
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I’ve just lived through the worst eight months of my life. I know many people say they’ve had the worst day or week or month even though their life wasn’t all that bad. I just wish that was the case for me. Eight months ago I was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. Even if my chances were good, it wrecked my life, crushed my wife and sent shockwaves through all my friends and family. I wasn’t that old, having just turned 40 this year. I went through all the usual tests and diagnosis and fucking chemotherapy and for a long while things were looking good. 

But three weeks ago, a check-up revealed that the cancer had returned and had spread over many of the organs of my upper body. It sounded bad, but when I saw my doctor’s face, I knew it was even worse. And that’s when hope died. Throughout all these months my wife had remained at my side and now, for the final weeks before pain would make my life unbearable, she was with me almost 24/7. 

I was glad of her presence, but I knew it was hard on her. She had to get some fresh air, see some people and do something else or else she was going to crack like a nut. One evening, with the pain barely detectable under the painkillers, I waited for her to leave and grabbed my laptop. I wrote to one of her friends, Jasmine. My wife and Jasmine had met when they were very young, and were still the best of friends. In the fifteen years since my wife and I married, I had come to know Jasmine pretty well. 

As I wrote, I smiled a few times, remembering some of the high points of our relationship. Jasmine was extraordinarily desirable, more beautiful than most women I had met in my entire life. She’d had a boyfriend, now husband, for more than 20 years. Yet, despite that boyfriend and the fact that she was my wife’s best friend, I had lusted after her ever since our first meeting. She was just stunning, with a thick head of long brown hair, bright brown eyes and a stunning smile. Of course, her magnificent breasts were a big part of why I felt so much lust when I looked at her or thought about her. 

A few times during those fifteen years, I’ve wondered if she wasn’t attracted to me. It was clear that she knew I found her attractive. In fact, I knew exactly when she learned it. We had been much younger, in our late thirties, and the four of us had gone to my uncle's house for a jacuzzi while they themselves were gone. We’d spent a very nice afternoon. But while my wife and I had changed into our swimsuits in the upstairs bathroom, Jasmine and her boyfriend had changed downstairs. When I came out of the house Jasmine had already been out, alone, near the jacuzzi. 

When she had turned around, wearing nothing but her one piece black swimsuit and a smile, I felt my jaw drop and I froze, unable to talk or even move my eyes from her body. At that point I had known her for a few years, but had never seen her in a swimsuit. Jasmine had looked at me, at first frowning in puzzlement, then laughing. “Craig! Craig, stop it!” she whispered, laughing. “Your wife is going to come out at any moment!” she had placed a big emphasis on the word “wife”. 

I had shaken my head and smiled shyly, apologizing. “I’m so sorry Jasmine!” 

She had still been smiling. “Don’t worry about it... It’s not a big deal.” 

“Oh christ... I think I’m going to hide in the jacuzzi.” I had mumbled to myself, feeling a stirring between my legs.

“What?” Jasmine had asked just before her eyes widened. “Are you serious?” She’d been laughing again as she had climbed with in me. 

The two others had then joined us in the water, and my shame had faded as Jasmine kept giving me great big smiles. We never talked about it afterwards, but every time I saw her in a swimsuit from then on, she would wink at me with a smile, bringing up the memory of that event. I was smiling myself as I wrote the email, asking her to come and force my wife out of my hospital room for an evening of fun. I knew they were not going to forget that I was at the end of my life, but I had a feeling that my wife needed to get drunk and release some of the pressure. Jasmine wrote back, saying that had already tried to do just that, but it hadn’t worked. I told her to try harder. She replied “I will! :-)” 

I had been surprised, almost shocked, to see how badly Jasmine had been shaken by the news of my cancer. We had never been really close, as the friendship was really between the two women. I hadn’t really clicked with her husband, and even though it was nice to see him from time to time, we never really became friends. I realized years ago that if he ever separated from Jasmine I would probably never see him again. I was pretty sure the feeling was mutual. Given this, the two women often set dates with each other instead of always inviting the guys. I saw Jasmine maybe four or five times a year on average. 
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