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  Foreword




Since college, Glenn and Cherry’s enduring love has remained unwavering through life’s ups and downs. When a magical twist of fate transports them back to 1994 as students once again, they view it as a glimpse into their carefree past. But indulging in missed opportunities from their youth - secret fantasies and illicit romances - tests their lifelong commitment.

Witnessing Cherry’s impassioned affairs challenges Glenn in unexpected ways. Meanwhile, a former flame reappears, tempting Glenn with nostalgia. As they navigate the turbulent waters of desire, Glenn and Cherry discover if their bond is strong enough to conquer the allure of stolen pleasures and rekindle their passion in new and exciting ways…




Where to start with ‘Cherry’ - as I nicknamed this project upon its inception?

It all started during a conversation with a fellow author, my friend, GK Grayson. We were mulling over ideas for future books and together, we hit up on the idea of taking a classic film - in this case, ‘Big’ featuring Tom Hanks - and doing some sort of erotic genre twist on it.

And so, the concept of Sera Wing was born, a tribute, if you like, to the Zoltar cabinet in the Hanks film, a mysterious, magical arcane machine with the ability to grant wishes. Only, in our story, rather than making our protagonists older, it does the opposite, giving them the opportunity to ‘do it all over.’

GK and I worked feverishly on this idea all summer, exchanging plot suggestions and after much back and forth, we decided on a two-book collaboration so that we could each explore the possibilities that were metamorphosing in our conversations.

I wrote the poem, ‘The Legend of Sera Wing,’ soon after we started, giving a fantasy-type vibe to the concept which both GK and I loved, and the story ran from there. I’d long harboured an idea about a collector of magical erotica antiquities and this story fits right into my plans. 

So, ‘Cherry’ won’t be the last time you enter this wonderful, weird and wickedly wanton world.

I have to thank GK for being a marvellous muse. This book would not exist if it wasn’t for him, so thanks, GK! 

This early-summer-into-fall long project has been an absolute labour of love for me, and I think GK feels the same about this book, so, I hope you enjoy, ‘A Second Bite At The Cherry’ and remember, be careful what you wish for… 

Enjoy and learn!
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  Prologue: The Legend of Sera Wing




“…And so it was that Wo the Thief came up with his plan most dastardly. Not content with the stealing of hearts, the handsome and charming Wo wanted more. He wanted it all.

To the realm of wishes, he went, sneaking like a fox until he was in the Faery Queen’s court. The way was difficult but Wo was the greatest thief the world had ever seen and in the shadows, he lurked until Sera Wing fell into his cunning clutches.

In a cage of crystal, he kept Sera, forcing her to do his bidding, to grant him the wish that would make him a King and so it was. But King Wo was not a good King. He didn’t keep his promise to free Sera and the wrathful faery railed against him but in vain. Wo was all-powerful now. Only one could possibly stand against him, the mysterious Doc Luck, master of the mystic.

Wo’s heart was not filled by being King. The power that was his wasn’t enough to bring him joy, as he had thought it would. He needed more and yet, he craved for less. At night, he would imagine the excitement of being a thief once more. The high palace in which he lived had become a prison.

At midnight, while Wo was in his bed, dreaming of his former life, Doc Luck stole into the dungeon beneath the castle tower and found Sera Wing, the faery lost in time, in a dimension that wasn’t hers and she granted him one wish.

Doc Luck could have become King himself. A mighty ruler, he would have been but Doc’s heart was not greedy for power or wealth. He wanted only love. That night, he lay with the faery in a magical embrace and a bargain was struck.

The mystical master used his only wish to reverse the King’s last wish and Wo awoke to find himself once more Wo The Thief and no longer monarch of the realm. In his fury, Wo sought out the treacherous faery and the man who had undone everything but he never found them.

Doc Luck loved Sera Wing but their destiny was never to be together. His place as magical protector of the Kingdom was his duty and so, to keep Sera safe, he opened a portal, not to her own world, where she would once more be a servant to her Queen, but to another world, where magic was far less common. A place where she would be safe.

Wo The Thief went back to stealing hearts and found himself happy. He had lost a crown but gained wisdom. Sometimes, the objects of your desire aren’t as golden as the treasures that you already own.

