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What the Years Did to Us is a decade-long, unflinching account of a man’s journey through love, marriage, betrayal, and the pursuit of a triad relationship that promised freedom but delivered complexity. What begins as a conventional marriage fractures under unmet expectations, emotional immaturity, and incompatible growth. In the aftermath, the author enters polyamory seeking honesty, expansion, and connection—only to discover that openness does not eliminate power imbalances, jealousy, insecurity, or self-deception. 

Trough multiple partners, relocations, and evolving relationship structures, the story exposes how communication styles, cultural differences, unresolved trauma, and mismatched desires quietly dismantle even the most intentional relationships. The book charts the slow erosion from “triad” to emotional isolation, revealing how ideals collapse when attraction is uneven, accountability is selective, and one person carries the emotional labor for all. 

Ultimately, What the Years Did to Us is not a celebration of polyamory nor a condemnation of it—it is a reckoning. A reflection on masculine responsibility, late-life reinvention, and the cost of trying to force love into a shape it refuses to hold. The story closes not with romantic victory, but with clarity, solitude, and the hard-won wisdom of starting over at sixty-three.
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When a Simple Shopping Trip Changes Everything.

The autumn air carried a crisp promise of change as John stepped out of Greenburgh Town Hall and loosened his tie after another day troubleshooting network issues and replacing outdated hardware.

At thirty-two, he had settled into a comfortable routine as a computer technician. Technology problems offered something human relationships rarely did—clear solutions.

Across the parking lot, the White Plains JCPenney beckoned, its wide windows displaying the new fall collection. John hadn’t planned to shop today, but something about the changing season stirred a familiar urge for renewal.

Perhaps it came from his Belizean upbringing, where the gentle shift between wet and dry seasons marked time far more subtly than New York’s dramatic autumns.

Inside the store, the scent of new clothing mixed with soft jazz drifting from overhead speakers. The familiar atmosphere wrapped around him like a small refuge.

He wandered toward the men’s section, brushing his fingers across wool sweaters and corduroy pants.

A charcoal gray cardigan caught his eye. He held it against his compact frame and studied himself in the mirror. At five-foot-seven, finding clothes that fit without swallowing him had always been a challenge.

“That color would look good on you.”

The voice was warm and melodic, with the unmistakable lilt of Jamaica.

John turned.

A sales associate stood beside him, smiling. Her name tag read Ophelia.

But it wasn’t the tag that held his attention. It was the warmth in her dark brown eyes.

“You think so?” he asked, surprised by the slight tremor in his voice.

“Definitely. It would complement your skin tone.”

She stepped closer, carrying a faint scent of vanilla and something floral.

“Are you shopping for a special occasion?”

John studied her for a moment—the short hair framing her face, the laugh lines hinting at a life that had known both joy and hardship.

“No,” he said. “Just updating my wardrobe. Fall makes me want to start fresh.”

Ophelia nodded, her smile widening.

“I understand that feeling. Change can be good—even when it’s something small like new clothes.”

As she spoke, her hands moved expressively. On her right hand, a crescent-shaped scar caught the fluorescent light.

Something about her reminded John of the women from his childhood in Belize—strong, grounded women who carried their histories with quiet dignity.

“Well,” she said after a moment, “I should let you finish shopping. But if you need anything, I’ll be at register three.”

John watched her walk away, her stride confident but unhurried.

He stood there longer than necessary, cardigan still in his hands, before continuing through the store.

He picked up a navy polo and a pair of khakis, though his mind kept circling back to their brief exchange.

When he reached the checkout area, he chose register three without hesitation.

Ophelia looked up as he approached.

Recognition flashed in her eyes—followed by a smile.

“Found everything you needed?”

“I think so.” John fumbled for his wallet, suddenly feeling younger than he had in years. “How long have you worked here?”

“About six months,” she said, folding the cardigan with practiced ease. “I moved here from the Bronx. Needed a change of scenery.”

“That’s quite a commute.”

“Not anymore. I live in White Plains now—walking distance.”

She met his eyes.

“You work around here?”

“Greenburgh Town Hall. IT department.” He handed over his card. “Been there almost ten years.”

“Computers, huh?” she said with a playful smile. “You must be good with your hands.”

The words slipped out, and her cheeks flushed.

“I mean—with fixing things. Technical things.”

John laughed softly.

“I manage. Computers are usually more cooperative than people.”

“Isn’t that the truth,” she said, handing him the receipt and shopping bag.

