison became inconsolable. She was wracked with fear, guilt, and sorrow. Her keening was the only sound to be heard. Brandon became embarrassed and started to walk away, leaving Maddie to her demons. The same demons he had to face all those years ago. He thought he had buried them permanently, but seeing Maddie's emotional tailspin was forcing them back to the surface. He wanted to be alone to fight his own dark shadows.
"Wait, Brandon. What am I supposed to do? What do you want from me?"
Brandon slowly turned around to face her. He still cared for her, even loved her probably, but this was her nightmare to deal with now. He wasn't going to be forced to relive his, for her sake.
"Thanks for asking, but I don't think it's my decision to make. This...is all on you. I made mine twenty years ago. Now it's your decision to make. I will be at peace with whatever you decide..."
"I need your help, Brandon." She interrupted, howling like a wounded animal. "That's not fair!"
"Isn't it though, Maddie?" Brandon turned away from her and quietly left the room.

Any fool can know. The point is to understand.


Albert Einstein




        