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First
 
 Meet







Another lackluster date, Can I pick em! Why I am attracted to these supercilious men. It’s all about them and what they have. I have a BMW, I have a Condo on the beach, and I make 100 thousand a year. Baby, I can give you the moon, whatever you want, just be mine, only mine, Stacey. Yeah, and the minute you say yes, you end up as a kept women, doing nothing but beauty shop, shopping for the most expensive panties to wear. You spend your days seeing how many Botox injections and, boob implants you can have, thinking it makes you look better, lovelier. How numerous uplifts can I get in a year? Why can’t men just accept women the way god has made us? I have never wanted to be eye candy for any man. Material things have never really been of importance to me. I would go into a second hand shop any day over those big mall departmental stores and get lot more and be more contented.







Well this date is about over with, Thank God! Tom is so sweet and attending, but I am just not into the whole, I can give you the world thingy. Don’t get me wrong, Tom is a very good-looking man. Dark hair, clean shaven and smells like David Beckham cologne.







Dinner was good, Italian, being my desired. He can pick great restaurants. My pepperoni spaghetti was excellent. The bread was nice, a bit crusty on the outside and soft, melt in your mouth on the inside. Better than sex, actually no but real damn close.







Speaking of sex, With Tom it’s easy. He likes me in control. I could do whatever I want with him. Bondage, S and M, biting- that what he likes. He used to be my sub. Yes, I’m a Dominatrix, I get off with a little pain. Giving not receiving. No sex with him while he was my sub. That is my rule. I would go almost to that point but not quite. Sweet eroticism to the point of climax, but no penetration. He was my best sub, so responsive. I let him stay around after he chooses to leave. He fell in love, that’s what he says and that is a big no no. You are supposed to enjoy the role play for the thrill of play, orgasm, and the better than sex only, and then walk away.







I always have loved the power it gives me; to be women and be in control of a man. The best orgasm there is for a woman. How did I get to this point? Well, that’s another story.







I guess I owe him one more night, then a sweet goodbye again, till next time he’s in town. He paid for our dinner, flirting a little with the waitress, that’s my Tom! It makes me smile a little. He has grown so much. I guess all those lessons helped him. I walked away, giving him some discretion with her.







Maybe he would get lucky tonight and I would be off the hook.







The restaurant was almost empty, just a few couples having a late dinner. I really liked the decor here. I would be back again, I’m sure. I was smiling to myself and eavesdropping on the conversations some of the other couples were having.







I felt like someone was observing me, so I was probing for who it could be. Something caught my eye from the corner of the restaurant. There was a booth with one person seated. First I saw his arm lying across the table. As my eyes went up the arm, I saw a blue checkered shirt sleeve. My breath caught for some strange reason. My eyes travel up the shirt arm to a very broad shoulder. I thought to myself, wow, I could lay my head there, on that shoulder and feel. What? My mind was doing tricks with me. Why was I staring so passionately? Then I continue up to see his ear. Oh, I could nibble there for a while. Here I go again. Shit, what was happening to my brain, it was turning to jelly and I smiled. Then I took a chance and look at his face. He was looking right at me. He was smiling, a very sensuous broad smile too. Very cocky! I thought, must be full of self-confidence. I looked into his eyes, dark coal, sparkles, and then I completely melted. I felt strange erotic sensations deep inside me. The hair on my neck stood up. I can feel the goose pimples grow on my skin. I felt like I lost total control. I couldn’t move my feet, I couldn’t turn away. He just kept smiling at me like he knew what I was thinking. Get your shit together girl!







Tom grabs my arm then bringing me back to reality. I blink a few times and looked away. The hold breaks and I gain my senses. Tom is in a hurry to leave. He is talking but I am not listening. I’m trying to figure out what just happened to me. He leads me to the door, grabbed my coat then helps me put it on. While he is putting his coat on I took the chance to look again at the stranger in the corner.







He’s gone.











Secon
 
 d Meet







We ended up back at Tom’s condo. Guess the waitress turned him down or scheduled another time. I knew what the night was going to be like, so no worries here. Tom was his gentleman self as always, offering me a drink before bed. He did have his way with women, I must say. I felt very comfortable with him.







I did not actually have sex with any men. After being married to a high school sweetheart, having a family, then being, cheated on and hurt, then feeling rejected before, I kept my distance for a long time. I came about this style of life thru a very good and close friend. I preferred the get what I need, give you what you want and walk away attitude. No love involved meant no hurting.







We settled in for the night with a little foreplay, then the usually suck me off please with begging. To my surprise Tom had picked up a saddle for one of his horses that day. So it was Ride the cowboy night. I truly enjoyed the change of pace with him. Exhausted but well spent, we settle down for some sleep time. Tom slept but me not so much. I kept going back to the restaurant in my head. Who was the attractive guy there in the corner booth? How did he leave so quickly? Why was I so entranced with him? I keep seeing his smile, like he knew what I was thinking. No way could that be true, but I had to find out more about him.







I decide to go for a night swim. Here at the condo, I could be naked and enjoy myself. Privacy was important to Tom as well as me. I enjoyed the warm salt water against my naked body. It had a way to calm you. The moon glistening on the water was soothing to me as I floated with my own thoughts. I would figure this all out. Why was I so attracted to this stranger? I must go back there and see if I could find him again.







There must be a reason why I can’t shake his smile.







In the morning, Tom and I said our goodbyes. He was smiling from ear to ear when he kissed me and left. He said he would let me know when he would be back in town. I did enjoy this casual affair with him. No love involved made things so much easier. I took shower and got dressed and headed back home. I had my share of love and rejection in my younger days.







Yes, I was the typical married for love from high school/college boyfriend, had the family, caught him cheating with the secretary, took him back with “It only happen once and never again” syndrome. Then the rejection, trips with the secretary, now’s she pregnant and I want to start over again with my new family thing.. This was enough for me to not want love again. Sex, yes, good sex but no love. Never get close enough to get hurt affair. Find the clean one on one partner for a while, and then I ventured for a more radical lifestyle. For me, it’s the control. I like the control over men. They do what I say without question. I get my kick and they do too. I‘ve had as many as two subs in my life at the same time. Not in the same day but at different times during the week. There is no sex with my subs, just a lot of play, sometimes with tools, and a little pain to them. They like it and I enjoy giving it to them. It makes me feel high, better than an orgasm sometimes.







So I settled in to my usual routine for the week, Monday Session with a prominent attorney. He likes the French maid outfit and a little spanking. Tuesday, the stay at home dad likes the baby crib, diaper changing and tickler role play. Wednesday was my day, with my sub Karl. I was summoned him for our usual session in the hot tub, with champagne and orange juice and then a little restraint. We would catch up on his latest conquest then. He fell to fast and too hard for the wrong women. I was the only stable thing in his life. He so loves me and would do anything I asked. I was not an evil bitch; I only did what he liked. And I never had sex with him. That is how I stayed back just enough to keep him dangling I believed.







Thursday, Jam with Jam at midnight. This was a talk show to help people, couples ask question without worry about sex. Anything goes session for two hours. I would answer all the questioned ask as a guest Dom. I shared this with several Dom’s around the city; we were all anonymous so nobody ever knew who we were. It was done thru the phone so; we didn’t even have to come down to the station. Friday, was supposed to be night with the girls. Natasha calls and tells me everybody coming down with a flu bug so that’s out. So I decided to try the restaurant again, alone.







I arrived there around 8pm. Still looks the same, charming but quaint. There is music playing tonight, some Italian ballad I think. The smell makes my stomach ache with hunger. God, When was the last time I ate?







I get seated at a small table for two in the back side. I order a bottle of wine to sip before dinner. The waiter pours me a nice tall glass and I sip it while listening to the beautiful music in the background. I close my eye just a second to sink in the aromas and sounds around me.







I fell something behind me. I can feel the warmth near me. The breath is hitting the top of my head. It’s very close. Do I turn around to see? No, he moves to my side, saying, “Enjoying the wine or the music more, both are very enticing, don’t you think?” he says. I open my eyes slowing to see him again. He is smiling, just like before with the sparkle in his eyes.







My breath catches again. I am lost as to what to say. This is not like me at all. “I am enjoying both at the same time, and is that your normal pick up line for women alone?” I say smiling right back at him. Ha! That’s my girl! Take that stranger. Then he laughs, a low heavy laugh, like he enjoyed my comment a little too much. I melted again.







“Well, No, but when I’m around a beautiful woman, I find it hard not to speak to her?” he says. I detect a little Italian in the voice. Breathe, Stacey.



“Hello again, I’m Steven! It’s nice to finally meet you in person.” he says. In person! I would remember this person voice. Oh yes, I would remember this feeling. “I’m sorry, have we met some other way before?” I say.







“In my dreams, we have met several times, and I believe we actually saw each other again the other night right here.” he says, doing that smile again.







My heart pounds in my chest. I can’t help but smile back at him. I fell like a school girl again. Damn, that smile. And I can tell he has a way with words when talking to women. Back up and get a grip girl. Remember the words hurt, rejection, betrayal. He just a smooth talker, watch your step.







“Nice to meet you for the first time, my name is Stacey.” I say smiling right back at him. I extend my hand to him and he takes it in his. Looking into my eyes he reaches down and kisses the top of my hand. My skin burns from his lips. Oh My God! A gentleman too, of the old fashion kind. I am Jell-O and he is the mold. He lingers there for second, actually taking in a breath from my hand. I know I should pull back but I can’t. I am mesmerized by this act. What is this hold he has on me? I am the one who has always had the control. Pull back, Stacey. I take my hand ever so gently from his warm grip. He looks up at me as if I just slapped him. Not meaning to offend him, I say “I’m not use to such gallantry; it’s such a breath of fresh air, thank you!” There is that smile again.







“Eating alone, may I join you? Such a beauty should not eat alone.” he asks. Careful, Watch your step. Tread lightly girlfriend. “Sure, if you wish.” I say. He motion for the waiter to bring another wine glass. They jump straight away. Wow he must know the owners.







“May I order for us both, please?” he asks.







“No, I don’t eat certain things so I prefer to order myself, thanks.” I say.



“Ah, do you not trust me? You will, just let me try.” He says. Okay, typical male control, I knew it.







“Sure, you tell me what you have planned and I will tell you what to not order, deal?” I say. He smiles that smile again and looks like he can see right thru me. I can actually feel it. “Deal” he says.







He says something to the waiter in Italian. The waiter answers him in Italian. Oh no, here we go another eat it or starve session. No I’m not doing this. I start to say something and he takes my hand in his again.







“So how does Bruschetta topped with a tomato salad, then Pasta e fagioli soup with Michetta bread, and then Baked Lasagna, and we finish with Crostata, a small fruity tart. No fish, right?” he says. Wow, that actual sounds good. It helps that I’m starving. Wait, how did he know I don’t eat fish?







“Okay, but how did you know not to order fish?” I say. He smiles at me and says, “I remember all my customers likes and dislikes., especially when it‘s a beautiful women.” he says. There’s that sparkle in his eyes again.









Meet Ag
 
 ain







Now I got it. He’s the owner or one of the owners. I smile back at him and shake my head.







“I see, so that is how you know so much.” I said. “You had me going there, very funny.” I say. Or he is good, this one. A real lady killer. I must really watch my step here. He looks deep into my eyes, takes my hand again and says, “But Stacey, I cannot lie to you, we have known each other before. You have haunted my dreams so many times. I am so lucky that I have the chance to actually meet you in person. I plan with your permission to get to know you better also. I do not say this to scare you, only to speak the truth to you from the start. Please don’t let me scare you away, that is not my intention. We are meant to know each other, maybe as friends or as lovers, but we were meant to meet.”







I am speechless. This is not like me to let someone especially a stranger get to me. I truly believe him. I take my hand away and smile back sweetly. I don’t trust myself to say anything at this point. I’m a cautious; he could be a crazy person. But I don’t feel that he is. But I would rather be safe than sorry.







We dine together with small talk. He asks many questions about my life. I ask many of him. I am honest in my answer and feel he is honest with his. We both had hard loves; there are grown children of me. He is too young but has had lost loves. He doesn’t give away much, keep things inside. You can read in his eyes that he is cautious with what he says. I do not talk about my sex life. It never comes up and I don’t know him well enough to bring it to the conversation. He flirts with me on many levels. I can tell he is trying to figure my likes and dislikes. Yes, he’s good, listening attentively to every word, taking it in, storing my answers for later retrieval. Well, two can play that game. It is my profession to learn about my clients. To learn their likes and dislikes, so I let the bait out.







“Any recent loves, Steven, like a bad romance you’re getting over?” I ask. He looks at me and says, “Well, I love all the way or not at all. I have not had many lovers, but many loves.” he smiles, making me feel weak again.



“I feel love making is an art form that is lost. I choose wisely my lovers and I see that their needs are fulfilled and my partner are fully satisfied, as I’m sure you do also, but as far as loving someone fully so deeply to the core of human existence, no matter what, well I have my own ideas about that too.” he says.







Where did this human being come from? He is not meant for this earth; At least not in this century. I don’t know what to say. I am lost in the moment for words to express to him what I am feeling this very minute. He touched me, actually touched me to my core. I don’t understand why I feel so close to this stranger. I feel like I can tell him anything, everything. But I don’t. I hold back.







“That is very deep, Steven. Are you sure you meant that for me to hear. We don’t know each other that well.” I say. At least not yet. I want to know this person, truly, know him. This is not something I take lightly. Nobody gets close to Stacey. At least not anymore. He smiles at me and says, “You of all people should understand the words I speak. I can feel that you truly do. Yes, I’m a hopeless romantic and I can tell you are too. Maybe together we can re-kindle that lost feeling that is buried deep in all of us” he says. And that smile again.







I am smiling also; He has that effect on me. Here, I have met a perfect stranger, in a random place, that can touch me so deeply. I have heard of this. I had heard of soul mates but never really witnessed it. Maybe I have found mine, or he is just a good with words... I needed more. “It’s getting late.” I said. I don’t want to leave but I must.







All of a sudden, I needed to get some air. I felt strange being near him. He rises and takes my hand again, “May I see you again? He says. “Please don’t let my words, scare you away. I am an honest person, I speak the truth and I truly would like to see to you again.” he says as he kisses my hand. I feel the burn again from his lips.







“We will see, Steven. I have really enjoyed our talk and dinner was excellent, Thank you so much for the company” I say. He leads me to the door. He helps me with my coat, leaving his hands on my shoulders a little longer than needed. I can still feel his hands even when they are gone. Like electricity aftershocks. I felt overwhelmed. I smiled politely again and bid goodnight, “Thank you again. It was so nice to meet you, “I said.







I walk out as the door is held open by him; Away from a feeling that I am leaving my best friend. I feel a little sad. The further away I walk the sadder I become. Even the cool night breeze doesn’t help me. I am in a hurry now. I want to get home. I need space to figure out why my feelings are changing. How can a complete stranger make me feel this way?



I want to go home now.







Yes, we will meet again Steven, which I promise.





We Mee
 
 t Again







I took a hot shower and got into bed. My mind is still racing from all that was said. I feel a little empty inside. Why am I letting this get to me? I need to sleep. Things will be clearer in the morning. I will feel normal when I wake up. It’s just the heat of the moment. I’m sure I’ll be fine. Get a grip girl, I told myself. Trust no one, remember. I try to drift off to sleep, closing off my mind as best I can. Float in the water count the clouds, soon sleep comes.... or does it.







I’m standing on the balcony of the condo. The wind is blowing my hair. It’s warm to the touch on my skin. I can smell the salt air drifting inside on the wind. It’s night time and the moon is glistening on the water. Hmmm, maybe a quick dip to ease my tension. I walk down to the beach, strip from my gown and enter the water. It feels very inviting to me. Nice and warm to the touch. I swim out so as not to touch the ground with my feet. I float on top of the water, feeling all my tension draining from my mind. This is nice. I don’t want to leave but I began to get a little chilly out here. So slowly I come back to the shoreline.







Looking at the balcony I see a silhouette of a man. Slowly I walk back to the balcony. He is seated in a chair across from the doorway; nothing on but a towel. There is a smile on his face. It’s his smile. I know what that smile means I come forward in front of him and drop my gown. I’m still wet from the saltwater. I used his thighs to kneel down in front of him, moving the towel to expose his manhood to me. He already is ready I see. I kiss him deeply, just enough to arouse him more. Oh, I can tell I turn him on. He whimpers softly, almost as begging. I bite and kiss his nipples and kiss his skin as I move down toward his cock. I can take all of him. I’ve been here before. I tease him a little, just nibble and lick.







He squirms a little in the chair. I take him in my mouth, just the head at first. Just a little sucking action to get him more aroused. He leans his head back, closes his eyes and sighs.







I take all of him then; moving up and down slowly at first, planting teasing kisses on the head as I go down on him again. He tastes so good. I know he is enjoying this. A few sighs escapes his throat. He grabs my hair on both sides of my head. Slowly he pushes my head down, deeper on him. Not to rough, just enough to get all of him. He sighs deeply again. I suck harder to help him cum. Hmmm, vanilla and sandalwood. The best taste. He is spent. But he knows I’m not done. I kiss him again, hard this time. I bite his shoulder to get him worked up again. It doesn’t take long for his organ to grow again. Got to love the young men, they are always ready, willing and able.







This time, it’s for me. I mount him cross legged in the chair. Up and down slowly at first to make it lasts. He is so huge; Fills me up inside, just what I like. I close my eyes and lean my head back. My hair touches his knees. His hands are on my waist helping guide me. I start to feel deep inside my core.



I start moving faster on top of him. He can’t take it much more; he grabs me up in his arms and throws us on the bed. He kisses me roughly, biting my lip. Two can play this game; I bite his shoulder again, hard this time. He groans. Still inside him, I start moving my hips, faster and faster, sweat is pouring over are bodies. “Come for me Baby, give me all of you.” He says. I meet his gaze as I fully explode.







Pure ecstasy, we are spent, lying on each other’s arms. I look at him again. He’s smiling and his eyes sparkle, it’s Steven.







The alarm startled me and I woke up. Damn! I have had a major orgasm in my sleep. I feel sore too. Just like after a good night of sex. My dream comes back to me. I just fucked a perfect stranger in my dreams. I don’t believe this; A perfect stranger that I just officially met the night before. God I am sick. I must be sick. He is really too young for me. More like he would be a sub of mine. From our talk, I don’t think that would be likely. What am I thinking? Shit, Stacey, get your head back on straight. It was just the way he spoke to you. You’re not this easily flattered. Get a grip girl, my mind keeps repeating to me.







Well, two can play this game. Hang on Steven, I will figure this out. You did touch me, deeply in my soul. Let’s just see if you are in for the long haul. We shall meet again.





We Wi
 
 ll Meet Again







That very morning I decided to send a little token of my appreciation for the lovely dinner. The only way I can figure out to get in touch with him is to send it to the restaurant in care of Steven. I have the perfect token ready to send, one black laced handkerchief. I spray a little perfume on it and it’s ready. I call the delivery service for pick up and sit down to write a brief note to go with it.







Dearest Steven,



I really enjoyed my evening with you. The conversation and dinner were very enlightening. I will take you up on your request to get to know me better. I am sure we could be great friends. Looking forward to hearing from you soon. You may reach me at 819-656-6969. This is my private number.



Fond memories, Stacey







I place the note inside the folded handkerchief, and then put this in an envelope with my initials on it. Outside of the envelope, I write his name in care of the restaurant and the address.







There, more bait. Let’s see if he responds to my invitation or not.



I get ready for my day after the deliveryman picks up the note. He should have it by noon.







I have a little shopping to do this morning, so I head out for town. My car is parked in the parking garage, so I take the elevator down to it.







Driving to the small rows of shops that I favor shopping at, I daydream a little as to what our first real date will be like. My mind wanders to my dream the night before. I remember it vividly. It was so hot.







I feel drawn to him more. We will take this slow at first. I am not in the habit of chasing men. They usually find me. I want to taste this man. My body is telling me so. I am drawn to him like a moth to a flame. I must be careful though. We will have to start. I don’t want him knowing me fully yet. I have my secrets to keep.







I buy my necessities and head to my favorite roadside cafe for an early lunch. I really enjoy being outdoors in the morning so I take a seat outside near the park entrance. I order my coffee and a sandwich and start reading over my appointment book for the next week.







There is that feeling again; like I’m being watch. I feel heat on my neck. “I see we have the same taste in scenery.” he says. It’s Steven. I look up at him. The sunlight is around his face and he is smiling that smile. “May I join you?” he asks. I feel a little nervous. Surely he has not received my note yet. “Sure, have a seat.” I say. He grabs the chair from the other side of the table and seats himself right beside me.



He is close enough to touch. My breath does a little catch. He smells of vanilla and sandalwood. I go a little numb. Careful, girlie, my conscious finally speaks.







The waiter comes forward and takes his order. He turns his attention back to me. “Did you sleep well?” he asks with that smile again. I look at him a few seconds, trying to see if he can really read my mind or knows about my dream. “Yes, I slept well and yourself” I say. “I had the most eventful and pleasurable dream, the scenery was quite exquisite I must say.” he tells me. The smile on his face tells me all I need to know. I feel his eyes on me as if he could see my thoughts. “Well, so glad you enjoyed yourself then.” I said. He gives a low chuckle and takes my hand.







“You seem a little nervous today, Is everything alright?” He asks. I ‘m not quite sure how to answer him, do I tell him my thoughts? No, I don’t think so, not yet. I smile back at him and say “You seem to be enjoying yourself, like you have a secret to keep.” He is quiet for a second then he says, “Well, I will keep no secrets from you, I promise I received your note and would like to officially invite you to accompany tonight, if you are willing.” Damn! The delivery service worked fast. I thought I would have more time to prepare. What am I so scared of? I look him straight in the eye and say “ I would be honored. How should I dress?







Shit, I just left that wide open I thought. He looks deep into my eyes and I feel a little nervous then. “Well, I would prefer you naked, but casual is fine. We’re going on a short trip. “He says. “ Did I tell you how nice you smell, its intoxicating!” he says. I have nothing to say. I am lost in his eyes for the moment.







We finished our brunch and said our goodbyes. Kissing my hand again, leaving burn trails down to my center core. This man is getting to me already. I’m not used to this much attention. It’s a little bit scary to have someone else in control. I kind of like it!







We agreed to meet at 7pm for our first date. I smile.













First
 
 Date Meet







I contemplate all afternoon what to wear. I have no idea what’s in store. Why do I feel like a school girl again? I decide on casual slacks with a pullover sweater in case it gets warm. Can I be honest with this man? This is a very hard decision to make. I am losing control here. This is not easy thing for me. My conscience tells me to be careful. The words hurt, rejection, loss of trust are coming back to haunt me. I will have to get more information to know for sure. He has captured my heart that is for sure.







Steven picks me up about 6:55pm. He is dressed in blue jeans and white shirt. He is stunning. I’m still a little anxious not knowing where we are going. He kisses my hand as I enter the car. A Maserati, I figured that. He must be a man of means. I am a woman of little means. Not too complicated, just have needs. I wonder what his needs are. Maybe I will find out more tonight.







“How was your afternoon, my dear” he asks.







“It’s was very long”, I said.







“Ah, Then you have been anticipating my plans. I have been on your mind all afternoon. I like that!” he says. “You have to trust me though, I do what women want.” he says. I wonder and how many women is that.







He is smiling the whole time like a Cheshire cat during the ride. The radio is playing a classic, Ella Fitzgerald, Reaching over he takes my hand in his. His hands are warm and it burns me. My very core is trembling. During the ride, He asks, “So I never did inquire if you have a lover?” I am a little in shock.







How do I answer this one? “Nothing on a permanent basis, but I do alright.” I say. “Do you prefer younger men to the older ones?” he inquires. Steven is so attentive, listening to every word I say. I am careful, not too much about myself, it’s too early. I know he is fishing for information again.







“I prefer my men to have experience but I am able to teach them also.” I answered. Boy, could I teach you if you were mine. There, grab that one! He smiles that I can read your mind smile again. “Maybe when you trust me, you can teach me” he answers.







We drive out to the airport. He pulls up to a twin engine Cessna. I think we are going to fly. “Stacey, do you trust me?” he asks.







“The verdict is not in yet on that question.” I answer.







“Well, you must trust me on this. I want to take you to my retreat. Not for sex, for dinner and the view. I think you will enjoy it. Can you trust me?” he says. I look into his eyes to see if I can read them.



“I only do what I want to do Steven, so will you trust me? “ I asked. He smile and gets out of the car. He walks around to my side and opens my door for me.







“Then we will have to trust each other.” he says. Taking my hand, he helps me out of the car.







He pre-flights the plane, makes sure I am comfortable seated by his side.







“Are you ready, you can still back out if you wish, but I don’t want you to.” he says.







“Let’s go” I say. We taxi out. He calls the dispatch for permission for flight and we are off. I have no idea where I’m going. Why do I trust this man so easily? I am usually more cautious. He overwhelms me.







The flight is about an hour long. During flight, he inquires of my comfort, like a gentleman. He is almost too good to be true. I am wondering if he has any faults. Maybe he has some skeletons in the closet, or some personal oddities that I need to know about. If he gets closer to me, will he understand my wants and needs? We will see.







We arrive at a private landing strip; just a few planes and a hanger. He parks near the building and helps me get down from the plane. There is a car waiting for us with a driver. I have no idea yet where I am. I notice it’s colder here than home. I am glad I brought a sweater. Seated in the car, he pulls out a blanket and drapes it over my legs. His hand lingers on my thigh for a sec or was that my imagination. He asks, Comfy? Not much further.” “Yes” I answer him. And we are off again.







The first thing I see is a circle driveway. There is a sculpture in the center of two lovers embracing. I finally see some of his taste. Maybe he is a playboy and I am a new conquest. Well, two can play that game. He doesn’t realize what I can do yet. He opens the car door and leads me into the house. He hand is resting on my back as we walk.







The house is a chalet built on the side of a mountain. There is a huge fireplace on the main wall with fire blazing in it. The furniture is all made of unpainted wood but fitted with comfortable pillows. The floor is terracotta design. There are wood chest on one wall with an armoire. It is furnish with bright colors of purple, warm gold and black and a balcony with flower-filled window boxes to dream away the hours, gazing at the Mountain View. “This is the view I wanted you to see”. He said.







“It is breath taking.” I replied. He smiles, “I knew you would like it, come lets have something to eat.”







In the next room is the kitchen dining combination. Not to small but just right for cozy cooking and eating. The cupboard has earthenware jugs and bowls made of heavy porcelain of plain white. The dishes are kept on plate racks in open hutch. The island has two stools to sit at. Flowers in a vase adorn the bar with the place setting for two. Have a seat. How about a drink before dinner.” he asks. “Yes.” I say to him. I am in need of something to calm my nerves. This is a lot to take in. I knew he owned a restaurant but I am seeing a lot more than just a small restaurant owner here. I am out of my element.







He pours us some wine. It's a Pinot and taste so nice. He rolls up his sleeves and puts on an apron. "You’re in for a real treat; I only cook for beautiful women. Trust me yet?” he says. There is that smile again. I melt and smile back. “So far, so good” I said shyly. But I am cautious. Move slow, Stacey.







This could hurt real badly.







Dinner was excellent. He is a good cook; Simple salad, bread with pasta Alfredo. “Where did you learn to cook like this?” I inquire. My grandmother was a wonderful cook. I still use her recipes at the restaurant today.” he replied.







“You must have spent a lot of time with her.” I asked.







“Yes, my grandparents taught me a lot of the old ways. I will always cherish what I have learned.” he said. I see some glimmer leave his face as he speaks. This must be a touchy subject. I will have to remember that.







“Do you have family, Stacey?” he asked.







“I have a daughter and son, and my mother is still alive.” I replied.







“Are you close with your family?” he asks.







“We stay in touch but live far apart. I do talk to my children weekly. They have their own lives.” I answer.







“Same here, I have a large family, but we are all involve in our own worlds but we do stay in touch. I have no children yet, I wish for some in my future but not sure if that will ever happen.” he answers. “So we are alone, you and I, to conquer the world. When you learn to trust me” he smiles at me. Again I return the smile and melt a little more.







We finish dinner and I help clear the table. I feel it is only fair that I help wash the dishes. He is beside me, touching my shoulder as he reaches for the dish to dry it. I cannot help but look into his eyes. They are young eyes with a deep old soul in them. He is to wise for his young years. His phone rings and he answers it. “I need to take this call, Love.” he tells me and walks out of the kitchen. Breathe girl, I tell myself. I feel overwhelmed right now. I am glad he has left me to my thoughts for a few minutes. I need to think. How is he going to understand my lifestyle? How can I balance this man in my life and the type of work I do. Will he understand? Will I have to choose? Many questions ponder in my head.







I finished the dishes and went to the balcony. It really is a beautiful view. The stars are out, the air is cool, and I close my eyes to drink in the scenery. His arms wrap around me. They are warm and send sparks through my body.







“Enjoying the company or the scenery more”, He ask.







“Both are quite enjoyable “I said.







“The only scenery I need to see is you, Stacey” he said to me in a charming voice. I turn to look in his face. I am always looking to see if words are true. His eyes are bright and he smiles at me.







“I’m going to kiss you now.” he states. Slowly he leans his head toward mine. His lips are warm and tastes of wine. He kisses me deeply, with much passion. His arms grow tightly around me. I almost fused to him. We fit together like a glove and a ball, the moon and stars; like we were meant to be together. I open my mouth more to let him explore. I meet his exploration with my own. My inside turns to Jell-O. I can feel my passion rise deep in my core. I am light-headed. He ends the kiss with a smaller one on my forehead. He does not let me go. His hands are massaging my back. I didn’t want it to end.



He looks into my eyes deeply. I can see the lust there. He says, “I want to make love to you all night long, Stacey. But I will keep my promise for now. Do not expect me to hold back again. I have had you in my dreams, and I want you more now, more than ever.







“Let me take you home before I break your trust to me”, he says. He releases me but grabs my hand to his. I am still numb and light-headed. Soaking in what just happen. He is very experienced. This is so different to feel again. I am still scared to let go, but I feel deeply for this man I hardly know.
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He takes me back home, holding my hand, massaging my back, speaking to me with passion about his work and family. He wants to tell me so much. I hold back on myself. I am still not ready to speak about me yet. I may lose him. Will he understand?







He walks me to my door. His arms are wrapped around me protected. “I have really enjoyed your company tonight, Love. I kept my promise, yes?” he whispers.



“Yes, you did! I really had a nice time too. You’re a very good cook. Most men are not.” I said. He smiles again and hugs me tightly.







“Oh Love; I have so much to tell you. I hope you will trust me more each time we meet. I have to go out of town for a week, but when I return we will see each other again. At least I hope you will accept my invitation for another date” he queries me. “Do you trust me more now? “He asks. I look into his eyes, this man that has taken my heart to him to tear apart or love, whichever he chooses. I am scared, more now than ever, I don’t want to be hurt anymore.







“Yes, I will see you again.” I replied.







He kiss me deeply again, melding our bodies together as if they were meant to be that way. I deeply kissed him back. This might be the last time is what going thru in my mind. I want to remember every moment. After he places me safely inside my door, he waves goodbye to me.



“Love, we will meet again.” he says and drives away.







I am happy but sad to see him go. I wanted him to stay with me, but I wanted him to go also. I need to think. This is such a large step for me to take. Do I go over that bridge again or just stay where I am.







This week I will have to figure out how to tell him about me; about me, Tom, lark and others. Am I willing to give up my lifestyle for happiness again?







I shower and got into bed. My mind is whirling with thoughts of the night. Damn he is a good kisser. I wonder if he is the same in bed. I need that very passion and I know it. I wanted more tonight. I wanted to know about this dream he has. I know he was in mine. More thoughts run thru my head as I fall to sleep.







Another week of clients.







Monday- is Hell. The attorney decides to bring company. Not my cup of tea, but he’s paying. It’s harder to keep control with two in one scene. I obliged and spank her too. She likes it a little too much. After the session, she comes up to me with a whisper that she really enjoyed it and wanted to have me all to her in a session. Is this bitch coming on to me? I tell her to call my private number and book it, but remember no sex. She smiles and takes my card, “You will be hearing from me soon.” she says. Shit.







Tuesday- Stay at home hubby is in a crying spell. He thinks his wife is cheating on him. Duh! Get out of that crib and stand up like a man, dipshit.







Wednesday- Karl is having a meltdown over some guy hitting on his chick that he’s not even dating yet.







Shit again. I got him in a better mood with the ‘you’re just a chick magnet and the other guy is jealous’ routine. He is more pleased with himself and I am too after a session of control. Today we used the angler, one of my own inventions. Did the job for him. I’m a goddamn therapist and Dom rolled into one. Comes with the job.







Thursday -jammed right along. Another radio session. These people calling in need to get some books to read. This is basic sex 101. Except for one caller, “I would like to ask jam a personal question.” the caller asked. The voice feels familiar and I’m scrambling in my head to figure out who it could be. “Okay, shoot caller”, I said.







“If you had a choice for real long passionate love and the life of a Dom, What would be your choice?” he asks. God, this voice is familiar. Of course the radio phone is filtering it. I think for a second.







“That would be if my long passionate lover could handle my needs and fulfill them.







Giving up a steady income, and needs being met for both side is a hard choice to make.” I answered.







“But would you be faithful to that lover if he understood and could make you see that his life and passions were much like your own?” he asks. Another question. “I believe I agreed to answer one question caller, maybe I will consider answering that one another night. Thanks again caller, Jam here saying goodnight and wishing you the best in fulfilling your needs, goodnight all.” That was close to the grain. Who the hell was that?







“Sue, did you get the number on that guy, I think he might be a problem.” I ask. “No Jam, Was from a private number, sorry” She tells me. Shit. Well, I will think on that one for a while. All comes out in the wash!







Friday- I take in a movie , then a spa session, browse the books section for something new to read at a local merchant. Believe it or not, I don’t read sex novels. I prefer the classic like Pride and Prejudice, Gone with the Wind. I‘m really into some British written author right now, so I grab one and head back home for an evening at home.







Phone rings, it’s Tom. “Hello babe, Going to be town next Wednesday, Can we meet up?” he asks. I check my schedule, “Sure, but have to be at night after 7pm. Want me to pencil you in? “I asked. That’s a private joke between Tom and me. He uses to help with my appointments, to keep me safe.







“See you then, Babe. We’re going out of the town so get ready.” He says. “Great, I’ll be ready, bye” I hang up and scratch in Tom’s name for 7. What am I gonna do. Tom is the real jealous type if he knows that I fell for someone. I don’t think we can see each other if I make this decision to see Steven. I will handle that when the time comes, somehow. Well, I can’t say I don’t get attention, it’s coming from everywhere.







I decide, its bedtime and do some reading to get sleepy. My dreams are filled again. This time it’s a forest scene with a like in it. The water glistens from the moon shining on it. Looks very inviting, maybe a dip? I walk thru the woods listening to the sounds of the night. There is a light ahead and looks like I’m going toward it. It’s a cabin in the woods. There is smoke coming from the chimney. I walk toward it like it’s familiar to me. At the door I open it to see inside. There is fire in the fireplace.







The furnishings are rustic and comfortable looking. Lots of gold, blue and black. That sounded familiar. I hear music playing something from the classics. It’s Patsy Cline, Don’t ever leave me again. God I love Patsy, she moves me. That woman could sing.







I venture up the stairs that spiral to a second floor. There is a door open and I enter. It’s a bedroom, and someone is sleeping in the bed, alone. I walk closer to see who it is. He is half covered lying on the bed. I notice his feet are out from under the covers. I fight myself not to touch them. His eyes were closed. I want to touch him. I can’t help myself. I move closer and remove the covers to see more. He is only wearing boxers, blue one, yes! My favorite color.







I caress his face with the side of my hand. He moves, but not waking up. Oh, God, I want this now. I remove my clothes and get into the bed, Kissing him lightly on the forehead, then his neck. My hands are moving across his chest. I move down leaving more light kisses to his chest and belly. He is still asleep, stirring but not waking up. I lower his boxer with my teeth. Now we were talking. I take his male organ in my hand, with my other hand I start to massage his balls. My mouth can’t help itself. I start planting small kisses on the head; a lick or two to get a taste; Hmmm, sandalwood and vanilla. I take him into my mouth, so delicious.







My lips are warm; my tongue is hot and moist. I ‘m gonna enjoy this and he will too. I move up and down sucking, kissing, licking as I go; now a little faster to get him more aroused. He is groaning in his sleep. Ha-ha, still sleep? I smile. I gonna make him cum for me.







I move faster now, up and down his manhood. Sucking as I goes. I can take all of him and I love it. He groans more and grabs my head on both sides, pushing me deeper onto his manhood. He explodes and calls my name. I smile. You go girl. I am on top of him now. Time to ride this cowboy. I move up and down slowly making it last. He groans but never wakes. He hands move to my hips.







He never wakes, just moans to me, breathing heavy. I start to move faster, moving my hips to get the feel inside. God he is hung and I love it. I start to move faster as he arches up to meet me. I toss my head back as I cum, exploding into ecstasy as he cums again too. He screams my name thru jagged breathing. This is so close to heaven and I can’t get enough. I am spent and lay on his chest.







I look up to see his face. His eyes are open now and he is smiling. “I knew you would come to see me, Love. Thank you” he said. It’s Steven again.
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I wake up again startled. I am sweaty, like just after sex. I can smell him on me. I can taste him in my mouth. I am wet and sore. What did I just do? What did I just hear him say! My dreams are so real. Did he see me there? I don’t understand how. OMG, what have I done. I don’t know how I just did that. He must be a wizard or something. It’s just impossible and I have trouble believing. I have heard of people dreaming the same dream and acknowledging to each other but this is unreal. But, God it was so good. Was that lovemaking or just fucking? Let me tell you, I felt love and wanted to fuck him at the same time. I had a need and it came true in my dream; nothing wrong with that. Unless he really knew I was there. Well, he did say he knew I would come to him. Well, If this is true, that you have a soul-mate and can read each other’s thoughts and see each other when you’re not together, then I guess I found mine. We will see.







I shower and change the bed covers. Shit! My laundry bill is gonna be outrageous if I keep this up. Plan for the day is to think and work out what to say to Steven and Tom. Write it down girl so you won’t forget and mess this up. This might be my future or my downfall. I must think this thru and clearly. Steven might not understand and Tom will be pissed.







Tom is another problem to deal with. He will get crazy when he finds out. His jealousy will surely end us for good. He is so protected of me it’s getting scary. I know he has feelings for me, but love? No, it’s more of a familiarity to me; A comfortable fuck with no strings. I will have to end that if I decide to stay with Steven. I don’t fuck two men at the same time. I’m not a bitch.







My private number rings, shit. Just what I don’t need is a unscheduled session today or dealing with that attorneys friend girl. I answer it. “Hello, Love! Did you enjoy yourself last night? I know I truly did and can’t wait for the real thing. We will make beautiful music together.” Steven says. Oh My Fucking God! I stop breathing for a second. Think girl, use that brain you have.







“Really, and what is it that I was supposed to enjoy?” I asked him. Act coy, it’s your best weapon now.







“Really love, don’t pretend with me, I know you were here, I can smell you on me still.” He says. “I’m debating on a shower at the moment. I really am enjoying the smell of you. It would be a shame to remove it unless you want to come wash if off of me yourself? Then maybe we could repeat last night session again. It would please me immensely” he answers.







This is not real. My mind can’t fathom the depth of this.







“I would enjoy washing your body and teasing you in the shower, but you are there and I am here.” I answer him. I can play this game too.



“True Love, but the thrill of that first time with us together is very erotic just the same. Would you not agree? The feeling of not knowing is always built up to high expectations, though I already knew we are meant to be together from my experience with you in my dreams. Don’t you think?” he said.







“We are not ready for that step, yet. I must speak more before we go any further. There are things you do not know about me. They might persuade you to steer clear of me.” I tell him.







“There is nothing that I need to know except that you want to be with me and I want to be with you. Everything else will work out. I know enough already to feel the way I do for you. You still don’t trust me; I hear it in your voice. But, we will talk more and often. My stay has been extended for another week for business. When I return we will be together, that I can promise. Until then, please come see me in my dreams as often as you want. I enjoy your lovemaking and attention. As for me, I will be in your dreams every night, not just for sex, but to get you to trust me more, Love. Until we can actual meet again, please keep me close to your heart and in your future plans.” he says. “Goodbye Love, sweet dreams of me” then he hangs up.







Wow, I am so not ready for this. I want to believe him, but too much has not been said. I still feel scared about commitment. I am going to fall flat on my face and I know it. He is young and doesn’t understand. I have my own lifestyle. I am willing to include him exclusively for sex or fucking, whatever, but I cannot change that easily. I enjoy my control over my subs and clients. They enjoy my total commitment to them. How can I tell him or how can I change. I have got to work all this out. Can I have both worlds?







Happiness with someone to love and keep myself intact for work and pleasure; What if he falls in love really with me and wants to marry? He wants children, and so he should have them and a family. I cannot give that to him. I’m done being a baby-maker. I am happy with that decision. We are not that close in age. I enjoy younger men, yes. They keep up better with my needs. But a total commitment to one person who I adore of course, I just am not sure I can handle it. Whoa, back up a minute. This is just good fucking. I am not thinking clearly. I am a conquest for him.







He likes an older woman that is what attracted him to me. I am an older woman and like younger men, that is what attracted me to him. Dream, Sm-reams. I must keep this real. Yes, I want to fuck him, fuck him hard and rough. I want my bite marks on him, my brand. I want to be there for him, in real life and in his dreams. I want us to be able to say things to each other with no holding back. But there has to be a balance here.







Decision made. I will fuck him in my dreams and his. I will fuck him in real life, for my pleasures and his. He wants me to talk dirty so he can cum, I will because I’m good at it. I will be there for him but at a distance. He will have to come to me. I will not invade his life like a stalker. He needs to know this. My distance will let him still be in his world to find true happiness but I will give him pleasure every time he needs me. Plans made, now for me to keep my part of the bargain and make him to understand why. I will tell him soon.







Facin
 
 g Reality







I feel better. Not complete but better. It helps to talk to yourself and work things out. Now for the pitch; will he stay and enjoy our time together or move on. I will hold my heart in check for that decision. Another week of “Where do they come up with this shit.”







Monday- Well he must have picked up on my vibes, he didn’t bring the girlie-friend this time. Got a big tip for letting him touch my ass; only a touch, made him cum, who knew!







Tuesday- Baby daddy is much better. Wife must have straightened it out with him. He did seem a little more playful; Extra lotion and powder for being so good.







Wednesday- Karl is better, wanted me to be rougher this time. Begged for it, so I chained him, spanked him, use my crop and tickler, he came twice. I’m on a roll here.







It’s time now to deal with Tom. Tom picked me up around 7pm. He was in good spirits and had the whole evening planned out. We did small talk about his work. He met someone new and was getting it on with her. He hasn’t told her about his fetish with me yet. Thinks it is better she doesn’t know yet. Good thinking if you plan to keep her or have her join in. Dinner was very good, small Mexican restaurant I had never been before. The music, food and margaritas made me feel really nice. I was in the mood by the time we got to his condo for some role play.







“I have you a gift.” Tom says. He is beaming from ear to ear when he pulls it out of his suitcase and hands it to me. It’s a large box decorated with pink and purple ribbons. It’s the size for wrapping clothing. I am a little giddy opening it. Inside is a Corset with Garters, Thong, and stockings all in purple and black. Included are a new leather whip, metal handcuffs with keys, and a satin love mask. Hmmm, I think I know what this fantasy is about. Okay, I’m game. I thank him and ask is this for tonight. “Yes, please mam” he says. Back into the sub routine I see.







I go into the bathroom to dress so to give him the full view when I’m done. I hear music start playing while I’m getting ready. Tom is setting the mood. I taught him well. I finish and enter the room. The drapes are pulled shut to the balcony. The bed is pulled down, with rose petals on it. There are candles lit everywhere. So romantic, Overkill, I’m thinking for a fetish fuck session, but it’s his not mine. He has stripped down to his briefs. Nice ones to, blue my favorite color. He kneels on the floor, smiling from ear to ear.







“I am here to please you, mam.” he says. Okay, time to get into my role. “It would please me for you to take off those briefs.” I tell him. He does so quickly and kneels back down, keeping his eyes lowered. That is one of my rules to subs. “Put your hands out in front of you” I tell him and he does quickly. He knows the punishment for hesitation very well. I handcuff one wrist and lock it with the key.







“Have you been a bad boy this week?” I ask him. “Yes mam, I need to be spanked, hard and rough please mam. “He says to me. I will decide that fate, for now get on the bed face down”. I tell him. He does this quickly but with a smile. I hand cuff his other hand to the head board. I place this mask over his eyes.







First I walk around the bed using my whip running down his sides from the shoulder to his foot and back up the other way. Pointing the tip in his ass cheeks I ask him, “So, you know naughty boys get punishment from me. I will go easy on you because you confessed.” I said. “Yes, mam and I deserve you harshest treatment. I need your roughness tonight, please mam.” Tom says to me. I snap my whip on his behind. It stings, leaving a red mark on his ass. “Oh, Thank you mam, please may I have more!.” he says. I snap the whip again over his ass, a little harder this time. The sound can be heard above the music. “Harder?” I say. “Oh, yes mam please” he requests.







I walk around him to the other side of the bed. “Hmm, maybe a spanking is not all you need”. I tell him. I snap the whip again on his ass, so hard he jumps a little off the bed. Ouch, that hurt! “Roll over!” I demand. He does as he is told. This is what I like, the control. I put the crop in his face. “Want more?” I ask him. Tom is smiling again, god he is such a freak, but he’s sweet to, so I do what he likes. “Yes, more, harder, please mam.” he tells me. I run the crop tip down to his cock. He is fully erect already. I move it around there for a tease. Tom closes his eyes and groans. “Don’t cum yet, Not till I say so.” I tell him. He opens his eyes and looks up at me, “yes, mam.” he says. I straddle him now; sitting right on top of him. I use this whip on his face, not a slap, just in his face. I start moving my hips back and forth on top of him, not in him. He groans and tosses his head back.







“You like this huh?” I say to him. “You like it just a little too much don’t you.” I repeat to him.







He looks up at me with lust in his eyes. “Fuck me now, mam”. He says. I put the crop tip in his mouth. “I am fucking with you, Tom.” I answer him. He tries to get loose from the handcuffs now. “No, Really fuck me, Stacey!” he demands.







This fun is over. I stop moving on top of him. “Tom, what are my rules. Tell me what my rules are.” I asked furiously looking at him.







“Get these fucking handcuffs off of me. You know I’m in love with you, why won’t you fuck me?” he asked angrily. There is hurt in his eyes. It is time to stop the play.







I get off of him and release him from the handcuffs. I walk to the other side of the room. “Tom, we have discussed this before. I told you I don’t fuck, just play. You know my rules, hell you helped me make them; I role play, and heavy petting, but no regular sex. I only give you a blow job because you were my best sub.” I told him. He is over in front of me now, still hard as a rock.







“Do you feel for me at all, even a little? This is torture for me and you know it!” he tells me.







“Yes, Tom, I would not be here if I didn’t have feelings for you, but you are breaking those rules now.”







“There's someone else isn’t there? You just don’t want to tell me the truth. Who is it, do I know him?” he asks.







“No, Tom there is no one else except clients and that is my business anyway!” I said. This could get bad so I keep my thoughts to myself.



“Look. Tom, if you can’t follow the rules then we don’t need to do this anymore. It’s getting complicated with you and I can see that.” I said. I start to head to the bathroom to undress and pack up to leave. He stops me at the Bathroom door.







“I’m sorry, yes I know your rules and I have overstepped my bounds here. I am truly sorry. Please forgive me. It’s just that I love you so much. I can’t seem to find anyone like you, so I get jealous of sharing you. Please don’t send me away. I’ll be good now, I promise.” he tells me. He wraps his arms around me and kisses my forehead. I look up at him and say, “Okay, I’ll forgive you this one time. Anymore problems and it over understand me?



“Yes, mam, I understand. Can you spank me again, please mam?” he asks me.







He doesn’t need another spanking. He is still hard and erect. “No, I think you have learned your lesson, go lay down and I’ll help you get rid of that, pointing at his male shaft and smiling.” I said. He does as he is told. I straddle him again. This time I am tenderer with him. Kissing him and biting his shoulder, running my tongue down his chest. I bite his nipples, roughly. He likes it. He gets heated quickly. I start to move my hips on top of him, not in him just on top. “You like this” I ask him. He eyes are closed and his head is tossed back. He looks at me again, lust in his eyes. “Yes, mam , very much so.” He says.







I put my hands under me and grab his cock. Gently I stroke him outside of his briefs. This is hard to do; he has swollen out of them. “Let’s see if we can help you with this big problem you’re having; so big, hot, so sexy my man.” I said to him. Tom is hung for sure. I stroke him faster, to ease this pain in him. He cums with a jerk and spreads semen all over me, the bed and his chest, He lays back with a sigh and close his eyes. I lay down beside him, stroking his hair.







He looks at me and says, “I love you, Stacey and I always will. Never send me away, I would want to die. I can’t live without you and you know It.” he tells me. Tom is very sensitive so I try to keep his moods simple but complete. “Yes, Tom I know you do, but you need a life to with love, passion and a woman that will love you better than me.” I told him. “We will always be friends, I promise. “ I said. He smiles at me. I think his happy now.
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We spent the night together talking and sleeping. We showered together in the morning, and I teased him more with a blow job session. He really has a lot of semen. I got my sex on too. Tom is very talented with his tongue. I love togetherness in the shower, so I enjoyed myself. I did drift back to Steven’s face in my mind. I know that was wrong but I could not help myself. I have nothing to compare to yet and don’t expect I will other than in dreams.







We say goodbye in the morning, He kisses me on the forehead again, but he’s smiling and he leaves. Poor Tom, so unlucky in love. I hope this new girl gives him what he needs. I won’t mind him leaving because of that. He is such a romantic person. And he let me keep the outfit, I smile again.







It is Thursday and time for a talk radio.







We start off with how to keep your man happy caller- Pay attention to his needs. Listen to him. Do for him what he needs. Easy as pie. Then we graduate to “What toys do I recommend for a little rough kinda sex. Riding crop, whip for spanking. Some lotion or cream for massages, fuzzy handcuffs for roughness and maybe a tie to or mask to cover their eyes. It is so erotic to be tied to something and not be able to see who or what is going to happen. Always trust the person you do this with. Another easy answer. “Next Caller” I said to Sue. “Hello, I have question for the Dom. Do you enjoy a little roughness yourself or just on your partner? “I get my thrill by giving the roughness, not getting the roughness.” I tell him.







“But would you try it, I meant as an experiment maybe, just to see if you liked it. I would be happy to assist you if you like.” he says. “Well, I appreciate your offer, but If I did want to try roll reverse, it would be with someone I trust more.”, but thank you for the offer.” I tell him.







“Okay, love, I understand, you don’t trust me. Thank you for your honest answers.” He says and hangs up.







My mind goes blank a moment that was not Steven. The word Love reminded me of him. It could not be him. He has no idea about my lifestyle. At least not to my knowledge and I have been very careful to date. I am very nervous now. I motion to Sue to wrap it up. Thank god there was no one else on the holding lines. I tell her to use some old tapes for the rest of the session. I have a major headache and have to leave. Of course it’s from a private number again. This cannot be happening! I had full intentions of telling him my way, not this way. Wait a minute Claire. You don’t know for sure that is was Steven. Keep your cool girl. Think this out better. You are jumping to conclusions again. This same caller was on last week. I remember he called me love then too. Okay, I’m not bringing it up. He will have to say something to start this conversation with me.







I decide to put this in the back of my mind and wait for the bait. I went home to a hot bath and bed. I am totally exhausted now. My dreams are haunted with Tom and his exclusiveness, the phone caller I cannot identify but feel I know him. And Steven.







I’m having dinner with Tom. He goes to pay for the check and get our coats. I walk outside to get some fresh air. People are coming in and out of the restaurant. There is a railing just outside the door so I walk over to it. A gentleman is standing there with his back to me. As I get closer to the railing he turns to look at me. It’s Steven and he is smiling down at me. I smile back. He moves closer and takes my hand into his. He pulls me to the side of the restaurant in the dark placing my back against the wall. He wraps his arms around me quickly and kisses me deeply, exploring my mouth and I let him. I wrap myself around him, hiking my leg up around his. I can’t seem to get close enough to him. I reach down and stroke his cock. He is already aroused. His hand is coming up my thigh under my skirt. His hand reaches inside my panties. He runs his fingers over my labia, rubbing my clitoris, moving his fingers deeper inside me. I moan between breaths. I am so hot right now. I can feel myself so close to an orgasm it is not even funny. He is still kissing my neck leaving a trail of nibbles on my shoulder. “Tell me you are mine, Love!” he says to me thru ragged breaths in my ear. I can hardly breathe much less talk. “Tell me your mine”, I return the demand. He looks into my eyes. “You should not have to ask me that, Love.” he says to me. He moves away from me just a small distance. “Well we will finish this later. Sweet dreams, Love” he said and walks away.







I wake up sweaty, hot, and unfulfilled. Damn you Steven.







Friday I spent answer email questions from a website that I agree to help maintain. Yes, there are websites that answer your sex questions and usually the answers come from Doms, Subs, or Sex Therapist. Nothing really stood out to me or was interesting. My mind kept thinking how to handle questions with Steven. Our next meet was supposed to be , well more intimate. I would have to get this settle now, before we go any further.







My private line rings again. It’s Tom apologizing again for his breaking the rules and he can’t live without me. I tell him again, no worries, let just take one day at a time. He feels better and hangs up with a promise to see me maybe in two weeks again. Sweet Tom always worries about others and me.







My door bell rings, There is a delivery guy there with a package and the hugest bunch of flowers that I have ever seen; White, yellow, red, orange, and blue roses. He can hardly carry them in the apartment. I sign for them and he hands me a card with the package. I get my purse to give him a generous tip. He says “No madam, my tip has been covered, enjoy the flowers” and leaves. I have to find some vase for all these roses.







I sit down with the package and card. Nothing is written on the envelope. I have no idea who sent this.







I am a little scared to open it. Could be Tom, but he didn’t say look for a surprise when he called, Could be from Steven, who really called the talk line and decides to dump me early. Just open it.







The Roses colors are for each day before I return. When I saw them it made me think of you. The gift is for you to dream on till our first night together when you lay in my arms, Love!







My dreams are haunted by you. Till my return.



Steven













They Mee
 
 t Each Other







I open the package and see the most exquisite purple satin sheets. I have never seen such a perfectly woven satin fabric. The feel is so nice and cool to the touch. I wonder where he got them. I can’t wait to sleep on these. I haunt his dreams, I smile to myself and it seems he haunts mine too. I count the colors again. Five colors that means five days. That means he will be back in town on Tuesday. No time set.







I think about my appointment with Baby Daddy. Well, he is an early one so maybe I can get by with that. Tom said two weeks, so I’m clear with that also. Everything works for the best, my new motto.







I’m, free today. Think I’ll call some girlfriends to hang with. My women friends are like me. They are Doms, Subs, Ladies of the night and Sex Talk Chatters. Natasha is free so she sets us up for 8pm at Monticello Bar and Grill for Dining, Dancing and Drinks. Lots of Drinks. I agree to meet her for lunch beforehand.







I think I’ll do a little shopping today. Not that I need much, but a girl needs to feel like a women. The Victoria’s Secrets is a great place to start. I buy two sets that I like. To the spa I go for a massage. The attendances are all men, young men. They get great tips there, or so I’m told. Jack, who is my regular pick, comes to give me my massage. “Hello Stacey, How are you today. Want a full body?” he asks. “Yes, I’m needed to give myself a special treat today” I told him.







I undress and get on the table. He starts with warm oil all over my body. It feels so nice. I close my eyes and try to relax. Gary is good. He releases a lot of tension in my neck, back and hips, down my legs with oil to my toes and pads of my feet. I turn over and he does the front. He starts at your toes, up your legs, hips, stomach, chest, and neck. He massages my temples and forehead. He is so sensual and slow. I love it! I am rejuvenated when I leave.







Natasha and I met for lunch at my favorite outside cafe. She fills me in on her life as a dom. She has some new clients, a Doctor, a lawyer and a policeman.







“That kinda fills my agenda, so I was wondering if you could help out sometimes with the talk lines.” she asks me. Natasha has a sex talk line, and a Cybersex website. I already helped her with the website answering email question so I knew eventually she would hit me up for the talk lines.



“I don’t know, Natasha. Most of the talk lines have perverts or strange request. I’m not sure I’m ready for that. I like the personal touch.” I said.







“Well, any help you can give, I am in need right now.” She says.







“Okay, I’ll see what I can do for you around my schedule.” I replied. We had a small lunch and then said our goodbyes.







“See you tonight, Stacey, Get your game on” She shouts.







“I always have my game ready.” I tell her and smile.







I decide to take a short nap, just to relax and get my energy built for all the dancing and drinking we have planned. I drift into my sleep mode quickly, must be the massage I got. I drift into my dream; Flashes of Tom, Steven, that caller again goes thru my head. I’m spinning and spinning downward. I feel a little sick inside.







And the dream begins......







I am naked tied to a bed. My mouth is gagged and my feet are spread. Music is playing in the background, something like Enigma, Principles of Lust. The room is darken but filled with candles. The smell are exquisite fruity and spicy at the same time. Why am I tied to the bed? I usually am the one that is doing the tying. Who has done this? I wait for the entrance.







Steven walks into the room, just wearing jeans, no shirt. His hair is slick back from his face with some kinda oil. He smiles at me lying on the bed. Oh, Shit! What the hell is happening? I get kinda get hot about it. Role reversal huh! This was not what I would expect, so this must be his dream and I’m in it. He goes over to a chest of drawers and opens it. I can’t see what he is doing or getting. His back is to me. I hear a rattle of metal. He turns and looks over at me and smiles. Shit, what the hell is he thinking to do? He closes the draw, but has something in his hand. Looks like a mask. He opens another drawer and gets a riding crop out. I am very familiar with that one toy. It can cause pain with ecstasy or to full orgasm. The things you can do with it. Okay not bad so far. I can do this.







He walks over to the bed reaches down and removes the tie gag from my mouth. Before I can say anything, he kisses me; A deep throat tongue kiss. He runs the back of his hand down the length of the right side of my body then back thru the middle, touching me ever so slightly. My nipples go full erect. Hot!







“Do you trust me, Love”. He says looking deep into my eyes. I look back into his trying to read what his intentions are.







“Don’t hurt me.” I plead. He straightens up and looks down at me.







“My intention is to show you love, not hurt. You need to see how much we are meant to be together whether in my dreams or yours, or in real life. I know or no other way to show you.” he says. “So, Do you trust me, Love?” he asks again.







I ponder this a second. What can he do to me that I don’t already do to others? I don’t want the pain, but I want him.







“Okay, But I want a safe word.” I tell him. He smiles and says, “You shall have it and must I say now you’re going to enjoy this, I promise , Love, just trust me I know women and have much experience reading them. Your safe word is … he smiles...rubber nipples.” he says with a wide grin showing his teeth. Of all the words in the English vocabulary, why did he pick that one?







“Now, let’s begin. You are mine Stacey, to do what I want with. I’m already in your mind, now I want your body and I shall have It.” he says. Before I can say anything to him, he gags me again and covers my eyes. Oh Shit, shit shit.







He bends down to my ear and whisper to me. His voice is raspy and full of lust, “I know how to please women, Love. Let me show you my many talents that you know nothing about yet.







You want this Stacey, you need this, and I am so happy and flattered you picked me to show you.” he says.







The game begins........













Meeting M
 
 y True Face







I am feeling so many things now. My adrenaline is rushing, my blood is boiling, and my erotic side is off the charts. I can’t see, only hear. I can’t move, but I can feel. I wait for his touch. He is right I need this, need it now. I wait.







I hear him walking around me. He is at the end of the bed. Checking the view? Men! Not like me at all. He gets up on the end of the bed, kneeling between my legs. I feel very vulnerable now. I can feel the heat from his legs on my legs. He raises my feet to his chest. His heart beats thru the pads of my feet. It’s very fast right now. Wow, never thought of that before.







He then raises my leg to his face, caressing it with his cheek. His hands are very warm, and I like it. He starts by kissing the side of my foot, then my toes individually, using his hands to massage as he goes; small nibbles to the ends of my toes with his teeth. Small tongue licks between each toe. This is really turning me on.







“You like this, Love, I can tell”. He says to me. Shit yeah! He continues to my other foot, doing the same, tenderly but erotic. I can feel his heart with the other foot, so fast so warm he feels.







He moves to my lower leg, kissing, licking and sucking so tenderly. He takes small nibbles while he is there, not painful, but very intense to me, moving from one leg to the other going higher each time. I am already so turned on, I want to explode. Who know how erotic feet and legs touching could be. He ends up at my private and very personal area. I stiffen a little.







“Trust me, Love, I know what I’m doing. You’re never going to forget this one.” he says. I can hear his smile. Cocky, son of bitch, isn’t he!







He kisses my belly, licking my belly button and sucking on it. Then he moves down to my intimate area. I am so fucking ready. He licks slowly, holding my hips in place. Licking up and down, making me moist. Then he blows warm air from his mouth down there. I start to squirm. “Don’t move, Love, not till I get you ready.” he tells me.







That is quite impossible to do in this position, with the man of my dreams, between my legs, doing things that I only imagine could be done to me. He licks, sucks, and blows that warm air down there.







His hands reach to massage my ass, sticking his finger inside my anal area. His tongue is in me, deeply, moving it around and around. Oh My Fucking God! I’m so ready to cum. My hips arch upward to meet him. God, just let me cum please! runs thru my brain. I moan.







He stops. No, don’t stop now, Fuck! He lies on top of me, reaches to remove the gag. His breath is heavy laden. He kisses me deeply with that same tongue. I return with my own exploring in his mouth.







I squirm to get loose; I want to wrap my arms around him. My breath, his breath, so heavy now, I want more and I can tell he does to.







He looks into my eyes. I can see his full lust now. I know he can see mine.







“That, Love is just a sample of what I can give you. Do you trust me now?” he says to me.







Then... I wake up........









Meet fo
 
 r the First Time







I wake, shaken and weak. My heart is still beating so fast and my breathing is shallow. I can still smell him on me it’s all over me. I want more of him. How can he do this?







He enters my dreams like this, taking me for the most erotic ride of my life. I have never felt this way about anyone before. He wants me and I want him. But, I’m scared. I know this will end badly, so badly. Can I give my heart to someone like myself?







He is very good, indeed. I still can feel his, inside me. I am so turned on; so unfulfilled. But, that what he meant to do, making me want him more.







Do I trust him? No, not fully yet. My heart is not a conquest, not a notch in someone’s belt. I don’t want that pain again. It took too long to get over being used, burned, and rejected. I must be careful but I want him, all of him.







I decide to take a very long hot shower. I have to release some adrenaline so I am glad the night is already planned. I plan to enjoy myself and get some distance from this to think more. I have a few days more to think. I plan to use them wisely.







While I’m bathing my private phone gets a message.



“Hello, Love, I hoped you enjoyed my visit and hope to continue our session on my return. I can still smell you on me. I have more to show you but, I prefer to do this on a more personal level. Soon, Love Soon.”







He is really getting to me. Yes, Steven, I want you, I may even need you. But I am cautious. I dress for my night out with the girls.







Monticello Bar and Grill is booming when I get there. I let the valet park my car. I go inside to find Natasha and the girls. The music is loud, lights are flashing all over. Wow, they changed their look and I like it. Natasha sees me first and comes over to hug me.







“Hey girlie, Glad you made It.” she says smiling from ear to ear. “How are you, you look a little flushed?” she asks.







“Just a tough week, I’m okay.” I said.







“No, it is something else, I know you. Want to talk about it?” she asks. Natasha knows me to well. I decide it’s best to change the mood now. I smile, “No, Really I’m okay, just working out some details.” I replied. She seems happy with that answer.







“What you drinking tonight”. She asks. I think a minute about what I would like, hmmm. “How about -Between the Sheets”. I tell her.







“Good Fucking Choice, Stacey” Natasha appreciates. She places our order and we go to mingle with the other girls. All my girls, Natasha, Shelia, and Maggie, All are in the same type of business as me. Unlucky with love, so we give love the best way we know how. We all take our drinks and do a toast.







“Well, Ladies, we are hot to trot and ready, willing and able. The game is on!” Natasha says. She is such a good natured person. She is the most hurt one of us all. We are close and I know her secrets and she knows most of mine. Can I tell her my dilemma? I will wait for a better time.







We dance, drink and dance and drink all night long. The men are very generous with themselves as usual tonight. Many phone numbers, free drinks and sexy moves from them. I am feeling the effects of my drinks on an empty stomach quickly. The dancing heats up as the night wines down. Slow sexy music, slow sexy moves. I like to dirty dance especially when I’m a little tipsy. We have no problem getting partners for the dance floor. We’re all feeling the booze and the music is very tantalizing.







I move and sway my hips against my partner. He moves and sways his hips to me. We are almost touching, so close. His hands run down my back to my hips. I move closer to him and we lock hips together. This is the way dancing is meant to be.







“May I cut in?” a voice says. I hardly hear it, I’m so drunk now. My partner moves away and another comes to meet my hips. I feel a spark down in my groin. He grabs my hips and moves me closer to him. He sways with me, keeping pace. I feel like I have been here before. He moves his hands down my back to my ass pulling me into him. I wrap my arms around him and look up. “It’s Tom.







I back away just a little.” “What are you doing here, Tom” I said shockingly.







“I wanted to see you again.” he says.







“I thought you said two weeks?” I said.







“Change of plans, sorry for the late notice” he says. Something is not right here. I feel strange all of a sudden. The music stops, thank god. I go to leave and he grabs my arm.







“Wait, I need to talk to you, it’s important. Can we go to your place for a chat?” he asks me.







I think what he could need now. I have too much on my mind. But, I owe him; he’s been a good friend. “Okay, But I need to eat first” I told him. He smiles and says, “Sure, Let go eat and talk”







I go to the table and tell Natasha I’m leaving. She looks at Tom and nods. She knows he used to be a sub and now we are just friends. “You okay, Stacey” she asks. “Sure, just tired, talk to you later this week “. I replied. I go with Tom to his car. I’m not able to drive, still a little fuzzy from the drinks. We go to a local all-night diner and I order some coffee and toast. Tom asks, “Is that all you want?” I answer “Yeah, my stomach is queasy. So what’s so important that couldn’t wait and you need to talk to me right now.” I asked.







“Well, it’s very difficult for me to say. I had the talk with Peg; I need to tell you something about my life talk. She listens thru all of it. I watched her face while I spoke and saw nothing that would make me think she was all that surprise. She knows about us and our past now. I wanted to start fresh with her; I care for her a lot. I tried to make sure that I had no secrets from her. She listens to every word I said and never said a thing while I spoke. She knows it all now, my subbing for you, my past, even my preference with sex. Then she asks me one question that I had to answer honestly. And I blew it. Right then and there I blew it big time.” He tells me.



“And what was the question, Tom”. I asked him. He looks at me with those big brown eyes. I already know what he was going to say. “She asked me if I love you.” He says and looks down. “I told her yes and always will.” He said.







I knew it. He just doesn’t get it. I have told him my feelings for him time and time again. “Tom, you have to get over this infatuation with me. I don’t feel that way about you and you know it. I’m not going to change my feelings; it would hurt you worst if I lied to you. I do care about you but not in that way.” I try to explain trying to be gentle.







“I know but you taught me hope. I always have hoped that I do or say something that would change your mind and you let me be with you. I can’t live without you, Stacey. I am totally and irrevocable in love with you. I know if you would just give me a chance to show you more. I know you would feel the same way about me.” He says. How do I get this across to him without totally hurting him. I try again to make him understand.







“Tom, I don’t want to hurt you. You have been a good friend. But this infatuation with me is really getting old. Look, I’ve started seeing someone else. It’s not like what we do, it more the real thing. I want to try the real thing again. This is my chance for a real relationship, so I think it is best that we don’t see each other for sessions anymore. I will be your friend. You can call me. We can talk, have lunch, take in a movie, whatever, but no more sessions. It’s for the best for both of us. You gotta move on and now. I need to move on also. Please understand, I don’t want to hurt you, you’re my friend and I want to be in your life just not that way.” I said politely.







I can see that my words have hurt him to his core. He stares at me in shock; his eyes are open so wide. How do people do this, break up, make up, be friends with no benefits. This is new territory with me and maybe I did it wrong. He is hurt, and I hurt him. This is not what I wanted.







“Who, Who is it?” he asked me. “Do I know him? One of your new subs!” he says.







“No, Tom no one you would know. Let’s just be friends, no drama okay.” I said firmly.







“Wait, is it a client? Did you step over that line with someone?” he asked me again.







“No, Tom. I already said no one you know or someone I have as a client, I would never do that and you know it.” I tell him. I start to get up to leave and he grabs my wrist hard.







“Tell me who is it you are fucking, Stacey” he demands. “Let go, Tom. You’re hurting me. This is over. Go home and calm down a bit. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Let go!” I said a bit afraid.







People are watching us. He is louder than I thought. “Calm down, Tom and let go. I want to leave now. I will talk to you when you’re calmer.’







“I gave up the girl of my dreams for you and this is what you do to me. Dump me! Over who or what some fling. We have been together a long time, Stacey and this is how you repay my friendship and my love?” he says, still holding my wrist.







I pull away from him. His grip is tight and he is mad now. “Let go, or I’ll scream for help. Do you want me to make a scene now, right here? I will and you will probably go to jail. If you don’t let me go it’s over, no friendship, no nothing. Do you understand me, Tom. Don’t jeopardize our friendship anymore. I’m not scared of you!” I shout. He blinks and looks up at me and then lets me go. My wrist is hurting bad. He is very strong.



“Can I at least take you home, it’s late and I would be worried. I promise I’ll behave, Stacey, please let me take you home.” he offers.







I’m not too happy about this, but he calms down and gets our coats. He is breathing normal again so that is a relief. I will just get out of the car at my door quickly. He is smiling when he returns with our coats. He helps me put my own and leads me outside to his car. Like a gentleman he is, opens my door and lets me get inside. We leave the diner and head to my place. Not much is said in the car. I try to make small talk but his answers are short. He doesn’t look over at me like he usually does when we talk.







He is staring straight ahead, watching the road. I really handled this badly and I know it. I want to remain friends but I am not too sure Tom is gonna be able to handle it. This is my chance for normal relationship. I’m sorry he blew his but he has to move on.







We get to my door and I quickly get out before he has time to come around and open the door.



“I’ll call you in the morning, Tom. We can talk then. Thanks for the ride.” I said shutting the car door and turning to leave. I’m clear or so I thought I hear him put the car in park and turn off the engine. Oh Shit! He’s not gonna take no for an answer. I walk a little faster to the apartment entrance. I hear his car door shut and he is walking fast. When I reach the entrance he is there with me. I hear his fast breathing of me back. “Can’t take any chances, Stacey, Let me walk you to your door, there is a lot of perverts in the neighborhood, and I would not forgive myself if something happen to you.” he says. His voice is deeper, his breath is raspier. Not like Tom at all.







“I’m okay, my complex has security cameras everywhere, so they would be here in two seconds if I scream or they see danger to anyone thru the cameras. I try to smile at him. I need to get away till he has time to think. I’m a little scared now.







“What would it hurt if you just let me walk you in? I’m okay with your decision, Stacey. I have calmed down now. I just don’t want to lose you. Let me walk you just to your door. I would feel that you were safe then” He insists. He is smiling again, that Tom I know smile.







“Well, okay, Tom just to the door. I’m very tired and need some sleep. We will talk in the morning, I promise.” I said calmly.







We get to my door and I turn to tell him goodnight before I unlock it. “Goodnight Tom and thank you for worrying about me. I’m Okay now.’ I said to him. He is very close to me. I can hear his breathing getting faster.







“Can I have one thing, just one more thing?” he asks. “Just one more kiss from you and I know it will be all okay. I know we will be okay”. What can one kiss hurt? I owe him that much. My poor Tom, I wish he never fell in love with me, but we don’t choose who to love, it chooses us. I reach up with my hands and cradle his face. He eyes are so sad. I move upward to kiss him, just a kiss, for old time sake. And I kiss him. He wraps his arms around me tightly. Forcing my lips open with his tongue. He kisses me hard, too hard. I’m drowning from his tongue movements. I can’t pull away, his hold is too tight. Dammit! I should have not trusted him. He grabs my keys from my hand while holding me in this kiss and unlocks my door. With his foot he pushes my door open. I try to get lose from his grip, pushing with my hands on his chest. He doesn’t even budge. He is too strong for me. He then pushes me into the apartment door with him.







He abruptly releases me and reaches around to slam the door and locks it.







He eyes are blazed. I’m in trouble now.....













Meetin
 
 g my Savior







“Tom, don’t do this. You don’t want to do this. I care about you, but not like that.” I said panicking. I need to defuse this situation before he gets out of hand. Listen to me, Tom, I want you as a friend, only as my friend. You do this and you will ruin that and you know this.” I pleaded with him. He is not listening. I can see he is looking around for what, Oh, God I don’t know what.







He grabs my wrist and pulls me to him. Looking down at me, he says, “You have been teasing me for months. I come here to be with you, to show you how much I love you and now you turn me away for who or what, some cheap ass thrill. You know relationships don’t work for people like us. He will not stay but I will. I know you, Stacey and I’m gonna show you how much I love you.’ He tells me.







“If you did love me, you would not force me with this shit. You’re ruining a perfect friendship with this stunt. I shouldn’t have let you stay this long. I never have let any sub stay that breaks my rules. And boy! Have you broken a lot tonight. It’s a shame Tom that you could not see me in this, just your lust for me. Go ahead, Tom fuck me, and fuck me all you want. I will never love you, understand me, never will you really have me at all!” I shout at him crying. He blinks for a second, he’s thinking, good, maybe I can still get out of this.







He looks around and sees all the flowers. He drags me with him to get a closer look at them. He sees my card and opens it.







“Who the fuck is Steven, Stacey? Is that whom this is all about, some punk that writes a sappy card? Some asshole that wants you for his conquest? And you fell for it didn’t you. I could buy you a whole flower shop if you wanted it. This is nothing compared to what I can give you. Why can’t you love me” He rants.







“You of all people should know, Tom, Love picks for you, you can’t pick it yourself. I didn’t want you to love me, but I am dealing with it, trying to be your friend and not hurt you. I was hoping someone would come along to appreciate you more. Someone you could love and love you back. I was hoping that your feelings for me would change or simmer down. Just know if you do this to us, we are over, for good. I don’t ever want to see you again. Not as a friend, acquaintance, nothing will be left, just hate for you. So you choose!” I said. He throws the card on the floor and looks into my eyes. I am crying, I am so mad at him. If he does this, I will never have another chance at loving anyone. I will close myself off completely from all of it. I am so tired of hurt, and pain, betrayal. I am so done.







He looks around the room and back at me again. His breathing is ragged. I keep my eyes fixed on his. Think Tom; think about what you are doing. You’re just mad at me. I hurt you. I hurt you bad. Hear my thoughts, Tom. Don’t do this!







He looks at the bedroom door. Then back at me. “I can make you love me, Stacey, and I’m gonna prove it now.” he tells me.







He drags me to the bedroom....







