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This is for my husband.

And for all who’ve taken the time to read my story, thank you.

I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!
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“Variety is the spice of Life,” William Cowper quoted in his poem “The Task.”

What happens when that variety disappears, and couples settle into the mundane chores of the perceived shackles they call a relationship?

Over the past few years, Kieran had settled into his perceptions and perfections. He had built a wall around himself—a wall of protection for the delicate feelings he didn’t like to feel...or face. Based on perceptions, he had alienated many, including his husband, Lance.

Lance continued to reach out to his husband, Kieran. He knew things were subtly changing, but the realization came too late. He tried and failed many times over the last few years to break through his husband’s continued dysthymia—the mild and long-lasting “funk” he’d been in. One could only try and try again so many times before they had to consider other options.

They were a couple who had both made mistakes—a couple who hurt each other. A lot of couples around the world fall into the same routine—straight or gay or whatever the situation is. Couples forget to see the joy in their lives—in their partners, as they once did—as they settle into their unchanging habitual repetition.

Kieran’s continued alienation and withheld affections eventually drove Lance into the arms of another. Right or Wrong, judgment is only for those in the situation. The choices seem easy when watching from the outside, but are not so easy when a person is front and center. They are complicated.

Why is it complicated?

It should be easy!

Love ...

Love should be easy!

In an act of love, Lance has admitted to his faults. He had no secrets—except one. But that secret came to light, hurting the one he loved—the one he loved more than anything—loved more than himself. The one he would do anything for. The one he’d been trying to understand and help through the hard times.

Many might have said that Lance had made his bed and now must sleep in it.

Many might have said Kieran deserves better.

Those are words from those watching from the outside.

Lance proposed his deal to help his husband, Kieran—his true love, his heart and soul— understand himself. They both made mistakes, but Lance’s mistake had been a physical need—he wasn’t making excuses, but one can only pleasure himself for so long. Go for so long without physical reassurances...a loving hug, that knowing look from your lover from across the room that excites the blood and drives the lust. A gentle, tender kiss, the knowing caress from titillating fingertips along the leg, or arm, or across the nape of the neck. The moment his lips press into your hidden erogenous zone, pushing you past the precipice of desire, allowing the lust to join you from two entities into one—if only for a brief moment of passion.

He needed touch to signal love—a caress to signal fervidness. He needed that moment when you feel the gentle breath of whispered words of love during passion—a single, shared moment when two become one.

Lance proposed that Kieran take a week to find himself. Once, he’d been a fun-loving, larger-than-life, excited person who enjoyed the diversity of the experience. Now, he was a fragile porcelain doll who created perfection in all that he did for others to perceive them as just another couple instead of the town’s “local gays.”

Lance proposed that Kieran take a week to find who he once was, to reflect on who he’d become, and how those two people could evolve into who he wanted to be.

Lance had his doubts.

What if Kieran no longer loved him? What if Kieran was distancing himself because he no longer felt the desire, passion, and love?

What if Kieran never came back?

We’ve all heard the saying, “If you love something, set it free...”

Lance proposed that Kieran take a week to find himself. Kieran offered to go to a hotel, but Lance knew that would never work. Kieran couldn’t stay home because he would look around at all the things that weren’t “perfect.” Kieran couldn’t go to a local hotel in the city because he would never leave the room, and if he did, he could run into their friends—friends who would have questions—ones that would put Kieran on the spot or in a potentially awkward predicament.

Lance, out of love, sent his love away. Away from the miserable cold of the Midwest in January to the warm tropical climates of Miami.

What would you do to keep the one you loved? Many would see a therapist. Others would have made demands of their loved ones—this or that, but make your selection and live with the consequences. A select few would’ve chosen to ignore the looming storm clouds that thundered in the distance as they hunkered down and tried to forget as the raging storm that had become their relationship just passed them by.

But not Lance.

Many would disapprove if they knew Lance had sent his husband away on a free week:

“He only sent poor Kieran away so he can do what he wants.”

“Kieran doesn’t need a free week; he needs a loyal husband.”

