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Chapter One
She stood before me, slightly awkward; a knee turned inward. Epitomising
the ecstasy of innocence. She was tall, slim; sometimes unbecomingly thin.
But at that moment she was perfect. A large black cowboy hat atop her
beautiful head, all blonde hair and azure blue eyes. Those forever legs in
hugging jodhpurs. I don’t remember what shoes she wore. Though I recall
at other times when I had seen her naked feet they appeaered ugly, rather
mannish.

She wore a loosely fitting tee-shirt, loose enough to hide the fold of her
breasts. She was smiling broadly; for all the world an innocent. In those
days, and for that generation, so many had lived a trouble free life in
Australia. I knew enough who had, why shouldn’t she have also?

So when I first met her I took her on face value. I didn’t know what misery,
and what desperation it masked. I should have.

Why, I was married to a girl that was the same, and fooled me for ten
years, and confused me for another ten. By the end it was too late for the
truth and so our relationship foundered.

This image of easy innocence persisted for many months of superficial
acquaintance, until I foolishly revealed my own madness. I quaked for days,
berating myself for revealing things about myself I had never mentioned
even to the maturest of friends and counsellors. Why had I told this child
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woman my innermost fears? Not for my benefit, I could later wisely tell
myself. But for her it was some sort of release.

Of course she didn’t blurt anything out to me; life is rarely so linear. But
my own lunatic revelations prompted her to tell a friend about her
unhappy childhood, and her father’s suicide. For which she still hadn’t
forgiven him. The friend was my friend also, and she too had led a
troubled childhood. So I opened the door, something at which I am most
adept, closely followed by she, who provided the soothing words.

I have failed thus far to convey in detail the innocence she promoted,
symbolised even. A life without obstruction, centred around outdoor
pursuit. Without plans, without a future mapped out. And yet full of
expectation. Material comfort; friends, lots of friends; love, with the
opposite sex of course; work most probably meaningless, thus enabling
one to forget it as soon as the office was left; a stable family that would
support one’s every success and comfort the minor pitfalls that befell one
in an otherwise idyllic life. And all this on a large remote island untroubled
by the meteoric changes in society that so befuddled the sharpest wits of
so many generations. And which still failed to provide the blueprint for
bliss.

Then Australia was a culture that, unlike the Europeans, took little heed of
the clever politics of the age which finally abandoned the most primitive
of our survival mechanisms. Survival of the fittest, for Australians, was still
a central ethos to our culture in those days. Perhaps unhealthily biased
toward physical fitness, there was still room for the mentally agile. And so
it was possible for heroes to be born, and as importantly, admired. All this
was possible partially because, I believe, introspection was still a positive
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attribute. It was still possible to look within and find dreams, and be
encouraged to follow those dreams, however bizarre, however seemingly
unattainable. We were not yet in the time of wary introspection that so
many of us now indulge; afraid to speak our mind, and worse, to think an
original thought, whatever it’s conclusion.

Of course I wanted her desperately, especially when I wasn’t with her, and
could imagine her without blemish. But there were times when I saw her
when she seemed more beautiful and alluring than I had imagined. Yet
there would be other times when I couldn’t stand her, or worse, I was
completely indifferent. I could find a million faults at a glance and she
seemed the most unattractive woman I’d ever seen.

I didn’t mind the hate or passion. It was the indifference. Usually she
stimulated me like no other woman had for years. In fact since my ex wife,
and a few hookers with more than stilted pillow talk to their repertoire.

And then there was her husband.

Sorry, perhaps I should have mentioned him earlier. And perhaps that’s
because I was trying to put off describing this aspect of the situation. A
rather inconvenient aspect, and one which doesn’t make me look
particlaurly flattering. Because her husband also happened to be my best
friend. What’s a boy to do when you want to shag your best friend’s wife?
Come up with some way to get rid of the husband of course. Friendship
never stood in the way of a good shag.
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It took me some time to come up with a plan; longer than usual any way.
Yes this wasn’t the first time, and until my testosterone completely dries
up, certainly not the last that I would be, as the bible says, coveting my
neighbour’s wife. How little we human’s change. How uninventive we are
in our misdemeanours.

For a while in fact she looked impregnable. Excuse the pun. They’d known
each other since primary school, and whilst they’d had a few other boy
and girlfriends during their early teenage hormone out of control phases,
they’d only ever had sex with each other. Of course they did it together
before they got married, but apart from that brief foray into twentieth
century sexual morality theirs was well entrenched in the Victorian era.

Once I realised how conservative they both were, especially Madeleine,
my mind began to form a plan. All the most successful campaigns rely on
total commitment, which means being prepared to stop at nothing to
achieve one’s goal. There is no room for squeamish civility.

At this point I should introduce the husband, Alistair, in a little more detail.
Short, wiry, good looking in a boyish sort of way. Painfully shy, he comes
across very aggressive; walls up and sentries at every corner. I thought he
was just a short man syndrome walking to a pre-ordained beat. I was
wrong. Once you got to know him, rather once he let you into his world,
he was a joyous person to know. Very positive, even motivating, with a
fantastically simple humour that could make you laugh however tired,
pissed off, or sad you might be. His only misfortune was that he was
married to a beautiful woman who smote me.
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He used to tell me of the times men would try to chat up his wife, even
whilst he was sat there. I could see the jealousy in his face; it was
impossible for him to hide it. Such an admission could only quicken my
pulse. How much more attractive is something if it’s acquisition involves a
little risk? He had a gun; he was a martial arts specialist. Christ I nearly
came on the spot when I heard that, especially the mention of a gun.

Visions of grabbing her, diving through an open window, and running
across a sparsely treed paddock ducking bullets as she screamed for help.
But only, it would seem, in a rather half hearted way. Because of course
she was as obsessed with me as I was with her. Blond hair flying, a white
gossamer dress blurring the lines of her flesh. A bullet strikes but I keep
running. She sees the blood; she cries out for me and buries her head
deeper into my neck. Of course I have a flowing mane of raven black hair,
and other platitudinous stereotypes of the male hero sort.

It transpired that Al actually liked other men to drool over his wife, so long
as he felt secure that she was his. Yes, not a sensitive new age guy this one.
Definitely more of the chattel variety. She was possessed by him. His
home, his children; his property. His ideas were as outdated as the
pharaohs, yet how much easier would our lives be if we could live by such
a simple set of social rules? Is it not tempting? In the midst of confusion
does one not hanker after certainty? After the black and white variety of
morality that it is now so fashionable to reject.

Of course we do, but life isn’t simple, however simple we try to make it. It
has a way of peeling back another layer which, in our childlike ignorance,
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we didn’t have an inkling of. Even that there were other layers. And only
then can we get an inkling of it’s complexity, recognise our ignorance and
uncertainty about what had only recently been of the utmost triviality.
Nothing is ever obvious again. We turn like frightened children in the dark,
knowing there is a frightening monster just out of view. All we can do is
come to terms with the certainty that we know little, and cataclysmic
change will catapult us into what appears to be an abyss, from which we
may climb, and learn. If, and only if, our hearts and minds are open.

Yes, it gave Al’s ego a much needed stroke, to see his wife, his possession,
so openly admired. He told me once, proudly, they used to go to pick up
joints and pretend to be brother and sister.

“I’d sit back and watch them drool over her. Knowing she was always
going to be coming home with me.” He smiled the smile of the innocently
cruel. Unaware of the desperation, and the rejection these would be
suitors would carry away, wounds they must lick. And he had added to the
wounding, for his simple pleasure. Did she enjoy these wicked games?
Naturally. I forgot to mention that they were two of the most selfish and
self absorbed people I’d ever met. Absorbed in themselves, and this thing
which seemed to have a separate existence of it’s own, their marriage. It
was something they nurtured and played with like one might a doted child.

As I’ve already said Madeleine was no better. She hadn’t always been
beautiful and she too had been shy, so she was a little awed by the
attention so many men gave her. It calmed some of her fears when
surrounded by men so obviously enamoured of her. “Yeah remember one,
he even asked me back to his place. I thought we’d never get rid of him.”
She laughed, rather coldly I thought. Unaware that other people could
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suffer just as she endured through her father’s untimely death when she
was so young.

I looked across at Al. An emotion flit across his face. Mostly uncertainty, a
little fear perhaps. Someone so jealous, and lacking in self confidence;
they were playing with fire. She had given him no indication that she was
in the least interested in the persistent would be lover, but the joke had
gone too far. For him at least. She revelled in the attraction the man
obviously felt for her. It didn’t matter he was largely driven by what was
between her legs. It wasn’t about her at all. About who she was, what she
dreamed of doing with her life, what she loved, and what made her go soft
inside. Did she ever go soft inside? I began to question her feelings
increasingly.

This naïve callousness gave me an excuse where none was needed. Sure, if
I’d sensed some wavering on my part I could always have reminded myself
of their disregard for the emotions of others, their lack of compassion. But
I never claimed to be compassionate; this was war with Sun Tzu at my side.
No prisoners in sight.

Let me stop wasting your time, and cut to the chase. I wanted to fuck her.
And never gave a moments thought to what I would do thereafter. If I
thought of anything post coitus it was me freely single, another conquest
notched upon my bed head.
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An opportunity arose one evening. My ex and I were firm friends, open
about our mutual search for a lover.

“I want a man with lots of money, and a big dick”. Taylor rarely beat about
the bush. But it was a good way to kick off a conversation at the sort of
level we liked to converse. Occasionally above the gutter but usually
wallowing blissfully like little pigs. “I want a girl that doesn’t mind being
one of many. I couldn’t stand the idea of a single partner” I rejoined.

Maddie and Al contributed little at this stage, except to emphasis how fine
a rope we walk as married couples. How fragile and yet how much we
invest in marriage. Taylor and I could talk freely of the sexual experiences
we’d had since separating. Whilst Al could only blush and play the
innocent when reminded of his buck’s night. I wondered then if he had
strayed. His face shone with guilt. Yet knowing him it might have only
been for a kiss with tongues, or a little rubbing of the groin. Something
innocent but, within the narrow confines of their vows, a foul none the
less. And if acknowledged it could only bring about the collapse of the
edifice of their marriage. In this regard, their’s was no different to any
other marriage, including my own.

Why, if he had strayed, should she not also. To balance the books, so to
speak?

I’d seen her with another friend of Al’s. Radiant, and wanting to be alone
with him. But he suddenly disappearing off the scene, without explanation.
Having, for a while at least, been the centre of their conversation. Matty
this, Matty that. Both of them talked about him like he was some sort of



10 | P a g e

hero. He seemed a pretty cool guy to me but I hardly knew him. I was an
outer friend at that time. What had gone on between Matty and Maddie?
Pure speculation at this stage I’m afraid.

Later I discovered that something had indeed gone on, and the reason
he’d been booted out of the inner sanctum of their friendships was that
Maddie had lost control of the relatioship. Or I should really say Al since
he’d encouraged, and to a point manipulated it. You see Maddie was
normally in the saddle, simply because she wasn’t in love with any of the
men involved. I include myself in this group, caught as we were in the web
of her flirtatious attraction.