I am scared now. I am closing myself up tight. I am not here anymore, not me anyway, just my flesh. How did this happen? How did I let this get out of hand? I blame myself. It is my fault. I should have kept my distance. I should have turned him away so long ago. I am not here anymore. He seats me on the end of the bed, still holding my wrist tight. It hurts so badly. He rips at my clothes, tearing them from me in pieces. I am not here anymore. He breaks my necklace off my neck. I am not here anymore. He then takes my shoes and stockings off me, ripping them to shreds and throws them over on the floor. I am not here anymore. He tears at my panties, till there is nothing left. I am not here anymore. He starts pulling at his clothes, changing his hand to keep hold of my wrist. I think it is broken by now. I am not here anymore. He kicks his shoe off and they hit the wall with a thud. I am not here anymore. He pulls me onto the bed, I am not here anymore.







My back is resting on the purple sheets Steven sent me. They were meant for enjoyment and love. Now for pain, hurt, betrayal, I am not here anymore. He takes his tie and ties my hands together to the headboard. I am not here anymore. He then takes his socks off and ties them to each ankle. I am not here anymore. The other end of the sock is tied to the post on the foot board. I am not here anymore.







I am naked and tied now. He is naked and on top of me. He tries kissing me I don’t respond. I am not here anymore. He fondles my breast with his hands. I close my eyes, so as not to see anymore. I am not here anymore. I am so like death.........







I hear a loud banging sound. I hear feet running to the bedroom. I am not here anymore.







“GET THE FUCK OFF HER, YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” the voice says. I am not here anymore. I feel the weight that was on me lifted quickly off me. I here scuffing and banging in my room. I am not here anymore. “You stupid shit” I hear a voice say. Another scuffle, another bang. “Get the fuck away from her.” I hear a voice say. Another bang, Another scuffle. I am not here anymore.







I feel something draped over me. It’s cool to the touch. I am not here anymore.







I hear many feet come into the room. “Take this shit out of here” the voice says. “I’ll take care of her, get that thing out of here.” the voice says. I am not here anymore. Another bump, more feet walking away.







It’s quiet now. I hear someone breathing heavy, more like out of breath. Someone kneels beside me. I can feel the warmth so close. I am not here anymore. A hand strokes my hair every so lightly, shaking as they do this. My feet and hands are untied now. I am not here anymore. The covers are being wrapped around me like a baby blanket. I am lifted up into someone’s lap. Someone’s lap, its nice, I snuggle against their chest. I smell sandalwood and vanilla. I am peaceful now, but I am not here anymore.



“Your safe now, Love, Come back to me” ......... It’s Steven.













We Fi
 
 nally Meet











I opened my eyes and see Steven. I’m in his arms; He is cradling me so protectively. I am so ashamed. I start to cry again. “You knew” I asked.







“Yes, Love” He says. “You were the caller on the Talk Show.” I ask. “Yes, Love” He says. “That is not important now, Are you alright? I tried to get here quicker from the bar. They said you left with Tom, but you didn’t come straight home.” he said.







“No, we stopped to eat and talk” I replied.







“Are you okay, Do we need to go to the hospital?” he asked me.







“No, my wrist hurts, but I’m okay.” I said. He looks at my wrist and I cringe when he touches it. “Maybe we should just to be safe”, he tells me.







“No, I’m okay, now” I insist. He makes a warm compress to wrap my wrist in. It is showing bruises already. This is gonna hurt awhile.







“I thought you were out of town” I inquire.







“I was, but that last dream was so intense, I decided to cut my trip short, I needed see you” he replied. “We need to talk” I said.







“Yes, Love and we will as soon as your better. Tonight we will just be together. I want nothing but you to sleep and forget.” He said.







“I am tired. Are you really going to stay” I asked.







“Yes, love just to be here when you wake.” he tells me.



We lay together on the bed. Cuddled up to each other, nothing more, he strokes my hair and kisses my forehead, my cheeks; Nothing more. No small talk, no sex, just together. I am safe now. Nothing can touch this time together. I get sleepy and fall into a deep sleep. I am content. I know he is there and I am safe.







I woke up to find myself alone and cold. Did I dream last night? Did it really happen? What did they do with Tom? I hear sounds from the kitchen area. Someone is here, and then I remember Steven came to save me, Steven who was the caller on the talk radio, Steven who probably knows more about me than I care for him to. Will he stay now or leave me for good. I am afraid to bring up the subject.







He comes into the bedroom with a tray of coffee, fruit and bagels.







”You need to eat something.” he said. I sit up in the bed. I probably look a mess but I don’t care. He sits beside me and pours some coffee into our cups. I drink it, so warm and soothing. “Eat” he says and hands me a bagel. I eat as I’m told.







“I must cut our morning short. Some things have come up at the restaurant. I can have someone here in 5 minutes to be with you if you wish.” I must go into town.” he informs me.







“No, I’ll be fine; I have some things to take care of also.” I said.







“Are you sure, would take just a minute to get someone here or have you someone that I can call for you.” he asks. I think of Natasha, but decide not to call her. Too much would have to be said and I’m not quite ready for that conversation.







“No, Really, I’m fine, a little sore. I will just take a hot bath and rest.” I said.







“Okay then, how about I pick you up around 7 tonight. Then we can talk and have a nice dinner. Think you would be up to that” he asked me.







“Okay, sure.” I replied. Here we go, he is going to dump me for sure after that talk.







“I’ll leave you to it then. He kisses on the forehead and gets up to leave.



“You eat and rest. I will see you later tonight” he says. And off he goes out of my bedroom, out of my front door and I’m afraid after tonight out of my life.







I finish the bagel and drink another cup of coffee as told. I decide for a hot shower to wash the smell off of me. I can smell Tom’s cologne still. I’m disgusted with him. How did it get to this point? Did I do something wrong?. What am I going to tell Steven and how much do I tell him. How much does he already know? I realize he knows about the talk show, but how did he know it was me? So many questions to be answered, He’s going to leave me for sure and I know it.







Into the hot shower I go. The water is so soothing; washing away my sins. Well, Tom’s sins. What will happen to him? I didn’t even ask about that. He needs help but I am sure they will get if for him. I am sore from being manhandled. The bruises show on my side, my shoulder and my wrist. I am so glad he wasn’t a hitter. I would be worse off than this. I finish my shower and wrap my hair and myself in a large towel. I decide to sit on the bed and check my appointments. The bed is a mess. Those beautiful purple satin sheets were meant for my first night with Steven. Now they only remind me of my last night with Tom. I strip the bed clean and put them in the hamper. I don’t want to see them again. I sit on the unmade bed and check my book and the private line for any calls.







Natasha has called last night to make sure I got home okay. God, I don’t want that conversation, I put off the call. Baby Daddy has canceled, kids have the flu so he will reschedule or see next week. God, I am not ready to jump back into that either. “Hey, Babe, I’m in town, Where are you. Anyway, I need to talk so I’ll track you down. You can’t hide from me. I know you to well.” Tom says. Just what I did not need.







Some of the night comes back to my head. Why Tom, Why? No, I’m not gonna to this to myself. He needs to be healed. I will make sure he gets that much.







I spend the rest of the day laying around, catching up on emails. I avoid the phone, let them leave a message.







“Hello, Love, Could you meet me at the restaurant. I kinda tied here right now. I can send a car for you if you want? Just call me back and let me know. See you at 7pm.” Steven says to the message machine. I can’t get to the phone quick enough to pick up. And he is gone. Damn! I call back and get one of the employees. Steven has step away from the phone but they will take a message.







“Just tell him that Stacey will not need the car, and I’ll be there at 7 tonight” I tell the waiter. “Yes, mam Got it!” he says.







Now, the pain begins. I have to tell him the truth. I’m not sure how much he knows already. I need to come clean with him. The truth, no lies. Either he accepts it, or dumps me.







So, I get dressed and at 6:30 I head out to hail a cab. Lucky me I don’t have to wait long. When I reached the restaurant there are cars and flashing lights everywhere. What the hell happened? I pay the cabbie and get out. There are people and police all over the place. I head to the front door. A police officer stops me. “Mam, The restaurant is closed. This is a crime scene now. Just move along”.







I froze. Did he just say crime scene? Om my god! “What has happened, sir” I asked the policeman.







“Someone has been shot mam, just move along. This is none of your concern.” He replied.







“Shot! Who got shot? I was supposed to meet the owner Steven (Omg! I don’t even know his last name) here at 7. Who got shot?” I asked in despair.







Aw, mam, the owners been taken to the hospital, Baptist Memorial I believe. “I’m sorry mam are you related to the victim.” the officer asked me. My legs go weak. I feel like I’m spinning is a circle. I’m going to pass out. Steven’s been shot!













Meetin
 
 g His Others







I can’t get to a cab quick enough. “Baptist Memorial, please hurry” I tell the cabbie. Of course I get the slowest cab in town. “Could you step on it, sir. I need to get there quick” I pleaded with him. “Mam, we have to abide by state laws on the road. I am doing my best to get you there safely” he tells me. Fuck safe! I don’t know how badly off Steven is. What if he is dying?







“I’ll double your fare if you hurry.” I tell the cabbie. He likes that and moves quicker.







I can’t believe this is happening. Who, how did he get shot? How can I find him when I don’t even know his last name? Shit! Shit! Hurry up cabbie I think to myself; I‘ll start with emergency. “Just drop me at emergency entrance, please.” I said. “Yes, mam, sure thing, lickety split mam” He says with a smile. We finally get to the emergency room entrance. I throw the money at the cabbie and get out of the car. Damn cabs drivers!







The emergency room is full blown chaos. People waiting to been seen, others lying on stretchers. Must be a busy night here. I go to the counter and ask if someone was brought in that was shot in the last few hours. The nurse tells me there is two shot victims, do I know the name of the patient. “hmm, Steven is his first name” I tell her. “Oh, Steven Mancinelli. Room 12” she points toward the curtain behind her. Mancinelli, I heard that name before. Probably the name of the restaurant, not that i ever looked at the sign there.







I take in a full breath. I don’t know how much damage has been done. God, I hope he is alright.







“Can I go visit?” I ask the nurse. “Are you family, mam? She inquires. “Er, No just a friend.” I said.







“The Mancinelli’s family is seated in the waiting room. They can give you the progress of Mr. Mancinelli if they choose to. We have to keep it confidential here.” she says.







Family! I didn’t think he had family in town. They got here quick I headed to the waiting room area.







Seated in the waiting room was and older gentleman with salt and pepper hair, playing with a young child. There was a lady with long black hair and chestnut eyes in the corner. She looked up for a second at me, to the child and then back to her magazine. Then there was a man in a business suit, with jet black hair and coal eyes, talking on his cell phone. He was looking at me really hard. He was speaking Italian into the phone, so I figured that he must be related to Steven. I stood around waiting for him to get off the phone. He kept his eyes on me the whole time still talking into the phone. I felt kinda nervous about this stare he was giving me. Why is he looking at me so hard? I went ahead and sat down and waited.







When he got off the phone, he spoke to the older gentleman and the lady spoke back to him, in Italian. They must be together I thought. Next he turned to me and spoke English, “Excuse me, Mam Are you Stacey?” He asked. I smiled nervously at him.







“Yes, I was just wondering how Steven was. I’m a friend of his” I replied. He then spoke Italian again to the older gentleman and the lady. She said something that sounded like a spit in the face to him and looked back at her magazine. The tall man walked over to me extended out his hand.







“Hello, I’m Alfredo Mancinelli, this is my wife, Maria, my father Steven Sr and my Little girl Adriana. Steven said you would be coming. So glad to meet you” He said with a beautiful grin at me.







The women spoke Italian to Alfredo. She sounded annoyed. She kept looking at me then back at Alfredo. If looks could kill, I would be dead.







“Please, excuse my wife. She doesn’t speak good English. She wants to know how long you have known Steven?” he said.







“Oh, not long, maybe a few weeks now. He’s been out of town, so we haven’t got to see each other but a few times” I answered him. He goes into the Italian for his wife. His wife, well that’s good to know.







“Hello, so he’s talking?” I asked.







“Well, he woke up before he went into surgery to tell me you would probably be coming here.” he said.







“Surgery, he’s in surgery?” I asked.







“Si, Si, there is extensive damage to his right shoulder and arm. The surgeon said they needed to go in and do some mending. He will probably be in for hours.” Alfredo informed.







“Why someone would do this? “ I asked.







“I’m not sure of all the details. I was told some kind of madman came in and asked for him by name, then pulled a gun and shot him. Police are doing an investigation.” Alfredo answered. My heart was beating so fast then. I felt light-headed.







“Do you need to sit down, Stacey” Alfredo asked grabbing my arm.







“Yes, please. I can’t believe this is happening. Who could hate him that much to shoot him like that?” I asked. I was so ready to cry. I wanted to but not in front of his family.







“I do not know this, no enemies that I know of. The restaurant doesn’t keep much cash and this person didn’t even touch the register, just left out the front door.” he said. We were told they got a description of him though, they will find him.” Alfredo tells me.







I was totally numb. I still couldn’t understand why anyone would do this type of thing. And now we wait to see if he makes it thru surgery. This is going to be a long night.....







His Papa took the grandchild and mother home after a few hours, with a promise to return later. So it was just Alfredo and me. “So, you only have known Steven a short time? He talks so highly of you. I just figured you knew each other for a long while.” Alfredo asks.







“We haven’t known each other but a short time. He is a wonderful man. I enjoy being with him.” I said.







“That he is sweet on beautiful women, I can vouch for that” Alfredo says with a smile. “He has stolen many hearts, but his only belongs to one, he tells me” he says.







After about six hours, and lots of coffee, the surgeon comes out to tell he made it thru surgery just fine.







“We had to a lot of repair and there will be extensive recovery and therapy, but he should be fine. Very strong heart your brother has” the doctor tells Alfredo.







”Thank you doctor, yes Steven is a strong because he has a reason to be” looking my way and smiling. “So he is wake? I asked







“He is awake, they are just finishing up the dressing to his wound” the doctor tells us. He will be in and out of consciousness for a few hours, but he should be fine. I was never so glad to hear that. At least he is alive. I let out a heavy sigh. ”They will let us know when?” Alfredo asks.







“Yes, you can see him as soon as they finish.” The doctor replied. “Excuse me, I must call the family.” he says and walks away dialing his cell phone. Another hour goes by …...... We wait







The nurse comes out then and tells them they can visit Steven. Maria and Alfredo rise but not the older gentleman. He is still seated on the floor playing with the little girl. I’m not sure what to do. I’m not family so I wait to be asked. They both hurry to go to him and I just stand there. Finally I just sit back down and look at the older gentlemen and child.



“I can see why Steven is attracted to you, very beautiful you are.” he says, with a smile. I blush. “Glad to meet you finally. Steven has talked about you several times to me.” he tells me. Talked to him, his dad? “Oh! Very nice to meet you too” I said. What could he say to him, that I do a sex talk radio show, eat pasta that one of my prior subs has tried to have his way with me? Now I’m a little worried about what Steven really knows.







Alfredo and the lady come out of the room. “He wants to see you now, Stacey” Alfredo says to me pointing toward the closed curtain of Room 12. I take in a deep breath and walk toward the curtain. I pull back the curtain to go in. Steven is hooked up to so many monitors and gadgets I can hardly find him. They are all beeping and making noise. His chest is covered with white bandages from his shoulder to his stomach. I almost start to cry. When I look at him, all I can see is his eyes are closed.







Then they are open looking at me. I can see a smile forming on his lips.







“Hello, Love” he says to me and I melt. I almost run to his bedside.







“Oh my God, Steven who did this to you” I asked him. I don’t know if I can touch him.







“Not important, Love, I’m going to be fine.” He tells me. I reach over, trying not to touch anything and give him a small kiss.







“Now, I’m even better, thank you Love” he says.







“So you met some of my family, I see” he says to me.







“Yes, and I was just talking to your father. Such a nice man.” I said.







“You need to watch out for papa, he is a lady killer” He says with a grin. I look at him, seeing all these bandages around his middle. “So, how bad is this? “ I asked him.







“I won’t be running any marathons for a while, but I will be okay. It’s just a chest wound.” he says pointing to his upper right side. “Just a chest wound! Can you tell me what happened” I asked.







“Nothing to worry your pretty little head about, A few days they will let me go home. Then a little therapy to get movement back to my arm and I will be good as new, I could use a little more of that medicine you have though” he says to me grinning for ear to ear. I reach down again touching his face and kiss him again. He smiles up at me, that wonderful sexy smile and I melt again.







Still I’m afraid to touch anything. “So, Where does it not hurt the most” I asked.







“Well, here and here and here” he points to his cheeks and to his mouth.







“Well let’s start here,” and I kiss his cheek, “then here” I kiss the other cheek, “Then mostly here” I kiss him deeply and long. I hear the heart monitor start to beat faster and I smile. My own heart is racing too, and I am happy again. I am happy and I know I love him.










Get
 
 ting to know Steven







Visits to Steven in the hospital, was part of my daily routine. His smiles, warms my heart and I think me being there comforted him. He’s coming along nicely with healing and a little therapy.







“I decide to take some R and R at the cabin when I get out of here, Love” He tells me. “I want to you to come visit me there, you already know where it is.” he says with a smile and continues. “Maybe we could sponge bath each other? I’m gonna need to extra tender loving care during my re-cooperating.”. I smile at him and the thoughts start to come inside my head that balancing my career and life with that, not so good. I am not used to hiding my life from people. Until I have “the talk” with him, this is the way it has to be. I know now he was the caller on Radio line, but we haven’t discussed anything else. I decided to wait till he is better and he has not questioned my absences yet. I have to do some juggling and a few favors called, thank god for Natasha but I think I can do this for now.







Natasha is a godsend for me; A truly good friend. I told her my dilemma; my heart being torn between having a regular life again and one that I chose for myself. At the time I thought was best for all the right reasons, but now I question it. How can I leave what I chose, to be distant, let no one get close again, to this most loving and giving man that I have met. Can I leave what I know and join this? Will he even understand why I chose where I am now?



Steven’s family comes and goes, mentioning that its looks like he’s in good hands to me. Alfredo and Steven talk in Italian in front of me, and then always apologize for it. I don’t mind at all. They are co-owners in the restaurant so they have to talk business. “It’s just business, Love” Steven tells me. I have a sneaky suspension it’s more than that. They talk, then smile and look at me. Yeah, just business, huh!







Steven’s dad visit every day, He is such a hoot. Always flirting with me, as Steven said he would. He calls me “Margarita” which I think is the Italian equivalent to Stacey. He hugs me like I’m already his family. His dad brings food to Steven almost every day. I’m sure it’s from the restaurant. The smells are so enticing. He is such a sweetie and I really like him. Steven eats well and that is all that matters. His strength is returning.







Alfredo brings the wife and child on one occasion. She stares at me as if I was a ghost or something. I don’t think she likes me much. I keep my distance when she is there. She talks in Italian the whole time so I don’t have to join in the conversation. This is probably best. Alfredo always never makes me feel uncomfortable when he is here. He speaks Italian, but also in English. He is such a sweet man. After a week, they decide to let Steven go home. He is thrilled at getting out of the hospital. Alfredo makes sure the car is ready in front of the hospital to whisk him away to the cabin. I follow in my own car. Steven is still bandaged and requires dressing changes daily and therapy for the movement to regain in his arm. They arrange a nurse to come visit at the cabin for that.



The cabin is just as I pictured in my dream, Rustic with charm; same furniture from my dream, all rough wood with lots of pillows and color. The same staircase to his bedroom gives me a feeling of Dj vu as I go up the stairs. The last time I was here was for my own pleasure and his to. A smile comes to my lips “Reminiscing, Love? Soon, Love, Soon.” Steven says to me when he sees my smile.







I blush again. Damn! He gets to me. I love the way he calls me “Love”. It’s so sincere when he says it. Alfredo makes sure we have all the comforts needed and makes a list of things we might need. He is a very good brother, I must say. He is taking care of the restaurant, Steven’s needs and has a family to support. Then he is off to the restaurant and we are alone.







Steven is tired with all the commotion and sleeps awhile. The medicine is meant to keep up still, so he falls fast asleep for a while. I keep myself busy, putting things away, and fixing dinner. I really don’t know what he likes so I decide on homemade potato soup and salad. My baking skills and the kitchen cupboard allow me to gather the ingredients for a small mini loaf of fresh baked potato bread.







The smell in the house is delicious.







I check on him, trying to be quiet as a mouse. He is sleeping on his back; Feet outside the covers. Just like in my dream, or his. It takes all of my will not to want to go over to him and lay down. I want so much to hold him, kiss him, to cuddle up to him. I want to show him me, not a dream, not a fantasy, just me. God! How can I be so connected to someone I hardly know. And that hardly knows me. This is so unreal. I even feel comfortable in the house. It’s like I have lived here. I shake it off and go check of the bread baking.







My thoughts go how to tell him everything about me. How will this work out. This is something I must do and soon. I’m getting in too deep, too fast. Will he accept my life into his or tell me to leave. I don’t know if I can change. It’s still too hard to trust someone else with my heart. I want to so badly. I can tell how he feels toward me. The eyes light up and he smiles every time he looks my way. He speaks to me with such sweetness. His touch is so warm and inviting. But, that haunting feeling of mistrust, betrayal, and hurt, and depression are so close. This will be hard to do.







Dinner is ready so I go to check on him again. His eyes are open. He is sitting up in the bed. He looks right at me and smiles, holding his hand out to me. I go to the side of the bed and sit down carefully. Breathe girl!. He kisses my hand taking a breath in.







“Do you need anything? I asked him. “I have some food ready when you are.” I said







“In a minute, Love, right now I want to thank you for coming into my life. I know you want to talk, I can tell. I need to talk about some things with you also. But for now, Can we just enjoy each other’s company a little while longer. There is nothing that cannot wait till we are both ready” he says to me. I nod but I have to say something now before my world comes crashing down on me.







“Yes, I need to talk to you, to straighten things, right. It can wait if you’re wanting to” I told him. He looks at me, with that smile again.







“There is nothing you could tell me that matters anymore. We are meant to be together, that I already know. You might not realize it, but I know. Trust me?” he reassures.











Love
 
 in the Tub







“I could really use a shower or bath, do you mind helping me off with some these clothes? I am not shy and you have already seen all that I have to offer.” he said smiling at me. I blush, like a schoolgirl, but nod again and start to undress him. He has only one arm and bandages on his chest to shoulder so how could I refuse. This is gonna be fun, even if he can’t return the favor as of now. I going to get my eye’s full anyway. It’s not easy getting the shirt off. He winces a little while removing the sleeve. I try to be as careful as possible.







“It’s OK, Love, my pills are just wearing off and I am not ready to take anymore now.” he said.







He moves closer to me wrapping his good arm around me. He takes in a breath that seems to calm him.







“You are all the medicine I need right now” he tells me. Pulling me closer to him a little rough, he kisses my neck, then my cheek, then my eye, then my mouth. He stays there exploring inside with his tongue. I take advantage myself exploring inside his. He smells my hair, and lets out a long sigh.







“Yes, I want to make love to you now, but it will have to wait till I am able to use both my arms. I want to show you how a woman is supposed to feel and how I can please you. We have other ways to feel for now, and I plan to take full advantage of that. I hope you will too” He breathes into my ear.







Oh, God, does he realize how good he is at talking to women? I am aroused just with his words. I move back slightly to finish undressing him. I will not refuse myself either a first peek. His body is young, his skin taunt, his muscles are tight, not bad, and not bad at all.







My dreams did not give him the credit he deserves. I fight my emotions not to throw him down on the bed and fuck him, right there and right then. I feel shaky undoing his pants. He lets me take my time.







This is like unwrapping a present. It’s something you always wanted and you know it. Slowly I down his zipper. He stands there looking down at me. His eyes are changed. Ah, is that lust I see?







I pull his pants down, slowly from one hip down, then the other, and there he is just in his boxers. He stares at me, nothing needs to be said. His manhood is showing all I need to know. I have aroused him. Kneeling in front of him, I finish pulling his pant legs off, and he raises his legs one at a time helping me. Nothing needs to be said. We both know what we want. It’s in his eyes and mine, but I can’t, not yet.







I get up and tell him “Let me start the bath water, I’ll be right back. I walk towards the bathroom. Good thing there is a nice big garden tub. I lean over the tub to turn on the faucets. My mind is on the man in the other room. I add some soothing salts to the water and stir it. Not too much water, he is still bandaged; Just enough to wet him, Just enough to wet that gorgeous body that I’m going to get to bathe. My inner core starts to tickle, just enough to wet his nakedness and his cock. Will he let me bathe his body, his manhood, will he let me? When I rise up and turn, he is standing there.....naked.







I can see he is more than ready for much more than a bath. “Are you not going to join me?” he asks me.







“There is plenty room in there for both of us. It would please me much.” he says. You don’t have to ask me twice.







I start undressing with him watching. I undo each button slowly, teasing him. I remove my shirt and let it drop to the floor. Then I unzip my jeans for him. He has not taken his eyes off of me. Drinking it in with his eyes and I entertain him. Slowly I pull them from my hips; one then the other, a little hip sway doesn’t hurt either. I am standing there in panties and bra. He is staying at me still. Lust is full in his eyes.







“You are beautiful, much more than I have seen in my dreams. Come here” he says. I do as I’m told. He wraps his good arm around me and kisses me deeply. I return the kiss as best as I can. I am in heaven, here now with Steven.







He has undone my bra. Damn schoolboy thing, but I love it. It falls to the floor between us. He bends and kisses neck, my chest, my nipples, licking and sucking between each kiss. I am so aroused. Is this love or lust? I do not care or want to know. I return his kisses with several to his neck. I nibble his ear and suck at the tip. A little bite on the lope; He groans. His one good hand roams over my body and I do the same. I get to explore him more. I reach down and touch his cock. It’s already so hard and erect. My first instinct is to kneel down and enjoy him fully. It takes all my might not to do this, but I don’t. “Let’s get into to water” he says. His breathing is labored. He helps me remove my panties, kneeling on one leg in front of me. He kisses my hips on both sides, taking a little nibble there, then my goddess spot; A little tongue action just inside to get me aroused more; my one arm bandit, so sweet. I help him off the floor and then into the water first. He does not release my hand but pulls me in with him. We are standing now in the tub. It’s quite a large tub, plenty of room for both of us and more. He sits down pulling me to him. I sit between his legs.







He kisses me again, deeply, exploring my neck, my face, and my breasts. His breathing gets heavy. I can hear his heart beating fast as well as mine. I don’t know how much more I can take. My inner goddess is fighting with me. Fuck him! Fuck him now! She is saying. No, I tell her, slowly, he is hurt, I must be careful. I reach down and take his manhood in my hands. He doesn’t need any help in that location, but I like the feel of it. I stroke him with my hands, running my hands up and down his shaft. I want him so bad, but I hold back. I kiss his neck, his chest, I bite his nipple. Another sigh escapes his lips. This is so hot. I am so fucking hot, so full of lust for him and him for me.







I lower my head to enjoy his cock now. I look up to him to see if he is fine with this. He eyes are so full of lust now, I don’t have to ask. I take his manhood in my mouth, so sweet. I lick and suck up and down the shaft. He groans throwing his head back. He eyes are closed. I take him fully in my mouth.







This is not easy to do, he is quite large. I am enjoying myself and he is enjoying it too. I massage his balls with my other hand as I take him again all the way down. Pulling back up, sucking the whole way. He puts his hand on top of my head then. My one arm bandit. He wants more I see. I start to move up and down quicker, so sweet, and so delicious he is. I can’t get enough of him. He groans again and then he stops me. I look up at him again. Did I do this wrong? I question myself.







“No, love, I want to be inside you, I want to look into your eyes when we come together, please.” he said. I have no problem wanting to please him. I sit on top of him, straddled across his legs. I rest my arms on his shoulders, being so careful not to hurt him. His eyes are so full of lust. Mine are too. I don’t think he feels any pain right now, only wanting. I position myself above him and place him inside me as we look at each other’s eyes. He closes his for just a second, as I do mine. God, he is so huge but I take him inside me, all of him. I move slowly up and down, staring at his face, his eyes. He has one arm on my hip, helping guide me. I move again a little faster. I don’t know how long I can hold back.







He looks at me, deep inside my eyes to my soul. I do this also into his eyes. No words are needed. He kisses me hard then, his tongue is fervent inside my mouth. Going deeper and deeper, exploring all of me as I do him. I move quicker now, faster, up and down on his manhood. He moves his hips to meet me. I groan, tilting my head back. If there is a heaven on earth, we have both found it. I explode looking at his eyes; He groans and does the same. We are one, the both of us, for one second we are one. I stare at him, this man I am falling in love with. This man’s my savior, my love.







He wraps his arm around me and I do the same. We are still breathing hard. “Are you okay, “Did I hurt you?” I asked him.







“No my love, I am fine, better than fine, I just tasted heaven. This is so much better than our dreams. You find this once in a lifetime, Love and I plan to hold onto it as long as you let me. See, I told you we are meant to be together, forever and always.” he tells me.







Forever and always, he tells me. I feel the same but my past, my present haunts me. Forever, not sure. Always, I hope so. I plan to enjoy this feeling as long as I can, till he learns more of me and leaves.







I pick up the sponge and some liquid bath soap. I bathe him slowly. He sits there staring at me, smiling and watching. I rinse the soap off, he is still watching me. I wash his manhood. He just keep smiling and staring at me. He is getting aroused again, so I stop. He likes this as much as I do. I wet his hair and add some shampoo to lather up. He closes his eye while I rinse the shampoo out. I look at him then. This man that I am falling for, how can I leave now? I am torn, so torn.







I start to rise to get out of the tub and he grabs my arm. “No, Love, It’s my turn’ He says. I sit back down. “But you are hurt. We need to get you out of this water and re-bandaged.” I said.







“It can wait” he says. He takes the sponge from the side of the tub. I help him put the liquid soap on it, my one armed man. He rubs my chest, my arms, my legs, my back, my belly and my. I am aroused again. I look at him. He likes this. I kiss him and he returns the kiss, deeply. God!, this is too much. I can’t get enough of him. “We need to get you out of the water” I said smiling. He sighs, “Okay, your right.” he says. I rise to help him out. I wrap a towel around him. “Let me get this wet bandage off.” I said.







When I remove it, I see the real damage that is done to him. I was not ready.











Love
 
 is Hurt







His chest is black and blue. There is a huge hole that has been stitched up at the upper area above his right nipple and shoulder. It is so bad. He will have a scar. I want to cry for this man. Why would someone do this? I want to touch it but I am scared to.







“Does it hurt bad, Steven” I asked him.







“Yes, Love, but it will heal and I will be good as new.” he tells me.







“You will have a scar. “ I said.







“Doesn’t matter, Love, I would have taken another to keep you safe.” He says. His face is changed. Not a sad or happy, just a determined expression.







“For, me? I don’t understand.” I said confused.







“It is not for you to worry about anymore.” He said quickly, still with that determined face.







“I still don’t understand, not to worry about anymore. Someone hurt you over me? Who? You tell me now.” I demand. I look at him frantic. I would never want to cause someone pain for me. Who would want to hurt Steven over me? I barely have met anyone or know anyone that has known us together.







“Sit down, Love. I didn’t want to talk about this yet. It’s all taken care of. That shit is not gonna hurt you anymore” he said.







“You sit down; I need to bandage this wound. He added.







“And you’re going to tell me all of it now.” I said.







He does as I ask. I get the medical supplies I need and start to wrap his shoulder again. I look at his eyes. He seems to be reluctant to tell me. “Talk” I said.







“After I called you the other night about meeting me at the restaurant, I got a call to the front. I must say I was a bit distracted about us when I went up there. All I remember is seeing the back side of a gentleman, with black hair. I thought it was a gentleman. When he turned around, it was that shit I found at your apartment. I believe his name is Tom? Well, Next thing I see is a gun. I didn’t have time to think. I lunged towards him and the gun went off. That’s all I remember. I could hear people yelling, the front door bell, I passed out.” he said. I froze right in the middle of bandaging him. “Tom, did this to you? “ I asked.







“When I came to my senses I was looking at my brother Alfredo. He told me I was shot and in the ambulance. All I could think of was you. I warned Alfredo that he might be going for you next. Alfredo assured me he would make sure you were taken care of. I knew you would come to the hospital as soon as you found out, so Alfredo job was easier to do. Forgive me, Love, I had you followed from that point on, unless you were with me. Alfredo suggested the cabin to make it harder for him to get you. He is still out there, hidden. The police have looked for him at the condo, his business, even your place. He has not been found yet. I was just afraid, Love, that he is still so mad, he might try to kill you, as he tried with me. You must stay here with me as much as possible so I can protect you.” he finished.







Tears started to form in my eyes. I’m not sure how I can make this better.



“I am so sorry, Steven. This is my fault. I was trying to end my friendship with Tom. He never was this far out of his mind. We have been friends a long time. I never thought he would go so crazy on me. He needs help not jail. I am so sorry. This is all my fault.” I said, tears rolling down my cheeks.







He wipes my tears away with his handkerchief. “Love, you can’t take blame for all the craziness in this world. Jail is too good for him. If I hadn’t got to you, god knows what shape you would have been in. When I think what could have happened to you if I hadn’t showed up.” He closed his eyes and lets out a long slow breath.. “Thank God, I did! He would have been dead if anything had happen to you. I would have killed him myself!” Steven tells me. I can see the rage in his eyes.







“No, Steven, Don’t throw him in jail, he needs professional help. You don’t know his background like I do. He’s not like this. I enraged him. I was breaking it off and when he saw your card and the flowers, he just went berserk. Tom would not have hurt me; he just wanted me to love him. But, I couldn’t, not the way he wanted me to. I don’t believe he would have killed me.” I said.







“Stacey, I’m not backing down here. Love, he could have killed you. Don’t ask me to let him get away with this. He will get help, just after he is locked away for good. He will be charged with Kidnapping, Assault and attempted murder times two. I am not backing down, Love” He said.







“Then I guess I need to get him a good lawyer and some therapy as soon as possible.” I replied to Steven, looking in his eyes. I am in control but I am scared what he is going to say now. He looks at me with shock and hurt on his face. He takes my hand into his and kisses it. I feel the burn of his lips.



“You’re really going to do this aren’t you, Love.” he says.







“Yes, Tom needs help, not jail” I replied.







“Did we just have our first fight, Love? He looks into my eyes.







“I’m not backing down either, the bastard will go to jail for a long time, therapy or not.” I’m going to protect you whether you like it or not!” he says.











Many
 
 reasons to Love







I know I’m gonna have a battle now with Steven. Tom really needs professional help. I am determined to get this for him. He is my friend, crazy but my friend for a long time. I have no clue where to find him. He must be in hiding somewhere, so I think.







Steven is still attentive to me as before. This has not changed him. We eat together; bathe together, love together for another day. No more talk of Tom ever comes up. He tells me about the winter at his chalet home, skiing the slopes then sitting by the fire at night. He tells me about his time at the cabin.







This is his favorite place to be. The quiet is very relaxing. We sit by the lake every day and talk. I learned about this family, his love of music, art and the old ways from his country. He loves his restaurant so much. The recipes are from the old country. He has always loved to cook. I had that special treat from him. He now helps me in the kitchen to prepare our meals. We are happy and I smile a lot. I dream of him, think of him all the time.







That night, we make love again in his bed. His attention to detail is amazing. Even with one arm, he can give me so much pleasure. I can’t get enough of him or him of me. His kisses to my body are like burning fire. I have never had so much pleasure from one man in my life. He warms me up with kisses to every part of me, speaking in Italian and calling me “My Love” brings me to new erotic heights. That tongue, in my most intimate places, flicking and sucking bring me to climax so quickly. I have so many that I lose count. My breasts, my thighs are on fire. I can’t get enough.







I return my passion to him also. I find new spots that really turn him on. His ears are so amazing to suck on and he likes it. His nipples are so erect from my exploring with my tongue, sucking gently to arousal. I nibble and take small bites down his chest, being careful not to hurt him. I find that inside his thigh is a new spot of pleasure. I lick and kiss and suck him on both thighs. His eyes are so full of lust.







Slowly I move my tongue up and down his shaft, looking into his face. He groans and throws his head back when I take him into my mouth. I can take all of him, fully erect. He grabs my head again and pushes it down slowly.







His breathing is heavy as is mine. I am not done. I kiss his belly, suck on his bellybutton. I mount him now facing him. He gently guides me holding my hips. “Love, look at me” he says. I lower myself on him while looking into his eyes. I can feel the sweet hotness of him. His eyes close for a second. When he looks at me again, I can see his lust. I am falling for this man, falling to hard and too fast. I move up and down slowly at first then faster. He returns the rhythm with his hips. We stare at each other, breathing heavily, looking into each other’s eyes. So full of lust, sweat, heaven again. I throw my head back as we come together. He groans my name in my ear. “My Stacey, My sweet love” he says. We are spent, together in each other arms. He strokes my hair, my face. We fall asleep wrap around each other, together.







I dream of our lovemaking. I seem to be falling for him. I am content with this man. I finally found a reason to be happy. Will he accept me as I am? I am smiling in my dreams and he is too. We walk together in the forest holding hands. He stops and kisses me hungrily. I return with the same hunger. Our tongues are intertwined as one together, exploring each other fully. I want more and more. We bath in the lake naked together. He makes love to me there again. I am wrapped around him so tightly.







He is such a sweet lover. He knows my body fully now. As I do his. He is like a drug to me. I can’t get enough.







I wake to this wonderful man beside me, wrap around me, holding me tightly. I don’t want to move while in his arms. I am so content there. But, I must. I slowly unwrap his arms from my waist. Being as quiet as a mouse I get out of bed and head for the shower. The water is so warm against my skin. I think of our times together while bathing. I can’t stop smiling. I am falling in love, again. I pray it’s for the last time and forever.







Will he understand my lifestyle? Can I change and be with just him? I am worried what he will think of things I’ve already done. Stop it, Stacey! my inner voice tells me. Stop worrying so much. Just live for this moment, for now. Enjoy this happiness as long as you can. Until it ends......







I finish showering and wrap myself in a towel. I check on him and he is still sleeping. I must have worn him out last night. He-he. I smiled again. Down the stairs I head to make some coffee. I am so comfortable in his house. It’s like I’ve always been here. The coffee’s smell is intoxicating. I wish the coffee tasted as good as it smells. I make a cup and head outside to sit on the porch. It’s so peaceful here. Just me, the lake, and forest sounds. I close my eyes to drink it all in, smelling my coffee.







“Enjoying the view again I see, Love?” Steven said. He wraps his good arm around me, kissing to top of my head. “I am enjoying my view too, Love. I can’t stop watching you. Even when you’re gone, I see you here. You are in my dreams, my thoughts all the time. We are meant to be together, Love. I want us to be together forever. I won’t push the issue, but I want you with me all the time. We could live here or at the chalet, doesn’t matter, as long as you’re with me. I want you to think about it, no hurry just think about it, please Love? It would make me so happy to have you here all the time.” he said.







I turn and look at this man, the one thing that makes me happy. The one person I am falling for. His eyes tell me he means whatever he is saying. The one person that calls me Love. Does he love me? He has never said the words, but then again neither have I. At least not to him. This is a lot to think about. This would be a major change and I would have to come clean to him about me. Is he ready to accept my lifestyle or am I ready for a change. Still, I have to tell him who I really am. But, not today, not yet. “I will think about it” I told him, smiling.















Fixi
 
 ng a Lost Love







We have a small breakfast on the porch. He is so happy, always smiling at me; Small kisses to my neck as he passes to get more coffee. I am drowning in contentment. But, back to reality I must go. As much as I love this dream world we have made for each other, I have to take care of Tom.







The nurse comes daily to change his bandages and has him do a little therapy with his arm. He is still sore as hell and bending is a problem. He tells her that I am all the therapy he needs. So sweet this man, I don’t want to lose him, but I need to get home to help Tom.







I have to get home to my phone book to find Tom. “I need to go home for the day, Steven, just to catch up with business and things. I won’t be long.” I said to Steven. “I’ll go with you. We can run by the restaurant for lunch and a visit. I need to get out of here myself.” he tells me. I know what he’s doing. Trying to watch over me, and watch what I do also I’m afraid.







“Okay, want me to drop you there on my way home, and then I can come back for lunch.” I said with a smile.







“I think I should go with you to the apartment first, just to check it out again, but it’s your call, Love” he said.







“Well, I have security so, I think I will be fine. I am not sure how long I’ll be, so let me drop you at the restaurant and meet you later okay?” I replied. I can tell he is not happy with this but I need alone time to track down Tom and answer some messages that are private.







“If you must, I will call Alfredo to plan my visit.” He said and continued,







“We drive into town in my car, and you know I only want to protect you, just to make sure your safe. I am not planning to interfere in your life, Love.”







“I know you mean well, Steven, but I’m okay with being in the apartment alone. I promise I will not be long.” I said.







He is quiet on the trip to the restaurant, planning something I’m sure.







When we arrive at the restaurant, Alfredo meets us at the car. He is smiling and happy to see Steven out for a change.







“Thank you, Stacey, for bringing him for a visit. He loves this place so much. I will make sure he behaves himself.” Alfredo said. I return his smile and told him, “I‘m sure you will have to keep him an eye on him. He is been good so far but you know him better than me” I said.







Steven is not happy with me at all. I can tell the way he is so quiet. He comes over to my side of the car and gives me a one armed hug.







“Be safe, love, for me, please” Steven whispers in my ear; A small kiss goodbye to my forehead, then my hand and walks away.







“I will be here in few hours to have lunch with you, I promise.” I said.







As I pull away, he watches me go. I feel like I just left my heart behind with him. He has really gotten to me. I am so scared now, that I may lose him. Am I falling for this man, this wonderful person that has come into my life? It’s gonna hurt when he leaves me because of my lifestyle, and I know it. Keeping things from him is killing me, but I’m not sure that I am ready to commit fully to one person. It is a little scary coming back to my home. Memories of Tom and me being tied coming flooding back.







He needs help, and all will be better for him. My flowers are wilted and I remove them to the trash. The card is still on the floor and I pick it up. Dearest Steven, so sweet, so intoxicating. I can smell his cologne on me still. Such a good lover and yes he knows women well. Our lovemaking is so erotic and electric even with one arm, he knows what please me. The memory of our time together last night come back to make me smile.







My phone is full of messages as is my email. I reply to as many as possible with short answers to get thru them. Natasha is having difficult time with tending to my clients and her business. I need to reschedule Baby Daddy and the Attorney. Karl is having another meltdown, so I call him and leave a message that I can see him tomorrow. They want me and not her. She is so sorry she could not help me with that. I arrange another appointment with them for next week, and promise a special treat. They are happy to hear from me again. I still have to do the radio spot in 2 days, so I call to make sure they still need me. How am I gonna work that out with seeing Steven at the cabin and doing my job. Well, he knows that I do the radio spot, so maybe I can do it from the cabin.







I call Natasha to let her know that I have rescheduled my clients. “Girl, so glad you called. Is Steven doing okay?” she asked.







“He’s coming along. It’s going to take a while to get full use of his arm back. I must tell you who did this to him. It was Tom. I need to find him now to get him some help. Steven wants to put him away in jail.” I said.







“Well, Stacey, I must agree with Steven. Some people are beyond help and he has been stalking you for a while now. That is why I never mix business with pleasure myself. A clean break is my motto, Tom is lucky to have you and you wanting to help him.” she said.







“If you see him or hear where he could be, please let me know.” I said.







“Sure thing and I will see what I can do to help you find him. He is probably hold up somewhere and scared shitless right now.” she said. I hang up with a promise to call back in a few days and meet for lunch to catch up.







I go thru my notes on Tom to see if I have a clue where to start to look. First I call the condo and leave a message for him to contact me on my private line. I let him know I’m not mad but we need to get this straighten out soon. What he did was wrong and I am still his friend but he needs to get some help. I call his cell also, but it just rings and never picks up. Not a good sign.







Karl rings back all upset. “Natasha told me what happened to you, Mam!” Are you okay? I need to see you for a session, but I can come right now if you need me” “he said.







“No Karl, I’m fine, just if you hear from Tom I need to see him. We need to get him some help. He is in a lot of trouble right now and I’m worried he will do something stupid.” I said.







“I will get my feelers out. We’ll find him. Don’t worry. I knew he was obsessed with you, but I thought he would get better when he started dating again. Have you tried Peg? He might be with her.” Karl said. I didn’t think about that.



“No, Tom said she broke it off with him, but maybe she took him in. I don’t have a number for her. Can you try to find out for me” I asked him.







“No problem, I know where she lives. I kinda helped introduce them. Let me see if I can find out something and I’ll call you back as soon as I see her.” He said.







“Karl, he maybe a little unstable so be careful.” I said. He agrees to be careful and we hang up. Okay, that is a good start.







Thi
 
 s is Gonna Hurt







I get ready for my lunch with Steven. The time has come to let him know some of my life. I have to work and earn my own money. I promised myself that I would always be independent after my first marriage failed. I cannot give up this completely, so I must talk to him about some of it at least. Today is as good as any I guess.







When I arrive at the restaurant he is busy talking in Italian with Alfredo. Something is off. He is mad and shaking his hand and pointing at Alfredo. Alfredo is rubbing his neck and looks at me. When Steven sees me his mood changes quickly. He walks over to me smiling and giving me a kiss.







“Hello, Love, How was your morning?” he said.







“Very productive, are you enjoying being back at the restaurant?” I asked him.







“Aw, yes, but Alfredo is fully capable of handling things.” he said.







“Come, let’s have a bite. I have something special being prepared for us.” he tells me. Steven leads me to the back room, to the same place he was sitting in when I first saw him. Just think what if I hadn’t looked back here that day with Tom. Would we have ever met?







He says something in Italian to the waiter and he hurries off to fetch whatever Steven has asked for. Steven reaches down and takes my hand. He kisses the top again, leaving that burning feeling on it. Will I ever get use to this man’s touch? I smile at him.







“So, have you thought about moving in with me, Love?” he asked. Shit, here we go, I feel the pain start.







“Steven, we need to talk about this. You said no hurry. As much as I love your company, I need my private time too. This is something we really need to talk about. We need to talk about me.” I said, looking into his eyes. I can tell already from his eyes that he is concerned.







The waiter returns with wine glasses, a wine bottle and some bread sticks. He places them on the table.







Steven is staring at me the whole time holding my hand. The waiter opens the wine and pours into Steven’s glass. He is still watching me. He takes a sip, nods his head yes and the waiter pours the wine into both our glasses, then leaves. He is waiting for me to speak. This is gonna hurt and I know it.







I take a deep breath.







“Steven, listen, I have a certain lifestyle, one you don’t know everything about. You already know about the talk show. You’ve told me you called in before, but there is more you don’t know.” His eyes never leave mine. He is still holding my hand. This is harder than I thought. How much do I tell him? I need to come clean but I don’t want to lose him yet.







“Yes, Love. I know about the talk show, I listen to you every night just to hear your voice. If that is what concerns you? I have no problem with it. I know you can do that from home, any home.” he said. Shit, he is not going to make this easy for me. He must know more than he is telling me.







“Well, there’s more.” I said. Breathe girl, I tell myself.







“Steven, I have clients also, Clients that I help with their needs; More of a one on one basis. It’s how I earn my living. When I was divorced, it was a struggle for me in many ways. I wanted nothing to do with loving anyone. I wanted to keep my distance from all of that kind of life. But, I had to earn a living. A very good friend taught me how to do that. I learned a way to earn money by helping people with special needs. Ones I could fill without getting close. These clients need me for private sessions. I need my privacy to do this and they depend on my discretion. It’s very important to them and me.” He is still holding my hand. Is that a good sign?







“Okay, so you have a studio or something they come to, not a problem. You could go back and forth from any of my homes to do that.” he said. He is still looking at me, but I see his brow is furrowed.







“Steven, I do have a studio, and yes I go to some of them. They are very private also. I am careful who I choose to have as clients. I don’t think you understand what it is I actually do.” I said







“You help people work out their sexual needs. There is nothing wrong with that. You’re very good in bed” he smiles at me then, “so I can see why you chose that field of work. I’m sure you help many people work out their sexuality desires and how to please others. A sex therapist is an important career.” he says.







“If you’re trying to tell me about you having a fetish yourself, I already know that too, from the talk show, remember. I asked if you would be the one getting spanked, instead of spanking someone. We have not tried that yet, but I think I know what you like.” He smiles. “And we have shared a dream too” Another smile but full of lust.







Okay, now I’m in shock. Well, here goes all of it.







“So you understand what I do. I am a Dominatrix; I help people with their fetish fantasies. I dress up, spank, handcuffing, bondage, feathering, special request. No penetration sex, just fetish, dresses up and bondage and you don’t have a problem with that.” I asked him again in shock.







He smiles and kisses my hand. “No Love. As long as I am the only one you actually have sex with, there is not a problem. Give me some credit too, Love. I have known all about you for a long time. Your night talk shows are the hit of my evenings, especially in my dreams.” he tells me with a smile, “And you already know about my special playroom. You've only been there in a dream but I want that to change. I have my own sexual desires and fantasies. I want to show them to you and please your own desires too. So, what is the problem with you moving in with me?” he asked.







My Lu
 
 st or Love







I am in shock. Did he just tell me that it was okay to keep my clients? I stare at him blankly for a minute. This man that I am truly falling for has just said I can keep my income and still have him for my own. I don’t think I can find the right words to say how happy I am right now.







“Steven, Are you sure? Some of the request gets really kinky. It’s not just dress up. I want you to completely understand what it is I do.” I asked him.







“I fully understand and I don’t see the problem. I have been around awhile and know a lot about fetishes and fantasy fulfillment. I have told you, I have had many loves, but not many lovers, remember? I am very particular who I sleep with. You are the first in a very long time I have chosen to be with sexually, so, is that the only problem you were concerned with? Anything can be worked out for both our enjoyments, Love” he said. Then he does that smile I love so dearly.







Wait a minute. He knows about fetishes and fantasies. Okay, I get that but how? Does he have his own or does he please others also. I must ask.







“When you say you know of this, do you mean for your own enjoyment or as in pleasing others like I do?” I asked.







“I don’t get paid, if that is what you mean. I do have my own fetishes that I am sure you will discover soon, but yes I have pleased others in the past.” he said. “Now I have my own questions to ask you, Love. Do you have any subs now? I know Tom was one at another time, but are there others?” he asked me with no change to his facial expression.







This will probably be the deal breaker. I can feel the hurt building inside me already. “I have one. I see him once a week but no sex. We are more friends but he does have a bondage spanking fetish that I take pleasure in helping him with.” I said honestly as honesty is best at this point.







“I won’t ask anything of you except you won’t have any sex with him. And in return I will keep myself for only you.” he said.







“What do you mean, Steven? Do you have someone also?” I asked.







“Yes, I do have one, but as you say no sex, just a fetish desire that I fulfill for her.” he said.







Why did I just feel the green eyed monster rising up my throat? And why would I want to make demands on Steven that I can’t keep myself.







“May I ask her name?” I asked a little jealous.







“I think its best we don’t speak of names. I will trust you and I hope you trust me. I know you are probably close to your sub as I am mine. So trust is the issue here. Can you trust me?” he asked.







I think for a minute. Why should I not trust him? He is willing to trust me. This is all so new. I can have my cake and eat it to. Well, there is a first time for everything. “Okay, I will trust you and you trust me too.” I said.







“That’s my girl! Please come and live with me. We are meant to be together as I told you before.” he says. I nod my head, Steven rises and comes around to my side of the table and wraps his arms around me and kisses me deeply and my legs feel like jelly. Our breathing is labored and he whispers in my ear, “Oh My Love, Stacey. You have made me the happiest man. This life of ours will be written about in history. We will have stories for many generations to come.”







I am not too sure........I will keep my apartment just in case.







 Dream comes true?







I move into the cabin with Steven. This is not something that I take lightly. I have fallen for this man too fast, to hard and I know it. We will last or will we fall?







Our weeks of togetherness continues, I go and see my clients, do my talk shows from his home and have time with my sub at my apartment. He tends to his restaurant and sees his sub while I’m gone. We make sure not to talk about each other’s sub business. The nights are filled with just us. We cook together, bathe together, love together. No love is spoken just our lust is filled.







“Get up off your knees. You’ve been a bad boy this week and need your spanking.” I said to Karl.







Our session today is the normal. Drinks, talk about his love affairs, then the bondage. Karl enjoys being tied and handcuffed, hanging from the ceiling and spanked. His pain tolerance is stronger now. It takes me longer for him to give the secret word. I never leave permanent marks, but the redness is brighter today.







“Are you going to be good now? I would hate to have to chain you and use my strap on that pretty ass of yours.” I said.







“Yes, mistress, I will be good, I promise.” Karl is finally done.







Karl is noticing my glow. “Stacey Mam, you look different. What have you done? New haircut or color?” he asked.







“I’m just more settled, Karl.” I said with a smile.







“No, there is something, give it up. Wait! I know are you in love?” he asked all excited. I just smiled and keep my thoughts to myself.







“Next week?” I said ignoring his questions.







Tom has not been found. Karl tried all he could but we still don’t know where he’s hiding out.







“He will turn up at your doorstep, mam. Don’t worry about him. You just be happy.” Karl tells me before he leaves.







My talk shows are three nights a week now. Steven allows me to share his study for privacy. Tonight’s show was more for the fetish crowd. Wife swappers, Nipple wax dripping, and the like. I was pretty beat by the end of my session. When I emerge from the study, Steven is waiting with a fire lit, candles and drinks.







He only has his blue jeans on. His hair is messy and I can’t stop staring at him. God, he looks good.







“Come here, Love! I have something special for you this evening.” he tells me. I still catch my breath when I look at him. Will I ever get use to this? I can’t get enough of him. It’s not just the sex, but something else. I want more.







I do as he bids me. He takes my hand and seats us on the couch in front of the fire. “So, this special treat of yours, do I get to guess?” I asked him smiling.







“Well, have your drink first, Love. Then I think it’s time for us to play.” He said. I look up at him while sipping my drink.







“Play” I asked.







“I have something to show you after you finish your drink.” he replied.







He takes my hand and we walk to the other end of the hall from our bedroom. I know of the locked door at the end. I have never been in it. I respect his privacy there. He unlocks the door and opens it.







“This is my domain; my playroom. I think it’s time we shared it” he said. I look around to see four poster beds with purple sheets in the center of the room. There are straps on the posters. The room does not have much light. To the right wall is a bureau with drawers. Beside the bureau is a hanging all the usual tools of the trade, straps, whips, crops, silk scarves and ties, rope, and a leather strap.







I remember it from my dream. I don’t know why, but I get turned on just thinking about that dream. I never have mentioned this to Steven, but I think he picked up on it earlier in a conversation I was having with Natasha. I smile at him.







“And just what did you have in mind?” I asked.







“Well, since you have pleased me so much this last few weeks, I think it’s my turn to please you.” Steven replied. He walks over to the dresser and takes out a box.







“A present for you, Love” He says handing it to me. I open it to find a sheer black corset with garter, belt and silk stockings.







“Are you sure this is for me or more for you? And what no panties?” I asked smiling at him.







“Well, both of us. The thought of you wearing this for me, Go change Love” he said.







That mischievous smile of his makes me weak and I can’t resist him. Oh, this is gonna be good. When I return wearing my new corset garter stocking combo, Steven is already set the mood for us. Candles are everywhere and music is playing. He is standing by the bed waiting for me. I walk toward him feeling a little scared. Yes, we had this in my dream but now in real life I am a little worried. Steven has his hand out waiting for me to take it. He is smiling while looking at me. I want to please him so much. Steven kisses me so tenderly and I lose my breath. He wraps his arms around me and hugs me so tightly. Then he whispers in my ear, “Love, You must trust me. We have been here before in our dreams. I will not hurt you. This is for both our enjoyments. I so want to make you happy and I can if you let me. I have so much to show you. Please Love, Trust me?” he said almost pleading. How can I say no to this man? I have to trust him. This feeling I have has been a long time coming for another man. I love him.







He plants small kisses to my face, neck and shoulders from behind. I am already turned on. He nibbles on my ear and whispers, “Ho voglia di te di, My Love. voglio tenerti vicina a me , My Stacey. ll tuo  tutto per me.” His breath is hot against my neck. I don’t know what he said, but I’m so turned on by his words in Italian. Then he slaps my ass hard. “Ouch! That hurt, but not too bad” I said in surprise. He moves to the front of me and kisses the top of my breasts, moving from one side to the other.







I wrap my arms around him. He shakes his head no, taking my arms away. “No my love, this is all for you. Lay down for me. Then he ties my wrist to the bedpost. Smiling he pulls a blindfold out of his back pocket; he hides my eyes from his sight. Oh, God! Trust him, my inner goddess says to me.







Steven takes my feet in his hand and kisses them. He gets in between my legs, placing them of each side of him. My inner goddess is in heaven right now. She is smiling. I am already so wet, just from his talk and kisses. He kisses then bites my ankles, my calves, moving from one leg to the other, slowly moving up to my thigh. He kisses my stomach, lingering at my belly button with his tongue. His hands are roaming down my hips, thighs, then under my ass. He pauses there a moment. I know he’s smiling that lusty way he smiles. I can feel it. Then he starts to kiss, lick, and nibbles my, oh god, my pleasure parts.







I can’t help but squirm. His hands under my ass hold me in place. I am so close to.. .then he stops. “No Love, I’m not near done yet.” he says.







Steven straddles my center then. He starts to undo the front of the corset. He kisses and licks every single open area that he undoes the clasps from. There are many of them. Every so often he blows warm air there after he kisses and licks. I am so hot, so ready by the time he finishes. God, Fuck me, shit! He opens the corset completely, exposing me fully to his eyes.







“God, Love you are so beautiful. I could eat you.” he said. Then he sucks and bites on my nipples that are already hard. He undoes the garter straps, one at a time, kissing my thighs. Moving up toward my breasts; again that sucking and nibbling to my nipples. How much more can I take.







He then kisses my mouth. Deeply, reaching with his tongue. He is so hot and ready to. I can feel him thru his jeans. I pull the straps on my wrist. I want to touch him, to wraps my arms around him. “Let me go” I tell him in between the kissing. “No Love, this is all for you. I will not let you go. I am in control here and I am not done yet.” he tells me through his hot lusty breath. He sits up and undoes his pants. I can hear the zipper coming down. Finally, Damn Time! I say to myself. He gets off the bed and removes his jeans.







He gets between my legs again, spreading my legs around his waist. He goes back to my inner pleasure part, this time deeper, stronger, probing with his tongue, massaging with his lips, biting with his teeth my clitoris. Oh My God! Pain but not bad. I am so ready now. His hands pull my ass off the bed so he can get deeper into me. He flicks his tongue in and out of my most private area, so quickly, and then he bites my clitoris again, just a nibble but oh my, the pleasure I am feeling. I can’t help but have another orgasm, so many times. Oh My God!





Then he is on top of me, inside me. Thrusting hard with so much force, we come together. He calls my name as he comes. I moan in ecstasy. God, this is so hot. We are spent. Both of us are breathing hard. He leans down and kisses me again, whispering those words again. Now he unties me and takes the blindfold off.. My arms are so weak at this point; I just wrap them around him. He rolls me over on top of him, and slaps my ass hard. Ouch! I look up at him. “What was that for?” I asked.







“That cute ass is mine, so I don’t have to have a reason.” he replied with a mischievous smile. We lay together for a while. There is no talking, just cuddling till we fall asleep.







My mind wonders if he does any of this with his sub. “Stop it!” My inner goddess says, don’t ruin the moment.











Wi
 
 th Love is Pain







I can’t stop smiling. What has this man done to me? Natasha is staring at me across the table. “Girlfriend, I think he is getting to you. Your face is all glowing. Come on, spill it” she said. I smile bigger.







“Oh Natasha, I’m so happy. He understands my needs and wants. Steven doesn’t care that I want to keep my clients and earn my own money. This can’t be real! I’m waiting for this bomb to drop.” I said.







“Stacey, if anyone deserves to be happy, it’s you. Stop worrying so much. Just enjoy what you have. I’m so jealous! You lucky girl” she said.







The attorney is in a sour mood today. He wants extra punishment; must have lost a case. I give him what he wants, but I’m not enjoying this. This is gonna hurt, I think to myself. Candle wax on the nipples can be stimulating, but with nipples and genital clamps, not so much.. It burns him. I can see his face wrinkles up when the wax hits. “You are worthless piece of shit, aren’t you? You will do better next time or the pain will be stronger!” I said to him. He shakes his head. There is always a safe word and he never uses it. So I continue.







Baby Daddy is crying again. Wife is seeing another. I am not a psychologist. I suggest him seeing someone I know. These sessions are not helping him but I continue with the powder and diaper as he ask. After all, wife is paying for it.







Karl is in good spirit. Has a new crush and is not coming tonight. I get a free night with Steven. I decide to shower and change at the apartment before heading out to the cabin. The drive is not long but I enjoy it. I still smile all the time.







There is a car at the cabin that I know. It’s Alfredo’s wife’s car. I wonder what she is doing here. She doesn’t like me and she shows it on her face every time we meet. Well, I live here now, so I go in to the house. There is music playing when I enter, but Steven is nowhere in the lower floor or Maria. I go to the bar and fix myself a drink. There are two glasses that have been used there. I guess Maria and Steven had a drink or maybe it’s Alfredo in her car. Wonder where they are? I decide to go upstairs to see if Steven borrowed her car to get home. He’s not in the bedroom or the study. Then I hear a sound coming from the end of the hall.







I smile thinking Steven is setting up another night of play. This time I am going to demand I have control. I can show him a thing or two also. I start to plan my strategy while walking toward the door.







“I don’t like her living here! It’s enough I have to share you with her, but she is under your roof now. I don’t like it, Steven” I heard Maria saying it to Steven. I froze. What did I just hear?



“Maria, I have no ties to you but this one. Can I not be happy for once? You know how I feel about her. I have made it perfectly clear to you. It was part of the agreement between us or have you forgotten. If you have a problem with it, then we can stop seeing each other now.” Steven said.







My heart sinks to my knees. What knees, I am jello. Hurt, Pain, Shock come to the surface. When will I learn? I start to tear up and back away from the door. Why do I do this to myself over and over? All the memories of my previous life comes back to haunt me. Like a slap in the face, back to the surface they come. The tears are coming out now and I can’t stop them. Why would I ever think to trust another man? I got to get out of here.







As I turn to leave the door opens. Maria is standing there looking at me and she starts to smile, or is that a smirk. Steven is standing behind her. He is looking past her at me. Move girl, my inner goddess screams at me!







“Stacey, Let me explain” Steven says but I am not listening. I am backing away slowly. My feet feel tangled in deep mud. I am shaking my head no. He tries to come around Maria, but she doesn’t move. Maria is smirking and folds her arms across her chest. She is enjoying this.







Finally, I get my wits and turn around to leave. I almost run down the stairs to the front door. “Stacey, Wait! Let me explain!” I hear Steven shouting.



“Let her go, Steven” Maria shouting at Steven. I ran out the door to my car as fast as I can. Tears are falling now. I can hardly see. I start the car and pull out just as Steven comes out the door running. I see him in the rear view mirror.







“I loved you. Why would you hurt me so?” I Mumbled. I am not here anymore.











Why
 
 Me Again







I don’t remember how I got home. I made it to the apartment by a miracle. I am crying so hard I can’t even see. I lock the door tightly shut. I lay on the bed fully dressed. I am numb again. I am not here. The phone is ringing but I won’t answer it. Fuck all of them! I am not here anymore. I can go so deep inside myself and stay there for days; that dark deep void so black with no light. No pain there, no anger, no nothing, just me alone. This is my place now. For a long time I will stay this time. Maybe I will gather my thoughts back, get myself back again eventually I hope. I finally fall asleep.







Someone is banging on the door. I don’t answer it. Go away, I said to myself. I roll over and go back to sleep. The black void again, my safe place I stay. Sleep is best for now. I don’t have to think yet. My dreams invade me. I see Steven saying those words in Italian again, kissing me, and holding me. I push him away. I see Maria smirking again. I want to slap the bitch. Go away! I dream of our first bath together, how much I tried not to hurt him. The water is nice and warm. Our love making so sweet. I get up and run. I see his face again. He is talking to me, but I don’t hear what he is saying. His face is in pain. He is calling me his love again. Tears start falling again.







“Please go away” I finally said to him. “Stacey, Love let me explain to you. It’s not what you are thinking.” He said.







“No Steven, go away!” I said again. I roll over and sleep. Yes, the black void is back. I smile to myself. My friend, my love now, keep me here for a long time.







“Stacey, wake up. You need to eat something.” I hear Natasha say. “What? “ I asked annoyed.







“You need to sit up girl and eat. Just a little okay?” she said. I sit up and look at her. “Dam, you look bad!” she said.







“Thanks a lot” I replied. She hands me a cup of tea and I drink. I don’t really care what it is; just I know I’m thirsty. The tea is wonderful. I didn’t realize how much I need it. Natasha sits a tray in front of me with a bowl of soup and bread.







“Here try to eat a little, Stacey” she said. I just stare at it. I really don’t want it but I know Natasha will force feed me if I don’t try. I pick up the spoon and take a taste. Potato soup, its yum, I take another sip. I made this for Steven when he was recuperating; that first night in the cabin after he was shot. Tears start rolling again. I sit the spoon down.







“Oh, Stacey, I ‘m so sorry”, Natasha hugs me while I was weeping. I hate this part. The uncontrollable crying, she just sits there hugging me, rocking me while I cry. “Get it out, girl. You will feel better soon.” she says. So I cry and cry. Finally it stops. She removes the tray and I lay down again and sleep comes.







I am in the dark, my special place I need to be now. Faces of Karl, Natasha, Maria, Tom and Steven visit; but they soon all leave but Steven’s. He is speaking to me again. I shake my head no again. “I’m not leaving till you let me speak to you, Stacey. Don’t throw us away. Give me a chance to explain, please Love. It’s not what you think. Maria is just an old sub. We don’t have sex. For god sake, Alfredo pays for the session. He knows all about them. She is a vindictive fetish bitch. Alfredo can’t handle her so I do no more than you have told me you do. I take care of her fetish. She is into pain and a lot of it. That is it. She is just jealous of us. Come back to me, Love” He said.







I hear what he says but can’t comprehend it. She is an old sub?







“What do you mean sub?” I asked. Steven smiles in my head.







“I had clients in Italy. That is how I made most of my money to come to America and open my restaurant. She followed me over here later and remained just a client. She likes to be spanked, cuffed and other things. One day she met Alfredo and they fell in love and got married. He can’t handle her fetish so he pays for it to be done to please her. He keeps a watchful eye on her, but he loves her. He was here with us. You left so quickly I would have explained it you.” he tells me.







I wake up......







I feel like shit. What did I just dream? I get up slowly. How long was I out? My room and the whole apartment were full of flowers. The same colors from when Steven sent them before. There were cards in all of them. Natasha is such a peach. She probably put them in the vases around for me. I pull one of the cards from the holder.







Love, Let me explain. Don’t throw us away



D



and another, Love, Come back to me. D







I pull another from the holder. Love, Don’t Throw this Love away D







All of them have something different on the card and all are from Steven. There are five all together. I guess I was really out of it.







I go to the bathroom and take a long hot bath. I need to think. Was what Steven saying in my dream true? Did I over react? I need to think about this. Why would she follow him to America? Wait, this was a dream, so maybe it’s just my own imagination playing a trick on me. Stop it, Stacey. He just got caught, that is all. Keep your sanity girl. My inner goddess is pissed off.







I get dressed and check my messages, it’s full of Steven and Karl and Natasha. Steven sounds terrible. He wants to speak to me, just to explain more. Maybe my dream was real. Karl needs to see me as soon as possible. Natasha is just letting me know she is coming by every day to check on me. Go old Natasha, I owe her big time. But, how did she know I needed her? I must call.







“You sound better, Stacey. Sleep is the best thing, girlie.” she said.







“I’m better now, thanks Natasha, but who told you I was in need?” I asked.







“Well, I’m not supposed to tell you, but Alfredo called me and said that Steven wanted me to check on you. I know it sounds strange but he explained what happened at the cabin and asked me to make sure you were alright. They didn't seem to know you kept your apartment. I didn’t tell them either so your secret is safe with me” she said. “Thanks again, Natasha. I’m gonna be fine. I’ll sort this all out eventually.” I said. We hang up and she agrees to come by tomorrow just in case I have a relapse.







Dealin
 
 g with It







I call Karl’s number and leave a message. He never answers but always calls back. I get dressed for the first time in a week at least. The phone rings as I am making some tea. “Hello, Karl? “ I said when the phone is answered.







“No, mam, It’s ….It’s Tom, mam” said the caller. I just stare at the phone for a minute.







“Tom, is that you?” I asked. He starts to cry.







“Mam, I am so sorry. I don’t know what happened to me. I was so jealous of you being with someone else. I lost it, Stacey. I just lost it totally. I know you don’t want to see me again, but I had to call to apologize to you. You don’t deserve what I did to you. I am so sorry! I wouldn't have called but Karl said to.” he said.







“Tom you have bigger problems than me right now. I want you to turn yourself in to the police. I will meet you down there. I can help you. You need to get some help with this charge against you. Meet me at the police station now.” I said.







“But, I don’t want to go to jail, Stacey. I know I need help but, they will throw away the key.” Tom said almost panicking.



“No, Tom they won’t. I will call a good attorney for you and yes you will probably have to do some time, but it is better that you turn yourself in than if they find you. You can’t run forever and you know it. Let’s meet down there now” I said.







“You promise you will be there? I can do it if you are there. I know I did wrong and I have to pay, but promise you will be there for me, please mam. I don’t deserve you and I have to make this up to you, somehow.” he pleads.







“Yes, Tom I will be there. Meet me across the street say in 30 minutes.” I said.







He agrees and hangs up. I call a good liable attorney friend and I think you know who I called. Tom is where I told him to be. He looks like warmed over death. From what he tells me he just kept moving around from place to place, hiding. Finally he ran out of money and had to do something. My friend meets us and goes into the police station with Tom. He is aware of the charges and the consequences he might get. He just stares at me the whole time they are talking. He keeps apologizing to me. My friend tells him he is lucky to have me as a friend. I don’t tell the attorney of the things Tom did to me. There is enough against Tom already. I wish him luck and promise to come see him later during visiting hours. Now to call a good shrink to visit him in jail.







I find someone through Natasha that we think will be able to help Tom. He specializes in fetish with emotional problems. Thank God for Natasha. She is a jack of all trades. We have lunch together at her private offices; same ones where she handles internet cybersex. We are in her office with the door shut having a sandwiches and salad.







“So, Stacey, you think that Steven is telling you the truth from your dream. I mean don’t get me wrong, sometimes I have had dreams and they were true. He did have Alfredo call me to check on you.” she said.







“Well, we have been able to do a lot of things through our dreams and they come true so I guess I could at least talk to him.” I said.







“And when are you going to make this happen?” she asked.







“Not today. I’m dealing with Tom today” I replied. We finish lunch with a promise to talk tomorrow. I thank her again and head out back to the apartment. She warns me to be careful and take small baby steps with my heart.







Back at the apartment the messages light is blinking. It’s Steven again.



“Love, please call me. I know you have the apartment still, but I will not come by unless you agree to see me. Don’t throw us away without letting me explain to you everything. We can work this out together. We are worth it, Stacey. I never intended to hurt you. I would not do that. You have to let me explain at least before you throw us away. Please, Love. Call me. Day or night I don’t care, My Love, Call please!” he begs in his message.







I am not ready to deal with Steven. I will call him later tonight. I am too exhausted right now so I decide to take a nap. Then the damn dreams return.







Steven is loving me so gentle; caressing my face with his hand, stroking my hair as he kisses me.







“My Love, Never leave me” he said. I don’t turn away. I wrap my arms around him and nuzzle against his chest. Even in my dream I betray myself. I am in love with him. Can I bear this pain he has brought to our world? Is he telling the truth about Maria?







“Why did you not tell me about Maria, Steven” I asked him.







“Same reasons you don’t talk about your clients or your sub.” he replied. “Business is business, Love. You and I are meant to be together. I never thought my relationship with Maria for her husband’s sake would come between us as yours shouldn’t either. I should have told you before. It’s because of who she is and I know it. That is why it hurt you so. I would give anything to turn back time and change this for you. I will give up all for you, Stacey. Don’t you know that by now? You mean too much to me to lose now.







He strokes my hair and says “Ti adoro , Sei importante per me, Cara mia, ti voglio Stevene , My Love.”







Adore? Important? Love? Did Steven just tell me he loves me?







I wake up...........







Explanatio
 
 n Makes Better Company







God, I got to stop this. These dreams are killing me. I can’t think straight. I must deal with Steven. Did he say he loves me? No, it’s just a dream Stacey, my conscious tells me. But we have connected in so many ways with dreams. I know how I feel. I am scared to trust in love again. I don’t know what to believe anymore. I need to concentrate on Tom right now. He needs my help.







I get up and take a quick shower and change. I plan to go the police station and check on Tom. He probably has a bail hearing soon. My phone rings again; Time to deal with reality. I reluctantly pick it up. Hello I answered.







“Stacey, It’s Alfredo, May I come to see you please? Just for a minute. I want to explain all this mess to you.” he said.







“Alfredo, I know you mean well, but I’m not ready to deal with this yet. I have other things planned right now.” I said.







“Please Stacey, I owe you this explanation. Steven doesn’t know I am calling. This is something I must talk to you about.” He said. I hesitate a minute before answering. What could it hurt to get his explanation?







“Okay, Can I meet you at the restaurant later and Alfredo I have a request also. No Steven. I’m not ready to see him.” I said.







“Thanks Stacey, and yes I will not tell Steven. I will make sure he is not here. Thank you for this Stacey.” He said and hangs up. Now it is time to deal with Tom.







At the police station I learn that bail hearing is set for later this afternoon. I sign in to see Tom. They do a quick search of all visitors before they let them enter. My purse is checked out and then my body with some kind of wand. I pass through the hall to the visitor cells. There are many people there to sit and talk to their families. I take a seat at the far end counter and wait. Tom finally comes out to sit in front of me.







He looks beat. I can see the sorrow in his eyes. I pick up the phone receiver to speak to him across the glass barrier.







“Tom, you have a hearing for bail this afternoon. I will do my best to be there. I have called and left word with your attorney to let me know how much your bail is and if you get one.” I said.







“Yes, mam, they told me and the attorney has come this morning to visit me. I probably will not get bail. I did something really bad didn’t I?” he asked.







“Yes, Tom you did. And you will have to work through this. Whatever happens, I will do my best to be here for you.” I replied.







“Oh, mam” Tom starts to cry.







“It’s wretched in here. I don’t even remember what happen. I saw red and was so mad. I am truly sorry.” he said.







“Tom, I know you are, just be glad you didn’t kill Steven or they would not even consider letting you out on bail.” I said.







“I know, and I’m so sorry to put you through this.” he said. I hang up with my promise to try to attend the hearing.







I head out to the restaurant to meet with Alfredo. This is another matter to deal with concerning my heart. I am not even sure at this point if I want to trust Steven again. Alfredo can say whatever he wants but I just don’t know. My trust has been altered now and I am trying to deal with it. I don’t want to lose Steven but, how can I love someone who doesn’t tell me the truth? I will see.







Alfredo meets me at the door and motion for us to go to his office for privacy. He shuts the door of the office and offers me something to drink. Then he goes around his desk to sit down. “Stacey, I thank you for seeing me. I have so much to explain to you. Please give a chance to make this right between you and Steven. Maybe if you know the whole story you might understand better. This is not totally Steven’s fault. I am to blame also.” he said.







“Okay, I’m listening” I said.







“First you must know Steven asked me about telling you about Maria. I was the one that told him to not say anything. I thought that maybe in time, she would get over him and see someone else. Steven has helped his family for so many years that I never thought it would affect him so much when he met you. Steven was the reason we could come to America and start a business.”