“A free week—I’d take a free month!”

Lance could’ve heard the comments coming in from all around him—comments... nay, judgments—that came easily from those looking in.

Fuck everyone else! Lance had thought when he devised his plan. This is about us and no one else.

Lance wanted Kieran to enjoy his life. He wanted his husband to feel the forgotten passion. He proposed a week to be free of the invisible fetters Kieran had strapped himself down with, one week of exploration and growth, to live independently without regrets and explore all the desires that life had once offered.  He wanted Kieran to feel the forgotten passion his husband now wore blinders to.

Others wouldn’t understand. Others would disapprove. Others looked at the situation from the outside, where the choices seemed simple.

Lance, hoping...nay—yearning with every thought, every moment, every breath for his beloved husband to return to him, sent his husband away on a whirlwind adventure of self-discovery and sexual awakening.

After all, who wouldn’t want a second chance? A chance to correct mistakes, misgivings, and missed opportunities that had turned into regrets? Those regrets haunted Kieran and turned into anger—anger with oneself that was directed at his partner when resentment settled in.

Resentment that Kieran tried to protect against by building a wall of perfection for protection.

Lance didn’t want his husband to regret their life, and he’d chosen to help Kieran by sending him on a cruise.

On Friday, they had discussed...had fought when Kieran had learned of Lance’s betrayal—an accidentally overheard conversation from some redheaded twink at the gym bragging to his friends.

It had been the straw to break the proverbial camel’s back. Kieran’s invisible walls of protection had been stalwart, but now they came crumbling down, and Lance put his plans into motion to help his husband—for better or worse.

Saturday, at his husband’s insistence, Kieran traveled alone for the first time. Grief-stricken and confused, he endured the plane ride to Miami. A plane ride with a mysterious traveler, Charles, who was bound for the same destination. A traveler who ignited a passion in Kieran he’d not felt in a long time. A passion that made him feel guilty in many ways.

Sunday, Kieran boarded a cruise ship for the first time. He wandered around, dazed and confused about why he’d come. What was going to happen on his return? How would he get through the week until he met Haci, the handsome, muscular, dominant man who made him laugh, who drank with him on the top deck while the ship departed and partied with him late into the night?

Monday introduced Kieran to a new friend in his vibrant neighbor, Finn. They spent the day on the ship docked in the Bahamas. They soaked in the sun with drinks and laughter until Kieran was invited to a private suite of sexual debauchery.

Tuesday, Kieran’s least favorite day of the week, began early. Deep self-reflection brought a new friend, Aoi, a BDSM instructor who helped open Kieran’s eyes to the different possibilities of the world. Aoi helped expand Kieran’s mind about his own wanted desires, his passive dominance, his submissions, and how to connect the two.

Wednesday, the cruise ship made port in Playa del Carmen, and Kieran explored the Mayan ruins of Chichén Itzá on the Yucatan peninsula. On the way, he’d met Vincent, a man who was both passionate and demanding in different situations. That was until Kieran learned it wasn’t just Vincent he’d connected with, but also his identical twin Benjamin.

Thursday was a relaxing day at sea, where Kieran hung out with his neighbor, Finn, who was becoming a close friend. Booking a massage led Kieran to experiences he’d never dreamed possible. His courage of sexual exploration was coming to full bloom when he and Finn dared to bare it all on the nude deck—something Kieran would never have done back home or without Lance pushing him. Feeling the courage course through him, Kieran joined Finn that night when the nude deck of the day turned into the Dick Deck once the sun went down for a pleasurable game of Poles and Holes.

Friday woke with a foursome before Kieran started facing his inner demons. Personal haunts drove Kieran to tears when he finally started confronting himself. Trying to remove his pacifist cloak and confront his conflicts, Kieran made great strides toward understanding himself. When the confrontation became too much, Kieran escaped the moment to enjoy a day at the private beach where he drank, dreamed, and explored more of his missed opportunities.

Today was Saturday. The last day of the cruise before they made port in Miami.

Saturday of his cruise, but this was no ordinary cruise.

This was a Gay Cruise.
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