Doc Luck remains the watchful eye over his Kingdom. His heart breaks at the memory of his night with the faery but he knows his decision was right. Sometimes, we have to let go of that which we love, as hard as it may be.

And Sera Wing, she grants wishes still, in the world that she inhabits now, to teach those of us lucky enough to find her, of the wisdom of Wo The Thief and the mysterious Doc Luck…”
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I

Back To Square One

In realms of enchantment, where dreams take flight,

There dwells a fairy, a shimmering light.

With wings of gossamer, delicate and bright,

She weaves love’s magic, in the depths of night.




A whisper of hope, she carries on her breath,

With powers profound, she conquers love’s depth.

She listens intently to hearts that confide,

Their wishes for love, they can no longer hide.




From “Love Blooms Anew”
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The clinking of champagne glasses had subsided, and the dance floor was now a sea of swaying bodies, dancing to the loud party music in a euphoria of love and celebration. Cherry and I stood near the exit, our hands interlocked, as we prepared to say our goodbyes. Both the wedding ceremony earlier and the evening reception had been magical, a testament to the enduring power of love, even at our age. I glanced at Cherry, her eyes shimmering in the soft glow of the chandeliers. Despite her red hair being shot through with grey now we were in our late forties, she looked as radiant as the first day I met her, and I felt a surge of gratitude for the life we had built together and how lucky I was to have ended up with such an amazing woman.

“Glenn, Cherry! You’re not leaving already, are you?” Peaches, the bride, floated toward us in her ethereal gown, her face glowing with a happiness that only a newlywed could understand. Her long blonde hair fell into her face and she pushed it back to smile at us. She was an old friend of Cherry’s from college, a close friend and they had shared countless memories over the years. Richard, the groom, trailed behind her, a grin stretched across his youthful face. He was twelve years younger than the forty-eight-year-old Peaches, although, from the way she looked today, you might be forgiven for not realising how large their age gap was.

“We wouldn’t dream of it, Peaches, but you know how it is. Early morning ahead and all,” I said, squeezing Cherry’s hand a little tighter.

“Oh, I get it. Life for my busy friends never stops, not even for my wedding day,” Peaches laughed, her eyes twinkling like stars. “But I’m so glad you both could make it. It means the world to me.”

Cherry leaned in and hugged Peaches tightly. “We wouldn’t have missed it for anything. You look absolutely stunning, and Richard, you’ve got yourself a gem.”

Richard chuckled, his eyes full of pride for his gorgeous bride. “I know I have, and I consider myself the luckiest man alive.”

“It’s not work that is getting us up early tomorrow,” I added. “We’ve actually taken a few days off work but we’ve made plans to see relatives in town and we want to make a day of it, you know? I thought we might visit the Eightara County Fair while it’s on.”

“Stop worrying,” Peaches smiled warmly, her big blue eyes twinkling. “It’s fine. As I said, we’re just glad you came.  And yes, you should definitely do the fair. It’s always fun. We went last year, didn’t we, Richard?”

Her husband nodded. “It was fun. Thank you for the gift, by the way.”

“You’re welcome.” Cherry had bought them a beautiful crockery set for their new home. She was always the practical sort, my thoughtful wife. 

As we exchanged more pleasantries and shared a few laughs, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of contentment wash over me. Here we were, surrounded by friends and love, standing at the threshold of new beginnings and fond farewells. But as Cherry and I finally stepped out into the cool night air, I also felt a strange sense of sadness. We’d been married for over twenty years now and today’s joyous occasion suddenly made me feel an odd sense of loss. The loss of our youth, of those heady first years together, when everything was new and exciting; the adventure of being married, with both the happiness and the challenges that it brings.

“What’s wrong?” Cherry felt my change of mood, as she often did.

“We’ve been married so long,” I replied, putting my arm out to hail down a passing taxi. “Looking at all the young people in there makes me feel old.”

“And Peaches is just stepping into marriage,” Cherry guessed. “Whereas we’re almost at our twenty-five-year anniversary. That’s not a bad thing, you know?”

“I guess I’m jealous.” We got into the back of the cab and gave the driver our address. “Don’t you remember how exciting everything was, back when we first got married?”