She wanted to be wanted, she didn’t care why. She just wanted to here it
in the voice, see it in the eye, and if we were game enough, observe it in
our actions. Did she want to be loved? I suppose that was really all she
wanted, but I doubt she would have been even sure herself.

But, as can happen, our emotions have the have habit of not always
behaving themselves. Can they not be irritatingly unpredictable at times,
illogical, rash, without thought of consequences? She was all of these
things, for a moment at least. But it was long enough for Mattie. He was in
love with her, and through his charm, good looks, and selfish
determination (for was he no different to them in his self absorbtion), she
fell for him too. And, unused to keeping any secrets from Al, she told him.
Foolishly? Wisely?

I think marriages are at the heart of every lie perpetuated. Marriage
cannot bear honesty. It will shatter as the first clear note of truth rings out.
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We promise to be faithful, to love only our partner, to honour and obey.
FOR EVER. All marriages are doomed from their inception. Who ever came
up with these ridiculous clauses. The contract would have been laughed
out of any court as farcically unrealistic. Yet we are all bound,
unquestioningly, by this old shrew’s contract. And so, with so much at
stake, lie through our teeth, about what we feel and what we’ve done.
Maddie’s honest confession might serve as a good example why we lie so
blatantly and consistently to the person we claim to love more than
anyone else in the world.

They were in bed when she told him. He’d just fucked her. One of his two
minute wonders that seemed to satisfy him immeasurably and left her
unmoved. “I’m in love with Mat, Al.”

She told him moments after he’d rolled off her. He rode her like a bull,
each arse cheek rippling beneath him with each thrust. The image
completed by the tattoo just above the crack of her arse; a set of bulls’
horns which curled around her hips and stopped just short of her belly
button, in which a ruby stone transformed blood red in it’s reflection of
the late afternoon sun.

He was laid back on a pile of pillows, feeling at peace with the world. I
think the only time he really did feel at peace. Her blue eyes wide, and
round. Of course unaware of the pain it might cause him, she just wanted
to get it off her mind. The thought had been bothering her, nothing more.
She almost smiled, as if it was just something silly she’d done.
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He hit her cleanly across the face, and her soft full lips split. Blood dripped
onto the white sheets. She told me later she was glad she couldn’t get the
stain out because it reminded her never to tell the truth again. Why didn’t
she just throw the sheets away? She wanted to be reminded, she said.
Sometimes she forgot what it had felt like when he hit her and then got up
and left without a word. She needed to be reminded.

Al told me he’d never felt so betrayed in his life before. It nearly made me
burst out laughing. I can’t remember how many times he’s told me about
a girl he wanted to shag, who he fantasised about. He even enjoyed telling
me in front of Maddie. She always said she didn’t care but you could see
she did. What did that have to do with respect? Everything, of course.

He promised me he’d intended to leave her. And that he wanted to kill
Matt. I never asked him who he felt more betrayed by. I’d always assumed
it was Maddie but later events made me less certain.

Where did he go? To his parents of course. And blurted out everything to
his mother. Who promptly got on the phone to Maddie because Al of
course hadn’t the faintest idea what had happened. What had happened?
Nothing. At that stage at least.

Who knows what might have happened. Perhaps she would have become
besotted with Matt. But I think anyone that’s so self absorbed is incapable
of love. After that initial lust had worn off I think both of them would have
found reasons to go back to their old partners, where they could be sure
to have their egos massaged, and get the attention to which they had
become accustomed, and, like heroin addicts, could not function without.
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But even this would have been enough to destroy Maddie’s marriage. It
was one thing for some loser guy to ogle his wife, quite another for his
best friend to have come all over her. As it was she could quite truthfully
claim innocence. So Al’s mum let her off with a good talking to, and she
gave Al a look that told him he needed to keep better control of his wife
and not embaras his family (meaning specifically his mother) with a
divorce.

But why shouldn’t they have lovers on the way? It would be a crime surely
if they never experienced love with another person. What difference
would a fuck make to their relationship? If such a little thing could destroy
all they had, they must have had very little. Or so one would hope. Society
forces upon us this expectation of monogamous fidelity. It constrains us
piteously, unnaturally. Worse than anything, such a contract gives birth to
deceit and the creation of secret places. Black holes into which we may be
dragged unwillingly.

We don’t want to know that the person we trust most would lie to us. We
would rather the lie perpetuated. Yet in the end we must face the lie that
is at the foundation of all the lies that follow.

We are not monogamous; and there is nothing wrong with loving
someone. This truth must, at some point, ring out. It is our most virtuous,
our most universal, our most timeless act. Love transcends this life. Love is
the thread that bonds us to the life that preceded this, and guides us to
the next.
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At the beginning of our friendship I was foolish enough to try to conform
to their marriage rules; rules which I had so determinedly rejected. I could
see they had deceived the other and i perpetuated the deceit. Part of this
was because I never liked making waves; a legacy of my mother’s
outrageous temper. Like standing too close to a volcano. Strange isn’t it? I
liked, in fact rudely sought, risk and danger. But it was physical danger, not
the emotional and verbal avalanche my mother had so frequently
launched upon her children.

The conversation between the four of us, as we sat round, playing cards,
had drifted towards these murky waters of love, marriage and fidelity. I
hoped Taylor would chart us back to saucier conversation. But this evening
she seemed content to make small talk, drifting smoothly along as if upon
a canoe on gently flowing waters. An occasional paddle to steer away from
hidden dangers, which she seemed to be able to do with any conversation.
Always able to judge the moment where she could bring up something
confronting or controversial. Whereas I would always blunder in.

On this occasion she was happy to lie back, her feet curled beneath her
and mostly listen to us talk.

So it was left up to me to lead the conversation. I plunged in, into what
might prove to be icy waters. But for some reason that night I was feeling
reckless. I hadn’t seen Al and Maddie for a while, and was feeling a little
distant from them both. That night we’d all been drinkly conistently and it
was now the early hours of the next morning. My mood was light, and I
judged them ready for revelation, and exploration. And if they didn’t like it
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I didn’t care. I was curious too. Why would someone want to have only
one sexual partner in their entire life?

I asked Al “Have you really never had sex with anyone else? Either of you?
Wouldn’t you like to try with someone else. To see if it was different?
Maybe spice up your own lovemaking”. I was winging it by now but my
eyes kept darting between the two of them, trying to gauge if there was
any interest in something extra marital. I thought I caught something in
Maddie’s eye. “What about wife swapping?” I hoped this might appeal to
Al. Swapping his property for someone else’s wife. I was wrong.

“No we’ve never done it. A few people have asked us but we’ve never
been interested.” I kept my eyes on his face the whole time, not daring to
look at Maddie.

Maddie echoed Al’s statement “No it wouldn’t interest me; why should
it?”. It was another characteristic of their relationship that if one made a
statement inclusive of the other, they would immediately back their
partner up.

They could both be quite barbed, and could quickly switch from polite
small talk to quite pointed questioning. An openness, preparedness to
confront controversial issues head on. Not. The questioning was solely to
establish how far one had removed from their position, which of course
held the middle of the road and the high ground at the same time. No
mean feat in the real world but in their insular place it went without
saying.
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I often felt, when I visited them, that I was coming into a different
kingdom, one which they dominated and held absolute sway over. Of
course it was tiny, and inconsequential, except when one was, however
briefly, in it. Then they were the king and queen. They ruled. I, we,
followed. And I did often get caught up in their world, only to wonder why,
once again, I had let myself be drawn in.

I could see Al was suspicious. “why do you want to know?”

Maddie of course was loving it. Knowing I wanted her. And all the while I
knew she didn’t give a shit about me.

“No reason” I said as nonchalantly as I could. Trying to backtrack as quickly
as I could without appearing to be in retreat. Al could sense the mood like
a hunter. A slip, a weakness; he would pounce. His ego could then feast
upon the carcass of defeat. “No I was just curious; me and Taylor never did
it; I thought you guys might have been curious, before you had the kids
maybe.”

Al continued to look at me suspiciously. And throughout the rest of the
evening he would throw me the odd quizzical glance, as if he was weighing
something up.

As he got more drunk he also started to openly flirt with Taylor. This was
unexpected, and Maddie didn’t look at all happy. Was it possible that he
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was merely saying what he knew Maddie would want him to say? Was he,
had he been, interested in a threesome or swapping? Had they discussed
it, or was it another of his buried secrets? I felt he might have, and she’d
knocked it back. And now they offered a united front rejecting the idea
out of hand.

That evening nothing really happened. But I look back on it as the start of
this adventure that I’m relating to you. Certainly I’d had no intention, and
had no expectation, of getting anywhere with Maddie. But a few days later
Taylor told me Al had invited himself over without Maddie and then come
on to her. And whenever we were together again Al would flirt amusingly,
boyishly, with Taylor. Sometimes he would flirt with Maddie too, but it
was obviously only to keep her on side. It didn’t work, you could see her
looking angry or sometimes hurt.

And this was a threesome to which I wasn’t invited. Definitely not what I
had in mind at all! I wasn’t even an onlooker. But then again, everything
creates it’s own opportunity. If Taylor became involved with Al then didn’t
that leave the door open for me to move in on Maddie. But if Al was
cheating how was she going to find out about it? Of course that’s where i
came in!

Taylor told me what happened. She was always cavalier about the whole
marriage thing. I like to think I am debonairly indifferent, but I catch
myself trying to justify my actions, which of course is a sure sign of my
guilt. She however had few such qualms.
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One day Al came around, ostensibly to give her some riding lessons. He is
an amazing horse rider. He told me he once went in a long distance race,
and won, without the horse having any bridle on. He could control it just
by touching the horse on the neck or use his legs. I knew it was true, I’d
seen him do it.

Give me a good set of spurs, a martingale, and a bright red crop with
plenty of whip in it. With these means at my disposal no horse has ever
tried to step out of line.

The lesson began innocently enough. She’d sat on a saddle strung
between two barrels. A lot of holding around the waist and guiding the
hands. But one thing led to another and before she knew it Taylor was
bent over the saddle with her expensive blue jodhpurs around her ankles
and the G string pulled to the side. She said he was like a randy little dog
and was well hung. She’d enjoyed it immensely.

The trouble with Taylor was that she could be relied on to take this type of
information with her to the grave. She was pathological in her
determination to keep a secret. I always told her she would make a great
spy; which she always acknowledged demurely. Smiling, like a pampered
cat.

Of course the playful banter between Taylor and Al continued for a few
more weeks, but Taylor discouraged anything more physical again. Al was
fairly persistent and, to my eyes at least, fairly obvious in his advances. But
Maddie seemed to turn a blind eye. She seemed to think it was just
another of Al’s fantasies. Maybe this was how he got away with it. By
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talking so much about the women he wanted to shag, she got lulled into
believing it was always only talk. He’d certainly got to the taste of Taylor’s
meat. She was quite different to Maddie – a curvaceous body, big
breasted, and built for lots of comfort. And she loves sex more than any
other woman I’ve been to bed with.