He Continued,







“He was so handsome when he was younger. The women flocked to him more than me. He had a way with them. Most were older women that taught him a lot about what they wanted. You see, Stacey, he was a gigolo. He dated for money. He was arm candy. The older women always wanted him. He made a lot of money just seeing them and fulfilling their needs. He came to me about the life he made outside of the family. He had so much money saved up. All he told me was that he wanted to bring us all to America. He trusted me with doing this. He gave me all his money to invest and keep safe. He never fell in love with any of them. This I know for a fact. He did not lie to you when he said he had many loves but not many lovers.”



He took a breath and continues







“Maria was very young when they met. She was so infatuated with him. He paid attention to her and eventually found out she was into fetishes. She likes to be tied and spanked. She spent time with him just as a sub. He taught her how to dress to seduce men and get her way. Steven and Maria were friends. He never loved her but felt sorry for her at first. She was from a very poor family. He bought her things. Along the way he learned what she really wanted from him and he stopped seeing her. When she came to me for a shoulder to cry on, I could not refuse her. I fell in love with her. Even with her fetishes which I am not into. I could not turn her out. I care for her so much, so I paid Steven to give her what she needed. I have always been in the room with them ever since Steven told me how she felt about him. He was reluctant at first, not wanting to feed her fire. He only gave in because of me. When we came to America, I married her and paid for her to come with us. She has always had an infatuation with Steven, so I asked him to continue to see her for me. He didn’t want to but because I begged him. He does it for me. I know now I should have stopped it when he met you.”







“Stacey, Steven fell in love with you before he ever met you. It began with your talk shows. He told me once; your voice was like an angel to him. The fact that you knew things he already did it was what led him to you. He is right, you are meant to be together. The day you came to the restaurant, I knew who you was. I am good at investigating people. I called him to come down. He was so thrilled to have seen you. You have been all he thinks about ever since. So as you see, blame me for Steven still seeing Maria. I am the one that asked him to. Stacey, please try to forgive him and me for what I have done to the both of you. Steven is not to blame.” Alfredo completed his story and pleaded with me.







My mind was in a whirl wind now; So much information. I now knew the whole story. I believed Alfredo, and I don’t know why.







“Why didn’t Steven just tell me this already” I asked him.







“I told him not to. I thought I could handle the situation and get Maria away from him sooner. I am to blame for that, Stacey, not Steven” Alfredo insists. “He loves you Stacey, so much he is willing to give up everything for you. He is distraught right now, not being able to see or talk to you.”







“He has never mentioned love to me, Alfredo. Well, never said it to me. I know how I feel for him, but I am dealing with monsters of my own. I promise I will at least call him tonight. Then we will see.” I said. A huge smile crosses his lips.







“May I tell him this, please? He will be so thrilled that you are agreeing to at least speak to him.” he said.







“Yes, you can tell him to expect me to call later tonight.” I said with a smile.







Deali
 
 ng with Others







I guess now with all this information from Alfredo, I owe it to Steven to make amends at least. I am just as guilty about not telling the total truth to him also. I will call him and we will talk, tonight. Now I must deal with Tom.







I head to the courthouse where they tell me they have all arrangements and hearings. I call his attorney to make sure it is still scheduled. He tells me Tom wants to confess and be sentenced instead of making bail. He is very depressed in jail and wants to take his punishment now. What next! How much do I have to deal with today? “What! Wait! What do you think he will get. Can he ask for this so soon?” I asked.







Tom’s attorney tells me it is not unusual for defendant’s to want to get it over with and do the time. He will probably to some prison or jail for the assault charge but he will try to make a deal with the state attorney for a facility where Tom will be treated for his problems instead of a full security prison. It is up to the judge now what the punishment will be. The judge will weigh the testimony of the victim and the defendant’s mental history to make a determination. That means Steven will be there also. Okay, I’m on my way now, meet you there” I said.







I have no idea what will happen now. I do not think I’m ready to talk to Steven about us returning to be together yet, but I must to help Tom. I hope he will listen to me. I know more about Tom than he does. I remember what Steven said about him before -“I want him in jail for what he did to you.”







This is not going to be easy.







The courtroom is very small for the hearing. There is a clerk, court reporter and bailiffs in there already. I walk over to Tom’s attorney. He shakes my hand and thanks me for being there for Tom. “Look, I want to talk to the victim before the hearing testimony, privately. I know him and I think I can convince him to help us.” I said.







“Well, that is very improper but I will see what I can do.” he said. I take a seat behind the attorney’s table. Tom looks so scared right now. He is shackled and handcuffed. I feel so sorry for him. I touch his shoulder and he turns to see me. I smile at him and say “I’m here for you, Tom” He smiles and calms down a little.







Steven walks in with the state attorney while I'm talking to Tom and sits across from them. Steven looks over at me. He is listening to whatever the State attorney is saying but staring at me. I can see he has not slept much since I was at the cabin. He is not smiling just looks sad. There are dark circles under his eyes. I stare back at him. The feelings start to pour over me like a warm blanket. Oh, Steven! My own thoughts betray me. The words from his dream comes to haunt me.







“Ti adoro , Sei importante per me, Cara mia, ti voglio Stevene , My Love.”







Tom’s attorney gets up from the table and greets the State Attorney with a strong handshake, then a lean in to whisper. The State prosecutor looks back at me for just a second. He then goes over to the table where Steven is and speaks in a whisper to him. Steven has not taken his eyes off of me. He looks up at the attorney and shakes his head yes. The state attorney gets up and talks to Tom’s attorney.







They then go to talk the bailiff and he motion’s them to a room back before we enter the courtroom.







Tom’s attorney motions for me to come to them. He introduces me the state prosecutor.







“Are you sure you want to do this” Tom’s attorney asked me.







“Yes, please” I answered. He shows me into the room and I take a seat. He leaves and shuts the door. My butterflies are flying in my stomach. My nerves are on edge. I am going to be in here with Steven, alone. Please hold yourself together girl!







“You can do this, Stacey” my inner goddess tells me.







Steven opens the door and just stands there staring at me for a second. He enters the room and walks to the other side of the table and sits across from me. He looks so old right now.







“You wanted to speak to me?” he says looking into my eyes; those eyes that I could drown in. A warm feeling crawls down into my pleasure spots. I can still feel the burn from his lips touching mine when we were together. Nothing has changed. Distance has not cured me.







Hearing his voice again, it takes all of my energy not to cross that table to be in his arms; to kiss him and hug him. I love this man so. Keep it together Stacey, for Tom remember, my inner goddess is talking again. Shut the hell up! I say. I take a deep breath.







“Steven, I want to talk to you about Tom. He needs help not prison. I am begging you to give him a chance at a facility to help him and not lock him away. It will kill him if you let them put him in prison and you know it. Do this for me, please. Help me help him. Your testimony with hurt him or help him” I pleaded.







Steven looks at me with those sad eyes for a long minute. Then he says to me, “What about us Stacey? Are you going to give us a chance too, to at least let me explain my situation to you? To let me win back the trust I once had? My feelings for you have not changed. I would give you the world if you only let me” he said.







“I already made a promise to Alfredo that I would talk to you tonight. Did he not tell you? I don’t think negotiating with Tom’s life has anything to do with ours.” I said.







“I think it does, Love. You want me to drop the charges or give him a break with his life, correct? So What about me, are you going to do the same for us?” he said with all seriousness and continued, “I think you need to choose this path for both of us now.”







Men can be so hard headed. Why do I trust them?







“I promise to give you a chance to explain, tonight, Steven. For right now, I want to deal with Tom and his life.” I replied.







“I can promise no more for now. Help me help Tom. I will listen to you about us tonight.” I said again.







“Give me your hand, Love” he says reaching across the table to me.







He looks into my eyes. It’s like he can see deep into my soul. I feel my inner goddess humming to herself. My stomach is in knots waiting for him to answer me. I reach across the table with my hand to meet his. I feel the warmth cover me quickly from his touch.



“Stacey, Feel it? We will never find anyone ever again that will give us this feeling. Please, Love, Don’t throw us away.” he said. Then he kisses the top of my hand and rises from his chair. He looks at me again before he leaves the room. I did not get an answer.....











 We Meet One More Time







I walk back into the courtroom. Steven is talking to the State Attorney. He glances my way when I enter. Tom’s attorney looks back at me for an answer. I shake my head at him. I have no answer.







All Rise- the bailiffs says and we do. “The Honorable Judge Markus Bench presiding.” he announces. I am in knots now. What will happen to poor Tom? I have no answers for him now. His fate is in the hands of this man in the dark gown, sitting at the tall desk in the center of this room, staring down at us like a God. “Be seated” the bailiff said. We sit down to find out the fate of Tom, Stacey and Steven.







The Judge announces that we are here for the case of State versus Tom Perkins. I never thought of his last name.







“Is the State ready for this case? The judge asked.







“Your honor, we have a change of plans here, please forgive me. The victim wishes to drop all charges, so the state has no option other than to ask for a dismissal.” the State Attorney replied to the judge.







Did I just hear him correctly, the charges are being dropped?







“I see,” says the judge. “Well, I’m not sure that this is the best for the victim or the defendant” the judge says. “But, if the state has no case? Then I see no reason to proceed then. Do you agree counselor for the defendant?” says the judge.







“Yes, your honor, I would agree with the State Prosecutor for a dismissal.” Tom’s attorney said.







“Case is dismissed then” The judge said while cracking down the gavel on his thrown desk. “All Rise” the bailiffs says and the judge leaves the courtroom.







Tom’s attorney is shaking Tom’s hand and telling him he got off by the skin of his teeth.







“And I hope I don’t see you again, at least not under these type of circumstances” he said. Tom looks like he is in shock. I hug him and smile.







“You are very lucky, Tom.” I said.







“I don’t believe it. I must thank him, Stacey, please thank him from me” he said.







“I will, Tom.” I said. Tom’s attorney explains that he will have to go back to the jail to be processed out, but it shouldn’t take very long.







“I have to go, another case in another room. Stacey, Thank you, I don’t know what you said to him, but it worked.” he said. He shakes all of our hands and leaves. They lead Tom back to the transpiration vehicle. I turn to find Steven and to thank him but they are gone.







The State Prosecutor is not standing there or Steven. I missed thanking him. I feel sad inside but happy too. Tom is free to have a life now. One last thing to worry about. I will call Steven as soon as I get home.







He has done something amazing for me and I will not forget it, ever. This man I love will know how I really feel tonight. I will speak the words to him even he doesn’t return them to me.







I am so exhausted from my nerves being so raw; I decide to take a long hot bath. I need it so badly. I turn on some music and start the water for a nice warm tub. The water is so warm and smells wonderful. My thoughts go to my Steven. I love him so. What he has done for me can never be fully repaid. I want him so much to be here with me now. I think of memories of us together and how I feel.







A smile crosses my lips. I will make this up to you , my love, my Steven.











W
 
 ill We Love Again







I wrap myself in a large tower and go to my bedroom. I feel so much better now. I am ready to speak to Steven. I ring his cabin but get no answer. Maybe he is in the car. I ring his cell get the same, no answer. This is strange. He knew I would call him as I promised. I ring the restaurant and get Alfredo.







“Where is he?” I asked.







“I’m really not sure Stacey. He called and said he needed to take a few days off. I thought maybe you two talked and were going for a short vacation to be together. I can check around, but I’m sure he will turn back up soon.” he said. I tell him no, let him be alone if that is what he wants. Where are you Steven? This is not like you at all. I am starting to worry now.







I feel really tired all of a sudden, so I lay across the bed to relax a little. Where could he be? I need to talk to him, to tell him how I really feel. I start to fall asleep.







There is a fire lit in the fireplace. The air is warm against my face. The room is familiar to me. I am at the Chalet. The first place we had a date. He cooked for me that night. I walk pass the fire toward the stairs. I hear music playing around me. It’s very sensual to me. I feel my inner goddess humming. I go up the stairs slowly taking one step at a time. I see a door that is shut. I open it. I walk inside to the bedroom. There is someone in the bed. They are covered all in purple sheets. I see the top of their head and walk toward them. When I remove the cover from the head, I can see who it is.... It is Steven. He is in a deep sleep. I not sure I want to wake him. I remove my towel and get into bed with him. He stirs just a little. I hear him say my name. “Stacey, My love, don’t leave me.” He is still asleep.







I wrap my arms around him. I want to be close, as close as I can get to him. I kiss his neck and say in his ear, just a whisper to him, “Steven, I love you. It doesn’t matter if you don’t love me back. I will still love you and want to be with you forever.” He stirs a little again but doesn’t wake. His arms tighten around me pulling me closer to him.







I take advantage and nibble his ear. He moans. I want more. I want to give this man I love all of me, forever. I kiss his chest, his healed wound, his stomach. I want all of him now. My inner goddess is smiling at me. I take him into my mouth. He moans again. I move up and down licking and sucking him, wanting to show my love for him. He is getting hard and erect. It never takes long when I do this. I decide to take advantage of this and push him over to his back. He is still sleeping as I mount on top of him. I slide him inside me slowly, wanting to take full pleasure from him. He moans and grabs my hips. His eyes come open and he looks up at me.



“Stacey, Love, I thought I was dreaming this.” He said.



“You are love” I said as I move up and down on top of him. He moans and closes his eyes again. I bite his nipples to get him more aroused and he opens his eyes for me.







“Look at me, Steven” I said. I move faster and faster on top of him. He holds my hips to help guide me. Faster I move as I look into his eyes. He moves with me, we are one motion, one fluid motion to bring each other to ecstasy. We come together with such force, we both moan to each other.







We are spent together, I lay across his chest.







I look down at this man smiling, “I Love you, Steven. I will always love you” I said looking into his eyes. I see he is smiling up at me.







“As I have always loved you, marry me Stacey.” he said. I wake up... in my apartment in my bed, alone.











Thi
 
 s is Love







Did Steven just ask me to marry him? Am I dreaming again? Oh My God! That was so intense, so real. I can still smell him, just like he was just here. These dreams are crazy. But I know where he is now I get up and dress. I will find out if this is for real or just what I want to happen. I am going to the Chalet. To find answers; to find my Steven.







I go down to the parking garage and get into my car; it is cold out so I have to sit and wait for it to warm up. My thoughts go back to our lovemaking. I feel the warmth of his hands on my hips. I told him I loved him. Even if it was in our dream, He now knows how I feel. He has returned his love words to me. I start to pull out of my parking spot.







The drive is long to the airport. I can’t wait for the parking lot attendant to give me a ticket so I can get my car parked and get on that plane to him. I run into the airport to get my ticket. Wait, I don’t actually know where to go. Steven flew us there last time, so I am not sure what area I need to ask for. Shit! Nice try Stacey. You got this way last time you were in love, stupid.







I’ll call Alfredo at the restaurant. The line just rings and rings with no answer. I look at my watch. Well, of course it 2am in the morning so nobody is there. Shit! Now what, I will call Steven.







I ring his Cell Phone and he picks up.



“Stacey? Hello, Love” he said. I can just see his smile.







“Steven, I was coming to be with you but I don’t know how to get there. You flew me last time. Are you at the Chalet?” I said.







“Well Love, you should know where I am since you just left me” he said laughing the whole time.







“Don’t laugh how I should get to you.” I asked him. I want to be with him so badly now. We need to talk about us.







“I’ll come get you, just wait at the airport, Love. I was coming back today anyway. Did you think I was never going to come find you? I was just giving you a day without me, to show you how much you need me and I need you. I Love you Stacey, more than you know. I told you many times, just in Italian. Now marry me and put me out of my misery.” he said. I can’t help but smile from ear to ear. He said it to me, not in my dream, not in Italian, just to me this time in real.







“As I love you, more than you will ever know, Steven. And the answer is yes, my love, Come back to me” …....







The End
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Part 1

One Becomes Two







 I woke up the morning after our wedding night and as I cleared the fog from my brain I looked over at my sleeping bride.



Christina was what wet dreams are made of. As she lay there sprawled on her side facing me, sleeping soundly I enjoyed a moment of just looking at her. Her blonde tresses spread out over her pillow and framed her gorgeous face perfectly. I thought of her deep blue eyes now hidden and how they could turn me on with a "come fuck me" look or almost make me cry with a look of "I adore you Derrick".



 Her lips were slightly parted, full cupid bow lips, so sexy lips that delighted me in so many ways as she kissed me literally everywhere, some places requiring more attention than others of course. Her complexion was perfect, no other word for it. Her light tan contrasted with the blonde hair nicely. I loved the feel of her skin against the back of my hand as I stroked her cheek lightly like a feather. She always seemed to respond to my touch in the best of ways. She would sigh and say something like,



 "Oh God Derrick you turn me on so fucking easily."



 She and I both love the full sound of a great vocabulary of sexual words and use them whenever we feel like it,... which sometimes shocks a few people. Oh well....



 Christina's body must have been done by an artist that loved sexy looking women. She stood 5'6" and weighed 125 lbs with absolute minimum fat. As we walked down streets men and women would turn to look at Christina. Her full breasts were lovely and firm yet were large enough that a hint of delightful sag was present that caused them to sway as she walked... and bounce delightfully as she moved more aggressively. They were shaped just the way you would create them if you molded them out of clay.... full, round, slightly upturned nipples. Her breasts were the perfect size to overflow my hands nicely; Her nipples so right to kiss and suck and nibble on lightly (or harder as she cried out for me to bite harder in the throws of her unbelievable climaxes).



 Her small waist nipped in to an amazing 23" from the 38d breasts and then swelled into magnificent hips and ass of 36".



Her ass, what a work of art, flowing from long trim perfect legs into such a cute tight ass that it always made me hard instantly, just looking at it. It felt so good in my hands. I loved to cup a cheek in each of my hands as I make love to her sweetly aromatic cunt with my lips and tongue and nose and heart.



 She was a natural blonde for sure and her bush was a delight to me. She kept it lightly trimmed knowing I loved to bury my face in her delicious pussy, hiding my face in her bush as my tongue explored her nether lips and her magical clit. I say magical because when I lightly lick it and then suck it and mouth it, it magically turns my lovely lady into a sexual animal, my lovely personal slut begging me to make her cum again and again and again... which I am delighted to do. And I become her obedient slave administering to her sweet cunt until she is exhausted (for the moment).



 I could resist no longer and I leaned over and kissed her sweet lips lightly letting my tongue explore tentatively the inner side of her full pouty lips. My hands were busy, one full of one of her magnificent tits, with it's now hard erect full nipple between my thumb and fore finger lightly pinching and rolling it the way I know she loves. My other hand lightly trails across her legs and ass and tummy just above her bush.



She moans in her sleep and rolls over more on her back as she spreads her trim legs wide apart opening up her pussy to my explorations. I thought at the time, were I a strange man or woman doing the same caressing to my darling wouldn't she still have opened herself to it. In her sleep she naturally opened herself to the pleasure.



 I dropped my lips to her other breast and sucked its erect nipple into my mouth and washed it with my tongue. She moaned louder and I felt her hands on the back of my head pulling my mouth harder into her full tit. I had no idea if she was awake or asleep then. My hand slid up covering her beautiful moans and I cupped it as one finger slipped slowly up and down her outer labia and I felt the growing moisture already present. My thumb had begun a slow circumnavigation of her magical button, not quite touching it yet stimulating it as it grew in size.



Then I heard her say,



 "I don't know who you are stranger but you can stay awhile longer."



 We both laughed and I rose up and met her lips in a passionate kiss as my fingers became more insistent in and on her delightful pussy. She gasped in my mouth and groaned against my lips,



 "Oh God Derrick, please wake me every day of my life like this. If you do I will be your slave forever."



 I broke the kiss she was talking into and smiled at her,



 "I thought maybe you were going to sleep through it all".



 "No fucking way cowboy...Oh shit.... Derrick please make me cum with your mouth, I want your fucking tongue in my cunt. Then fuck me for three or four hours with that huge cock of yours."



 I smiled and kissed her lips, drinking the thrill of her dancing tongue, and then her nipples and then her cute "tiny" belly button as I slowly made my way to where my love wanted me at that moment. Her hands caught and stroked my rigid cock that she had playfully measured the night before at a respectable 8 and 3/4 inches.



 "Now I know how big you are so I can brag to my lady friends." she had said.



 As I kissed her juicy lower lips lightly she sighed and said,



 "If you shift your body around I would love to see how much of your monster cock I can swallow this morning."



 I licked from her ass hole to her clit slowly and she cried out and raised her moans up into my face. I stopped briefly and said,



 "Thanks for the offer toots, but I would rather concentrate on 'pleasuring' you first. You can do me a little later and I will be your obedient slave. Right now I plan on making you into a very limp noodle."



 And I returned eagerly to my "work". She tasted so good.



Her aroma and taste was a combination of her normal delicious flavors and the remnants of my cum in her cunt from the night before. Some guys don't like the thought of tasting their own juices but hell if my lady can enjoy the taste of my cum as much as she does there must be something OK there. Besides I love to eat my lady's pussy anytime the opportunity presents itself.



 For the next 30 minutes I brought my love to the brink of cumming, to back off, as she swore at me,



 "You rotten fucking bastard.... oh Derrick please...."



 Then I would attack again and she would buck her cunt into my face groaning and crying,



 "Oh darling... oh you sweet fucking man.... oh yes... oh yes oh gaaaawwwd Derrick yes."



 Then as I loved her clit adoringly I slipped my finger into her receptive ass hole up to the first knuckle. And she came, God did she cum. She almost tore my fucking nose off of my face.



When she finally let me breath again I gasped a lung-full of air and she laughed and said huskily, in a sultry sleepy post cum voice,



 "Maybe.... you need to invent SCUBA gear for pussy eaters darling... sorry..... no I'm not sorry....."



 I took another deep breath and again caught her highly sensitized clit in my mouth and licked and sucked it and Christina screamed,



 "Oh you sweet mother fucker.... yes."



 The cycle repeated several times until my darling lay limply, spent, a beautiful limp noodle. I had made her cum five times and it delighted me to please her so. I think she liked it a bit too. I crawled up beside her and kissed her softly... lovingly. She moaned and kissed and slowly licked my face as she cleaned her pungent juices off of it. Her hands found my rock hard cock and she stroked it lightly saying,



 "Oh I am going to enjoy this if I ever get any strength back".



 As one might expect it wasn't long until my "limp noodle" turned into super woman. I don't know how many cocks she had to practice on to get so good and I didn't care. Her mouth made my cock "King for a day" so easily. The wet warmth of her mouth as it took the head of my cock in, the dance of her tongue under the glans that caused me to buck accidentally causing my love to deep throat me. Somehow she had learned to do that without discomfort and now she hummed softly with my cock deep in her throat.



 No one can imagine how that feels. You just have to be there. The vibrations, the suction, the moist warmth and the realization that your cock is completely inside your lover's mouth and down her throat. She backed off and sucked and licked and washed my cock with her mouth. Then she took me down her throat again. She repeated this over and over... fucking my cock into her throat as her finger slowly slipped up my ass hole. It was more than a mere mortal like me could stand and I said clearly and intelligently,



 "Oh fuck awrrrr, yes fuck, cumming...cumming.. now ...fuck Christina yes... mouth...cock cum"



 Probably one of my better elocution's I think. I could not resist my loves invitation and I blasted joyfully down her throat. She pulled back keeping just the head of my spouting whale in her mouth as she continued sucking and licking me into a fucking puddle. She lovingly drained me and as I finally stopped quivering she let my "limp noodle" slip from her mouth into her warm hand and she wrapped her hand around my cock protectively.



 She moved back up beside me and I kissed her, tasting my cum in her mouth and on her tongue. Like I said, she loves it, so I love it. We lay there and she smiled and said,



 "Do you suppose over the next 50 years you can fuck me a million times?"



 It was one of those serious matters we both contemplated at times. I cupped a delightful tit and replied,



 "At least two million, not counting holidays."



 "Will you put that in writing? I might sue for breach of fucking darling."



 "Of course, But I have lost count, we can start over with one if my cock ever comes back to life."



 Needless to say, as my limp cock rested in her soft hand and she kissed my ear, sending her tongue all over the inside of it as she noisily slurped a wake-up call to my cock, I responded!



God how I responded; my ears are so sensitive to my loves tongue. She turned on her side facing me and I did the same. Our legs interlaced and she guided "Derrick Jr." into his favorite home.



As she started the head into her lovely snatch, I thrust hard and sunk Derrick Jr. to the hilt as Christina responded,



 "Arghh.. oh yes .... fuck me ..."



 I delighted in pulling out until the head rested against her outer lips and then stroking back the full depth massaging her ovaries (well maybe not quite that far). I cupped her ass cheeks that I love so dearly in each hand with one finger slowly insinuating itself up her ass hole and I said,



 "Play with your clit sweetheart it is time for some serious fucking."



 Again she replied,



 "Arghh.. oh... fuck... fuck... fuck "



 I rolled over on top of my love and began long deep thrusts faster and faster as she squeezed her pubis coccus muscles tightly on my very spoiled cock. It wasn't long until we were both humping and thrusting our pubic regions into each other with such force that, as we came explosively together, we fell off of the fucking bed and lay on the floor still quivering as our brains liquefied. Later, when what was left of our brains, had time to regenerate we started laughing and Christina said,



 "I knew I should have driven."








Part 2




Introductions







 Christina and I had met in our last year of grad school. We were both finishing up our PhD's in Anthropology and I think I fell in love with her the first time I met her. I know I fell in lust with her but if not instantly, love followed shortly.



She was amazing, gorgeous, brilliant, sexy, and funny and God could she fuck....if she didn't have it, it wasn't necessary. She of course felt the same way about me or at least she was kind enough to say so and it sure seemed like it was true.



 We had a couple of movie dates where we held hands, kissed a lot, did some wonderful groping of each other and talked a lot.



We talked about everything ... sometimes all night, dragging through school the next day until we were once again together.



Being together energized both of us. Then one night she invited me to dinner at the apartment she shared with a roommate. When I got there with wine and roses, she opened the door and I almost passed out. She stood there totally naked. She wore only a big seductive smile and I had my first look at her gorgeous nude body. She quickly reached out and caught me by the hand and jerked me inside so she could close the door before getting arrested. As she closed the door she smiled so seductively and said,



 "I'm the main course darling, interested?"



 I mumbled a lot of unintelligible stuff. I have no idea what I said. Christina quickly undressed me, kissing me and rubbing her marvelous proud tits all over me. All I can remember is that shortly, I was in bed with my future wife and had my face buried in her sweet pussy as she moaned and chanted,



 "Yes... yes.. I knew you would be good at this..."



 Then I learned how good she was at giving head, only it wasn't head it was HEAD. I simply melted and ran through the head of my cock that night. Then she mounted me and hid my cock somewhere in heaven. Sometime that night we ate, and then we were back in bed. Her roommate did not return at all that night but somewhere around 5:00am, having not slept a wink, Christina smiled at me and said,



 "Derrick I hope you understand this... I think I love you. I am a bit unorthodox but sex is very very important to me. Before I got too serious over you I had to know if you were worth a fuck as a fuck, if you know what I mean?"



 I smiled at her hardly able to believe my good fortune and I nodded. She continued, "Now that I know you are marvelous in the sack, hmmm very fuckable, I have to ask you, how you feel about me?"



 I know I was grinning from ear to ear for I had already given my heart, my love, my cock and my tongue to this lady for as long as she wanted them. I finally got out something like,



 "Christina I have already lost it all over you. I absolutely adore you. First I think you should move in with me, my place is larger, and second, I think we should get married as soon as we graduate."



 Then she started crying, who understands our beloved women?



I pulled her into my arms and kissed her and hugged her and my cock got hard (we were both still naked) and she stopped crying and straddled my lap easing down on my hard cock. When it was in to the hilt in her soft warm tight cunt I moaned,



 "Oh Christina... shit I love you and I love your friendly cunt."



 She smiled as she began to raise and lower herself on my cock as she said, "I am so happy sweetheart, I frequently cry when I am so happy. oooh ... ooooh yes ... fuck me Derrick...."



 Her last words were becoming shaky as her breath came more rapidly and she started squeezing my cock with her cunt. We both lost it shortly and returned to bed and to sleep for a while.



 We were awakened mid-morning as someone moved about the bed room. I heard Christina say,



 "Hi Joy, isn't he gorgeous?"



 Christina, my wet dream of a woman called me gorgeous. She must love me. Then I heard another female voice say,



 "Hmmm yeah Christina, nice cock too."







 I realized Christina and I were both lying on our backs buck naked and I had a raging hard on. What could I do, I raised up on my elbows, Derrick Jr. flying high and I smiled and said,



 "Good morning Joy, nice to see you or be seen as the case may be."



 We all had a laugh and Christina reached over and wrapped her fingers around my cock and smiled up at me as her lips covered the head and it disappeared into her mouth. Joy stood there and watched as if it was the most natural thing to do. She smiled and winked at me and gathered her things and left. I forgot everything but Christina's tongue.



 Christina moved in with me that weekend. We studied and fucked and had friends over and wished they would leave early so we could fuck. Joy was over frequently and Christina seemed to have no reservations about anything around her. We would be watching a movie on TV with Joy there and Christina would pull my cock out and suck it so nicely and make me cum in her mouth, or we would fuck and Joy would watch and then get up and say, as she left,



 "I hope I can find Tim, I gotta get fucked."



 When I asked her how she could be so relaxed in front of Joy she said,



 "We go back a very long way, to high school, my love. We have been through a lot together. Joy has seen me do almost everything you can imagine, and I her, at one time or the other.



Why ? Do you mind Joy watching us fuck?"



 I smiled and kissed her and answered,



 "No love, in fact I sorta get a kick out of it. I was just curious about it... never happened to me before."



 She smiled at me really strangely then, like a little kid about to be mischievous. After a minute she said,



 "Have you ever had two women at the same time honey?"



 "Only in my dreams."



 "I told Joy how good you are. Hell she has seen me cum my head off with you so she knows, well.....almost knows."



 I couldn't believe where this was heading. A million questions ran through my head, was this what I thought it was......would it screw Christina and I up...not worth it... does Christina know what she is getting us into...can't let anything come between us... ever... Joy is really sexy, not like Christina, but sexy. My cock was getting hard. For the first and only time I tried to hide my hard cock from Christina. She noticed and smiled,



 "I see you are way ahead of me. I also see the idea of your "pleasuring" Joy the way you do me is appealing to you by the way your cock seems to be rising."



 I burst forth with,



 "Christina my cock has a mind of it's own. Derrick Jr. thinks it is a great idea. Derrick Jr. sometimes thinks fucking a knothole in a tree is a good idea. What would that do to us? No fuck is worth hurting what we have in any way.. ever. I love you and I don't want to lose you. Sure it would be great to do Joy but the question remains, what about you and me?"



 She walked over and wrapped her arms around me and kissed me so sweetly and so tenderly that I floated about ten feet off the floor. When she broke the kiss she smiled at me and said with tears in her eyes,



 "I knew I was right about you. You are truly my mate. Derrick I love you so much it hurts. The idea of ever being without you is totally foreign and totally unacceptable. Unless you tell me you don't want me any more you are stuck with me. Your fucking Joy or anyone else, could never change that my love. Joy doesn't have a regular guy right now and she is hurting. She says sometimes she has come so close to joining us while we screw. She and I have done that before."



 I have to admit that took me back a little... then excited me more than a little. The idea of Christina and Joy fucking some guy was exciting... what can I say? Then she continued,



 A guy I used to date, and screw, was happy to let Joy join us. I didn't mind. I knew he wasn't the 'forever' guy for me, just a great fuck. Now I wouldn't mind if Joy joined us because I know you are the 'forever' guy for me. Anyway, I think it makes sense and so does Derrick Jr.. That's two against one so you lose."



 Well what could I do? I was outnumbered.....







 Christina picked up the phone and called Joy. I listened as she told her to come over for dinner.... and come prepared to spend the night. Christina knew what she was saying, Joy knew what she was saying, I knew what she was saying and Derrick Jr. sure as hell knew.



 When Joy arrived she walked in looking cute as hell in a thin mini dress that told me several reasons this was going to be fun. She smiled at me almost shyly, a new side of Joy. Christina walked over and hugged her with a quick kiss as usual. Then she looked over at me and said,



 "Aren't you going to kiss Joy hello?"



 I had never kissed Joy hello. I walked over and held out my arms to her and Joy sort of melted into them. You know the way old lovers let their bodies mold into one another's. She looked up at me and smiled and said,



 "Thanks for letting me in Derrick. I have wanted this to happen for months."



 I couldn't think of anything to say and with Christina watching us, our lips met in a sweet tender long kiss where tongues were trying to shake hands in a very friendly way. As the kiss broke I realized I had both of my hands full of Joy's cute ass and I was pressing my hard cock into her. We both were breathing very hard. Christina walked up to us and kissed first Joy and then me on the cheek and she looked at me and said,



 "I want you to make Joy very happy and so envious of me she could die. I am loaning you to her for a little while. Show her what I am going to enjoy for the rest of my life. I am going to fix dinner... you only have about an hour.... at least for this time."



 Christina went into the kitchen and I heard her singing, something she does only when she is very, very happy. I smiled at Joy and said,



 "You are one very sexy lady Joy, I am eager to taste you."



 "Hmmm Christina has told me about the way you "taste".......



 I caught her hand and led her slowly to the bedroom, my hands roaming all over this little beauty. As we walked in I called to Christina,



 "The door is open sweetheart, if you are interested in joining us...."



 Christina laughed delightfully and replied,



 "I will in a little my love, but the two of you go ahead and start without me. I can catch up with you pretty quickly."



 Joy was good. Joy was delicious. Joy came like a wild orangutan (I don't really know this but sounds about right).



I had to hold on for dear life to keep my mouth on her large clit. I had two fingers up her tight sweet ass hole as I tongued and sucked her clit. Then she exploded and strained her pussy up to my face so hard I began to be concerned about breathing.



Eating pussy is wonderful but air is essential.



 As we slowly came down and relaxed I slid up beside Joy and noticed Christina lying nude, on the bed beside us. She leaned over and kissed me passionately getting a second hand taste of Joy's cunt. When the kiss broke I said,



 "Joy tastes real good huh?"



 She blushed and said looking into my eyes for a reaction,



 "Yes,... I .... uh... know."



 I looked at Joy briefly and then at Christina and after a pause I smiled broadly,



 "Of course you do."








Part 3




Two Becomes Three







 I kissed Christina again passionately. Then I kissed Joy with equal passion. Then I pulled back just a bit and looked to the two of them. Christina reached over and touched my cheek with love in her eyes as she whispered,



 "Oh God I do love you...thank you.... for understanding." and she leaned down and kissed Joy with the same passion I had shared with the two of them. I leaned back a bit more to give them room. Watching them was getting me so excited I sort of shook. Their kiss had continued as with old lovers and their hands roamed to all the old familiar places, as it says in the song. They toyed with each other nipples, knowing well what the other enjoyed. It was clear they had done this before... a lot. I was so fucking hard I thought I might cum just watching these two sexy females.



 It wasn't long as I watched when Christina began to kiss down Joy's lush body toward her sweet cunt, pausing on the way to enjoy and give pleasure here and there, and at the same time shifted her own body, bringing her pussy to Joy's waiting lips.



I had seen two women doing 69 only in porno movies. This was better... exciting.....beautiful. As I watched I grew even harder and so ready. After a few moments Christina raised her head up and looked at me,



 "Are you enjoying this? Do you like watching us?"



 "Yeah"



 "No problems... with this sweetheart? If there are I will stop and it will never happen again."



 "Don't even think about it Christina. I love watching the two of you. I don't think I have ever seen anything as sexy in my life."



 "Oh Derrick darling I am so glad. I thought you would enjoy this. May I remind you there are at least six receptacles at your use between the two of us? I have three and if you want Joy we can roll over to make her available to Derrick Jr.."



 "Can I have all of them?"



 "Oh yes, I hope so ... though a few are kinda busy at the moment.... others are available."



 Then she blew me a kiss and returned to Joy's pretty pussy.



 I watched the two of them as they got back into it and soon first one, and then the other exploded, as they took turns cumming.



I had watched long enough and I crawled over behind Christina and slid my fingers into her dripping wet cunt. Joy had Christina's clit in her mouth and Christina was tossing wildly. I wasn't entirely sure if I had gotten Christina's message clear but she did say six. Now I slid my wet fingers out of her cunt and up to her brownie. As I rubbed it she moaned and pushed back into my hand.



I got more lubrication from her cunt and again slipped my finger into her ass. She groaned louder without raising her head from Joy's clit. I slipped a second finger into Christina's twitching ass and as soon as her it relaxed around my fingers I pointed my hard cock at my new target. I pressed the head into her tight rose and to my delight it opened slowly and allowed my cock entrance. It felt so fucking good. Different from a vagina, tighter, smoother.



 I stopped and let everything adjust for a moment and then I started to fuck my darling's ass hole. Slowly at first and then as I heard Christina grunting with each thrust I went faster, harder and deeper. I was about to cum and Christina could tell as she raised her head and said,



 "Oh yes Derrick, cum in my ass.... og yes... oh fuck me...."



 I exploded and flooded her sweet ass hole until it ran out around my dwindling cock. It was sooo gooood.



 When the three of us managed to get to our feet we headed into the shower. Then we dried each other and moved into the kitchen for a late supper. As we sat there talking over dinner about small stuff, Christina looked at me and asked,



 "Are you surprised that Joy and I are bi-sexual my sweet?"



 "Only a little... no not at all as I think about it. You are so sexual Christina my love, I am not surprised that you would enjoy women as well as men."



 Joy leaned over and kissed me sweetly saying,



 "You are a fucking jewel Derrick. Most guys couldn't handle it. Most guys would be threatened by us. For Christina's sake I am so glad she found you, especially since I get to share you. I wish you had a clone."



 Christina laughed and said, "Maybe we can find one yet baby. Just remember I did find my Derrick."



 I was flattered, I felt very loved and I was getting horny again. I smiled and said,



 "There are several unopened packages that I think Joy has for me. Are you two ready to resume our fun and games?"



 By morning I had explored all of Joy's delightful gifts fully, and Christina's one more time. The high-lights of the night as far as I was concerned were when Christina helped me get Joy's ass hole and my cock well lubricated and then she guided my cock into Joy's tight back door as she kissed me deeply... and then again later as Christina sat astride my cock, so deep in her hot wet cunt as Joy sat astride my tongue. I was much occupied as Joy and Christina kissed passionately and played with each other's lovely tits. At one point I wished I had a video of the three of us that night.



 Several weeks later we redid it all and made that video.



 Joy soon moved in with Christina and I. We got a bigger bed and the three of us slept together, taking turns on who is in the happy spot in the middle. I learned that polygamy is wonderful but has its drawbacks. I don't mean the trivial stuff, I mean I was deeply in love with Christina and I loved Joy... not the same.



Joy always felt just a little bit out of our center. Soon she started, as she put it, 'Her quest for her Derrick' as she called it. I was profoundly flattered.



 Joy dated a lot of guys and after each date, came into our shared bedroom and related to us all the details of her evening. Joy obviously loves to fuck, like Christina, and like Christina, it didn't take much to get her engine going. She is lovely, sexily built and just sexy. Lots of guys were after her ass. A lot of guys enjoyed her ass. She, like Christina had with me, dated a guy a few times and looked carefully to see if he was mate material. If not he was gone. If there was some potential Joy fucked them to see if they were good enough at sex to keep longer. There were a couple of exceptions. Both of them were unacceptable as mates but as Joy said, "Boy they could fuck." She visited them regularly.



 Then Mason came along. The first date Joy did not come home that night. Christina and I got a little worried but decided Joy could handle herself and we had liked Mason immediately when we met. Mason was a big likable guy and he and I hit it off well with lots of common interests. He and Christina hit it off well too and Christina enjoyed flirting with him a bit.



 When Joy came in around 7:00 in the morning, Christina and I sat waiting to hear how he was in the sack, our assumption.



Joy dropped her surprise as she said "we sat at the coffee shop all night talking."



 Charlie was around a lot and Joy became convinced he was the one. She described how they had fucked beside the campus lake and other strange places and how good Mason was. Can you believe I felt a little jealous..but just briefly. Christina and I went on a week-end trip leaving Joy with an empty apartment to fill... and she did. When we got back Sunday night, we found Mason and Joy in the spare bedroom. There were all kinds of fast food, deliverable fast food, packages all over the kitchen.



It was pretty clear they had not been off the place all week-end.



 As we noisily entered the apartment, Joy came out to meet us. She was nude and she glowed, I had never seen her so happy.



Christina looked at her and they had the following conversation as I listened quietly:



 "Good huh?"



 "Oh yes!"



 "What have you told him?"



 "Everything. I told him Saturday night."



 "He is still here huh..."



 "Yeah. He is so much like Derrick. He loves it all, good at it all and likes the idea of me being bi. Wants to watch."



 "So what now?"



 "We need to talk, he is sleeping. Poor baby I really wore him out this week-end. Fortunately when he wakes up he will be ready to go again."



 "Lets go into our bedroom."



 Then Joy smiled and gave us both a deep tongue twisting kiss welcoming us home. As we crawled onto our bed Christina and I automatically shed our clothes. Joy started,



 "I don't know how to approach this exactly... Mason asked me to move in with him.... I would much rather Mason moved in here with us.... but that has some real loaded questions in it.



I mean I couldn't live here for long, watching the two of you fuck, if I weren't fucking both you and Derrick. It just wouldn't work.... I think if Mason lived here with us it wouldn't be long until he would want some of your gorgeous ass Christina....especially as much as the three of us fuck openly and I sure don't want to lose that. He couldn't just watch as Derrick and I fucked our heads off. He is OK with Derrick fucking me but he would want to fuck you too Christina. How could he not? We all know that.



Frankly I would like to watch him fucking you Christina. I always enjoy that."



 Joy looked at Christina and then at me. I guess I had a worried look on my face and so Christina said,



 "Joy why don't you go back to Mason for a while and let Derrick and I talk."



 Joy kissed us both again heatedly and then headed for the door as she said,



 "Whatever you guys decide is fine. I can still drop by here occasionally to enjoy fucking two of my three favorite bed partners. Mason is cool with that. By the way we will be getting married after graduation like you two. We don't plan on letting that stop us with you guys. And may be some others."



 And she was gone with a twinkle in her eye.



 Christina and I just looked at each other for several minutes without a word. I knew Joy was right, if Mason moved in; it couldn't be long until he fucked Christina. No one could resist wanting her. I knew that Christina loved sex and if caught in "heat" so to speak she would fuck whatever cock was offered. I knew that and it excited me beyond words. I was no different than Christina on that...... but was I ready to watch another guy fuck my lady? Then I thought of how many times Christina had watched me fuck Joy...... almost every day since Joy moved in with us.



 Christina broke the silence,



 "Derrick my love, Joy can just move in with Mason. We both know that if Mason moves in here that the next time I get totally turned on I would "welcome him fully" I know you know what I mean."



 "You mean you would let him fuck you."



 "Yeah.... I would.... If I were in the throws of fucking you and Joy and Mason tried to fuck me I would welcome him.



I know it and you and Joy know it. It doesn't mean I don't love you Derrick... it's just I know myself and what would happen."



 "I know, Christina how many times have you watched while I fucked or ate Joy, many many, how can I say to you I don't want you to fuck Mason... or anyone else you might want?"



 "All you have to do is say it. I am yours Derrick. Lock stock and barrel. Remember I have been fucking Joy too and you have been so cool about that. You know that what I have with Joy is different from what we have. If Mason fucked me that would be different too, just a fuck, and nothing compared to what we have.



But if you aren't completely, totally comfortable with it just say so. I will be happy and Joy will be happy if you are happy."



 "What do you want Christina? I have loved having two women available to fuck anytime I wanted to. I'm sure you would enjoy two men fucking you...... what do you want us to do?"








Part 4




Three Becomes Four







 The air was tense in the room. Christina was obviously concerned about how this was affecting me. She had been totally honest with me and I had to be the same. My problem was that I was torn. On the one hand the idea of watching another man fuck Christina was a real turn on to me. The idea of participating in a foursome was a turn on. The idea of joining another man in double fucking Christina and Joy was a turn on. And I obviously didn't want to stop fucking Joy. All of that said to me, say yes, welcome Mason, or anyone else Christina wants to fuck, into the nest.... now or in the future.... just as she had done with you and Joy.



 The other side was I was scared that I would lose Christina. I was so fucking silly in love with her I honestly did not know how I could go on without her at that point. What if she fell in love with Mason, or preferred him to me? Then I blurted all of that out to my love. I couldn't help it but as I told her my fears about losing her tears welled up in my eyes.



 Christina started crying then and pulled me into her arms. We were lying on our bed nude and Christina pulled my face into her chest using her big soft tits as a pillow. We just lay there for a while cuddling and crooning soft noises at each other. Then Christina started,



 "Oh my silly lover, will you ever realize just how much I love you. If you went out of my life I would die. If you are unhappy I will be miserable. Nothing will ever come between us.



If you want me to forget about Mason, or any other man beside you, then I will do so gladly. If you want me to forget about Joy then I will do that. You are the only person I have to have in my life. Whatever it takes to make you happy I am ready for. I know in my heart that you would do the same for me."



 Christina pause briefly as I sat up and looked into her eyes.



Then she continued,



 "You know better than anyone, I love sex, fucking and sucking and doing it all, male and/or female. Darling, Joy is not my first girl fuck and, if you are OK with it, she won't be my last. You are not the first man I have fucked, and if you are OK with my doing it, you won't be my last. We have never talked about our past experiences but if you ever want to hear any or all of mine, you but have to ask. I would love to tell you. It makes me hot as hell. As I said, if you agree, you won't be my last male fuck. Nor do I expect to be your last girl fuck.



Mason appeals to me the same way Joy appeals to you. It would be fun. When you are about to cum can you honestly say you know who you are fucking, Joy or me? It would be the same if Mason or any other man were fucking me. It would be exciting.



Threesomes are fantastic. And I love two men fucking me at the same time, I have fantasized about three but, as yet, I haven't experienced that. If you knew for certain that I would always be your lady, would you really mind if Mason fucked me? Would you want to watch Mason fuck me? I know I sometimes get off just watching you and Joy fuck."



 I stared into her eyes and saw only love and a willingness to do anything I asked of her. I also understood a lady that enjoyed all the sex that came her way and I loved that. I knew at that moment what I was going to say. Christina loved me. I had little to worry about in that quarter. She loved me as I loved her. Then I closed my eyes and carefully imagined Christina spread on our bed with Mason crawling between her legs his hard cock in his hand. Christina reaches out and takes him in her hands as she guides him into her beautiful cunt..... then I heard Christina laugh softly and she said,



 "Darling I think I know what you are imagining, Mason fucking me, and Derrick Jr. is casting his vote loudly."



 I opened my eyes as Christina wrapped her fingers around my rigid throbbing cock. I kissed her long and tender and it slowly turned into a heated dual of tongues. Slowly Christina fell over on her back and pulled my cock into her wet pussy. It was the slowest gentlest fuck we had ever experienced. It was slow and loving and tender and I knew I would never question Christina's love again.



 Later as I withdrew my limp cock I smiled at Christina and said,



 "Actually, I am sorta eager to watch you fuck Mason. The idea does appeal to me. I want to find out if the reality is as hot. Are you ready?"



 She smiled with a familiar twinkle in her eyes as she said,



 "I am darling. Let’s join Joy and Mason. But if you decide it isn't right, tell me and it will be over."



 I smiled and said,



 "I think I am going to enjoy this, and Christina, about your past adventures, would you write them down, you know, like a story. I would love to read all about your past sex life darling. It has to be damned interesting."



 She smiled with lust in her eyes and said,



 "I would love to. I enjoy writing about that. I have a lot of it written already, it is yours whenever you wish. It is in my bottom drawer under my panties. It is titled simple 'Christina's Story". Help yourself; I will try to add the rest soon. Now come on, the only person in this house that you and I haven't fucked is Mason. Let’s go fix that oversight."



 I laughed and said,



 "I will just watch you fuck Mason; I don't think I am ready for that yet."



 "Derrick honey, you don't know what you are missing."



 As we walked into the bedroom through the open door, Joy and Mason was talking, cuddled in a heap looking well fucked.



We were all four nude and I looked at Mason's cock and smiled as I thought adolescently,



 "Heh heh, his cock is smaller than mine. (but barely)"



 Christina announced our presence as she sat on the bed just behind Mason her hip against his equally bare ass. I slide up behind Joy like a spoon and my limp cock fit nicely in the grove of her ass, my arm around her waist my hand resting on her soft round tummy. Christina rested one hand on Mason's muscular shoulder and the other on his leg maybe two inches from his limp cock. I noticed it begin to stir as Christina lightly stroked his thigh. Then Christina said,



 "Hi loves, enjoying yourselves I see. We may never get all the cum and pussy stains out of these sheets. But.....to the point.... what Derrick and I want to do is invite the two of you to live with us JUST the way Joy and Derrick and I have. We are all highly sexual critters, or at least that is what Joy has told me Mason."



 I felt my cock growing as I watched Christina reach down and take Mason's rapidly growing cock in her hand and as she caressed it lovingly she continued,



 "Mason, Joy and Derrick and I fuck each other quite indiscriminately. In twos and threes. If you join us we feel it would only work if we included you in any or all of the games as you might choose to join."



 His cock was rigid as Christina slowly stroked it up and down, fucking it slowly with her hand. My cock was rigid and pressing hard into Joy's ass. She reached back and started doing the same to me that Christina was doing to Mason. I pulled her hand away and slid my cock between her legs. The head stuck out beyond the front and Joy stroked it lightly sending tingles all over me. I dropped my fingers to her hard clit and delicately stroked it.



 Christina and Mason watched us for a moment and then Christina said,



 "Fuck this is so hot, roll onto your back Mason; I want your cock in my pussy."



 Mason was an obedient young man and quickly was in position as Christina straddled him and looked over at me and said,



 "Derrick would you guide Mason's cock into my cunt please."



 I had never touched another man's cock, hard or soft. Christina looked into my eyes and I knew this was my way of approving and helping her fuck Mason. I reached over and wrapped my fingers around Mason's cock. It jumped from my touch and I smiled and raised it up until it touched the lips of my darling’s cunt. I started the head of his cock in her very wet cunt. I almost came as she eased down, Masons cock disappearing into my lady's hot snatch, pushing my hand out of the way. I let my fingers trail up to her swollen clit and I brushed it lightly. She shuddered and looked over at me and sighed,



 "Hmmm Derrick it feels so good in me. Mason's cock feels so good in my pussy. I want to fuck it so bad.... tell me to fuck Mason's cock Derrick. Tell Mason to cum in my hot pussy."



 Christina's words had us all so fucking hot we were about to vaporize and Joy was just directing my cock into her wet cunt as I said,



 "Fuck yes Christina, I love watching you sit on Mason's big cock. Fuck my love Mason, cum in her sweet pussy. Make her cum please. Make her pussy happy."



 Christina looked at me with love in her eyes. That was replaced with a look of pure lust as she started to raise and lower on Mason's cock. I was stroking into Joy. Joy came shortly and then she said,



 "Derrick, do my ass please."



 I was happy to.



 As I entered Joy's tight asshole Christina and Mason rolled over with Mason on top. Christina wrapped her legs around Masons ass and moaned,



 "Yes baby, oh yes Mason.... feels so good.... oh fuck me..."



 I came in Joy's ass as Christina talked fucking to Mason.



And I watched as Christina flushed bright red and started to cum.



Mason didn't slow down but continued until Christina came a second time and he followed her quickly with his own.



 After regaining a bit of strength, Mason rolled off of Christina and Christina giggled and sat up dropping her head to Mason's cock. He was hard again quickly as Christina expertly sucked it. It didn't take long until Mason came in Christina's mouth as Joy and I watched fascinated. As Mason came, Christina took the first blast and swallowed it. She pulled her head off of Mason and pulled Joy's mouth to it. Joy took the second blast and gave his cock back to Christina. Christina slowly sucked the rest and swallowed it. When she sat up again she had his cum all over her lips. She smiled at me and leaned over and kissed me. As her tongue slipped into my mouth I realized I tasted Mason's cum on my sweetheart's tongue. I sucked on it the way Christina likes and then I felt her transfer a wad of Mason's cum into my mouth. I stopped in shock and then relaxed and swallowed. Joy and Christina swallowed lots of cum and they weren't dead.



 When she broke the kiss she smiled at me and repeated something she had said earlier,



 "You don't know what you are missing cowboy."



 The night was one of my most memorable. I enjoyed watching Mason fuck and eat Christina a number of times and he and my Christina watched Joy and I. At one point Christina asked Mason and I to double fuck her. I lay on my back and Christina took my cock in her cunt. Mason stood behind her and eased into her ass hole. Christina became incoherent babbling and groaning with pure pleasure as we syncopated our thrusts. When we were able Joy demanded equal time from Mason and I. Sometime as the sun came up Christina and I returned to our bed after showering. Classes would have to do without us this day. As we settled in bed Christina cuddled in my arms and she kissed me sweetly and asked,



 "Did you like it?"



 "Yeah, a lot"



 "You like watching me get fucked by a guy?"



 "Hmmm yes I do."



 "Did you like double fucking me and Joy with Mason?"



 "Oh yeah, that was good."



 "Did I shock you when I gave you some of Masons cum when I kissed you?"



 "Yeah you little bitch... but it didn't kill me"



 "I love sucking cock Derrick, I can't see why you men are so afraid of that. It really is fun. You really ought to try it.



I would love to teach you how."



 "I will stick to girl’s thanks"



 "OK for now. Maybe I want you to be bi-sexual like me."



 "Maybe, but for now you can have the men"



 "Do you don't mind if I fuck Mason anytime I want to, or he wants to?"



 "No I don't mind, if I am here I will enjoy watching or I will fuck Joy. Or I will join the two of you. If I'm not here I expect you to give me all the details."



 "Hmmm I would love that Derrick...... Derrick you know it is OK with me if you fuck anyone you want to don't you?"



 "Yeah, I sort of got that idea sweetheart and same with you. But I think it is critical to share all the details with each other after it happens. No hiding... no secrets."



 "I agree Derrick, I love great fuck stories."



 "Christina..... would you really like to have three guys fuck you at the same time?"



 "Hmmm, I think so sweetheart, I can almost imagine a cock in each of my love openings...hmm my mouth...my ass... my hot cunt..nice. Do you like the idea?"



 "Yeah.... maybe we could find another good friend sometime...."



 "Derrick darling, if you are serious, I have a psychology professor I had a mad fling with my sophomore year. He has been after me for a repeat ever since. You would like Phil...... and his sexy wife."












Part 5




--Four Becomes Six--







 Things really went well with the addition of Mason to our group, it was great, and he was easy to live with for all of us. Everyone had their fill of great sex at what I thought was its absolute best. My lovely Christina had picked up a strange preference however. If I were at home, she always wanted me to help start Mason's cock in her sweet cunt or ass when he fucked her. She told me that it was to be sure I still approved of her fucking Mason. Sort of symbolic, if I put Mason's cock in her cunt it must still be OK with me for her to fuck him. Joy started doing the same. I began to wonder if the stated reason was true. I kept remembering Christina's comment about wishing I were bi-sexual like her. I wondered if the girls were just trying to get Mason and I used to handling another guys cock. It seemed to be working cause I had gotten to where I thought nothing of wrapping Mason's big hard cock in my fingers and guiding him into my lady love.



 Weeks later as Christina and I sat at a coffee house between classes I remembered her comment about Phil the professor and his wife. I thought it over and then smiled to myself as I enjoyed the idea of Christina with three men. My cock started getting hard and Christina saw the smile on my face and asked,



 "OK buster what evil thoughts are you hatching now?"



 "Have you seen Professor Phil lately?"



 She smiled,



 "Want me to?"



 "Yeah"



 "When?"



 "Now?"



 "OK, I'll be back in a while... give me an hour and meet me back here darling.... are you sure?"



 "I'm sure... see you in and hour and Christina.... have fun."



 She got up and left me with a definite twinkle in her eye. I went to my next class and afterward hurried back to the coffee shop. Christina sat there waiting, she seemed to be glowing... I wonder why? I joined her and said,



 "Well? Anything interesting happen?"



 "Uh-Huh...."



 "Ok you fucking tease... what?"



 "I went to his building and dropped by his office just to say hello."



 "Yeah right."



 "Well I did say hello... I also wanted to see if he was still interested in me and how Tanya, his wife, was."



 "Did you fuck both of them before Christina?"



 "Uh-Huh, we had some great threesomes at their house, just the three of us. Great fun. She is bi like me. I don't know for sure but I think Phil may be too. Could be your chance to try it honey....."



 "Yeah right baby... I would rather watch you with men.... but was Phil 'interested'?"



 "Of course, how could you doubt it?"



 And she laughed and I felt her shoe-less foot in my lap on my cock as she said,



 "You getting hard thinking about Phil? Want to enjoy sucking his cock like I do? It really is good."



 "Never mind that stuff Christina, what happened between you and Phil?"



 "OK well I knocked on his door and he called out for whomever to come in. I opened the door and stepped inside and reached behind me and locked the door... you know just in case. Phil jumped up when he saw me and came around his desk to meet me. He took my hand in his and kissed it lightly and was obviously glad to see me. His cock was starting to get hard, from past memories I guess. As he continued to hold my hands in his he pressed them into my tits lightly just brushing my nipples. I looked down at where my hard nipples were starting to show clearly and sighed saying,



 'Phil you still turn me on, you pervert.'



 'Enough to do anything about it Christina? I have missed you and so has Tanya'



 'Maybe Phil, but first let me bring you up to date, I have found the love of my life, we plan to be wed after graduation this coming spring. I love him so much I can't believe it and he is just as crazy about me. He is very good in bed and is very understanding of my extra-curricular needs. We are living with another couple and Derrick loves to watch Mason fuck me. I mentioned to him that one of my fantasies was to have three men fuck me at the same time. Derrick and Mason are game,..... I thought of you as a third...interested?'



 "Derrick, his hands covered my tits then and I let him have his way, hell I was enjoying it. He kissed me deeply and I enjoyed remembering what a great tongue he had. I kissed him back and felt his hard cock pressing against me. Fuck... all he had to do then was to ask, or push me down on his desk or just about anything; I was ready to fuck him, so ready to fuck him again. I had stopped by the ladies rest room and removed my panties. I had worn a brief mini-skirt so I was pretty open. His hand found my bare wet pussy and before I knew it he leaned me against the wall and shoved his hard cock in me standing up. I came the minute he was in all the way. Shit Derrick I loved the idea of fucking a professor in his office as all the students milled around just outside the door. Well anyway it was nice and we are all invited to their home tonight."



 She stared at me for several seconds, waiting for my response. This was the first 'outside fuck' either of us had had since we met and she was nervous about me. I smiled and said,



 "Your fucking Phil has me turned on sweetheart. You are so hot... I can't tell you how much I love it."



 Her foot had been rubbing my hard cock and I was about to cum from her story and her foot. I told her to stop but she just smiled and rubbed harder and faster and she said,



 "Derrick, just think sweetheart, tonight I am going to fuck you and two other men at the same time. You are going to watch Phil and Mason fuck me and then later we three ladies are going to have an orgy. Can't you just imagine Mason in my cunt and Phil in my ass?"



 It was too much for me and as she hoped, I came in my pants. It went on and on and on as she kept rubbing me with her foot. Finally I stopped and then began to feel the wet sticky mess I had just made in my pants. Christina giggled. She rarely giggles having a great laugh but now she giggled... so pleased with herself.



 "OK ass hole, now what do I do?"



 She laughed and stood up and walked toward the door laughing softly. She really got a charge out of my predicament. I gingerly got up and followed her. It was bad enough that I walked out in front of those people with the front of my pants wet... but it was so fucking sticky.



 Back at the apartment I showered and when I came out Mason had come home and Christina and he were in the floor fucking dog style. Christina looked up at me and said,



 "Give me your cock baby and let me suck you to make up for my silly trick this afternoon."



 I was happy to.



 Joy came in shortly and she joined us, lying under Christina so she could lick her clit and Mason's cock as he fucked into Christina just above her face. Her bare cunt was just below me and I enjoyed watching it pulse as Mason fucked Christina as she sucked my cock as Joy ate Christina's clit. Four is a great number.







 Over supper we discussed the coming night. Everyone was eager and a little nervous. Christina told us all about Phil and Tanya and that anything goes. If we guys wanted to fuck Phil's ass she thought he would be willing... or about anything else we could think of. With that twinkle in her eye again she said to Mason and I.



 "Tonight's your chance to join Joy and I as full-fledged bi-sexual types."



 Mason and I just looked at each other and shook our heads.



 Everyone dressed pretty casual, assuming whatever we wore would quickly be doffed. Sweats, with nothing underneath.



 Phil and Tanya had a lovely home, complete with pool and hot tub. 'A professor must make good money', I thought. As the door opened a great looking women of about 28 met us. It was Tanya. Beautiful with a great body. Phil obvious liked young women. It turned out that Tanya had been one of his students.



Phil joined us shortly. He was a good looking guy. I could see why Christina liked them both. I found myself dropping my eyes to his cock when no one was looking and it was large. 'Damn you Christina', I thought, 'now I'm looking at a guy's cock curiously.'



 A great wine was served and soft music played through a fine sounding stereo. Phil led us into their den. All I could think of as I looked around was 'holy shit'. The room was big and plush with a circle of large couches, like small beds facing this huge fireplace in a U shape. It was chilly outside and Phil had a cozy fire going. All of that was down in a pit... real cozy.



There was a series of windows across one entire wall looking out on the pool and the hot tub surrounded by a high privacy fence.



The carpet was so thick that the floor sort of sunk under us as we walked toward the pit area.



 Tanya led the way and she sat on one couch, Phil sat on another giving us a hint to separate as couples. Christina sat by Phil... very close to Phil, her thigh pressing against his as his arm slid around her shoulders familiarly. Then I grinned to myself as I thought 'Hell I guess they are familiar, he just fucked Christina a couple of hours ago.'







 Mason joined Tanya, imitating Phil by sliding his arm around Tanya. Tanya leaned into Mason pressing a large tit into his side. Joy and I took the other couch and I wrapped my arms around her familiar sexy body and kissed her lightly to let her know I was glad to be with her anytime. Her hand dropped on my leg with her finger tips touching the head of my cock through my pants.



 Phil spoke up,



 "I was delighted when Christina visited me at my office this morning. We had a delightful reunion, literally. I understand the four of you share everything so I won't be coy tonight. I loved fucking Christina again. She is truly one of the great fucks of the world."



 Christina turned and kissed him lightly on the lips as her hand found his soft cock. She squeezed it and said,



 "Thank you sweety, I loved it too."



 I noticed Tanya stroking Mason's very hard cock. Then Phil spoke again,







 "I understand, that while anything is OK with all of us, everyone is permitted to enjoy everyone else, but the real 'cause celeb' is for Christina to try three cocks at the same time."



 Christina sighed and nodded,



 Joy spoke up,



 "Don't exclude me from that please."



 Then Tanya,



 "Let's make it unanimous, shall we guys, none of us girls want to miss that."



 There was a large open area in front of the couches that was the size of a king sized bed. Obvious a good place for Christina, and the other ladies, to be triple fucked.



 Phil had been undressing Christina. She had worn a sweat suit and was quickly nude. He took every opportunity to touch and squeeze Christina in all the spots designed to rev her engine as they kissed. She quickly had that glazed look she gets when she is dying to be fucked. Hell we all were quickly nude and everyone was more than ready. Phil led Christina to the floor of the pit and said,



 "Give each of us our personal target sweetheart, frankly all of your targets are so delectable, now tell us who you want where."



 Christina looked so beautiful standing there nude, the light from the fire dancing over her svelte body. I could hardly wait for things to start. Then Christina said,



 "I want Derrick in my mouth so he can watch Mason and Phil fucking me. I can't begin to tell you how I enjoy my true love watching. I want Mason in my cunt and you, Phil, in my ass."



 Mason moved to the center of the pit and lay on his back, knowing what was required of him, Christina smiled at him and blew him a kiss and impaled herself on his rigid weapon. She fucked him slowly as the rest of us watched and soon she had a light sheen on her skin that made her look sexier than ever. Phil approached her ass as he lubricated his big cock with KY. When he touched it to her ass cheeks Christina groaned loudly,



 "Oh yes Mason fuck me... yes Phil I am so ready, fuck my ass please..."



 I watched as Phil slowly eased his cock into Christina’s ass and I'll be damned if I didn't wonder what it felt like. Christina gasped as he pressed it to the hilt and there was no doubt how she felt about it as she screamed,



 "Oh fuck Phil, your cock feels so fucking good in my ass, oh fuck me hard baby... drive me into Mason's monster cock."



 Phil thrust in sync with Christina and Mason and Christina started cumming wildly. As the guys continued fucking her she came back to her senses a little and pulled me to her and kissed my lips hard. Then when we broke she said huskily, in short gasps to the rhythm of their fucking,



 "How... do I ... look... sweet...heart? How.. do you...like.... watching.... your....wife-to-be ...taking ...these...big...hard... fucking.... cocks... from... two... other... men.. while ...you... watch?"



 My cock stood out like a fence post (felt like it to me anyway) and I moaned as Christina took her third cock, my cock, deep in her throat,



 "Shit Christina you look beautiful... I love watching you get fucked by Phil and Mason ... I want you to enjoy your fucking fantasy fulfillment to the fullest." (all puns intended)








Part 6




--Homophobia--







 I glanced over at Tanya and Joy in a thrashing 69. Looked like they were having fun. Why is same gender sex so easy for women and so difficult for men?



 The evening progressed and after resting between each bout, the three of us guys serviced each of our ladies in a triple fuck. The ladies all loved it a lot.



 Much later in the evening after lots had gone on among all six of us, I was seated alone, nude like everyone else, at the bar at one side of the pit having a drink. Christina, nude and sexy looking, just out of the shower walked up behind me and pressed those great tits of hers into my back. Her cunt hair, still wet, pressed into my ass. Everyone else was in the hot tub I noticed through the window having sex of some variety. I sighed and said,



 "Hi baby, having fun?"



 "Yeah I am sweetheart, how about you?



 "I nodded."



 "Problem Derrick, have I gone too far tonight baby? What's wrong?"



 I turned and pulled her into my arms as she stepped between my spread legs. I stroked her back and trim ass as I kissed her pouty lips gently. Then I cupped her great ass in both hands and said,



 "Still love me?"



 "God Derrick so much, what is wrong darling? Have I fucked us up?"



 "No..no darling nothing like that .... you have talked to me so much about becoming bi that I caught myself wondering what it felt like when Phil shoved his cock up your ass. When you were giving Mason head as Phil fucked your cunt later I wondered what Mason's cock felt like in your mouth. Damn Christina what is happening to me?"



 She kissed my lips, my eyes, my neck gently lovingly and beamed at me. Shortly my cock was hard and she eased up on my lap and took it in her darling warm cunt. I sighed with the pleasure. I have fucked this lady hundreds of times and it still thrills the hell out of me. Christina squeezed my cock hard and said,



 "First my darling man I love you so fucking much.... Do you like your cock in me?"



 "Oh fuck do I? Unbelievably."



 "Do you like it when I finger fuck your ass?"



 "You know I do?"



 "Do you like to suck my clit?"



 "Yeah...."



 "Listen you dummy, I love all that stuff. I also love it when Joy or some other woman eats me or I eat them. I love the feeling of a hard cock in my cunt and my ass and my mouth or between my tits. I love it when two or three men fuck me. I just love it all. I draw no lines. I admit I just don't understand why you, and men in general, are so hung up on some forms of sex. But if it is a problem forget my stupid comments.



I just wanted you to be with me at everything."



 Christina was just sitting there, with my cock in her cunt and it felt great being connected like that as we talked. I smiled at her and said,



 "I know... I love it that you are so open. I sometimes wish I was but other times I feel like a fag even thinking about that stuff."



 She hit me on the shoulder and said,



 "You ass. Oh I love you so fucking much. And by the way, before I forget to say it, thanks for letting me realize another of my fantasies tonight."



 "You are welcome, growing up with you is going to be so interesting over the next 50 years."



 "Yeah, but remember you still owe me about 999,900 fucks."



 Then I looked into her eyes and said,



 "Christina, what is it like to suck a cock?"



 She looked at me and kissed me gently then she replied,



 "It is nice... unless of course the guy is an ass and pounds you, but forgetting those types, with you and Phil and Mason, the good guys, it is lovely. The head of your cocks are nice smooth soft knobs that feel like velvet in my mouth. As I suck them and go up and down on your cocks it thrills me beyond words.



I love the taste and feel of a randy cock in my mouth; I love the pre-cum tartness. It took me years to learn how to do it but now I love it when you guys shove your entire cocks down my throat and fuck it like another cunt. And I love it as you cum in my mouth filling my mouth so full I have to swallow fast to keep from losing any of it. I love the taste and the texture of cum.



I simply love sucking cock darling..... Did I answer your question?"



 "Yeah, you sure did. It sounds ... interesting... I wish I had the balls to try it sometime but I could never do it to a guy. If I could do my own I would in a minute, maybe if I could do a guy without him knowing it was me.... I don't know... you really have me confused baby."



 She began fucking my cock still in her cunt as she said,



 "Shhhh baby, just fuck me and don't worry about it. If someday we have the opportunity, I will help you do it. If not that is OK too. I would like to watch you do it though...someday."



 The heat had overtaken us and we began to fuck like wild people. It was so good.



 When we had blown our "nuts" completely off, Christina stepped down off my lap. Then we heard a hello, and Phil walked up to us and kissed Christina briefly as he wrapped an arm around her naked body and another around my shoulders. Christina kissed me deeply and then kissed Phil just as deep. Then she said,



 "We were just enjoying a quite sexy moment together but we are glad to see you sweet."



 Phil cupped one of her gorgeous full breasts and said,



 "Christina you are such a goddess."



 Christina caught one of our cocks in each hand. They quickly revived for my lady. Without a word Christina dropped to a knee and took turns sucking our cocks. We were both enjoying it. Then Christina said,



 "Phil, would you please suck Derrick's cock. I have never seen a guy suck another guy's cock."



 I sort of froze as Christina continued stroking our cocks in her hand. Then Phil, without a word, dropped to his knee beside Christina and kissed her and then shifted his mouth to my cock. It felt wonderful, almost as good as Christina. He sucked harder and faster and I felt Christina's finger up my ass and I soon came in Phil's skilled mouth. He cleaned me completely and then he and Christina stood up and they kissed, obviously tonguing the hell out of each other, with my cum.



 When they broke I looked at Phil and all I could say was,



 "Thanks Phil, that is the first time a man has ever done that, it felt great."



 "I appreciate the complement, I do enjoy it. If you and Christina would ever like to drop by for more.... of everything....please do."



 He walked off then and Christina kissed me,



 "Did you like it?"



 "You know I did... it was good."



 "What do you think of Phil now?"



 "Huh?"



 "Is Phil a piece of shit in your eyes now cause he sucked your dick?"



 I got her message, still...but I said,



 "No and I get the point Christina. ..... let's go home shall we?"



 "Yes my love, I am ready too. I want to cuddle in your arms and go to sleep with the man I love."








Part 7




--The World Opens Wider--



 The next few weeks after the mini-orgy at Phil and Tanya's were hectic, with exams hitting all four of us hot and heavy. We still had time for sex; always have time for sex, but not much else except studying. We fucked, ate and hit the books. Soon the exams were over, very successfully for all of us and then the terrible realization hit us... school was over and we were going to be separated soon. We, of course, had to go where our job offers took us. Mason and Joy had accepted jobs in Baltimore, Christina and I in Washington DC. Christina was to be a junior staff anthropologist at the Smithsonian and I accepted a job as a junior anthropologist with the Interior Department. We had only three weeks until we were supposed to report to work.



 In the last weeks of school Christina visited Phil regularly for some 'sex with a professor'. Christina loved fucking a professor. I am always amazed at Christina's sexual appetite.... part of why I love her...she can never seem to get enough sex. I enjoyed hearing in detail how she and Phil had fucked and eaten each other in those sessions; Phil was very inventive and did mind games (like making up hot stories) on Christina as he fucked her (hell he was a shrink after all). I was a little leery of seeing Phil again. I had enjoyed his administrations too much that night and it worried me a little. Each time Christina visited Phil, he always sent back a message that he would like to see me again...... to which Christina would add her encouragement.



 Then we were all busy getting ready for the wedding. We had decided on a double ceremony. Phil and Tanya were nice enough to offer their sumptuous home for the wedding and reception. We of course accepted and Christina, Joy and Tanya were together a lot planning and arranging for everything. Of course from some of the stories Christina and Joy related when they got home, they spent a lot of time making love to each other’s cunts as well.



 As an aside, if you are wondering why no mention has ever been made of either Christina's or my parents, I will tell you that we both were temporarily without. Both of our parent-sets were also field anthropologists and were in foreign, though different, countries at the moment (had been for the last three years). I had learned a lot about just how interesting Christina's parents were from reading her Sexual Chronicles. I was indeed eagerly looking forward to meeting them in person someday



 Then one evening after Christina had spent that afternoon fucking Phil in his office, she delivered a message from Phil to me. We were cuddled in our bed having spent the night in a great loving, fucking foursome with Joy and Mason (next to Christina Joy is the greatest fuck in the world). As we lay there bare ass in our bed and intertwined Christina kissed me sweetly, her tongue lazily sweeping over mine, then she said,



 "Sweetheart, Phil asked me... to ask you ...to drop by his office tomorrow. He knows you are avoiding him and he wants to try and resolve your feelings of homophobia with him. He really likes all of us. In fact he would like to have another party like last time. Maybe ask a few others that he and Tanya play with. He is afraid your reaction to his going down on you is going to screw it all up. Remember darling, I asked Phil to suck your cock. It wasn't his idea."



 "Yeah I know Christina. It isn't Phil I am uncomfortable with.



It is me. I told you how all of your continual talk about the advantages of bi-sexuality had gotten to me a little. I was beginning to wonder how it would feel to suck a cock or be fucked in the ass."



 "Why are you so afraid my love? I love to do that."



 "I am not sure, probably because of the shit we males put out as adolescents... I guess we are perpetual adolescents in some ways."



 "Just because Phil sucked your cock doesn't make you gay darling. Or Phil either... I think of Phil as a healthy bi-sexual male animal and I love to fuck him. I also love eating pussy ... am I a lesbian... not by a long shot booby."



 "I hear you Christina... OK I will drop by and see Phil tomorrow. I guess I have been acting pretty adolescent."



 "Can I come too? After you two get your problem ironed out maybe we could have some fun."



 "I would like it if you were there. Moral support..."



 "I'm a great fuck too..."



 The last few minutes Christina had been playing with my cock and it was now hard again. Derrick Jr. is very responsive to my lady loves attention. Christina looked me in the eyes and with a twinkle said,



 "Speaking of sucking cock, I haven't enjoyed sucking your cock for way too long sweetheart, relax and let me give you a loving blow job....enjoy it my love."



 And she slowly kissed her way down to greet Derrick Jr. with her lips and tongue. She does this thing on the underside of my glans that drives me out of my mind. She holds my cock in both hands and lightly licks and sucks alternately from the underside.



She blows her warm breath over it deep throats me. Then she starts over with lots of variation. It is very wet and very hot. As she sucks my cock deep into her mouth I die a little from the pleasure. Then as she sucks me gently, running her mouth up and down the length of my shaft, I usually feel her long finger slowly entering my ass hole. I force myself to relax and as I open and adjust to her finger(s) she begins to slowly finger fuck my ass hole and I admit I love it. Disconcerting though it may be.... then as I approach cumming in her darling mouth she slams her fingers in my ass deeper and harder and sucks harder on my cock, and I melt and run in great gushes through the head of my cock.