“Of course I do.” Cherry looped her slim arm through mine and pulled me closer. “But no one stays young forever. Nobody’s marriage keeps that same excitement forever. It’s all about growing older together, isn’t it? Being there for each other. Keeping the love alive. We’ve done that, haven’t we?”

“Yes,” I agreed. We had. I loved Cherry as much now as I ever had. “But don’t you feel like… I don’t know. Never mind.”

“Go on,” my wife encouraged me. “Say it. It’s okay.”

“Don’t you feel like something’s missing?” I shrugged. “These past few years… I don’t know. Ignore me. I’m being silly.”

“Maybe you’ve had too much to drink,” Cherry giggled, then straightened her pretty face and looked at me for a moment. “But I think I know what you mean. It’s just part of being middle-aged. Maybe we’re heading into our mid-life crisis.”

Before I could reply, she burst into another fit of giggles and I realised she was messing with me like she often did when she sensed me having a low moment.

We arrived home, the taxi pulling up to the curb in front of our quaint suburban house. Cherry paid the driver as I stepped out, stretching my legs and taking a deep breath of the cool night air. The front porch light was on, casting a warm glow on the cobblestone path that led to our front door. I unlocked the door and we stepped inside, both of us kicking off our shoes almost simultaneously.

Cherry flicked on the living room light, illuminating the space we had called home for so many years. The room was filled with the comforting familiarity of our lives together—photos of our family vacations, the antique clock that had belonged to Cherry’s grandmother, and the plush sofa that had been the site of countless movie nights and heart-to-heart talks - and the occasional lovemaking, especially when we were younger.

“Do you want a coffee?” Cherry asked, heading toward the kitchen. “Maybe it’ll sober you up a bit.”

“Sure,” I replied, settling into the sofa and letting out a sigh. The weight of the evening’s emotions still hung in the air, a mix of nostalgia and a vague sense of yearning.

Cherry returned a few minutes later, two steaming mugs in hand. She handed me one and took a seat beside me, her light blue eyes meeting mine.

“Did you recognize anyone at the wedding?” she asked, taking a sip of her coffee.

I shook my head. “No, not really. Most of the faces were new to me. Why?”

Cherry grinned, a playful glint in her eyes. “You won’t believe who I saw. Howard, my old English professor from college.”

“Really? Howard? I remember him as Professor Carter but yeah, wow, that’s a blast from the past,” I said, genuinely surprised. “He must be getting on in years now?”

“I exchanged a few words with him. He’s retired now but still as eloquent as ever. He must be in his seventies but he looks good for his age.”

“And who else?” I took a sip of my coffee, enjoying the soothing warm feeling.

“And Sam… do you remember him?”

“Ah, your old crush—the big shot track star,” I nodded. “I do remember him. Total jerk.”

“Well, let’s just say he’s not the track star he used to be,” she chuckled, “But he didn’t seem like a jerk. He said hello and asked how I was.”

I looked at her, intrigued. “And what did you tell him? How did that make you feel, seeing your old flame?”

“He’s not an old flame. We dated. Briefly. Anyway, I told him I was married and that we were good.” Cherry paused, her eyes searching mine. “It made me realize how much I’ve changed, how much we’ve both changed. And it made me grateful for what you and I have. Sure, the initial excitement of a new relationship is thrilling, but there’s something incredibly special about a love that stands the test of time. That’s what we have.”

For some reason, a sense of relief washed over me. Why was I worrying about a guy she never even slept with, from over two decades ago? “You’re right,” I said softly. “I guess I was just caught up in the moment, thinking about what we used to have instead of appreciating what we do have.”

Cherry leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a tender kiss. “It’s natural to feel that way sometimes, especially at events like tonight that make us reflect on things. But remember, we’ve built something beautiful together, something that’s worth more than a few fleeting moments of excitement.”

I looked at the photos on the walls, reminders of our time together, our children who had long since moved out, following their own college journeys. She was right.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. “You always know just what to say, don’t you, Cherry-boo?”

She smiled at the use of my long-standing nickname for her, her eyes shining with love and a hint of mischief. “That’s why you married me, isn’t it?”

We both laughed, the tension melting away and as she moved away, shifting her weight from me, I became aware that I’d got an erection, my cock pressing against the inside of my suit trousers. 