But she could be very firm when she wanted to be, and Al was always a bit
wary of her. So I despaired of Al sufficiently doing the dirty work for me to
make a serious move on his wife. I thought of introducing a girl myself; but
who? I didn’t know anyone callous enough to break up a couple with two
young kids and mortgaged up to the eyeballs.

Then i thought of Alice. She was a hooker i’d known for many years who
wanted to get out. She was more than just a shag for me. She had become
a friend. We’d talked about failed relationships; mostly mine. Then she
revealed that she was shortly going to court. An ex client had become
obsessed with her. He followed her everywhere and had tried to kill her.
she worked for a few years in the game and , mainly because of her
relaxed manner and genuine enjoyment of the sex, had managed to put
away quite a bit. It must have been a hundred grand or more; so one of
the other gilrs told me. But when this creep started following her she’d
panicked.

She began gambling heavily. She told me later, once most of it was gone
and she was back on the game, that she’d only wanted to make a bit of
extra so she could buy the restaurant business she’d been saving up for.
I’d heard about this; but I’d always thought it had been a pipe dream. I can
only put it down to her being Chinese. Otherwise I can’t make any sense of
what she did. She’d only needed another ten grand, which she could have
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made in less than a year. Anyway she lost the lot, went back on the game
and pissed whatever she made up against the wall and in the gambling
halls. Just like all the rest of the girls.

But she was a friend, and a good person. But i didn’t have friends when
sex was involved. Sex is selfish. It’s about self gratification. If the other
person gets off that’s great, since it usually means they’ll probably then
give me a better time.

I knew Al liked Chinese girls; Christ he’d gone on about it enough. It was
one of his (countless) fantasies. I sometimes tried to imagine the colossal
library of fantasies he, and perhaps both of them, regularly visited.

So one day i got Al and Alice to meet at a café we all regularly visited to
catch up on the latest gossip. It was mid afternoon, a midweek. So the
place was fairly empty and we could be sure Maddie wouldn’t drop in
from work. They hit it off straight away. Like i said Alice could put a coked
up Colombian dealer into the kind of mood that he’d want to donate
money to the Cops benevolent Society. She just had a way of making guys
feel good, and horny. And Al was obviously both. He couldn’t take his eyes
off her. For a Chinese girl she was well stacked and all woman. Long black
hair, usually in a loose ponytail. She liked to show off her body but not in
a slutty way. You’d never know she was a hooker. And she was great fun.
She loved to joke, and it always revolved around sex. “it makes me feel
sexy, especially when I can see a guy getting horny. You just have to talk
about it and their minds get turned on. Better sex that way too.” She had
it all worked out, and she was never in any hurry. That afternoon she
played Al til he was nearly coming in his pants. We chatted for a few hours,
had a late lunch, plenty of coffees, patrons came and went. Sometimes we
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were the only ones there. I could tell Alice liked Al, which made me a bit
jealous, but then I pulled back to the big picture. Once we started on the
wine I knew it was a foregone conclusion. So I left the to it.

Alice rang me the next day. she wouldn’t tell me what happened. In fact
she was quite coy, which made me mad again, but it was obvious she was
quite happy to be in on my little plan. “just don’t screw this up and fall in
love with this guy Alice. Or at least wait until I’ve got Maddie in the sack
too. OK?” she promised me, but, well if you knew Alice, you’d never quite
be sure. Which was half her attraction. You were never quite on solid
ground with her, even when you were parting with cash.

But I shouldn’t have worried, then at least. Before long the two of them
were shagging whenever Al could get the chance to see her. Of course I
hadn’t planned it that Alice liked Al a lot. But it didn’t really matter, she
was desperate enough to marry any one to get away from Psychofan, who
was still lurking around in the shadows. And Al was so into Alice it became
embarrassingly obvious. He’d follow her with his eyes whenever she left
the table; his face would light up when he saw her; and he’d pine if he
hadn’t seen her for a few days. Sometimes, when I was round at his place
we’d sit on the balcony and he’d crap on for hours about her. “why don’t
you go and do some work Al, there must be a heap to do.”

He looked pained “I’ve got two weeks work ahead of, it’s coming in like
the old days. But I couldn’t give a shit, I just want to be with her. I don’t
know why I feel like this. I don’t know what to do.”
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In a way I felt sorry for him. He was hardly experienced when it came to
the love stakes. Not only had he never shagged anyone else, I don’t think
he’d even loved anyone else, except of course himself. So this feeling, the
lust, can’t live without seeing her feeling was not something he was
familiar with. Not something he could easily cope with. He seemed to be
drowned by his feelings. These were feelings he’d never had to suppress,
never had to push aside so he could face the daily grind. He’d fallen in love
with Maddie; eventually she’d fallen in love with him; they got married
(after they’d shagged like rabbits for a year or so). End of story.

Phase two wasn’t as hard as I expected. With Al and Allice’s mutual
obsession it wasn’t hard to get them together in places where Maddie
would see them. At the café, or over at my place. Of course I pretended at
first that Alice was with me and I’d invite Al and Maddie over. He was so
besotted he didn’t care about the danger of being caught out. He probably
didn’t even realise how obvious his, and for that matter, Alice’s lust was.

But my plan hadn’t taken account of the fact that Maddie was totally
oblivious to what was going on between Al and Alice. I guess Al was always
so flirtatious that she hadn’t realised he was, for once, serious.

So when i mentioned what i thought was by now obvious she went
ballistic. I’d told myself right from the start I couldn’t just go up to Maddie
and tell her what had happened. She would definitely shoot the
messenger. And she did, repeatedly. Our instincts are there for a good
reason. Once again I should have gone with them, instead of getting
impatient and letting my prick rule.
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“You’re such a low life Jacob. Why would Al want to shag a Chinese hooker
when he could have me. He doesn’t even like Chinese girls.” Obviously
that’s what he’d told her; another of the small lies that form the flimsy
edifice of most marriages. I thought about telling her how much Al loved
fucking Alice, but short of photographic evidence and a signed confession
by Al I didn’t think she’d believe a word I said.

I guess when you’ve invested so much ( in time, at least half their lives by
that point) and had two children to boot, you don’t shake the boat too
much without being very sure and giving it a lot of thought. The
consequences wouldn’t be minor.

A low life. Me? Of course I didn’t need telling by her or anyone else what a
shit I was. I knew that already. And I didn’t give a fuck what happened to
any one else. This was all about me. Fuck the consequences.

“if that’s the best you can do to get me in the sack, I can tell you now
you’re wasting your time. I wouldn’t fuck you if you were the last man on
earth. How low can you get? Your best friend. Doesn’t that mean anything
to you.”

Well since you come to mention it. No. it doesn’t mean anything. Well,
let’s say about as much as Al gives a shit about you Maddie. But where
was the point in trying to get that across. She was blind folded, and she’d
put the blind fold over her own eyes. She wanted it that way. She might
change her mind, but it was going to be hard to convince her. And here
was Al, shagging her whenever he wanted, and now he had Alice, my
favourite hooker, head over heels over him. Where was the justice in that?
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“Anyway, not that it’s really any of your business, but we are allowed to
have affairs, as long as we tell each other about it. Al said he had
something to tell me, so maybe that was it. Keep out of it Jacob. I know
you want to get into my knickers, but you can’t. go and get some other
chick that wants it.” What a load of bullshit! Al had told me himself he’d
have had his dick flesh peeled back and nailed to the floor if she found out
he’d been cheating on him. So I knew she was throwing up the a
smokescreen. She was defending that two timing bastard! But then again
it might have just been to protect herself, and her self respect. Something
with which I wasn’t that familiar.

For a whole week i was totally despondent. I could hardly concentrate on
my work, wondering what Al was doing with Alice (which wasn’t very hard
to work out), and what it meant to my chances of getting Maddie in the
sack. Definitely zero at this stage. Of course I didn’t see Maddie at all, but
Al couldn’t seem to pass a day without talking to me about Alice. How
much he loved her. What she did for him in bed. He even showed me
some photographs. I forgot to mention, as far as Al is concerned there are
no boundaries when it comes to friends. Why did he think I would be
interested in a close up of, I presume, Alice getting it up the arse, and, by
all appearances, gagging on his, even I had to admit, prodigious member.

Unfortunately he wouldn’t let me keep them. But it gave me an idea.

I was meeting Alice in town later that day to get an update. Maybe he’d
given her a few photo mementoes. I couldn’t wait to see her. Surely
Maddie would believe me if she saw photos.
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“Hi Lawrence. Nice to see you.” Wow Alice looked radiant. Ten years
younger. She’d been starting to look old, and worn around the edges, like
an old sofa you want to throw out but don’t have the heart to. It brings
back to many memories. She certainly looked great now. And she’d had
her hair done. Fantastic. My little pecker started to show some life,
wriggling around my pants like a ferret. She gave me a hug, and a lipstick
kiss on the cheek. Her perfume stayed with me for days afterwards. No
prizes for guessing why she was so happy. Love can make us young and,
when it feels like it, makes us look like we just got thrown out with the
garbage.

At this point it probably should have crossed my mind that Alice’s
allegiances might have shifted a tad, but I was one track so I just
blundered in. Handled differently who knows what might have happened.

I couldn’t wait to get off the street before I blurted out “Hey Alice, Al
showed me some photos of you guys together, doing it. Did he by any
chance give you some?”

Straight away she looked upset. “what was he doing showing you photos
of us?”

“Al shows me everything. Anyway what’s the problem. It’s not like I
haven’t seen you naked before. I just want a couple of snaps to show
Maddie. Come on hand them over.” I could tell she’d got some. What was
the problem? I was soon to find out.
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She refused! Point blank. And got an obstinate expression on her face that
I’d never seen before. This was all new to me. She’d always been so pliant
before. And not just when it involved sex. She was just naturally good
hearted. When I gave her some money after she’d just lost the hundred
grand she refused to take it off me. “give it to some one that needs it. I’ll
get by.” Yeah, only by spreading them. Which before she hadn’t minded,
but after she lost it all I could see she’d had enough of the old game. Up til
then it had been a bit of a game. Sure she’d have rather been making the
money some other how, but it wasn’t so bad with the right set up, and
there aren’t that many ways that you can clear a hundred grand cash in a
couple of years.

I totally lost it. Nothing was going right for me. “What the fuck are you
playing at. Have you forgotten who’s paying you?.” Yeah maybe I’d
forgotten to mention I was paying good money for the services she was
supplying so copiously, and a little to enthusiastically for my liking, to Al.

Well, she turned nasty. She turned on me like a cat protecting her young.
Before I’d never even seen her get angry, or show much emotion about
anything come to think of it. Maybe that’s why I’d liked her so much. Safe.
No complications viz a viz Taylor. After all I’d been shagging Alice for a few
years off and on by then. This was a new Alice I hadn’t seen before. She’d
got it bad.