 That is what she normally did. This night as I lay there like a spoiled puppy, letting my love pleasure me so well, I felt her fingers in my ass as usual, after she had two fingers deep in me and I was gasping for air like a fish out of water, I felt her loving fingers leave and something foreign press against my ass hole. I tightened and Christina pulled her mouth off of my cock and she whispered,



 "Relax darling, .... relax....I have a surprise for you... I want to introduce you to something new...one of my toys..... Just relax and trust me to please you OK?"



 "OK Christina..... but why?"



 "Because it will feel good you big dumb jerk, what else?....now relax and enjoy what I am going to do to you."



 I felt this soft, warm, wet, yet firm object enter my ass hole. (she told me later it had been in her cunt until she was ready to put it in me). It was bigger than Christina's two fingers but it also was more rubbery. And as I relaxed and she fucked it in and out of my ass it felt gooooood. Christina's mouth was back on my cock and frankly, while that lady is sucking my cock she could shove a telephone pole up my ass and I would like it. Well maybe not....



 "Does that feel good baby? Do you like me fucking your ass with my toy cock?"



 "Uh-huh....feels good Christina..."



 "Derrick honey,.... I have a dildo in your ass.... a rubber cock.... I wish I had a real cock,.... I would love to fuck you in the ass with it..... do you like the way I am fucking you in the ass with my cock?"



 "Yeah Christina...I do.... like the way it feels... So full...."



 She deep throated me and shoved the dildo all the way up my ass. It hurt a little and excited me a lot. Then she raised her head up from my cock and slowly moved up between my sprawled legs on top of me. She kissed me and I could taste my pre-cum on her tongue. I felt her wiggling her ass strangely and she was doing something with her hands down there. I broke the heated kiss and started to ask what she was doing when she said,



 "Now my darling, I am going to fuck you."



 I felt her pull her ass away from me and at the same time I felt the dildo pull out some. Then she hunched into me and the dildo drove back up my ass. I gasped... it felt good but ....



Then Christina said,



 "Darling....I just put on the harness that attaches the dildo to me like I had a cock. Now I am going to fuck you my sweet man. I am going to fuck your ass just like you fuck mine.



I want you to enjoy it as much as I do...."



 She started thrusting the fake cock in and out of my ass slowly at first, until I started hunching to meet her thrusts, then faster and faster just like I do when I fuck her ass from this position. She thrust in and twisted her ass. Her hands returned to my cock between us, her big tits pressed into my chest and she kissed me deeply as she continued fucking me. It was wild... I didn't care what I was supposed to think or feel...it felt great and I started cumming soon. The combination of all of the concurrent stimulations was enormous and I came a bucket... all over both of our stomachs. With my cum all over our stomachs Christina pulled her hands away from my cock and now as she fucked into my ass her stomach slid wetly over the underside of my spewing cock. It was wild and I thought I would never stop cumming.



 Finally I collapsed and Christina kissed me sweetly. In a moment she raised up on her knees pulling the dildo out of my ass. She crawled up beside me lay with one leg and that artificial cock across my body. I looked down at it and realized it was half the size my cock was when hard. The way it stretched my asshole I was glad Christina had used a small one. I knew she had several and had watched her and Joy use them on each other.



 She had this impish look to her as she said,



 "Well?"



 "Well what?"



 "Did you like me fucking you in the ass you dip shit what do you think?"



 "Yes."



 But I said it very softly.



 "What did you say sweetheart, I couldn't hear you?"



 "I said, yes, I liked it?"



 "You like what Derrick?"



 "OK Damn it I liked you fucking me in the ass with that cock."



 "Good darling, I am glad. Lots of us women love to be fucked in the ass. I adore it. Why shouldn't you enjoy it too?"



 "I guess after tonight there is no reason."



 The next morning I met Christina on the steps of Phil's building. She kissed me and it wasn't a brief smack. She was damned excited already...nervous. I hugged her to me and then we headed for Phil's office. I had never been there before and I was impressed. It was large and well-appointed with a big comfortable couch, where Christina had been fucked so many times by Phil. Christina and I sat on the couch and Phil in a large overstuffed chair across from me.



 "Derrick I am glad you came this morning. I feel we need to get this problem out of the way. The other night at the house when Christina asked me to.... suck your cock.... I was a little surprised I admit. I had no idea Christina knew I was somewhat bi- sexual. But I was happy to accommodate her request that night.



I do sometimes enjoy it. I assumed that you were open to my sucking your cock. I am sorry if it has caused you concern and discomfort Derrick. My intention was anything but that. Christina has shared your concerns with me during her delightful visits here.



I want you to fully understand Phil, I am not interested in men as a steady diet ('scuse the pun). The few time I have had sex with another man is in the context of the other night, as part of an open sex party, an orgy if you prefer. When everyone is fucking and sucking each other and no one holds much back, I get swept up in the moment and will do just about anything anyone asks of me. The first time I did that I was devastated the next day. I was lucky to have Tanya and a good therapist. Now I enjoy it all occasionally with no regrets..... but it took a while.



 I thought about what he had said for a moment, Christina sat there looking gorgeous and sexy and said nothing. But her nipples were hard and showed clearly through her blouse.








Part 8




-- Christina Gets her Way --



 "Phil I thank you for your honesty and your concern. I wasn't devastated the other night but I did feel strange about it. Don't misunderstand, I enjoyed it very much. You are quite good. As Christina said to me I couldn't tell if the mouth on my cock were male or female. I just felt very out of character."



 "I understand Derrick, as a man who has been through the same thing and as a therapist. We lay pretty strict behavioral patterns on ourselves, stereotypes. If I have any words of wisdom for you, go slow with any new practice. Be selective who you play with and don't worry if you take part in some behavior foreign to your norms. Norms change all the time Derrick but they change slowly for the most part."



 I smiled at him and Christina. Christina was fidgeting on the couch. Her skirt had slipped up or she had pulled it up to her waist. Since she wore no panties her lovely pussy was in plain sight. We all smiled knowing what was coming soon, certainly if Christina had anything to say. Then Phil said,



 "I would like to have another party at our house, maybe Friday, tomorrow. If you two and Joy and Mason would like to join us again. We have already asked three other couples to attend. You will like them. I assume that you are all four of you open to swinging now. Is that a fair statement?"



 Christina looked over at me for an answer. I knew what her answer was. Was I ready for Christina to fuck wholesale? Was I ready? I thought about it and smiled at Christina. Her smile was enough to light up the room.



 "Yeah Phil, I think that is a fair statement."



 With that Christina stood up and shucked her clothes. She was absolutely a greek goddess standing there. Her face and body were perfection and she was mine and I hers. It was nice we could share our good fortune with friends.... and acquaintances..... and maybe a few strangers.



 Phil and I stripped too and Christina took charge, (so what else did you expect?). Christina directed Phil to sit,



 "I want your cock in my mouth Phil."



 Phil was obedient and I stood there watching with pleasure as Christina swallowed his hard cock. Then she mouthed the head of his cock licking and kissing. She had one hand wrapped around the base of it. After a few moments of this as Phil moaned and enjoyed Christina, she raised her head up and looked at me with such passion and love and she smiled and said,



 "Kiss me darling."



 I knelt down beside her and our lips met. Her mouth and tongue tasted different but it was obvious why. She plunged her tongue deep into my mouth and I sucked on it the way she loved for me to. I opened my eyes as I kissed her and noticed she was stroking Phil's hard cock as we kissed. Phil's cock was rubbing against her cheek, leaving trails of pre-cum on her perfect peach-like complexion. Her other hand had my cock in it and she stroked me slowly in counterpoint to Phil.



 She broke the kiss and turned her head slightly and sucked Phil's cock into her mouth again. My face was so close, an inch, I could smell Phil's cock. Then she pulled her mouth from Phil's throbbing cock and kissed me again. She repeated these several times. Each time the taste of Phil was stronger on her tongue.



 Then the next time she released Phil's cock from her mouth she kissed me and she whispered hoarsely, breathlessly,



 "I want you to take Phil's cock in your mouth my love. I want it so bad. Do that for me.... please.... I want to see you take Phil's cock in your mouth and suck it just a little."



 She kissed me and then pulled away pressing Phil's cock to my lips. She rubbed it back and forth across my lips. I could feel his juices on my lips. I glanced up at Phil. He had his head back on the couch his eyes closed in pure pleasure. He sat there as I had many times with Christina and Joy before me as now Christina and I knelt.



 I looked back at Christina and opened my mouth to ask the why question of her but she pushed Phil's cock as I opened my mouth and I felt the smooth velvet knob of Phil's hard cock in my mouth. I sat there immobile looking into Christina's beautiful eyes, just holding Phil's cock in my mouth. Christina still had her hand wrapped around each one of our cocks. Then Christina whispered,



 "Oh my darling I love you. I wanted you to do this and you did. Now my beloved taste Phil's cock and his juices. It is nectar... suck gently my sweet."



 I was as in a trance... I only wanted to please my lady at that moment. I savored the taste of the cock in my mouth and I started gentle suction. Christina saw my cheeks suck in and she leaned over and kissed the side of my lips and Phil's cock at the same time,



"Yes Derrick...yes my darling... suck.... and lick... and take it deeper in your mouth. Not too far or you will gag...just till it touches the back of your palate. You will learn to take a cock deep in your throat as I do... but not now. That takes time and practice."



 Christina kissed me again and stroked both of our cocks slowly.



Phil was moaning with pleasure, pleasure afforded to his cock by Christina's hand and my mouth. That excited me just as when I eat a lady and she starts moaning... Then Christina pulled his cock out of my mouth and into hers. I watched as she slid her mouth up and down on it, not too deep, but wetly, noisily and I heard Phil moan louder. Then she pulled him from her mouth and looked at me and asked softly,



 "Would you like to finish Phil off darling? He is very near to cumming. Do you want him to cum in your mouth or shall I finish our sweet friend?"



 I smiled and kissed her lips deeply and then moved my mouth to take Phil again. I emulated Christina, sliding my mouth up and down Phil's cock rapidly as I sucked and licked the underside. I felt Phil hunch deeper in my mouth and I looked at Christina. Her eyes glowed with lust and love... but at that moment mostly wild lust as she said,



 "Yes... do it sweet... make him cum in your mouth...."



 Then Phil let it go and I was forced to swallow and gag and choke as his cum flooded down my throat and out my lips all over Christina's beautiful face so close. I gulped as much as I could and let the rest fall to Christina as she licked it up and swallowed it quickly. Phil shot several more times but less forcefully and I was able to swallow it all. His cock slowly dwindled and fell from my lips. Christina leaned over and drank from my mouth in a kiss like none other I had experienced. Then we rolled over on the floor and I was between her long trim athletic legs and she guided my needy cock into her sweet hot cunt. She fucked me harder, faster, wilder, than I had ever known. I thrust into her and she thrust up to meet me and it was difficult to stay in the saddle of this bucking fucking bronco. I have no idea how long we fucked in the floor of Phil's office as he watched but it was a while. We came and came.... When we both were finally satiated we were soaked with sweat. As we collapsed Phil applauded and he smiled and said,



 "Awesome".



 Nothing more was said then. We arose and dressed. Christina kissed Phil goodbye and he and I shook hands warmly as good friends. Christina and I slowly strolled down the hall and out of the building. As we walked across the grass Christina said,



 "Hate me?"



 "No"



 "Tell me"



 "I love you with all my heart Christina."



 "And I you Derrick."



 "Yes, we do...."



 "Derrick darling....Thank you for doing that for me. At that moment I wanted you to suck Phil's cock more than anything else on earth.... Now,.. anything you want me to do... I will do without hesitation. Just ask me darling...... Did you hate it too bad?"



 "No,.... it was exciting... different..."



 "Would you do it again?"



 "I don't know.... like Phil said... in the heat of passion of an all-out orgy.... maybe...... I prefer women...."



 "You'd better."



 The apartment was empty when we got back. Joy and Mason were still out. We cuddled up on the couch and held each other. We had kissed and hugged and touched lovingly for some time when Christina spoke,



 "Derrick.... there are going to be six couples at Phil and Tanya's tomorrow night counting us.... three of them we don't even know."



 "Uh-Huh"



 "I am sure they are acceptable simply because Phil and Tanya have included them.... but they are strangers."



 "Maybe"



 "You OK with three new, completely strange men fucking me?"



 "Aren't you?"



 "Yes...yes... it is so exciting.. would you mind if I pulled a train?"



 I looked at her. That was a new one on me. I asked,



 "What is a train?"



 "A train... is to have several men take turns fucking you one after the other until they are all exhausted."



 "Wow... have you done that before?"



 "Yeah, my sophomore year here.... I will have to add that to my story someday. I lived in a coed dorm that semester. One weekend... one of those when it seems everyone has disappeared, six or seven guys were having a beer bash in the room next to mine. It had been going for a while when they invited me to join them for a beer.... but my price of admission was sex for all. I was in a strange mood, feeling lonesome and a little blue... so I accepted and that night I pulled my only train. It was unreal.



After a while I was cumming continuously as one cock replaced another..... and another... and another..."








Part - 9




-- The Trains Roll and The Lion Roars--







 Nothing further was said by Christina about the oral session between Phil and I and that was fine with me. I was having all sorts of reactions to the new experience and wasn't sure where to go with it. I was glad to have Christina and Joy to fuck and eat.



I knew how I felt about that. I had enjoyed it but....



 Everyone was busy packing up our stuff and shipping it, last minute preparations for the wedding, the honeymoon, a great deal of sex and talk about the party coming up that night at Phil and Tanya's. Joy was as eager as Christina to take on three new strange gentlemen in one evening, Of course Mason and I weren't the least bit interested in their wives.



 Christina and Joy both looked tremendous. Beautiful, full bodies, glowing and eager. They both had worn very brief mini-skirts, low cut silk blouses garter belts and sexy hose and high heels. I got hard just looking at our lovely ladies. I also got my hand slapped playfully as I explored under their skirts.



 There were two other couples there already when we arrived other than Phil and Tanya. The ladies were almost as good looking as Christina and Joy... dressed similarly... hiding little most of the time and nothing when they moved the slightest. I could feel my cock growing and I could just imagine what Christina was thinking. The two men were late forties, good shape and great looking dudes. Our eyes met and she winked and licked her lips. I noticed Joy smiling at Mason similarly. Tanya was her normal knockout sexy self. I was looking forward to fucking that sweet lady again shortly. Then the last couple arrived with a hell of a surprise.



 With them was a gorgeous, young, (I guessed 16 or 17) little doll of a female. She was tall and slender but built like I love; big tits narrow waist, great ass and fine legs. Her face was model status. Her body was grrrrrrr.



 Tanya had slipped up behind me and she slid her arms around my waist. She pressed those great tits of hers into my back and whispered into my ear, driving me crazy with her tongue as she did,



 "That is their daughter Derrick, isn't she something? She has been coming to our parties for about a year. I understand both Mom and Dad have been fucking her for a couple of years prior to that. She is a love. I don't know how she is to fuck but I love eating her and vice versa."



 Then Tanya spoke louder,



 "Yvonne come over here please dear I want you to meet Derrick."



 Yvonne sort of floated toward me her undulating hips doing a number on my mind as did her swaying tits. Our eyes were all over each other's body and when our eyes finally met, we both had a gleam. She walked up to me, her tits against my chest, her arms around my neck. My hands were on that fabulous tight ass of hers and my hard cock was knocking on her door. She smiled up at me and kissed me deeply, I felt her tongue reach down my throat and wrap around my cock from the inside. We seemed to be the first couple doing anything. I unhooked the only connection I could find on her dress and it fell into a puddle around her feet. It was the only thing she had on. I was shedding the little I had worn and we were in another hot kiss, as we settled to the floor. I didn't know, or care what else was going on at that moment.







 I felt her spread her legs and guide me between them as she started Derrick Jr. in her hot tight young cunt. It is nice to meet someone who knows exactly what they want. Her young snatch was marvelous, so tight and so caressing. As I shoved my cock into her she squeezed it repeatedly as it slowly slipped in to the hilt. I started my best moves and she met them with her on. Not a word had been said between us as she wrapped her legs around my back and began humping hard into my cock. Holy shit, if she learned what she knew from her Dad, then he had taught her well.



I wasn't sure which one was her Dad but I hoped he was the one Christina was fucking as I looked over and saw her on top of this dude. Our eyes met and she winked and blew me a kiss. I did the same then Yvonne pulled my lips back to her pouty mouth with a low throaty growl.



 Yvonne believed in being thorough. As soon as we had cum all over each other fucking, she dropped her gorgeous lips to my cock and had me hard again in unbelievable time. Then I was behind this sex machine and fucking her ass. I can't tell you how tight and smooth and fantastic it felt fucking this teen in her cute little ass. She was a sex machine and I loved it. My first hour was spent exclusively with Yvonne and I sure didn't feel like I missed a damn thing. Then I heard Phil ask for our attention.



Yvonne and I had just collapsed and she said her first words to me,



 "Hmmmm Derrick, that was great...you are good... like my Dad, do me again please before this party breaks up."



 And she kissed me and beautifully bare ass, strutted sexily to Phil's side. Phil kissed her briefly and cupped a large bare tit. As he held her with his arm around her fondling her delightful full firm tit he made his announcement.



 "My friends, my dear close friends, next week is the wedding day for Christina and Derrick and for Joy and Mason. Christina has made a very interesting request of our group. In the vernacular she wishes to 'pull a train' tonight consisting of everyone here, male and female, in any sequence with as many repeats as desired.



I think it is a marvelous way to exit the single world. Joy has reserved her decision about doing anything similar until later she says. Our hot Christina awaits any and preferably all in the master bedroom."



 There was a round of applause and folks, all nude now and a spectacular looking group, headed toward the bedroom to fuck my girlfriend, soon to be my wife. I strolled in and watched as the first hard cock slid into my lady. She was so beautiful and so sexy. I watched for a moment then I walked up behind one of the ladies I had yet to meet. My hard cock standing out in front pre-announced me as it pressed into her sweetly curved bare ass.



She looked over her shoulder at me with a great smile and simultaneously reached behind her and wrapped her fingers around my cock. Names were exchanged briefly and we drifted off to another bed.



 Sometime later I returned and sat beside my lady who was entertaining Yvonne at the moment. Yvonne's face was buried in Christina's cunt and Christina was fucking her hips into Yvonne's tongue rapidly as she panted rapidly and moaned nearing her climax. I leaned down and kissed my sweet passionately and she damn near sucked my tongue out of my mouth. She was so wildly passionate that it surprised me... like an animal at feeding time. She exploded in her orgasm just then and held me to her so tightly as she strained her pussy into Yvonne's face. Then she dropped and lay limp. Yvonne crawled off saying how good Christina tasted. I stroked Christina's beautiful face as she looked up at me and smiled and said,



 "That was number eight darling, I can't believe how sensitive my entire body is. I am one huge fucking erogenous zone. I kissed her and told her I loved her and wanted her to have a ball (or two).



 As I left another one of the men I did not know crawled between Christina's long trim perfect legs and Christina guided his hard cock into her. I stood there and watched for a moment as he fucked my bride. The way Christina fucked back into him made me hard all over and I sought out my next partner.



 The night was long and about midnight I returned to Christina and she looked exhausted. Tanya had just eaten her sweet pussy out. I crawled between my love's legs and shoved my cock into my most favorite cunt in the entire world. Christina opened her eyes and in sort of a fog she grinned up at me,



 "I'm glad it's you darling .... fuck me and take me home."



 I did and I wrapped her in a light blanket and carried my love to the car. I held her in my arms as Mason drove us home.



At home I drew a hot bath and gently eased her in it. With a large soft sponge I bathed my lady slowly. Kissing her gently as I did. Then I patted her dry and carried her to bed.



 As I tucked her in bed she smiled and said,



 "I love you... thank you for being my guy."



 "How many?"



 "How many times did I get fucked or eaten....?



 "Yeah."



 "Eighteen I think...."



 "Are you OK?"



 "Do you love me?"



 "With all my heart. You make my heart sing and Derrick Jr. roar."



 "Then I am just fine...... but I don't want to fuck anyone but you for a while...."








Part 10




-- The Wedding and the Move --







 The day of the wedding rehearsal came about and everyone was in great spirits. Christina had recovered fully from the 'party' and all was well. As Joy and Christina waited at one end of Phil and Tanya's back yard for the facilitator to tell them what to do, Joy leaned over into Christina and said,



 "Who is that darling young man over there?"



 Christina looked where she was pointing and saw a cute young boy of about 15. He was about 5'5" tall, athletic build and very bored.



 "I don't know who he is Joy but he is a cutey isn't he?"



 Without a word Joy walked over beside the young man and started talking to him. Christina laughed wondering what Joy had in mind. She had a pretty good idea, what she always has in mind with men, sex. Christina slowly walked over to join them. As Christina got within ear shot she heard,



 "Christina is cool Timmy, don't stop talking."



 Then to Christina she said,



 "This is Timmy, I asked Timmy about his girlfriend and he was just telling me about her."



 Timmy continued to describe for them his cute girlfriend and how much fun she was. He repeated what a great body she had.



Joy got this impish look in her eyes and she asked,



 "I understand kids are doing things earlier and earlier now.



I was 17 when I gave up my virginity, are you and your girlfriend doing it?"



 Christina grinned at Timmy's response. He was surprised at the question and blushed a bit. Talking with two older women of 28 was new to him, especially since they were both so pretty and so sexy, and to have one ask him if he was screwing his girlfriend blew his mind.



 Joy slid one arm around Timmy's waist and pulled him into her tightly. Christina noticed Joy's tit pressing into Timmy's shoulder and Timmy dropping his eyes to them. Joy had on a silk blouse and, as usual no bra and Timmy saw a lot of bare breast as Joy's blouse gaped open. As Joy held him against her she smiled at him,



 "Timmy honey, I didn't mean to embarrass you, I just assumed a cute guy like you would have an easy time getting girls to do it with him. I know if I were your girlfriend I sure would."



 Christina looked at Timmy pants and smiled as his cock stood out clearly through them, hard as a rock. As Joy continued to work him over with her tits, Christina moved in closer and said,



 "Timmy you are adorable, embarrassed and so turned on. Joy you have made Timmy's cock hard."



 Joy bent forward and looked at Timmy's tented pants. As she did her blouse fell open and her full firm tits were in clear view. Timmy stared and sort of moaned, not having a clue what to do next. Christina conveniently blocked the view of the rest of the people at the other end of the yard and Joy dropped her hand to Timmy's cock wrapping her long fingers around it and squeezing.



 Timmy gasped and Joy sighed,



 "Hmmm Timmy you do have a nice cock sweety, do you let your girlfriend play with it?"



 Timmy groaned as Joy stroked his hard young cock through his pants and answered,



 "Oh yes... "



 Joy smiled,



 "Good, have you fucked her yet Timmy?"



 "Yes.... a few times.. just this week."



 "Did you like fucking her?"



 "Hmm yes I did..."



 "Wanna fuck me?"



 "Urgggg"



 And Timmy came in his pants. Joy kissed his cheek and when he quit shooting off in his pants finally, said,



 "Sorry Timmy.... go clean yourself up darling before someone wonders what happened. Maybe I will see you later...."



 Tim ran off to the nearest bathroom he could find and Christina said,



 "Joy, you should be ashamed..."



 "I know Christina, I’ll make it up to him later."







 ****







 Christina looked around for Derrick... he was not in view... so Christina strolled into the house to find him to see if they could get out of here. She was tired of rehearsing and after the Timmy teasing she wanted Derrick. She walked around and then found herself at the door to Phil and Tanya's bedroom. She smiled as she recalled the last time she had used this room was the night she had pulled the train. Now she slowly opened the door and to her delight there was Derrick.... and Tanya and Phil. Derrick was shoving his hard cock into Tanya dog style while she ate Phil.



It was a scene she never got enough of and it always was cause for instant wet cunt on her.



 She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. It was only seconds until Christina was as nude as everyone else and she maneuvered herself under Tanya and was licking and sucking on her engorged clit as Derrick fed his cock into her cunt. Christina enjoyed the feel of Derrick's cock brushing her face as she ate Tanya. Derrick and Phil both said,



 "Hi Christina we hoped you would join us."



 Then Christina felt Phil spreading her legs and soon his cock entered her eager cunt. Phil alternated stroking his cock into Christina's tight cunt and Tanya's mouth ending up cumming half way between them spewing cum all over both of them before Tanya got his cock back in her mouth to drain him. Derrick groaned and shot into Tanya's hot cunt shortly and the four of them lay there in that great after cum moment.



 They talked about missing each other and promises made for lots of visits. Phil really had this thing for Christina and they knew they would all be together regularly. About that time they heard the wedding facilitator calling so they all dressed quickly and headed for the back yard. Joy met her and asked,



 "Where did you go?"



 "Looking for Derrick, found him in a three way with Phil and Tanya so I made it a foursome."



 "Damn... I am so horny, I am going to find Tim and fuck his young cock. Cover for me."



 The facilitator had everyone walk through and Christina told them Joy was tied up to go ahead.



 About thirty minutes later Joy sort of staggered up to Christina and she looked totally fucked. Christina looked at her and smiled,



 "I gather you found Tim?"



 "Yeah .... wow does that kid have stamina and a nice large cock to go with it. His girlfriend is going to have a perpetual smile on her face from now on. I caught him in the kitchen and pulled him into the guest bedroom at that end of the house. I sucked him off till he came in my mouth and he was still hard... I fucked him in my cunt till he came and he was still hard. I introduced him to anal and he loved that and fucked my ass until he came and the little bastard was still hard. At that point he ate me and ate me and ate me. He is real good with his mouth. I think I must have cum seven or eight hundred times Christina... Shit he was great. I tried to get dressed then but the darling still had a hard cock and so I let him fuck my tits. Finally his cock went down and I cleaned the string of pearls he gave me off of my tits and neck and face and dressed and stumbled back here."



 Christina looked up as Timmy joined them. He wore this grin that covered his entire face. As he stepped up to Joy he looked around and saw that they were screened from everyone else and he patted Joy's ass and said,



 "That was great Joy, thank you... especially for showing me how to fuck your ass. I can hardly wait to show my girlfriend. Christina smiled and said,



 "Tim honey, Joy said you were very good. Would you like to show me?"



 Tim smiled even broader and said,



 "You mean...?"



 "Yeah I mean I want everything you did with Joy."



 And if to assure him she wasn't kidding she raised the front of her skirt to her waist. No panties and Tim stared at her trim bush. His hand automatically went to it and he brushed it lightly. Then Christina dropped her skirt and caught his hand and led him back to the bedroom.



 There Tim stripped in a flash. Christina only wore the small dress and it dropped to the floor. She knelt before Tim's hard cock and took him into her mouth slowly, washing his cock with her tongue as she did. Just as Joy had said his cock stayed hard as they repeated all the different sex acts that Joy and Tim had enjoyed all over again.



 Tim was fucking Christina dog style as the door opened and Tanya walked in. Timmy froze and said,



 "Aunt Tanya, what are you doing here?"



 Tanya looked them over and smiled as she slowly undid her dress as she said,



 "Christina, I wondered if my sister's son was ready for me to fuck yet. I see he certainly is, may I join you two?"



 Shortly Tanya straddled Tim's hard cock as Christina sat on his tongue and the ladies kissed each other heatedly. Tanya had arrived just as Christina had satisfied the last of her requested list of activities and she smiled, dressed and left Tim and Tanya..... as Tanya dropped her mouth to Tim's nasty young cock.







 ****







 The wedding day arrived... everything went off smooth as glass. The only hitch at all came when the judge that was conducting the wedding got a hard on during the ceremony. Christina and Joy both had on low cut dresses and their tits were mostly exposed. Even the nipples peeked out every time they shifted.



The effect on the judge was obvious to the two couples standing before him. Christina and Joy both enjoyed his hard cock and winked at him. The judge performed admirably considering and the deal was shortly done.







 At the reception Christina and Joy took the judge, who was about sixty, and very hale and hearty and cute, into a side room and fucked him silly. When Derrick and Mason tried to pay him later he smiled and said,



 "The ladies have taken care of my fee thank you."



 All too soon it was over and the couples departed amidst tears of farewell and they were gone on their separate honeymoons. Christina and Derrick shortly boarded their plane and flew toward a secluded resort on Jamaica.



 As they got settled Christina noticed this beautiful Stew looking at her. As Christina watched the stew ran her eyes over Christina’s mostly exposed tits, down the front of her loose low cut blouse. The stew slowly licked her lips. Christina felt a flush as she became very damp in her crotch. Then their eyes met and Christina smiled warmly and nodded as if to say,



 "Yes I am available".



THE END







A Bad Boy Fake Fiance



Jack stretched as he reached for the towel after his shower. The steam swirled around the bathroom, and he swiped his hand across the foggy mirror and tied the towel around his waist. The image before him was the one that he saw every morning as he gave himself a once over. Tall and lean, check. Shoulder length dark hair, currently stick to the back of his neck from the shower, check. Muscles, honed by football practices, daily workouts, eating habits and being the equivalent of a walking Mack truck on the field, check. Bright almost sky blue eyes, double check.



“Jack?” a female voice said from the next room. Jack paused in the mirror. Oh holy hell, what was her name? He had not even the slightest idea and that wasn’t going to go over well at all.



“I’m in the bathroom, babe. I just got out of the shower,” he said. Maybe it would be okay if he just avoided calling her anything concrete. Otherwise, she was what’s-her-name. Most girls didn’t like that. He needed to start making them wear name tags or something. It wasn’t like he had to keep it up for long anyway, he had to be at practice soon. That was why he’d slipped out of bed and gotten into the shower already.



“Are you leaving?” she cooed as she came into the room and slipped her arms around his waist.



“No, hon. But you are. I have to be at practice in an hour and I need to get ready,” he said. What’s-her-name froze?



“What? I have to go already?” she said.



“Yeah, I’ll give you cab fare to get home. There’s no point in you showering here anyway, you don’t have clean clothes,” he said to her through the mirror reflection.



“Well hell, you just brought me here to screw and put me out?” she said. Jack sighed and turned to face her. He hated it when women got the wrong idea.



“Honey, you met me literally thirty minutes before you left the club with me. You don’t know anything about me other than what you’ve heard from the media, and you introduced yourself by rubbing your hand against my crotch. Exactly what kind of deep and profound relationship did you expect this to lead to?” he asked. The woman took a step back, clearly outraged, reared back and smacked the hell out of him. Or as much hell as she could manage. Then she turned and stormed through the bedroom, out into the living room, got dressed and grabbed her clothes and slammed the door as she stormed out. Jack sighed and shrugged. Seriously, what had she been thinking?



He didn’t really have time to think about it right then, it was time for him to get dressed. Jack had a few reputations, one as a womanizer and a bit of a bad boy who partied nightly, the other was as a bit of a fashion plate. That meant that if he stepped out of the front door of his house, he was always dressed perfectly, whether it was jeans or slacks. It was one of the burdens and perks of being Jack Carson.



Jack walked out of the house in sun shades, since it was pretty sunny outside, and climbed into his Land Rover Evoque and the only baby girl that he was really worried about in this world, and pulled out of his driveway.



An hour later, after being given a once over and sent to the gym for a pre-practice work out, Jack looked up into the head coach, Ben Fontaine’s frowning face. That wasn’t really out of the ordinary, Jack was pretty sure that the man never got laid and was just back the hell up. What concerned him was the team’s PR head, Yasmine Peterson, and the General Manager, Kevin Bates, walking in behind him, all three of them with their eyes locked on him. He racked his brain trying to think if he’d screwed anything up recently, and came up empty. He was pretty sure that he was good. Pretty sure…



“Jack, can we have a word with you in private?” Coach Fontaine said. The look on his face said that Jack didn’t really have a choice.



“Sure. Lead the way,“ he said, setting his weights to the side and standing up.



“Have a seat,” Coach said, closing the door behind the four of them as they ducked into one of the small conference rooms off of the main hallway.



“What’s going on?” Jack said as everyone settled in.



“Jack, you realize that your contract is coming to an end next year, correct?” Yasmine said. Jack nodded and grinned.



“Yeah. Are you trying to talk about renegotiating already? It’s a bit early,” he said with a rather self-satisfied smile.



“We aren’t interested, Jack,” Kevin said. Jack’s cocky grin wilted around the edges a bit.



“Of course you are, I’ve carried this team on my back since I got here,” she said. Coach sighed heavily.



“Look, you’re a good player and you know the game well. The problem is all of the other bull that comes along with having you here. That’s what we aren’t interested in anymore,” he said.



“What?” Jack said.



“You’re a pain in the ass, Jack. Hell, other teams that know how well you play aren’t even interested because they don’t want to have to deal with your antics ending up in the news every other day. It’s not worth it to them anymore, just like it isn’t worth it to us,” Kevin said.



“We’ve already told your agent about this, but we decided to tell you think ourselves instead of leaving it to her. She’s under enough pressure without having to worry about you going off on her about something that you brought on yourself,” Yasmine said.



“I’m sorry about all this, Jack. I hope you get it together. You’ve got a year, that’s plenty of time,” Coach said. Jack was pissed. Super pissed. He stood and walked out of the room, his hand already dialing his manager.



“Paula, what the hell is going on?” he said as soon as she answered.



“Look, I’ve got a meeting, so I don’t have a lot of time. You need to redeem your reputation, Jack. Tone down the partying, maybe get yourself a girl or a kid. Preferably both. Something to show stability. I’ve got to go, think about what I said and we’ll meet later,” she said before hanging up on him. Jack stared at the phone for a moment.



“A kid?” he repeated.









Chapter 2



A month had passed. Jack was partying less now, not that he liked it. That also meant less women, which he really didn’t like. He would admit that his game had gotten better, or he thought it had. Who the hell knew anymore, he was bored. Paula had been adamant about him settling down. If he wanted to party, he needed to get one person that he partied with. Meaning, a steady girlfriend. Otherwise, once every two weeks, and he’d better not be caught drunk and stumbling out of anywhere or anyone on the news. Them’s the breaks, kid, she’d said. He didn’t like it, but he abided by it because Paula had never steered him wrong in the past. That, and he didn’t really want to leave his team in a year. He liked it where he was, he like the dynamic that he had with the guys when he wasn’t busy being a total prick. He was working on that too.



Tonight, he’d decided that he was going out, but not to party. He was going to a nice jazz club that he’d found out about a few weeks ago. Tonight was the night that they had a live band, and he could get down with that. You know, dressing nice, sipping something fancy like scotch instead of beer, and listening to something mellow and smooth. It wasn’t a party, so it didn’t count against his every two weeks, and it got him out of the house, so he was going. After he decided what to wear, he wasn’t going out without looking his best, as always.



An hour later, he pulled up in front of the club, a small but classy place that actually served a pretty impressive menu of food and had what he’d heard was one of the best bartenders in the city. He let the valet take is car and walked inside, to the chorus of whispered and looks that he always got when he went somewhere. It didn’t even affect him anymore, he was used to it.



“One, please,” he said to the girl serving as hostess who looked as if she may pass out. She stumbled through something that Jack couldn’t really understand, and then grabbed a menu and walked off. He assumed that he was supposed to follow her, so he did.



The table gave him a great view of the stage that the band would eventually be performing on, and the small dance floor set up for those who wanted a twirl. His waiter wasn’t quite as start struck as the hostess had been, and quickly came back with his drink and a small salad that preceded a surprisingly good chicken parmesan dish. He’d have to remember this place the next time he had cabin fever, this was turning out to be a good choice.



“Ladies and gentlemen,” the young man serving as announcer said through the microphone. “Please welcome to the stage Moonlight, featuring Willow Jackson,” he said as the house lights dimmed just a bit and the band came out onto the stage. They began playing something low and soft that made Jack tap his foot a bit, but it was the sultry voice that was singing suddenly that made him look up again.



The woman singing was breathtakingly beautiful. Her hair was full and dark, hanging almost down to her waist behind her as she sang, her eyes closed. Her skin was a warm mix of gold and tan, and was fitted to a frame that probably had the attention of every man in the room. Her voice was so full that it almost felt tangible as she sang along with the band. Jack’s food lay forgotten in front of him as he watched her, enraptured.



“Hey, wait a second,” he said, snagging his waiter on his way past.



“Yes sir,” the kid said softly, so as not to drown out the music.



“The singer, Willow, right? Can you send her a drink from me when they finish their set?” he asked.



“Sure, what drink would you like to send?” the waiter asked. Hell he hadn’t thought about that.



“Does she have something that she normally orders?” he asked. The waiter grinned.



“It depends on how much they make in tips that night,” he said. Jack got it and smirked.



“Send her the more expensive one,” he said. The waited gave a curt nod, to demonstrate his understanding, and then scurried off.



Willow sang for a bit more, and then took a break. Jazz began playing again, but this time it was a track instead of the band, since this was their break. Jack saw when his waiter slipped up to the bar, where she sat alone, phone in one hand and a cigarette in the other. He sat the drink down in front of her and in response to her surprised look, leaned in and said something to her over the din of the restaurant. Then, he pointed to Jack and she turned with him. Jack offered a casual wave, and she smiled and nodded her thanks.



A few minutes later, he watched her put out her cigarette and slide off of the bar stool. She moved like a dancer, and that completely intrigued him as she walked through the place and settled herself across from him.



“Sorry, I was going to come over sooner, but then I realized who you are and I didn’t think you’d want to be around the smoke,” she said. Jack found himself appreciating that, most people wouldn’t have bothered caring.



“Thank you for the concern,” he said.



“Thank you for the drink,” she said, lifting it. Jack clinked his glass together with her and they drank together.



“So, I’ve never seen you in here before, and I’m pretty sure I would remember if I had. What brings you into this place? I always thought you were more of a base thumping, half naked strippers on poles kind of guy,” she said. Jack almost choked on his drink.



“You don’t pull any punches, do you?” he said with a laugh as he recovered. She smiled and shook her head.



“I grew out of beating around the bush around the time I graduated high school. Short attention span,” she said.



“Okay, fair enough, normally, yes. But I’ve been told to tone it down and I wanted to get out of the house. I heard about this place a few weeks ago, and it doesn’t count as ‘partying’, so here I am.” He said. Willow laughed.



“Wow, that’s got to be the truth, I don’t think anyone would come up with that as a lie to get into my pants,” she said. Jack laughed with her.



“No, that would be a horrible lie,” he said. She watched him, a smile on her face.



“You’re interesting, Jack,” she said. Jack wasn’t really sure how to take that. This was a first.



“Thanks, I think,” Jack said with a grin. The sound of the band tuning up brought her attention back to the stage. She polished off the last of her drink and winked at Jack.



“It was nice to meet you, Jack,” she said.



“You too, Miss Willow,” he said, the charm on full blast but this point as she stood and glided back up to her place on stage. Jack was pretty sure that he’d found himself a bed warmer for the night, which was funny because he hadn’t expected that here. But, he liked surprises, and he was happy with the way the night had turned out.



A few hours later, when the band had finished their final set, the musicians left through a side door, toting their instruments with them. Jack watched as they all hugged Willow goodnight, and he got himself ready to go since the next step was he and Willow leaving together. Except, it wasn’t. Willow slipped the bartender some money, picked up her bag and made her way to the door without him. Jack was on his feet, following and catching up with her in the parking lot as she lip up another cigarette.



“Leaving without me?” he asked, trying to sound casual.



“That’s the plan,” she responded.



“I thought we had something back there, something that would make you want to spend time with me as much as I want to spend time with you,” he said. Willow smirked.



“What you want is someone to keep you company tonight. Might I suggest the hostess, she’s cute and looks like she’s about to piss herself like a puppy over you being here. I, however, can’t provide you with what you are looking for, simply because I am not that easy. If you want to actually spend time with me, you know where to find me. Otherwise, it’s was wonderful meeting you, Jack,” she said, turning and gliding across the parking lot away from him.



Had she just turned him down? She had, hadn’t she? No one ever turned him down! That had been true since high school because he was good looking, and had become even more true since he was now good looking and rich, and yet here he was, alone. What the hell?!















Chapter 3



Jack had found himself thinking about Willow. He wasn’t sure if it was because she’d turned him down or simply that he was that interested in her. He’d settled on him being interested because she’d turned him down. It had been a month since they’d met, and he’d been back to the club at least once a week since then. He’d buy her a drink, sometimes dinner if she allowed it, but she always said the same thing at the end of the night:



“Good night, Jack,” In that sweet, sultry voice of hers.



It was to the point that when he caught sight of her, his heart rate increased and his back stiffened, along with… other parts of him. She was turning him into a wreck, and there was nothing that he could do about it, because she wouldn’t allow it. He’d taken to lifting weights to try and work out some of his sexual frustration, but all that had done was increase how much he could lift because he was always in there lifting.



“Back again?” she said softly, as she slid into the chair across from him, like she always did when he bought her a drink.



“Yes, again,” he said with a smile. She sighed.



“Why?” she asked.



“Because, you turned me down and I don’t understand it,” he blurted out before he really thought about it. Willow chuckled.



“Most men would have gone with something like, I can’t get you off of my mind, or something romantic like that,” she said.



“That too,” he added.



“Do you really want me? Or do you just want me naked?” she asked. Jack opened his mouth to respond, but stopped and closed it again. Then, he told the truth.



“I’m not really sure,” he said. Willow smiled and nodded.



“This is probably the most honesty you’ve given a woman, isn’t it?” she asked.



“Other than my mother, yes,” he said with a self-depreciating chuckle. Willow slipped two fingers into her cleavage and pulled out a pen. She pulled Jack’s hand towards her, and started writing on his palm.



“If you really want me, take me out sometime. I still won’t sleep with you, so don’t call me expecting that,” she said. Jack nodded, looking down at the felt tipped phone number on his skin like he’d just hit the lottery.



“Got it,” he said. She smirked, and got up as the band started to get ready for another set. Before she started singing again, Jack saved the number that she’d given him in his phone. Something told me that sweaty palms having erased it wouldn’t be an excuse that would have gotten him a second shot at it. Then, he turned in his chair to face the stage, and smiled as she started singing again.



Hours later, after she’d told him good night and he’d watched her sway off across the parking lot towards her gunmetal gray Dodge Charger, Jack lay in bed, staring at her phone. Finally, he hit send on the message that he’d been debating on for the greater part of the last thirty minutes:



Did you make it home safely?



He waited, almost holding his breath as the debate about whether texting her the same night that he got the number seemed desperate or not.



I just walked in the door, actually. I had to stop for ice cream.



Jack smiled. She’d answered, that was good, right? He hit the reply button and rattled off something about it being odd to stop for ice cream in the middle of the night. She responded that she had actually wanted this ice cream for the past week, and she’d finally broken down on her way home and gotten some. She said that she was eating it with a wine accompaniment, and didn’t even feel bad, which had made Jack laugh. He hit reply and responded again, grinning when his phone chimed with her response. What the hell, he didn’t have to be up in the morning. Staying up all night talking to her seemed like a lot more fun than sleeping anyway.









Chapter 4



Jack had asked Willow to meet him for lunch. He wanted to do something different, and everyone did dinner. Instead, he was going to have a good lunch, walk around in the shopping district for a bit, and once twilight hit, they were going to venture into the arboretum, for an event called A Night Under The Stars. There was a live swing band, henna tattooing, and a wide variety of food. It seemed like something that she’d like, and it was totally different than anything he’d ever done before. He was looking forward to it, believe it or not.



“Have you been waiting long?” Willow’s voice purred as she slipped into the seat across from him. She looked different, more casual than she did on the nights where she was singing. It was nice.



“No, I just got here myself,” Jack said, smiling across the table at her.



“So what’s good here? I’ve never tried this place before,” she said, picking up the menu and looking over it.



“Just about everything is, I’m pretty sure I’ve tried it all over the course of the time that I’ve been coming here,” he said.



“What’s your favorite?” she asked. That was easy.



“For lunch, the tuna salad. Good amount of protein, but it’s not heavy so I don’t feel like I’m lugging it around for the rest of the day,” he said. Willow gave him an impressed look and nodded.



“Good reasoning. I think I’ll try that, then,” she said, closing the menu and placing it onto the table.



Lunch was pleasant for both of them. They talked about their families, friends and hobbies. Jack learned about how Willow started singing with the band and what she did for a day job, and Willow learned as much as Jack would tell her about what it was like to play in the NFL. She laughed when he talking about the first time he took a good, solid hit and how the world had spun around him as he moved to his place on the field. The guy was the only one that he’d come across that hit hard enough to make him lose his bearings, but he’d retired now. That had always disappointed Jack a bit, as if he wasn’t really left with a challenge anymore.



They finished their lunch and took a stroll through this shop and that boutique. It was nice, getting to see what kinds of things that Willow liked, as far as Jack was concerned. He thought of it as recognizance, for if he ever decided that he wanted to get her something. A birthday or an event like that.



The Night Under The Stars turned out to be perfect, with clear skies, bright stars and an even brighter moon, and not too big of a crowd. That mean not too much chatter, plenty of food and drinks and room on the dance floor to move. That was where Willow and Jack spent most of their night after they’d eaten. He twirled her around the dance floor expertly, and she followed like this was old hat to her as they laughed together and talked. Eventually, they peeled off from the other part goers and began to stroll the gardens by moonlight.



“It’s kind of spooky out here,” she said. Jack laughed.



“Most people would think that it’s romantic, not spooky,” he said.



“I guess I’m not most people,” Willow responded with a smirk.



“I’m glad that you aren’t,” he said. They walked in silence for a bit together, and Jack gently slipped his hand around Willows. She didn’t pull back, didn’t give any inclination that she’d even noticed that he’d done it other than the fact that she allowed her fingers to close warmly around his.



“So I guess this evening ends when we leave here,” Jack said, part of him hoping that maybe she’d changed her mind about spending the night with him, although he was pretty sure that she hadn’t.



“Yeah, it does,” she said softly. Jack sighed softly.



“I’m not sure I’m ready for it to end yet,” he said. He was genuinely enjoying being around her, and that was something that he’d been able to say about a lot of people. She made him want to think about someone other than himself.



“It’s not like I said that we have to go now,” she said, smiling. Jack laughed softly.



“Good point,” he said.









Chapter 5



Three weeks later, Willow and Jack had been out several time together. Every time he saw her, spent time with her, talked to her, he found something else to like about her. There was also something especially intriguing about the fact that she hadn’t slept with him yet. He hadn’t just come out and asked her if she would, and she hadn’t just told him that she wouldn’t, but she wouldn’t. She’d made that clear. Their time together consisted of talking and getting to know each other, things he’d never bother with before. It was different, and it made not partying and going out as much a lot easier. His agent was thrilled with the change in her client, though she wasn’t really sure what it was about, and the team seemed to be taking a renewed interest in him, albeit a slight one, since it had only been a few months since his behavior had been forced to change.



“So, what do you want to do tonight, Brain?” Willow said. Jack snickered at the cartoon reference as they sat together on one of the plush couches around the dance floor at the jazz club.



“I don’t know, sitting here with you is kind of nice,” Jack said, putting his arm around her and pulling her close. Willow snuggled up to the side of him and rested her arm on top of his thigh.



“True, it is,” she said. They sat there in silence for a few moments before she turned in his arms and kissed him. He’d kissed her before then, but this was the first time that she’d simply outright kissed him without any warning or prompting.



“What was that for?” Jack asked with a wide smile on his lips.



“We could go back to your place, and spend some time there,” she said. Jack watched her for a heartbeat, checking for any signs that she was kidding, or uncertain. Then, he scrambled to his feet with her still in his arms and the two of them made their way to the club exit, Willow laughing beside him the entire time.



Willow watched the world go past as she followed Jack into his complex. She hadn’t wanted to leave her car at the club, especially since they’d had a few break ins and she didn’t want to be the next one. She looked around at all of the large, well lit homes in this expensive and exclusive complex and felt special that she was actually being escorted inside. Jack turned into a large driveway in front of her and she followed suit. She saw two garage doors open, there were a total of four, and he motioned for her to park through one before he parked through the other.



“This is quite a house,” she said, getting out of her car and slinging her purse over her shoulder.



“It’s nice, but I travel so much that half of the time, I don’t get to see it. I have a cleaning service when I’m out of town to keep the dust at bay since I have dust allergies, but that’s about it. They see my home more than I do,” he said with a laugh.



“That’s kind of sad,” she said, taking the arm that he was offering as he lead her through the door from the garage to the house.



“On one hand, yeah, it is. But on the other hand, I’m traveling to play football. I love what I do for a living, and I get paid really well to do it. Most people can’t say that, so I try not to complain about things like not being able to see my house sometimes,” he said. The two of them walked through the house as he turned on this light and that until they reached the kitchen. Jack pulled down a bottle of wine and two glasses, and then motioned for Willow to follow him out on to the patio.



“I love sitting out here, no music or television, just me and the sky,” he said, popping the cork and pouring two glasses as Willow sat in one of the loungers.



“It’s an amazing view, both up and down, isn’t it?” she said, looking out over the city view that came from his house being on a bit of an incline.



“It’s one of the reasons I picked this lot,” he said, handing her one of the glasses.



They sat there together in complete silence, simply watching the world around them for almost twenty minutes together. It felt like one of the most intimate things that Jack had ever done with a women, for him. Sitting out there and appreciating the world wasn’t something that fit his image, so it was also something that very few people knew that he liked to do. He wasn’t really sure why he’d told Willow without worrying about what she’d think about him. Maybe because he trusted her to simply just accept him for who he was. That was a freeing thing to trust someone for.



“Why don’t you give me a tour of this fantastic home, hm?” Willow asked as she drained the last of her glass. Jack smiled and stood, holding a hand out to help her from her seat.



“Sure,” he said.



Willow grinned and nodded, ooo’d and ahh’d as they walked through the house and he showed her this room and that. Jack wasn’t sure about taking her through his bedroom, because he didn’t want to give her the wrong idea as to why he’d brought her out there, so he stalled until absolute last.



“Your bedroom is very tastefully done,” she said, looking around.



“I bought the whole room of furniture together. I’m not really good at putting things together on my own, I don’t think. Everything in here was made to match the other pieces,” he said with a grin. Willow turned to him with a grin.



“It’s nice,” she said, placing her hands in the middle of his chest and pushing him roughly so that he had no choice but to fall backwards onto the bed behind him.



“Willow?” he said, so surprised that he wasn’t really sure what to do other than simply flop back. Willow smirked and jumped on top of him, straddling his midsection as she leaned in close to his ear.



“You’ve waited long enough, don’t you think?” she whispered. Jack felt his eyes widen, and he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tightly against him as he rolled himself on top of her. She laughed and squealed, and he reached over and turned out the lights.











Chapter 6



“You know, it’s alright if you don’t want to do this,” Jack said. Willow was in the shower, he blurry silhouette visible in the mirror as he talked to her while she bathed.



“I don’t mind. Just because I’m not always in some loud, banging club doesn’t mean that I don’t like to go to one from time to time. Plus, what your agent said makes sense, this will help your image since you spent the last few years being a royal prick,” she said. Jack shot a look through the mirror towards the shower as if she could see it.



“I wasn’t trying to be a royal prick,” he mumbled.



“Yes you were. You just see it now,” she said, hearing him over the sound of the water running.



“Does that mean that I’m maturing or something, the fact that I’m getting better?” he asked. Willow giggled.



“Perhaps. Then again, you are still the man that laughs at every fart joke you’ve ever come across,” she said. Jack smirked.



“Hey, fart jokes are a lost art,” he said.



“Uh huh, sure,” she said. Jack grinned.



“I’m going to go put on my clothes, since you’re being all mean,” he said.



“Wuss,” she said in return.



“Love you too!” he said on his way out of the bathroom.



He and Willow were going out with the rest of the team that night to a club for a bit of drinking and bonding. She’d come out to the house a few hours before with a change of clothes, and opted to get ready there, so she had less time in the clothes to mess up her outfit. The logic made perfect sense to Jack, plus that meant that there was time for them to fool around a bit before they left the house. That was always a plus, since she was a stellar lover. They were six months into spending time together, and both of them were more open and less guarded with each other. That was why she was meeting the team. They’d all wanted to know what had caused the change in their teammate, so tonight, he had promised to show them.



He peeked into her overnight bag and smirked at the dress she’d brought to wear. It was one that made her the center of attention wherever she went, because she looked fantastic in it.



“That’s my girl,” he said, laying it out flat on the bed to wait for her to finish up in the bathroom.



The club for the night was called the Bass Drop, and the guys had pitched in and rented out the VIP section. It was easier when they all went out to do that, otherwise they were mobbed by people. That wasn’t something that anyone wanted, especially the ones that were attached and planned to bring said significant others to the club that night.



The club had allowed the guys to come in through a side entrance and head straight up to the VIP, to avoid starting a riot. This was going to be Jack and Willow’s first official outing together as a couple, which was huge since Jack was never tied to anyone. Jack made sure that he’d had a sedan service for the night, in case either of them was a little too drunk to drive, or simply didn’t feel like it. Willow was ready just as the car pulled up into the driveway.



They drive downtown talking about the guys on the team. Willow hadn’t really started following football until she’d started seriously seeing Jack, so there was still a lot that she didn’t understand and a lot of faces that she didn’t know. Jack had tried to get her to recognize some of the more forward ones, the ones that would come up and introduce themselves, and she had gotten most of them on site. The others he could feed to her before they went up to them.



“Oh, and Jacobs is a bit handsy when he’s been drinking. He won’t like, grab your ass or something, but he might hug and hold on a bit longer, or brush past something that he shouldn’t. He doesn’t mean to, trust me, he’s just drunk. One of the guys thought he had smacked him in the ass the first time we all went out, it turns out that he’d just turned around rather quickly and let his arm flap around him,” Jack said laughing. Willow giggled.



“Watch Jones when he gets liquored up, got it,” she said.



“There are going to be a lot of cameras here, someone at the club leaked that we’re going to be there. But I am so glad that I’ll bet there with you, you look amazing,” he said. Willow smiled.



“I’m supposed to look amazing, we’ve got to keep your rep up,” she said. Jack leaned in and kissed her gently.



“I don’t care about that. You look amazing for me, and that’s enough,” he said.



“You really have matured, haven’t you?” she said, smiling and resting a hand on Jack’s thigh.



“Somewhat. I still want to peel that dress off of you on the way to the club,” he said, licking his lips. Willow grinned, and playfully swatted his leg.



“We’re almost there, pervert,” she said.



“I can be quick,” he replied.



“Yeah you can,” Willow said with an eye roll.



“Hey, wait a minute…” Jack said, frowning as Willow laughed out loud.



*~*~*



The bass was so deep that you could feel it in your chest when you walked inside of the club, but Willow smiled and began dancing as they made their way down the hallway towards the entrance to the VIP section.



“There he is, the man of the hour!” someone announced as the two of them walked through the door. Henry almost bowled Jack over with the hug as he clapped him soundly on the back.



“Why am I the man of the hour?” Jack asked.



“Don’t mind him, Lance has already had too much to drink,” Paulie said. Jack nodded his understanding.



“Paulie, this is Willow,” he said, turning and introducing her. Willow smiled and held out her hand for a shake.



“It’s a pleasure,” he said.



“Likewise,” she responded.



“You’ve become something of a legend in the locker room, you know,” Paulie said. Jack rolled his eyes.



“Oh Lord, here we go,” he said.



“Have I?” Willow asked, suddenly very interested in what Paulie was saying.



“Oh yeah, most of the guys have been wondering what the hell was up with the pompous jack ass that we’d all come to know and love for a while, and then one day, he finally let it slip that what happened was a woman named Willow,” he explained.



“Interesting, what else did he say about me?” Willow asked. Paulie grinned.



“That’s the thing. He wouldn’t say another word. He said he didn’t want us to jinx it or something.” He said. Jack grinned and shook his head.



“Why do you think I was scared to bring her tonight? You all might convince her that I’m not worth her time, and I would be completely destroyed,” he said. Willow cuddled up against Jack’s side and smiled, winking up at him.



“Don’t worry, I’ve seen you at your jack assiest, I’m pretty sure that if I haven’t walked away by now, I’m not going to,” she said. Jack grinned and kissed her again.



“Hey now, none of that shit. Some of us are here alone, you know,” a rather slurred voice said. That was Ian, and he had apparently pregamed pretty hard from the look of it.



“Are you already drunk, Ian? Damn, you work fast,” Jack said as he and Willow began to move farther inside.



“That’s what she said,” Ian laughed.



“Dude, if that’s what she said, that’s not positive,” Jack said.



“Oh… yeah,” Ian said softly. Willow grinned.



“Someone should take his keys,” she said.



“Already got them, no worries,” Paulie said.



“Paulie doesn’t drink at all, so he’s usually the keeper of the keys and the one who makes sure that everyone who needs a cab has one and all of that. He’s probably saved everyone’s ass here at least once, including Coach,” Jack said.



“So he’s the team hero,” Willow said. Jack nodded.



“Exactly. Do you want something to drink or eat? They serve high quality bar food here, like nachos and hot wings,” he said. It hadn’t occurred to him to find out if she’d eaten before she’d come over that night, he felt bad about that now.



“Ooo, nachos. And a coke please,” she said with a smile as she sat down on the plush red overstuffed couch behind her. She wasn’t really a big drinker, which was one of the things that kept Jack in line with his.



“Girly drink,” Jack said with a smirk.



“I am a girly,” she replied. Jack laughed and turned to walk over to the bar for the food order and the drinks. By the time he returned, she had three other guys sitting with her.



“…I’ve always wondered if he does that at home too, or is that just a locker room thing,” Bo was asking.



“Hey now, don’t go asking this beautiful woman about all of my secrets. They are secrets for a reason,” he said, handing her the drink and settling beside her. He had no idea what Bo was talking about, he was just playing around.



“Sorry, I can’t talk about Jack’s secrets,” she said. “While he’s around,” she added for good measure with a smirk.



“What the hell is all this?” I asked as a laugh traveled around the group perched in front of her.



“We were just wondering how an ass like you managed to land a woman like Willow. She’s beautiful, intelligent and talented. How has she not seen through you yet?” Scotty asked.



“Hey, be nice. He’s a sweet guy when he wants to be,” Willow said. Jack grinned.



“Thank you,” he said.



Willow blinked, and suddenly the topic was football at a level that was way above her pay grade on the sport. And her soda was empty, so she politely excused herself and went to the bar in the corner for a refill.



“They’ve started talking football, haven’t they?” A female voice said. Willow turned and met the gaze of the cute blonde that was speaking to her, smiled, and nodded.



“Yeah. It happened so fast that I wasn’t aware that it was coming,” she said. The blond smiled.



“You get used to it. I’m Mia, by the way. I’ve been dating Oscar, the full back over in the corner of the couch, for about eight months,” she said. Willow smiled and nodded, but didn’t respond. There was something the she immediately picked up on behind Mia’s words, like a well-hidden vial of venom inside of them, which meant that she wasn’t really in a sharing mood.



“Wow, eight months. That’s a pretty serious relationship,” she said instead.



“What about you and Jack?” Mia asked. Willow planted a smile on her lips and took a sip of her soda.



“Long enough,” she said, leaving it at that.



“You know, Jack and I used to date,” she said. And there it was, the venom. Willow had to work hard not to roll her eyes as Mia watched her for a reaction. Willow didn’t really care, that was clearly before she even knew the man existed.



“Interesting,” was what she chose to respond with.



“Well, actually, he picked me up in a club and he and I spent a few days together. I don’t think we left the bed to do more than eat, and sometimes not even then,” she said with a laugh, waiting for a green eyed monster that wasn’t going to come.



“Oh, so you didn’t date. He just used you for a bit and then tossed you out on your ass,” Willow said, her voice calm as she held Mia’s gaze steadily. Mia looked confused as to why her revelation didn’t have the desired effect.



“What?” Mia asked.



“Babe, can you come her for a second?” Jack said, calling Willow back to the couch.



“I’m sorry, I‘ve got to go,” Willow said, excusing herself from Mia’s trap and starting to walk back towards Jack.



“Wait a minute, did you just call me a slut?” Mia said, her voice louder now. Willow stopped.



“Not at all. When did the word slut ever come out of my mouth?” Willow asked.



“You said that Jack just used me and then threw me out,” she said, angry.



“That’s what you told me happened. Why in the world would you think that screwing for a few days constitutes dating someone?” Willow asked the more irate Mia got, the calmer Willow felt. This woman had clearly approached Willow with the intention of making her blind with jealousy, or something similar. It wasn’t working though.



“Who the hell are you to tell me what dating is?” she squealed. Willow shrugged and settled beside Jack.



“No one. I’m not sure why you are even exerting so much effort on me,” she said.



“I don’t know why either, since I’ve got a man,” she said.



“Willow has a point, why are you spending so much time talking to her about how you were with her man if I’m right here?” Oscar said. The room went almost silent, save for the music filtering up from downstairs.



“I just… I wasn’t trying to tell her about Jack or anything,” Mia stuttered.



“Could have fooled me,” Jack said.



“It’s alright. Maybe she just wanted me to know that I’m not the first woman that Jack has slept with. The thing is, I already knew that. He’s not the first woman that I’ve slept with either,” Willow said.



“But he sees me all the time. How do you know he’s not still with me?” Mia asked.



“You do realize that Oscar is standing right beside you, right?” Willow asked.



“I know, I’m just… saying…” she faded out, realizing that in her quest to make Willow jealous, she’d probably just ended what she had with Oscar.



“You and I need to talk,” Oscar said. The two of them walked off to an area more private and the conversation immediate became visibly heated between them.



“I tried to tell Oscar that she was dating him to get to me, but he thought I was just trying to be jerk,” Jack said softly. Willow sighed.



“I hate that he had to find out like this.” She said. Jack nodded his agreement.



“Is it bad that this makes me so happy that lost her and found you?” he asked. Willow giggled.



“Probably,” she said. Jack shrugged against her and kissed her cheek.



“I don’t care,” he said.













Chapter 7



The night out resulted in Jack and Willow’s picture being everywhere, both sports related and not. Jack was suddenly the center of attention for a lot of news outlets again, which made the two of them going out a bit more difficult, but that just meant that they had to get inventive. It wasn’t until a few weeks later that things started to get more difficult suddenly. Jack could barely get out of the complex due to media clogging the entrance, and he had no idea why.



Until he saw the paper that day. Jack Carson’s Lover Spotted Exiting Doctor’s Office. Could This Mean A Little Jack On The Way? The headline screamed. Jack stared at the heavy ink words for almost a full minute as the PR team waited for his reaction. He didn’t say anything, he simply dialed.



“Hey,” Willow said, the smile clear in her voice.



“Hey babe. Remember how I told you not to come out to the house because the media was insane all of a sudden?” he asked.



“Yeah?” she replied.



“Someone saw you coming out of a doctor’s office and printed that you might be pregnant. Is there something that you need to tell me?” he asked. He wasn’t upset, and he prayed that was coming across in his voice.



“I was trying to wait until I knew for sure, which I didn’t until about ten minutes ago,” she said.



“Know what, exactly?” he asked. There was a slight hesitation before she answered.



“I went in because my stomach had been feeling off for a while, and I was pretty sure an upset stomach shouldn’t last so long. My doctor asked me a bunch of questions, and then asked if she could have my permission to run one last test. This morning, she called and told me that she’d gotten the results back and that they were positive. That I’m pregnant, and that what’s been going on with my stomach is actually morning sickness,” she said carefully, not really sure how Jack would take the news.



“So, you actually are pregnant?” Jack said.



“Yes,” Willow said. Then, she waited.



“So what happens now?” he asked. Well, he wasn’t freaking out, that was good, Willow thought to herself.



“Now, I have an appointment for my first pre-natal visit in a week,” she said.



“Day and time?” Jack asked.



“Next Wednesday, at 2,” Willow said.



“Good. Someone tell Coach I’ll be late for practice next Tuesday. I’m going to be a father. And you, Willow, you come out to the house tonight,” eh said. Willow stopped, a little shocked.



“Really?” she asked.



“Of course, what did you expect?” he asked.



“I’m not sure, honestly. I figured there might be some sort of disagreement as to whether I’m actually going to have the baby or not,” she said.



“Why wouldn’t you have the baby?” he asked Willow laughed softly.



“I have no idea. I’ll see you tonight,” she replied.



*~*~*



The confirmation that Willow was pregnant caused an almost deafening roar in the media. The news that Jack was over the moon about it broke all class in a five mile radius. The media was aghast, most figuring that he would pressure her to give the baby up because it would hamper his career or his personal life, so the shock was massive when they found out that was the farthest thing from the actual case.



Paula had set up a press conference for him to take questions with Willow by his side. She wasn’t showing yet, of course, but she looked like she was glowing, even Paula saw it.



“So you found out that she was pregnant from the speculative story?” a reporter asked. Jack slipped his arm around Willow’s waist.



“Willow wanted to be sure before she said anything to me. Honestly, the reason that she went to the Doctor that day was because her stomach had been upset for longer than she thought it should be, and she was afraid something was wrong. Pregnancy never occurred to her,” Jack said, echoing their first conversation about it.



“Is this going to affect your football career, now that you’re going to be a dad?” a female reporter asked. Jack paused, thinking.



“I think I’m going to let Willow field this one,” he said. Willow turned to him, shocked.



“What? Um, it’s not really something that we’ve talked about,” she said, a little off guard.



“Just say what you’d want to happen, if it was completely up to you,” he said.



“Wow, you seriously trust her,” a male voice called out, causing a round of soft laughter.



“Yeah, actually I do,” Jack said, motioning for her to move closer to the microphone.



“Okay… Like I said, this isn’t something that Jack and I have discussed, so please don’t take this as set in stone. But, were I to have my way, Jack would continue to do what he loves and play football. That means that little Jack and I travel to as many of his away games as we can, and that we’re at every home game, and that when he’s here, he is in Dad-mode unless he has something to do for the team. As excited as he is about being a father, I don’t think it’ll be hard to get him to be in Dad-mode,” she said with a smile, another laugh traveling through the crowd.



“Miss Willow, can I just say, that was a wonderful answer. Thank you for putting every football fan’s fears to rest,” the reporter who’d asked the original question said. Willow smiled and nodded.



“No problem at all,” she said before stepping back to allow Jack back to the podium.



“Any other questions?” Jack asked. They’d been at it for about forty five minutes and he was starting to get tired of standing, honestly.



“Are there any plans to get married?” someone called out. Jack and Willow exchanged a look.



“That’s something else that we haven’t actually discussed. But, I would like for Willow to move to the house with me. I’ve got plenty of room for a little one, and she’s got months to plan a nursery and find a nanny to help her, if she chooses. As far as marriage,” Jack said, turning to face Willow as his sentence faded out. He wanted to ask her to be his wife, but he felt that this was something that didn’t belong to the media, not yet. His proposal was for her, not for the flashing lights and pushy microphones of the world.



“As far as marriage, you all will find out when we are ready for you to know, and not a moment sooner,” Willow said, smiling up at Jack as if she’d read his mind.



“Exactly,” he said.













Chapter 8



Willow became a celebrity over the first few months of her pregnancy. She was wanted for interviews, modeling opportunities and product pitches galore. Most of the product pitches, she turned down. She’d do the interviews and the modeling jobs without problems, especially since most of them were either with Jack or about Jack. She liked that she was pulling in more of her own money now, even though Jack told her that he wanted her to rest up through the pregnancy. She was independent, and making her own was important to her, even if a lot of the opportunities that presented themselves were because of who she was tied to.



Willow got the marriage question a lot more than Jack did. Mainly from female reporters who thought that by palling around with her on national TV, she would simply slip up and spill the beans. Paula said that one of the many things that she liked about Willow was that she needed minimal coaching, not spreading her business was just in her nature. Meaning, she didn’t simply slip up and spill the beans and she never would.



She had moved out of her place and moved in with Jack, and it had turned into an excellent decision for her. He gave her his credit card and told her to start looking for baby furniture, and that money was no object, but she still hadn’t had the heart to use the card yet. Jack would laugh and pull her close, telling her that was one of the many things that he loved about her, and assuring her that it was okay. In fact, earlier that morning had been the first time that she’d finally decided on something, and even then it was simply having someone come in and paint the room for her. She’d decided to wait until he got home from practice to make sure that the color was okay with him first. The fact that he’d then be there to see her use the card and verbally approve for the millionth time that it was okay was not lost on her.



Jack had come home the other night with some elastic waistband jeans. She hadn’t said a word about the fact that her pants were beginning to get a bit uncomfortable, but he’d said that he’d noticed little things, like her fidgeting when she sat down and the waistband pressed against her stomach or the fact that she’d wear pajama pants more than anything else recently. It was the little things like that that made her smiled and love him even more.



“Babe? Are you home?” Jack said, like he always did when he got in. It was like his version of ‘Honey, I’m home’.



“Back here,” Willow yelled from the den, where she sat comparing various shades of yellow.



“What in the world are you doing? It looks like a paint swatch monster threw up in here,” he said, laughing and hugging her gently from behind.



“I want to get the baby’s room painted. I think once I pick a color, maybe it’ll be a bit easier for me to pick furniture,” she said.



“It would also help if you’d stop thinking that you can’t use the card that I gave you for the sole purpose of you actually using it,” he said, a tease in his tone.



“Shut up. Help me pick a shade,” she said. Jack leaned over her shoulder.



“Yellow is good, since we’re being gender neutral,” he said absently. They’d decided not to find out the sex of the baby, so they were being careful about what they were buying. “I like the pale yellow better than the bold yellow. That one makes me think ‘girl’ a bit too much,” he said. Willow nodded and tossed aside the other swatches.



“Agreed,” she said. Jack reached across the counter and handed her the phone.



“Now stop being a wuss and call the painters. I know you’ve already picked one out,” he said with a smirk. Willow huffed an adorable sigh. So what he was right. She snatched the phone from him as he laughed softly and went into the kitchen while she called and scheduled.



“They’re coming out tomorrow to do the estimate,” she said as Jack returned, beer in hand. He grinned and nodded.



“Good. Now, I’ve got some good news,” he said. Willow turned to face him and smiled, giving her his full attention. God, he loved her so much.



“Tell me,” she said.



“Coach and Paula pulled me into a meeting today at the end of practice. Apparently, the higher ups have re-evaluated me and decided that I am too valuable to the team to take a chance on my moving on to someone else in a few months when my contract comes up,” he said.



“Ooo, this sounds promising,” Willow said. She knew that Jack really loved the city and the team, and didn’t want to leave. If this was what she thought it was, they were going to celebrate.



“They’ve offered to extend my contract, and raised my salary as well,” he said. Willow leapt up off the stool, wrapping her arms around Jack’s neck.



“That’s great news!” she said. Jack wrapped his arms around the woman and the baby that he loved and smiled.



“I am so excited. You know that this is all because of you, right?” he said. Willow scoffed, looking up at him.



“Liar, this is because you’re amazing,” she said. Jack shrugged.



“I am pretty awesome, yeah. But it was you that made me want to be better, to stop being a prick and thinking that I’m the only person in this world that matters. You are the reason I get to stay in the city I love, with the team I love and the woman I love,” he said. Willow smiled, her face flushing.



“If you say so, silly,” she said with a giggle.



“So since I’ve got the contract extension, and a stunning woman who loves me with the most amazing kid on the planet on the way… We should get married,” Jack said. Just like that. It caught Willow completely off-guard, which was why he’d done it that way. He watched amused as her face froze in shock.



“What?” she said finally.



“Let’s get married,” he said, taking a step back and pulling the small ring box that he’d picked up on his way home from practice.



He’d actually ordered the ring weeks ago, it was simply coincidence that it arrived at the jeweler on that day. He flipped the box open, and knelt down on one knee. Willow’s hands flew to her face and she gasped at the sight of the ring, shaking her head.



“Jack that ring is enormous,” she said. Jack spoke before she could finish what he knew was coming next.



“It’s actually not the biggest one there, but I didn’t think you’d want anything that huge. This one is perfect for you. And yes, yes you can take it. Take it because I spent hours picking it out for you, and no it’s not too expensive. Stop arguing with me in your head, you aren’t going to win,” he said with a smile as tears began to run down Willow’s face.



“Jerk,” she whispered, though her lips were smiling behind her hands.



“This jerk loves you, Willow. I can’t see the rest of my life without you and the baby in it. Please, make me the happiest man alive, and become my wife,” he said. Willow sniffed, wiping at her eye roughly, and then smiled brightly and nodded.



“Okay,” she said. Jack’s eyes widened and he smiled, leaping to his feet.



“Yes?” he asked.



“Yes!” she repeated. Jack picked her up and swung her around in his arms.



“I love you, future Mrs. Carson,” he said. Willow kissed him.



“I love you too, Mr. Carson. “











*****



THE END







Free Souls



I felt like I needed to join a support group for the day I was having. I would just stand in front of a room full of other people with the world’s worst luck and introduce myself. Hello, my name is Kacey Rhodes and I have worse luck than any of you. There would probably be an argument that followed but I wouldn’t participate because, with said luck, there was no way I could win it anyway.



I was having a particularly bad day that day. I’d woken up late and then tripped on my way into work. Normal stuff for me. Only, instead of falling onto a solid patch of sidewalk like usual, I’d fallen into a patch of wet cement that a group of angry construction workers were working on. They’d been overjoyed to yell at me about what a mess I had made. As I stood there with hardening cement clinging to my hands and chest I’d looked down to notice a clear imprint of my breasts in the sidewalk.



After going back home to wash off and change I had managed to lock myself out of my apartment and then it’d started to rain. Not just any rain. A spectacular, out of nowhere, torrential downpour that had soaked my casual business wear in less than five seconds. My heels flooded with water and my feet slid around in them until I had to take them off.



There I was, drenched and holding my shoes, when I’d glanced up and watched my boyfriend come out of the building next door. It was strange because he lived with me and had no reason to be in the building he was exiting. What was stranger was that he was supposed to be out of town, visiting his sick mother. The thing that put the icing on the strange cake? He was lip locked with a girl that wasn’t me.



I’d like to say that I reacted with fury or a crazed determination to rip his penis off. I didn’t, though. Instead I just stood there and watched as the girl locked her legs around Paul’s waist and then they disappeared back into her building. The only thought that was going through my head was that I should’ve asked him for his spare key so I could go inside our one bedroom apartment and call in sick for the day.



I turned and began my trek to work without any sadness over the end of that relationship. Paul was a loser with a tendency to laugh at my ideas when I actually spoke them aloud. Seeing him and his oversized Star Wars poster go wouldn’t be heartbreaking, to say the least. It actually put a small pep in my step, despite the fact that I was having a horrible day. Even the fact that the construction workers had called it quits because of the rain and I could see my breast tracks still on the city sidewalk, quickly filling with water, didn’t bother me quite as much.



I was just outside of work when the rain stopped. Perfect timing, as always. I glanced up and watched as a guy raced towards me. I tried to step out of his way, thinking he was just in a rush, but he just grabbed the strap of my purse and tried to yank it out of my hands as he raced past. Normally I would never think of fighting back against a mugger. I’m a quiet girl from a suburban home. I never even witnessed a fight until I was a senior in high school and two girls got into a slap fight over a guy named Billy.



My day had been too awful already to let it keep going on that way. I braced myself and yanked back with all of my force. I wasn’t losing that purse without a fight. It had everything I needed in it, including a flash drive that held my newest ramblings that would hopefully become a popular blog post soon.



The mugger wasn’t huge but he was bigger than my petite frame. My force was no match for the forward momentum he’d built up. My feet left the ground and I sailed through the air when he kept running after grabbing my purse. I refused to let go, though. I hit the ground hard and dragging my dead weight seemed to finally slow the mugger down. He spun around and yanked hard at the purse.



“Let go, you crazy bitch!”



I fought hard to pull the purse back to my chest and glared up at him. “You let go, you piece of crap!”