“Enjoy your new clothes, Mr...?”

“John,” he said. “Just John.”

She repeated it quietly.

“John. Have a good evening.”

The October wind had picked up by the time he stepped outside.

Leaves skittered across the parking lot, but John barely noticed the cold. He sat inside his Dodge K-Car for a moment, hands resting on the steering wheel.

Something felt different.

It had been three years since his last relationship ended—three years of carefully rebuilt solitude.

He had convinced himself that romance belonged firmly in his past. At his age, with his tendency to overthink everything, it seemed easier to stay alone.

But Ophelia’s warmth had stirred something he thought had long gone quiet.

The drive home to Mount Vernon passed in fragments of replayed conversation.

He wondered what had brought her from Jamaica to New York.

What dreams she carried beneath that professional smile.

Two days later, John returned to JCPenney.

He had invented a need for dress socks, despite the perfectly stocked drawer at home.

The store felt quieter than usual for a Thursday evening. He walked slowly through the men’s department, but Ophelia was nowhere in sight.

At the sock display, another sales associate approached—a young woman with long braids and a knowing smile.

“Can I help you find something?”

“Just browsing,” John said.

Then, trying to sound casual, he asked, “Is Ophelia working today?”

The woman’s smile widened.

“Ophelia? She’s off today. But she’ll be back tomorrow.”

She studied him for a moment.

“You’re the computer guy, aren’t you? From Tuesday?”

John felt heat climb his neck.

“She mentioned me?”

“Honey,” she said with a soft laugh, “she’s done more than mention you.”

The woman leaned closer.

“That girl hasn’t stopped talking about the nice man who came in. Said you had the kindest eyes.”

John blinked.

“She said that?”

“Mmm-hmm.” The woman straightened a display of ties. “So... you planning on asking her out?”

“I don’t even know if she’s— I mean, we just met.”

“Life’s short,” she said. “Nice men don’t come around every day.”

John left without buying socks.

By Friday afternoon he had argued with himself about returning at least a dozen times.

But when five o’clock arrived and the workday ended, he found himself walking through JCPenney’s doors once again.

This time he spotted Ophelia immediately.

She stood behind register three finishing a transaction. The fluorescent lights caught her profile.

When she looked up and saw him, her entire face brightened.

“Back again?” she called. “Let me guess—you forgot something.”

“Actually,” John said, surprising himself, “I came to see you.”

Her hands paused over the register.

“Is that so?”

“I talked to someone here yesterday... she mentioned—”

“Delrose,” Ophelia said, laughing softly. “She told me you were asking about me.”

“I hope that was okay.”

“More than okay.”

She glanced around the quiet store.

“I was hoping you’d come back.”

The honesty in her voice caught him off guard.

John had spent years hiding behind emotional caution. Her directness felt both unfamiliar and refreshing.

“What time do you get off work?” he asked.

“Seven-thirty.”

“Would you like a ride home? I could wait.”

She studied him briefly—measuring safety, intention, possibility.

Then she nodded.

“I’d like that. There’s a Starbucks in the mall if you want to wait.”

Two hours passed in a blur of coffee and anticipation.

At 7:35, Ophelia appeared at the Starbucks entrance.

She had changed into a burgundy sweater, her makeup lightly refreshed.

The faint scent of vanilla returned as she approached.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.”

“Not at all,” John said, standing. “My car’s in the north lot.”

They walked through the mall together.

Outside, the night had turned sharply cold. Ophelia pulled her jacket closer as they crossed the parking lot.

Inside the car, John turned on the heat.

“White Plains, right?”

“Yes. Ferris Avenue.” She sighed softly. “Long day.”

“Busy?”

“Back-to-school shopping is finally slowing down. But the holiday crowd is already starting.”

She turned toward him.

“So, John the computer man—tell me about yourself.”

During the short drive, John found himself opening up in ways that surprised him.

He talked about Belize—the sound of rain on zinc roofs, nights at Bird’s Isle. He mentioned cycling and his small DJ hobby spinning old-school Caribbean records at local gatherings.

“A DJ?” Ophelia said with interest. “I love the classics—Bob Marley, Dennis Brown, Gregory Isaacs.”

“Culture,” John added. “Burning Spear. The Melodians.”

Her eyes lit up.

“You know Rivers of Babylon?”

“By heart.”

They laughed together.

The drive felt far too short.

When they arrived outside her apartment building, neither of them rushed to end the moment.

“Thank you for the ride,” Ophelia said quietly.
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