Her face was ugly. Real mad. Like she couldn’t stand the sight of me. She
pulled a wad of money out of her crocodile skin handbag and threw it,
somewhat theatrically I thought, in my face. As we were still standing by
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her car in the middle of a busy high street, and a police car glided past just
at that moment, I couldn’t even make a grab for the cash. I’ve no idea how
much it was but the whole street seemed to be in uproar within a few
seconds. People were fighting, snatching, jumping and grabbing, whatever
they could to get a hand on the paper notes that dispersed like confetti
along the street.

This was a painful blow. Right in the balls. And another serious dent on my
plans. It was getting monotonous.

But by nature I’m an optimist. Sure I spent a few days licking my wounds.
Work was going down the pisser but I didn’t give a shit. The boss used to
shake his head whenever he walked past me but he didn’t have the balls
to say anything. Wasn’t I the best salesman he had?

A couple of evenings down the pub, a one night stand with some poor
mutt that looked as gratefull as hell when I asked her back home, and I
was back on track. The ideas and plans started to flow again. Hadnt I been
looking at the situation too logically, too directly. This problem, if you
could call it a problem, needed some lateral thinking. Always think
laterally; even if it seems totally screwball. What i came up with wasn’t
screwball at all. It was genius.

When you’re hunting prey you need to know what makes them tick. It was
no different with Al. And i thought i knew him pretty well by now. So he
and Maddie might have agreed to a few flings on the side. And Maddie
might be OK with it. But would jealous old Al? i think not.
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So I decided to delve a little deeper into what happened with young Matty.
I soon prised the whole saga out of Maddie. She obviously enjoyed telling
me the story, since it revolved entirely around her. Well the way she told it
anyway. Dwelling on when Matty had proposed to her; and how she’d
laughed at him, as if it meant nothing to her. Which it probably had at that
point. How she’d made him cry. Why did she seem to enjoy telling me that?
A kind of dreamy smile came across her face when she told me how he’d
broken down and sobbed his heart out. “he said he couldn’t live without
me. Wasn’t that sweet of him?”

Of course she didn’t know Al had already told me how the tables had
turned and she’d obsessed over Matty. Of course she left that bit out.

I decided to have a chat with Al and see if i couldn’t wind him up. It had all
blown over a few months ago, but in my experience wounds like that
don’t heal quickly. Especially when a man’s ego’s involved. The question
was could I rile him up enough so he’d do something stupid. Hit Maddie
maybe, or take it out on Matt. Al could usually be relied on to get violent
when he didn’t get his own way. I’d always been surpised he’d never had a
go at Matt; I’d have expected him to give the guy a good thrashing. Didn’t
he deserve it anyway? Maybe a little reminder of what had gone on
between the two love birds, with a little embellishment on my part, would
open up the wound. Who knows what would happen. It was kind of like
standing back and lighting the fuse leading to a box. Knowing the box
would blow, but after that?
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It probably seems a long shot, but at that moment it was the best, and to
be honest, only shot I had.

The execution was like child’s play. I wont even bore you with the details.
Put it this way. By the time i’d finished with him Al thought that he was
the only person in the village that didn’t know Matty had been shagging
his wife for the last six months. It didn’t matter that none of this bore the
slightest semblance of truth. He was only interested in what people in the
village would think about him. And I managed to half convince him that
Maddie had bull shitted about what they’d got up to. When you’ve got so
much at stake, as you have in a marriage, it doesn’t take much to make
the foundations rumble.

The trouble was i didn’t know Al as well as i thought I did. We were
standing on the verandah, looking out over his property. I’d kind of chosen
this spot to tell him about Matty. Because he’d always been worried what
would happen to the property if he and Maddie ever split up. He used to
talk as if it wasn’t inevitable. Poor bastard, how much did he still have to
learn.

Hadn’t he spent nearly twenty years slowly building up their capital base.
Doing work he couldn’t stand doing year after grinding year. It was
everything to him, including his own self esteem. And he stood to lose half
or more if she left him. “that fucking bitch. That fucking bastard. All of this
for a fuck.” Yeah he was thinking about the money. About his future, and
the shattered dreams. All in an instant. All for a fuck. That’s the way our
minds work. Seems madness when it’s happeneing to someone else. But
it’s all real when it’s on for you. What’s fukcing, what’s love for that
matter, got to do with buying a house. Lets throw this one out there too
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while we’re at it. What’s it got to do with raising kids? Sure one thing leads
to another, well at least if we’re still talking about the fuck part, but it’s a
job at the end of the day. they’re not ours, we’re caretakers, and teachers.
They’re separate now, we just don’t appreciate it until they’re sixtenn and
telling us to piss off and leave them alone to make their own decisions.

Forget the written word. He’s a pictures guy. And the picture had just
lurched over to one sde and gone crashing to the floor. He took in every
word I said. He still thinks we’re best friends. Remember!

As I said he’s a wicked temper. I’m still talking to him. I don’t even think
we were talking about Matty by then but it was obviously going around in
his head. Suddenly he goes mental. “I’m going to kill that fucking bastard.
No one fucks my wife. And gets away with it. I’ll sort her out later.”

I didn’t know he had a gun, I swear. So when I see him running round the
verandah and then under the house I didn’t know what was going on. The
dog cops one in the ribs and goes off yelping into the bush. He’s under
there for ages rustling around and then he enmerges like fucking Rambo
with a bandolier across his chest and army fatigues on. Jesus Christ I
thought. What have I unleashed! I make a move towards him as he strides
along the path towards the car. He just pushes me out the way. His eyes
look blank. I don’t exist any more. I’m a nobody as far as he’s concerned.
Which of course makes me feel a whole lot better when I think about what
I’m going to do to his wife once the dust settles. I make one last effort to
stop him, more for the record than with real intention. “Mate, this isn’t
the way to deal with it. It’s not important. Look at what you’ve got.”
Allright I was probably chucking petrol on a blaze, but what the fuck. I had
to duck round the corner when he pulled up the .22 and levelled it at me. I
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probably deserved it straight between the eyes, but he wasn’t to know
that. Any way he’s forgotten about me already and is barrelling down the
driveway with the engine roaring. The last I see is a dust cloud and the
tyres squelling as he hits the tarmac.

Why hadn’t I tried a bit harder to stop him. What the fuck am I? I thought
by now you’d have realised I’m not Mother Theresa. All I could hear was
opportunity knocking, loudly, and for once on my door.

After all it would be pretty hard for Al to do very much at all to me once he
found out I was plugging Maddie if he was locked up in maximum security.
Don’t the girls soon tire of the fortnightly visit and tend to drift off to new
pastures within a few months once their men are inside.

Unfortunately the back up plan fizzled out before it really took off. Given
the determination with which Al had set out to blast the boy’s head off,
any other outcome had seemed pretty unlikely.

I heard the story second hand from Matty after I’d gone round to his place
a few hours later to check out the damage.

Instead of blood and carnage all I found was a table covered in half empty
beer cans and an upturned bottle of champagne in a wine bucket. The boy
lived in a hovel, an old shack on twenty acres, so the wine bucket was a bit
of a shock, and looked decidedly out of place.
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He looked drunk. For a moment it crossed my mind that maybe he’d done
Al in and was drowning his sorrows before the cops arrived. But this
fantasy was shrotlived. Al walked around from the back of the house with
another bottle of champagne in his hand. I must have looked pretty guilty,
because he gave me a pretty filthy look. Fortunately he wasn’t carrying the
gun any more.

Matty quickly ran over. I don’t suppose he knew it was me that had
encouraged Al to come over and blow his brains out, but something must
have told him to get himself in between us. He grabbed the bottle of
champagne from Al and began pouring out three glasses and then handed
them to us. Al was still glowering at me but it was Matty that broke the ice.
“we’re celenrating.” I’d realised that, but when did people start
celebrating being threatened with a .22? he must have seen the quizzical
expression on my face. “ I’m getting married and I’ve asked Al to be the
best man.” He then told me the rest of the story. In between taking great
slugs of champagne. His hands were shaking a bit so I’m sure there was a
bit of bravura going on. After all he had fucked Maddie, and him getting
married really had fuck all to do with it. So we got the the greatest love
story ever told. And I’m sure it wasn’t for my benefit. It involved a girl he’d
met on a rodeo he’d recently been in, where he’d broken his collar bone.
She;d felt sorry for him, and one thing had led to another. They were
getting married and he wanted Al to be his best man, and Maddie to do
whatever it is at weddings that married women do. Gloat probably. What
another sorry idiot had got himself hitched up with some bimbo that was
going to bleed him dry and suck every ounce of manhood out of him. Why
do they do it?
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Anyway, the image of Matty as adulterer kind of evaporated. I guess its
hard to shoot the guy who’s asked you to be their best man. Well it
obviously was for Al.

Nothing was working! I thought of trying to tee up someone else for
Maddie. It hadn’t really taken off with matty. But Maddie would be
suspicious. I think she realised my finger prints were all over the non event
affair with Matty.

But I had to do something. And I had a plan. Not infallible by any means,
but if we are realistic none ever are. Their success always lies in one’s
ability to respond to the moment. To do this one must of course be in the
moment, not distracted by our past failings or future consequences.

Why should I wait any longer to describe what follows. After all it heralded
the beginning of the end. But then again doesn’t every fuck?

For months now we, Taylor and I, had been playing tennis socially with
Madeleine and Al. For a while it was a little awkward, since Al was still
keen to pursue Taylor, but was terrified that she would spill the beans
with Maddie. I had to work overtime to convince them all to carry on.
Maddie wasn’t too bothered either way and would have given it up
without a thought if Al had insisted. But he couldn’t be so direct; it might
have raised suspicion. Women have a beacon specially designed to pick up
that kind of signal. It’s finely tuned, and infallible. Don’t try to argue; you’d
have more chance with a bent copper with a speed camera showing a
hundred and thirty in a fifty zone.
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Taylor, surprisingly, showed a degree of guilt. She had been involved with
a couple of married men before. The last one rather rashly left his wife
and offspring, claiming undying love for her. She was drummed out of the
neighbourhood, and still receives poison emails from the revenge lusting
jilted wife. I think she was a bit wary; guilt was probably overstating it. I
don’t recall her ever feeling guilt; she can be freezingly cold and
compassionless when it suits her. She wasn’t really extricated from the
last spitfight, and she is always very tidy and organised. I think two
cheated wives would have felt like a badly planned conference in which
two speakers rock up both expecting to be the keynote. Untidy and a
situation hard to extricate oneself from. Though I will always give it to
Taylor there is no one I know better than her at thinking on her feet. The
lies she has webbed would have tripped up anyone else. Yet she could run
a dance around them all, and still seem preoccupied with something else.

So Taylor wasn’t overly keen to keep it going. But for me it would have
been a total disaster. My plans for Maddie would have collapsed. And so,
like a political Whip, I travelled back and forth for the best part of a week
cajoling, insisting, ingratiating, and anything else I needed to do to ensure
we kept seeing each other regularly at least once a week. At a predictable
day and time.