He looked incredulous but that didn’t stop him from reaching down and slapping me. My mouth fell open and I blinked back tears from the stinging pain. He’d slapped me. I fought to my feet and pulled even harder for the purse. Mr. Mugger gave up being nice and I watched as he closed his fist and pulled it back.



I braced for the impact but instead a leather clad hand appeared out of nowhere and caught the guy’s fist before it connected to my face. I peeked up and followed a leather covered forearm up to a leather covered shoulder and finally to an angry face that made something south of my belt heat.



My hero was sex-on-two-feet sexy and I couldn’t help but blush. His hair was covered by a wet bandana but it looked dark. His eyes, currently menacing, were bright green and surrounded my thick, dark lashes. His mouth was one hundred percent stern, only broken up by a thin white line that cut through his upper lip.



I had to tip my head back to see all of him and I was not disappointed. He was tall and broad, that much I could tell, but I found myself curious to know if his body was as strong and dangerous as his face.



My cheeks heated even more because I was being an idiot. I had no business checking out this stranger in the middle of a mugging. I brought my attention back to what was happening and winced for the would-be mugger. My hero still had his hand wrapped around the other guy’s fist and if the look of pain on the guy’s face was any indication my hero was squeezing.



“Let go of the fucking purse.” His voice was deep and gravely but it felt like velvet soothing over my tense body.



The mugger let go and finally got his fist free so he could back up. “Next time mind your own business, man!”



I watched as he ran away and pulled my purse tight to my body. My blog was saved for the moment. I turned to my hero and opened my mouth to thank him, only being faced head on with all of his sex appeal was too much for my tired brain. I felt my mouth flapping around like words were trying to form only no sounds came out.



“What the hell were you thinking?” His voice was even angrier than when he’d spoken to the mugger. His eyes narrowed into slits and the muscles at the sides of his jaws worked like he was grinding his teeth.



I squeaked out my first sound since he appeared on the scene but it wasn’t coherent. I snapped my mouth closed and looked at a spot right over his left shoulder in hopes of distracting myself from how hot he was. “Why are you yelling at me?”



He stepped closer to me and the smell of leather and something spicy filled my space. It wreaked havoc on my sensibility and I had an instant image of grabbing his face and kissing him like there was no tomorrow.



“I’m yelling at you because you could’ve just gotten yourself killed! You tried to fight a man who was twice your size.”



I glanced in the direction the mugger had run. “I don’t think he was twice my size. That’s being a little dramatic. I couldn’t lose my purse. I have important stuff in here.”



His scoff brought my gaze to his face and I watched as he actually rolled his eyes. “I’m sure you could replace whatever lipstick he would’ve gotten away with. If he’d knocked your lights out and then dragged you into an alley, however, I’m not sure you could replace what he stole from you then.”



I shivered. I hadn’t thought about that. It hadn’t happened, though, so that’s what I had to focus on. “He didn’t. I’m fine and I still have my purse. Thank you for your help. I have to go now.”



He reached out and wrapped his big hand around my upper arm to stop me from leaving. “You need to learn to protect yourself if you’re going to try to fight off muggers.”



I stared up at him in shock and nearly laughed as his face transformed with more shock than I was experiencing. “Look, you did your job. You saved me. You don’t have to feel obligated to help me past that. Clearly that’s not something you’re used to doing, if the shock on your face is any indicator.”



His mouth turned down and his fingers tightened slightly around my arm. “I can’t let you go without at least trying to help you learn how to protect yourself. It wouldn’t be right.”



Another shiver moved down my body but it wasn’t a completely unpleasant one. I stared into his bright eyes and felt my body responding to him in ways that it never had for Paul. At the thought of my boyfriend I had a vision of him kissing the leggy blonde.



I never did anything crazy. I’d graduated high school with a perfect grade point average and I’d finished college a year earlier than all of my friends with a still perfect grade point average. I’d immediately gotten a job in my field and at the ripe old age of twenty-two I was on my way to a boring marriage with a boring man who couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. We’d probably have boring children who went to boring schools and ate boring dinner at our boring dining room table every single boring night. Normally that didn’t feel as claustrophobic as it did in the light of Mr. Tall, Dark, and Dangerously Handsome.



I’d never done anything crazy and I was going to wake up some boring day and realize that I’d never lived. I’d let fear of failing my parents keep me in a clean little box and it was time to make at least one stupid decision.



I’d let the sexy stranger teach me some self-defense moves and maybe that would be enough to get me through all the lonely nights coming up after I dumped Paul onto his cheating ass. One crazy day and then back to my normal life. Maybe something unexpected would give my luck a revitalization. It couldn’t hurt it.



With my mind still on the imprint of my breasts drying in cement a few blocks away I met the stranger’s forceful gaze and nodded. “Okay. You can teach me some self-defense moves.”



His mouth slid into a lazy grin and the corners of his eyes crinkled slightly. His teeth were perfectly white and at such odds with the dark stubble covering the lower half of his face. “You want to change first?”



I looked down at my once nice outfit and sighed. The pale pink blouse had gone transparent and my lacey bra was as clear as day through the thin material. The pencil skirt I wore was clinging to my body like a second skin. I’d dropped my shoes in the scuffle and I could feel that the bun I’d pulled my hair into was falling down.



“Changing would be nice but I locked myself out of my apartment this morning.”



He held out his hand to me. “It’s your lucky day. My name is Ramsey and locked doors have never been a problem for me.”



I bit my lip and then blew out a big breath. I was thinking maybe I’d bitten off more than I could chew. Maybe my first time being a little crazy shouldn’t be with someone who said things like that. “That’s a little worrisome.”



His laugh was unexpected and loud, coming from deep down in his gut. “So, what’s your name?”



It was stupid not to tell him but a part of me felt like telling him made what we were going to do real. If he knew my name then maybe this wasn’t a crazy decision but something more… telling. I couldn’t make sense of what I was thinking, only that I didn’t want to tell him my real name.



“Not going to tell me?”



I opened my mouth to lie to him when someone called my real name from behind me. If anything was telling it was the fact that I didn’t recognize my boyfriend’s voice. When I turned and saw him coming I grimaced and turned quickly back to my new friend.



“So, Ramsey, do you have a car? Think we can get out of here?”



His eyes were over my head, in the direction of Paul. “No car. Why are you trying to avoid this schmuck, Kasey?”



I stepped closer to him and grabbed his arm. My brain temporarily scrambled at the solid muscle under leather I felt there. I looked down and my fingers were moving over the solid material in a stroking motion. My cheeks burned when I realized he was also staring at my fingers.



I shook my head to clear up my thoughts. “S-sorry.”



Ramsey stepped even closer, the heavy tips of his boots stopping just short of being on top of my bare feet. His eyes were no longer crinkled in a smile when he stared at me. His tongue darted out to wet his lips and I bit my lower lip in response.



“Jesus, Kasey! Did you not hear me calling you?” Paul grabbed my arm and pulled me around to face him.



There was such a dramatic difference in the two men I’d been facing that I couldn’t speak for a second. As large and dark as Ramsey was Paul was small and light. What had I ever found attractive in him?



While Ramsey’s face was all hard lines and sharp eyes Paul was soft. His cheeks were pink from running after me and his eyes were nervous as he looked behind me at the giant of a man who was still hovering at my back.



“What are you doing? Who is that?”



A flash of a vision hit me and I remembered the blonde. “Paul, you have to get out of my apartment.”



He sucked in a big breath and stepped closer to me. “What the hell are you talking about?”



Ramsey stepped closer to my back at the same time and let out a small growl of warning. I glanced up at him and saw him glaring at Paul. “Don’t get too close, pal.”



Paul grew some nerve and scowled. “Who are you? Are you in trouble, Kasey? Is he threatening you?”



I crossed my arms over my chest and shook my head. “Ramsey’s my hero. I was getting mugged and he saved me. That’s not your business anymore, though. I had to come home this morning to wash cement out of my clothes and hair, Paul. What do you think I saw when I was leaving our apartment?”



His eyes kept dancing up to Ramsey. “I don’t know. What?”



Ramsey’s deep laugh startled me and I half turned to him. “What’s so funny?”



“How’d you get cement on your clothes and in your hair? You’ve had a hell of a morning, haven’t you?”



I grinned before I could help it. His laugh was infectious. “Maybe I’ll show you.”



“Hello! Are you serious? Are you seriously flirting with this giant right in front of me?! What the fuck is going on here?”



“I wasn’t flirting.”



“Don’t raise your voice at her again.”



I turned back to Paul before Ramsey could see my red face. “What I saw, Paul, was you making out with some tall blonde woman. See, I thought you were home with your sick mother. In Dallas. So, imagine my surprise when I saw your lips very present and so close to our apartment.”



Paul started a very unflattering stuttering and a redness started at his neck and worked its way up his face. “I… That wasn’t me.”



Ramsey snorted and I laughed. “Paul, it’s over. Don’t worry, I’m not angry. I just want you to get out of my apartment. You can have the rest of the day to move out. Minus the next half hour. I have to go change.”



He suddenly found words. “What? I’m not leaving! I love you, Kase. Let me explain about Meghan. She’s not important. I just needed to get that out of my system.”



“I don’t care. Honestly. I’m not upset.”



“What the fuck is wrong with you, Kasey?! We’ve been together for almost a whole year. How can you just end it without feeling anything?”



I shrugged. “I just can, I guess. Leave your key on the kitchen table when you leave.”



“You’re being a giant bitch!”



Ramsey cleared his throat and rested both hands on my shoulders. I sucked in a breath at the feeling and looked down to see his large fingers resting dangerously low on my chest. I found myself wishing he’d lower them another couple of inches and touch me. I felt my nipples harden and blew out the same large, shaky breath.



“Talk to the lady like that again and I’ll break all of your fingers before anyone can get here to help you. Get your shit and get out of her apartment. I’ll be back there tomorrow and if I happen to see so much as one short sleeve button down I’ll find you and I’ll teach you a thing or two about being a bitch.”



Paul gasped and moved back. He tore his eyes away from Ramsey and looked at me with accusation glowing on his face. “You’re sick!”



Ramsey stepped closer, his chest brushing my back, and growled once more. That did the job. Paul back away and then turned and took off at a jog towards the apartment.



I sighed. “He’s going straight to the apartment. I don’t want to face him again right now. I’ll just make due in these clothes, I guess.”



“I’m sure I can find you something to wear when we get to where we’re going. Come on. Let’s go.”



I turned to face him and frowned. “I thought you didn’t have a car.”



A boyish grin touched his mouth. “I don’t. I have something much better.”



He led the way to a large black motorcycle and climbed on. “You’ll have to wear my helmet.”



My eyes widened. “No, no. I can’t ride that thing. It’s huge!”



His eyes brightened. “You’d be surprised what you can do.”



I caught his wink and nearly fell over. I rested my hand over my heart and shook my head. “No, thank you. That’s not going to work.”



“Kasey.”



I lifted my eyes from the bike and met his gaze. “Yeah?”



“Get on.”



I groaned and stepped closer. “I’m wearing a skirt, though.”



His twisted and his large hands were suddenly at the bottom of my tight pencil shirt. “That isn’t a problem.”



I gasped when he slowly worked the material up until I was wearing a modified mini-skirt. I thanked everything good in the world that I’d shaved above the knee that morning. His fingers felt like they were everywhere on my thighs and I squeezed my legs shut to stop the sensations washing over me.



Ramsey’s fingers pushed the skirt up a bit more, his hands resting on my hips. “There. Now, get up here.”



I was about to shake my head but the look of heat in his eyes stopped me. It was one day. One crazy day. I had to say yes. I awkwardly lifted my leg and climbed on behind him, leaving a gap between our bodies. I looked up and saw a woman covering her kid’s eyes and glaring at me.



I lightly punched Ramsey’s shoulder. “You made me flash those poor children!”



He reached back and gripped my thighs before yanking me forward so that our bodies were tightly molded together. “Lucky little bastards.”



“What?”



“I said hold on tight.”



I laughed and rested my hands on his sides. He started the motorcycle and the sensation of it vibrating between my legs had me holding onto him tighter. I sighed into his leather covered back when he grabbed my arms and pulled them tighter around his stomach. I had no choice but to press my hands against all of the muscles I felt working in his lower stomach. At least that’s what I told myself.



I pressed my helmet covered face into his back when he started moving and held on even tighter. I’d never been on a bike before and it was equally scary and exhilarating. He moved the big thing with ease through traffic. It gave me confidence that he wouldn’t kill me.



I relaxed slightly and smiled as the reality of what I was doing washed over me. I was on the back of a stranger’s motorcycle with no clue as to where we were going. Instead of the panic I expected to feel I felt great. My body was alive on the bike and curling around Ramsey felt so natural.



My hair tie flew out of my hair and suddenly my hair was whipping behind us in the wind. I laughed into Ramsey’s back before relaxing even more. I sat up and lifted one arm to let it sail through the breeze rushing past us. Suddenly everything felt amazing. My worst day had turned into the best day.



I tightened my thighs around Ramsey and moved my hand up his chest. “Pull over!”



He heard me over the noise and did as I asked. After he was parked he looked back at me and raised his eyebrows. “What’s wrong?”



I yanked the helmet off of my head. “I don’t want to wear this. I want to feel the wind in all of my hair.”



His eyes crinkled. “You can leave it off until we get to the highway. Then you’re putting it back on.”



I nodded just to get us moving again.



“Is that what I think it is?”



I followed Ramsey’s finger and groaned. He was pointing to a group surrounding a chunk of sidewalk. There was a big enough gap that we could both see that people were pointing and laughing at the clear impression of two medium size breasts in the cement.



Ramsey’s sudden bark of laughter shocked me. He looked back at me and laughed again. “You had an interesting morning, didn’t you?”



I frowned and nodded. “It would be better if we got away from that before people recognize me as the artist of that special piece of sidewalk.”



He slipped the helmet over his own head and started us moving again. The sensations were heightened without the helmet. My hair whipped around us and I laughed at the freedom I was feeling. He was just driving me away from the city but it felt like he was driving me away from my holding cell. My heart was pounding against his back and I wondered if he could feel it.



Ramsey rested his larger hand over the spot where my smaller one rested on his stomach. He stroked his finger over my knuckles until I ached at my core. He yelled something but I couldn’t hear it.



“What?”



He pulled over again and took the helmet off before handing it to me. His eyes were wild as he looked back at me. “I said if you don’t stop shifting against me like that we aren’t going to make it to the clubhouse.”



None of my other blushes could ever compare to the heat that ravished my face in that moment. I bit my lip hard and shoved my head into the helmet.



Ramsey ran his hand over my bare thigh and groaned. “You’re too sexy for your own good.”



The rest of the ride was made in silence. I watched as we left the city and moved out towards the more rural area that surrounded it. My head was full of thoughts of Ramsey calling me sexy but I still noticed our surroundings. After a little while longer he turned onto a nearly hidden road that was shadowed my trees on both sides.



He drove a little while longer down that side road until he pulled to a stop at a large fence that was guarded by another big guy in leather. “Any excitement today?”



The guard shook his head and nodded to me. “You?”



Ramsey patted my thigh. “Plenty.”



We pulled through after the gate was opened and Ramsey navigated the bike just a little farther down the road until a large building popped into view. There were a few houses surrounding the metal building but all of the activity seemed to be centered at the building.



I looked around and frowned. Where was this place? Ramsey parked his motorcycle next to a small white house and turned it off. He helped me off the bike and then sat on the bike seat facing me.



I just stood there so he reached up and took the helmet off of my head. I looked around and frowned. “Where are we?”



There were lots of other motorcycles and I could already hear the rambunctious laughter coming from the large group of people pretty far away from us. There was a sign on the side of the metal building and I started at it until the words made sense in my head.



“Night Rider’s MC?”



He grabbed my hips again and pulled me closer. “Yeah. It’s a motorcycle club.”



My mind filled with images of gang rapes and men drugged up on every pill imaginable. I’d never heard anything good about motorcycle gangs. I looked around and tried to find evidence of anything awful happening.



Instead of bad things I just saw people having fun. They were all standing around, talking and goofing off. The men were all dressed similar to Ramsey and the women were dressed in a lot less. That still didn’t make it wrong, though.



“You going to give it a chance?”



I met his eyes and forgot all about what was happening around us. I was supposed to be having a crazy day. What could be crazier than a day with a motorcycle gang? I nodded and moved away from him. “I need to change clothes, though.”



He stood up and nodded his head toward the house. “My sister’s place. She’s about your size. Give me a second and I’ll grab a few things.”



I watched him go into the house and crossed my arms over my chest. A couple of women walking by looked me up and down and frowned like they’d just seen something terrible. I pressed my lips together firmly and stared at my bare toes, realizing for the first time that I’d left my heels on the sidewalk.



“I grabbed shorts and some shoes she had around. Her shirts didn’t seem like your style so I’ll just grab one of mine for you.” Ramsey grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the house next door.



I climbed the steps and followed him in. The house was clean and quiet. The dcor was minimalist and the walls were bare but it was a nice house. “You live here?”



“Yeah. I used to stay in the clubhouse but it got to be annoying. When you move up in the ranks and don’t have an old lady the groupies tend to flock. I kept waking up to random women crawling into my bed.”



I snorted. “Oh, the woes. Most men wouldn’t complain.”



His eyes were serious as they met mine. “I’m not most men. I don’t want people I don’t trust crawling around my shit when I’m sleeping.”



I clutched the clothing tighter to my stomach. “Yet you brought me into your house.”



He disappeared into a room off the living room for a second and reappeared with a piece of dark material in his hands. A Night Rider’s t-shirt. “You’re trust inspiring. What can I say?”



Something fluttered in my stomach and I grinned at him. “Or maybe you’re just a big softy.”



Ramsey pressed the shirt into my hands and leaned down so we were eye to eye. “I’ve never been accused of that before. And I can promise you. There’s nothing soft about me.”



I swallowed so loud I knew he’d heard it. Thankfully he moved away and nodded to another door to my left.



“Bathroom. Get changed and I’ll take you to the clubhouse for some lunch before I show you some moves.”



My body moved on autopilot thankfully. Otherwise I’d have still been standing in his living room, staring at him. I stripped out of my clothing and dressed quickly. If my hands moved fast enough maybe my brain wouldn’t have time to kick in again.



His sister had to be the size of a small child. Her shorts were barely there on me. They were cut off jean shorts and stopped just short of showing my ass cheeks. They didn’t leave much to the imagination, that was for sure. My bra was still wet so I left it off and pulled his large t-shirt on over my head.



It smelled like him and instantly my core tightened. My nipples were rock hard against the soft cotton and I had to spend a few minutes just standing there, breathing, to get myself under control.



I slipped my feet into his sister’s flip flops, which thankfully fit, and then stared at myself in the mirror. I’d rolled the shirt sleeves up and held them there with a few bobby pins I found in the bottom of my purse. Then I’d taken the excess material at the bottom and tied it in a knot at my back. It left an inch of skin exposed at my waist but I didn’t figure it mattered much after the shorts revealed everything else.



My long dark hair was wildly curling down my back and my blue eyes were bright as they stared back at me. I had color in my face that I hadn’t seen in a while. I looked excited and ready to take on the world. I took out my lipstick and dabbed it on, making my full lips shiny and pink, before opening the door and going back out to face Ramsey.



He was standing by the couch when I came out. He’d taken his leather jacket off, revealing a shirt much like mine, only the sleeves were ripped and there were a few holes in it. His gloves had been lost, too.



The visual effect of Ramsey was enough to take my breath away. I just stood there, staring at him, taking in the large arms and tan skin I could see through the holes in his shirt. He was a work of art.



“You look good enough to eat.” His deep voice was deeper then. His eyes settled on the bare skin at my waist and flashed hot. “Come here.”



My feet moved without any input from my brain. Before I knew it I was standing right in front of Ramsey with my arms hanging loosely at my sides. I looked up at him and bit my lip hard.



“You’re going to chew a hole through your lip if you keep that up.” His thumb came up to tug my lip out from between my teeth. “It’d be a shame.”



One crazy day. One crazy day with this beautiful man and I could get on with my life. Even as I chanted it at my erratic brain I couldn’t imagine how one day would be enough of him. I rested my hands on his chest and took a deep breath. One crazy day. “I thought you were going to give me self-defense lessons.”



His hands landed on my hips and tightened. “Lesson one. Don’t come home with a hungry biker.”



I was breathing heavily and couldn’t seem to look away from the heat in his eyes. “What happens if I do? What’s lesson two?”



He jerked me up and suddenly I was wrapped around his waist. His hands were on my ass, holding my core tight to him. “Don’t let him get you too close.”



I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled the bandana off of his head. His hair was long, it fell to his shoulders, and lighter when it was dry. Dirty blonde locks tickled my fingers as I tugged on them. “Oops. What if I do?”



Ramsey grunted when I tugged on his hair and shifted so I could feel his impressive erection pressing against my core. “Lesson three is that you definitely shouldn’t let him take you against a wall.”



I gasped as he spun us around and pinned me to the wall behind him. I was just about to open my mouth and lose my dignity by begging him to touch me when I was saved by a knock at the door.



“Ramsey! Mike and Jake are at it again. Bo isn’t here to deal with it.”



Ramsey cursed vividly and set me down. “I’ve got to handle this. Stay here.”



He flew out of his house faster than I’d imagined his large body could move. I wasn’t a dog, though, so I didn’t stay. I followed behind him and another man as they stomped off to the clubhouse. I could hear Ramsey’s angry words and nearly giggled as I watched his stiff movements. No doubt he was still trying to lose the boner.



Ramsey ripped open the clubhouse door and I was on the heels of the man behind him. The new stranger tossed me a confused look over his shoulder but I just kept my eyes on Ramsey as he stormed towards two guys who were tearing the room to shreds. Tables and chair went crashing as they threw each other around.



I watched as Ramsey grabbed one of them and yanked him off the other one. It worked for all of two seconds. As soon as he let go they were at it again. My heart pounded in my chest at the sight of the fight. Blood was flying everywhere and there was a crowd of people cheering around it. The guy who’d come for Ramsey and Ramsey were the only two who seemed set on stopping the fight.



Ramsey caught a right hook to the chest that seemed to infuriate him. He growled so loud it felt like the walls were going to come down and then he tossed one of the men across the room. “Stay the fuck back!”



The men were wild animals, though, and nothing was working. They kept charging each other. I watched in horror as the smaller of the two men grabbed a chair and smashed it over the other man’s head. It didn’t faze the bigger guy. They were so wet with sweat that Ramsey couldn’t get a good grip on either of them.



I watched with growing anger until finally I couldn’t stop my frustration from bubbling over the same way it had when I was young. My arms stiffened at my sides and I opened my mouth wide as a shrill scream ripped from my chest and bounced around the room until the people closest to me had their ears covered and the two men stopped fighting.



When I stopped screaming everyone just stood there staring. I pointed at the two assholes fighting and frowned. “Stop being idiots. Look at the mess you made. Jesus. And you hit Ramsey! Are you crazy? He’s like four times your size. Do you want to be turned into a puddle on the floor? Do you seriously have a death wish?”



The smaller man looked at me in confusion and then to Ramsey. “Who’s the bitch?”



My eyebrows shot up to my hairline. “Bitch? That’s the second time I’ve been called a bitch today and I really don’t like it.”



Everyone was silent in the room, the only sound coming from a jukebox in the corner. Lynard Skynard played a song about giving someone three steps and I couldn’t help but feel like I could be in a situation where I’d soon be begging for my own three step advance.



“Who the fuck are you?”



Ramsey stepped forward and shoved the guy hard in the chest. “She’s with me. And she’s fucking right. You hit me. I should stomp the shit out of you. Clean this fucking place up. Both of you. If this shit happens again one of you isn’t going to like me very much.”



I rested my hands on my hips and glared at the smaller man. I had a desire to ram my hand into his nose. “And try being nicer.”



Ramsey turned to me and gave me an exasperated look that warned me to stop talking. It was too late, though.



The small man came at me faster than I liked and out of fear I shot my hand up and the bone at the base of my palm connected firmly with his nose. He bent over and screamed out as blood poured from his nose. “What the fuck?!”



I held up my hands and backed away. “You came at me! You shouldn’t have done that.”



Ramsey came over and grabbed my arms. “It’s time for you to leave.”



I assumed he meant that he’d be leaving with me but instead he jabbed his finger at a younger guy and nodded to me. “Get her the fuck out of here. Take the Durango.”



I narrowed my eyes at him and shook his arms off of me. He was giving me the slip. Only he was having someone else do the dirty work for him. “I’ll gladly leave. I just need to get my purse from your house. Is that okay or was this whole thing just a more elaborate purse snatching than what that guy pulled this morning?”



I didn’t know why I was so mad but I was. I wanted to drive my palm into his nose, too. I’d decided to have one wild day and it was ruined. There went my chance at having a little fun before I settled into adulthood.



“Get the fucking purse and then get the hell out of here.” His eyes were hard when he said it.



I shrugged off the unexplainable hurt I felt and tossed a smile at him over my shoulder as I was leaving. “Good luck with your little club thing.”



The young guy introduced himself as Justin and let me grab my purse before escorting me into a SUV and then off the property. I’d been dismissed thoroughly.



The worst part was that while I’d been watching Ramsey try to separate the two buffoons who were fighting I’d been so impressed with how good he seemed. He was one of the only two people who seemed determined to not let the two men kill each other. He seemed to have a wide good streak.



I couldn’t explain why the good guy had just kicked me out of his clubhouse, though. So, maybe he wasn’t a good guy. Maybe he was pretending to be nice to get into my pants. I shook my head and tried to ignore all the thoughts. I barely knew him. It’d been a few hours. That was hardly enough time to decide if someone was good or bad.



Justin put on the radio and turned it up so that we didn’t have to try to speak to each other. He drove me back to my apartment at my instructions and before I knew it I was standing outside my door with the same amount of bad luck I’d possessed earlier in the day, if still being locked out was any indication.



I sighed and banged my forehead against the door. “Why me?”



As if someone had heard my silent prayers for things to look up and decided I needed more awful luck Paul opened the door and stared out at me. He looked like he’d been hard at work and I almost felt better.



“Why do you look like trailer trash?”



Did I say I almost felt better?



I shoved past him and went straight to the bedroom. He’d already emptied his closet and the bathroom. I sank into the bed and groaned. I’d been rejected so thoroughly by Ramsey. Even if I hadn’t known him for very long it still stung.



“What’s wrong?”



I glared at Paul for sitting next to me. “Nothing. I’m just tired. It was a long day. Can you please go finish packing?”



He just stared at me. “You look sad. I’m sorry I cheated on you, Kasey. Things had just gotten stale between us. We haven’t had sex in over two months.”



I let my eyes roll back as I thought about what he was saying. Had it really been that long? “I’m not sad because of you, Paul.”



As I said the words I frowned. I wasn’t sad because of Paul. He’d been my boyfriend for a while and he’d cheated on me and I wasn’t sad. I was sad over the stranger I’d met on the street and instantly felt attracted to. Something was wrong with that.



“Then why are you sad?”



I groaned and sat up. “You really want to know?”



He nodded.



“I went with that guy this morning to his house. He’s in a motorcycle club. He was so nice and everything was going great. Then there was a fight and he was trying to separate it. It wasn’t working so I took charge. I screamed and broke up the fight and insulted the guys fighting. Then Ramsey kicked me out. He even made someone else bring me home.”



“You broke up a fight in a motorcycle club?”



It was my turn to nod. “Yeah. Nothing was working so I took charge.”



He stood up and stared at me. “Who are you and what did you do with my girlfriend?”



“Ex.”



“Whatever. You’re the girl who wouldn’t let me order pineapple on my pizza because it was too different. You’ve shopped at the same store for your clothing for as long as I’ve known you. You don’t branch out. Ever. But suddenly you’re hanging out in a motorcycle club?”



I stared at Paul and frowned. Maybe he wasn’t the boring one. Maybe it was me. Why had I been so able to let go with Ramsey, then?



“You wouldn’t let me touch you if I hadn’t showered right before. Did you make Mr. Dirty Biker shower first?”



I flipped Paul off and stood up. “Out of my room. This was fun but I’m over it.”



He shook his head. “No. Explain to me why you treated our relationship like this clinical project you were working on and then you let this man get to you so much. Why aren’t you sad over me but you are over him?”



“I’m not sad over him! Just get out!”



He wasn’t budging. I didn’t want to fight with him anymore because I knew he was right. I felt more attraction to a man I’d barely spent any time with than I did to the guy I’d dated forever. I shook my head and moved to the bathroom.



“Finish packing and go, Paul. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize how unhappy we were. I’m sorry if I hurt you with how clinical I was with you but seeing how easy it was for you to cheat and lie to me I’m glad I was. I’m going to shower. See you around.”



I closed the door and locked it before starting the shower and stripping. I kept Ramsey’s shirt out so I could put it back on when I was done. I went through the motions once I was in the shower and found myself frowning a lot.



I wasn’t an idiot. I knew what I felt for Ramsey was one hundred percent hot blooded lust but I thought that maybe I could like him. It sucked that he’d tossed me aside before I’d gotten a chance to see if there was anything between us. My pride also hurt. I wanted to think I was hot enough to make him sad to have me gone. It seemed easy for him to cast me aside, unfortunately.



I wasn’t paying attention in the shower and I’d just finished shaving my legs when I stepped funny and slipped. My head connected with the tile wall hard and I saw stars for a moment. I closed my eyes and steadied myself before cutting the water off and getting out of the shower so I could be on solid ground.



My head throbbed when I touched it but otherwise it seemed okay. Close call, I thought. I’d been too distracted by Ramsey to pay attention.



I dried off and pulled just Ramsey’s shirt back on. I tip toed out and saw that Paul was officially gone. I was pissed to see he’d left with my favorite coffee mug but I’d let him have it. I locked the door and curled up on the couch with the remote. I needed to relax and lose myself in some brainless TV.



I must’ve fallen asleep because it felt like I’d just blinked when there was a knock at the door. My apartment was lost in darkness which told me I’d been out for a few hours. I ran my hands through my hair and winced when my fingers brushed over a lump on my head. I recalled the shower slip and groaned. It wasn’t abnormal for me.



I looked through the peephole and sucked in a too large breath. My lungs protested and I ended up having a coughing fit.



“Open up, Kasey.”



I figured I might as well. Maybe he wanted to formally reject me. I opened the door and stared at him. “What?”



He stared down at me and his expression was pained until he reached my face. Then it went all red and furious. “He hit you. I fucking sent you back here and he hit you. Where the fuck is he?!”



My eyebrows furrowed. “What?”



He stormed into the apartment and looked around. “Where is that little shit? Is he still here, Kasey?”



I watched him silently. I had no clue what he was talking about.



Finally, after he’d checked out all of my apartment, he came back and gently touched my head. “What happened?”



I finally made sense of why he was freaking out and shook my head. “Oh no! No, he didn’t hit me! I slipped in the shower and hit my head on the wall.”



“Don’t cover for him.”



“I’m not. He was here when I got home but we talked and came to the realization that I was a cold bitch with him. He pointed out that we hadn’t had sex in months and that I was sadder over being rejected by you than I was over him cheating. It was a fun conversation for both of us. He left and the only victim was my favorite mug. He stole it.”



Ramsey put his hands on his hips and just frowned a lot. “Cold?”



I nodded. “Cold. Boring. Something like that. Anyway. He didn’t hit me. I’m just a klutz.”



“You were sad?”



It was my turn to frown. “Of course. You kicked me out like I was yesterday’s garbage! That sucked.”



“Kasey. You stormed into the middle of a brawl between gang members and started bossing people around. Night Rider’s isn’t as bad as some of the clubs around here but it isn’t a fucking safe haven for women, either. They still have the same ideas that women should either be cooking or fucking. Not bossing men around and screaming like a damn banshee. Especially not hitting members in the face! You broke Jake’s nose. He’s been bitching about you nonstop.”



I threw my hands up. “How was I supposed to know? It’s not like I hang out with motorcycle clubs every day. I just saw you trying to break it up and no one else was helping. You got hit and I decided it was time for it to be over.”



His eyes had softened and I realized the bottom of the shirt I was wearing had ridden way up and he was getting quite the image. “You put my shirt back on.”



I lightly slapped his chest. “It’s comfy.”



Ramsey shook his head and looked back at my face. “I couldn’t let you stay there. There are rules. Unless you’re someone’s old lady you aren’t protected and I didn’t think you wanted me to claim you right there in front of everyone. I sent you away for your protection, Kasey. They’re not bad guys but they’re not exactly living in this century, either.”



I frowned. “You’re not like that, though. Are you?”



His eyes trailed down my body and he blew out a long breath. “Not usually. I was raised by a tough woman. I learned not to disrespect woman the hard way. She’d beat my ass and then make my dad do it again when he got home if I was disrespectful. I’m having a hard time thinking with that respectful part of my brain right now, though.”



I felt like a bolt of electricity shot through my body. He was wearing another bandana and I took pleasure in pushing it off of his head. I shoved my fingers into his hair and tugged his head down to me so I could press my mouth against his.



As far as first kisses went it was one to write home about. His mouth was warm and soft, a drastic difference to the roughness of his facial hair. His hands immediately moved to my head and his thumbs stroked over my cheeks as he tilted my head to deepen the kiss. When his tongue brushed over my lips I opened for him and instantly felt my world tilt. The man tasted like chocolate.



Paul had never tasted like chocolate. I’d never kissed a man who did. My mind reeled and I had to get closer to Ramsey. I practically climbed his large body to get closer. He moved his hands to my ass and held me against him. I locked my ankles behind his back and moaned into his mouth.



Ramsey nipped my bottom lip and then ran his tongue over it. “How could anyone ever think you were cold? You’ve been nothing but fire since I met you. Fire in my hands and I can’t get enough.”



I kissed across his jaw and down his neck. My teeth snagged on his skin but I was fast to sooth the sting with my tongue. I moved to his ear and sucked the lobe into my mouth before gently biting it. “No matter who knocks we ignore them.”



He grunted and pried me off of him long enough to reach between us and rip my shirt over my head. His eyes were fevered and hungry as they trailed down my naked body. “Fuck. That sidewalk had nothing on the real thing.”



Laughter spilled from my lips and I hit his arm. “Shut up.”



He shrugged out of his jacket with my hands helping him. Next went his heavy boots. I ended up knocking over a statue Paul left when I whipped Ramsey’s belt out of the loops and across the room. I didn’t pause to pick up the broken pieces.



His mouth was molten lava moving over my skin constantly. He kissed burning trails down my neck and across my chest while I fought to get this shirt off over his head. “Leave it. I’m busy.”



I moaned as his mouth sucked on an especially sensitive part of my neck. My hands never stopped moving over his chest, though. “Can’t. I need to see you.”



He broke away from me for the second it took to rip the shirt off. It sailed across the room and knocked a picture frame off the shelf. More glass shattered. It didn’t matter. Suddenly his chest was bare in front of me and I couldn’t think. It was solid muscle in the form of lots of lovely ridges and dips. I made plans to run my tongue between every one of his abs. Another time.



I lowered my mouth and gently bit down on his chest. Tattoos covered most of his skin there. I saw the Night Rider’s name printed there and trailed my nails down it.



“Fuck, Kasey!” Ramsey grunted when my teeth raked across his nipple.



I squealed as he lifted me and held me so my chest was in his face. He eagerly took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked. As fast as it happened it was over. He shifted me so that his hands were cupping my ass and spun around. He knocked over a side table and a lamp fell over.



“Jesus. This place is a death trap. Which way to the bedroom?”



“Back there.” I tried pointing but he wasn’t looking.



Ramsey was already walking towards the back of the apartment. When we got to the bedroom he tossed me onto the bed like I weighed nothing and prowled towards me. “Anything else breakable in here?”



I settled myself in the middle of the bed and smiled. “Break anything you want.”



He unbuttoned his pants and then picked up a picture from the shelf holding my TV. I knew without looking it was a picture of me and Paul at a friend’s birthday party. Without blinking he dropped it and glass shattered. “Anything I want, huh?”



I had the same feeling that I had earlier on the back of his motorcycle. Everything in me felt wild and free. I sat up and shook my hair out so it fell all around my shoulders. “Break anything. I don’t care. Hell, break everything. Just come here.”



He pushed his zipper down and a deep chuckle rang from his lips. He stalked closer to me and stood next to the bed. “You’re eager.”



I moved to kneel in front of him and nodded. “I am.”



He moaned when I shoved his pants and briefs down as far as I could get them. “Paul was a fucking idiot.”



I pulled him down on top of me and moaned as his weight settled. I used my feet to get his pants off and wrapped my knees around his hips. “Paul who?”



Ramsey buried his face in my neck and pressed his lips there. “You’re so sexy, Kasey.”



I used all of my strength to roll us over and straddled him. His hard member was trapped between our bodies and when I rolled my hips on top of him it rubbed me just right. I tossed my head back and moaned. My hair trailed down and tickled his legs as he lifted his hips.



He reached up and wrapped his arms around my back to pull me down. His lips claimed mine in a kiss that stole my breath.



I lifted my head and met his eyes. “I need you. Now.”



He rolled us back over and parted my thigh with his knee. With shaking fingers he leaned over the bed and grabbed his pants. A condom appeared from his pocket and he ripped it open. “Give me just one second, baby.”



I took it from his hands and reached between us to roll it on to his girth. I gave him an extra stroke and then lifted my knees to guide him into me. His head pushed into me and then he stilled. I raised my hips to take more of him in.



His mouth found mine and swallowed my cries of pleasure as he slid into me in one strong stroke. His chocolate taste enveloped me until he was all I could think about. He wrapped his arms under mine and held onto my shoulders as he slid out and then pumped into me again.



“Ramsey!” I cried out his name and dug my nails into his back. He filled me almost to the point of pain and his thrusts were so strong that I couldn’t fully catch my breath. “Yes. Yes.”



He rested his forehead on mine and held my gaze. Our breaths rushed out and mingled in the inches between us. “You feel so good. Say my name again.”



I met his thrusts with my own and held him so tight that our bodies felt like one. I called his name over and over again until he lost control of his steady thrusts finally and fucked me harder and faster. My body tightened and I knew I was close. I breathed the words against his mouth and he held his breath as he tilted his hips. The new angle ground his body into my clit and before I could blink again I was coming harder than I ever had before.



Ramsey grunted when I tightened around him. His hands dug into my shoulders and his head slipped to rest there, next to his fingers. He pumped into me two more times before stilling and growling out a release into my ear.



For a long time after we both came we still clung to each other. My body still pulsed when he shifted, even slightly.



Finally Ramsey lifted his body off of mine and slipped out of me. He disposed of the condom and then rolled onto his back, bringing me with him so that I was curled into his side. “Jesus.”



I smiled into his chest and ran my hand over his tattoos. “I’ll give you a second and third chance if you want them.”



He laughed. “I want them. I want a fourth and fifth, too.”



“Yeah?”



He hooked his thumb under my chin and lifted my face to his. “Yeah. Probably more. You’re fun. I can’t say I’ve ever destroyed so many things while trying to have sex.”



I rolled my eyes. “That’s probably just me. I have really bad luck usually.”



He scoffed. “Your really bad luck led you to my motorcycle so I don’t want to knock it.”



“I’m glad you came over.”



He leaned down and kissed me. “Of course. I should’ve realized you weren’t ready to go to the clubhouse yet.”



I climbed on top of him and straddled his chest. “I’m not sure I’m made to be the quiet submissive type. Do you think there’s room for me at the clubhouse just the way I am?”



His eyes trailed low and a grin transformed his handsome face. “I’ll make room. Once you’re my old-”



I held my breath as he cut himself off. He’d almost called me his old lady. I waited patiently as he seemed to think about his words.



“I haven’t done this in a while but I think I’m supposed to ask you out on a date before I ask you to be my old lady. So… Do you want to go out with me?”



I laughed. “That sounds perfect. As long as you keep giving me these self-defense lessons.”



Ramsey hooked his arms under my thighs and dragged my body higher on his chest until I was vulgarly spread out right above his mouth. “Your next lesson? Never let a biker get his mouth on you. Once he does, you’re done for.”



He spread my legs until I was resting right on his mouth and then he moved his tongue. Oh, yeah. I was done for. One crazy day and I’d basically become someone’s old lady. Just my luck.







*****



THE END



































A billionaires fake Fiance



Neal was pretty sure that his parents really meant business this time. They’d both told him that he needed to calm down with the womanizing, or at least not get caught in public doing it as much for years now. Except this time, he’d been on the news. Naked, and drunk, being forcefully shoved out of a brothel. Never piss off a madam before you finish what you paid for, guys. They won’t even let you put your pants back on if you’re a real ass, and Neal was consistently a real ass.



He’d taken a flight from Vegas back to New York and gone straight from the airport to his condo, especially once he’d learned that he’d been caught and identified on camera. He hadn’t been home for two hours before he got a phone call instructing him to get out to his parents’ house, right then. They were so determined to have him out there that they sent a car for him, piloted by a guy who looked like he could kick Neal’s ass and everyone else who’d ever existed too. Needless to say, Neal got into the car and took a nice leisurely drive out to his parent’s house.



His parents were upstate, of course, out where all of the homes were the size of small apartment complexes and cost more than most people make in two years’ time. Where people drove Porsche SUVs as their family cars and Bentleys when it was just ‘him and the misses’. Neal didn’t really miss being out there, he liked being somewhere more alive, like Manhattan. That was one of the main reasons he’d bought his condo there. That, and it was far enough away that unless he landed himself on the news, for the most part his parents had no idea what he was up to.



“Neal, could you come in here, please,” That was Neal’s mother, Iris. She was in the office with his father, Oscar. His father hadn’t said anything, but he’d smelled a cigar being lit about two minutes ago, announcing his presence. Neal stood, smoothed his hands down the front of his clothes, and walked into the office.



“Mom, Dad, good to see you both. Wonderful weather we’re having, isn’t it? Unseasonably warm,” he said, sitting in the plush arm chair across the desk from where his father sat, looking stern and unhappy as always. His mother stood beside her husband, her arm resting across the top of his chair as if the two of them were posing for some unhappy portrait.



“Is there a reason why the first thing that your mother and I saw when we turned on the TV this morning was your naked ass being shoved out of a whore house?” Oscar said. Neal cringed at the word.



“Dad, no woman there wants to be called that awful word. Can we just call it a brothel, please,” he said. This was why his father didn’t deal with the public. Even before he’d retired, Iris had always been the one who mingled and smiled when needed. Oscar was awful at it.



“It is what it is, son. The point is, why were you there on the sidewalk, naked and being taped?” he asked. Neal looked down at his hands, and started picking with a nail.



“Because I pissed off the madam of the house, and because there was media outside for some sort of parade thing that was happening, and they just happened to catch me,” he said. His father made some sort of disapproving grunt and went back to concentrating on his cigar.



“Neal, we’ve asked that you stop making such a spectacle of yourself, but that doesn’t seem to be going so well for you. The problem now is that you are making people wary of the family business, because you are running it,” Iris said. Neal’s eyes snapped up.



“The business is doing great, profits have never been higher and employee satisfaction is through the roof,” He said. Iris nodded.



“I’m aware, but people see your private life splashed across the news and start to lose confidence in our brand. They think that they need to jump ship before you take the whole thing down,” she said.



“Oh that’s insane, why in the world would a disagreement halfway across the country with a Madam spell doom for Layman Industries?” Neal asked.



“That is not the point!” Oscar said, slamming his hands down on the desk. Iris put her hand gently on her husband’s shoulder, and calmed him down a bit before she spoke again.



“Your father and I have decided that you need to do something that proves that your private life is a bit more stable that it really is,” she said.



“Meaning?” Neal asked.



“Meaning, you need a fiance. You need someone who will go out in public with you, laugh off your antics over the past few weeks as something that she knew about, soften up your horrid image as some bad boy millionaire and give you a bit more stability in business circles,” Oscar said. Neal looked from one parent to the other and back again.



“Are you two insane? Where in the world am I going to find a fiance? I’m not even seriously dating anyone,” Neal asked.



“Offer to pay her if she behaves. That works with most women,” Iris said, shocking even Neal with the nonchalant way she casually tossed out the notion that most women were money hungry. That was a bit harsh, even for his thinking.



“Seriously?!” Neal said, standing.



“Yes, seriously, son. Now go get it done. You have two weeks to find someone on your own that you can stand and move her into your condo. Otherwise, your father and I will choose someone for you, and you won’t have a choice in the matter,” Iris said. Then she turned and walked out of the office, effectively ending any conversation that Neal might have brought up against this insanity.



“Dad? Are you really going to let her do this?” he asked. Oscar sighed.



“You brought this on yourself, son. Just do what she says, the world is happier when she is. And you know how she gets when she doesn’t get her way,” Oscar said before stubbing out the cigar and walking out of the room behind his wife.



Neal sighed heavily and flopped back down into the chair. Where in the world was he going to find a woman who could stand living with him, or better yet that he could stand having in his personal space all of the time? It would have been easier if they just put someone else in charge of the company in the public eye or something. This was almost impossible.









Chapter 2



“Wow, that’s an ugly turn of events,” Scott said. Scott and Neal had met for drinks that afternoon, like they did every week since they’d graduated college together. It was one of the few consistent things in either of their lives.



“Yeah, I have no idea how to handle this,” Neal said with a sigh and a frown.



“You need to get the word out, but in a way that doesn’t attract all the crazies in town. You need a good girl who needs the cash, because some money grubbing gold digger isn’t going to play the part. Either that, or she’d going to blackmail you with it,” Scott said.



“I hadn’t even though about the fact that this could be held against me,” Neal said, putting his face in his hands. Scott chuckled softly and clapped him on the back.



“Oh cheer up. Who knows, maybe you’ll pick a girl who ends up being the love of your life, and then it won’t be a lie anymore and everyone will be happy again,” he said. Neal groaned loudly.



“You are not helping,” he said.



“Sure I am,” Scott said before taking another drink of his beer.



“I should be talking to someone else about this, you’ve never been good at making useful decisions,” Neal mumbled. A little mean, but still true. Scott was never who anyone went to when it was time to do something adult-like.



“Look, here’s what you do: Go somewhere that you wouldn’t normally go, like a bookstore or something. You usually look for girls who you are pretty sure that you’re smarter than, because otherwise you feel intimidated. Find a smart girl who’s down on her luck and needs some cash, but has a brain and a good heart so we won’t take you for everything that you’ve got if you piss her off before this whole thing is over. Problem solved.” Scott said. Neal looked up at him in total shock. That was actually a really good idea, ignoring the fact that the reasoning behind it was a bit offensive, regardless of its truth.



“Holy shit, Scott. You never make any sense where did that come from?” he asked. Scott smirked.



“I am at least a halfway functioning adult, so my brain must work from time to time or I wouldn’t be able to keep a roof over my head. Don’t look so shocked,” he said, winking.



*~*~*



The next morning, Neal found himself camped out in the coffee shop of a good sized bookstore that he frequented due to how close it was to his office. He actually read quite a bit, but he never really paid attention to the other people in the store with him. Scott had been right about him gravitating more towards girls who didn’t give off an air of being well read. He didn’t think it was because he was intimidated by intelligent women, though.



He’d been there about an hour when the sound of the bell over the coffee house’s door brought his attention around. He’d generally been ignoring the people that were coming in for coffee, but this woman was beautiful. She had long, dark hair that hung down to her waist in soft, gentle waves and a figure that caught everyone’s attention, even in the jeans and tee shirt outfit that she was in. She hadn’t turned around yet so Neal had no idea what her face looked like, but her voice sounded very happy and sweet as she ordered her cup of coffee and complimented the barista’s blue dye job.



Neal waited for her to get her coffee, and watched her from behind his book as she moved to add cream and sugar to her cup. Once she was done there, she turned and started walking towards the book store. Her bright hazel eyes caught his through her tasteful thin black framed glasses for a moment as she brought her coffee to her wonderfully full lips, then jumped back as she remembered that she’d just gotten it and it was hot. Then she blinked as if he wasn’t there, and brushed past his table. Neal grabbed his bag and followed her at a distance. He needed to see why she was there.



She moved as if she was there with a purpose. Her breeze past the romance section was a plus for Neal, and he smiled as he watched her continue on. She paused at a book about cooking healthy, but ended up putting it back down and moving on. That wasn’t a bad thing, Neal could always appreciate a good home cooked meal, and he worked out at least three times a week, so healthy was good.



It was where she actually stopped that made him decide to try and strike up a conversation with her: Mysteries and suspense.



“That’s a great series,” Neal said, eyeing the book that she had in her hand. It actually was one that he’d read, and he wasn’t blowing smoke for once. She grinned.



“Really? I need a new series to start, since my current series new book isn’t going to be released for another eight months, and I’ve heard good things about this one,” she said.



“I love this author, his books are fast paced, which is good for people like me with no attention span,” Neal said, causing the girl to snicker. “That’s the sixth book though, if you want to start at the beginning, this is the one that you want,” he said, handing her the correct book. She gently took it from him, her fingers softly brushing his in an unintended moment of contact.



“Thanks, it’s nice to get an actual opinion from someone. I’m not entirely convinced that the online reviews for some authors aren’t paid for,” she said with a laugh. Neal smiled.



“No problem, I love talking to people who share my taste in reading,” he said.



“I’m in here pretty regularly and I’ve never seen you before. Do you come into this store often?” she asked.



“Often enough, but not usually this time of day. Today was an exception, I’m usually trapped in meetings around this time,” he said with a smile.



“Fun. Well, I’m Lisa. I feel like you should at least know my name,” she said with a slightly nervous laugh. Neal already thought she was absolutely adorable.



“Nice to meet you, Lisa. I’m Neal. Look, this might be rather forward of me but, would you like to go out to dinner sometime?” he asked. Neal was a good looking guy and he knew it. He didn’t strike out often, and he found that most women actually appreciated when he didn’t beat around the bush and just let them know that he was interested. Lisa didn’t seem to be an exception to that particular rule.



“Wow, you are forward. But that’s alright, at least I know where I stand. I’d love to go out to dinner with you,” she said. Perfect.



Neal unlocked his phone and gave it to her, so that she could enter her name and phone number while he did the same in her phone. They parted ways with a promise to speak over the next few days, and Neal began to think about where to take her. Some place that she’s appreciate, but that would also impress her. You couldn’t really ask someone to be your fake fianc without impressing them, could you? He thought about calling Scott after his great bookstore idea, but decided against it, figuring that was just a onetime thing and he didn’t want to ruin it by calling and discovering Scott to be the same idiot that he’d always been.



“Jessica!” Neal called out to his assistant. She was a bit of a gold digger, but intelligent as hell. She’d been on enough dates to help him out with his dilemma.



“Yeah?” she responded, sticking her head into the office.



“What’s the best first date that you’ve ever been on? Not the most expensive one, but the one that you enjoyed the most,” he asked. Jess gave him a questioning look, and then came farther into the room.



“That’s an odd question coming from you?” she said.



“Why is it odd?” he asked. Jess smirked.



“Because that is the question of someone who is really trying to genuinely impress someone, and you are not the guy that does that. You want to impress them long enough to get them naked,” she said. Neal and Jessica had a completely candid relationship, there weren’t too many people who would talk to him like that other than her. She was also one of those girls who would be smart enough to blackmail him, which was why she wasn’t in the running to be the fake fianc.



“My parents want me to clean up my image, so they’ve decided that I need to pay someone to play as my fianc. I’ve got a few weeks to find someone on my own before they find someone for me. I met a girl at the bookstore this morning, and I asked her out to dinner and I need a date that will impress her and not make her think that I’m a jerk when I tell her my predicament and ask her to play along,” he said. Jessica stared at him for a few moments with wide eyes before laughing.



“Wow, your parents are serious this time, aren’t they?” she said between giggles. Neal sighed and rolled his eyes.



“Are you going to help me or not?” he said, folding his arms across his chest. Jess curbed her laughter and sat in the chair across from him.



“Alright, sorry, I’m done. Let’s plan a date that will knock this girl on her ass, so you can fake propose without having the taste slapped out of your mouth,” she said. Neal grinned. This was why she was his assistant.









Chapter 3



Jess and Neal picked out a restaurant that had flawless reviews and a view of the city that was ‘to die for’, in her words. After that, I planned to take her out to do something fun. I’d noticed that her tennis shoes were obviously used, not simply for show. Jess suggested that we do something like bowling, something where the shoes were provided because no one wants to do something athletic in five inch heels. Neal was well aware that he probably wouldn’t have thought of that. That was why he’d ask Jess.



Jess had also told him to put a little bit of light gel in his hair, because the blond and brown looked really good when it was doing that ‘swoosh thing’. She’d had to show him what the swoosh thing was so that he could do it himself that night. He had also been told to wear a dark blue suit with lighter blue pin stripes, because it would look great with his almost sapphire blue eyes. Jess made a parting comment about eating him alive, and then left him to it.



Neal arrived a few minutes early to the restaurant. He had reservations, but for dates he liked to make sure that they restaurant had his card information before his date arrived. That way, when they were ready to leave they could, and the restaurant could simply charge his card what he owed plus a twenty five percent tip. There was a reason that restaurants loved him being a frequent patron.



“Ah, Mr. Broussard, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” the concierge said. Neal smiled, remembering that the same man had indeed been on the door when he’d come past for lunch a few days ago. What had his name been? Oh yeah…



“You as well, David. My assistant called in a dinner reservation tonight?” Neal asked. David smiled wider upon hearing that Neal remembered his name. You could accomplish and get away with a lot by doing the simple things like remembering a name, or whether they have kids, or that their wife had the flu last time you all met. There was a reason that Neal was so good at what he did.



“That she did, for a table by the window, correct?” he asked. Neal smiled and nodded.



“Perfect,” he said. David grinned.



“Would you like to wait for your date, or be seated now?” he asked.



“I’ll go ahead and take a seat now. I’d also like to go ahead and give you all my credit card information, and have a bottle of wine chilled, if it’s not too much trouble,” Neal said. David turned and motioned for him to follow.



“No trouble at all. I’ll take your card and get the information into the system, and would you like the same wine that you had last time that you were here?” David asked. Someone else was good at their job, if he was aware that Neal had a favorite bottle.



“That’s be perfect,” he said as David stopped by a table and motioned for him to take a seat. He handed over his card and sat down, looking out of the widow and smiling. Perfect. The bottle arrived in a tableside bucket of ice a few minutes later, and right on time, he noted Lisa’s reflection in the glass.



She looked amazing in a simple black dress that hugged the curvy bits of her perfectly, and Jess had been right about the shoes. He wouldn’t have asked her to even take a stroll in those, too much of a chance to sprain an ankle or something. They did make her legs look amazing though.



“I’m not late, am I? You look like you’ve been waiting for a long time,” she said. Neal smiled and shook his head.



“Not at all, I arrived a bit earlier than I intended to. You are rather punctual,” he said with a smile that could melt butter. Jessica giggled.



“So what’s a good dish here that won’t make me gain ten pounds before I leave? I’ve never been here before, it’s really nice,” she said.



“Just abandon that hope right now, everything here is rich and decadent, you can’t avoid it. You can have whatever you want. I’ve tried all of it, and it’s all excellent,” He said with a smirk and a wink. Lisa eyes him as if she was mused but not buying into all the charm that he was pouring on, which honestly made him laugh. She was the kind of woman that his parents would love, but that he would stay away from because he’d anticipate her opinions getting in the way of his. All he had to do was show her a fantastic time, and then be completely honest with her and hope for the best.



Dinner was amazing. The two of them talked and laughed the entire time, and Neal saw that he could see himself spending significant time with Lisa and it not being a chore, which was a good thing. She’d laughed when she found out that they were going bowling afterwards, but since she was just as competitive as he was, it turned into an all-out friendly war on the lanes as the two of them vied for the win. She won the last game, which Neal was thankful for in retrospect, hoping that the win would put her in a good mood. Currently, they were strolling through a rather quiet neighborhood together.



“Lisa, I have to tell you something,” Neal started. Wow, this was really going to suck, wasn’t it?



“Aren’t we a little early in our relationship to be having ‘the talk’?” she said with a giggle. Neal’s face was so serious and worried that she stopped laughing and swallowed.



“It’s harder than I thought, but I’m really hoping you don’t try and break my nose afterwards,” Neal said. Lisa frowned and turned her entire body to face him, stopping their rate of movement.



“Alright. Shoot,” she said.



Neal told her about the brothel in Vegas, about what he’d done that had pissed off the madam enough for him to be kicked out of there, and about the meeting with his parents after he’d returned. He told her the whole truth about why he’d been in the book store that day, and what made him talk to her about the book when he’d asked for her number. Then he told her that he needed a fake fianc, and that if she was willing, he would pay her whatever it was that she named, once she signed an agreement not to take advantage of any knowledge that she might gain while being with him. Once he finally stopped speaking, Lisa stood there, staring at him completely still. Almost like she needed to be rebooted.



‘Lisa?” he said softly.



“Are you kidding me? Am I on some candid camera or something and Penny put you up to this? This is something that she would totally do, thinking that it’s hilarious. What are you, her cousin or something?” she said, looking around.



Neal hadn’t really counted on disbelief being the reaction that he’d get. It stopped him for a moment, watching her as she looked around. He sighed and pulled his phone from his pocket. It was pretty easy to find the news story and corresponding video from that night, since it was still pretty fresh in terms of the stupid things that celebrities do category of reporting. I didn’t say anything, I simply handed her my phone with the story pulled up.



Lisa hesitated before taking the phone, but she did. She read the little blurb that didn’t really tell you much about what was happening, other than celebrity trouble and the name Neal Broussard. She glanced up at him momentarily before starting the video:



Last night, celebrity paparazzi caught the score of a lifetime. Celebrity son and businessman Neal Broussard was caught exiting a brothel in Las Vegas. ‘That’s not a big deal, its legal there’ you may say, and normally it wouldn’t be considering some of the other shenanigans we’ve seen Neal get into. The deal this time, is that he was hurled into the street outside of the brothel, wearing literally nothing. His clothes were hurled out after him in a ball by a rather large bouncer, before the door was literally slammed shut. For his part, Neal didn’t seem at all embarrassed about the scene or the fact that he was naked, but he didn’t speak a word to any of our press that happened to be on the scene. Will Mom and Dad finally have enough of his…?



She stopped the video and handed Neal the phone back with a hurt look on her face. Damn it, that hadn’t been what he wanted.



“You’re telling me the truth,” she said softly.



“I am. One hundred percent of it,” Neal replied softly.



“You’re a big deal. Your parents must be pissed,” she said with a hesitant laugh. I smirked a little.



“Yeah, they are,” Neal said.



“And that’s why you need someone to pretend to be your fianc. So that your parents won’t try and force you into something that you aren’t comfortable with,” she said.



“Yes,” Neal answered.



“What does this get me? Why in the world would I do this for someone I barely know anything about?” she asked. An excellent question, Neal thought to himself.



“Most people would say something like, ‘do it to help’ or something philanthropic like that. I discovered years ago that most people don’t do anything because it’s the right thing to do. There is always something that they are getting out of it, something selfish,” he said, causing Lisa to honestly feel a bit guilty about having asked the question. “In short, money. If you’ve got student loans that you need paid off, I can handle that. You want to buy a house in the county, I can handle that. You want a blood red convertible Ferrari, I can handle that too. I don’t expect you to do this out of the goodness of your heart, all that I ask is that you not blackmail me to get more. I’ll give you everything that you want in terms of payment, and during this whole charade, you get to come and go from my luxury penthouse as often as you please. You’ll have my black card for expenses, which includes shopping, and I will take care of you. You won’t have to lift a finger, unless it’s time for us to play nice in public,” he said. Lisa was about to say something, but her brain stopped her. She did have quite a few bills that were long overdue and needed paying, and buying a home sounded like a great plan and a good stepping stone into financial security, something that she’d been grasping for but hadn’t quite grabbed onto recently.



“All of that, but help me find a job,” she said, crossing her arms. Neal blinked at her, he really hadn’t expected her to say yes, so the job request threw him off a bit.



“What?” he asked.



“A job. I’m trying to get into the architecture field, but I’m fresh out of school and I don’t have experience, which apparently is something that everyone wants. You have business connections, help me. Help me, pay me my terms and I‘ll do it. And you won’t have to worry about blackmail,” she said. Neal broke out into a grin.



“I know at least three firms off the top of my head that I can call first thing in the morning and get you interviewed,” he said.



“Perfect,” she said with a satisfied grin. She was getting paid, getting to spend money that wasn’t hers and living in luxury for a few weeks with a payoff that was massive for her. This wasn’t a bad plan.



“Absolutely perfect. Here’s my office, come past around 10 tomorrow morning and I’ll have the paperwork for the engagement agreement and more information about the firms,” he said, handing her a business card. Lisa smiled down at the card and slipped it into her purse.



“I’ll be there at ten sharp!” she said, turning and walking off.



“Wait, don’t you want a ride home?” he called after her.



“Nah, I want to walk. It gives me time to think about what I’m going to do with all that money!” she yelled back over her shoulder with a giggle. Neal grinned. Something about that answer made him glad that he’d chosen her, and that she’d agreed. This actually might work out.









Chapter 4



Lisa arrived at the building at five of ten the next morning. It hadn’t been hard to find the building, but she was a little overwhelmed when she walked into the lobby.



“Is there something that I can help you with, miss?” a friendly looking security guard asked, clearly reacting to the utter confusion on her face. She smiled and walked over to the desk.



“Yes, please. I’m looking for…” she looked down at Neal’s business card, “Broussard Estates,” she said. The security guard chuckled.



“This entire building is Broussard. Is there someone in particular that you are looking for?” he asked. No, that didn’t make her feel even more out of her element.



“Neal,” she said, handing the card over. The security guard looked at the name, then back up at her.



“I’ll have to call and make sure before I let you upstairs,” he said. Lisa tried to look secure and nodded.



“That’s fine,” she said. She watched as he dialed a few numbers and informed whoever answered that he had someone there to see Neil Broussard.



“What’s your name?” he asked, covering the bottom of the cradle with his hand.



“Lisa Reinhart. I’m supposed to see him at 10,” she said.



“Yes, her name is… Oh, okay… Okay, she’ll be right up,” he said before hanging up. He handed her a plane white access card with a warm smile.



“Mr. Broussard’s assistant said to give you that, it’ll give you access to the top floor anytime that you need it. Go on through the turn styles there, the car will get you through and take the last elevator on the left up to the thirty second floor. That’s the only one that goes to the floor, so make sure that you take the right one. Just scan the car beside the call button and it’ll bring the car down,” He said. Lisa was totally and completely overwhelmed, but she tried to keep track of what he was telling her. She repeated it back to him, and he nodded his agreement, seemingly amused at her bewilderment before sending her on her way.



The floor that the elevator let her off was like some gleaming jewel of a place. A pretty blonde stood from one of the chairs in what looked to be a waiting area and walked over, holding out her hand for a shake.



“Lisa?” she asked. Lisa nodded without thinking.



“Yes?” she said, her eyes still roaming around.



“I’m Jessica, Neal’s assistant. He’s just finishing up a business call that went a little long, but he didn’t want you to have to wait out here for him. I’ll take you back, if you’ll follow me,” she said, motioning. Lisa nodded and did as she asked.



As the two women walked, Jessica explained to Lisa that the badge that she’d been given would get her to the floor as well as through the secured doors that she’d just come through with her. Basically, as long as she remembered what hallways to navigate, she could get to Neal whenever she needed to. That was a bit surprising to Lisa, but then again, if she was supposed to be his fianc…



“Also, just so you know, I am aware of the… arrangement that the two of you have in regards to your engagement. You can be completely candid with me, but no one else knows. If you have any questions that maybe you wouldn’t want to ask just anyone, call me,” she said, turning and handing her a business card with a number written in over her name. “That’s office and cell,” she said. Lisa smiled.



“Thanks,” she said. She liked Jessica instantly, even more now that she knew that she could talk to her about anything.



“Any questions before we get this started?” Jessica asked.



“Um, is there anything I should know about him?” she asked. Jessica seemed to think about that.



“Well, he’s spent the last few years of his life going from office party and back again. This is going to be a huge adjustment for him, and while most people think that he’s superman, he’s not, so go easy on him for a little while. Oh, he runs mornings usually. If he’s going to run at night, there’s something bothering him and he needs to think. Let him run, then ask him about it, otherwise he’ll tell you but it won’t make any sense, trust me. If you’re going to tell friends about this, tell them that you’re engaged, but not the truth. A lot of people are just looking for their ten minutes of fame, and sometimes you don’t know until they decide that you’re disposable,” she said. She thought for a few more seconds, then nodded.



“I think that should at least get you through the general stuff,” she said. Lisa smiled.



“I appreciate it,” she said. Jessica put a hand on her shoulder and smiled.



“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,” she said. Lisa swallowed nothing, smiled and nodded as Jessica turned and opened the door behind her.



Neal sat behind a massive desk that looked to be covered in paperwork. He had on a wireless headset with a microphone, and was pacing back and forth behind his desk as he listened to something with a frown. Jessica motioned for Lisa to stay quiet and pointed at a rather lush looking armchair.



“That’s not going to work, Jacob. You said that you wanted us in there and working on your shop as soon as possible, we can’t realistically meet your proposed deadline if you’re saying that suddenly we can’t get into the space for another week… No, I am not doing shitty work just to make your screwed up timeline work again… Yes, I am aware that all of the other vendors are pissed at you about this, I’m pissed too!... Push the deadline out a week, Jacob. Push it out, or find another company to work with,” he said, pushing a button on the base of the phone before taking off the headset and tossing it down on the desk. He ran his hands through his hair, obviously stressed and sighed.



“Everything okay?” Jessica asked him. He turned almost as if he’d forgotten that he’d seen the two of them come in just a moment ago.



“As good as it’s going to be. Call Jacob around 3 today and find out where things stand. I can’t wait for him to procrastinate more about this, if we’re going to be involved,” Neal said. Jessica nodded.



“I’ll make a reminder now,” she said, turning and walking out of the room, closing the door softly behind her. Neal turned to Lisa and smiled.



“Sorry about that,” he said, picking up a folder from the mass of papers on his desk and coming to sit in the seat beside her.



“That’s alright, it sounded important,” Lisa said.



“Somewhat. So, here is the paperwork. You can take it home and read it if you want to, or I can give you cliff notes and you can take my word for it,” he said. Lisa laughed.



“Give me the cliff notes, and then I’ll take it downstairs to that little pastry shop and read it. I’ll sign it today,” Lisa said. Neal nodded.



“Fair enough. The first bit says that you are entering into this willingly, not being forced, and coerced, blah blah. The second bit says that you have agreed that anything that you learn about me, my family or my company cannot be repeated, sold or used the blackmail anyone. The third bit says that I agree to pay you a previously agreed upon amount, currently fifty thousand, in one lump sum within forty eight hours of when the arrangement is terminated. If you want a different amount, scratch out what’s there and put something else but don’t sign it yet. I’ll get a new set made with the corrected figure. And finally, the last bit says that this is tentatively set to be a three month arrangement, and that if that changes you will be notified at least two weeks before the pre- existing end date,” he said. Lisa nodded, that sounded like exactly what he’d said the other night and she had no problems with it.



“Alright. I’ll be back in however long it takes for me to read through this. Can I leave it with Jessica if you’re busy?” Lisa asked, standing. Neal smiled and stood with her.



“You’re getting the hang of things quickly, aren’t you?” he said. Lisa grinned.



“I’m a fast learner. See you in a bit,” she said. Neal opened the door for her, and she walked through it, tossing a wave to Jessica on her way out.



“Well?” Jessica asked Neal.



“She’s going to read through the paperwork downstairs and come back when she’s ready to sign it,” he said.



“Smart girl,” Jessica said with a smirk. Neal smiled to himself.



“Yeah. She is, isn’t she?” he said almost as if he’d forgotten Jessica was there as he turned and went back into his office.



The next few days were a whirlwind for Lisa. She returned that day with the signed contract, just like she’d promised that she would. Neal had been in a meeting with a potential client, so she’d left it with Jessica and went home. That night, he’d called and asked if she’d noticed that she would need to move into his place. She had, and told him as much. The next day, she packed her clothes and the things that she couldn’t live without and made her way back to his office. He met her at the door of his office with a scone, a hot cup of coffee and a key to his condo.



Fifteen minutes later, Lisa let herself into the place. It was a massive two story condo with a hot tub on the balcony, a kitchen to die for and more expensive toys than she’d ever seen in one place before. Neal told her to make herself at home, so she’d gone into the second bedroom and placed her things in the closet before walking around and getting familiar with the place.



Eventually, she left the condo for the grocery store down the block and picked up a few things to make dinner. Yeah, it was a fake engagement, but that didn't mean that they couldn’t eat. The entire place smelled like baked chicken when she heard the front door open.



“Holy crap, it smells like heaven in here,” Neal said, coming into sight. Lisa giggled.



“I love this kitchen,” she said.



“I can smell that you love it,” he said, coming closer. “What are you making?” he asked.



“Chicken, macaroni and cheese, and broccoli,” she said.



“That sounds amazing. Do I have time for a shower?” he asked. Lisa nodded.



“Take your time,” she replied.



They sat together and ate together, like they weren’t two strangers that had just met each other a few days ago. It was nice, and comfortable. Neal pulled out a bottle of wine, and the two of them sat by the windows that overlooked the borough and learned about each other. She asked and answered questions, as did he. Then, once both of them began yawning and nodding off, they went their separate ways for the night. Neal said that she could stay in his bed with him, if she wanted to, and that he wouldn’t try and do anything, but she declined. The guest room was just fine with her.



The next morning, he was already gone when her alarm went off at seven. On the kitchen counter was a note:



Lisa,


10:00 am – Interview with Henry Collins @ Lanier Contracting


1:00 pm – Interview with Janice Grayco @ Miller Home Construction


3:30 pm – Interview with Eve Kincade @ Brussard Estates (yes, here, but I won’t have any say in whether you’re hired)




Dress nice, that perfume you had on the day we met is perfect. Good luck.


Neal



Lisa smiled. There was something kind of sweet about that. She hadn’t said a word about the job thing after that first date, and it hadn’t been in the contract, but he’d promised and kept his word. That meant a lot in terms of his character. Neal had jotted down phone numbers and addresses for the first two interviews on the bottom of the note for her as well.



“Guess I ought to get my rear in gear,” she said to the no one that was there with her to hear it. First on deck was breakfast, she didn’t want to show up with her stomach talking louder than she was.









Chapter 5



The interview with Lanier had gone… it had been peculiar. Lisa was completely covered up in a professional pant suit that buttoned all the way up to her neck, so there was nothing popping out, but Henry spent the entire interview staring at her chest. Neal called around noon to ask how it went, and she’d told him about it honestly. Neal had promptly called Henry an asshole, which made Lisa laugh about it. He told her that he’d planned on trying to grab some lunch with her before her next interview, but that he was being dragged into a quickly unfolding emergency and couldn’t. Lisa found herself a little disappointed, but shrugged it off and told him that it was alright. Why was she disappointed?



She grabbed lunch alone, but texted him asking what he wanted for dinner that night. He’d responded that he’d be home by six, and that it was his turn to cook that night. That had made her smile. What the hell was wrong with her?



The second interview had gone better, as in there hadn’t been any boob staring, which was nice. However, the office was a bit of a disorganized mess, and no one that she observed while she was waiting for Janice to come get her from the waiting area seemed to know anything about what was going on. That wasn’t really a good sign, was it? Lisa looked past that and went into the interview with the intention of impressing the hell out of the woman that she spoke to. Then she left and started making her way towards Broussard.



She stopped and the front desk again, this time because she wasn’t there to see Neal, and going up to the top floor to ask where she was supposed to go seemed like cheating. She asked the security guard, and followed his directions to the eighth floor waiting area.



Eve was a strikingly beautiful woman. Her light blond hair looked to have been thick and long, but you couldn’t tell for sure because it was pulled back into a severe bun. She wore small, square framed glasses and her sharp blue eyes were almost piercing as she looked Lisa over.



“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Lisa. Your resume is a bit devoid of experience, but I can see that is because you recently finished your degree. May I ask why you started college two years later than most?” she asked as they walked down the hall together towards only God knows where.



“I took some time off to decide what I wanted to do. When I finished high school, I had no idea what I wanted to major in, or rather I had too many ideas. So, instead of becoming that perpetual student that either wastes their parents money or racks up a boatload of loans, I took time to decide what I wanted to do while doing a bit of entry level work,” Lisa said. Eva nodded approvingly.



“Smart choice. One that I think more people should take, being in college for eight years does not make me confident in anyone’s abilities,” she said, smiling for the first time since Lisa had arrived. She had a nice smile that softened up her face. She should do that more often.



Talking with Eva was like a breath of fresh air. She walked Lisa through the office so that she could see the conditions that she would be spending her days in, should she be hired, and had her speak to two other people. Then, she was dismissed with a polite ‘thanks for coming’ and a side note that they’d be making the hiring decisions over the next two days, so she should hear something relatively soon. Lisa left feeling that it went really well. She’d have to remember to thank her fake fianc for the interviews, she thought to herself with a chuckle.









Chapter 6



Lisa and Neal fell into a rhythm living together relatively quickly. Their habits seemed to fit together, so there wasn’t a lot of fussing or getting in each other’s way. That night was a big business event, and Neal had bought her a formal dress and paid for her to spend the afternoon at a salon getting ready. By the time she arrived back at the condo to get dressed, she felt like a princess of some sort.



The event was being held at one of the more post hotels in the borough. They’d rented out the largest ballroom and planned to serve a full dinner and have a full band with room for dancing. Neal and Lisa walked into the room together and Lisa looked around, her eyes wide.



“Wow. Are all the events like this?” she asked. Neal smirked.



“Only the ones thrown by people who like to show off their money. This is thrown by one of those people,” Neal said.



“Neal, excellent to see you. Will your parents be joining us as well?” An older, rather pudgy looking man said, walking up to us with a smile.



“No, I’m sorry, Mr. Wilcox. You’re stuck with my fianc and me tonight,” Neal said with a rather professional smile.



“Your fianc? My goodness, you are a beautiful young woman, welcome,” the man said, his entire demeanor changing as he actually took Lisa in. Lisa took a step closer to Neal for good measure and slapped a grin on her face.



“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said.



“You as well. Please, enjoy yourselves,” he said as someone called for him on the other side of the room.



“He was weird,” Lisa said softly as she and Neal began walking.



“Yeah, he cheats on his wife with younger women every chance that he gets,” Neal said. Lisa snorted a sudden laugh.



“That’s horrible!” she whispered.



“Nah, his wife has been sleeping with their gardener for the past year or so. Everyone’s happy, so no one says anything,” he said.



“I hope my life never becomes a series of lies like that,” she said softly. Neal nodded.



The first half of the night started out with a really nice dinner, a few drinks and some polite conversation with people who seemed to hold no genuine interest in their surroundings. By the time Lisa and Neal made it to the dance floor, they were both tired of smiling and nodding.



“This is exhausting,” Lisa said as Neal wrapped his arms around her waist.



“True, but you’re doing a great job,” Neal said, smiling down at her.



“You think? I was trying not to look annoyed, but I’m not sure I succeeded,” she said with a laugh.



“You did great, trust me. And on top of that you’ve got the attention of every man in this room, you look amazing,” he said. Lisa grinned.



“Even you?” she asked.



“Especially me,” he said softly. Neal’s eyes held her with a heat that was almost tangible as the two of them danced together.



“Oh,” Lisa breathed.



“It’s kind of late, do you want to get out of here?” he asked. Lisa swallowed the nothing that was in her mouth and nodded.



“Uh huh,” she said.



Their goodbyes were rushed but polite as they made their way towards the exit. The valet bringing the car around was tipped for not taking his time with it, and Neal drive home well above the speed limit. By the time they reached the condo, the two of them were almost tangled in each other. Lisa had never felt anything like what she felt for Neal, something hot and alive. They stumbled to Neal’s bedroom together, leaving a trail of clothes behind as they went.









