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Endgame: Open and Closed

After the trials and tribulations of our couples’ holiday in Mexico, things between Suzy and I became so strained we were barely talking to one another. What was worse, even the idea of her sneaking off to see another man didn’t give the thrill that it used to.

The hardest part about coming back from Mexico was that the woman I really wanted to be with was still on the other side of the Atlantic. This was made even clearer when Cyndi and I shared a few intimate videocalls. I knew I had a big decision to make.

As it turned out, Suzy’s egocentric desire for satisfying her own needs helped me make the decision. We may have had a very open arrangement, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t close my account and go elsewhere...
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On my first day back at work after our holiday, my colleagues all commented on how tanned I was. They also pointed out that I didn’t seem particularly happy to be back. Some thought I was suffering from post-holiday blues, others suggested jet lag. I explained that thirty-six hours earlier, I’d been drinking mojitos on a beach, surrounded by beautiful women in bikinis, and looking out at the turquoise waters of the Gulf of Mexico. It was hardly surprising, I reasoned, that being stuck in a small office with four ugly men on a cold grey day in England was going to be depressing. 

None of the men I worked with were what I’d call close friends, so I wasn’t going to tell them that I was going through something a lot more serious than post-holiday blues. They didn’t know we’d been to a ‘couples who play’ resort. Nor did they know anything about how our private lives had changed over the past few months.

By late afternoon I couldn’t stop yawning, so I headed out and got into my car. Traffic was as bad as ever around Cambridge, but I didn’t mind it this time. Truth be told, I was dreading going home. Things had been pretty frosty between me and Suzy since early in our holiday, and they’d gotten steadily worse as the week progressed. We hardly spoke to each other through the entire ten-hour flight back to England.

Suzy had taken an extra day’s leave, so she’d been sleeping when I left for work that morning. When I arrived at our house, her car wasn’t on the drive. At first I was relieved that there’d be no confrontation, but then I wondered if she’d actually moved out. The fact I wasn’t sure how I felt about the possibility should have upset me, but it didn’t.

I locked the car and headed for the house but before I’d reached the door, my mobile started ringing. I took it from my pocket, half-expecting it to be my wife, then saw it was a call from Stig, an old friend from my army days.

“Hi Stig,” I said, using my key to open the front door.

“Hey Rob, how’s it going?”

“Okay, thanks.” It was a lie. “How’re you?”

“Yeah, all good here. Listen, I was just phoning to ask if you guys are going to the squad reunion in a couple of weeks.”

I frowned, closing the door behind me and glancing around the hall. Several of Suzy’s coats were on the rack, which made me think maybe she hadn’t moved out. “What squad reunion?”

“Apparently it’s ten years since we built that drinking station in Somalia, and they’ve decided to celebrate it with an informal get-together in—”

“I wasn’t involved with that.”

Stig paused. “What?”

“The drinking station thing. I never worked on it. While you guys were doing that, I was serving as security detail for the visit of some of our government ministers to Mogadishu.”

“Oh yeah, I remember that now.”

I saw a note on the coffee table and made my way towards it.

“Well,” Stig said, letting out a long breath. “I don’t suppose you’ll be going then.”

I was barely listening as I picked up Suzy’s note. It was short but non-toxic:


Gone to a cycle-meet. I’ll be back about 9. I’ve already eaten. Sx



That explained her absence, and at least she’d put a kiss on her note. I realised Stig was still talking and I hadn’t been listening. “Sorry mate, I didn’t catch that.”

“I asked when you guys are going to Mexico.”

“We’ve been. Got back in the early hours of yesterday.”

“Cool. So, how was it?”

My mind raced as I tried to remember how much we’d told him. Although Stig was aware of our open relationship – he’d taken full advantage of it during a weekend in Yorkshire when he’d fucked every hole in Suzy’s body – I don’t think he knew the type of resort we’d visited. “It was hot.” 

“You’re aware that Mexico is in the tropics, right?”

I laughed, then dropped into an armchair. “What I mean is, the holiday itself was hot. We went to a resort for swingers.”

“Really? Oh, you dirty buggers.”

I laughed, then let out a long sigh. “I think it may have been a mistake.”

“Couldn’t you keep up with all the dirty women?”

“That wasn’t the problem.”

Stig was silent for a moment, and I guessed he’d picked up on my tone. “So did something go wrong?”

“You could say that. I think...” I closed my eyes and shook my head, half-regretting saying anything. But Stig was one of my closest friends and one of the few people I could actually talk to about our swinging issues. “We went with big plans. Lots of kinky fun, but with the understanding that we’d play safe and only do what we both wanted to.”

“But?”

“But Suzy ran wild and fucked anything with a pulse. And the part about the playing safe went straight out of her head.”

“Oh.”

I contemplated telling him about her night out with Daisy but decided against it. 

“So, how are the pair of you now?” Stig asked. “I mean, apart from sore from all the shagging.”

I laughed. “Things are a bit icy, to say the least. Before we went, we were as close as we’ve ever been. Now...” I glanced around the living room. “When I got home from work and she wasn’t here, I wondered if she’d left.”

“Jeez, Rob. I didn’t realise things were that bad.”

“I’m probably overreacting. We’ve never really argued before, so maybe that’s why these last few days are so hard to take.” I let out another sigh. “I’m sure it’ll all be fine.”

“No more kinky fun for a while?” he asked.

“Suzy once said if either of us wanted to stop, we’d stop.”

There was a brief silence. “And?”

“She seems to have forgotten that deal and says if I want to stop, she’s happy to go out on the pull on her own.”