“Al, I’m glad we’re still dong this, I really enjoy playing with you guys.
Otherwise I’d only be slobbing in front of the TV. I was wondering if you
wanted a game before everyone else gets here. We’ve missed a few
weeks and I’m a bit rusty. What do you say?”
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Al would never miss the chance to beat me at anything. I’m not being
specific here; he enjoys beating anyone at anything. Even a game of
Monopoly. Though that I can understand. So we agreed to meet for a
couple of sets before the girls arrived with the kids.

It was a Wednesday, around five thirty. It was winter so it was getting dark.
Al wanted to put the floodlights on so we could carry on and get ready for
when the girls turned up. The rugby guys had finished and the garage
band was storming it up. They were better than they’d been for weeks.
“Let’s have a break then” I suggested. “Have a drink; it’s one of those
designer water drinks. Supposed to rehydrate you quicker than stuffing a
fire hose down your throat.” Al was into anything scientific, so I had no
problem convincing him to try it. We then had an argument for five
minutes on the pros and cons of the various brands on the market. After a
couple of minutes he started to slur a bit and his speech became
disjointed. Another couple of minutes and he was incoherent. It was like
being piss drunk without the loss of body control. I should know, I’d spent
hours talking to a chemist mate of mine who made up the drug which I’d
spiked Al’s drink with. He thought I was going to do an experiment on a pig;
wasn’t I?

Being much smaller and lighter than me it was easy to pick him up and
place him where I wanted. There was a small hut by the side of the court.
On three sides it was brick; the other side was enclosed with an open
mesh grill. Within the shed there was a low bench. I laid Al down on the
bench and waited for fifteen minutes. The girls would be her at any
moment.
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What I was about to do, if it led to a successful conclusion with Maddie,
would be worth every ignominy I might encounter. I hadn’t banked on
being interrupted by an old lady who thought the tennis hut was a bus
shelter, but as I said with even the best laid plans there has to be an
element of improvisation. I was in the middle of pulling down Al’s shorts
and underpants when the old dear poked her head around the corner.
“Please leave us alone madam, he’s got a tennis ball embedded in his
rectum; I’m trying to extricate it. It’s embarrassing as it is; I’m sure you
understand.” I held up the tennis ball in my hand. “That can be awfully
painful” was all she said. Perhaps she wasn’t as innocent as I thought!

Once I’d made sure there was no-one around I took off my own shorts and
applied the necessary lubricant to my flaccid penis. I’d hoped that at the
prospect of intercourse he would have risen to the challenge. Transsexual
Thai diva’s were obviously a different kettle of fish where he was
concerned. I confess I hadn’t banked on him being so fussy. Improvise!
Improvise! My mind raced. I heard the girls coming. “Where are you? Are
they here Taylor? They were going to get here before us.” Their voices
were getting louder. It crossed my mind ( I swear the thought only
occurred to me then) that if either of the children saw what I was doing to
Al they would need an extensive period of counselling to recover.
Fortunately Maddie was in front.
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Chapter Two

I walked around the corner and couldn’t believe what I was seeing. At first
I didn’t realise it was Al and Lawrence. I thought it was just a couple of
gays going for it in a secluded spot. For some reason I wondered why they
hadn’t used the toilets but assumed they wanted a change of scene or
fancied a bit of exhibitionism to heighten the experience. I heard Taylor’s
gasp and I saw her quickly turn away and grab her daughter’s hand. So of
course I looked again and saw Joe fucking my husband. At that moment Al
turned his head towards me, and he had the happiest smile on his face I
had ever seen. He looked as though he was really enjoying it.

What do you think I did? I screamed. It was revolting. I can’t stand gays.
Nor can Al. I know some women are rather ambivalent about
homosexuality. Similar to men fantasising about women doing it with each
other. But I still find it hard to make such a logical comparison. It’s not
something I can logically explain. But how could two men shagging be
erotic? Of course Joe looked shocked. Then he quickly pulled up his shorts.
He even tried to explain. It wasn’t one of those things that needed
explaining, if you know what I mean. The guy had his dick up my husband’s
arse for Christ’s sake, and they both looked as though they were very
experienced at it.

“It just happened Maddie. We both wanted it sure but it was spur of the
moment. It wont happen again I promise.”
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“I don’t give a shit what you two get up. You can fist fuck him if you like.” I
didn’t know what it meant but I’d heard two gays talking about it on a TV
show. It sounded painful, and I hoped it was. Very. “How could you. I
thought you were getting a bit too friendly the pair of you. I thought I was
just being stupid and jealous. Women’s intuition. Never underestimate it.

He went rabbiting on but I wasn’t listening any more. The children were
still in the car; I’d forgotten to undo their seatbelts. So I walked calmly
back to the Land Cruiser and went home. I never wanted to see Al again.

On the way home I explained to the kids that we had to go to my mother’s
place for a holiday. I tried to make it sound like fun, but she’s a drunken
bitch and they can see through her. Lots of groans. I didn’t mention their
dad wasn’t coming with us. He usually made it bearable. He could take the
piss out of her without her even knowing. It pricked the bubble; life wasn’t
so serious around Al. You see I still think like a married woman don’t I?
How long does that go on for?

Chapter Three

Well I’d underestimated Maddie’s aversion to gays by a long shot. The
plan was, if you haven’t already realised, was to reveal that her husband,
macho Al, was in fact a closset gay. Then persuade her that whilst I had
strayed on this occasion it was the first and only time. It had been initiated
by Al, and I’d been curious.
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Hadn’t she ever been curious too? I’d hoped that with Al in the dog house
and up to his neck in the shit, I could make my move. I’d seriously
miscalculated. She blamed me for leading Al astray. And said she’d always
known I was a faggot. That’s why Taylor had left me wasn’t it?

This didn’t come as a complete shock to me. After all, Taylor was far more
attractive than me and on a superficial level appears strong and worldly
wise. She has guys always after her, younger older, it doesn’t matter. She’s
a honey pot. I can only say positive things about her. After all there will
always be a part of me that loves her, and wants only the best for her.

Meanwhile, I. Don’t have a girlfriend, live in a shack and dress like a slob.
And don’t have much of a career. Which suits me fine, but then they don’t
know I’m worth a couple of million and don’t need to work. I couldn’t be
bothered to contradict their assumption. And they weren’t the only
people that had made the same assumption.

I’d left Taylor for personal reasons which I find now hard to recall. But
whatever they were they were no-one else’s business. Even if it did look
bad for me.

But it told me a something about Maddie. For starters she was superficial,
and lacked the perception she claimed to possess. The rest could wait.

Ironically it was Taylor who eventually provided the means for my next
attempt to mount Mount Madeleine.
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Chapter Four

I was still feeling shell shocked about Al’s homosexuality. He’d been my
husband for nearly twenty years and I hadn’t a clue. I started to spiral
down; the children really started to suffer. If I’d had a decent mum, at
least one that was sober, or even if one of my sisters lived less than ten
thousand kilometres away, it would have been easier. They could have
helped; I could have dumped the kids on them for a while. But I had no-
one. Not until Taylor told me about the problems she’d faced, and how
she dealt with them.

I’d have never known the things she went through as a kid. It didn’t show,
until you knew and you could see the pain show through sometimes. Then
I should have known better; no-one would know what had happened in
my family. You get very good at concealing your feelings after a while.
Even from yourself. Which is where the problems begin. So Gail told me.

As I said my mum is an alcoholic. I don’t think dad drove her to it. He
seemed a good man. Maybe he was too good, and couldn’t take any more.
He killed himself; hanged from the rafters. A beam over the stairs. So the
first person to walk into the house saw his legs dangling down, and the
stain on the downstairs carpet. And it was me that happened to be the
first home. I don’t know if he remembered it was my day for looking after
the baby. Or maybe by then he was beyond caring. If he loved me he
wouldn’t have killed himself. You couldn’t kill yourself if you loved
someone. I couldn’t. It would be enough to stop me, knowing how much it
would hurt them. But Gail said people don’t kill themselves with the
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intention to hurt anyone else. They just can’t take life for one second
more.

Mum and dad used to fight all the time. Mostly about money. He lost his
job in the end. Because he was having to look after us, and hold down a
job. In the end he crashed a forklift into some machinery, injured someone
really badly. He fell asleep he said. They said he’d been irresponsible.
Which was a joke. I don’t know anyone that felt more responsible. Or had
more responsibility. He was carrying everything. He couldn’t handle much
though. So it broke him in the end. Then mum had to take over. What a
joke that was.

He was an easy going man; happiest when mum was sober and we were
all playing in the garden or having a party. But then when mum always got
pissed at a party he didn’t enjoy them any more. We didn’t go out or do
anything after she got in a fight with a neighbour at a party, and he found
her shagging the neighbours husband. He should have left her. At least he
might still be alive. I would have told him to leave her. I can’t stand being
in the same room as her for more than a day. If Al wasn’t there, or the kids
to distract me I probably wouldn’t last an hour. She was worse now. And
sending her current boyfriend the same way. He didn’t seem to mind
though, he’s a drunk too.

Then there was Al, me, and marriage. He forced me to marry him. Don’t
get me wrong. I loved him. But we were only seventeen. We hadn’t done
anything with our lives. I still haven’t. I tried to dump Al, I forget how
many times. But he always came back. And he seemed psychic about
knowing when a boyfriend was coming over. He’d always make sure he
was there before they arrived, so they’d feel awkward. Al had a reputation
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for being tough. And everyone knew he was jealous of anyone that
wanted to date me. I saw some turn around as soon as they saw his big
old chevvy parked in the driveway. It was as good as a chastity belt that
old car. A few got sick of him being around all the time. It was easier to go
out with someone else. Michael lasted the longest. He wasn’t afraid of Al.
One day Mike told Al to get lost. They ended up fighting on the front lawn.
My mum’s boyfriend ended up turning the hose on them. They were like a
pair of dogs.

Mike and me went on holiday once. Only up the coast. We told our
parents we were going to stay with friends. My mum didn’t give a shit
anyway. She was too busy getting pissed or trying to keep a steady
boyfriend. It was Mike’s parents that made the fuss. They found out and
got the police on to us. Of course the cops thought it was a big joke, until
they found out I was under age. Mike ended up in jail. I found out Al had
rung Mike’s parents. They didn’t know I was under age, they just didn’t
want him dating me. To be fair to them I can understand why. At that
stage my life was in a mess. I’d been on drugs a couple of times, and the
school had threatened to expel me I don’t know how many times.

Even so, they might have put up with that, but everyone knew my mother.
It wasn’t just that she was a pisshead. She was one of those loud,
argumentative drunks. So she could start a shit fight with someone at
eight thirty in the morning when she was dropping me off at school. They
might have parked too close to her car. Or she just didn’t like their faces at
that particular moment. Who knows what was might have been going on
in her head. Anything could set her off.



43 | P a g e

I never told Al I’d had sex with Mike. I never told anyone. But that didn’t
stop me getting pregnant. Of course I had to get an abortion. I never told
anyone about the abortion either.