Chapter 7



Two weeks later, and Lisa had been out to two public events with her arm locked with Neal’s for the public. She hadn’t met his parents yet, which she found odd considering that this whole fiasco was their idea, but he’d said that they were happy with the public’s view of him, since the two of them had gone public. At home, the two of them were warm and affectionate, but cautious. Almost as if the two of them were afraid that night that they’d spent together was simply the result of alcohol. They kind of were, actually. It hadn’t happened again, but not because neither of them didn’t want it to.



Lisa made her way to her desk at Broussard. Neal had seemed really happy about her being offered and accepting the job there instead of somewhere else, and while him being there was a nice plus, she’d chosen that position because the pay and benefits were the best and the office environment seemed like the best fit for her. She was already very happy with her decision, and had a pretty good group of friends.



Except for one girl who spent most of her day glaring at Lisa from across the office, for some reason. No one had any idea why she seemed to dislike her, so most just ignored her. Lisa was well tucked in to ignoring her when she made it impossible.



“Excuse me,” A voice said. Lisa looked up into the face of the girl from across the room: An annoyingly perky blond who clearly had an attitude, but even that was perky and involved a lot of hair flipping.



“Yes?” Lisa said without batting an eye.



“I need to tell you something,” she said. She stopped talking as if she was expecting some sort of production over her choosing to speak. Lisa sighed and turned back to her computer screen.



“You’ll have to excuse me not facing you, but I have a lot of work to do and you seem to be taking your time, but I’m listening,” she said.



“It’s about Neal,” she said. She stopped again and Lisa felt her temper buck.



“Sweetheart, I just told you that I have a lot of work to do, get on with it,” Lisa said, continuing to work.



“He’s my boyfriend. I don’t know why he’s parading you around in front of everyone, but he’s mine, so back off,” she spat at Lisa. Her suddenly venomous tone made Lisa stop again.



“And you are?” she asked with a blank look on her face, even though someone else claiming Neal had her insides in a knot for some reason.



“He didn’t even tell you who I am?” she asked, stamping her little prim foot. Lisa shrugged.



“I guess you must have slipped his mind. Name?” she repeated.



“Heather. Heather Mitchell,” she said. Lisa filed that away for later, and turned back to her work without another word.



*~*~*



“So who is Heather Mitchell?” Lisa asked that night over dinner. Neal’s fork paused momentarily.



“She’s someone’s assistant, isn’t she? Blond, kind of bouncy…” he said vaguely.



“She came to my desk this morning and told me that she had no idea why you were parading around with me, and that you were hers so I needed to back off,” Lisa said. Neal looked up at her solidly now. She was frowning, her face annoyed.



“I’m not actually seeing her, Lisa. You know that, right?” he said. Lisa shrugged as if it were nothing, even though it was something to her.



“This is a fake engagement; you can do what you want. It’s probably not a good idea for it to be public knowledge though,” Lisa said softly.



The front door to the condo burst open and two set of feat came storming into Lisa and Neal’s space. The woman looked to be the one who was more pissed about whatever she’d come in about. Neal didn’t seem shocked to see them, but Lisa wondered how they even got in until she noticed that the man looked just like an older, more portly Neal.



“You did fine for what, a few weeks? And then you go and screw it all up,” the woman screeched, holding up what appeared to be a celebrity news rag, though neither Neal nor Lisa could see what it was that she was so upset about while she was waving it around like that. Finally, Neal stood and took the paper from her, holding it still. There on the cover was a picture of him and Heather from the night before, coming out of a club together. Lisa frowned and folded her arms across her chest.



“I thought that you were out with clients last night,” she said.



“I was! Heather was there too, to take notes for her boss. She was drunk and needed a ride home. Lisa’s frown deepened.



“This does not look like someone’s boss giving them a ride home because they can’t hold their liquor,” Neal’s mother said.



“Look, she and I went out a few times months ago. I may have let her take a few more liberties than I should have, but that was because she was drunk. I figured she wouldn’t even remember it past this morning,” he said.



“You mean, until she walked up and told me to leave her man alone?” Lisa said.



“You, my son, are an idiot. She has already spoken to the man that took this picture, and spread across half the country that the two of you have been a couple for the past six months. She also states that she doesn’t know who this fianc that you’ve been talking about with, since it’s clear that you two are still an item. Lisa felt herself getting madder and madder.



“Oh my goodness, I can’t believe this. I made it clear to her that she and I weren’t a thing, and when she started to get clingy, I broke it off with her. I knew that she hadn’t take it too well, but I didn’t think that she’d do something like this,” Neal said.



“Of course she would, any woman would. This is why I told you that you needed to stop being such a slut!” Neal’s mother smacked him in the arm as she spoke. His father simply stood there. Lisa turned and walked off, towards the second bedroom.



“Where are you going?” Neal called after her.



“You’ve sufficiently screwed up this little arrangement that you and I had now, I’m going to pack my things. And don’t forget, according to the contract, you have forty eight hours to pay me,” she said, closing the door behind her. Neal could hear the hurt in her voice and let his head drop.



“Shit,” he hissed.



“Are you just going to let her leave?!” his mother almost yelled it, pointing at the door that she was now on the other side of.



“What else can I do? She’s right,” Neal said softly as his head fell into his hands.









Chapter 8



It had been a full month. Lisa thought about giving up her position, but talked it over with a few friends over drinks and opted not to. The position and the benefits were excellent, and other than the threat of possibly running into Neal, she loved it there. She’d turned in the card that allowed her access to Neal’s floor that Monday morning. Jessica had asked her to keep it for a few days and think about whether this is what she really wanted to do, but she’d declined. She and Jessica had met for lunch a few times since then, and she realized that Jessica would intentionally change the subject when something about Neal came up. Until that morning, when Lisa arrived to a note on her desk.



Meet me in the lobby at 10.


-Jessica



Lisa didn’t know what that was all about, but she made a note to pay attention to the time. Jessica was in the lobby waiting at ten on the dot. She turned and grinned as Lisa trotted up to her.



“Ho good, you’re here. Come on,” she said, grabbing Lisa’s hand and almost dragging her towards the entrance.



“Where are we going?” Lisa asked. Jess grinned at her over her shoulder.



“Just come on,” she said.



Jessica and Lisa rode in a dark sedan a few miles away to what looked like a setup for some sort of press conference. Lisa looked around at all of the cameras and security, a bit overwhelmed.



“What’s going on?” she asked Jessica. Jess grinned and pointed up at the small podium as Neal stepped up to the microphone.



“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming out here today. I’ve come here today after a difficult month. You all watched publically as I gained and lost my fianc, fought to display my innocents against a jealous ex-girlfriend, and now…”



“Wait, he did what to Heather?” I asked, turning to Jessica.



“She admitted that she tipped the photographer to take that photo, and that he was giving her a ride home because she played drunk. It took a lawyer, a law suit and several investigators digging into her past and showing that she’s blackmailed other ex’s to get her to come clean,” she said. Lisa turned back to Neal’s speech.



“… Today, I’m here for one reason, and one reason only. To beg the woman that I love to come back. But first, I have to come clean. I’m not going to start this relationship on lies,” he said. Lisa’s eyes widened.



“What is he doing?” she hissed. Jessica smirked, but didn’t answer.



“A story surfaced about me being thrown out of a brothel in Las Vegas a few months ago, as many of you remember. When I returned, my parents forced me to enter into a fake engagement, stating that it would undo the damage that my reputation had done to the company brand. That was when I approached Miss Lisa Reinhart, and she and I entered into the agreement to pretend to be engaged. Here’s the thing though: during the time that she and I were together, I actually fell in love with her,” Neal said, turning to where she stood in the crowd.



“Oh crap,” Lisa whispered.



“I’m here today to tell her the truth, and to ask her to come back to me. But this time, not because of an agreement. This time, I want to be with you because I love you. I know this is a bit much, a little over the top, but this is how I do things. If you can see yourself dealing with me and my parties, and business meetings…”



He didn’t get a chance to finish. Lisa leapt onto the stage and wrapped her arms around his neck with a grin.



“I thought you’d never ask,” she said. Neal smiled and wrapped his arms around her waist.



“Come home,” he said softly. Lisa grinned and nodded, the crowd cheering as the two of them kissed in front of the world.















*****



THE END



























Breaking Bad




 To have everything you have ever dreamed of having is something most people talk about but never really attain. The house on hill with the white picket fence, and the too die for man that will do anything to please you. These are just some of things that fit into the dream that many never attain. Most people strive for happiness with little success. One of the people who certainly got everything she wanted and more was Leann Ford. She led a pretty charmed life. She never wanted for anything; she grew up in an affluent and loving family and was blessed with both brains and beauty. She was like the perfect storm.







In spite of her many blessings, Leann was not a spoiled, arrogant woman. She had always worked hard, tried to be kind to people and remained humble. People usually liked her and she was the classic over-achiever. There was just something about Leann.







As Leann got older she lost none of her charm. She went away to college, which saddened not only her family, but her whole community just outside of Chicago. She was received with as much appreciation at college, becoming popular very quickly. One of the people she got along with best was her roommate, Susan. They were both nervous about starting college and they leaned on each other to help them through it. Their friendship continued through their college career, even after they moved into separate dorms and got swallowed up into different majors. Leann moved into the business school crowd, preparing to join the family business. Susan started out as a nursing major, before becoming an engineering major, but by Leann’s senior year, Susan had moved over to the business school as well. Leann graduated at the top of the class and moved back to Chicago to begin work with the family. Susan continued on in her studies. The two friends tried their best to stay in touch.







Leann was very happy to be back home with her family. She picked up on the work very quickly, got a place of her own, and moved back into the social circle of her community. She was as popular as ever and her family was very proud of her. She had not been back long before she met a newcomer to town named Ryan Weathers. Ryan had moved into town to help take care of his ailing uncle. One night while out at a party, Leann and Ryan met and the connection was instant. They soon broke away from the party and talked through the night. From that night on they were pretty much inseparable.







At this point Leann was leading a full, happy life. She was balancing, work, family, friends and Ryan very well. As the holidays approached, which was her favorite time of year, she found herself counting her blessings. They were so many she’d usually lose count at some point and have to start over. Then to put the sprinkles on top, one night at an event for Ford Enterprises in front of all of her family and friends, Ryan got down on one knee and asked for her hand in marriage. Leann jumped up and down yelling yes at the top of her lungs. She thanked God for her perfect man, perfect family, and perfect life.







The following week Leann received some more happy news; Susan was moving to town. It was a very pleasant surprise. She had no idea that Susan was interested in moving to Chicago, but she would be more than happy to welcome her. Apparently Susan had just completed her business degree and would be moving to Chicago to look at the prospects in the job market. Leann anxiously awaited her arrival.







Within a month Leann was meeting Susan at O’Hare Airport. They greeted each other eagerly and could barely make it out of the airport for all of the chatter between them. They caught up on the ride to Leann’s condo. Leann could not wait to introduce Susan not only to her family, but also Ryan. He was waiting for them when they got back to the condo. He rushed out to help them bring in Susan’s bags. As soon as they got settled Leann formally introduced them. As they sat down in her living room she turned to Susan and said, “Susan, this is my fiance, Ryan. Ryan, this is Susan Richards.”







“Fiance? Oh my god, you’re getting married?”







“Yes, girl! He just asked me a few weeks ago. I wanted to wait till you got here to tell you face to face.” Leann put up her left hand and showed Susan her beautiful 2 and a half carat, flawless princess cut ring.







“Oh my god, girl! Congratulations!”







Susan jumped up off of the couch and hugged Leann tightly. They held a big hug for quite some time, until Susan broke away, turning to Ryan and saying with a laugh, “Oh, sorry. Hello and congratulations to you too.” Before Ryan could say anything Susan was going in for a hug. Leann watched them embrace and smiled, glad to see them getting along already. Leann then looked at the clock and realized it was dinner time. She said, “Oh, I’m going to cook us something to eat.”







Ryan looked at Leann apologetically and said, “Oh, I’m sorry baby. I have to go back and check on Uncle John. Tammy went back home today and he’s there by himself. You two go ahead. I’ll get with you all another time.”







“Aw, really? I understand.”







Leann got up and walked Ryan out. She went out to the elevator with him and gave him a hug and kiss. After he got on and the doors closed she turned back around to walk to her condo. For a moment she thought she saw someone standing in her doorway, but there was no one there now so she shrugged it off. She went back into the condo and went to the kitchen to find what she would make to eat. Susan was standing at her bookshelf looking at her pictures. She said, “This is a really nice place, Leann.”







“Thank you girl.”







“And you have a very nice looking family. And your fiance seems like a nice guy.”







“He really is. He’s amazing. I’m so lucky.”







“You have it all, girl.”







Leann laughed and replied, “I don’t know if I have it all, but I do have a lot. I’m truly grateful. What about you? How have things been?”







“They’ve been alright. Just had to work and hustle to finish school, not to mention the student loans. I went back home for a while, but there’s nothing for me there. I figured I’d see what the Windy City had to offer.”







“You’re going to love it here. I always have. But what about your family? You’ve never really talked about them. All this time I’ve only ever really heard you mention your grandma and a sister.”







“Yeah there isn’t much to tell. My grandma died last year and my sister and I don’t really talk. My family isn’t like yours.”







“I’m sorry to hear that. But so long as you’re here my family is your family. I want you to make yourself at home and know that whatever is mines is yours.”







“Thank you so much, Leann. I really appreciate it. I know it seems kind of crazy coming out here with no job and no place to stay, but I just have a feeling that there is something here for me.”







“I have that feeling for you too.”







“Plus there’s you. You’re the closest thing I have to family. I’ve really missed you since you left.”







“Aw, I missed you too girl. Aw, come here.”







Leann came out of the kitchen and gave Susan another hug. They rocked slowly and held onto each other. After a few moments, Leann broke away and said, “Alright now, I have to get dinner started. I’m making my famous chicken parmesan with spaghetti, a fresh salad and some homemade garlic cheese bread.”







“Sounds great.”







“It’s usually pretty good, if I do say so myself.”







“I know. I remember when you used to make stuff at school. Plus you do everything well.”







“Oh, stop it. I do alright. Just make yourself comfortable while I get dinner together.”







“Alright girl. I’m gonna go and shower this flight off of me while you do that.”







“Okay. There are towels in the linen closet inside the bathroom. Take your pick of soaps and whatever else is in there. I set up the room to the right of the bathroom for you. You can go on in and set your stuff up.”







“Okay, thanks girl.”







Susan went off to take her shower. By the time she made it back out Leann was putting the finishing touches on the meal, just taking her garlic cheesy bread out of the oven. She had already set the table. Susan took a seat and watched as Leann brought the food out. Once she had brought out everything she sat down and said grace over the food before they began to eat. As soon as she had said Amen, Susan launched into the food. Leann watched with a smile as Susan devoured the food on her plate. Once she had cleaned it she asked for some more. Leann gladly got up and refilled her plate.







Leann was barely able to finish her own food before Susan was clearing her second plate. Chuckling a bit, Leann said, “I’m glad to see you like it.”







“Girl, it is really good. Plus I hadn’t really eaten all day.”







“I see.” Leann went to get up and clear the table, but Susan jumped up and picked up their plates. Susan said, “I’ll take care of it. It’s the least I can do.”







“Thank you, Susan. You really don’t have to.”







“It’s my pleasure. Go ahead and sit down.”







“Well, if you insist. I think I’m going to go ahead and take a bath. Do you need me to show you where everything is?”







“Oh, no. I’ll figure it out. You go ahead.”







With that Leann turned and went to her bathroom to run the bathwater. Once she got it running with her bath salts and a few candles, she went back into her bedroom to take off her jewelry and grab her robe. She walked back into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She pinned up her hair and began to take off her clothes. She turned off the bathwater and stepped into the tub, sitting down and letting the water come up to her neck. She lay back and closed her eyes. After a few minutes of silence, Leann thought she heard footsteps past the bathroom, in the direction of her bedroom. She told herself it was probably just Susan going into her new room for something. She set up and began to wash herself. She noticed that a lot of the stuff in the bathroom had been moved. She guessed Susan had really helped herself. That was good. She slowly but surely washed herself, before pulling out the stopper with her toes and rising out of the water. She stepped out onto the rug and dried herself off before putting on her robe and heading out into her bedroom.







Once Leann got into her room, she began her post shower ritual, complete with moisturizing her skin and putting her pajama set on. She wrapped her hair and prepared to go back out and check on Susan. She automatically reached for her engagement ring on her way out. She always kept it sitting on top of her chest right next to the door. She reached into the little holder, but her ring was not there. She looked around it and it was not there either. She searched the area on the floor next to it, but saw nothing. She began to look everywhere, even going back into the bathroom to search. She didn’t find it there either. She decided to go back into the living room, perhaps she had taken it off while cooking and hadn’t put it back on.







Leann walked into the kitchen and looked on the counters around the sink, but it was not there either. She was beginning to panic and trying to remember the last time she had seen it. She remembered showing it to Susan. She decided to ask Susan if she had seen it. Right as she stepped out of the kitchen she noticed Susan sitting on the couch looking at something shiny on her hand. At closer look she realized it was her engagement ring. She felt a strong sense of relief that it was not lost. She said, “Girl, I was just looking everywhere for that ring. I thought I had lost it.”







Susan said, not taking her eyes off of it, “I’m sorry, girl. I couldn’t resist. It is so gorgeous; I had to try it on.”







“It’s okay, I’m just glad it’s not lost.”







“It is wonderful. How do you do anything, but look at it.”







Leann laughed and said, “Oh, I do plenty of looking at it. Can I have it back now?”







Susan took another moment looking at it. Leann felt a bit awkward standing there with her hand out, not to mention the way Susan was looking at the ring. It did not look like she wanted to take it off. After another few moments, however, Susan slowly removed it and placed it into Leann’s hand. Leann tried to shake off a queer feeling that she had and replaced the ring back on her finger. There was bit of awkward silence to follow as Leann tried to figure out what to say. She didn’t know where Susan’s head was. She came around and sat on the couch next to her. She decided to power through the moment and asked, “So what were you thinking in terms of jobs?”







“To be honest, Leann, I don’t even know where to start.”







“You could start with us. Why don’t you come and work for my family’s company? I’m sure we can find a position for you.”







“Really?”







“Sure, we have plenty going on.”







“I don’t know, Leann. You’re too kind. I’m already staying with you; I don’t want to take a job from you too.”







“Girl, don’t worry about it. I’m more than happy to help you out.”







“I really appreciate it, but I think I should find work on my own.”







“Suit yourself, but just know it’s an option.”







“Thank you so much, Leann. For everything. You are so amazing.”







“Oh, don’t mention it. That’s what friends are for. Now, you want to watch a movie?”







“Okay.”







Leann got up and got the remote. She turned the TV on and began flipping through the channels. After finding nothing really good on, she pulled up her Netflix. They found a movie they both wanted to watch and put it on. Leann got up and got them some popcorn. Once the movie went off, Susan wanted to watch another, but Leann was tired and had to get up for work in the morning. She told Susan good night and reminded her that she was welcome to everything in the condo. She leaned in and kissed her on the forehead and headed for her bedroom. Before she made it out of the room she heard Susan say, “I love you, Leann.”







“I love you too, Susan.” Leann smiled to herself as she headed back for bed. The next morning Leann woke up to the smell of breakfast. She came into the kitchen to find Susan slaving away. She smiled and said, “Good morning. What’s that you have cooking there?”







“I decided to make my grandma’s homemade biscuit recipe. I found some bacon and eggs in the fridge. I hope you don’t mind.”







“Oh, no, it’s fine. I told you, you’re welcome to anything. That smells wonderful.”







“Yeah, this is how my grandma used to wake me up.”







“It’s a great way to get up. I usually just do something quick in the mornings. Especially if I’m heading to the gym before work.”







“You work out before work?”







“A few times a week. The rest of the week I work out after work.”







“Oh, wow, you’re committed. I guess that’s why you have that amazing body.”







“You have a nice figure there yourself.”







“Oh, girl, stop. With my bird legs? And I barely have any hips.”







“Girl, please. You’re fine. There are people who would kill for your figure.”







“You’re so sweet. I’m just about done with breakfast. Go ahead and sit down at the table, I’ll bring it out to you.”







“I can help.”







“No, sit down. This is the least I can do for you letting me stay here. It is really amazing. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”







“I told you, don’t worry about it. I’m happy to do it.”







“Still though…but go’ on and sit down. I got this.”







“Okay.”







Leann took her seat at the table. She looked at the time to make sure she wouldn’t be late for work. It was her family’s company, but she still made sure to be at work on time. More times than not she was actually there early. She took her job very seriously. Susan brought her out a smoking hot plate of biscuits, eggs, and bacon. It looked and smelled wonderful. She also brought out the orange juice along with some syrup and butter. Leann could hardly wait to dig in. As soon as she took a bite of the biscuits she was in heaven. They were so good. She barely wanted to put syrup on them. The whole breakfast was divine. She finished rather quickly and got up to start the dishes. Susan protested, but she insisted. After finishing the dishes she went off to her morning ritual. She washed her face and brushed her teeth, unwrapped her hair and combed it into a nice, neat style, moisturized her skin, and pulled together an outfit. By the time she stepped back out of her room, briefcase in hand, she was ready to go.







Leann walked into the living room and found Susan there dressed as well. She had on a nice pencil skirt with a white blouse and some black pumps to complete the look. Leann smiled and said, “Wow, you look good, girl. Where you off to?”







“Out on the job hunt. I’m going to pound the pavement and find something.”







“Oh, okay. I’m scared of you! Remember what I said about a job at Ford Enterprises. I know you want to go your own way, but we would love to have you. One meeting with my family and I’m sure you’d be in.”







“I’ll keep that in mind, but I think I’ll see what else is out there first. I actually already setup an interview. I saw a listing online and they said I could come in.”







“Oh, that’s great. Good for you. Well, I have to go. I left a key on the island for you. Make sure you lock up before you go. You need me to drop you somewhere?”







“No, it’s okay. I’ll find my way. I want to do a bit of exploring today.”







“Okay, well good luck. I’ll see you later.”







“Thank you. Bye Leann.”







Leann gave Susan a kiss on the cheek and headed out for the office. She had a fairly pleasant day at work; mostly meetings. A lot of her family was there that day, including her younger sister Natasha and her younger cousin Stacey. They were still young, wild and free, not taking anything seriously yet. Both had graduated from college a year early and had decided to take the year to enjoy life before taking on responsibility. They weren’t too bad, just loved to have fun. Leann decided to text Susan and have her come into the office so she could meet them. She figured it would be good for them to get to know each other and hang out while she was over at Ryan’s. Susan replied that she would be there as soon as she could.







About an hour later, Susan text that she was down in the lobby. Leann told her to come on up. Susan walked into the office, visibly nervous. Leann met her at the elevators and seeing her unease, told a few jokes to try and make her feel better. Susan smiled back in gratitude. Leann took her around to meet her family members. First was her father, who seemed to take to her immediately. Her father was very charming and could make anybody feel comfortable. Leann could see Susan relaxing in his presence. Next they went down to her Aunt Tori’s office to peek their head in. In there they ran into Natasha and Stacey who were harassing her for fun. Aunt Tori shook Susan’s hand and then told Leann to get those two out of her office. They all laughed as they walked out into the hallway. Once the laughing died down Leann turned to Natasha and Stacey and said, “Hey, this is my friend Susan I was telling you about. Susan, this is my little sister Natasha and my cousin Stacey.”







Susan gave a meek wave of the hand. Natasha moved her hand and went in for a hug. Stacey stepped forward and wrapped her arms around the both of them. They rocked and laughed like they were already great friends. With her arm around Susan’s shoulders, Natasha said, welcome to our city. You are now with the best welcoming committee in all of Chicago. Stick with us and you’ll know all of the best spots and secrets around here. We are the plug.”







Stacey came on the other side and wrapped her arm around Susan. She said, “That’s right Susan, girl. It’s not happening in the Chi without our knowledge. We have all of the exclusives. We’ll have you loving the city in no time. You don’t have a job yet, do you?”







“No, I’m still looking.”







Natasha looked at her like she was crazy and said, “Girl why? You just got here. You’re rolling with us. You can worry about a job later. When the time comes just work here or one of our other businesses.”







“That’s very nice of you, but…”







Stacey cut in, “Unh unh, girl, as the empresses of this here city and one of the members on the board here we hereby decree that you will not be worrying about any job until further notice at which point we will find a space for you. You’re one of us now.”







“Really?”







“Girl, yeah. Any good friend of Leann’s is like family to us. We’re gonna put you onto everything. We can start now. I’m sure Leann will be going over to Ryan’s to be all gross and lovey dovey later, so you can just roll with us for the night. We’re gonna hit up all of the good spots.”







“But it’s Thursday night.”







Natasha shrugged and said, “Every night with us is lit! We have taken the year off and girl we are getting it in for all 365 days. Possibly more.”







Leann smiled and looked on. She had hoped that Natasha and Stacey would take Susan under their wings. She knew how they were. They loved any opportunity to show somebody new around town, so she had little doubt that they would be Susan’s enthusiastic tour guides. She just hoped they wouldn’t run her too ragged. Leann piped in, “Alright now girls. Don’t turn up too much. I know how y’all can get. Don’t have the girl out here exhausted and sick.”







Natasha rolled her eyes and said, “Girl, hush! I’m sure Susan is no amateur. She’s a big girl. We won’t do anything too bad. Well, not with her, anyway. We’ll drop her off.”







Stacey joined in, “Yeah, we’ll take good care of her. You’ll be alright, won’t you, Susan?”







“I think so. I’m not a complete square. I know how to have a good time.”







“Good, then you’re our type of girl. Now on that note, we have business to attend to. The tour starts now. We know this hot lunch spot to hit. The men in there are so fine and they have great drinks.”







Natasha jumped up and down and said, “Midday turn up!” She and Stacey began to twerk around. Leann and Susan laughed as they danced. Leann put an arm around Susan and whispered in her ear, “Look out for them, girl. They will run you ragged.” Susan whispered back, “I will. I’m excited. I think it’ll be fun.”







“Oh yeah, these two are a barrel of laughs.”







Natasha stopped and said, “Y’all talkin about us? Unh unh, Stacey, they talking about us.”







Stacey scrunched up her face and said, “It’s cool though, Susan, don’t listen to her. We are perfect angels in the lord.” Natasha and Stacey put their hands together as if in prayer. Leann pushed them and laughed. Natasha grabbed Susan’s left hand and Stacey grabbed the right, saying, “Alright sis, it’s time to go. Bye Leann. Have fun working.” Leann stuck her tongue out at them and waved as they bustled Susan to the elevator. As they stepped inside Susan smiled from ear to ear. Leann winked at her and chuckled as she made her way back to her office.







After a few more hours of phone calls and paperwork, Leann was ready to leave the office. She had to stop at home and take a quick shower and get dolled up for a romantic evening with Ryan. In spite of how long they had been together she still got butterflies every time she knew she was going to see him. She still felt like a teenage girl in love for the first time. She took extra care to look nice for him. She even got him a little present just to make him feel good. Before she left out for Ryan’s, she texted Susan to check up on her. Susan assured her that she was fine and that she was having a great time. Leann told her that she would be staying over at Ryan’s so she would see her the next day.







Leann drove over to Ryan’s house and parked in his driveway. She took one more look at herself in her rearview mirror, before getting out and walking up to the door. Ryan had given her a key a while ago, but she still rang the doorbell. Ryan came to the door with his sleeves rolled up and his top buttons undone. He was clearly in the process of cooking. The smells wafted out of the house towards her as soon as he opened the door. He greeted her with a sweet smile and an even sweeter kiss. He took her hand and led her into the house, letting the door close behind them. Leann had always been impressed with how beautifully decorated his home was. His mother had come in and done most of it for him, but he had added his own touches that made it truly endearing. Ryan led her into the living room area right off of the kitchen and let her hand go to check in the pots on the stove. Leann slipped out of her coat, put down her purse, and walked into the kitchen after him to see if she could help. When Ryan turned around from the pots his eyes lit up and went wide. Leann was standing there in a stunning, body-hugging short black number that could have replaced the stop signs on the street. The dark dress looked sensational against her tanned skin. She had completed the look with the diamond earrings and pendant Ryan had given her along with some sexy 5 inch heels and her hair clipped up in a messy bun to complete the look. Ryan’s eyes feasted on her like she was the most glorious thing they had ever seen. His mouth had actually dropped open and he was looking her up and down from head to foot.







Leann blushed at the look and continued to walk towards him looking around to see what needed to be done. As soon as she was in arm’s reach, Ryan grabbed her up into an embrace, holding her body against his and sprinkling kisses from her shoulder up her neck and finally to her lips for one lingering, passionate kiss. Leann allowed herself to melt into him, countering his passion with her own. After what seemed like hours, she pulled away before it went any farther. Ryan stood there panting, clearly not ready to let go. Leann gave him one last kiss on the cheek before slipping around him and looking to see what he was cooking. She looked into a pot of potatoes and onions before looking over into another and seeing asparagus spears. From the smell wafting from the oven she could tell that he was pan-searing some steaks. As she stood there investigating she could feel Ryan’s eyes on her body, specifically centered at her butt. She felt a hand rub across it and swatted it away playfully. She turned and looked at him. Even with his shirt a bit messy, he was still a very handsome, well put together man. He had the most dazzling smile, clean cut dirty blonde hair, sparkling light blue eyes, chiseled features and a body to boot. She knew her eyes were feasting just as much as his were. Tall and handsome. She was a truly lucky woman.







She turned back around to check the oven. After seeing the steaks were not done she turned to him and said, “What can I do?”







“Nothing. I got this.”







“There’s nothing I can help you with? Maybe some bread or something? Can I help you start cleaning up?”







“No, what you can do is put that beautiful derriere in a seat and let your man serve you.”







“ How about the wine?”







“See woman, you just can’t be still and let me work. Fine! You can pick out a wine and uncork it. Dinner should be ready in another 15 or 20 minutes.”







“Oh, yeah. I got you something.” Leann went back over to her purse and took out a box with a ribbon around it. She put it on the counter and slid it towards Ryan.







He looked down at the box, then back up at her and said, “What did I tell you about getting me presents? You’re gift enough. If it isn’t a holiday you don’t have to give me anything, but you.”







“I know, but I wanted to get you something nice. You’re always giving me things.”







“I’m your man. I’m gonna give you the world. That doesn’t mean you have to buy me things.”







“Now who’s being stubborn? Just open it and see what it is.”







Ryan gave her a look, but pulled the box towards him and began to pull off the ribbon. He took the top off the box and looked in. Leann had gotten him a custom pocket watch complete with a chain, an inscription, and diamonds on the outside. In it Leann had it engraved to say “With each tick of this clock, with each second that passes, I love you more and more and more. Forever is too short. Love Leann.” Ryan stared down at the engraving for a few moments, clearly allowing it to sink in. He then set the watch down on the counter and walked around to where Leann stood. Her arms were already open and waiting for him. He walked into them and squeezed her tight. They stood there for some moments, letting the love pass between them. Ryan put his lips to her ear and whispered, “You’re right. Forever is too short.” Then he jumped out of her arms and ran to look into the oven. He put on an oven mitt and took the pan with the steaks out and set it on an empty eye on the stove. He then stirred his potatoes and onions before heading to the refrigerator to add cheese. He had turned the eye with the asparagus off already.







After cutting up some bread and spreading it with butter, he instructed Leann to take a seat so they could eat dinner. He set the table, complete with the meal before dimming the lights and lighting two candles in the center. Leann completed the table with the wine she had uncorked, but Ryan put it back, replacing it with champagne. He declared the night a celebration of their love and they ate and sipped the bubbly. Once they were finished, he placed the plates in the sink and turned on some slow music. Grabbing Leann to prevent her from washing the dishes, he pulled her into him and they began to dance slowly around the dining room. They were so engrossed in the magic; they did not even realize when the music had gone off. They continued swaying until they heard the silence and laughed at each other. Leann thought briefly about checking on Susan again, but decided she was fine and carried on with her evening. She and Ryan made love and then fell asleep in each other’s arms.







The next few days were hectic at work with new deals in the works, so Leann was really busy. She tried to check in on Susan at regular intervals, but she was swamped. Susan was still hanging around with Natasha and Stacey. Leann had to cancel plans to go to a movie with Ryan, so she suggested that he and Susan go together. They agreed, which made her feel better about neglecting them and she went on back to work. She was working long hours, staying late into the night, barely closing her eyes to sleep. These business deals were incredibly important and could take Ford Enterprises to the next level. No one in the office rested until the ink was dry on the contracts on Saturday afternoon. They held a small celebration and each went home to try and get some sleep.







Leann drove to her condo, eyes red-rimmed and watery and was pleasantly surprised to find Ryan there waiting for her. He was sitting in the living room with Susan having a very animated conversation. There was a basketball game on the TV. The two of them barely noticed when Leann walked in. Once they did, Ryan got up and kissed her and Susan came around to give her a hug. Leann gave them a tired smile and said, “Well, hello you two. What are you up to?”







Ryan replied, “We were just sitting around watching some games. Susan is a big fan of basketball too, so we were just talking about it. I brought my game over too so we could play 2K.”







“That’s good, baby. Did you all eat?”







“Yeah, I ordered in. I got you something too. It’s in the microwave waiting for you. Damn, baby, you look tired. You need to go lay down.”







Susan chimed in, “Yeah, girl, you look dead on your feet. Go on to bed.”







Leann shook her head and said, “Oh, no. I can hang with you guys for a minute.”







Ryan got a stern look on his face and said, “You need to rest. Go take yourself a bath and go to sleep. We’ll be alright.”







He kissed her and guided her towards the bathroom. Leann did not have enough energy to protest. She went ahead and ran some bathwater and got ready to get in. She felt like there was something different about her bathroom, but she thought she was probably just tired. Maybe Susan had moved something around, she wasn’t sure. She just stepped into the nice hot bathwater and began to soak away all of the weariness from her work week. She washed over herself and then let some of the bathwater out so she could warm it up again. Before she knew it, she had fallen asleep. The next thing she knew she was being shaken awake. Ryan was kneeling beside the tub smiling down at her. He said, “I knew you were tired. Get on out, baby. I’ll drain and wash out the tub. Go to bed.” He helped Leann step out and put on her robe. She swayed sleepily into her room and fell into her bed. It felt slept in, but she may have left it that way. She had come in a few times throughout the week and slept in her clothes. She barely had any time to think this before she was drifting into sleep.







Leann woke up the next morning to noises coming from the living room. She rolled over and realized she was still in just her robe. She put on some clothes and went out into the living room to see where the noise was coming from. She found Susan and Ryan seated next to each other on the floor playing 2K. They were whooping and talking smack, completely engrossed in the game. Ryan tried to make a shot and Susan dropped her remote and began to wrestle him down to stop him. They struggled on the floor, laughing until they looked up and saw Leann. Ryan rolled off of the floor and got up to greet her. He put his arms around her and said, “Good morning, sleepyhead.”







Leann shook off a feeling of uneasiness and smiled at him and said, Good morning.”







“Hey, I made you some breakfast. It’s on the warmer in the oven.”







“Thank you, baby. You’re so good to me.”







They hugged again and Leann peeked over his shoulder. She could’ve sworn she saw a look of hostility on Susan’s face, but when she looked again she was wearing a sweet smile. She said, “Aw, you guys are so cute.” Leann readjusted in Ryan’s arms and asked, “Susan, have you talked to Natasha or Stacey. I texted them, but they haven’t responded.”







“Not today. I talked to them yesterday and they were headed off to some rowdy warehouse party. They’re probably still passed out.”







Leann thought about that as she stepped out of Ryan’s grasp and went to get her food from the kitchen. She could not remember the last time she had talked to her sister. They usually talked at least every other day. The last time she recalled was the day she introduced her to Susan. She made a mental note to call her in a little while to check in with her. Leann took her plate and sat down at the table. Ryan and Susan went back to playing the game. She noticed that Susan had repositioned herself a bit farther from Ryan this time. She got up and sat on the couch, while he stayed on the floor. She quieted down a bit too. Leann tried not to think anything of it. Just as Leann got up and began to clear her plate, Susan said, still looking at the screen, “Oh, Leann, I decided to take that job with your company. Stacey and Susan set me up so I can start this week.”







“Oh, wow! That’s great. Where will you be working?”







“I’ll be working with you in your department.”







“That’s awesome. I’m happy for you.”







“Yeah, I’m on my way. I’ll be like you in a little bit.”







“Ha ha ha!”







Leann laughed and continued to clean up the kitchen. There was an alarm going off in her head. Leann was trying not to be paranoid, but something didn’t feel right. There was something happening and she didn’t understand what it was. She had always been sensitive and she could sometimes let her imagination get away with her, but it was something about the vibe she was getting from Susan that made her feel uncomfortable. She tried to shake the feeling, but it was a presence in the condo with her. She decided she needed to get out and get some fresh air. She wished Natasha had gotten back to her so she could hang out with her, but she would just have to find something else to do. Maybe she should just go out by herself for a while. All she knew was she needed to get out of the condo.







She went into her room and put on a jogging suit. She decided while she was out she may as well go to the gym; she hadn’t been able to that week. She grabbed her gym bag and keys to get ready and go. She walked out into the living room and just as she was about to say bye, Susan turned around and asked, “Where are you going?” Ryan paused the game and turned around too. Leann felt caught, as if she had been sneaking out. She put a smile on her face and said, “Oh, I’m just going to go run a few errands. I’ll be back a little later.” She tried to sound casual.







“Oh, do you want me to come with you?”







“No, that won’t be necessary. You two just stay here.” As she said it, it felt wrong. She felt like it would be a bad idea leaving the two of them there, but she did not want to stay. She hesitated for a moment, but proceeded for the door. Ryan got up to give her a hug and a kiss. She accepted them half-heartedly and walked out. In her mind she felt she was being ridiculous, but the alarms inside of her were going off. All of the little things that she had been finding strange were starting to add up. She hoped that she would be able to go to the gym and sweat it out. She got in her car and began to drive away. Just being in control of the car seemed to settle her.







She went to the gym and had a great workout. Then she went to a few stores, dropped off somethings at the post office, and picked up some dry-cleaning she had almost forgotten about. On her way home she stopped by her favorite sweet spot and grabbed some junk. She got herself an ice and stopped for gas before finally pulling back up to her condo. She sat outside for a minute, hesitant to go back in. She remembered her mental note to call Natasha. She picked up the cell phone to call. She realized she hadn’t turned her ringer back on. There were texts, calls, and emails waiting for her on the screen. She noticed Ryan’s name and called him back. He answered, “Hey, baby. Where you been?”







“I went to the gym and took care of some other things. What’s up?”







“Nothing. I was just worried about you. I left the condo to go check on Uncle John. I’m going to stay with him tonight to give Kira a break. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. I love you.”







“I love you too. Bye.” Leann hung up and called Natasha. The call went to her voicemail. She hung up, got her bags, and went up to the condo. When she walked in she found an empty living room and kitchen. She thought for a minute that Susan was not there. Then she heard the bathroom door open and saw her walking down the hall. She had on a dress with makeup and jewelry. But on closer inspection, Leann realized that she was not just wearing a dress and jewelry, she was wearing HER dress and jewelry. She stood there blinking for a few moments. Then she said, slowly, “Um, hey. Is that my dress and jewelry?”







“Oh, yeah, girl. I hope you don’t mind. I didn’t really have anything nice enough to wear and you keep telling me to help myself to anything.”







“Oh, no. It’s okay. Is that my perfume too?”







“Yeah. You always smell so good.”







“Thank you. You look nice. Where are you going?”







“Oh, your family invited me over for Sunday dinner.”







“Oh, right. I almost forgot about that. I better get dressed.”







Leann ran back into her room to get ready. Her family had a huge dinner every Sunday night. She must have been really tried to have forgotten. She put on one of her new outfits and put on some light makeup. She hurriedly found some shoes and grabbed her purse to go. She almost forgot Susan was out there waiting. As soon as she came to the living room Susan got up and headed for the door. They went down to the car and rode to her parent’s house in silence. Leann put in the code and they went through the gate up to the house. When they got there, Leann had barely stopped the car before Susan was climbing out. Leann grabbed her purse, got out and followed her to the door. Susan stopped to ring the bell, but Leann stepped around her and walked right in. Her parents never locked the door on Sundays.







Leann walked into the kitchen just as her mother and the housekeeper were putting in the final touches. She gave her mother a big hug and kiss before turning to Rosetta, the long-time housekeeper, and giving her a hug as well. She turned around to introduce Susan, but her mother was already approaching her. They hugged and chatted like they were very familiar. Leann stood and watched in surprise. Apparently Natasha and Stacey had brought Susan around in her absence. Most of the family had already met her. Since she did not have to make introductions she went to find her seat. Just then Natasha and Stacey walked in, loud as ever. Natasha entered the room and said, “Hey Leann.” Leann turned around to greet her, only to realize that Natasha wasn’t talking to her. She was talking to Susan. Since when was she going by Leann? All of the time she had known her, she had never heard her called that. Susan was one thing, but Leann was another. She tried to shake it off.







She got up and went over to talk to Natasha and Stacey. They were talking animatedly with Susan. She waited patiently for a lull in the conversation to jump in. She said, “Hey all. I’ve been texting and calling you.” Natasha and Stacey turned to her. They looked agitated. She tried to think of what their reason could be. She thought maybe they were upset that she had put Susan off on them, but she couldn’t help it. She had to work to get the deal done. Natasha threw her a tight, “Hey” and turned back to Susan. Stacey said nothing at all. Leann was extremely taken aback. She had never had any issues with either of them. She stood for a moment trying to think of something to say, but came up with nothing. She walked back over to her seat and sat down sadly.







The family dinner was as lively as usual. That is for everyone, but Leann. She sat there quietly eating her dinner and watching. She couldn’t understand it, but it seemed like everyone was treating her differently. She didn’t get it. On the other hand, everyone seemed to love Susan, or Leann as everyone was now calling her. She laughed and talked just like one of the family. Leann felt all but forgotten. She thought it was silly; she had wanted Susan to feel a part of the clan, but not at the expense of her. She kept telling herself she was over-reacting.







That is until her Aunt Rita said, “I cannot wait until my party. It is going to be amazing. The best of the best.” Leann sat in confusion. She hadn’t heard about any party. Now that she thought about it, she hadn’t really heard from her family since she had left work. That may not be odd for other people, but for the Ford clan that was major. They were in constant communication. Leann piped up, “Aunt Rita, I didn’t know you were having a party.”







At that everyone at the table turned to look at her. Before Aunt Rita could say anything Natasha stepped in and said, “Well, now I guess you know how it feels.” Leann could only imagine the look on her face. She had no idea where that had come from. She wasn’t keeping any secrets from her family. She said, “Tasha, what are you talking about?” Stacey intervened and said, “We hear you like to keep a lot of things to yourself.” Leann’s bewilderment continued. What the hell was going on here? She was completely confused. What were they talking about? Everyone at the table was staring at her. That is except for Susan. She was staring down into her lap. Leann began to think that Susan had been telling her family things about her. She tried to think of what she could have possibly said. It had to be lies, because there was nothing that she could have told them truthfully that they had not heard from her. She was completely in the dark and she hated it. She wished that Ryan was there with her.







She sat there for a moment, feeling like she was in a nightmare. She cleared her throat, trying to loosen the lump forming there and said, “What do you mean? I haven’t kept anything from you guys.”







“Oh really? So what is this about you quitting the family business once you marry Ryan?”







“What? I’m not quitting. Where is this coming from?”







“Apparently it’s coming from the place you keep everything from us at. I guess it should be no surprise that Little Miss Leann isn’t as perfect as she seems.”







Leann felt very hurt. Not only was she being attacked, but no one was coming to her rescue. Her hurt slowly turned into anger as she became outraged. How could her family believe something from someone they had just met over her? The final straw was when Susan finally looked up and said, “You guys, don’t be upset. I only told you those things because I thought you knew. I’m sure Leann wasn’t trying to deceive you. You know how it is. There are just things you don’t tell your family.”







Natasha turned around and said, “No! There is nothing you cannot tell your family. Leann should know that.”







At this Leann jumped up out of her seat and went to stomp out of the room. Before she left though, her anger reached a boiling point and she launched at Susan saying, “How could you do this? All I’ve done is help you and this is what you do? You try to turn my family against me? You lousy…” Leann flew at Susan. Her family got up to grab her and block her from getting to Susan. Once again, Leann felt like she was on the outside looking in. The tears were falling down her face. She broke out of their arms and ran out of the door to her car. She could barely see, but she put the car in drive and rode off.







Leann was completely rattled. She could not believe what had just happened. She wanted to stop and pinch herself to wake up. But it was all too real. Her family had just turned on her for someone who she thought was one of her best friends. She was having a complete out of body experience. She wanted to call her daddy. She knew if he had been there things would not have happened like that. Unfortunately he was away on business. She knew there was only one person she could turn to: Ryan.







She drove down the highway towards Uncle John’s house. Her mind was racing. She kept playing it over and over again to herself. She truly could not believe it. She welcomed Susan into her home and into her family and she completely flipped everything on her. The betrayal was so awful. And she had been concerned about leaving her with Ryan. Apparently that was the least of her problems.







Before she knew it Leann was pulling onto Uncle John’s block. She found a park and got out of the car. She had not even thought to call Ryan before she came. She just knew that she needed to be with Ryan right now. She rang the doorbell and waited. She felt unsteady on her feet. It took a while for him to come to the door, probably unsure about the uninvited visitor. As soon as the door opened, she fell into Ryan’s arms. He had to catch her and all but carry her over to the couch. He held her in his arms and rocked her as she cried. She could not even get the words out to tell him what had happened. It seemed she wouldn’t have to. Still holding her close, he said, “Your mother just called and told me what happened.”







Leann jolted upright and looked him in his eyes. Before she knew it, she was stumbling backwards on her feet. She could not believe it. They had gotten to him too. She felt like she was losing her mind. Everything was turning against her. She felt completely alone in the world. She looked at Ryan. He was looking at her carefully, clearly trying to read her expression. She turned away from him. She began to walk towards the door. He said, “Leann…” He took a step towards her. Leann shook her head and backed out of the door.







She ran back to her car and immediately drove away. At first she wasn’t sure of where she was going to go. But she realized that she was pointing her car towards home, which is probably where she needed to be. She would go in there, pack up Susan’s things and put them outside of her door. She must have been speeding because before she knew it she was coming to a screeching halt in her parking lot. She parked and went up to her condo, barely conscious of what she was doing.







Leann put her keys in the door and opened it to a nasty surprise. Susan was sitting on her couch waiting for her. She could not believe the gall of this woman. She must really be crazy. Not as crazy as Leann felt, though. Leann closed the door behind her and stepped inside. She felt a wild energy radiating through her body. She stood waiting. She refused to be the first to speak. She wanted to hear what Susan had to say for herself. After some heavy moments of silence, Susan stood up and took a step towards Leann, but only one. There was a look of sympathy and remorse on her face. Leann’s mood did not change. She continued to wait.







Finally Susan said, “Leann I am so sorry. I never meant for any of this to happen. I was just talking to Susan and Stacey and the next thing I know things were out of control.”







Leann stood there looking at her. She felt the apology was weak. She wanted answers. She demanded, “What did you tell them?” Susan maintained her expression and went on, “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me and I would never do anything to hurt you. It’s just, I wanted to fit in and be a part of the family. I talked about the only thing I knew we had in common; you.”







“What did you tell them?”







“Leann, this week has been so amazing. I have had the time of my life. Please forgive me.”







“WHAT DID YOU TELL THEM!!!” Leann had lost patience. She was tired of listening to Susan’s so called explanation. She wanted the truth. Susan kept on, “Leann…”







“Stop calling me that! That’s what my friends and family calls me.”







“Okay, Leann. Please…”







“If you’re not going to tell me the truth then just get your stuff and get out!”







At first Susan maintained the same expression. She was clearly trying to convince Leann of how sorry she was. Leann did not relent. When Susan saw no change in Leann’s stance or expression, hers began to change. Leann watched as Susan’s face turned into something almost morbid. Her expression became something grotesque. Leann felt a pang of fear burst through her anger. It was as if she was witnessing a transformation. Susan lost all pretense of sympathy and remorse. She had almost a snarl forming on her face. She took another step toward Leann. Leann forced herself to stay still.







Susan said, “You’ve always been like this. A self-righteous goody two shoes. Miss Perfect, pristine little Leann. Miss Everything. Everybody loves you, you have it all. The family, the career, the man. I don’t have anything. Nothing. My parents never wanted me, my grandma only took me in for a check and I never had any friends. I had to struggle and scrape every step of the way to get to college and you just strolled in there like it was nothing. Nobody even paid me any attention. I was Leann’s roommate. Leann’s friend. Even after you left.”







Leann stood there listening in utter shock. All of this time she had thought that Susan was her friend, but she had clearly been wrong. The pain of it was too much, not to mention how stupid she now felt. She could barely stand to hear anymore.







Susan was not done yet. She said, “I tried to be nice about this, I really did. I was going to let you at least stick around, but I see you’re not going to let that happen. You want to know what I told them? I told them whatever I could think of to smear their perfect image of you. And Natasha and Stacey were more than happy to hear it. They knew what it was like to have to compete with the perfect Leann. As soon as I started talking, they were all ears, more than willing to believe whatever I told them. About the sleeping around in college, the abortions, and the drinking. About how badly you talked about them behind their backs and your plans to push them aside and take over. You’d think how nice you’ve always been would count for you, but actually it went against you. It seems fake and people have always been waiting for you to mess up. I gave it to them. That’s your flaw. You are too perfect. You make the people around you feel bad about themselves. You’re not right. You’re not right for Ryan. You neglect him. I’ll be so much better for everybody. When I’m you, I’ll be much more relatable.”







“When you’re me?”







“Yes, that’s right. I’m taking over. What do you think I’ve been doing this whole time? Getting in good with the family, the company, and your fiance. I’m going to be better than just like you. I’m going to be you. After everything I told them and how you acted tonight, no one’s going to miss you. I’ll make sure of it.”







The hairs on the back of Leann’s neck stood on end. She should have realized that the only reason Susan would have told her all of that was that she was planning to get rid of her. She had been so stunned by everything that she had not had time to think of that. She was officially more afraid than she was angry. Susan was not that far away. Leann did not think that she could run out the door or into any room and lock the door behind her. She felt trapped. She could feel Susan watching her waiting to pounce. She felt like this was a moment of fight or flight. Since flight was not an option, it seemed she would have to fight.







Leann did not want to be a sitting duck, so she decided to make the first move. She began walking towards Susan. Susan prepared to pounce. Leann circled around the room trying to find an angle. When she got to the space closest to Susan, Susan sprang at her. She was a lot stronger than Leann was expecting. For such a slim woman, she packed a lot of punch. She was able to wrestle Leann down to the ground. She used her knees to force Leann’s legs closed and put her hands around her neck. Leann tried to fight her off, but she couldn’t breathe.







She was able to get her elbow lodged up into Susan’s ribs, knocking the wind out of her. When she loosened her grip, Leann flipped her off of her and began to grab at her. Leann had never been much of a fighter; she had never had to be. But now she was fighting for her life and she found strength she didn’t know she had. She pulled Susan back towards her end table. With her knees pushing down on her back, she reached for her lamp and brought it down on her head. Susan fell over with a thud and did not move. Leann felt horrible watching the blood ooze from the wound on her head, but she had no choice. It was either her or Susan. It was not going to be Susan. She realized that at some point she had lost her phone. She began to look around for it so that she could call an ambulance. They had begun their struggle by the couches so she got down on her belly to look underneath. She spotted the phone on the far side by the wall.







As she began to reach for it, she heard movement behind her. Just as she was about to come back out she felt something wrapping around her neck. It felt like Susan was using a belt to choke her. She struck out, grabbing at it and trying to get it loose. She could hear her phone going off beneath the couch. Her mind began to focus on her lack of air. The strap was pulled so tightly that her eyes began to blur. She could feel herself starting to lose consciousness. She heard Susan sneer, “That’s right. This is perfect. It’ll make your suicide by hanging that much easier to sell.” Leann tried to buck back into her, but she was locked up tight. It felt like her world was coming to an end.







Just as she thought she could take no more, she heard a commotion from somewhere in the room. The belt loosened a bit around her neck as Susan jolted up in surprise. In the next moments she could feel Susan getting off of her and the belt sprang loose. She fell forward on her stomach, coughing and gasping for air. She vomited on the floor in front of her. She could still hear struggling behind her. Susan was screaming at the top of her lungs. She turned around to see what was going on and she saw Ryan holding Susan down trying to get control of her. She wanted to help, but she could barely move, still trying to refill her lungs with air. Just as she thought she was regaining herself she began to fade.







The next thing she knew she was being shaken. She blinked her eyes open and looked up to see Ryan over her. It took a few moments for her to understand what he was saying. As the buzzing went out of her ears she could hear him saying her name. She tried to answer him, but the words wouldn’t come. It took her a few tries, but finally she felt his name leaving her lips. He pulled her into his chest and rocked her. Her body ached all over. Even his embrace hurt. She kept blinking and trying to figure out what was going on. The lights were on all over her house and there were other people moving around the room. She tried to see who it was, but Ryan was still holding on to her.





Then she saw a hand pulling him back and reaching for her. It was her mother. Her face was streaming with tears as she pulled Leann out of Ryan’s arms and into her own. Leann muttered a weak, “Mama?”







“Yes baby. I’m here. I’m so sorry, baby. I am so sorry. Your father is on his way.”







Leann sat up a bit to see who else was in the room. She realized that there were a few police officers and most of her family. They all began to gather around the couch where she had been laid. Her aunts, uncles, cousins, and grandparents all loomed around her, offering soothing touches. She could see towards the back, the devastated faces of Natasha and Stacey. They were both sobbing and didn’t seem to want to come any closer. Leann drew a few deep breaths and said, “Susan and Stacey, come here.”







They looked at each other and slowly moved forward until they were standing at the front of the group. Leann reached a hand out for her sister. Still shaking with tears, she stepped forward and took it. She leaned in and said, “Leann, I’m so sorry. I should have never believed her. I feel like this is all my fault. I love you so much.”







“It’s okay. I understand. I love you too. And you Stacey.”







Stacey fell forward and put her head against Leann’s. Leann turned her head and planted a kiss on her forehead. Then she turned to Ryan and said, “Where is she?” No one had to ask who she was referring to. Ryan took her hand and said, “The police took her. Don’t worry, you won’t be seeing her again. There are outstanding warrants on her.”







Leann shook her hand in understanding. She still couldn’t believe it. Someone who she had held as a dear friend, almost family, had tried to kill her and take over her life. She would later learn about Susan’s history of psychological problems and the slew of crimes she had left behind her. The real reason she could not go back to her home town was that she had been tied to three assaults and at least two murders, the murders of her grandmother and her older sister. Leann felt blessed just to have made it out alive.







Ryan moved up the wedding to the first available date. He said he had almost lost her and he was going to keep her close to make sure that it didn’t happen again. She moved into his house. She had always loved it anyway, but it was decidedly better than her condo now with everything that had happened there. In most ways things went back to normal.







The one thing that did change was that Leann decided not to be so nave. She realized that everyone trying to be in your life is not your friend. Some people are not there to add to your life, but to take away from it. She would try not to be bitter or paranoid, but she would be cautious. From now on she would be careful with anyone coming around trying to flatter her by saying they wanted to be just like her. They may just mean it…



*****



THE END



























Infernal Affairs







I stood at the back of the crowd, wanting more than anything to be back home. The rest of the group was surrounding a pool table in the middle of Joe’s Bar. It was a normal Tuesday night and a groupie was getting fucked three ways to Sunday by anyone who wanted her. The crowd parted and I got a sight of what was currently happening on the table. I winced. She’d be sitting funny the next day.



I looked down at my dick and sighed. In the beginning I’d gotten hard when I saw a woman getting fucked like that. I didn’t feel the urge to join in because sharing wasn’t my shit, but my dick was still a dick. It got up for most things. Not anymore. The longer I stayed with Phantom Outlaw MC the more jaded even my dick got.



Shouts rose up around the room and everyone cheered for what they were watching. A loud animal like roar sounded above the rest and I felt sick to my stomach that I could pinpoint the exact moment President Bear Wyatt shot his come deep in the stout little redhead. I turned back to the bar and motioned to the bartender.



Jerry Pilner had owned and operated Joe’s Bar since before Phantom was ever thought about. I didn’t know who Joe was but I’d never met him. Jerry handed me another beer and raised his eyebrows. “Anything stronger?”



I nodded and signaled him with two fingers so he’d know to double it. “It’s one of those nights, you know?”



He didn’t know. Jerry let the club party in his bar and his old man had been in a club back in the day but Jerry himself had never been interested in joining. Of course, I’d never thought of joining, either.



Bear appeared beside me and grabbed the whiskey Jerry had put down for me. Jerry saw it and poured me another. I threw that one back before it was stolen.



“You gonna fuck tonight, O’Conner?”



I shook my head. “You know I’m not.”



He looked at Jerry and wiggled his thick fingers in a dainty way. “O’Conner’s holding out for a special girl. One day he’ll punch that v-card of his.”



I grinned. “And one day your dick will fall off and you’ll wish you hadn’t stuck it in so many unsavory places.”



They both laughed and Jerry nodded. “The boy’s right, Bear. One day you’re going to catch something that don’t wash off. What are you going to do then?”



“Keep right on fucking until it kills me, I reckon.” Bear threw his head back and laughed his big laugh. Everything about the man was big. He stood just under seven feet tall and was close to three hundred and fifty pounds. He love three things in life. Well, four if you counted liquor. Women, his club, and his daughter. Not in any order.



“Everything alright over at my house tonight?” Bear got serious fast about his baby girl. “Stormy’s not still bitching about the added security, is she?”



She was. She was bitching about the security, the club, and her father. Also, not in any order. “She was fine. She’ll get used to it. I tried to explain why we have to do it during the day now, too, but she was too busy ignoring me for it to sink in, I think. You should talk to her.”



He grunted. “I try. That girl… She’s not like her mother or me. Her momma was a wild child. She’d spend all night trying to suck my brain out of my dick and then still be horny the next day for me. She loved the club. Stormy just wants to read and hide away.”



She wasn’t just reading. She also loved playing cards. She was a regular shark. I’d never beat her at Blackjack. “Different strokes for different folks. At least she isn’t on the pool table.”



Bear punched me in the arm and swore. “Fucking right she’s not on that pool table. I’d kill anyone who even thought about touching her.”



Luckily, he couldn’t read my thoughts.



Another big shout came from the pool table and then chaos erupted. It wasn’t unusual. Someone cut in line or rubbed dicks and then a fight broke out so no one got the idea that they’d meant to rub dicks. Another reason I’d never seen the joy of sticking my dick in someone while someone else was already there.



Bear patted me on the back and downed another double of whiskey. “It’s your time to shine.”



I popped my neck and turned to face the pulsing crowd. Time to shine, alright. Finally I got a chance to do what I loved doing, which was beating the shit out of bikers. At six foot seven I was the second tallest guy in the club. I also had strength from working out while the rest of the guys were out drinking nonstop.



I plowed into the group and grabbed who I could. I threw them away from me with an unnatural ease. “Stay the fuck out of it!”



In the middle of the brawl were two of my least favorite guys, Tank and Dog. They both were mean and vicious to anyone and I’d watched them torture people for the fun of it. The redhead was cowered in a corner with a shirt covering her body and the guys were getting closer to stomping on her.



I cleared the gap between us and grabbed the backs of their shirts before spinning and throwing them into the pool table. Tank turned and barreled his way back at me but I threw a solid punch to his face and he was out.



Dog settled for shouting at me. “You crazy motherfucker!”



I stepped towards him and he held up his hands. “Alright! I’m going.”



I made my way back to the bar and grabbed the whiskey Jerry had waiting on me. Bear was smiling at me and shaking his head. “What?”



“They all hate you. You got Dog shaking like a leaf on a tree because he thinks you’re insane.”



I shrugged. “Good. Then they won’t try shit with me. I get so fucking sick of their bullshit. They nearly trampled that girl.”



Bear looked back to into the crowd where anyone could clearly see the girl on her knees in front of another member. “Looks like she’s alright to me. You gotta have a little fun, brother.”



What I had to do was get the fuck out. I looked at my watch like that was the answer and sighed. “If I was the type to have fun you wouldn’t trust me to watch after Stormy.”



“You’re damn right.”



I moved back from my stool and pulled on my leather jacket. The front read Enforcer because that’s what I was. Anyone caused trouble in our club and they could expect a visit from me. “I’ve gotta ride. I’ll go by and check on Stormy one more time before I head home.”



Bear nodded. “Tell her I said hi and be at the clubhouse bright and early. We’ve got a run to do.”



“Tell her yourself.”



I walked out of the bar, into the cool night, and blew out a deep breath. One more night down but how many more to go? I looked into the sky and rolled my shoulders. The leather never sat right on me.



I got on my bike and started it before saying the mantra I’d begun the first year I’d been undercover. “My name is Patrick O’Conner and I work for Mooreport PD. I’m not the bad guy.”



No one would ever hear it over the roar of my bike even if they were sitting on it with me but it made me feel better to remember who I actually was. I wasn’t sure anyone else remembered in the real world. It’d be three years since I got the assignment to infiltrate the Phantoms. No word as to what I was looking for. Just join the club and get close to Bear.



I was as close to Bear as anyone in the club and still no fucking word on what I was supposed to be doing. I couldn’t help remembering a time when I didn’t do illegal shit constantly. I was in so deep I sometimes didn’t know which way was up.



I’d loved my job as a cop. I liked helping people and I liked uniform groupies who smiled extra sweetly at me when I walked by. Three years in the Phantoms and I was starting to love beating the shit out of people on order. I’d never be able to go back to my old job. I knew I would never pass a psych test. I was too fucking angry and eager to throw my big fists at someone’s face.



I drove away from Joe’s and pulled into a little overlook a couple miles up the road. As I did every night I pulled out my phone and dialed a series of numbers that was supposed to reach my handler. Only my handler never answered anymore. I just left the normal message about everything being the same that day and erased any trace of the call before heading towards Stormy’s place.



She was the only bright spot in the entire shit show that my life had become. Stormy wasn’t normal. She liked to be alone, except for when she was with me, and she liked to imagine that she was anywhere but where she was. We had that in common.



She was a MC princess with access to all the dirty money she could ever want and instead she insisted on working at a little bookshop at the edge of town. She made it clear to anyone who knew her that she didn’t approve of what her father did. She hated bikers and only made an exception for me after I was thrown in her face constantly for the last two years.



Stormy had a way of looking at me that made me feel like I wasn’t complete shit and it helped ground me most days. She was off-limits to everyone, by Bear’s decree, but that didn’t stop my imagination from running wild whenever I looked at her.



Her house was at the top of a cliff that made me nervous as fuck but she had great views. I pulled up next to her little car and sat on my bike for a minute, just breathing. I didn’t want to carry all of the bad shit in to her. I tried to shake off some of my darkness so she didn’t have to live with it.



Bear’s second in command, Shooter, named for his beautiful ability to hit every bullseye ever put in front of him, nodded to me from the porch. He never got to go in. Not that I did very often. Stormy said he reminded her of Charles Manson and she couldn’t be around him without fear of being forced into a cult. I smiled at the thought and climbed off my bike.



“Any excitement?” Shoot looked bored but hopeful.



“Nah. Dog and Tank got into it but I shut it down.”



“Leave anyone conscious this time?”



I gave him a wry grin. “A few. Go on. There’s some fun still happening at the bar you can catch. Little redhead seems to be a favorite. I’ll hang out here for the night.”



“Tell me something, O’Conner. How come you’re always so eager to take on babysitting duty?”



I narrowed my eyes and shrugged out of my leather so I could toss it over the seat of my bike. “Way I see it, it’s either watch a bunch of ugly dicks fucking or stick around here and maybe get a glimpse of a beautiful woman. I’d do anything to avoid ever seeing Bear’s dick again.”



Shooter seemed content with my answer. “Thing looks like a fucking fireman’s hose. Good luck with catching a glimpse of the ice queen, man. She’s been locked up tight all night.”



I waved him off before sitting down on the steps and counting to five. I never got all the way to six before she was out on the porch, sitting next to me. I didn’t look over at her as I smiled. “You hear all of that?”



“I don’t eavesdrop, Patrick.” She waited a minute and I knew she was biting her lip. “Is there really a redhead?”



I laughed and nodded. “Yeah. Unfortunately. I wasn’t kidding about never wanting to see your dad’s dick again.”



She made a gagging noise and pushed my shoulder playfully. The same way she always did when she touched me, she sucked in a little air. “That’s gross. Those guys are all so… icky. I don’t know how anyone would ever want to sleep with them.”



I finally turned my head and looked at her. It didn’t disappoint. Her long black hair was pulled up into a knot on the top of her head. It looked like more was falling out than was staying in. Her eyes always got me. Some kind of weird blue color, they always looked secretive, like she knew something I didn’t know. Drove me fucking crazy. Stormy’s mouth could illicit entire books of filthy dreams from me. It was pouty and a shade of pink that made me want to devour her.



“Icky? That’s the best you’ve got?”



“Fine. They’re all reprehensible. Better?”



I looked back out at the night and nodded. “Sounds about right. So, am I a part of this reprehensible crowd?”



She got quiet and I worried I’d done something wrong. I looked over at her and found her smiling. She shook her head and more hair fell out. “Nope.”



In a different world I would’ve pushed it. I would’ve taken her by the hand and led her inside and I would’ve-



“Do you really think I’m beautiful?”



I blinked a few times. Shit. Of course she’d heard me say that. I had to tread carefully. I knew that even though she was nice to me I was more of her friend than anything else. She hated bikers and thought I was one. I didn’t want to freak her out and run her off. “Sure.”



Instead of smiling she frowned. Her hand went to the hem of her T-shirt and she messed with it while chewing on that sexy lower lip. My eyes were drawn downwards and an instant erection threatened to break the zipper of my jeans. Her curves were hidden by a big shirt but she was wearing a tiny pair of shorts that cut so high I was surprised I wasn’t seeing pussy. God, what I would do to see pussy.



“Three guys hit on me today at the bookshop.”



I jerked my eyes away from her shorts and stood up. “Who were they?”



She laughed. “Sit back down, Patrick. I scared them off. One mention of who my father is and any normal guy runs off. I was making a point.”



“Unless it ends with ‘and then they were mauled by wild dogs’ I don’t know if I’m going to like it.”



She actually giggled. “It doesn’t. Sorry. Anyway, my point is that I’m unlucky. All these disgusting guys hit on me and the one guy that I want to hit on me never does.”



She liked someone? That was news to me. Normally she told me all about her day but she’d never mentioned liking a guy. My stomach bottomed out and I suddenly wanted to be back in the bar, throwing men around like toys. I found myself unable to comment. I didn’t want to hurt her but the last thing I wanted to do was fucking talk about some guy she liked.



“Maybe he’s just afraid I won’t like him back. But I do. God, this sounds so fucking juvenile, doesn’t it? I’m acting like I’m in kindergarten.”



I raised my eyebrows. “Fucking?”



She grinned. “What? You say it all the time. Why can’t I say it?”



Fuck, she could say it all she wanted. It just wasn’t helping my dick calm down. Hearing her say something even remotely dirty sent heat pulsing to my dick. “You’re all sweet and shit. You say sweet things. Not fucking.”



She grinned. “Fucking, fucking, fucking. I’m not just sweet, Patrick. Maybe that’s the problem. You only see me as sweet.”



“What problem?”



I watched as a deep red color took over her neck and then her face. Even her ears went red. She stood up abruptly and walked down the steps until she was standing on the grass, facing me. Her body looked tense and I could see that she wasn’t wearing a bra. I would’ve done anything to taste her hard nipples.



“I know you’re not like the rest of them.”



A dangerous feeling crawled up my back. “No?”



She shook her head. When even more hair fell she made an annoyed sound and ripped the band in her hair out. Her hair fell around her shoulders and trailed down to the middle of her back. “No. Do you want to know what I think?”



I swallowed. I had a feeling it wasn’t going in a good direction. I kept my mouth sealed and nodded.



She crossed her arms over her ample chest and then straightened them at her sides. She was nervous. “I think you’re pretending to be something you’re not.”



I stood up, erection gone, and marched towards my bike. I’d watch her house from the end of the road. I didn’t know what the hell she was getting at but if she blew my cover it would be deadly for me.



Stormy took three steps for every one of mine and before I could grab my leather and throw my leg over the bike she put herself between it and me. She looked up at me and rested her hands on my chest.



The warmth from her skin scalded my body and I felt like running away from a woman who was more than a foot shorter than me. I stared down at her and made sure my face didn’t show anything.



“Please, don’t go. I’m sorry. I won’t say anything else.” Big tears filled her eyes and I was a goner.



I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her into my chest. Her little body shook against mine as she cried. I didn’t have a clue what the hell she was crying about but I hated it. She was always as happy as she could be with her life so seeing her let it get to her was shitty.



“I’m so sick of this life, Patrick. I don’t want to do it anymore.”



I jerked away from her and leaned down until we were eye to eye. “What?!”



She chewed on her lower lip more and it was driving me up a wall so I used my thumb to pull it out from between her teeth. My mistake was touching it, though. She had the softest lips and it was wet from being in her mouth. My mind went straight to other things about her that would be soft and wet.



Stormy froze and her tongue streaked out to wet her lips. My thumb was frozen in place so she licked the tip of it. Her cheeks turned pink again and she looked away. “Sorry.”



I moaned. I couldn’t help it. There was only so much torture one man could take before he snapped. I’d found my snapping point. “Who do you like?”



She blinked a few times before trying to back away. Only the bike was right behind her so she was trapped. “Why?”



I curled the ends of her hair around my fingers and grunted. “I’m going to go kill him.”



A shy smile tugged at one corner of her mouth and she surprised me by going on her tip-toes to press her lips to my cheek. “I know you were raised Catholic, and suicide is the worst sin, Patrick. I’m going to go inside if you’d like to talk about anything. It’s chilly out here.”



I stood there like an idiot for another minute or so before my brain started working again and I realized what she’d said. As soon as I did I turned and made my way into her house. I’d only been inside a few other times when I’d first started working as her security. It was warm and comfy looking with stacks of books all over the place.



She’d moved to the couch and was curled up with her feet under her and her hands resting on her lap. Her hair was falling over her face but I could see a smile playing at the corner of her lips.



I sat down next to her and tried to stretch my legs out in front of me. Her coffee table was to close and I ended up just bringing my knees back in. When she giggled again I looked down at her and frowned. “Your house is meant for a little person.”



Stormy’s laughter was sexy as fuck and I had to remind myself more than once that I couldn’t just grab her and attack her. She reached up and slapped my arm. “You’re just a giant.”



“What did you mean out there?”



She coughed and looked away. “I thought you knew what I meant.”



I nearly choked on my own spit. Real smooth. “I mean about not wanting to do this anymore?”



She pushed her hair behind her ears and turned to face me. “I don’t think you’re ready to hear about it. Why is that the part you want to talk about, Patrick?”



“You’re not planning anything crazy, are you?” I rubbed my chest as a weight settled there.



“I don’t know yet. I just want out. I want to live somewhere new. It would be fun to not have the guy I want to kiss be too afraid of the consequences to want to kiss me back. I have this dream of waking up and not feeling scared that someone is going to be waiting in my living room to kill me because of something dad’s done.”



Kiss. That one word coming from her soft lips and I was having to dig my fingers into my legs to keep from showing her what it would be like. “No one is going to hurt you.”



She inched closer to me, the shy girl gone and in her place a woman who was staring at me with a dare in her eyes. “But is anyone going to kiss me?”



I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I had rules. Rules from my job and rules from the club. No fraternizing. I’d never broken that rule before. I gritted my teeth so hard I was sure I’d have less teeth when I was done.



“I guess not. I think I’m going to head to bed. It’s late.” She stood up and looked down at me with a fake smile.



I’d known her long enough to know that she was sad and I couldn’t handle knowing it was my fault. I caught her wrist in my hand and tugged her onto my lap. She landed against my chest and looked up at me with her big eyes. “Remember I tried.”



I took her mouth roughly. Even though I told myself to calm down I couldn’t. I’d wanted to touch her for so long. I held her hair in my hands and tugged her into a better angle so I could shove my tongue into her mouth and taste her.



Stormy moaned in the back of her throat and pushed against my chest. I broke my mouth from hers, breathing hard. I waited for her to climb off of me, figuring I’d pushed her too fast. She slung her leg over my waist and straddled me before pushing her hands into my hair and grinning down at me.



“It’s about fucking time.”



I jerked her back down to me and kissed her with everything I’d been holding back for years. She bit my bottom lip and then sucked it into her mouth to sooth it before rocking her core against me. I wrapped my arms around her little body and shoved both hands into her little shorts to cup her bare ass.



She moaned and threw her head back to give me access to her neck. I kissed and bit my way across her throat and neck. She writhed against me until I wasn’t sure I wasn’t going to embarrass myself by shooting my load in my pants.



My fingers dipped down and I felt wet heat coming from her core. My hips jerked into her at the sensation and she moaned louder. I moved my finger lower and dipped it into her wetness. She was drenched and her lips felt like heaven as I teased them. I’d just pushed my finger into her tight pussy when she froze against me and cried out my name.



“Jesus, you’re responsive.”



“Don’t stop.” Her normally smooth voice was broken and hoarse.



I stood up with her in my arms and moved towards her bedroom. I’d just pushed the door open when she went rigid.



“Wait!”



I snapped to attention and just happened to see what she was trying to hide. I sat her down at my feet and moved to her bed, despite her trying to pull me back. Sitting in the middle of her bed was a large duffle bag full of money. I grabbed a handful and held it up in front of her face. “What the fuck is this, Stormy?”



She grabbed the money from me and shoved it back into the bag before zipping it and kicking it under her bed. “It’s nothing.”



“What did you do?”



She shook her head. “Nothing. I didn’t do anything. The money is mine. That’s not to say it’s clean, but it is mine. It’s money dad’s been giving me since I was little.”



“What the fuck are you doing with it out?”



She couldn’t look me in the eye as she answered. “I won’t lie to you. I’m leaving.”



I nodded and stormed out of her small bedroom. The living room didn’t make me feel any better. Everywhere smelled like her and I needed to clear my head and hopefully lose the erection I was sporting.



Stormy chased me around until she was able to corner me on the porch. Her hard nipples were distracting as hell in the cool weather. “I have to, Patrick! I can’t stay here.”



I slammed my fist into the side of her house and felt wood splinter. It was satisfying so I did it again. Stormy grabbed my arm and threw herself at me. She was crying again.



“Patrick, you’re hurting yourself. Please, stop.”



I looked down and, sure enough, I was bleeding. “What was this, Storm? You just decided that since you’re leaving you’d fuck me for the hell of it? Get my fucking head blown off and then go about your merry way? Because that’s what fucking you is going to get me, one way or the other.”



Fat tears were pouring down her face and she shook her head aggressively. “No one will know. I wouldn’t do that to you. You have to know by now that I’d never do anything to get you hurt.”



I blew out a big breath and looked down at her. I wanted to shake her but I knew it had nothing to do with the danger she put me in. Not really. I’d spent nearly every day with her for so long that the idea of her being gone hit me like a brick in the chest.



“I was going to talk to you about it. I just wanted a chance to see if what I feel for you is real first.”



There was no way I was going to be able to stay angry with her. Not with the way she was looking at me with big, doe eyes and her lips all pouty. “Well? Did I pass your test?”