She must have noticed my discomfort and the source of it because her eyes glanced downwards, followed by a slender hand that she brushed over the tented material at my groin.

“Well, hello,” she purred. “It seems that the beer you’ve drunk has woken Little Glenn up. It usually makes him sleepy.”

She’d always called my dick ‘Little Glenn’. Not a nickname I particularly liked but it amused her. I wasn’t well-endowed and had felt uncomfortable about it when we first started dating, so she’d coined the moniker for my modest manhood to make us both laugh and put me at ease.

“How strong was the coffee you made me?” I questioned. “Or did you slip a Viagra in there?”

“No,” she frowned indignantly. “You’re not so old you need Viagra yet.”

“Well, do you know what?” I said, pushing myself from the comfortable sofa to a standing position, albeit a slightly wobbly one with the alcohol making my head spin for a moment. “Why don’t we take an early night? We don’t want to waste Little Glenn’s sudden enthusiasm, do we?”

“Ooh, definitely not,” Cherry giggled, undoing the top buttons of her white blouse to reveal an expanse of creamy cleavage. “Let’s head up.”

We made our way upstairs, the familiar creak of the wooden steps echoing softly in the quiet house. I followed Cherry into the bedroom, my eyes lingering on the graceful curve of her back as she removed her blouse and bra and then unzipped her skirt to let it fall to the floor. She turned to face me, her eyes meeting mine with more than a hint of mischief in them.

Unlike years gone by, the next few moments weren’t quite a blur of passion and intimacy. It took me longer to get out of my clothes than it used to, my aching back being my main concern but once I was naked, our bodies came together as we fell back onto the bed. As always, my hands sought out Cherry’s large, heavy breasts. She hadn’t been as busty when we’d first met but I liked the size and weight of them now and her curvy hips and full ginger bush were sexy too, in their own way. More so than the slimmer, more trimmed version of Cherry that I recalled from our youth.

I shoved Little Glenn into her wetness enjoying the quiet moan that she gasped into my ear. We fucked, as hard as I dare without risking my back seizing up and then as we lay there afterwards, wrapped in the warmth of each other’s arms and my sperm leaking out around my softening penis, I felt a sense of peace wash over me.

Cherry broke the silence, her voice tinged with curiosity. “Was it just me or did you seem a bit jealous earlier, talking about Sam?”

I sighed and rolled from atop her, turning to face her and our eyes connected. “I guess I was. It’s silly, I know. But hearing about your old crush stirred up some unexpected feelings.”

Cherry smiled softly, her red-nailed fingers tracing circles on my chest. “You know, I sometimes wonder what my life would have been like if I’d dated more guys, maybe even given Sam a chance. But then I look at what we have, and I realize I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

I felt a pang of insecurity. “Do you ever regret not exploring those other options you had? I know you had lots of guys interested in you when I asked you out.”

She hesitated, her eyes searching mine. “Perhaps,” she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not happy with the path I chose.”

“Would you change anything if you could do it all over again?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

Cherry paused, her eyes drifting away for a moment. “Perhaps,” she repeated, her voice tinged with a note of discomfort. She quickly changed the subject, asking if I was ready to turn in for the night.

“I love you,” I told her, wondering if I’d said the wrong thing and pushed the subject too far.

“I love you too,” she replied without turning around.

As we settled beneath the covers, the room bathed in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of curiosity, a nagging question that lingered in the back of my mind. What else didn’t I know about my wife? What other regrets or unspoken desires did she harbor?

But as I looked at her, her eyes closed in peaceful slumber, I realized that every relationship has its unspoken truths; nuances and differences, challenges and tests. And perhaps that’s what made love the beautiful thing it is—the constant journey of discovery, the endless opportunity to grow closer, even after all these years.

With that thought, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, the woman I loved more than anything in the world lying beside me, and the promise of another full day together on the horizon.
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The Eightara Annual County Fair was in full swing, its vibrant colors and cacophony of sounds filling the crisp October air. The setting sun cast a golden glow over the fairground, illuminating the Ferris wheel, the carousel, and the myriad of food stalls selling everything from cotton candy to corn dogs. Families wandered about, children’s laughter mixing with the distant sounds of livestock competitions and the occasional roar of a chainsaw from the wood-carving exhibit.