Al and I were sort of dating again by then and got engaged a couple of
months later but we hadn’t had sex by then. So when I first had sex with Al
I had to pretend my hymen was broken because of all the riding I did. He
believed me thank god. If he hadn’t I’m sure he’d have made me go to a
doctor. He’d have liked me to wear a chastity belt. I swear.

In the end Al made sure I didn’t have anyone else. It was easier just to say
yes. We were married on my seventeenth birthday. We have spent every
day together since that day. I mean we’ve seen each other every day. I
probably haven’t spent more than a few hours apart from him. It feels like
a big weight has been lifted off my back. Which doesn’t feel right. I know I
should feel better. But I was so used to that feeling that it feels wrong to
feel free. And he was my best friend. OK I didn’t have many friends full
stop, but I can’t put all the blame for that onto Al, I’m not good at making
friends. I was as a kid but now I wouldn’t know how.

So I’ve got all this baggage. On top of which I’m pissed off I couldn’t
continue my career, which might have given me my own identity. He
made me stay at home and look after the kids. I wanted to get a nanny. He
wouldn’t listen. I’d studied hard to become qualified and been good at
what I did. I’d even had my own business for a while.

I’d got a lucky break . Someone set me up. Bill and Janice, a husband and
wife team who had their own business. They wanted to expand through
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franchise. I’d have been suspicious if it had just been him. Thought he was
just trying to get in my pants. She was more for it than him. She said I had
potential. And she was one of the company’s best sales people so I
believed her when she said I could be as good as her.

Al said she was just taking advantage of me, but it felt fantastic to have my
own business. And he was only saying that because he couldn’t control me
when I was at work. It was my little bit of freedom. No one to tell me what
to do. They left me alone. So long as I was doing OK at the end of each
month. Which I always was. We were the most successful office a few
times, out of the whole state.

Al made me sell the business. I sold it back to Bill and Janice. They said
they’d keep it for me, but now it’s been run down; the business is handled
by one of their other office. The market’s gone down. But if I’d been
running it we’d have found enough business. Taken market share from
one of the other companies. Any way that’s all in the past. I can do
something else I suppose. Though I don’t have the confidence any more to
do it on my own.

Taylor was so good to me. She told me all about what her childhood was
like. It made sound not better but at least not totally abnormal. Someone
else had a shit childhood, really shit. And it wasn’t her fault. She said she
used to feel it was but she went to counselling. It gave her confidence,
eventually, mainly because she could understand herself better. She said I
should do it. I’d feel heaps better. And I had to do something. She didn’t
talk down to me or try to lecture me. She just told me what worked for
her. I never realised how similar we were. Like real sisters.
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So I went. Taylor took me the first time. And I met Gail.

Chapter Five

So Taylor got Maddie to go and see a shrink. I could tell she needed one.
She was like anorexic, she was always depressed. And even when she
wasn’t you didn’t know when she was going to flip. The best thing about it
was that it didn’t take long for us to see a change.

Of course Taylor had her own motives. She guessed pretty quickly what
happened between me and Al was a load of bullshit. And why I’d done it.
She didn’t think it was right I should benefit from my wicked little scheme.
She thought if Maddie went to counselling she would be able to see
through me, see me for what I really am. And of course if she did, Taylor
was convinced Maddie would have the sense to give me the big finger.

At first it seemed to go Taylor’s way. Maddie hadn’t spoken to Al since
they’d split up, except through lawyers. After a few weeks with Gail she
summoned Al and she found out the truth about my attempt to make out
Al was gay.

Once she found out the truth about Al not being gay you’d think she’d
have had him back.
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To everyone’s surprise she said no. She’d sensed freedom now, with Gail’s
help, and was starting to revel in it.

Poor Al, he’d accepted defeat once, and on that occasion he was able to
live with it. Because he knew he was in the right; of course he wasn’t gay.

But now, this time, she was rejecting him for being him. The jerk that only
wanted to control her. The guy she’d never loved.

It was enough to give him a nervous break down and he ended up in a
psychiatric hospital. Whenever he was let out he’d get into a huge fight,
end up in jail over night and then get sent back to the ward. I hadn’t
expected him to fall apart like this. If I hadn’t thought he’d have killed me,
I’d have tried to do something for him.

Then again, all fair right? It wasn’t my fault he was piss weak and needed a
woman to wipe his arse for him. I’ve seen lots of guys like that. Macho,
know it all. Then when she leaves him he runs back to live with mum and
dad.

Taylor told me Maddie used to go and see Al a lot. She felt sorry for him.
When she told me that I could see everything coming together. If a girl
feels sorry for you it’s the kiss of death to any chance of a shag, or a
relationship, whatever.
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But it still wasn’t getting me nearer to my goal. She’d gone off exploring
her childhood, according to Taylor. Then I met her, by chance, in the Mall.
And she didn’t tell me to fuck off. Which is what I would have done. With a
kick up the arse for good measure.

“What are you doing here Maddie?” i asked a little hesitantly.

‘What do you think i’m doing. This is a shopping mall.” OK she wasn’t
being particularly friendly. Btu she was talking to me which is more than i
expected, or deserved.

“Where are the kids?” She was on her own and looking very fetching in a
short skirt and loose top. Her hair was tied back in a long blonde pony tail.

“they’re with Al. Do you remember him? Or perhaps you moved on to
other meat. A bit younger perhaps?” I hadn’t noticed this sarcastic streak
in her before. But she didn’t seem that much in a hurry to leave. Which is
the only reason i persisted. I’m not a masochist. But i do know when the
door is ever so slightly open.

So i took a chance. What was the worst that could happen? If i’d known
the outcome i’d probably still have done it. Perhaps there is a masochist
lurking in there somewhere. “Do you want to go for a coffee?”
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She didn’t tell me to piss off, but then again it wasn’t open arms and a big
kiss. “what, do you want to spike my drink now? I thought boys were more
your cuppa?”

Did she really think that? She started laughing so I guess she was just
joking, but I couldn’t be sure. I’ve heard of lots of girls that like to hang out
with gay guys. But that wasn’t the vibe i was getting.

I was starting to feel more relaxed now. On solid ground. “I’d better put
you straight on that score. Pardon the pun. Although i admit i have
dabbled, i can assure you i am only interested in girls.” Which wasn’t
strictly true, but if you haven’t noticed yet, not very much of what i say is.

“You could have fooled me; but then again you did didn’t you, and look
where it got me? Are we going to carry on with the small talk here or were
you serious about getting me a drink.” The way she said it sounded like
she could do with something stiffer. A drink i mean.

“OK, lets go to the café on the top floor. They do nice things with
chocolate. Come on i’ll race you.” i took off at a sprint, not really expecting
her to follow. I’d just got to the bottom of the stairs when she shot past
me. She was red in the face, eyes bright, and she had a rueful smile on her
face. It always made me feel sad and happy at the same time. Happy i’d
made her happy, but you could still see the sadness lurking behind her
eyes. She took the steps three at a time, leaping on those long legs that
went on for ever. Well in fact they didn’t because as she got higher i got a
glimpse of white panties. At that moment i knew i would get there. It was
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my Mount Everest to scale those legs and reach the pinnacle of those blue
white undies. With the tantalising bulges.

She looked back in time to see me perving up her skirt. She just laughed.
Therapy must be going well, i thought. I made an effort to run up the steps
too but only got half way up before i had to stop and take a breather. “I
know what you want Lawrence. At least you’ve never made any bones
about it. But you’ll need to be a lot fitter than that if you want to get
inside my knickers mate.”

At first i thought i’d misheard her. but the dropped draw of the old couple
sitting at the corner table at the top of the stairs told me i’d heard her
right. My eyebrows went up a few notches. She just laughed again. then i
got paranoid. Perhaps she was setting me up? Taking revenge. No, that’s
what i’d do. Other people didn’t behave like that. It’s hard when you’re as
big a shit as i am not to be paranoid. Well it’s not even being paranoid
really. Paranoid is when you fantasise about dangers. But i’d done all the
things i was afraid someone else was going to do to me.

i thought i’d try and surprise her so i asked her directly, as we were about
to sit down. “why are you being so nice to me.” I looked her straight in the
eye as i said it, praying she would look down. Then i’d know she was
tricking me. She didn’t. she just looked straight back at me. Her big blue
eyes, clear, and untroubled. She looked beautiful.

“What’s past is. Taylor told me why you did that to Al. i should be flattered
shouldn’t i? Anyway, you’ve been good to him since. And i’m no good at
holding grudges anyway.” Which is unusual for a woman, in my humble
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experience. They’ve usually the memories of elephants, and have the
event categorised for instant recall. Whilst we poor men fumble trying to
pull out a sharp riposte to the barb which pierced to the core.

So i ordered coffees and we reminisced about the fun and the stupid times
we’d had. Before long i realised we were getting on very well. I think at
the same time she realised it too. She gave me her big smile and i
drowned in her blue eyes. Of course i was in heaven. Everything i’d been
leading up to for the best part of a year was coming to fruition. The guilt i
felt, like a cloud hanging over me, evaporated suddenly.

I felt light, witty, charming, handsome. She had to succumb. She had no
choice. Then she took my hand in hers; rather she stretched hers out
across the table and covered mine. Her touch was light; she had long
delicate fingers. Not those dumpy peasant hands of Taylors’. That always
made me think of a young girl in black uniform scrubbing the floor outside
an expensive red brick town house in a manicured crescent in Bath or
Brighton. I put my hand over hers, and ran it up her arm. I felt for the first
time the soft pliance of her flesh; cool. The fine blond hairs like down on a
baby’s head. I wanted to hold her; to grab a fist of her hair and pull her to
me.

And so i did. It was electric. It was like a dam bursting it’s bank. The
passion, suppressed by both of us, burst out uncontrollably. I wanted to
savour this moment but it was beyond my control. It was over too quickly.
Of course we had to leave and hurried to my place. I was on tenterhooks.
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Of course I’d seen her almost naked many, many times, in one of those
skimpy swimsuit she used to like parading herself in. This time however
she was dressed warmly to stave off the winter chill. We walked down the
street blowing steam into each other’s faces and laughing as our breath
intermingled. Her eyes were alight, her whole face shone with such vitality,
such life. It made me feel old. I tried to rid myself of this unwelcome
thought but it persisted.

Eventually we made it to my apartment. We ran into the elevator and
laughed manically all the way to my floor. An old lady refused to get in the
lift when she saw us. was it just us being silly that put her off, or was the
old dear reminded of something in her past she’d rather forget.

My room was freezing so we took the heater into my bedroom. It had a
large double bed with mirrors filling a complete wall. Ostensibly to see
one’s dress i assume, but i’m sure i wasn’t the first person to use them to
be able to see the arse of a girl plunging down as her fanny hungrily sunk
on to my cock.