She laughed and wrapped her arms around my waist. “If I say something will you promise not to freak out?”



I picked her up and carried her back inside so we weren’t out in the open. “I don’t know. Are you going to tell me that you’re against sex now?”



She rubbed against me when I sat her down and shook her head. “I’m very much for sex. I wanted to talk to you about it because I want you to come with me.”



I stopped breathing. There she sat, my chance to finally get out of the hellhole I’d ended up in, with a halo practically glowing above her head. I rested my elbows on my knees and tried to remember how to breathe.



“I know it’s crazy, Patrick, but I also know that you’re not really who you say are.” She held up her hand when I jerked my head in her direction. “I don’t have any proof. I just know that you’re not one of them. I just always assumed you were a cop.”



I felt my small world closing in around me. I gripped the phone in my pocket and itched to dial my handler. I had to get out. If I wanted to live I had to get out. If I didn’t finish my assignment I’d never work in my field ever again, though. I didn’t know where the line was between finishing my assignment and outstaying my welcome.



Stormy took my silence as her answer. “You can’t stay. I’m not leaving silently, Patrick. I’ve got a book full of dates and names with all of dad’s business transactions. I’ve had a friend keeping tabs for me and I have everything I need to take the club down. It’s time. When I turn this in, though, they’re going to go on a manhunt for whoever helped me get this stuff. My friend is already gone. She’s safe. If they dig too hard into your life are you going to be safe?”



“Holy fuck, Stormy! Is there anything you’ve set in motion that won’t kill me?” I paced the length of her living room and threw my hands up. “Shit. This is bad. You can’t turn that book in, sweetheart.”



She stood up and glared at me. “You think they don’t all deserve to go to jail for what they’ve been doing? The guns were one thing, Patrick, but there are drugs now. Serious drugs. You’re telling me that you’re okay with them shipping that shit out?”



I shook my head. “There are no drugs, Stormy.”



She climbed onto a chair under an air vent and unscrewed one side of it before pulling out a leather notebook. “It started six months ago.”



I snatched the notebook from her and flipped through the pages. It was everything a DA would need to put Bear away for a very long time. Along with most of the other members. I recognized some of the meetings but in the six months previous to that night there’d been meetings and numbers that didn’t make any sense to me. “I don’t understand. Bear is running a side business?”



She jabbed her fingers to the pages. “It looks like it. A pretty lucrative one. New, synthetic drugs. At least one I’ve heard about is about three times more intense than GHB. Seen any severely unconscious women around the club lately?”



My gut churned and I had to stick my head between my knees. I was being a pussy but I was also having a moment with myself. Not a good one. Stormy knew more than me about what was going on in the club. I’d been infiltrating it for three years and she knew a lot more than me.



“Why do you think they’re hiding it?”



I sat up. “They know there’s a rat.”



She looked over at me and the fear on her face told me it all. “They know you’re a rat.”



I picked up my phone and dialed my handler again. When it went to voicemail I went out onto the porch so Stormy didn’t have to hear what I was saying. “You piece of shit. You call me back tonight or I’m out. They know I’m a fucking cop. I’m giving you an hour before I get on my bike and I pull up in front of the precinct.”



Stormy was standing in the doorway, biting at her fingernails. “I don’t like this. You can’t go back, Patrick. Let’s just go to the police now.”



I tugged her back inside and then closed the door and locked it. “I’m giving him an hour. It’s not like my career hasn’t already gone to shit, but just in case I ever have a chance at working again I’d like to wait.”



“I have over six million dollars stored away, Patrick. You don’t need to worry about working. You need to worry about saving your life.”



I held my hands up. “I need a fucking minute, Stormy.”



She frowned at me but backed away. “I’m going to take a quick shower. Take your time thinking.”



The notebook was on top of her coffee table, taunting me. I’d spent three years wasting my time and I had shit to show for it. I got to beat the shit out of people for Bear and I saw some low grade weapons being traded but I had nothing that could put anyone away for very long, nothing the DA would be interested in.



Stormy and I were guessing that Bear knew I was a cop but it was the only thing that made sense. She had a whole book of evidence that proved they were hiding another side of the club for me. I shook my head. Why keep me around if they knew about me?



An idea formed in my head and I nearly threw up. Could I have really been that stupid? If Bear knew the cops were onto him then he knew he was in deep shit. If he killed me then there’d be hell to pay for killing a cop. If I stuck around, though, I could’ve brought the club down by feeding information to the cops. Unless the information I was feeding to the cops was useless.



“Fucking shit.” They’d known all along. They’d been feeding me information that showed the club was doing illegal things, but no more illegal than any other Tom, Dick, or Harry on the street. It wasn’t any surprise that my handler wasn’t getting back to me. They thought the case was cold.



I slammed my fist down on Stormy’s coffee table and stood up. I’d been played by the club and then left out to fucking dry by the cops. I had to get out. I couldn’t do it Stormy’s way, though. I couldn’t run. I had to turn the book into my boss and keep Stormy out of it.



I made my way to the bathroom and knocked. “Stormy?”



She didn’t respond so I pushed the door open. She was standing in the shower, under the spray of water. My mouth watered and I decided the book could wait an hour or two.



“Stormy.”



She turned to me and wiped water from her eyes. “What are you doing, Patrick?”



I opened the shower door and reached for her. My hand connected with her smooth arm and I pulled her to me. “I’m finishing what we started.”



Her hands rested on my chest and she blinked up at me. “Are you sure?”



I was surprised by the question. Did she think I didn’t want her? I slid my hands down her back and cupped her ass in my hands before hefting her up against me. “I’ve been sure since the first day I saw you.”



She wiggled against me and then smiled. “The first day you saw me, you scowled at me and slapped some other girl’s ass in front of me.”



I turned us around and sat her down on the counter so I could look at her. Her tits were perfect. I cupped them in my hands and groaned when they fit perfectly. Her nipples were hard against my palm and I pulled back to look at them. Small and pink, they were enough to knock a man to his knees.



I ran my hands down her slim waist and then across her hips. I wanted to see everything so I pushed her knees apart and knelt in front of her. Her pussy was pink and shiny with her own wetness. I could see her clit and I couldn’t help but lean forward and take it into my mouth.



Stormy moaned loudly and pushed her hips against me.



She tasted almost sweet on my tongue and it took everything in me to pull back. “I had to scowl. Bear wouldn’t have liked it if my tongue had rolled out of my mouth and I dropped to my knees to beg you to fuck me right then and there. You had on this innocent little dress and all I could think about was ripping it off of you.”



She grabbed my hair and tried to pull me up but I stayed where I was. I wanted more of her. I hooked her legs over my shoulders and pulled her forward. At the new angle I could slide my tongue into her and fuck her that way.



Her voice cracked when she cried out my name and her body tightened. I replaced my tongue with my fingers and then went back to her clit to torture her more. I’d always loved going down on a woman but Stormy was so fucking responsive. I could tell she was already close to coming again and it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.



One more flick of my tongue and she dug her nails into my scalp and screamed my name. Thank fuck there weren’t any neighbors close by.



When her body stopped shaking I gave her one more lick and then stood up. “You have the best pussy I’ve ever had the pleasure of eating.”



Her cheeks turned pink and she grabbed my shirt. “I know you’re not a biker but you have the vocabulary of one.”



I grinned at her. “There was a reason they picked me for the part. I was raised by a sailor. A drunk sailor. I never was great at speaking politely.”



“I never liked it when anyone else talked that way but when you do it I can feel it straight to my core. I couldn’t say anything earlier but I can’t believe you remember what I was wearing that long ago.”



“I’d have to have been an idiot to not take note of it.”



She edged her way off the counter and then pushed my shirt off. “Have you always wanted to do this?”



I sucked in a sharp breath when she unzipped my pants. “Yes. It hasn’t been easy to keep my hands off of you.”



“I thought about you every night after I came inside. I’d leave the door unlocked and my bedroom door open while I touched myself. I kept hoping that one day you’d come inside and find me.”



My dick was going to explode if she kept talking. She was such a sweet girl. Hearing her say dirty things had my balls tightening. I watched as her small hands pushed my pants down, with my briefs, and then gripped my dick. I jerked and had to lean over and hold myself up on the countertop.



“I never wore panties at night when we sat outside. I touched you constantly. I even brushed against this beautiful dick a few times. You never did anything about it. I was starting to worry that you found me repulsive.”



I tried to answer but her fist was pumping my dick with a tight grip. Then she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out before taking it deep. I grunted and tried to keep still when all my body wanted to do was fuck her mouth.



She proceeded to give me the best blow job I’d ever gotten and only stopped the powerful suction when I grabbed her head and pulled her off. When she stood up, still licking her lips, I nearly blew my load right then.



“So, you don’t find me repulsive then?”



I pulled her mouth to mine and kissed her. “Fuck no. Never.”



She grinned at me before pulling herself onto the counter again. This time she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me close. “Then show me how bad you’ve wanted this.”



I reached down and grabbed a condom. “I’ve been dreaming of this moment.”



She gripped the base of my dick and lined it up with her core. “Then fuck me.”



I pushed into her in one deep stroke and groaned at how tight she was around me. “Jesus.”



Stormy’s mouth fell open and I felt a surge of adrenaline hit me. Seeing her spread out for me and knowing she was enjoying it just as much as I was sent even more blood rushing to my dick. I pulled out of her and rubbed the head against her clit. When she moaned and begged for more I thrusted back into her.



“Don’t stop!”



I grabbed her hips and lifted her off the counter. I kept her in my arms as I fucked her, picking her up and then letting gravity slam her down on my dick until she was screaming my name over and over again.



I stared down at her and watched as her skin grew red and her tits bounced. I wanted to mark her as my own just in case I never got to experience her again. I wanted to tattoo my name across her chest so no other man could ever love her like I was.



She clenched around me and it felt like she was trying to suck the come right out of my balls. Her head fell back and she dug her nails into my back as she starting coming. I clenched my teeth and kept fucking her. I didn’t want it to end.



I closed my eyes and swore because I could still see her riding me. She clenched even tighter around me and cried out my name once more and I couldn’t hold back. My entire body tightened as I came.



My knees gave out and we ended up on the floor, her on top of me. I stared up at her and groaned as she flexed around my still hard dick. I hated to tell the guy that he was done for the moment. Stormy’s eyes were already half-closed. I slid out of her and smiled when she moaned.



“I think I love you.” Her whispered words were an iron fist to my temple. She’d barely said them before she dozed off with her head on my chest.



My head throbbed but my chest ached right along with it. I already knew the truth. I was the son of a bastard and a woman who only ever loved bastards. I’d never believed in love but somewhere along the way, while sitting next to Stormy on her front porch, I’d fallen in love with her, too.



I swallowed a lump that formed in my throat because I was about to do something that could make her never trust me again. I had to do something, though. I couldn’t let her put herself out there as a snitch.



I stood up and carried Stormy to her bedroom. After moving the duffle bag full of money to the floor I tucked her into bed.



She smiled up at me when the movement woke her up. “Get in bed.”



I pressed a kiss to her forehead. “I have to go check around outside. I do it every night and I won’t be able to sleep if I don’t.”



Her small hand caressed my cheek before she curled up on her side and fell back asleep. I watched her for a second before turning to go. I grabbed the notebook off the coffee table and locked the door from the inside before closing it and heading down to my bike.



I threw on my leather and tucked the notebook into my pocket. I walked the bike down to the bottom of her driveway so she wouldn’t hear it. Once I was pretty far away I started it and took off towards the city.



I needed to keep her off the club’s radar. If they thought I was the snitch they wouldn’t be that surprised. Sure, they’d think someone in the club helped me but they wouldn’t be able to find out who. If they found out that Stormy did it one of the guys could decide that following Bear’s orders to keep her safe and alive wasn’t worth it. I couldn’t let anything happen to her.



I sped towards the police station and slid to a stop at the front steps. I was about to walk in and hand over evidence that I hadn’t gathered and lie about where I’d gotten it. It wasn’t going to go well for my career but after the station had left me stranded in a dead end undercover assignment I doubted they’d planned on my career going anywhere, anyway.



The anger I felt at knowing I’d been abandoned somewhere I could’ve been killed fueled me. I ran up the stairs, into the older building, and stormed my way through the rows and rows of cubicles. My boss’s office was encased in glass so he got a clear view of me charging at him.



I saw his eyes widen and took a sick pleasure in the realization that I scared him. I slammed his door open and then planted both hands on his desk so I could lean forward and scream in his face. “Remember me? The asshole you left out to dry with the Phantoms?”



He stood up and moved around the desk quickly to close the door. “What in the hell are you doing here?!”



I threw the book at him. “There’s your fucking evidence. Meetings, business deals, everything you need to know. Don’t ask me how I got it.”



“That case is closed. We just couldn’t get you out yet. We didn’t want them to know you were a cop or have any suspicion.”



I was going to lose my mind. “They’ve known all along! What the hell do you mean, the case is closed? How long has it been closed?”



He sat back down behind his desk and held his hands up in front of him. “Now, O’Conner. Calm down. We closed it a year ago. Look, I know you’re going to be pissed, but it was important that we not make a wave. If we needed to go back in later we didn’t want them to know that they’d already been infiltrated.”



“Is this how you fucking treat your people, you asshole? You could’ve gotten me killed! If they weren’t smarter than all of us I would be dead! Instead they’ve been using me to keep sending boring information back here while keeping their real operations hidden.”



“You’re out of line, Detective. You’ve already fucked up by coming here.”



I sat down in the chair across from him and folded my arms across my chest. “Look at the book, Captain.”



When he finally picked it up and started going through the pages I closed my eyes, feeling exhausted, and thought of how warm and soft Stormy would be if I was stretched out next to her in bed. I shifted as my dick reacted to the thought of her body.



She’d surprised me. I’d never known she would be wild. I just wanted to get the hell out of the police station so I could grab Stormy and get the fuck out of town. I had my own small stockpile of cash and we could hide out until all of the shit ended.



After what felt like forever my boss looked up at me. “How’d you get this?”



“Are you going to ask questions or are you going to go out and do something with it?” I didn’t have time to sit around and talk to him. I had a bad feeling in my stomach. I couldn’t tell if it was self-hatred for leaving Stormy in bed alone or for stealing from her. I just wanted to get back to her house to make sure I hadn’t ruined the best thing in my life.



“We need to form a task force and carry this out. I’m going to need to know how you got this eventually.” He picked up his phone and started yelling orders to people but kept an eye on me. “You’re not getting rewarded for this. You broke protocol. You’ll be lucky to still have a job after this.”



I stood up and smiled. It was a ruthless one but I was done. “I don’t want this fucking job after this. I don’t want to work for a man that leaves men behind. You’re not worth the weight of your badge. After the apprehension, you can count me out.”



He jabbed a finger in my direction. “You won’t be a part of any fucking apprehension if you don’t get your attitude right. I suggest you go cool down and get suited up. With this information we need to move on them as soon as possible.”



I jerked his door open and shot him one last disgusted look. “I’ll be going above your head on this after it’s all finished.”



It took everything I had in me to stay. I got changed into my tactical gear and exchanged a few grunts with other men as they poured in to get changed. After about an hour the boss strolled in, waving a sheet of paper. “I’ve got the search warrant. Let’s roll.”



Fucking finally. I moved around with the men at my sides, pretending to be just like them. I felt like an imposter. I hadn’t moved in any kind of formations with anyone else since I went undercover. My gig with the Phantoms left me alone mostly. Having to be part of a team again made my skin itch.



I looked around and noticed that everyone around me was focused and excited. I just felt like I didn’t belong. I’d been breaking the law for three years. I’d witness awful shit and done worse. How the fuck was I supposed to go back to being Johnny Law?



The captain had demanded urgency and I’d never seen a task force come together so quickly. I ran over the layout of the clubhouse and gave any knowledge I had. A separate team went to the bar to gather whoever was there.



The raid had gone well according to the captain. I’d been on autopilot. I was lucky the club guys hadn’t decided to fight. I wasn’t focused at all. That’s how a guy gets a bullet to the gut.



When it was all over I walked outside and took my helmet off. I glanced around and saw Bear sitting in the back of a transport van. His eyes landed on me and he exploded.



“You rat piece of shit! Three years I’ve been feeding you bullshit! Three years I’ve been smarter and suddenly this fucking happens? Who helped you?!”



I rolled my shoulders and raised my eyebrows. “Does it really matter? You’re not going to find out. With the shit they just caught you with, you’ll be lucky to get out before your last screw turns ninety.”



The captain stepped up to me and leaned in. “Guy that goes by the name Shooter? He got away from the bar. No one knows where he went. You have any ideas?”



I snapped my eyes to Bear. “Where would Shooter go?”



He snarled at me. “He probably went to find you so he could rip your rat head off himself!”



My face went pale and I started backing away. “He thinks I’m still with Stormy.”



Bear started screaming incoherently. The only words I managed to make out were about killing me if anything happened to Stormy.



I had a fleeting thought that I’d kill myself if anything happened to her. I grabbed the keys to the captain’s car and jumped in. Before I could take off he managed to climb into the passenger seat and turned to face me.



“Stormy?”



I glared at the road instead of him as I pushed the gas pedal to the floor and raced towards her house. If I broke every traffic law, which I would, I could make it in twenty minutes. “Are you serious? You’re so out of touch with this job that you don’t even know the president’s daughter’s name?”



He stammered. “I admit that there was some paperwork issues with this case. Your handler got transferred and it looks like he didn’t file any of the correct paperwork on you.”



I ran a red light and had to jerk the car to the left at the last minute to avoid getting t-boned by another car. “Is that a fucking apology?”



“Just drive. We’ll talk about your job later.”



“There is no job. I fucking quit.”



He remained silent for the rest of the ride and only gasped every so often. There were a line of police cars following us but they were pretty far back. I wanted to get there first and try to head off anything that was going to happen.



I noticed Shooter’s bike as soon as I pulled into Stormy’s driveway. I had a flash of memory of putting her into bed, still naked, and cursed. If he’d touched her, I’d kill him. I barely had the car in park before I jumped out and took off at a dead sprint for her front door.



“Come on in, O’Conner.” Shooter’s voice was higher than normal and I could tell he was in panic mode.



I pushed open the door and left it open as I took in the room. Everything was a mess. Things were turned over and broken, Stormy’s cash was littering the floor. I didn’t see her at first. She was kneeling on the ground behind the turned over couch. Shooter had made a gag out of a scarf, it looked like. She was dressed, at least.



“Stormy? You okay, baby?”



She narrowed her eyes at me but nodded. I noticed that her right eye was quickly turning colors and swung around to Shooter. The sight of his gun didn’t bother me.



“You fucking hit her?”



He scoffed. “She’s nuts! She wouldn’t stop fighting. I had to hit her. Not that it matters. Bear’s going away. No more protection for his little girl.”



I circled around him until I was closer to Stormy. When I reached for her, though, he cocked his gun.



“Don’t touch her. She stays where she is for now. So far I just know that the clubhouse got raided. It’s unfortunate that you didn’t know shit about shit with the club. So, who told you? You spend so much time with little Miss Nuts here that I’d have to believe it was her.”



I shook my head. “You fuckers hadn’t been hiding things as well lately. Why would Stormy know anything?”



Shooter waved his gun back and forth, between us. “Bitches always find out shit. She probably got one of her little whore friends to go and sneak around. This can’t happen. You know we believe in retribution, Stormy. You were in that clubhouse until you were almost seventeen. You know what has to happen to the cop and to you.”



Her eyes were pleading as she looked at me. I felt my chest throb painfully over and over again when the gun waived in her direction. I could tell she was terrified and I didn’t have an answer for her, yet.



“She didn’t have anything to do with it, Shooter. There’s a girl in the club that helped me.”



“Why would any of the club bitches help you? Everyone knew you were a fucking pig.”



I smiled. “Sometimes even a pig can fuck the sense into a woman. She liked what she got and kept coming back. She was happy to help. Maybe you club guys aren’t as good as you think you are.”



He jerked his head towards Stormy. “You want Stormy to find out just how good I am? I’ve always thought she was a sexy little thing.”



I stepped closer to him. “You touch her and I’ll rip every limb from your body.”



His grin told me he enjoyed riling me. “I think she likes you, too. I used to watch you for Bear. After a few months he realized you didn’t have the balls to touch her so I quit. During those months I saw how she looked at you, though. She wanted you. You were just too ignorant and limp to notice. Now I’ll make her watch you die. Slowly. Then, when you’re just about gone, I’ll fuc-”



I heard the sound of breaking glass and then the thud of a bullet hitting a body. I watched as the front of Shooter’s shirt suddenly burst bright red. His mouth opened in a silent cry and then he fell to his knees. I stepped to the side as his body fell forward.



I rushed over to Stormy and gathered her in my arms to hide the entry point of the bullet from her. I didn’t want her seeing it if I could help it. I reached around and untied her hands. “Are you okay? I’m so fucking sorry I left you. I made a mistake, Stormy.”



She yanked the tape off of her mouth and gritted her teeth. “God, that hurts!”



I pulled her into my lap and pressed my lips to the side of her head. I didn’t know what else to say so I just held her.



Cops swarmed inside and stomped around Stormy’s house, making sure that Shooter was dead. When she looked at them with confusion in her eyes I told her what happened.



“I didn’t see another way to avoid you getting involved. Turns out I was wrong. You almost got killed because of me.”



She stood up and pulled me into her room with her. “I’m not mad at you. I understand why you took the book. Don’t ever leave me after sex again, though. Waking up with you gone and Shooter over me was like a horrible nightmare. I half convinced myself that I’d dreamed it all and instead actually slept with him. It was awful!”



I frowned. “He didn’t touch you, did he?”



“No. I kicked his ass, though.” She looked up at me and held onto my arms. “They’re going to jail?”



I nodded. “For a very long time hopefully. And by the time they get out we will be long gone. I quit my job.”



She held on tighter. “Really?”



I nodded. “I don’t want to do this anymore. I can’t. Being with the club for three years fucked with me. It doesn’t feel right being part of a team anymore. I figure I can open up a PI office or something like that when we get to wherever we want to go.”



She had tears in her eyes. “I thought you wouldn’t want to be with me after I said what I said…”



I kissed her then. I held her face in my hands and wiped the tears before gently kissing down her jaw. “I love you, too.”



She threw her arms around me and hugged me tightly. “Can we leave tonight?”



I shook my head. “We have to go back to my place tonight.”



“Oh. So, you can clear stuff up?”



I shook my head again. “No, so I can make love to you the right way. Our first time was a little more rushed than I meant for it to be. I’d like another chance to make it memorable.”



A blush touched her cheeks. “We’d better go now.”



It did something for me to know that she was just as ready as I was. Despite everything, I was going to have a happy ending with Stormy. Finally.



As we were leaving a paramedic was wheeling Shooter’s body out and I almost felt bad about not being more respectful. Both Stormy and I had grown up around violence, though. Death wasn’t new.



I pulled her out of the house and over to her car. My hands were sweaty and I felt all shaky. Telling her I loved her was harder than the decision to quit my job ever was. I knew I was making the right decision, though, when she looked up at me and smiled.



Captain stepped in front of me and held up his hands. “Fraternizing on the job? That’s not allowed, O’Conner.”



“I told you I fucking quit.”



He forced a smile. “I know. If you’ll stop by my desk tomorrow I’ll have a recommendation typed up for you. I’m sorry about what happened.”



I thanked him and then turned to go.



“Oh, and O’Conner? Stay out of trouble.”



I smirked back at him. We both knew I couldn’t make any promises.











*****



THE END




Illegal Love




Just take a second and try to imagine life in my shoes is what would say to her friends and family. She doesn’t feel sorry for herself or expect sympathy from others. It just that it’s hard being a woman entrepreneur and trying to make a relationship work. Especially when you significant other is just as busy as you are working in the entertainment industry. The internet has become the breeding ground for a great many things in the past decade. Fortunately for Paige Fletcher it had proven a goldmine for her. Paige had begun blogging as a hobby some years back under the faint belief that she had interesting things to say. She had been told by quite a few people in her life that she should start a blog and so she did. Initially it had been little more than a space to get things off of her chest, which was especially significant because she was in a job that she hated. She also struggled with relationships. Paige knew that she was an attractive woman; 5’6”, petite, but with curves, tanned skinned, and well put together, but she continued to have bad luck with men. She often wrote about what it was like dating and dealing with nonsense from the different men she encountered. The blog had proven to be a great release for her.




The blogging world can be quite tedious so the first rule is to love what you are blogging about. It will take a very long time a blog to be hit. So many people have tried to replicate the success that Paige has had. They come up short every time. Paige started off blogging about interesting places she has visited. Before long, Let Paige Tell It, the blog site she established caught the eye of a few businesses who wanted to advertise and just like that she was off. Once she realized the potential for revenue, she formulated a plan and quickly enacted it. Six months later she was quitting her hateful job and blogging full-time. She had become a hit. Paige can still vividly remember that lazy afternoon in 2009 when she discovered WordPress. Back then, the platform was just a few years old and no one was really talking about it. She quickly went from testing the waters to falling in love with WordPress. Between writing for other outlets and bringing in other contributors to widen her base, she found herself at the helm of a great enterprise. As a fairly young woman, she was thrilled.







Along with a growing business, Paige had also stumbled into love. Paige sometimes describes her finding love as not but a reward for hard. “When you focus on yourself and improve every day, love will find you”. Leo Jefferson was an executive at a record label/management company that was one of the first companies to sign on as one of Paige’s sponsors. From their first business meeting there had been a spark and from there, Paige and Leo became nearly inseparable. It was like they were made for each other in every aspect of life. Paige would describe the situation by saying “They were finishing each other sentences”. Their relationship moved very quickly, but Leo said from the beginning that he was looking for a wife so he was ready to commit very soon in the relationship. Leo grew up in a very traditional home were his mother and father were together and made whatever situation work. Paige had been incredibly happy. In a world where men are no longer serious about relationships. Paige’s single friends have all complained about men just wanting to hook up. When they do decide to settle down, they go for the young vibrant girls leaving women in their late 20 and 30’s in the dust.







Leo spoke often about his commitment to Paige, yet there was very little movement in their relationship. They did not live together, she met very few of his friends, and none of his family, who he claimed to live out of state, and aside from a promise ring, he did not seem in any rush to marry her. But Paige loved him, so she decided to be patient. You can imagine how nerve racking it is to be in love with someone and they are slow when it comes to moving forward with long term commitment. “Men become so complacent sometimes” is what Paige would say to her friends when complaining.







As her blog grew into a larger media company, Paige decided to upgrade the website and design an app for it. This level of success is extremely rare in the blogging world. And Paige is a young impendent woman who is at the forefront of it all. Her best friend Deanna told her about one of her brother’s friends who was a web designer and did freelance work. Paige had her set up a meeting between the two of them to discuss working with him. It was a welcome distraction from her growing doubts in her relationship with Leo.







On a Tuesday afternoon, Paige and the guy were to meet up for lunch. Paige came in from her new office to meet with the guy, who was named Jeremy. That was the only name she had been given. She hoped that he was legit and not just some guy trying to hustle and pretending like he knew what he was doing.







Paige got to the restaurant first, so she chose a table on the patio and sat down to wait. She was really hungry so she considered ordering her food, but decided not to be rude. Technically she was a bit early so she hoped that Jeremy would be on time. As she sat there looking over the menu she heard a deep voice saying, “Excuse me, Paige? I’m Jeremy.” Paige looked up to see a tall, gorgeous, tall man. He had the most incredibly soulful light blue eyes, full lips, and chiseled features. She looked him over, down to his light blue collared shirt, his exquisitely pressed pants, and his shiny light blue casual shoes. She was completely caught off guard and felt like her mouth had probably dropped open.







She tried to collect herself and got up from her chair to shake his hand and greet him properly. She put on a dazzling smile and answered, “Yes, I am Paige. Hello, Jeremy. It is very nice to meet you.” He took her hand, shook it lightly and moved around to the other chair at the table. He took a seat and said, “Pleased to meet you as well.”




Paige didn’t know what she had expected, but she was certainly surprised at what she saw. She definitely was not expecting such a fine young man. It took a while for Paige to gather thoughts, mainly because she has never heard of Jeremy. “How could it be that they move around in the same circles and they never crossed paths” she thought . She tried to think why she had never seen Jeremy before. She and Deanna had been best friends for years, more like family, and she was very close with her brother Martin. Yet she had never met this friend of his. She was positive that she would have remembered. Perhaps he was a new friend. She wished that she had met him sooner. She could not believe she just thought of that. That feeling of wanting to have met Jeremey sooner is not right when you are in a relationship” she thought.







Her brain is now racing back and forth from business to un-pure thoughts. What made this situation even worst for Paige is that she is always in control. Only this one time things are kind of falling apart in her mind. Paige immediately began to feel guilty. She was in a committed relationship and yet she was thinking some very un-pure thoughts about this man. She dropped her eyes back down to the menu and tried to redirect her thoughts. This was a business meeting, not a date. She loved Leo. Besides, she still had to determine whether Jeremy was legitimate. She decided to take on her business demeanor and make sure that this man was not here to play her.







After straightening into a proper upright position and clearing her face of all emotion, she decided to begin the meeting. She ignored the dull growling of her stomach, cleared her throat and began, “So Jeremy. Is that the name you typically use?” Jeremy brought his eyes up to meet hers and she felt a chill run down her spine. It felt like he was staring deep into her soul and could see everything she was thinking. She cleared her mind immediately. There was something unnerving about that stare.







Jeremy, in a very serious, business tone replied, “Actually yes, Jeremy is the name that I use. It is the name that I use all of the time.”







“That’s your name?”







“It is what I prefer to be called.”







“And your last name?”







“Wilson”







“Okay, Mr. Wilson, how long have you been in web design?”







“I have been working in web design for six years now. I started a few years into college with internships and after changing my major to it began designing websites fulltime. I graduated college and immediately began work for a web design firm. After that apps started taking off, so I began developing those as well. I eventually moved into private contract work, which I still do now.”







“So you no longer work for a firm?”







“No. I do freelance and independent contracting. I prefer this kind of work because I want flexibility in my life. At a big organization, I become just another employee with a number attached to them. My friends complain all the time about the politics and bureaucracy that exist in big corporations. I realized early on in my career that it was not for me”







“I see. How much did Deanna tell you about what I needed done?”







“She told me that you need an upgraded website and an app.”







“That is very true. I run a blog site and a media company.”




“She told me that as well. I took a look over the site yesterday.”




“And?”







“It seems to be well designed, but I noted a few things that could use work. I think the site could use some optimization to run more smoothly and quickly, as well as a better interface for better site navigation. My key area of focus is on the user interface. You can have a great product , but you lose out on sales because your site is not user friendly. ”







“Now before we get into that, how much do you typically charge to design web sites?”







“Depending on the type of website I typically charge between 3000 and 5000 dollars. Possibly less for more basic sites, possibly more for more advanced. For apps, I usually charge around 5000. I don’t see myself charging you more than $10,000 for both. Along with all this, I also run a few focus groups to test the sites capabilities with every users. ”







“You don’t even know what I want yet”







“You’re Deanna’s friend”







“How do you know, Martin, by the way?”







“He went to college with my cousin RJ”







“Oh, you’re RJ’s cousin?”







“Yes”







“Oh okay. Well, Mr. Wilson, everything sounds alright so far. I will need to look over your work to be sure, of course. In the meantime, I brought over some of the ideas I had.”







Paige reached into her bag and pulled out a folder, handing it across the table to Jeremy. The whole time he did not break eye contact with her. Again, she felt that swooping feeling. There was something about this guy that seemed a bit…off. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it. She made a mental note of it. At the same time it had taken everything she had not to become entranced by that deep smooth voice. He spoke very slowly and carefully, as if he measured every word before uttering it. She didn’t know if that was a good or bad thing. Either way she tried to keep her mind on business.







Meanwhile her stomach growled once again. Without looking up from the documents she had just given him, Jeremy asked, “Would you like to order?” She wondered if he had heard her stomach. She shook off the thought and replied, “Yes, actually I would. I’m very hungry.” Paige felt slightly that the business aspect was over, yet she also felt like it would be better if she kept her guard up. She could not get a good read on Jeremy and thought it better that she not be vulnerable.







She flipped through the menu and chose what she thought she might like. When she looked back up, Jeremy was still going over the documents. She hesitated then asked, “Do you know what you would like?” Again, without looking up he replied, “Yeah, I’ve been here before.” In a way she felt relieved that he was no longer staring her in her eyes. In another she was slightly disconcerted that he wasn’t looking at her. She flagged down a waiter.







As soon as the waiter approached Jeremy looked up. They each gave the waiter their food and drink orders and once again they were left alone. Jeremy reached down into his bag and pulled out a tablet. Looking Paige in the eyes once again, he handed her the tablet across the table and said, “You said you wanted to see some of my work. Well here are some of the web pages and apps that I have done.” Jeremy got up and walked to Paige’s side of the table and stood behind her. Crouching low and looking at the tablet over her shoulder, he reached over and clicked on the different apps explaining the different functions that he had installed. He then clicked in the browser and went through some of his websites.







He was not really touching Paige, yet he was close enough for her to feel his body heat. She was looking at his hands. He had big, strong, yet soft looking hands. His nails were clipped and clean. He seemed very well put together. His mustache was clipped to perfection. His hairline was exact and his hair was well put together, yet in place. She began to wonder if he was a vain, pretty boy. Yet he didn’t seem to give off that aura. He did, however, smell amazing. What she saw of his work was very impressive. He did indeed know what he was doing and seemed more than worth the money. She hoped it wouldn’t be awkward to work with him though.







Once he had shown her everything he went back around and sat down. Just then the waiter returned with their food and drinks. For a few moments they ate in silence. Having quelled her hunger a bit, Paige said, “Well, Mr. Wilson, I am very impressed with your work and I think you are the man for the job. I am ready to begin whenever you are.” Jeremy took a bit of time finishing his bite before returning, “Thank you. I will need to come into your office so that we can discuss terms of service and we can go from there.”







“Sounds good. By the way, not to get personal, but why haven’t I seen you at any of RJ’s parties.”







“It’s not my scene.”







“Oh, I guess you’re not a party animal like he is.”







“No. He’s very different.”







Paige was beginning to realize that Jeremy only ever said what was absolutely necessary. He did not make any spare remarks or small talk. He spoke deliberately and scantily. She thought it was very strange. She hoped he wasn’t a weirdo. But she supposed being so incredibly good-looking could affect how you communicate with people. He was downright beautiful. Again, she sought to keep herself in check. She called over the waiter to pay the check.







When the waiter put the check on the table, both she and Jeremy reached for it. She was surprised. It was typical of business meetings that the company representative pays the check. Yet here he was grabbing for it. Without withdrawing her hand she said, “I can pay for it. It is a meeting that I called, so it’s fine.” Jeremy did not withdraw his hand either and replied, “I’ll pay.” Something about the way he said it made her pull back and let it go. There was a wild energy coming from him that told her not to challenge him. She was just ready to go and call her boyfriend.







Once he had paid they both got up from the table and walked together out of the restaurant. He had parked further down the street so after seeing her to her car, they shook hands, planned to meet at the office the following day and parted ways. Paige watched him drive away. She still wasn’t quite sure what to make of him. No sooner than she had sat in the car her best friend Deanna was calling. Paige answered, “Yes Mo.”







“Hey girl! How was your meeting with Jeremy?”







“How did you know it was over?”







“I figure you didn’t have much to talk about.”







“He’s not much of a talker.”







“Nope. Never has been. He’s a man of few words. But girl, isn’t he beautiful?”







“Why didn’t you prepare me?”




“There is no preparing for him.”







“What’s his deal?”







“RJ said he’s always been like that. Apparently he’s been through a lot in his life. RJ said he doesn’t really know a lot about him himself.”







“Well I guess I’ll find out more soon”







“You hired him?”







“Yeah. He’s qualified and he doesn’t charge a ridiculous amount. He’s actually giving me a deal.”







“That’s good. Well if you need me to come by I will. You know, for support.”







“Whatever girl, you are married.”







“Married, but not blind.”







“Bye Deanna”







“Bye girl”







Following this conversation, Paige called Leo and asked him to come over. He said that it was short notice, but he would be there later. Leo showed up, an hour later than he was supposed to. Thankfully, Paige had gone ahead and eaten. After greeting him and sitting on the couch pretending to watch TV for a while, Paige began to kiss him, at first softly and then passionately. Before long they were in her bedroom tearing at each other’s clothes. As they fell over on her bed, Paige realized that she was thinking about Jeremy. Imagining it was his strong hands caressing her body. His lips that she was kissing. She had not called Leo over out of longing for him. She had done so out of longing for Jeremy.







She felt a sense of guilt and yet she told herself that they were only thoughts. She would never cheat on Leo, no matter how incredibly gorgeous and sexy Jeremy was. It was just her imagination. She was particularly energetic that night and made love to Leo like she couldn’t remember making love to him before. She kept hearing Jeremy’s voice in her head. Leo did not seem to notice. Afterwards he rolled over into blissful sleep and Paige lie there awake wondering what it would be like to see Jeremy again. She told herself that she would be fine.







The next day, Jeremy showed up exactly when he was supposed to. This time he was in a suit, though he remained tieless. The women in the office almost swooned when he walked in. Paige had to bat them away. One of her gossip bloggers, Chris, was also popping up with questions, giving Jeremy the eye, so she had to tell her assistant to keep everyone away from the conference room.







Once again Jeremy was direct. They went over the terms of their contract and he sat there and typed it up as they spoke. Afterwards he printed it on the laser printer and actually signed it on the spot. Paige looked at the signature and it indeed said Jeremy. Once Paige had added her own signature, they got to business. She began to detail what she would like to see and Jeremy made a rough drawing on paper. After they got down the basic aesthetic, he began doing the actual programing on his laptop.







They had been working nonstop for nearly an hour and a half when Paige received a call that Leo was there to see her. Paige immediately felt guilty, like she was caught. She reminded herself that she had done nothing wrong and left Jeremy in the conference room to go see Leo. She was surprised because Leo rarely came to her office, even less without telling her. She noticed that when she walked up he looked beside her as if he expected her not to be alone. After giving him a hug and kiss on the cheek she asked, “What are you doing here?”







“I came to see you. I missed you.”







“Oh that’s sweet.”







“I thought you were supposed to be working with the web designer today.”







“I am.”







“Oh, he’s still here? Oh, well introduce me. I was thinking maybe I could do some business with him as well.”







Paige was suspicious about his motives, but guided him back to the conference room all the same. They walked in, but Jeremy’s back was to the door, so they had to walk around to face him. As soon as they did, Jeremy looked up. Paige looked at Leo and could immediately detect hostility in him. She couldn’t really blame him. If she walked into Leo’ job and saw a woman this beautiful working with him, she would probably be upset too. Jeremy just sat there, not saying a word. Paige broke in, “Um, Jeremy, this is my boyfriend Leo. He’s an executive at Champion. You know the record and management company. Leo, this is Jeremy.”







Jeremy got up from his seat and put his hand out to shake Leo’. He said nothing. Leo sized him up with tight lips. Although Paige was never really able to read Jeremy’s expressions and it hadn’t truly changed, she still felt somehow that he did not like Leo. After taking another moment to look Jeremy over, Leo said, “So, Paige tells me that you are a freelance web designer.” Jeremy simply nodded. Leo went on, “Well, I was thinking perhaps you could do some work for my company. There are artists who need sites and the company is going through some ideas for apps. It could be very profitable for you.”







Jeremy took a moment, apparently thinking over Leo’ words. After taking a beat he said, “Maybe. I’d have to check my work load.” Leo was clearly stunned by this response. He chuckled and said, “You do realize how large a company Champion is, right?” Staring him right in the eyes, Jeremy answered, “Yep”. There was an awkward silence following this single word. Leo did not seem to know how to respond to that. He was used to getting his way, particularly when throwing around the possibility of a lot of money. Yet here was Jeremy, unmoved. Following this strike out, Leo took a different approach. He pulled Paige close to him and said, “We are thankful for your service. Paige and I have been talking about this for quite some time. If you do a really good job, there may be a nice bonus in it for you.”







This was Leo’ way of establishing dominance. He was basically telling Jeremy that he was his boss. Leo often used this tactic when he felt the person he was dealing with was not aware of his power. Again, Jeremy seemed unmoved and did not even acknowledge the remark with a reply. The only response he gave was taking his seat again and going back to what he had been doing before. Apparently, this was him dismissing Leo. It seemed for a moment that Leo was going to press him, but instead he steered Paige from the room. Before exiting, Leo threw back over his shoulder, “I’ll be seeing you again, Jeremy.” There seemed to be a threat in the statement. Jeremy carried on as if he had not heard.







Leo and Paige walked back to the elevator in silence. Once they got there and Leo had pushed the button, he turned to Paige and asked, “What’s his deal?”







“I don’t know. This is only the second day I’ve known him. Deanna says he’s just quiet.”







“Well, watch out for him. I don’t trust him.”







“I’ll be fine. So you’re going back to work?”







“Well I have a lunch meeting to get to. Oh and I won’t be seeing you for the rest of the week. I have to go on a business trip.”







“What? Why didn’t you tell me?”







“I’m telling you now.”







“But look at how you’re telling me.”







“What do you want me to do? You know what my job is.”







“You could at least give me notice.”







“I didn’t find out until this morning. Look, its fine. I’ll see you when I get back.”







Leo went to kiss her on the lips, but she pulled away. He recovered with a kiss to her cheek. The elevator came and he stepped in. Before the doors closed he said, “I’ll text you when I land.” Paige just turned and walked away. She hated when he acted like that. He could be so arrogant and inconsiderate. Times like this she had to remind herself of why she loved him. He could be truly sweet and romantic. He showered her with gifts and took her on amazing trips. He was good-looking, smart, funny, charming, and successful and he loved her. Still, he could really push her buttons.







She re-entered the conference room and Jeremy turned towards her. He beckoned her closer saying, “Take a look at this.” On the screen was a beautiful markup for her new and improved website. It was sleek, appealing, with a great layout. He showed her some of the functions that he had installed along with new menus, a site map, social media integration, interactive graphics, and even a better looking comment section. She was incredibly impressed and could not believe how quickly he had gotten it all done. She suddenly felt that she had gotten him extremely cheap. He handed her a detailed instruction manual, complete with all of his contact information in case she needed IT assistance.







Jeremy then shut down his computer and began to pack up. Paige just watched him for a moment before asking the obvious question, “You’re leaving?”







“Yes. I have other work. I’ll have to do the app another day.”







“When are you next available?”







“Not during the day anymore this week.”







“Oh really? I was hoping it could be up as soon as possible.”







Jeremy hesitated. He made direct eye contact with her again and then said, “Well, I will be available at my place after 6 as soon as tomorrow, if you don’t mind coming there.”







“Do you live far?”







“Not at all. Less than 20 minutes from here.”







“Well that’s fine with me.”







“Okay. Well, I’ll send you the details. See ya!”







“Goodbye.”







Before she could catch herself, Paige had gone in for a hug. She tried to draw back once she realized, but Jeremy had closed the gap and hugged her back. She was immediately aware of how muscular his body was. Enclosed in his scent, she was surprised by how cuddly he actually felt. She did not have long to contemplate this before he was withdrawing and exiting the room. Paige stepped out of the conference room behind him and watched as most of the office followed him with their eyes to the elevator, which opened as soon as he approached. He stepped inside and was gone. The office became alive with sound as soon as the doors closed. Paige went into her office.







As she sat down she realized that she was going to be in his home the following evening. She wondered what his place would be like. She contemplated through to the next day and barely paid attention in the office at all. At 5:30, she got up and headed out to the address Jeremy had given her. She was indeed in front of the building in less than 20 minutes. She worried that he might not be there, but spotted his car out front. After debating whether to stay in the car for a while, she decided to just get out and buzz up. No sooner than she had rung, the door was opening before her. She took the lift up to Jeremy’s loft and was immediately shocked by the warmth and beauty of the place.







True, the space was dim, but it had a great deal of character. It was well decorated, with muted dark aqua walls and varying shades of blue all around. There was artwork on the walls and it smelled as great as he did. There a beautiful painting of a blue girl hanging on the wall opposite his couch. While surveying the loft she barely realized that he was there. She finally spotted him in the kitchen standing behind the counter. It appeared that he was preparing food. She walked over, standing on the opposing side of the island. She said, “Hey. I didn’t interrupt your dinner did I?”







“I actually prepared this for us both. I tried to keep it general to make sure you’d like it”







“Oh wow! Thank you.”







“It’s cool.”







Paige was immediately impressed by what she saw. It was no rudimentary meal. There was stuffed chicken breast, twice baked potatoes, a very colorful salad, and some cheesy bread. It all smelled as good as it looked. She couldn’t believe he had made this. She slightly thought that he may have ordered out, but there were the dishes in the drain. If he were faking he was going through a lot of trouble to pull it off. He didn’t strike her as the type to do that. He went on, “You can help yourself. I figured we could eat and go over the app again.”







And so they did. Once again she told him what she wanted as he sketched it out on a sheet of paper. He then took out his laptop and began programming it right then and there. Meanwhile, Paige ate happily and sipped at the wine he had poured for her. She felt like a pig, but she just had to have seconds, it was so good. He worked on, having eaten his food already. When she was through, she began to look around his place. She started with the artwork, working her way over to his bookshelf. There were books and collectibles from all over the world. She looked through his DVD collection and was fascinated to see he had a record player complete with a grand collection of vinyl. She began asking him questions. She was surprised to find that he actually answered her.







Perhaps it was because he was at home, but somehow Jeremy seemed more relaxed and comfortable. She went through the vinyl and books asking about his preferences until he motioned her over to the computer screen. He pulled up a preview of the app and lo and behold there it was, just as she had imagined it. Even better than she had imagined it. She was so happy to see it laid out before her like that. He said that it could be up as soon as he uploaded it to the cloud. She encouraged him to get it up and running ASAP. As the app uploaded, perhaps out of the joy of the moment, she fumbled out, “So what is your name, really?”







She had not meant to ask him that, but the comfort and joy of the moment, along with their conversation had emboldened her. Before she got the chance to apologize he said, “It’s Jerimiah. I just prefer Jeremy. Not necessarily because it’s a simple name, just because I don’t enjoy it. It was my father’s name and that’s a whole other thing.”







Paige was very surprised he had answered her question. She felt somehow that that was not something he told to just anybody. It would seem that they had bonded and were on the way towards a friendship. Just as she began contemplating this, her phone beeped. It was a message from Leo. As soon as she read it, she realized that there was something wrong. First of all it was not the beginning of a conversation, it was in answer to another one. Yet it was something that she couldn’t understand him sending to anybody else. Or even her for that matter.







The text read, “We’re going to my sister’s on Thursday, relax.” This text was particularly odd because she was under the belief that Leo’ sister lived in St. Louis and Leo was supposed to be in New York. The second issue was who was he going to his sister’s with? She doubted a friend, so who else could it be? It had to be a woman. She was completely shocked. For a moment she forgot where she was. She was reawakened, by the sound of Jeremy’s voice asking her, “Are you okay?”







She didn’t know how to answer that. A few minutes ago she had thought that she was in love with the man of her dreams and yet now she didn’t know what she was. There were so many emotions tumbling through her at the moment. Before she could stop herself she blurted out, “What is wrong with men?” As soon as she said it she blushed and wished she could take it back. Yet once again, unbothered Jeremy came back, “Some people are just insatiable.”







Per usual, Jeremy had struck Paige with his answer. He always seemed to know the right thing to say. He continued, “I take it that’s bad news about your boyfriend. I didn’t like him.” Paige felt a rush of gratitude towards Jeremy for that statement. She also felt a rush of tears. In one motion she was putting her face in her hands, in the next she was falling forward into Jeremy. He immediately put his arms around her and held her as she cried. After allowing herself to let go for a short while, Paige collected herself and her things and headed for the lift. She said a clumsy thank you and goodbye before rushing out. On her way down and to her car, she realized that she had just broken down on an assumption. She did not know for sure that Leo was cheating on her. It was probably a misunderstanding. She would ask him about it when he got back.







She spent the rest of the week in a sort of troubled limbo. She experienced bittersweet emotions. She was happy for her site upgrade and new app, but troubled about Leo. He had texted and called her a few times and she had not mentioned anything. She was simply short and dry with him. Still he didn’t seem to detect a problem. She was waiting for the day he came back in town.







Friday afternoon Paige received confirmation from Leo that he would be back that night and would order out from their favorite restaurant. Paige had simply accepted and said she’d see him that night. She went blindly through her workday in anticipation. She told herself it was nothing, but she had a strong sense of foreboding. Part of her had wanted to contact Jeremy, but to say what? Following the night at his place they had exchanged very little contact. She had been embarrassed about her breakdown and he had said that he was busy. He had, however, checked on her, which was very nice.







After work Paige rushed home. Once she got there she realized that there was nothing for her to do, so she simply sat around for a while. Her place was clean so there was nothing to do there. She got in the shower and put on something comfortable. She was in no mood for vanity. She turned on the TV and flipped mindlessly through the channels.







She kept looking at the time. As always, Leo was late. He always had so little consideration for her time. With the sense of dread in her, it was especially torture tonight. After waiting nearly an hour, she heard his key turning in the lock. He walked in, put the food down, and kissed Paige as if nothing was wrong. Paige had been prepared to wait till after they had eaten, but her nerves were so bad, she decided just to get right to it.







She launched right in with, “So apparently you didn’t realize, but you sent me the wrong message the other day.”







“Yeah, so?”







“It was something about going to your sister’s house yesterday. Who did you go to your sister’s house with? Especially going from New York to St. Louis.”







“What are you accusing me of?”







“Are you cheating on me, Leo?”







“See this is what I be talkin’ about. You always comin’ at me with something dumb. I send you one message by mistake and all of a sudden I’m cheating’.”







“What did it mean, Leo?”







“You know what? I don’t have to take this. You wanna make me the bad guy, fine, I’m the bad guy. I’m cheating’ on you then, if that’s what you wanna believe. But I’m not going to stand here and listen to this.”







At that he turned towards the door and walked out. For a minute Paige stood rooted to the spot, completely paralyzed by what he had just done. Not only had he tried to flip the script, but he had followed it up by storming out. Here she was expecting him to quell her suspicions and instead he only made matters worse. She made the immediate decision to go out and follow him. She hurried and grabbed her keys and ran out before he could get too far.







She jumped into her car and sped off down the road. She knew which way he usually took when leaving her place for home, so she took the left at the end of the block and began scanning the streets for his car. It did not take her long to spot the silver Maserati and she started tailing him, trying to stay a few cars behind. They weaved in and out of traffic, with her trying not to get caught. He got onto the freeway and she followed. After driving for 45 minutes, he took the off ramp and began meandering through a beautiful neighborhood. After taking a few twists and turns, he pulled into the driveway of a beautiful brick home with a perfectly manicured lawn and one car already in the driveway. She pulled over a few houses down and turned off her car.







She watched as he got out and walked up to the house. He did not knock on the door or ring the bell. He pulled out his keys, stuck one in the lock and walked right in. Paige sat in a trance trying to figure out her next move. It was possible that it wasn’t what it looked like, but it could hardly be denied. After sitting there for 10 minutes she decided the longer she sat there the more her resolve would wither, so she got out of the car and made her way to the house. She walked up the driveway, across the walkway and came to a stop on the porch. After standing there a few minutes steadying herself, she stepped forward and rang the doorbell. One single ring. She considered turning and running away, but forced herself to stay planted in the spot. After a few short minutes the door opened and on the other side stood Leo.







For a minute it looked as if he had seen a ghost, but then a short, pretty woman came up behind him asking, “Honey, who is that at the door?” Leo took a step into her viewpoint and threw over his shoulder, “Just a woman who is lost. I’m going to try to direct her back to where she is trying to go.” At that he stepped out onto the porch and closed the door behind him. For a moment Paige thought that he might begin to beg and plead, but those thoughts were interrupted by the enraged look on his face. Through gritted teeth he spat, “How dare you come here?”







Paige was completely dumbfounded by his audacity. She could not believe that on top of everything he had the nerve to be upset with her for coming here and not at all apologetic about the situation. Before Paige could launch a verbal attack on him he went on, “Get out of here now and I will deal with you later.”







At this Paige spoke up and said, “You don’t have to deal with me ever. Give me my keys and never speak to me again.” Leo looked for a moment as if he might rebut, but instead reached into his pocket, took out his keys, picked Paige’s out and slid them off of his ring. As he reached to place the keys in her hand she stared at the ring on his ring finger. She continued to be shocked as the information crashed over her once more. Without giving her an opportunity to say anything else, Leo stepped back, opening up the door to the house and speaking up for his wife to hear, “Yeah, just go on around the McDonalds and you should run right into it. Good luck.” He gave her one more look before closing the door.







Paige stood there a moment more, still in total disbelief. Gathering her strength she unstuck her feet and turn to go to her car. As she walked away she felt eyes on her back and for a moment she thought it was Leo realizing what he had done. However, when she turned her head to look, she instead saw the face of his wife staring after her through the window. As she looked into this beautiful woman’s face she saw in her eyes a look of recognition that told Paige that she knew exactly who she was. Paige felt a compulsion to turn around and explain that she had no idea and that she would never knowingly have a relationship with another woman’s husband. Yet something in the look passing between them told her that the wife understood all too well, and there was a look of almost pity there as if she knew what Paige was feeling. Before Paige could be sure, the woman had replaced the blinds and receded back into the house. Paige carried on to her car, got in, put it in drive, and drove away.







She was in la la land, completely unconscious of where she was going. Part of her wanted to call Deanna, but she was too ashamed. She had the same feelings towards her other friends and family. She did not want to have to tell them what a fool she had been. She kept replaying it over and over in her head. She had begun the week in love with a man she was sure she was going to marry, only to find out that would never happen because he was already married. She was too out of it to cry.







Before she knew it she was pulling in front of a building that initially she didn’t recognize. It took her a while to realize that it was Jeremy’s building. She had no sense of what time it was. All she knew was that Jeremy was the only person in the world that she wanted to see at the moment. So she picked up her phone and dialed his number. It seemed like the phone barely rung before he was saying hello. Caught off guard, she blurted out, “I’m sorry.” She barely got the words out before Jeremy was saying, “Don’t worry about it. What’s going on?”







Paige replied, in a voice she barely recognized, “I need to talk to you.” With his usual serenity, Jeremy answered, “Come on.” At that Paige got out of the car, barely conscious of whether she hung up the phone and walked to the door. She pushed the buzzer and he immediately pressed to open the door. She rode up in the lift, holding the wall for balance. As soon as the door open and she stepped out Jeremy was standing on the other side waiting. Without even thinking she stepped into his arms and completely let herself go limp. As if anticipating this, he caught her and pulled her over to the couch where he sat down with her in his arms. She wept there for what felt like eternity. He didn’t say a word.







The next thing Paige knew she was waking up. For a moment she could not remember where she was. Then she saw the painting of the blue girl on the wall. Along with her location, she immediately recalled everything that had happened the night before. She realized that she had cried herself to sleep in Jeremy’s arms. Her head and eyes hurt and she felt physically ill.







She could hear Jeremy moving around in the kitchen and smelled food cooking. She immediately felt incredibly unattractive and wanted to run for the bathroom and try to clean herself up. Before she could even kick her feet over onto the floor she heard Jeremy coming out of the kitchen. Her instinct was to cover her face. She did not want him to see her like this. Unfortunately, he had already seen her pretty much at her worst twice now. She could barely look up into his face.







As always, it seemed that Jeremy knew exactly what Paige was thinking. Before she could say anything Jeremy began, “I realize it’s been a traumatic night for you and you probably don’t want me to see you like this, but its fine. If you would like to get showered up, I have towels in the linen closet in my bathroom, along with some extra tooth brushes. My bathrobe is hanging on the back of the door and if you want something else to wear you can look in my laundry basket and get some things out. I’m making some breakfast so it’ll be waiting for you.”







Paige couldn’t believe how kind he was being. They had not known each other long at all, though they had developed somewhat of a friendship. She tried to think what could be driving him to be this helpful. She was trying not to be suspicious, but considering what she was going through with Leo she couldn’t help but fear that she was being setup for more hurt. She took a moment to look into his eyes and see if she could get answers. He was still impenetrable. Finally she just came out and said, “I appreciate the help, but I’m curious why you’re being so wonderful to me. I just showed up on your doorstep in the middle of the night and you’ve been great. Excuse me, but why are you being like this?”







Jeremy took a beat to think about it. Paige really hoped that she hadn’t offended him, but she could not deal with the mystery, not in her fragile state. Jeremy stepped around and took a seat next to her on the couch. After taking another minute he responded, “I know this is a vulnerable time for you right now and I understand your trepidation. It’s probably not a good time to be a man around you, but I’m not out to hurt you. The little bit that I’ve gotten to know about you leads me to believe you are a good person. I’ve genuinely enjoyed the time we’ve spent together. I think you have good energy, a good aura, and it’s no great risk to be kind to you. I feel like if I had shown up at your place you would have done the same things for me. So its fine, I don’t feel put out and I’m glad that I can be here for you. There are so many other unhealthy things you could be doing right now. Better you be here with me.”







Paige never felt prepared for the things Jeremy said. She still couldn’t decide who he was. He seemed like a truly good guy, but he was so mysterious. For every new thing she found out about him, she had many more questions that demanded answers. For now she decided that he had given her no reason to doubt that his intentions were good. So she took his word for it and was grateful that there still was a good guy in her life. With that she leaned in and gave him a big hug. As she laid her head on his shoulder she allowed herself to be swallowed up in his arms. Jeremy gave the absolute best hugs; so warm and full of meaning. She felt safe in his arms and was so glad that she had ended up in front of his building last night.







After pulling away she got up and headed to the bathroom. She forced herself to look in the mirror and, though she didn’t look as bad as she’d thought, she did look like a booger in search of a nose. Her hair was everywhere, she had makeup in splotches all over her face, including mascara that was running down her cheeks and her face was dry from all of the tears. She took a nice long, hot shower. While in there she heard the door open and worried that he was going to try to come in with her, but a minute later it had closed again. She shrugged, finished her shower and brushed her teeth. She looked down and realized that her clothes were gone. Finding a comb in a drawer, she tried to put her hair in some semblance of order. She had found a hoody and some basketball shorts in his laundry basket and put them on.







Just as she was getting ready to head back to the kitchen, she realized how hungry she was. Following the wonderful smells permeating through the loft, she found her way into the kitchen and sat down. Jeremy took a plate out of the microwave and sat it down in front of her. He had made scrambled eggs, pancakes, bacon and sausage. It looked absolutely delicious. As she settled in and began to eat she realized that Jeremy now knew things about her that no one else knew; things that she wouldn’t have wanted anyone to know. She thought it was time for her to get some more information on him.







After swallowing a bite of food she started, “Okay, so at this point you know way too much about me and I still don’t feel like I know much about you.” Jeremy hoisted himself on the counter and said, “What do you want to know?” Paige had to take a moment to think about it. There was so much that she wanted to know, she didn’t know where to start. She thought it best to start at the beginning. She asked, “Where are you from? Where did you grow up?”







“I was born just outside of Addis Ababa, Ethiopia. My mother was an archeologist. We moved all around the world on her digs and putting together her research. Unfortunately, while I was still young my mother died. From there I moved with my grandfather who was also an archeologist so we moved around quite a bit as well. When it was time to go to college I chose one in the states. The rest as they say is history.”







“I’m sorry to hear about your mother. What about your dad?”







“He was never involved in my life. I barely knew him. I only saw him a few times in my life, by accident. I’m related to RJ on his side, which is why I wasn’t really around them for the most part. I moved here just a few years ago.”







“You said knew him and was.”







“He died some years ago. Killed by one of his women.”







“Wow that’s awful. What about your grandfather?”







“He was killed in Portugal. He had a bad habit of sleeping around and living recklessly. It finally caught up with him. He’s it from that side of my family. I don’t have anybody left. They either died or I never knew them. I’m a loner.”







“I see. What made you move here?”







“Bad memories every other place I want to live. I got pretty close with my paternal grandmother, so I moved to be closer to her.”







“Oh, is she the grandmother RJ lost last year?”







“Yeah”







“That’s a lot of loss.”







“Yep”







“I guess that explains why you’re a loner. You’re not seeing anybody?”







“No. I haven’t been in a relationship in quite some time.”







“Any reason in particular. You don’t have to answer if you don’t want.”







“The women I meet are usually, for lack of a better word, ridiculous. It’s like they have been indoctrinated by Rom-Coms and romance novels and all they want is generic, clich relationships.”







“You haven’t met one woman that you liked?”







“I’ve been on dates, but they usually find me unsuitable.”







“You??”







“I’m not the prince charming they were looking for.”







“So who are you?”







“I’m a lot of things. Not what people typically expect.”







“I think you’re a great guy.”







“Well, like you said, you don’t really know me.”







“What am I missing?”







“I can be a bit sterile. I’m not a warm, fuzzy type of guy usually. I can take or leave people. That’s usually a turnoff.”







“I can understand that. You’ve lost a lot of people. It makes sense that you wouldn’t like to get close to people.”







A faint smile crossed Jeremy’s face. He was obviously impressed by Paige’s reading of him. Paige felt much more comfortable with him now. It felt less lopsided now that she knew things about him too. She decided to keep going. She asked, “You don’t get lonely?”







“I prefer to be alone. People have never understood me. They’re not comfortable with my silence. They think it means I’m sneaky. There are a lot of assumptions made when it comes to me. Based on how I look and that I keep to myself. That I’m stuck up, arrogant, vain, cold, calculating.”







“You can’t stay alone forever.”







“I have friends. Not a lot, but some. I have a relationship with some of my family. I’m not really alone.”







“But what about being in love? Don’t you want to get married and have kids?”







“Not really”







Paige was taken aback by this answer. She had never met anyone who didn’t want to be married with children. She thought it was want everybody wanted. It was the most natural thing in the world. She could see how women would be turned away by him. Why would anyone want to be in a relationship with someone who didn’t want to be married? There was no future in it. So now it all made sense why such a beautiful man would be single. She took a moment to think and said, “Wow. You’re right that is different.”







“You think of me differently now.”







“I don’t really know what to think. I’ve always wanted to have a husband and a family. Having neither is like a nightmare. So what do you want?”







“I don’t really think in those terms. I just take things as they come.”







“You don’t have any plans for the future?”







Jeremy shrugged and said, “I don’t know what tomorrow brings. One day you have a mother, the next you don’t. Not to use you as an example, but I’m sure before last night you thought you knew what your future would bring. Now look. You have to completely retool your thinking.”







Paige took a moment to think about this. He was right. She had thought that Leo was her future and now she was back to the drawing board. She would have to start all over with a new man. Just the thought of it filled her with dread. Having to get to know someone and then become comfortable with them would be so much work. It made her sad to think about it.







Apparently her feelings showed on her face because Jeremy continued, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad.”







“No you’re right. I guess maybe I would feel better if I hadn’t have thought that I was going to marry Leo.”







Paige took a minute to think and asked, “Why are you telling me all of this? You said you’re not warm and fuzzy, but you’ve been incredibly sweet and thoughtful with me. It doesn’t make sense.” Jeremy just stared at her for a while. His expression was blank, but his eyes were intense. Paige got that naked feeling again, like there was nothing she could hide from him. After taking a few more beats, Jeremy began, “I told you. I enjoy your company. I like your spirit. I think you’re a good person. There’s just something about you. You remind me of my mother. Not in a weird maternal way, just that she was a phenomenal woman; smart, generous, beautiful, with a huge heart. Her name was Ramona. She had a vitality about her that was like nothing else I have experienced in my life. I see that in you. She was my absolute favorite person.”







Paige was incredibly touched by his words. At no point had she thought that he had thought much of her at all. Yet here he was telling her that he thought she was special. It was very flattering. She didn’t want to jump to any conclusions here. He had just told her that he preferred to be alone and wasn’t looking for a serious relationship, yet here he was comparing her to his favorite person. She was becoming confused.







After giving it another moment to sink in she said, “Thank you. That’s a great compliment. What does that mean?”







“In terms of us, you mean?”







“Yeah.”







“Honestly, I don’t really know. I just like having you around. I think at the moment with you fresh out of a relationship, you should probably take some time for yourself. I’d like to continue to be your friend if that’s okay.”







She thought about it. Of course, she was attracted to him. She had been since she first laid eyes on him, but he was absolutely right. She had been in a committed relationship for years and she did need to take some time. She liked her friendship with Jeremy. She liked being able to come and talk to him. It was probably best for them to just be friends. She replied, “I’d like that too.” With that thought she finished her breakfast and got up to wash the dishes. Jeremy remained seated on the counter watching as she washed. Once she had finished rinsing the final dish she heard a beeping sound.







Jeremy jumped down off of the counter and said, “It’s the dryer. Your clothes are done.” He went to the laundry room and came back with her clothes. Handing them to her he said, “So what are your plans for the day?”







“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t have to work today and I didn’t have any plans. I think I was supposed to do something with Leo, but…”







“I get it. So do you want to go home and be alone now?”







“If I go home I’ll feel like I’ll have to call people and start telling them what happened. I don’t think I’m ready for that yet. I also don’t want to go bury myself in my bed and weep. I don’t know what I’m gonna do.”







“Well, I finished my last project early, so I don’t have anything going on. You’re free to hang around here. We could go somewhere if you’d like.”







“Like where?”







“I think I know a good place. If you don’t mind the outdoors.”







“The outdoors are fine with me.”







“Cool, well if you want to get dressed now, we can head out.”







“Great, I’ll get ready.”







Paige went off to the bathroom and got ready. She heard Jeremy walk into his bedroom. Once she had her clothes on and put her hair into a neat ponytail she walked out to find her shoes. She glanced into Jeremy’s bedroom just as he was taking off one shirt and putting on another. He was even more ripped than she initially thought. From the glimpse she got she could see he had a few more tattoos than she had initially seen. He had a few on his arms and one rather large one on his right side. She tore her eyes away and went on the hunt for her shoes. She found them on the other side of the couch. Just as she was getting them on, Jeremy walked out apparently ready to go. She got up and followed him to the lift. They went down and out to his car.







She sat down in his passenger seat and was immediately impressed by his ability to make all things that were his so cozy and cool. The car was a navy blue on the outside with a turquoise interior. It smelled absolutely amazing and as soon as he put the key in the ignition, Sade began to play from the speakers. Even his driving was smooth. He whipped the car effortlessly out of his parking spot and down the road. She tried to remind herself that he was just her friend.







Once she was settled in and they had driven a little ways she asked, “So where are we going?” After singing a bit of Cherish the Day, with a very nice singing voice, he said, “There’s this great spot I want you to see off the Pacific. Then we can go to the fair.”







“The fair?”







“Yeah, I like going to the fair. You don’t?”







“I’ve never really been to one. I’ve only ever really seen them on TV.”




“Well it should be a nice change.”







With that she sat back in her seat and enjoyed the ride. The playlist was all Sade so she enjoyed the smooth music, with the occasional vocals from Jeremy. It was difficult for her not to appreciate his presence and how serene she felt in it. She thought about how it had been with Leo. Leo was so self-involved they mostly did what he wanted to do. He was bossy and they would often get into arguments about things that shouldn’t have mattered. In this light she really began to wonder why she had stayed with him at all. A list of things that looked good on paper. In reality, who he really was, just didn’t hold up. It was better that their relationship was over. It was for her best.







They hadn’t ridden long before they were pulling up to a cliff overlooking the ocean. It was a cozy little nook in a grove of trees that was absolutely stunning. Paige had never really been much of a nature person, but she could not deny the pure beauty of the scene. It looked like a real, live landscape that a great artist would paint. They sat there in silence, looking at the water and listening to the music. After a while, Jeremy said, “I come here sometimes when I need to reset. It’s crazy how I’ve been all over the world and looked out over many different waters, from the Atlantic to the Indian, the Mediterranean Sea, and the other side of the Pacific in Japan. It always makes you think of what is possible. There is no end to the horizon. Makes impossible feel like a myth.”







“Yeah, this definitely feels like a place God would dwell. Maybe Eden looked something like this.”







“Yeah, maybe…You have a big family, Paige?”







“Yes I do. Tons of cousins, aunts, uncles. I’m one of 4 myself. It’s pretty major. A lot of my family is down south though. You know, down in Alabama.”







“You see them often?”







“Try to. We have family dinners. Two big family reunions every year. One here, one in Alabama.”







“What’s it like being in a big family?”







“It’s nice to feel loved by that many people, even if you don’t like them all. It can get to be a bit much sometime, but overall it’s fun. Plus my new family through the company.”







“That sounds cool.”







Paige felt bad for Jeremy not having a family like she did. They often drove her crazy, but she didn’t know what she would do without them. She considered Jeremy’s life as a lone wolf and realized in many ways he hadn’t had a choice. He had simply accepted it. She looked over at him and was glad that she was a part of his life now. Maybe he wouldn’t feel the need to be alone anymore.







They sat in silence for a while longer, then as if blinking out of a dream he said, “So, ready to go to the fair?” Paige took it all in a minute longer before replying, “Let’s go.” They drove back down the road. It only took about 15 minutes for them to pull up to the fair. It looked just as Paige had imagined that it would; the many different tents and people milling around eating treats and playing games. They got out of the car and entered right between the popcorn and cotton candy stands, so of course they had to stop and get some. Jeremy went straight for the games. He seemed to be good at everything. Before long they had amassed quite a stack of prizes.







Paige played a few games too, but mostly she just stood back in awe. Not only had Jeremy won her many prizes, but he handed some out to the kids around them. It got to be so much, the manager asked that he please stop and let other people get the prizes. Jeremy simply shrugged, hauled the prizes to the car and came back to enjoy some more food. He joined in on a pie eating contest which he very nearly won. The whole while he and Paige laughed and gabbed like they were the best friends in the whole world. Paige could not remember the last time she had had so much fun. She was upset when it was time to leave.







They drove back to Jeremy’s loft and went inside. After finding places for his prizes, they both flopped down on the couch exhausted and blissful. For some time they said nothing, just sat there, each in their own thoughts. Out of nowhere Paige leapt across the couch into Jeremy’s lap and began to kiss his him passionately. She thought for a second that he might resist, but instead he pulled her into him and kissed her back just as passionately. For a while they just sat there entwined, kissing and caressing each other. Then Paige reached down and pulled Jeremy’s shirt over his head. She looked down at the tattoo on his side. It said Ramona in big stylized letters. As she continued to pull at his clothes, he countered by doing the same. He unbuttoned her shirt and began to pull down her pants. In that moment she allowed herself to consider if this was what she really wanted. She realized that she had been the one to initiate, but now she thought that perhaps this wasn’t such a good idea. It felt incredibly right, but that was her body talking, not her head.







She continued to kiss Jeremy and they were both practically naked, but still she wondered if she would not be affected afterward. He was clear that he just wanted to be friends. She might be setting herself up. In spite of the great time she had had today, she was still a bit raw from Leo. She didn’t know if it was a good idea to jump in bed with a guy so soon, especially one she was just trying to build a friendship with. But she couldn’t stop herself. She was on auto-pilot and she didn’t know if she could stop herself. He was so beautiful and sexy and she did really want to do this. At the same time she was afraid of the consequences.







With each moment it seemed that her body was winning the battle. His kisses alone were like sex and she just got pulled deeper and deeper into the point of no return. She decided that she was going to turn her mind off and just enjoy herself. She’d deal with the rest later. She gave herself to him and it felt so natural. Their intimacy was off the charts. She couldn’t tell where she ended and he began. She forgot they were on a couch. It felt like she was on a cloud, radiating pleasure. The more he gave the more she wanted. She felt so beautiful and desired as he held her close and seemed not to want to let her go. Time was no longer a factor. There was nothing else, but them and what they gave to one another. She felt like she was on drugs. It was the most amazing experience of her life.







Finally they fell apart, panting and bleary-eyed. She could barely move, but she rolled off of the couch and stumbled back to the bathroom. After using it, she looked into the mirror expecting to see some great transformation. She did not feel like the same woman that had fell into the loft the night before. It had just been one day and yet she did not feel she would ever be the same again. It was equally exhilarating and terrifying.







She slowly walked back into the living room and found Jeremy laying on the couch deep in thought. On one hand she didn’t want to disturb him, but she didn’t want to be alone with her own thoughts. They were flying in all directions. She sat back down on the couch next to him and said, “I can’t help, but feel sad this isn’t more. Today has been one of the best days of my life.” Jeremy nodded his head as if she understood exactly what she meant. Then he turned to her and said, “Maybe it can.”







Paige was at a loss once again. She felt like he was sending mixed signals. It had just been this morning when he said he thought they should be friends. Now he was saying that he thought they could be more. She was getting whiplash trying to keep up with him. She replied, “What do you mean?”







“I mean this is different than anything else I’ve ever dealt with. I know what I said before, but I’d be lying if I said that I really only want to be your friend. True, I think you should take some time to get over your ex, but this is happening. It’s not about what we think now. This is real. Look, I know I’m gun shy about losing people so I’d rather not get involved, but I am already deeply involved. I’m not crazy enough to think I love you yet, but it feels like the beginning of something really big in my life. It feels exception-making. I’m not trying to confuse you; I’m just dealing with a lot of emotions with this.”







Paige was so happy. He wanted to be with her too. She shouldn’t get her hopes up because it could very well end and badly. But right now she felt like there was no place in the world she would rather be. She looked down at herself and immediately started laughing. Jeremy raised his eyebrows in wonder at her. Once the laughs died down a bit she said, “It’s just hilarious to be having this conversation completely naked.” Jeremy looked down at himself and then over at her and began laughing too. They laughed and laughed until they began to kiss. For a while they just laid in each other’s arms, allowing the waves of a new beginning to wash over them. Paige put on Jeremy’s t-shirt while he pulled back on his boxers. They went into his bedroom and cuddled under the covers until they fell asleep.







From there it just went on. Each held their breath a bit waiting for it to turn, but it didn’t. Leo tried to call Paige back, but she simply instructed him to come get the few things that he had left at her apartment. He was very dismayed to find when he got there that Jeremy was there too. He shot angry looks at him as he collected his things. Jeremy looked back at him with a slight smirk on his face. Once Leo had gotten everything, Paige slammed the door behind him. She was done with that chapter of her life and had moved into a happier one with Jeremy. Their effortless conversations and adventures continued as their bond grew.







Deanna was thrilled. Slightly jealous, but thrilled. RJ had a major party and they went together. Everyone was very surprised to see Jeremy, especially with Paige. He didn’t have much to say, but he and Paige danced together all night and had a great time. There were moments when Paige felt that Jeremy was pulling away, but she realized he was still adjusting to their relationship. He admitted to her he had never really allowed himself to get this invested in a relationship before. He also told her often that in a way she had saved him from a life all alone, afraid to love because he didn’t want to deal with losing anyone else. She comforted him the best way she could and tried to help anyway she could think of.







Let Paige Tell it had catapulted to a whole other level since the re-launch of the site and release of the app. She found that she had really built something great and was now reaping the rewards. But even better was being able to share it all with Jeremy who was now her biggest cheerleader. She often brought him into her work and even more so into her family life. She found that he got along great with her family and she recognized his wonder at being involved with the family structure. She was so happy she could help heal him in that way.







It wasn’t long before Jeremy asked Paige to marry him. She was ecstatic and immediately accepted. They decided to have a small ceremony, just people closest to them. They took an extended honeymoon across the world. Jeremy took Paige too many of the places he had lived when he was a child. They looked back over those many waters together. After their honeymoon, Paige decided to move into Jeremy’s loft. She broke into the blue with her own purple and they completely blended their lives together.