“So she doesn’t want to stop?”

“No.”

“How about you?”

In my mind, I saw Cyndi’s beautiful face. But Cyndi lived in America, and I was in England. “I don’t know.”

“I’m sorry, mate. I don’t know what to say.”

“There’s nothing to say. I knew we were playing with fire, so I have to accept the consequences when I get burned.” I tried to be philosophical but didn’t sound very convincing. “I’m sure things will get sorted one way or the other.” I then remembered he and his wife had a holiday booked. “When are you and Mandy going to Italy?”

“September.”

“Cool. Well, have a great time.”

“Yeah. Right, as I said, I just called to see if you were going to the reunion. I’d forgotten you weren’t part of it.”

“No, but I can’t believe it was ten years ago. Makes me feel old.”

Stig laughed. “No, you’re feeling old because you’re just back from a shag-fest and your body’s reminding you you’re no longer in your twenties.”

After we’d hung up I wandered into the kitchen. The fridge was pretty bare on account of us being away for a week. I could either buy something to cook, or I could get a pizza delivered. The decision took seconds, and after phoning in my order I went to change into a t-shirt and joggers.

The pizza arrived. It smelled better than it tasted, so I ended up leaving a couple of slices in the box. I made myself a coffee, determined to stay awake as long as I could to try and get my body clock back on UK time. There was still over two hours before Suzy would return, and I wasn’t sure what to do until then. I took out my phone, skimmed through the news and sports, then opened my email app. My heart skipped a beat when I saw there was a message from Cyndi.

Cyndi and her partner Dean had been the first couple we’d swapped with on our Mexican holiday. Even though it’d been Suzy and Dean who’d made the initial contact, Cyndi and I had clicked. My wife had chosen to blame Cyndi for whatever problem she and I were now having in our marriage. I opened the email and was a little disappointed that it was only a couple of lines.


Hey Stranger – Hope you enjoyed the rest of your holiday and got back home okay. I wish we could do it all over again. Cyndi.



As I read her words, a strange mix of emotions engulfed me. I felt a warm contentment remembering our two dates, but I also experienced a cold sense of loss. It was weird, and I kept reminding myself that Cyndi and I had been simply ships passing in the night. We’d met on a swinging holiday, enjoyed a couple of trysts, then gone back to our own lives. Or had we? My life certainly wasn’t the same, that was certain.

I knew I was acting like a love-sick teenager. Maybe Cyndi was just another slut. She'd admitted that she'd fucked sixteen men during her week at the resort. Suzy's rant echoed in my mind. What makes you think you're so special?  But I still felt that what had happened between Cyndi and me was more than a brief partner exchange. I clung to the feeling that there'd been a closer connection.

I decided to reply to Cyndi’s email using my laptop. Fat thumbs and auto-correct often rendered things I wrote on my phone as gobbledygook. I fired up my laptop and logged onto the email account. Before opening Cyndi’s latest message, I clicked on the first one she’d sent, which was just the selfie she’d taken in Mexico. As I stared at the image, an ironic smile on her beautiful face as she sat in the chair by the path to the beach, longing spread through me. It wasn’t just lust. I’d have given anything to just wrap her in my arms and hold her close.

I clicked on her latest email and hit the ‘reply’ arrow. Then I started typing.


Hey yourself

I won’t bore you with the details of the rest of my holiday, nor with what it’s like being back home – but it’s cold weather inside and outside of our house. 

I wish more than anything that we could do it all over again.

How’s life back in Alabama? 

I started back at work today but I’m still jet-lagged. What I wouldn’t give for another evening sitting in that garden under the tree with fairy lights.

xxxx



There was a lot more I wanted to write, but something stopped me. Maybe what Suzy had said about me having no idea how Cyndi had acted with every other man she’d sucked and fucked on holiday was finally getting through to me. Maybe I’d been looking through rose-tinted glasses.

My chest tightened when I saw Cyndi had replied already. I clicked on that email.


Where are you now? Who are you with?



The fact I knew she was on the other end of the line – or ether – gave me a thrill. I smiled as I typed.


I’m like Macauley Culkin. Home alone.



Her response was immediate, and it made my heart race. 


Can we do a videocall?



I looked at the options on the email page but couldn’t see a way to make a videocall. None of the little icons had a camera on them.


Yeah, but I don’t know how.



Another message arrived.


I do. xxx



I stared at my laptop screen for a few moments, and then another email arrived. When I clicked on it, I got a message saying Cyndi’s email address was inviting me to join a video call happening now. I clicked on a blue square marked ‘Join Call’. I then clicked through another couple of screens asking my permission to allow it to use the camera and microphone, then suddenly Cyndi’s gorgeous face filled my laptop screen. A small screen in the lower right corner showed my own image.

She smiled, her perfect white teeth bright against the flawless dark skin of her face. I was taken aback by the swell of need I felt inside.

“Hey Rob,” she said, tipping her head slightly to the side. “Long time, no see.” Her American accent sounded stronger than I remembered.

“Too long,” I said, nodding and grinning like an idiot.

We gawped at each other for a few moments, then I said I liked her high-necked cream blouse. Laughing, she explained she was wearing her work clothes. She then stood up and did a twirl, showing off a pair of dark blue trousers and explained that third grade teachers had to dress a certain way for school. I loved how the trousers hugged her peach-shaped bum, though I didn’t tell her that.

“So, how’ve you been?” She leaned forward and studied her screen. “Your tan is definitely darker than I remember it.”
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