Maddie looked at me diffidently. I wondered for a moment she might pull
out. Guilt, and the comfort of routine, are powerful inhibitors of
spontaneity. But she made it across that bridge. A pang of sadness crossed
her face, but then she pulled me to her. I started to take her clothes off.
We were soon naked. Or i was at least. She wouldn’t take off her tee-shirt
until she was in bed. She said she was cold. I didn’t care. Her blond tuft
peeped out from beneath it. And her legs, well they need no introduction.
I caught a glimpse again as she jumped into bed. I always remember that
moment with fondness.
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She really loved sex. It seemed to make her really happy. I’d never seen
her smile as much as when my head was buried between her legs, and my
hands ran up the sides of her body and circled around her breasts. She
was soon bucking and her small swollen breasts throbbed visibly.

I hadn’t given a moment’s thought to what i wanted. It had happened so
fast. then i looked again at those lips that i’d admired so long. I wanted her
to suck me. At first i stood before her. she kissed the end, and it jumped
involuntarily. Then she pulled me into her.

It wasn’t long before I thought i would come and of course i wanted to
make love with her. Our bodies merge. She was wet, dripping, but she was
like a glove around me. I was hard as a rock and ploughed her field
remorselessly. We went at it lke the proverbial rabbits. Hot breath in each
other’s ears brought us to a crescendo. Then like a breaking wave she
came again and again. Whilst i could only continue pumping anticipating
my own release.
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Chapter Three
Nice ending isn’t it. If only this is what had happened. How different my
life might have been. Instead of lying here on the floor of my apartment,
with a tumbler full of whiskey in my hand and a handful of small pink pills
in front of me. I’d taken quite a few already but they hadn’t taken effect
yet.

So what really happened? Do you really care? Probably not. Am I the only
person ever to have read this rather sordid little story? Well even if I am
I’ve enjoyed recalling some of those now distant events. There were
happy moments in there, somewhere.

I know, I’m putting things off, procrastinating. Let’s get on with it shall we?

Taylor did take Maddie to counselling and for a while she went really well.
But she didn’t last. She couldn’t face the deamons. Of course only she
knows why it was easier to live with them than somehow conquer, or
come to terms with them.

By then I’d been sacked from my job. Which wasn’t entirely unexpected
since I hadn’t made a sale in three months. The few friends I had left
hadn’t been round in weeks. I guess I’d pissed them all off fairly
systematically by then. So it was a bit of a shock when the door bell rang.
At first I ignored it. I was lying in bed, half asleep. The sun had irritatingly
penetrated my consciousness. I tried to get back to sleep and almost
succeeded. Then the bell rang again. “fuck off” I shouted.
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“let me in.” it sounded like Maddie. I kicked the wall to see if I was
dreaming. The pain that shot up my leg told me I wasn’t. I limped as fast as
I could to the door before I realised I was stark naked. For a moment I
hesitated and thought about putting some clothes on. I opened the door.

I guess even in that state I’d hoped for some reaction but she seemed in a
worse state than me. She looked a mess. White, thin as a rake. Her clothes,
usually so immaculate, were filthy and unironed. She walked straight past
me without a word and slumped herself down on the sofa. “I owe you an
apology”.

Since I hadn’t seen Maddie since the gay scandal fiasco you can imagine I
wasn’t too sure what she was apologising for. There was nothing I could
think of which I’d done which deserved an apology.

She started crying. “You were right about Al. I’m sorry I didn’t believe you.
I did, but I didn’t want to.” She went over everything she’d found out.
Which of course I already knew since I’d initiated most of it.

She was still sitting on the sofa, staring at the floor, occasionally sipping
the cup of tea I’d made her. I’d put some clothes on by now. They stank,
but she didn’t seem to notice.

“so why have you come to see me Maddie.” At that point I still didn’t
understand what she was doing here. So Al had screwed around. Didn’t
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every husband? What was the big news. Of course I didn’t say that. Tried
to be sympathetic, make the right noises. It seemed to work, she’d
occasionally smile weakly when I made a lame joke about something.

“there’s no one else. At least I know what you want, you’ve never made
any secret about that. And I’ll never really know how involved with some
of the things Al did. But at the end of the day he’s responsible for his own
actions. Just as I am now.”

At that she stood up and slipped out of her clothes. She had no underwear
on. I’ve already described what she looked like in my little fantasy. Go
back a few pages if you’ve forgotten. The only difference was she’s not a
true blonde and she hadn’t bothered to shave so the black hairs were
showing through under her arms, and on her legs. Her hair was lank, and
when I stood up and took her in my arms I could tell she hadn’t washed for
a few days. The perfume she’d splashed over her didn’t mask the sweat or
the unwashed smell of her fanny. But it didn’t stop me wanting her, and of
course we soon ended up in bed.

But it wasn’t the magical experience I’d fantisised about. She was lifeless,
sometimes she hardly seemed to be there. She did everything I wanted,
but I’d been with hookers that had showed more interest. I really was the
last resort for her.

I’d always noticed she rarely had any female friends, and when she did
she’d cling to them however badly they treated her. And I guess I was as
good as any of the other men that had wanted to shag her. Why had she
come to me and not one of them? I guessed I’d find out soon enough.
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Her and Al had split up. Because Al admitted his infidelity with Alice. He’d
thought it was better than being thought gay. Even though he knew he
wasn’t, it meant more to him that people might think him gay, than that
he’d betrayed his wife. And as it turned out he’d not only been shagging
Alice, but he’d been with quite a few other girls too.

But Al didn’t end up in a psychiatric hospital. And he didn’t fall apart. Not
in the pathetic kind of way I’d described. He became like a wall,
emotionless, except when the opportunity arose to inflict some pain on
Maddie, either directly or through the kids. He manipulated them
mercilessly. They probably suffered the most. He’d say anything to them
to try and get back at her. It didn’t matter that it had been him that had
shagged around. She didn’t have the right to spoil his dreams by telling
him to fuck off. And of course he turned everyone against her. And
because she didn’t put up a fight he got away with it.

It didn’t take me long to come. And she made no pretence at enjoying it.
But I didn’t care. At least it was honest. Sometimes people do things which
aren’t perfect. Or for the right reasons. They’re just lonely and want
someone to hold them. If I could do that for her that was enough right
now. That was all fine.

And for some reason the cunt in me, usually well in the forefront,
scheming and kicking everyone out of the way of what I wanted, was
taking a back seat. What was bothering me though was that, despite the
circumstances, and my callous intentions, I was starting to feel something
that seemed like love.
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Let’s not get carried away here though. If I’d had any self respect I’d have
put her to bed with a chaste good night kiss and seen her on her way the
next morning. Does breaking up the marriage of one’s best friend just to
fuck their wife indicate a man with a healthy self respect. Nnngh! Wrong
answer. I have zero self respect. But at least I have the saving grace of
knowing I’m a complete shit.

Well this was a turn up. Love! Definitely not in the original screen play.

She stayed with me for the next few days. She’d ring the kids every few
hours and invariably get an earful from Al, which even I could hear in the
next room. She came off the phone; puffed up eyes, shoulders shaking and
wringing her hands. I thought it was only in books that people wrung their
hands. I wonder what comfort it brings, or what instinct drives the
subconscious to do it. “Lawrence I’m worried about the kids. Can I bring
them here?”

Shit this was moving way to fast for me. Responsibility is not my strong
suit. Which I think you might have already gathered, in view of the fact
that i have none. Like right now I didn’t even have a job.

There was also a concern which hadn’t really crossed my mind until after
I’d fucked Maddie. Al and his bad temper might, since I’d kinda soiled his
possession (aka his ex wife), turn the blow torch on little old me. Now I’m
not only Mr Shit, I was also at the back of the queue when they handed
out courage. So no one, not even Maddie, was worth getting myself kicked
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in the head for. And Al was capable of doing a lot more than a bit of
Queensbury rules.

So I had two very good reasons for telling Maddie to keep the kids as far
away from my place as was practically possible, and keep her mouth shut
about what I’d just been doing to her.

“yeah sure, they can sleep in the spare room. I can sleep on the couch.”
Who the fuck said that? Then I realised the shmuck that just fucked up his
perfect little bachelor existence was me. And for what? I’d already got
what I wanted hadn’t i? didn’t I just want her out the door like all the
other girls? And then wondered why I felt empty and what was the point.
And sometimes I’d start crying and wondering why I kept doing it. And
then going again, if it was still the weekend, and get laid again. And feel
the same. Wasn’t that a good enough reason? To get off the fucking train
to nowhere and a long, empty old age? Fuck. I had no idea. It was like
watching someone in a movie, only I knew I was going to suffer the
consequences of the hero doing his cool, tough act. Only trouble was that
this usually involved getting into a fight before he won the girl and rode
off into the sunset. The f word. Ooh!

For the first time I actually saw her shoulders drop a bit and she seemed to
relax. “I always thought you were just a wanker Lawrence. You’ve got a
good heart in their somewhere. Why do you hide it so well?” shit this was
sounding like a movie script. And I was the fucking star. Step up to the
plate Lawrence, and take it like a man. Er no thanks dude.
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She was sitting on the sofa, in a word looking like shit. But all I could see
was someone that needed help, and for some reason I was the best
person to provide it. Fuck it. It was around some meal time so I cooked us
some food which she ate mechanically. And then she went over to the
sofa and lay down on it. At first I thought she was going to go to sleep
again, which she seemed to spend most of the day doing. “did you do all
this just to have sex with me Lawrence? Couldn’t you just go and do it with
someone else. And we could have all still been friends.”

I was sitting on the window ledge, the sun warming my back. I hoped my
face was in the shadow so she couldn’t see the expression on my face.
Because I knew I couldn’t lie to her and it was easier knowing she couldn’t
see me. Like when you wear sun glasses and feel brave because no one
can see your eyes darting around as they normally do like a rabbit in the
spot light when someone only asks you for the time of day. “I didn’t want
anyone but you. Believe me I wish I had. I’ve chased enough married
women to know what the consequences are and even I hadn’t planned to
want my best friend’s wife. I tried dating other girls but in the end I
couldn’t think of anyone but you. What it would be like to go to bed with
you. What your breasts would look like, how your skin would feel, would
your lips be as soft to kiss as I thought they would.” In the past she would
have loved to hear this. After all it was the whole point of the prick tease.
Boy wants me, can’t have me and I can hide behind my wedding ring. A
little girl playing a sick game of hide and seek. Only she was hiding her
pussy and he was seeking a fuck and whatever else she’d got to offer.

What was she like at giving head? I wondered. Hey don’t expect any
leopard in this story to change its spots. I might want to help the girl but at
the end of the day she was shag material and that was about the end of it.
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As I was saying, in the past my little confession would have made her
preen like a cat. But now she just smiled rather sadly. “you’re an easy one
to please Lawrence. But then again I did work pretty hard to get you to
want me. Like all the other guys I guess. Though I probably did work a bit
harder on you than the rest. You kept your feelings better hidden than the
rest. For a long time I thought you weren’t interested. Al always said you
were, but I didn’t believe him. I found you quite intruiging then.” She
shook her head then, as if she was trying to shake off the memories.
Perhaps they weighed too heavily. And anyway they meant nothing now.
Her voice suddenly gained strength, became louder, and she sounded
angry. Which was probably a good thing, except she was angry with me.
“ why did you have to fuck up my marriage though. I know it wasn’t
perfect but it worked as well as any others I know.”