Cherry and I strolled hand in hand through the fair, hands held tightly as if to anchor ourselves in the moment. We had spent the earlier part of the day visiting some of her relatives, a warm but tiring affair that left us both in need of some leisure time. As we passed a booth offering to guess your age or weight, Cherry gave me a playful nudge.

“Want to give it a try?” she asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

I chuckled. “I think I’ve had enough reality checks for one weekend.”

She laughed, her laughter, as always, my favorite song to my ears. But even as we moved through the fair, my mind kept drifting back to our conversation from the night before. Cherry’s admission that she might have done things differently, her hesitation when I asked if she would change anything - those words hung in the air, unresolved and weighing down my mood.

We stopped by a food stall, the aroma of freshly fried doughnuts filling the air. Cherry ordered two, and as we stood there waiting, she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine.

“You’ve been awfully quiet,” she said softly. “Is everything okay?”

I hesitated, unsure of how to put my swirling thoughts into words. “I’ve been thinking about what we talked about last night,” I finally said. “About regrets and what-ifs.”

Cherry’s pale blue eyes met mine, her expression unreadable. “And?”

“And I can’t help but wonder,” I continued, “if you’re truly happy with the life we’ve built, or if you feel like you’ve missed out on something more.”

Before she could reply, the vendor handed us our doughnuts, the sugary treats momentarily filling the void between us. We thanked him and moved on, the shadow of my question lingering in the air as we walked toward the Ferris wheel, its silhouette framed against the backdrop of the setting sun.

As we stood in line, waiting for our turn to see the world from a different vantage point, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were at a crossroads, teetering on the edge of revelations that could either bring us closer or cast a cloud over the love we’d nurtured for so many years.

“You’re being paranoid,” Cherry said, as we finally reached the front of the queue.

“Am I?” I questioned. “Answer me honestly. It’s not like it changes anything. We can’t go back in time and do it over. We are where we are. I’m just curious.”

We got onto the Ferris wheel and as it began its slow ascent, lifting us into the early evening sky, I held my breath, waiting for Cherry’s answer. I hated putting this sort of pressure on us but I knew that my mind wouldn’t rest until I’d seen this conversation through.

The wheel carried us higher, the world below shrinking into a miniature tableau of lights and colors. Cherry leaned against the side of the gondola, her eyes fixed on the horizon where the sun had just dipped below the tree line.

“I didn’t bring it up earlier because we were with family,” I said, breaking the silence. “It didn’t seem like the right time to delve into something so personal.”

Cherry nodded, her eyes meeting mine. “I appreciate that. Family gatherings aren’t the best place for heavy conversations.”

“So,” I ventured cautiously, “What’s your answer? Are you happy with the life we’ve built?”

She took a deep breath, her fingers lightly touching mine. I sensed a touch of irritation in her tone as she spoke. “Of course, I’m happy, Glenn. Truly. I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t. But happiness doesn’t mean you don’t have moments of wondering ‘What if?’ It doesn’t mean you don’t have regrets or questions about the choices you’ve made. I think that’s just part of being human.”

I felt a sense of relief wash over me, but her words also left me with more questions. “Do you ever think about those ‘what-ifs?’”

Cherry smiled, a wistful expression crossing her face. “Sometimes. But then I look at what we have, at our life together, and I realize that every choice I made led me to this moment, to this life with you. And that’s something I wouldn’t trade for anything.”

“Really?”

The Ferris wheel reached its peak, pausing for a moment to let us take in the panoramic view of the fairgrounds and the world beyond. It felt like we were suspended in time, hovering between the past and the future, between doubts and certainties.

“Life is full of crossroads,” Cherry continued, “We’ve navigated so many of them together. Maybe we didn’t take every possible path, but we’ve made our own way, and that’s what matters.”

As the Ferris wheel began its descent, I felt a newfound sense of clarity. Cherry was right; life was a series of choices, and while we couldn’t explore every path, we could appreciate the journey we were on.

“I love you, Cherry,” I said, my voice tinged with emotion.

“I love you too, Glenn,” she replied, her eyes shining with love and a hint of tears. I’d upset her, I realised, feeling suddenly guilty.

We stepped off the Ferris wheel as the ride ended and as we walked away to explore the fair further, the sky
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