Self righteous, fortunately, I’m not. But we were on solid ground here. And
I never miss the opportunity to tell anyone what I think about the
institution of marriage. Theirs and anyone else’s. “don’t talk such shit
Maddie. Neither of you were happy, neither of you were going anywhere.
If that was the way you wanted to spend the rest of your life you should
have got Al’s gun out and ended it there and then. For both of you. OK it
will seem shit now. But at least you’ve got the opportunity to do all those
things you bitched about that you said Al wouldn’t let you do.” I didn’t
think it was the right time to tell her to stop using Al as an excuse any
more, but at some point I knew I would. And I hoped I’d say it at the right
time. “I’m not defending what I did; just because your marriage is fucked
doesn’t give me the green light to go after you. But don’t blame me for
your life being fucked up. That happened long before I arrived.” And it
didn’t seem the appropriate moment to give my “freedom to love speech”
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which she’d just assume was my pathetic attempt to encourage her to fall
in love with me.

Which is what I wanted right now. And I had to face the fact that this is
where we were at. I was in love with her and wanted her, at some point to
fall for me.

She looked so small sat on the sofa. Curled up, a rug pulled up around her
shoulders. Her shoulders moving slightly as she breathed deeply in and
out. It seemed it was the only thing she was capable of doing without a
supreme effort of will. Then she sat up. He big blue eyes full of tears.
Which I knew I’d been the cause of. Which made me nearly want to
double over. I couldn’t bear to look at the pain on her face. She got up,
took her coat and walked out the apartment without a word. Al I could
think about as I looked at her, framed by the door, was whether she would
come back. And whether I could stand her not coming back.

Why did i regret? I have nothing. I have no-one. And it’s three days since
she left. All I’d thought about was how much I loved her. How much I
wanted her. But also how much I wanted her to be happy. And whatever I
could do to make that happen, I’d gladly do it. Which was why I had a glass
of whiskey in one hand, as I sat on the floor with my back resting on the
sofa. If I buried my head deeply I could still, faintly, smell her perfume. In
front of me I had a small pile of pink tablets. I’d already consumed a large
handful though they had had no apparent effect. I shoved a few more in
and took another slug of whiskey. Malt. I was enjoying the extravagance.
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I was still half praying someone will find me before the pills take effect.

There’s no regrets. What of this life, as an indication of what I was now
giving up, justified regret. It had been a useless life up til now, one that
had bruised other peoples lives whenever I touched theirs, and had
experienced no contentment, no fulfilment, that could recall at least. I was
being hard on myself, which was unlike me. I’m usually pretty easy on
myself when I do indulge, on the rare occasions, in self analysis. So what
was the rest likely to be, if not a repeat of the past. Had I learned anything.
Had I made any great change. Not that I could recall. Though my mind was
fuzzing a bit now. It was getting harder to rationalise. So I stopped trying.
And then I heard the phone ring. I’d taken the precaution of placing the
phone beside me, so that I could phone someone if, at the last moment, I
realised I’d made a terrible mistake and my life was so important to the
rest of mankind that I had a duty to preserve it. Not unsurprisingly this
revelation never materialised. Whilst these rather random thoughts were
sluggishly meandering around my brain I realised I’d picked up the phone
and someone was talking to me in a quiet voice. A voice I was familiar with
but could not place. She was telling me something that she obviously
thought was very important. I could tell by the tone of her voice. But it
didn’t seem very important to me, so I put the phone down.

I cried a little; self pity. I stood up and looked out of the window at the
people walking down below. It was early evening, a Thursday. The streets
full of late night shoppers.
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Perhaps i should leap from the balcony. I would probably land on someone.
Snuff out another life along with my own. Perhaps in so doing i have
ended the life of a future Hitler, and saved millions of lives. Or have I
snuffed out the budding career of a genius who shifts the course of history
for the benefit of all mankind? To be honest I no longer cared enough for
my fellow human beings to make even this random act of contrition.

The phone rang once again, irritatingly, like a mosquito in the middle of
the night that one can never catch, even as he buzzes right in one’s ear.
Once again, to my surprise, a voice was speaking, now more insistently
into my ear. “Lawrence, I’ve gone back with Al. I just wanted to check that
you were OK. Should I come over? Or will you send my things over? Don’t
worry about me I’ll be fine. We’ve patched everything up. What you said
made me realise that was quite happy with my life. You said it was shit,
but then I thought. Yes he’s right. But so is everyone’s life shit. That’s what
it’s supposed to be. Mostly shit, with the occasional good bits. You expect
to much from life Lawrence. Which is OK, but you don’t want to do
anything to make it better than the rest of us. Tell me you’re OK. And I’ll
leave you alone. I just want to know you’re OK. Say something to me.”

I toyed with putting the phone down. What was there left to say to
Maddie. I’d tried my best. But no one seemed to want to listen to the
Prophet of Doomed Marriages. Everyone seemed to want to ostrich
themselves. Less pain. Or at least the pain was more drawn out, more
tolerable in one long drawn out numbing of feeling. Rather than the sharp
stab of divorce, facing the world alone again, leaving the fake comfort of
the family hearth, under which have been brushed all the lies and
resented compromises that allow all marriages to lumber on.
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“I’m glad you’re happy Maddie. I’m sorry for anything I did or said to upset
you. I never wanted to do that.” That’s what I wanted to say but even I
could hear the slurring in my voice. The pills had really started to kick in by
now.

Her voice had lost it’s concern. “You sound drunk. Don’t drink any more
Lawrence. You’ll only wake up with a hang over. I’d come over but you’re
such a shit when you’re pissed. I’ll come over in the morning and pick up
my stuff. Make you breakfast if you like.” That flirtatious ring to her voice
had returned. Everything it seemed was back to normal. All the awkward
truth forgotten. For now anyway. I could have told her that sometime, it
might be soon, or it might be on her death bed, she’d recall what she’d
felt, and have to confront the truth. All of it. And she’d learn from it, and
grow. And it would make her happier, and a kinder person. She might
even love someone, maybe even herself. Wouldn’t that be wonderful.
Wouldn’t that have made it all worthwhile.

I put the phone down and laid down on the floor. My eyes closed
involuntarily and I began to drift into sleep. But something was troubling
me. Something tugged at my consciousness just when I thought I was
about to drift off into sleep. And presumably death. But my mind was so
fucked by then that I couldn’t draw a coherent thought. Sleep was just
about to win this rather desultory tug of war when the phone rang for the
third time. Well not actually someone calling me. I mustn’t have put the
phone back on the hook, it was making that beeping noise. It made me
jump and it was then that I recalled what she’d said. That she was coming
over in the morning to get her things. Which could me any time over the
next week, or even that she expected me to bring them over. But there
was the slim posibilty that she would actually come to my apartment and,
with the key I’d stupidly given her when I’d been fantasising about her
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moving in with me and building a little love nest, open the front door and
find me carked on the living room floor. The last thing in the world I
wanted was for Maddie to face the trauma of finding me dead. It was
enough to rouse me. I only needed to make a phone call, but the thought
of facing another day discouraged me sufficiently to stop myself taking
this simple expedient. The distance to the window seemed to lengthen the
longer I looked. It seemed the only logical solution in the circumstances.
Somehow I struggled to my feet. For a moment life beckoned. Walk to the
toilet. Put my fingers down my throat. How wise we, the cinematic age,
are when it comes to such events as suicide, even when we’ve never
experienced it, even vicariously. Why we could probably build an atomic
weapon and blow up half the world if we watched enough of the right
movies.

It was another option. The world brightened. I staggered over to the
bathroom, knocking everything over and bouncing off walls and more
solid objects. Finally making it to the toilet bowl, it seemed to lunge up at
me like a gaping mouth as I my legs finally buckled under me. A pink fluid
disgorged itself; I experienced this as an observer rather than a participant.
But as I stood up and contemplated the possibility of facing another day
my mind recoiled. My legs began to run, my body veered in zig zag fashion
across the living room floor and then the effort of living ceased as I
became weightless.

Ten storeys had always seemed a long way up whenever I recalled the
story of a friend who had, due to a broken heart, drunk herself into a
stupor and smoked enough hash to make her body so relaxed that when
she hit the ground, feet first, her legs simply pistoned half way into her
body and then slowly keeled over onto her face. One leg shorter than the
other but otherwise fairly undamaged.
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But now as I freefalled, or rather I seemed suspended, and the ground
rushed up to greet me, it seemed a very short distance altogether. Time
did of course slow down otherwise it would have all been over before I’d
even begun to think about it, but it was all happeneing a lot faster than I’d
imagined. Which was perhaps a good thing since there really was no
turning back.

I do sound rather flippant don’t I, but then I did survive this event, or else
how could I be writing about it now. Someone did break my fall, poor
bastard, in fact bastards plural. Both single people, with no to raise a fuss
about how they died. Of course a few people turned up at their funeral,
office folk by the look of them. Co workers I suppose. What little shifts in
office politics ocured as a result of their deaths, who moved into who’s
desk, what promotions were indefinitely postponed. i attended both
funerals, in a wheelchair, only as a precaution mind. The wheel chair I
mean. Otherwise undamaged.

But now this is finished I will complete the task I began. When I have the
courage and persuaded myself that nothing else makes any sense.

Maddie is out of my life. Or, at least, I wish she were. Perhaps that is the
best and only reason I need to end this farce. I have outstayed my
welcome by a long chalk. The guest who will not leave the party after
everyone else has left, and the hosts have long given up any pretence
toward hospitality and polite hints about the time and what they have to
do tomorrow. I feel time dragging.
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What is done is done. Rarely with the best of intentions. And the outcome
rarely as hoped for or even anticipated. Who then is the puppet master
then? A question for someone else to ponder. My time is done.

Maddie continues with her petty cruelties upon the race called man. Older,
no wiser, less youthfully attractive she still persues young men, a siren
desiring to be loved, though no longer desirable. Layers of makeup and
plastic surgery have not saved her from embarasment. For now some men
are able to laugh at her. Which also embarases me, for her, when I see it
happen, more frequently I feel.

She has all that Al promised her. Wealth, material comforts. Children left
home and well set up. She drives an expensive car, from which she waves
to me. Or stops and asks me why I’ve not visited them for so long. I think
she drinks rather a lot now.

Really what is there left for an old man who still loves the image that a
woman carefully crafted. It was not even an image she created for him
exclusively. This image of a woman that never existed.

The pity is that he was foolish enough to believe she did exist. Can you
now pity him? Or can you still find it in you to say he deserved everything
he got. Perhaps I can then ripost that you have not lived enough to
explore your own weaknesses. To find out how flimsy are our defences
against that temptation which destroys all our moral fibre. And to realise
that we are all capable of anything. If we are unfortunate enough to be in
such circumstances that lead us to act in such a way that others can point
a finger and demand, with justification, the irrevocable punishment.
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I take it upon myself to carry out the sentence.