It was not perfect, but it was truly wonderful. Each found healing in each other and they developed their own family together. After much discussion they had decided to try for children. Jeremy was hesitant, feeling ill-equipped to be a good father, but after much assurance from Paige, he agreed to that he would try his best. Paige had so much joy she could hardly contain herself. Most days she rolled over and looked at Jeremy beside her and wanted to fall on her knees and thank God. From a relationship that left her feeling the lowest she had ever felt to the most healthy, beautiful connection she had ever known. She felt truly blessed.







Paige wanted to pinch herself, but this was no dream. It was possible. She had almost settled for less, but was granted better. With all of this in mind she cherished Jeremy and what they had dearly. She often sent up prayers and gratitude to his mother for laying a foundation for such an extraordinary man. Then she found his arms, wrapped herself in them, and vowed to race him to forever.











*****



THE END




















































The Quantum Society

Book 1







She was the fourth one in a month. All the signs were there, the sunken eyes, the bemused expression, the crumpled party dress—plus the hallmark scars. Amari directed the dazed woman to the examination room, and indicated the chair beside her desk. Characteristically compliant, the woman obeyed without question. Amari guessed her to be mid-forties. Attractive and slim, she bore the same characteristics as the other victims, prey for someone with a very strange fetish.



“Mrs Francis?” Amari ventured, readying the blood pressure monitor.



“Ms. It’s Ms. Francis. Gillian?”



“You don’t sound too sure.” This is becoming textbook, Amari thought to herself. Memory loss, disorientation… She held up two fingers. “How many, Gillian?” The woman leaned forward and peered at Amari’s hand.



“Two? Yes, two. Two.” Possible myopia.



“Very good…” Amari murmured. She applied the cuff and inflated it, watching the reading. Unusually low, but not quite enough to cause medical panic. Unusual, that was, for a healthy woman. Gillian Francis had suffered something strange recently, something Amari had only seen three times before.



“Do you use drugs, Ms. Francis, Gillian?” Amari released the cuff, then turned her attention to the scars.



“What? No! Absolutely not! Never!”



“Ms. Francis, please calm down.” She turned Gillian’s hand over, and peered closely.



“Apart from some experimenting at college.”



“Dope?”



“Mm-hmm.”



“Smoking a little weed won’t leave marks like these.” Two puncture wounds, about four inches apart, glowed red on Gillian’s wrist. The higher scar was directly over the radial artery, on the inner side of the wrist and directly behind the thumb. The second scar was higher, and toward the outer side, directly over the ulnar artery.



Coincidence? she thought. Not likely.



“I don’t suppose you keep wild animals?”



“What sort of wild animals?”



“Oh, bears, cougars, fully-grown lions.”



“No,” she laughed. “Of course not. What kind of doctor are you?”



“A doctor who would love to know what caused these marks.”



Gillian sighed. “You’re not the only one. How long will these take to heal?”



Top priority, same as the others. How bad will these scars look?



“Aren’t you at all concerned about where they came from?”



“I…” Gillian frowned. “No, I’m not to worry my pretty little head about them.” Amari leaned back, perplexed by the woman’s words. She sounded like a child who had been coached, or warned.



“So can you tell me where you’ve been for the past three days.”



“Of course. I…” Gillian frowned. “Three days? What day is it today?”



“Tuesday. Tuesday afternoon.”



“No, you’re wrong. It can’t be. Yesterday was Saturday.” She stared around the examination room, confused. The alarm was clear in her eyes.



“You’ve lost a few days, Gillian, but you’re back now.” Amari leaned over to catch the frightened woman’s eyes. “Let’s treat your wounds, then I’ll make an appointment for you to see Doctor Siddig. He’s an expert in recovering lost memory.”



As she applied a hydrocolloid dressing to the scarred wrist, Amari probed Gillian’s memories as gently as she could, hoping to trigger some clue as to her activities, without uncovering a nightmare. If a traumatic event had caused Gillian to suppress three days’ worth of memories, a clumsy unearthing of the event might result in acute mental stress.



Four women, all with similar small scars, and acute memory loss. What are the chances?



After the woman left, Amari leaned back, pressing her fingertips together. She’d never been the type to believe in coincidence. After a moment, she tapped her keyboard, then set about searching for the records of other three women she’d treated. If there was a common thread, she’d find it.



Somehow.







~







“Taking your work home again?” a man asked. Amari sighed as she slowed to a stop. She counted slowly up to three—her lucky number—then turned to face Ian Chamberlain.



“And I’m the only one who does?” She glanced at his briefcase.



He shrugged. “What say we both ditch the homework, and give ourselves a break?” Amari kept the trio of files close to her chest, shielding herself from his latest advance. Why had she said ‘maybe’ to him? He’d been pressing her for a date all year. Sure, he was tall, dark-haired and only a genuine smile short of handsome, but his manner irritated him. He carried an air of expectation, and treated everyone in the building as his inferior, expecting them to run around after him. The day he’d asked her to bring in coffee for him, because he was busy with a patient, that had irritated her beyond words.



The next morning, when she’d arrived at the hospital, latte in hand, he’d made snarky comments to the receptionists about her slovenly and selfish conduct. Fortunately, she was on good terms with them, and they told her everything. So a date with Ian was never going to happen, ever.



“A break?” She pretended to think about his proposal, then smiled. “You know,” she said slowly, as if the idea had just occurred to her. “You’re right. We should take some time to enjoy a break.”



“Really? So you’ll—”



“Definitely.” She turned on her heel and walked away. “I’ll let you know how it goes. Have fun!” She raised her hand and waved, hurrying away.



“Hey!” Ian’s irritated cry echoed from the walls as she exited, headed for the car park.



Putz…



The drive home gave her time to consider what she’d found in the files. Paul Siddig had been kind enough to report his findings back to her. His expertise in memory trauma had been taxed by Gillian Francis and the three related cases, although he admitted it was still early days with Gillian. All four women had demonstrated inexplicable memory loss, extending back between twelve and fourteen hours, except for Gillian, who had inexplicably lost three days. Hers was the case that bucked the trend. However, the other symptoms were consistent. All four women bore similar scars on their right wrists, although the distance between the puncture wounds varied by up to an inch.



Not a bite mark, then, unless more than one animal was involved. The one factor which proved to be the solid link was the time the memory losses began. All four women recalled their day perfectly, until Saturday evening. Yes, their experiences were separated by six weeks, but each of them had lost a Saturday night.



Hypnosis, Doctor Siddig had recorded, proved too distressing for the subjects. When asked to retrace their movements following memory loss, all three lapsed into a dangerous fit, which only ended when regression was terminated. Amari guessed Paul hadn’t yet attempted hypnosis on Gillian, patient number four.



“Saturday night…” she murmured to herself. “What could happen to four socialites on the same day, every two weeks?” The spacing had been consistent, she noted. Patient Two had been admitted two weeks after Patient One. Patient Three had appeared two weeks later, and then Gillian had shown up, having lost three days, taking her back to Saturday.



So I have eleven days before another one turns up—unless I figure this out first.







~







“I think I have it.” Amari rattled the patient’s files excitedly. Paul Siddig barely glanced up from his reader



“Take two days off and call me when you’re feeling better,” he murmured.



“No, I mean I have the answer—I think”



“Well, as long as you’re certain.” He quirked an eyebrow. Amari scowled, and he sighed. “Okay, get it off your chest.”



“It’s a party of some kind.”



“Pretty dull party.” Paul glanced at the files. Amari ignored him.



“They were all at parties, maybe even the same one. They got dressed up in their finest, went partying, and then forgot the entire night.”



“So you think they used recreationals? Or their drinks were spiked?”



“It would fit, wouldn’t it? Where’s the best place for drink and drugs?”



Paul leaned back in his chair. “Except their blood screening showed no drugs, and minimal trace alcohol.”



“Could we be looking at a new kind of drug? One that wears off quickly?”



“The effective time of the drug is irrelevant. The chemicals it leaves behind take a finite time to flush out. Some can leave traces for six months, showing up even in hair samples.”



Amari sighed and sank into the seat opposite Paul.



“There must be other clues,” she said. “We simply need to look for them.”



“The bite marks,” Paul began. “They—”



“They must have been made by at least four different animals.”



“The spacing?”



“Or they’re artificial.”



“Maybe it’s a delivery system for the drugs.”



“Puncture wounds of that size weren’t made by a needle. More like a hammer and chisel.”



“It’s crude, I’ll grant you.”



“Maybe…” Amari wagged a finger. “Maybe we’re looking at this the wrong way. What if something was taken out of the body, rather than injected into it?”



“What? But why exsanguinate via the wrist? It’s inefficient.”



.”I’ve read that people can get high through blood loss.”



“Dangerous way to get high,” Paul muttered.



“More dangerous than flooding the bloodstream with unknown chemicals?”



“Hmm. I guess.”



“Which brings us back to our partygoers.”



“If that’s what they are. None of them remember anything.”



“Hear me out. Every two weeks, a party takes place at which one woman—”



“At least one woman,” Paul interjected.



“—is either attacked or coerced in some way, resulting in blood loss via the wrist, and subsequent memory loss, whether accidental or deliberate.”



Paul nodded. “It’s theory. Now prove it.”



“I will.”



“Oh? How, exactly?”



“I ordered a party dress on line.”



Paul frowned at her. “No, absolutely not.”



“What? I get to go out on my own time, don’t I?”



“Not on some crazy mission to track down a drug pusher, or a blood-letting psychopath.” He stopped, realizing his voice was carrying. But no-one in the staff canteen had noticed. Amari glanced at her hand, which Paul was holding. Self-conscious, he opened his fingers and she moved her hand away.



“I didn’t know you cared,” she said, adding a nervous laugh.



“We’re professionals, Amari, in the caring industry. Of course I care.” He waved a dismissive hand, but his eyes were lowered, fixed on the table top. “Maybe…” he began, then cut the thought short.



“Maybe?” She lowered her head and peered up into his face. “Maybe what?”



“I was thinking, maybe you wouldn’t want to do this crazy thing alone.”



“Are you suggesting we go to the party together?”



“Only so you wouldn’t be on your own.”



“That is so sweet.” She grinned.



“I’m thinking of your safety. Someone needs to watch your back.”



“Oh, is that what you’d be watching?”



“I…” His face flushed and he glanced away, looking out of the window. Amari stared at him in amazement. He’s blushing? “Okay, look, I appreciate you wanting to look out for me, but if I’m going to find these pushers, they’re more likely to target a lone woman than a couple, yeah?”



“I could watch you from afar.”



“That’s very poetic.”



“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—”



“No, I think it’s a great idea. We could ride there together and you could case the joint, keep an eye on the big picture.”



“Case the joint? Should I book us a Speakeasy while I’m at it? Pack a Tommy gun?”



“Funny guy.”



“Okay, so I’ll order a party dress.” He smiled, and she couldn’t help following suit. “But I need to know one thing.”



“Okay. What?”



“Where is this damn party being held?”



“Paul, I haven’t the faintest idea.”







~







Amari spent the next week researching social media, trying to glean clues as to where the best parties took place. Night clubs were out, she reasoned. All four victims were over thirty, and unlikely to spend the night raving. No, Gillian had been elegantly dressed, although she was a little worse for wear after three days away from home. Paul had reminded her of the other women’s state of dress. Glamorous, he said. They were all single, and had probably been attracted to parties where businessmen, and possibly millionaires hung out.



“Gold diggers?” Amari asked.



“Not necessarily. Probably women who wanted to improve their social status, and foresaw a comfortable lifestyle with a man of means.”



“Private parties?”



“Most likely.”



“That ought to narrow the field.”



“You’ll need an expensive suit.”



“I’m planning to go casual. Designer clothes, but within a doctor’s meagre budget.”



“Smart casual?”



“And will you be stepping out in a Louis Vuitton?”



“What? No, I bagged myself a pre-loved Erdem Moralioglu dress.”



“A… what?” Paul stared.



“Kate Middleton?”



He shook his head, bemused. “I never heard of—”



“She’s exclusive, okay? Mostly.”



“As long as you’re decent.”



“Aw, you care?”



“Like I said, we’re—”



“—in the caring profession.”



“Exactly.”



Her respect for Paul had grown over the past week. She’d seen a side of him she’d never suspected, and she liked it. In contrast to Ian Chamberlain, he was kind, considerate, charming, and funny. His frequent bouts of shyness only endeared him to her all the more. In the past, he’d maintained a respectful, professional distance, but now they were working closely together, he’d dropped his guard. She realized she was watching him closely as he spoke, more than was polite. He seemed to be doing the same. She wondered what was going through his mind.



A strange excitement grew within her as the idea of heading out together became real. They’d be tracking down the mysterious pusher and exposing him to the world. She’d spent more time with Paul than she had with any other man… although there was little competition. She’d had little time for men since she decided to become a doctor. The studying had been long and hard. A smirk touched her lips as the phrase conjured up an image that had nothing to do with study.



“Why are you smiling?”



“Don’t mind me. My mind was in the gutter.”



He grinned. “I like that in a woman.”



“Uh… what?”



“A sleazy side. The ability to admit she’s not all sweetness and innocence.”



“But I am.” She fluttered her eyelashes at him, bringing out the easy laugh she’d begun to adore. This was going to be fun, she decided. Forget going out for a drink and socializing. This detective work was much more exciting.







~







“The blood tests came back.” Paul leafed through several sheets, frowning.



“Any traces of drug use?”



“Not a damn thing.” His eyes scanned the lines of text, searching for clues. “That’s odd.”



“Odd could be significant.”



“Trace amounts of neurotoxins…” he murmured.



“What? Where?” Amari tried to snatch the papers from his hands, but he held them high, smiling gently.



“Patience, dear one. Let me finish reading before you shred the evidence.”



Dear one? “Sorry. I was excited…”



“Similar in nature to snake venom…”



“A snake?” Amari shook her head. “Not from those bites.”



“Hush.”



“Sorry.”



“Closest database match is Canebrake venom. Wow.”



“It fits… kinda.”



“Opthalmplegia…” Paul said to himself. He counted the symptoms on his fingers.



“Uh-huh. Gillian had trouble focusing.”



“Diplopia…”



“Again with the focusing.”



“Peripheral neuropathy…”



“She wasn’t too steady on her feet, and her co-ordination was off.”



“Cerebellar ataxia.”



“Can we get her back in for an MRI? Her brain might be swollen.”



“Probably too late.” Paul sighed. “The symptoms would have worn off by now.”



“But snakebite?”



“Or snake venom… without the bite.”



She frowned. “What? Applied deliberately?”



He shrugged. “It fits.”



“But it wasn’t Canebrake venom?”



“Close…”



“…But no cigar. A new species, maybe?”



“If it is, we could name it. How about the Amari Siddig?” His open hand drew an arc through the air.



“Sounds like my married name.” A long moment of silence followed. When Amari spoke, her voice was tight and high. “If anyone will have me, that is…” Alone in the corridor, the pair gazed at each other. Then Paul stepped forward, and Amari threw herself against him. Their mouths met and they kissed hard, releasing their suppressed hunger for each other. Amari groaned as she pressed herself against him, admitting to herself that she’d wanted this for days, but she couldn’t have allowed herself the luxury of falling for a work colleague.



Now she couldn’t keep her hands off him. Maybe it was the building excitement, the intrigue, the puzzle of the four women. Or it could be the fact she hadn’t been laid in years. She’d spent enough time with Paul to know she wanted him against her, for him to hold her down and use her.



Very soon.







~







They retreated to an empty examination room and Paul locked the door as Amari closed the blinds. Moments later, they were back in each other’s arms, but the pause had given Amari time to think. Being impulsive excited her tremendously, but she knew they needed to be sensible. When he gathered her up in his arms, she put a hand on his chest to slow him.



“I want you,” she said. “I want you completely, but not here. Not at work.”



“I get you.” He smiled. “I want you too. But we can’t be crazy.”



“But I like crazy.” She slid her hand down to his stomach, then sighed as reality hit home. “We need to think about what we’re doing.”



“I like what we’re doing.” He leaned in for a kiss. She didn’t stop him. Their lips met and tongues touched, swirling around the other and flicking as they explored. Paul’s hands slid down Amari’s back. She thought he was going for a handful of her butt, but he stopped at the small of her back and pulled her against him. His erection heated her hip, pressing into her.



“I think he likes me.” She shifted her leg to rub herself against him.



“He definitely likes you. But he’ll have to wait. We haven’t had our first date yet.”



“I think this is fifth-date stuff.” She slid her arms around his waist and molded her body to his. Their lips collided again and they kissed breathlessly. After a minute, Amari pressed her hands to his stomach, pushing gently.



“Nmm… Nmm…” They broke the kiss and Paul gazed at her, a dopey smile on his face.



“Are you calling time?”



“I have to…” Her chest was rising and falling so fast, she had trouble speaking. “This is new to me.”



He laughed. “Me too. I’m out of practice.”



“A big handsome guy like you?”



“Oh?” He threw his head back, then circled it, swinging imaginary long hair. “You think I’m handsome?”



“Well, you’re not too ugly, is what I mean.”



“You little minx.” He squeezed her buttocks and she squealed. She enjoyed the brief intrusion, but grabbed his wrists and pulled his hands back up onto her back.”



“Wrong time, huh?”



“Wrong place, is more like.”



“I don’t know.” He glanced around the exam room. “It’s cozy. I like it. We ought to move our stuff in, get a dog.”



“Funny guy. No, we should take a rain check.”



“Pick this up later?”



She walked her fingers up his chest and onto his neck. “Don’t expect me to be so easy. You’ll have to earn it next time.”



“You won’t be able to keep your hands off me.”



Amari laughed. “Says you.”



“Says me.” He leaned in and they kissed again, but with less haste. Their tongues were leisurely, teasing gently. Amari tried to forget the outside world, but it pressed against her mind, insisting she return. With a quiet sigh, she pulled back and dropped her head. Her fingers walked back down his chest, then pulled his shirt back into place. Their frantic tussle had crumpled it. She did her best to smooth the material.



“End of round one,” Paul said softly. His big finger slid over her bottom lip. She bit it playfully, then on impulse, sucked it into her mouth.



“Hey, hey, no teasing!” He withdrew it carefully, then tapped her nose with the wet fingertip.



“I was getting in some practice,” she protested.



“For what, exactly?”



She smiled. “Oh, you know… lollipops.”







~







Amari struggled to keep her mind on her work. It didn’t help that her panties were wet, reminding her how close she’d come to losing control. Her mind whirled as she tried to analyze her reasons for getting so involved with Paul, before she decided it didn’t really matter. They’d bonded, firstly over the intrigue of the amnesiac women, then over their mutual need for each other. She couldn’t remember needing anyone so much in her whole life. Every time she was left alone in her office, every time a patient left, her fingers slipped between her legs. All afternoon, she maintained her sexual high, not wanting to return to the real world. She was being unprofessional, she knew, but she was burning with lust. The medic within her knew it was nothing more than hormones, but it kept her body buzzing and more alive than ever before. How long could she keep this up? And how would she be able to resist Paul next time she was alone with him?



She wouldn’t, and that was the truth. But then, maybe he was the distraction she needed. She always worked over her hours, and took files home. She needed a social life, and if that meant falling for a guy from work, then so be it.



But did it have to mean sex? She reached down and stroked her crotch, which radiated heat. The material of her pants was damp, meaning she was soaked right through. She’d need to be careful when she got up from behind the desk. Unless Paul came in and locked the door. Then he could bend her over and fuck her over the desk instead, pinning her down and slamming against her body as he pushed his cock deep…



She shook away the thought as footsteps stopped outside her door. A quiet knock, and it was time for the next patient.



Daydream over… for now.







~







If it had been Paul who’d knocked on her door, Amari would have lost control of herself. Fortunately, it was a young man who had injured his thigh in a work accident. However, she had to bite her lip when he removed his pants, leaving her to examine the cut that ran up his leg and beneath his briefs. The outline of his cock was clearly visible through the black cotton, and the closer she got, the more it swelled. She told herself it was flattering, that a barely twenty-something guy could get turned on by an older woman in her thirties.



“You might want to keep that under control,” she said as she cleaned his wound.



“Sorry, Doctor. I think it likes you—hey! That stung!”



“Sorry. Thant’s what happens when I get distracted.” She tried to shake the thoughts from her head, but they kept lapping at her, faster than an incoming tide. The only thing at that moment between professionalism and sex, was a layer of thin cotton. Her patient would offer no protest if she was to pull the briefs aside and take him into her mouth. Or if she bent over her desk, he would be there in an instant.



“Oh, my god. Stop it…” she muttered.



“Excuse me?” he asked.



“Sorry. I’m trying to focus.”



“This isn’t helping, is it?” She stared as he squeezed his erection.



“I think you need a cold shower.” And so do I. What’s wrong with me?



Despite her burning libido, she managed to clean and dress the wound without disgracing herself. The young man seemed disappointed by the lack of action. Amari suspected a diet of porn had given him false expectations about close encounters with females.



And yet, it very nearly happened. She took a deep, steadying breath, then called reception. “Please hold my next appointment for five minutes.”



“Yes, Doctor.”



“Time to fix this.” She locked the door and returned to her seat, then pushed her pants down as far as her knees. Her fingers slipped inside her panties, to find her lips wet and slippery. A quiet groan escaped her throat as she found her clit and circled it, gently at first, then with increasing pressure.



“Mmm…” Her mouth fell open as desire swelled within her. Her buttocks tightened and her toes tensed as she applied more pressure. Dipping into her tight opening, her fingers became slick and shining, enhancing her pleasure.



“Mmm, fuck…” Her head fell back against the chair, and her breathing deepened. Not long now… Wet clicking sounds filled the room as her body tensed, preparing for orgasm. She gasped and moaned softly, wary of a passing patient hearing her. Her rhythm was familiar; circle the clit ten times, dip between the lips for more wetness, then repeat. She wondered what the young man would have thought if he’d known she was playing with herself. A fantasy materialised in her head, of her taking his cock in her mouth, of her sucking eagerly on him as she stroked her pussy. No sex, just masturbation and oral. She’d suck him until he filled her mouth with sweet, sticky cum, until her own orgasm gripped her.



Her feet left the floor. She suppressed her cries with the back of her hand, but several groans and some tight squeaks escaped. She shuddered and jerked as tight, hard spasms shook her body, squeezing more noise between her clenched teeth. Her body jerked hard, banging her knees on the underside of her desk.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck…” she whispered. “Oh, wow. Wow, wow, wow…” The peak of the orgasm passed, and her muscles started to relax. The tips of her toes touched the carpet again. Her breathing was loud and labored. She blew out her cheeks, trying to steady her breaths as her heart hammered against her ribs. The room had grown uncomfortably hot, Or was it her? With the orgasm fading, she felt foolish, wanton. What was wrong with her, frigging herself like a hormonal teenager, and in the middle of the working day? Her pulse slowed to normal and the flush faded from her cheeks. She lifted her hands, to see her fingers shining with her own sexual lubricant.



“Oh, fuck…” She struggled upright, hampered by the low position she’d adopted, her sticky hands, and the fact her pants were restricting her legs. The small sink beckoned. She managed to get to her feet, and stumbled across to wash her hands, feeling foolish in her half-dressed state. As she coated her hands with soap, she shook her head at her recent lapse of professionalism, despite knowing the possible consequences of not relieving the sexual tension. She had been so horny, she might very well have molested the next patient.



“I nearly gave myself to that last one…” she told her reflection. “What the hell was I thinking?” Fortunately, the frantic masturbation had taken the edge off her urges. Once she felt calm enough, she unlocked the door and informed reception she was ready for her next patient.



“As long as I don’t have to examine his genitals, I’ll be fine,” she said to herself. The door opened, and a thirty-year-old man stepped into her surgery.



“Ah, Mister Baines.” She smiled tightly and cursed her luck. “Has your circumcision swelling gone down by now?”







~







By the time Saturday arrived, Amari was nervous as hell. After their frantic clinch at the hospital, she and Paul had conducted themselves like adults, rather than rampant teenagers. They’d kissed again, deeply and passionately, but their clothes had remained in place. Despite Amari’s brief corrective lapse at her desk, she’d managed to remain cool and calm. Masturbation had restored her self-control, and although she felt guilty for not giving herself to Paul, she thoroughly enjoyed the evenings they spent together, fully clothed. She hoped he felt the same way, despite her temporary chastity.



After the party, she decided. That’s the time to get jiggy. In truth, she was still horny for him, but in a measured, controllable way.



She dressed with care, choosing her sexiest underwear, anticipating a fun night in bed with Paul after the party ended. She took a moment to admire her figure in the long mirror, turning this way and that, pulling in her slight tummy to taut perfection. Years of careful eating had paid off.



The Erdem dress was a snug fit, requiring a great deal of wriggling. It left her shoulders completely bare, aside from three spaghetti straps on her right shoulder, and a single strap on her left. No logic, she thought, just fashion. She could imagine Kate Middleton enjoying the black, slinky outfit on one of her royal engagements. Three-inch heels and a silk clutch bag completed the ensemble. She’d paid more for the bag than she’d been comfortable with, but it felt good in her hand, as if she’d stepped up a rung in the societal ladder.



As she waited for Paul to arrive, she rechecked her facts. She’d narrowed the possibilities down to three venues. The Wildfire Club, a hothouse for millionaires and their attendant gold diggers. The second was Detendez-vous, advertised as the place for the well-heeled to escape the pressures of society, surrounded by luxury and unhurried pleasures. Amari thought it sounded like a cat house.



La Casa del Diablo was the final possibility. Social media raved about it, although apparently, only a very few had managed to persuade their way inside. Most of the chat was speculation. None of the lucky few had ever confirmed publicly what went on inside. Amari’s instincts told her to try La Casa first, but Paul thought their chances of being allowed inside would improve if they’d been seen at the other venues first.



She checked the battery was fully charged, then pushed the tracker deep into her clutch bag, ensuring the small device was well hidden. Paul had suggested a camera, but Amari was wary of it being seen. Cameras, by their very nature, had to be out in the open, or peeking out from behind something. No, there was too much chance of being spotted. But the tracker could be well hidden. It brought her comfort. No point in venturing into the lion’s den, she reasoned, if there was a chance she might disappear like the other women.



At seven o’clock, Paul arrived, driving a brand-new Jaguar.



“I’m impressed. Have you been doing some extra surgery to earn those wheels?”



“Rented, I’m sad to say.”



“Pity.” She tapped a finger against her ruby-red lips. “If it was yours, I’d have you take me over the hood right now.”



“Well, there IS a lease-to-buy option.”



“Too late, lover boy. You already blew your chances.”



“Dang it.” He dropped his head.



“Don’t worry.” She took hold of his hand. “I dressed up real nice for you. If you’re nice to me…”



He raised an eyebrow. “Uh-huh?”



“I might let you buy me dinner.”



“So a blowjob is out of the question?”



“Paul!”



“Too much?”



“You didn’t even say please.” They laughed together. Paul opened the passenger door, and Amari poured herself into the low seat, wishing she’d worn a Versace trouser suit instead of a tight dress. Paul grinned as he dropped into the driver’s seat.



“Hold on tight. This baby has a supercharged vee-eight.” He gunned the engine and roared away, pushing Amari back into her seat, which hugged her tightly. The engine thundered up through the gears, each shift accompanied by the powerful whine of the supercharger.



“Wow.”



And so they arrived in style at The Wildfire Club. Before they opened the car doors, Amari knew it was the wrong place.



“No?” Paul asked, frowning.



“Ninety-nine percent sure.”



“What’s the giveaway?”



“See the mature blond in the green dress?”



Paul peered through the windshield. “Black clutch bag and platforms?”



“She’s patient number two.”



“Wow. I didn’t recognize her. She looks totally different.”



“Hot, you mean?”



“Maybe—ow!” He covered his arm where Amari had slapped him. “No fair.”



“Keep your lurid thoughts to yourself, doctor.”



“I only said she looked different.”



Amari shrugged. “Different hairstyle, some color change. Deeper tan…”



“Maybe she’s back for more?”



“Uh-uh.”



Paul thought for a moment, then nodded. “You’re right. She swore on her life that she’d never go back, even though she couldn’t remember where she’d been.”



“And yet she’s out socializing again. Strange thing, that.”



“Only a month after her trauma.”



“What if this was the place she couldn’t remember?”



“No. When I put her under and asked where she’d been, she started repeating the same words over and over. ‘Not going back, not going back…’ She seemed determined.”



“So if she didn’t go back, this is the wrong venue.”



“And we didn’t even have to get out.” Paul shifted the stick, and pulled away, leaving the bemused valet to stare after them.



“On to the Detendez-vous?”



“La Casa is closer.”



“Detendez-vous was second most likely.”



“It has the wrong vibe, Paul. I’m pretty sure we’ll be wasting our time there.”



“Gut instinct?”



“Woman’s intuition.”



“There’s no scientific proof of—”



“If I’m right, you owe me a hundred dollars.”



“And if you’re wrong, you owe me…” He poked his tongue into his cheek.



She rolled her eyes. “A blow job?”



“I was going to say dinner, but if you have the urge...”



She slapped his arm again. “Smartass.”



They arrived at La Casa del Diablo within ten minutes. The valet was efficient, handing Paul a gold-rimmed card before dropping into Jaguar’s seat and moving away, without abusing the vee-eight. Paul slipped an arm around Amari’s shoulders and together they walked toward the wide steps of La Casa.



The building was old, perhaps a hundred years or more. The stonework was elegantly carved into whorls and frivolous motifs. Sash windows studded the facade, blasting light into the evening, and promising excitement within.



“Do you think we can get past the heavies?” Amari nodded toward the suited men flanking the entrance.



“Shouldn’t be a problem,” Paul pulled out a bundle of cash and fanned the bills with his fingertips.



“Wow, a whole day’s wages.”



“For you, maybe.”



“I wish,” Amari pushed out her lower lip.



“No pouting, now. We have to make a good impression.” They had reached the steps. The heavies looked huge as they frowned down at them. Amari steeled herself, then began to climb, barely able to lift her legs to the steps in her tight dress.



“Damned impractical…” she muttered.



“Now, now. Play nice.”



They reached the top, and at an unheard signal, the heavies moved to block their way. Paul peeled off bills, one by one, until they moved aside. They stared openly as Amari passed. She tried to ignore them, but it required a great deal of effort. Hadn’t they seen a woman in a dress before?



“They can’t believe how hot you look.”



“What? Me?”



“You’re stunning in that dress, did you know?”



“I barely got into it.”



“I never knew you had such a hot figure.”



“Keep your eyes on the crowd, Doctor. We have a job to do.”



“Yes, ma’am.”



The pair passed a cloakroom, staffed by two smartly-dressed young women in white blouses and blue waistcoats. Through a pair of open doors, a hallway led off toward the back of the building. Two staircases swept to left and right, curving outward and upward to the next floor. Doorways on either side of the hall led off to rooms, but Amari’s eye was on the huge daylight room beyond the stairs. Scores, maybe a hundred people were gathered there, all smartly dressed.



“We should split up,” Amari whispered. “Before they see us.”



“Keep your purse with you at all times,” he advised, before slipping into one of the side rooms. Fear chilled her. She walked alone, toward who knew what. Somewhere in this place could be the person or persons responsible for Gillian’s scars. Hers and the other three women’s. How would she know them? Would they be alone, or in a group? Did they own the place, or might they slip into parties like this and mingle, seducing women for reasons unknown, men with no consideration for the damage and distress they caused. They might not even be men, something she hadn’t considered until that moment.



“Now that is unforgiveable,” a man said.



Amari jumped, caught unawares. “What?”



“My apologies. I startled you.” Beside her, a tall man bowed, exposing a balding pate. When he straightened, his face was lined with age. His lips quirked upward, but it was a weary smile, an effort to placate her rather than demonstrate happiness.



“What was unforgivable?” she asked in a small voice. Did he know she was a fake socialite? He couldn’t have. She had the right dress, the shoes, and the bag to go with it.



“You have no drink. This is sinful. Where are our manners?”



“Oh. Yes, well, I only arrived a minute ago. No panic.” She indicated the doorway.



“Come.” He offered his arm, bent at the elbow. “I shall escort you to the bar.”



“There’s really no need,” she assured him. “We can walk side by side.”



“You mistrust me?” He shook his head. “So sad, so sad.”



“It’s not that. I hardly know you.” She glanced around, but no-one was paying attention. He hadn’t withdrawn his arm. She sighed, then slipped her hand past his elbow, and together they walked down the remainder of the hall, into the gathering of well-heeled people.



The bar ran along the back of the daylight room, hugging the wall, leaving the other three sides free for uninterrupted full-height glass. Steered by her older escort, Amari stepped up to the bar. A smartly-dressed barman raised an eyebrow and she ordered a rum and coke—no ice.



“Your dress is exquisite,” he said.



“Thank you.”



“It’s an Erdem Moralioglu, if I’m not mistaken.”



“Well done.”



“And you enjoy it?”



“It’s one of my favorites. I feel like Kate Middleton every time I wear it.”



“Actually…” he straightened the center of the trio of shoulder straps. “This was the style worn by Victoria Beckham.”



“Victoria?” Amari felt cold, exposed.



“Whoever sold it to you has their facts wrong.”



“I…” Damn! What in the hell? What do I say to that? I must look like such a fool, and a fake!



But he spared her. “What brings you to La Casa?” he asked.



“I heard it was the place to be.” She drummed her fingers nervously on the bar top, recalling the lines she’d rehearsed with Paul.



“Our reputation is well-deserved. What is it you seek?”



“Excitement, lifestyle at the next level.” She sipped her drink. “And maybe companionship.”



“Then you are open to new experiences?”



Amari smiled. She hoped it looked genuine. “Absolutely. What can you offer.”



The man nodded, although he wasn’t looking at her face. He seemed to be focused on something behind her. When he stepped forward, she instinctively leaned back. Something scratched her arm.



“Ow…” She spun, but saw nothing that might have been responsible.



“Are you all right?”



“Something… I don’t know… something scratched me.”



“So tell me more about your desires,” he continued, as if nothing had happened.



“What?” She pressed a hand to her stinging arm.



“You were telling me what you want from life.”



I… there’s more to life… um… than working to make others rich?” She glanced around, hoping to spot Paul. Something was wrong. It wasn’t just the scratch. Something was very wrong. Her mind was whirling, her heart racing. Panic clutched her. “I think I need some air…”



“Of course.” He indicated the garden beyond the daylight room. “The nearest door is this way.”



“Sure. Right.” As she began to move, her head grew light. “Thank…” The room tilted...



…and the memories ended.







~







Warmth enveloped her, cosseting her naked body, thrilling her nerves with soft, tender touches. She lay prone on something soft and accommodating, and a reassuring presence held her close, as if she was a babe in the womb. Never before had she never experienced such exquisite pleasure, of being kissed on every part of her body simultaneously, of being caressed by multiple hands, numerous fingers and soft, pliable lips. She opened her mouth to exploring tongues, smiling as gentle hands caressed her cheeks.



She was wet between her legs, although she had no idea why, except that she felt loved, adored and wanted. Her legs were open wide, inviting whomever lay atop her to fulfil her with hard, eager flesh. For an age, she ached in vain for the touch of swollen heat to ease into her, but when her unseen lover finally complied, she was unprepared for the invasion of her intimate flesh, for his girth to stretch her as much as it did.



But she took him into her, thrilling as his skin slid across hers, lubricated by her urgent need and desperate wanting. Her muscles squeezed his hardness, to find him firm and aroused. His entry forced a long groan from her lungs, as if accommodating him had displaced air from her chest.



In addition to the legion of kissers and caressers, she became aware of others, standing around her, possibly waiting their turn with her body. Two of them knelt beside her outstretched right arm, pressing their lips to her wrist. Their touch thrilled her, setting her heart thumping, although she had no inkling why she should be so excited by their attentions. Suffice to say, their mouths electrified her, sending waves of energy through her body and into her loins, where her muscles were clenching themselves around the stroking invader, in preparation for milking his emissions.



His long groan and wash of heat deep inside signalled his climax, but not the end of his arousal, for he continued to pleasure her long after ordinary lovers would have wilted. And when he was replaced by another, she smiled and took him inside her, anticipating a new wave of delights. The dream was so real, she marvelled, exquisite in every sensual detail, except for sight. Indistinct darkness filled her eyes, leaving the crowded figures as little more than silhouettes. But as long as their loving continued, it was something she could compromise on. Heat spread up her arms as the pair continued to press their mouths to her. She sighed at the simultaneous thrill of the stroking hardness within her, and the hot mouths at her wrist.



But when one of them, a woman, raised her head to smile, her teeth were stained pink, and her lips were deep red. A single dark drop fell from her lower lip to mark the bed covers.



Amari screamed.







~







“Amari?” a man asked again. His voice was insisted, and concerned. Big hands cupped her shoulder.



“Hmm?”



“Come back to me. Please…”



“Who?”



“It’s Paul. Paul Siddig.”



“Paul?”



“Yes. Come back to me.”



“I’m here, I’m here…” she muttered. What was wrong with him? Why was he bugging her?



“Can you tell me what happened?”



“What happened?” Her mind was foggy, her thoughts sluggish. All she could do was echo his words.



“Yes, what happened to you last night?”



“I… no. What night?” Where was she? Her hands moved from her lap to explore her surroundings. She wasn’t in bed, at least. No, she was sitting upright, on a sofa, or soft chair of some kind. Was she home? Multiple overlapping voices washed over her. She was in a public space, then. The noise hurt her ears. She opened her eyes and stared around the lounge. People queued, muttering impatiently. Others carried coffees away from harassed-looking baristas who served as quickly as the professional coffee machines would allow. Paul sat directly opposite her on a low seat, peering into her eyes with deep concern. Behind him stood two cops, one male and one female, their thumbs hooked into their belts as they scanned the rubber-necking crowd.



“What’s with the uniforms?” Amari asked. Her throat was dry. Paul pressed a glass of milk into her hands. She smiled weakly and drank half of it.



“Just milk? All I can smell is coffee.”



“Call it a hunch, but I like to think it’ll help.”



“Alkalinity?” Her mind was starting to work again, although she still had no idea what she was doing in a coffee shop.



“Exactly. Snake venom is acidic.”



“Snake… venom?”



“Yes. I think you were given a mild dose. It might account for your disorientation.”



Dots began to connect in her head. She glanced down at the expensive dress she wore. Her heart sank. Deliberately, she turned over her right hand and stared at the two puncture wounds in her forearm. “Aw, shit…”



Paul’s hand covered hers. “I’m so sorry. I lost sight of you.”



“We were together?” She frowned.



“I had you in sight. When that old man led you out into the garden, I tried to follow, but two big guys blocked my way. By the time I got past, the garden was empty.”



“What old man?”



“I searched all night. I’m sorry, Amari. I let them take you.”



I don’t remember an old man. “It sounds as if we got in over our heads.”



“Yes, we probably did. But I needed to know what had happened to those other women. We both did.”



“So which garden was I in?”



“Behind La Casa. Do you remember?”



“I don’t remember anything after I put on this dress.”



“Do you remember the Jaguar? Supercharged vee-eight?”



She smiled. “You obviously do.”



“We drove to Detendez-vous?” He phrased it as a question, hoping to trigger a memory, but she shook her head. “You saw patient two, and we left.”



“La Casa? The nightclub?”



“Paul nodded. “The Wildfire Club was next, but you had a hunch La Casa was a better bet.” He dropped his head. “I didn’t believe you.”



“It was the right place?”



He squeezed her hand gently. “It would appear so.”



“I don’t remember going to any of those places.”



“Fortunately, technology is on hand to help.” He turned to the cops and held out his hand. Amari’s black clutch bag appeared. He handed it to her, but she’d no idea what he expected her to do with it.



“You hid a tracker inside there, somewhere.”



“I did?”



“Uh-huh. Please…” he indicated the bag, and Amari opened it, then rummaged inside.



“What does it look like?”



“Small, black, about half the size of a cell phone.”



“There’s nothing in here apart from some make-up and my keys.”



Paul frowned. “You’re certain?”



“One hundred percent. Here.” She handed the clutch bag over. Paul took a deep breath and searched inside. After a minute he groaned and dropped the bag onto the table. “Dammit!”



“The tracker would have told you where I’d been taken, wouldn’t it?”



“Exactly.”



“Will you both be okay now?” the female cop asked.



“I think so,” Paul replied. “Thanks for looking after her.”



“Thanks for the coffee vouchers.”



“Least I could do.”



“They were looking after me?” Amari watched them leave. Why couldn’t she remember anything?



“You were found wandering around in the mall. Someone must have called the cops, who called me.” He plucked a contact card from her bag and held it between two fingers.



“You’re my surrogate family.” She smiled. An only child, Amari had lost her mother shortly after starting medical college.



“Our contingency, in case we got separated,” he reminded her.



“I don’t remember.” She felt miserable, useless.



He squeezed her hand again. “We’ll help you remember, and we’re going to stop whatever’s going on in this city.”



“I don’t think I’m going to be much use to you now.”



“Are you kidding? You’re the best witness yet!”



“How do you figure?”



“Because you have first-hand experience. Somewhere in your head are the memories of what happened and where you went.”



“And if you try to reach them, I’ll probably go crazy, like the other women.”



“But don’t you see? I won’t have to. You can probe whatever’s supressing the memories. You’re a doctor. You can figure out new approaches that your patients never would.”



“I guess…”



“Don’t you want to know?”



“Of course I do. I’m…” She sighed. “I’m tired, and scared.”



“Let’s get you home. Have a hot shower, and let your mind settle. Don’t push yourself until you’re more determined to break through. And we can figure things out together. This is what I do, remember?” When she nodded, he smiled and helped her to her feet. “Good girl. Now, come on. Time to get you out of that slinky dress.”



Amari raised an eyebrow. “Nicely phrased, lover boy.”



“You know I didn’t mean it that way.”



“So I have to do it by myself? You’re such a disappointment to me.”



“I can’t win this, can I?”



“You can, but only if you’re very, very nice to me.”



“How about a nice foot rub?”



“See, now you’re saying the right things. Take me home, please. I want to get undressed.” It was Paul’s turn to raise an eyebrow. “So I can shower, dopey.”



“Of course. I knew that.”
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Skin scrubbed clean of her mysterious encounter, Amari emerged from the bathroom to find Paul sitting down with a coffee.



“Make yourself at home.”



He leaned back and smiled. “I already did. There’s more in the pot.”



“I’m more in the mood for wine.”



Paul spun the small sample tube between his fingers. His manner was casual, but he took great care not to drop the tube. Valuable evidence, taken from Amari’s scars, might offer important clues. Another tube on Amari’s dressing table contained intimate samples she’d taken from herself. She’d no idea if she’d been to bed with anyone, but they needed clues…



“Can I ask… when you were showering, did you notice any unusual marks on your skin?”



“Aside from these?” She offered her arm. The scars were glowing red.



“Yes, any others?”



“Not that I noticed. Do you want to check me out?” She unfastened the tie on her bathrobe.



“Ah…”



“We can be professional about this, can’t we?”



“Of course.” He laid the tube carefully on the table and drew his fingers down his face. “For now, you’re patient number five.”



Amari rubbed her new scars. “It’s a position I never expected to end up in. How the hell did it happen?”



“Because I didn’t protect you properly.” His jaw tightened.



“They’ve done it at least four times before. It’s wasn’t your fault. They’d probably practised.”



“They were organized. The two who blocked me were acting in concert. They knew what they were doing.”



“So…” Amari turned her back and dropped the robe from her shoulders.



“Yeah.” Paul rose to his feet. “Let’s get this over with.”



“Thanks for that.”



“No,” he said quickly. “I meant—”



“Relax, lover boy. I’m kidding.” She let the robe slip to the floor, and stood before her work colleague, naked as a baby.



Paul blew out his cheeks and stepped forward, his eyes already scanning her skin for defects. Tense, she glanced over her shoulder—to find him missing. But he’d dropped into a crouch, running his gaze up her bare legs and over her buttocks. She felt desperately self-conscious as he appraised her closely.



“You’re clear on this side. Do you feel ready to turn around?”



“Oh, boy…” With fists clenched, she spun to face him, face flushed as he drank in the sight of her nudity. “Please be quick.”



“I’m being thorough,” he assured her.



“This isn’t fair.”



“What isn’t fair?”



“You’ve seen mine but I haven’t seen yours.”



“Later, Amari, later,” he said distractedly. She stiffened as he rose to his feet, his gaze lingering on to her chest.



“Finished? Seen enough?”



“Almost. Let me see your arms.”



“My arms? I stand naked in front of you and—”



“Amari, please.”



“Okay. Here.” She thrust out her arms, fists still clenched. Paul took hold of her wrists, then turned her arms over. Aside from the two puncture wounds, he saw nothing untoward.



“Just the two marks, then.” He moved closer, sliding his fingers up her arms and over her elbows.



“Can I get dressed now?” She shivered as he moved closer, painfully aware of her nudity.



“In a minute. I’m not finished looking you over.” His fingertips brushed her cheek, and her eyelids fluttered closed.



“Paul, I…”



“Hush…” He leaned in to kiss her. She tipped her head back, awaiting the moment. “Wait…” He hesitated.



“Hmm?”



“What’s this.” His fingers circled the back of her upper arm.



“No kiss?”



“I’m more concerned about this scratch.”



“What scratch—ow!” She turned over her arm to look at the small scab. “That happened at the bar.”



“You remember?”



“No, it’s fading. Hurt me again. Quick!”



“What? No.”



“Do it, please. Ow! There was an old guy. He was taking me outside to get some air.”



“That’s where I lost you.” He scooped up the robe and hung it over Amari’s shoulders. “What else do you remember?”



“A minivan. A black one, I think.. We drove for about ten minutes—to a marina.”



“A marina? You’re sure?”



“Pretty sure. I could smell the sea. I heard gulls.”



“There’s only one marina within ten minutes of La Casa.”



“We walked over a gang-plank.”



“Do you remember anything about the yacht?”



“Only that it was white.”



“They’re all white, Amari.”



“I’m sorry, it’s all very hazy after that point.”



He kissed her. “It’s a lot more than we had.”



“I done good?”



“You done good,” he assured her.
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Of course, being naked in his arms and having Paul all to herself would have been the perfect time to make love, but her mind was elsewhere, spoiling the mood. They retired to her bed, not to consummate their relationship, but to allow Amari some well-earned rest, even if it was ten o’clock in the morning.



But rest evaded her. Disjointed memories teased her mind, images of bare skin, the smell of food, alcohol, the feel of a hot body against hers. She cried out as someone kissed her, stroked her intimately, slid inside her.



“Oh, yes.”



“Amari…”



“Oh, my god, yes.” She tensed as his hardness pushed deeper, thrilling her.



“Amari…”



“Please don’t stop…” She arched as his hard body pressed against hers, claiming her as his own.



“AMARI!”



Her eyes opened. Paul looked down on her, concern written on his face. The erotic dream crumbled to dust.



“I… Paul?”



“It wasn’t me you were dreaming about, then?” He smiled from one side of his mouth.



“I don’t… really remember.” She tried to recall something of her dream, but it had already evaporated, turning to mist. She also tried to remember how she’d ended up in bed with Paul. A quick check assured her she wasn’t naked—and neither was he. He wore a t-shirt at minimum.



Paul frowned, wondering if he believed her. “If you can remember anything, it might give us a clue.”



“I’m sorry. It’s gone.”



He sighed. “Don’t worry. At least you’re back now.”



“Did I say anything? Anything useful?”



“Only that you were with somebody.”



“With… No, you don’t mean I was with somebody.”



“It sounded pretty cozy,” he admitted.



“Oh, god, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what that could have been.”



“I guess we’ll never know—unless you feel like going straight back to sleep?”



“Afraid not. But wait…”



“Uh-huh?”



“If I dreamt about being with somebody—assuming it was about last night…” her voice tailed off. The idea suddenly seemed stupid. What if she’d been dreaming about a former lover? Did she want Paul knowing about her past?



“Go on…”



“No, forget it.”



“Amari…”



She sighed. “I was going to suggest hypnosis, to see if you could find out anything more.”



“Hypnosis proved traumatic on the other patients.”



She scowled. “I’m not sure I like being called a patient.”



“I’ll only use the term when it’s relevant,” he promised. “At all other times, you’ll be pumpkin, or my little sweetie pie.”



“I think I preferred ‘patient,’” she confessed.



“I’m not comfortable exposing you to that kind of risk.”



“You didn’t mind exposing me last night.” She smirked.



“Funny girl.”



“But if I was dreaming about the event, surely I’m open to hypnotic regression?”



Paul made a thoughtful face and considered the idea. “If you’re willing to try.”



“Isn’t that why we’re doing this whole ‘amateur detective’ thing?”



“It could still be risky.”



“I’m in safe hands.” She let her head rest against his covered chest. His heart rumbled in her ear. She smiled as he pulled her against him, feeling more comfortable than she had in years.



“I’ll make you a deal.”



“Okay…” she said warily.



“If you do something for me…”



“This isn’t to do with sex, is it?”



“Well, I do have needs…”



Her heart sank. “Oh, Paul. You know I’d love to, but is this really the best time?”



“I was going to suggest we have coffee first, and then try regression.”



“Coffee?” Part of her was relieved, but to her surprise, a small part of her sang ‘aw, boo…’ at the tease.



“Like I said, I have needs.”



“You can be a smartass sometime, you know?”



“Isn’t that why you love me so much?”



“I… Yes, it probably is.”



“So you do love me?”



“Course, you big lunk.” She tipped her head back, and he kissed her, slow and deep. Their lips mashed and their tongues danced joyfully. Her body thrilled at the idea of being in bed with him, of him holding her close. But when his prominent swelling pressed into her hip, she decided enough was enough—for now.



“Come on, lover boy.” She threw the covers aside. “Time for coffee.” She was relieved to see him in boxer shorts as well as his t-shirt.



“Whatever you say, sweetie pie.”
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“With regression, I encourage the patient to immerse herself fully into the memory, but in your case…” he pressed a tiny china doll into her hand and curled her fingers around it. It was a childhood toy, a gift from her mother when Amari had reached her teenage years.



“Why this?”



“Think of it as an anchor to the here and now. If the memories become too overwhelming, or you feel threatened, open your hand and remember this house, this room.”



“It’s that simple?” Amari opened and closed her hand a few times, rehearsing the movement.



“In theory…” Paul admitted. “I haven’t tried it on a real patient before.”



“You’re gambling my sanity on a theory?”



“Did I mention the risks involved, Ms. Ratchek?”



“You did. I’m sorry. Do your best, Doctor Siddig.”



“Ouch.”



“And please don’t use my surname. Amari is fine.”



“You don’t like your family name?”



“Would you enjoy being called ‘Rat Shit’ in junior school, and ‘Nurse Ratchet’ all through high school and college?”



“Would you have become a doctor if they hadn’t?”



“I haven’ the faintest idea. Are we going to do this, or shall we discuss my career aspirations?”



“Okay, try to relax.”



“Easier said than—”



“Relax, Amari…” his voice turned seductive, and she smiled.



“Do you use the same honeyed tones on your other patients?”



“Hush. Let your body sink. Breathe in deeply through your mouth, and out through your nose. Now in… and out…” As Amari visibly relaxed, Paul took a moment to admire the softness of her face, her permanent quirky smile. She’d brushed her hair after they’d risen from her bed, but she still looked delightfully dishevelled. Her breasts rose and fell as she followed his directions. Sure, he’d seen her naked last night, but he’d applied a professional eye on that occasion, rather than a lustful one.



“In… and out…” he repeated. Very quickly, she displayed all the signs of complete relaxation. Only her fingers, curled around the figurine, showed any signs of purpose. Using the same soft tones, Paul took her mind back to La Casa, and the moment she’d been scratched. Her brow wrinkled and she shook her head minutely.



“No… dizzy…”



“Where is he taking you, Amari?”



“Daylight room… door, garden… two steps down. Grass.” Her head moved as she glanced around the memory. “Air is cold. Walking… round the side. Car park.”



“Are you getting into a car?”



She shook her head. “Minivan. Side door squeaking. Needs oil.”



“And now you’re moving? Driving along for ten minutes?”



She nodded. “I see a white forest.”



He frowned. “A forest? Not a marina?”



“A marina, yes. White forest… they’re the masts.”



“Okay, good. Now, when you get out of the minivan, try to read the names of the yachts. Can you do that?”



She nodded. “Serenity…”



“Good, and the next one?”



“Atlantic Explorer…”



“Good.”



“Serendipity… Voyager… Promise…” As Amari recounted her memory, Paul counted off the names on his fingers, pleased with the clarity of Amari’s regression. Hopefully they’d be able to ID the yacht she’d ended up on.



“Gull’s Tones… Second Wind… Dem...” Paul waited for more, but Amari fell silent.



“Have you stopped moving?”



“We’re going aboard.”



“Aboard the Dem?”



“Yes.”



“What sort of a name is ‘Dem’ for a boat?”



“I… can’t see it properly. There might be more.”



“Something’s in the way?”



“The boarding plank. With chains.”



“We’ll figure it out later. There can’t be many boats with ‘Dem’ in their name. Go on inside.”



“I… I’m trying to…” Amari twisted her head from side to side. “I can’t move. I’m stuck on the quayside.”



“Can you get one foot onto the plank?”



“No. Something’s stopping me. I want to but… not going back.” She shook her head. “Not going back.”



Paul sighed, and brought Amari back to the present. She apologized as she rubbed her eyes.



“Nothing to apologize for,” he assured her.



“I wanted to board that boat, to see what happened next. But I couldn’t. It’s as if something was pushing me away, like the wrong end of magnet.”



“You had the same reaction as the other patients.”



“I did? That tells us everything we need to know.”



“We found the boat. Now what do we do about it?”



“Call the cops, of course.”



“And tell them what? You had a strange dream about a yacht?”



She presented her scars. “What about these?”



“Nothing to link it to the boat, unless the DNA returns a match to someone connected with it.”



She sagged. “We’d have to get a warrant to search it for whatever made these marks.”



“I wonder…” Paul tapped his lips with a forefinger. “Maybe you can’t go back onto the boat, but what if you could recognize someone from last night?”



“I wouldn’t feel comfortable going back to La Casa.”



“I was thinking about hanging around the marina.”



“It’s worth a shot.”



“Maybe we’ll get lucky.”



“Talking of getting lucky…” she dropped her gaze to her feet. “Sorry about earlier. It would have been wonderful, I’m sure, but my mind was elsewhere.”



“Amari, you were attacked last night, possibly… taken advantage of.”



“Taken advantage of? You can say rape—”



“No, not that. Coerced, perhaps. But you’re completely free of bruises, aside from the scratch and the marks on your arm.”



She rolled her eyes. “And the lingering effects of the drug, and the missing hours…”



“Okay, but with all that going on in your head? I would have been surprised if you had been in the mood.”



“I took my clothes off for you. Not every guy gets to see that.”



“That wasn’t seduction, Amari. That was patient care.”



“Aw.” She pouted.



“Maybe we should solve this mystery first, then think about intimacy.”



“Maybe we should, you sweet talker, you.”
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The marina shops were ridiculously expensive, Amari decided. A plethora of designer labels assaulted the eye in every store. Paul watched the passers-by as Amari made a pretense of browsing, and in the next store, they reversed roles. Despite being greeted warmly, and complimented in every store, they managed to refrain from purchasing any wares, all of which boasted a minimum four-figure price tag.



“Haven’t these people heard of discount stores?” she asked.



“I think they would burst into flames if they set foot in one.”



I mean, isn’t there anything these people won’t buy?” She indicated a passing foursome who carried sports bags, monogrammed with their yacht’s name.



“Amari, wait.” He grabbed her arm. “Gull’s Tones?”



“Yeah, it’s hilarious. They must be doctors, or surgeons.”



“Gull’s Tones was one of the yachts you passed on the way to the Dem.”



“So we’re in the right place?” She began to hurry. “Let’s ask them—”



“And raise suspicion? No, we wait until they come back from the gym…”



“Or the spa…”



“Or wherever, and we follow them.”



“Why can’t we start looking now?”



“Because most piers on marinas have coded access gates.”



“What? Why?”



“To stop random people sneaking around their boats when they’re at the gym.”



“People like us?”



“Exactly.”



“Oh. Right. So what do we do in the meantime?”



“There’s a pavement cafe over there.”



“Mmm. Over-priced coffee. How much money did you bring?”
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As it turned out, they had enough for three cups, which nearly lasted until the two couples passed by. The pair scrambled from their seats and hurried after the crew, walking quickly so they’d be in time to meet them at the security gate. But one of them women turned to look back, frowning.



They know we’re following them. On impulse, Amari shrieked at Paul and broke into a run, racing past the startled couples.



“Come back!” Paul yelled without thinking.



“Leave me alone!” she screamed, running backward. “Get away from me.” She raced ahead, dangerously close to twisting an ankle in her heels. She reached the gate ten seconds ahead of the couples, then dug deep into her bag for an imaginary pass key.



“Oh, my god.” She glanced fearfully at the approaching Paul, who was now overtaking the foursome. “Oh my god, where is it?”



“Here, lady.” One of the men swiped a card across a sensor and the gate opened. Amari almost fell through. Paul loomed large behind the group as they poured through the narrow gate, but the men formed a wall and kept him from pushing past. Once through, the men turned and glared at him. They pushed the gate firmly shut, and a loud click indicated it had locked.



“Oh, god, thank you,” Amari gushed, pawing one of the women’s hands.



“Hey!” Paul pushed an arm through the railings. “Get back here.”



“You got business here, buddy?”



“She’s my business. You’re with me, sweetie pie!”



“Don’t come near me!” She spun on her heel and stalked away, outpacing the two women, who exchanged concerned glances and hurried after her. Paul yelled once more, then quieted, backing away from the railings as Amari hurried down the mooring pier.



“I hope you know what you’re doing,” he murmured.



With the two men still glaring at him, he jammed his hands into his pockets and sidled away, kicking at a loose stone and glancing back only once.



“What was that all about?” one of the women asked Amari.



“He’s always trying to control me. He doesn’t want me to do anything!” Amari had to think quickly. If the women asked too many questions, or stayed too close, she’d never get a good look at the mysterious Dem, or get a chance to sneak aboard—if she could even force herself to step onto the plank. Maybe events would unfold as they had in her regression, and she’d be somehow blocked.



“I only wanted to see him one more time. I only wanted to say good bye, but he told me I wasn’t to come here again.”



“Who? Who did you want to see?”



Amari had no idea. She pressed a hand to her mouth and crumpled her face into anguish. One of the women hugged her. The other patted her arm.



“Which boat are you heading for?” One of the men asked.



“The Dem…” Amari faked a sob. “The Dem…” she pressed her other hand over the first.



“The Demeter,” both men chorused.



“The Demeter, yes,” she repeated the strange name, fixing it in her head. Result!



“You’ll be lucky to see anybody this side of sunset, lady,” one guy said.



“Mister Vane prefers the night shift,” his companion added. “Not one for lounging on the sun deck, that guy.”



Mister Vane… Amari committed the name to memory.



“Nice boat though.”



“Dude? It’s a ship, not a boat.”



“What? It’s a boat, man.”



“It’s got its own launch, man. That makes it a ship.”



Leaving the pair to argue semantics, Amari turned to thank the women.



“Any time,” they chorused.



“You looked so scared. What’d he do to you?”



“Last night,” she lowered her voice. “He made me stand naked in my own living room while he watched.”



“He watched?”



“And he made me turn around, just for the view.”



“Sounds creepy.”



“You’re better off without him, babe.”



“Thanks again. I need to go and leave a message for Mister Vane.”



“Be careful.”



“Won’t he be asleep?”



“He will, but his entourage won’t. The two big guys can be verrry pushy.”



“I’ll be careful. Thanks.” They’d reached Gull’s Tones, and the four began to board. Amari waved and walked toward what was arguably the largest yacht she’d ever seen. As she got closer, Dem became Demet, then Demeter. The boarding plank, with its looping chains supported on narrow poles, was in the raised position, hovering six feet above the pier. It rose and fell with the waves, nodding no more than six inches up and down.



“So much for sneaking aboard…” A gymnast might have been able to leap for the end, and haul herself up, but Amari wasn’t much of a gym bunny. “Damn.” But at least I found it. She turned away, but she’d only taken a single step, when a woman’s voice rang out.



“Amari, how wonderful to see you again.”



She turned, to see a figure waving from the upper deck, some thirty feet in the air. Little more than a dark silhouette against the sky, the woman boasted an enviable hour-glass figure, and long, flowing hair.



“Won’t you come aboard?”



“I… maybe later.” When I have cops, and maybe a SWAT team behind me.



“Amari… come… aboard.” At the sound of her low tone, Amari stiffened. Her legs twitched, her muscles shifting her feet toward the huge yacht. “Amari… I insist,” the woman growled.



Amari complied.



She had no choice.
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A brief dizziness swept over her as she stepped onto the lowered gangplank, as if her mind was warring with the woman’s command. But she pushed through, and walked the ten feet over the gently lapping waves until she stood, once again, on the deck she’d somehow forgotten all about. Buried memories surfaced as fragments, reminding her of delights and laughter and joy. Why hadn’t she remembered this earlier? Why had she waited so long to return?



“Because you were instructed not to,” the woman supplied, sashaying toward the confused Amari. “And yet, here you are, the only one of our delights to return to us.” Clad in a white bikini, she walked slowly around Amari, trailing fingertips along exposed collarbones, across bare back. “I’m delighted to see you again, and yet I’m troubled.”



“Troubled?” Amari echoed. How could trouble even exist in a world where Demeter provided everything a woman could ever need?



“Your return should not have been possible.” She stood in front of Amari, radiant and beautiful, a woman in her thirties. Raven-black hair hung to her waist, and her skin was flawless. Absolutely flawless.



“I wanted to return,” Amari explained.



“For what purpose?” Coal-black eyes peered closely.



“I… wanted to…” Amari frowned. “I needed…”



“Yes?” The woman wore an amused frown, as if amnesia was a regular occurrence on the boat.



Amari straightened, finally locating the stray notion she’d sought. “I needed more.”



“Bravissimo!” She tapped her flattened hands together in front of her face.



Amari grinned with relief. She’d harbored a concern that the woman might dismiss her simple explanation and throw her off the ship, or boat, or whatever it was. A huge man appeared behind the dark-haired woman.



“Tell Vane that one has returned,” she said without turning.



“The master will not wish his sleep to be interrupted.”



“This is important enough to wake him for.” She half-turned her head, but kept her eyes on Amari.



“As you wish.” The big man melted silently into the shadows.



“Perhaps, Amari…” The woman’s voice was silky and seductive, even to Amari. “… you would like to become reacquainted with Vane?”



“I wish I could remember him…” Amari said wistfully.



“You will, my child. You will.” She reached for Amari’s hand. Her fingers were warm, sending a delightful shiver through Amari’s body. Delicious memories teased her mind, stirring heat between her legs.



“You are already enjoying your return?” The woman quirked an eyebrow. Amari didn’t care that her feelings were so transparent. Warm fingers stroked her wrist and she walked into the shadows, entering a cabin which promised exquisite pleasures. Her body thrilled as fragments of sensory delight returned. Warm, perspiring skin against hers, the taste and smell of ejected fluids, both male and female. Sounds of overwhelming passion teased her ears, warming her crotch.



What happened in here last night? Despite being devoid of sunlight, the room was warmly lit with old-fashioned lamps, whose bulbs flickered to mimic candlelight.



“You have been returned to us, as have your memories. In a moment, all will be remembered.”



“It’s starting to come back. I can remember… being naked?” The idea didn’t trouble her. If the woman—whose name was Estelle—had asked her to strip right then, she would have happily peeled off the Erdem dress for her.



“We were both naked.” She pulled down a bikini strap, then another. “Would you like to see?”



“I’d prefer to wait for the guys—if you don’t mind.”



“Still…” Estelle shrugged, but didn’t fix her straps. She seemed to be in no hurry. As Amari stood in the center of the room, Estelle circled her, trailing soft fingertips across Amari’s skin. And with each circuit, one of the Erdem straps slid down her arms, until only the tight bodice held the dress in place. Estelle’s fingers toyed with the zipper, drawing it down an inch at a time. By the time Vane appeared in the doorway, Amari’s dress was fully unzipped. Somewhere along the way, Estelle had become topless. Vane leaned casually against the doorframe, wearing only a robe tied loosely at the waist. Amari’s memories flooded back. Vane had pleasured her in ways no man ever had. Exactly how, she still didn’t remember, but she remembered it as intense.



“So it’s true, you’ve returned to us.”



“Everybody keeps saying that as if it’s some kind of miracle.”



“Something akin to a miracle, yes.”



“You see, darling, you’re the first one in a hundred… sixteen years?” Vane nodded. “No-one in that time has ever broken the compulsion.”



“What compulsion?”



“Not to return to us. You see…” Estelle peeled the dress away from Amari’s body, leaving her topless. “…we prefer fresh blood, the fresher the better.”



“Every woman has visited but once.”



“Only once?”



Vane nodded. “We prefer it that way.”



Something prompted Amari to ask a question. “You’ve been doing this for over a hundred years?”



“Over three hundred for me,” Vane said with a smile.



“And what happened the last time someone came back, a hundred sixteen years ago?”



“Why…” Estelle kissed Amari’s neck. “She stayed, never to leave.”



“You?” Amari asked. “You’re the one?”



“My need was so strong, I was unable to leave.”



“They wouldn’t let you?” Doubt crept into Amari’s voice.



“I didn’t want to. I never do.”



“And what will happen to me?”



“That…” Vane said. “ …is entirely in your hands.”



“If I do leave, will you make me forget?”



“If you step off the Demeter, you will forget. It is our way.”



“But I’ll still want to come back?”



“If you returned to us once, you will be drawn irrevocably to us.”



“I remember bits of last night.”



“That is natural. The Demeter holds your memories, and returns them to you.”



“The ship remembers what happened?” Amari stared. Vane shrugged, as if such a phenomenon was normal.



“Do you remember good things?” Estelle asked silkily.



“Only good things.” Amari smiled. She pushed down the dress, revealing her lacy panties.



“This was worth getting up for.” Vane moved into the room, smiling. As artificial candlelight touched his face, Amari frowned. His face was familiar. She’d seen him somewhere before… before she’d stepped onto the ship.



“Let the memories return,” Vane said. Estelle massaged Amari’s shoulders patiently, encouraging the doctor to relax.



“You look like the old man who brought me from La Casa,” she said at last.



“And thanks to you, I am no longer he.” Vane spread his hands.



“You’re him? But younger?”



“Precisely.”



“But how is that possible?”



“Your medicine would refute such a miracle of old magic, but the evidence stands before you.”



“If you wish, Vane would be happy to remind you.” Estelle’s lips were soft against Amari’s neck and cheek. Her hands roamed over bared breasts, teasing Amari’s nipples to hardness. She offered no protest. Such intimacy was inoffensive. Vane’s robe fell open, to reveal his swollen member. Estelle purred at the sight, and reached for him. Her fingers closed around the shaft, concealing less than half. When she squeezed, he hissed, and a deeper color filled the head. Amari shivered at the memory of that cock, of its insistent invasion into her intimate flesh. Heat warmed her crotch.



Vane, his handsome and youthful face impossibly restored from old age, reached for her, embracing her and trapping Estelle’s hand against her belly. When he raised an eyebrow, she withdrew, sliding her hand around Amari’s waist, as if claiming her for later. Vane’s lips touched Amari’s, his mouth already opening. His tongue sought hers, swirling, flicking, teasing. She sighed and melted into his arms. His firm hands caressed her back. Softer hands sought her buttocks, lifting and squeezing.



As Amari sank deeper into the sweetness of lust, a vague memory drifted through the periphery of her mind, something involving a task she had yet to fulfil. A responsibility toward others. But the notion faded, swept away by an overwhelming sensual whirlwind, exactly as it had before. All thoughts of patients, unsolved mysteries and Paul Siddig faded from her head as Vane’s naked body pressed against hers, his erection primed and ready to deliver pleasure unimagined.







~







Even as he made love to her, Amari’s awareness became disjointed. Part of her mind questioned the sequence of events; another part threw all cares aside and sang with joy as her body thrilled. The kisses were endless, but varied, sometimes soft and tender, and other times firm and hungry. An eager tongue lapped at her neatly-trimmed pussy, pressing against the entirety of her sex and drawing upwards, spreading her slippery wetness wide. She reached for the scalp of the person who pleasured her, but her wrists were guided onto other bodies, to squeeze hard shafts and stroke soft, hairless skin which was definitely not male. Mouths pleasured both nipples, even as the tongue probed her tight, eager passage.



And the kissing continued, as if suitors both male and female were queuing to taste her body. Her head spun with the intensity of it all, and she writhed on the bed Vane had carried her to, groaning and gasping as she was raised to a plateau of pleasure and held there, edging along the precipice of her orgasm, but never being allowed to fall. Over and over she begged for release, and the expert tongue changed tack, edging her closer to her desire. But when her cries rose, the tongue withdrew, and fingers slid inside her, changing the pattern entirely. One type of orgasm receded, but a new wave carried her high and she begged for fulfilment. The fingers curled expertly, stroking her intimately until her fingers and toes curled painfully, and her back arched clear of the bed.



And then a body pressed down upon hers. Firm flesh slid across her slippery wetness, seeking entry. Her ankles were guided into the air by insistent hands, and her lover slid inside, filling her with a single, slow stroke, pushing deep until she wailed and wept with happiness.



His strokes were long and deep, pressing against her deepest pleasure centers in a way no man ever had. She wanted to wrap her arms around her lover’s body, to cling to him, but her arms were spread wide, her wrists held firmly but gently across the width of the bed. She opened a heavy eye to see a woman pressing her lips against Amari’s forearm on one side, and the huge man who had summoned Vane sucking her wrist on the other side. Her brief concern was washed away as Vane’s thrusts changed, becoming quicker and more urgent.



Amari cried out her love for him, and begged him to never stop.



“You would give yourself to me for all eternity?”



“Yes, my god, yes! I love you, Vane. I love the way you make me feel. I want to be in your arms forever.”



“Then you may return to me whenever you wish, my dear.” He pressed his lips to her neck and pushed deep inside her. Real tears flowed from her eyes as his body hammered against hers, shaking her breasts and driving deep, satisfied grunts from her chest. His orgasm, when it presented itself, flooded her with liquid warmth, finally pushing her over the edge of the precipice, to finally grant her release. She whimpered and howled, cursed and swore her eternal love, then arched so hard, he almost threw him off. Her wrists were finally released and she clung to Vane, dragging her nails across his hard back until he hissed.



As her orgasm subsided, leaving her weak and breathless, she feared the bliss might end, but as Vane withdrew his still-hard erection, firm hands rolled her over, then urged her onto all fours. Immediately, she was filled again, but whether it was Vane, or another man, she had no idea. A hard body slapped against her buttocks, and she was stretched by a thick shaft, forcing broken howls from her chest with every stroke. Soft lips pressed against her mouth, muffling her cries momentarily, but a crushing orgasm dropped her head and shoulders to the bed, where her fingers clawed at the covers, desperate to drag her body away from the overwhelming assault on her loins.



Time lost all meaning for Amari. She swam in an ocean of bliss, her body alternately singing with joy, and crying for mercy. Her skin was slick with a mix of perspiration and body fluids. Kisses rained endlessly onto her mouth; every erogenous zone was attended by hands and soft lips. Vane, or one of his companions, made love to her, then repositioned her and made love again, endlessly penetrating her until she imagined her body could accept no more. But each time she was moved, her eagerness was renewed, and pleasure resumed.



Fluids spilt from her passage, a mixture of her own lubrication and male fulfilment. She was surprised when mouths descended regularly to clean her, before moving aside so the process of insemination could be repeated.







~







At last, the moment arrived when she was able to lie back and breathe normally, without anyone on top of her, or inside her. She await fresh kisses, or exploring tongues, but none came. Her hands reached out for the naked flesh of her companions, but she found the bed empty and cold. Dismayed, she opened her eyes, expecting the flickering light of fake candles, but the dazzle of sterile whiteness stung her eyes. She sat up, instantly recognizing the paraphernalia of a hospital ward.



“What in god’s name?” Clad in a hospital gown, wires trailed from her chest, connected to stark white machines that drew jagged lines across dark screens. A pulse clip was heavy on her fingertip. She pulled it off, and a machine shrieked, bringing a wide-eyed nurse running.



“Now, why did you go and do something like that?” she asked in an Irish lilt.



“Nurse…” Amari grabbed her wrist. “Why am I in here?”



“Well, see, that’s what happens when you’re found wandering the streets on your own. Missing three days, so I’m told.”



“Missing?”



“That’s what they told me. Been sparked out cold since Wednesday, so you have. Must have needed your rest. What was it? Big party?”



Amari frowned. “I don’t do parties. Never have…” Where had she been? Why had she been found wandering alone?



“Did you say three days?”



“Missing since Monday, I’m told.”



“Patient four…”



“What was that?”



“Uh… nothing, nothing. I’m trying to remember.”



“Well, when you do, see that you tell our doctor. He’d love to know where you got those scars.”



“Scars…” Amari glanced down at her wrist. Two scars, four or five inches apart glowed red.



And then there’s the other ones.”



“Other ones?”



“The ones on your other arm.” The nurse tapped Amari’s left arm. Two more scars, only three inches apart, marked her left wrist.



“More scars…”



“Whatever it is, you might have to give it up. Those are going to leave a mark.”



“Where did they come from?” Absently, Amari’s fingers sought the scratch on the back of her upper arm. It was slight, but she could still feel it. When she checked her other arm, there was no scratch.



“Of course. There wouldn’t be…” she said, then stopped. What was she talking about? Where had the scratch come from, and why was she expecting to find another?



“I’m confused.”



“So was the poor guy who’s been visiting.”



“What guy?” Faces swam past her mind’s eye, elusive faces she couldn’t focus on.



“Another doctor. Works right here in the hospital. Nice looking fella.”



“Paul?” She threw the covers aside. “I need to see him!” The moment her feet hit the floor, her knees buckled and her head spun.



“Now, now. No sense getting yourself worked up.” The nurse helped Amari back into bed. “He left me a number, in case you woke up. Do you want me to call him?”



“Yes, yes. Please call him. He might be able to tell me what happened.”



“As long as you promise to stay put.”



“I promise. If I tried to move, I’d probably fall flat on my face.”







~







Paul was at her side in five minutes. She grabbed his hand and smiled up at him. He frowned at her eager fingers, but didn’t withdraw his hand.



“Do you remember anything that happened to you?” he asked.



“The last thing I remember clearly was the coffee shop.”



“Ah… what coffee shop?”



“At the marina. It was good coffee, but hellishly expensive.”



“Amari, I don’t understand.” His confused gaze, his frown, all made Amari stop. Something was wrong.



“Paul, what’s the last thing you remember?”



“When, today?”



“No, at the weekend.”



“I…uh…” he frowned. “I got up, took the Morgan into the mountains…”



“What about us?” Panic was rising in her chest. “What about the… the uh… supercharged vee-eight?”



“Supercharged? I wish. No, the Morgan’s normally aspirated.”



“Oh, Paul…”



“Amari, you sound confused. What happened to you? When you weren’t at work on Monday…”



“So you don’t remember anything about the um…” she fought to remember the names she’d seen at the marina—any of them. But they’d gone, turned to mist.



“Would you be willing to try hypnotic regression?” he asked. “It works on some of my other patients.”



“I think I need a hug.”



“A hug?” He blinked, as if the idea was alien to him.



“Please. Just one hug.”



“If it’ll help. But quick, though. I need to get back to my surgery. I have a confused woman who thinks her dog can talk.”



“If that was my only problem, I’d be happy,” Amari murmured. Paul leaned close and Amari wrapped her arms around him, holding tight.



“Hey…” He staggered and almost fell onto the bed.



“I feel so lost right now.”



“If you have amnesia, that’s perfectly understandable.”



“I feel as if I’ve lost everything, maybe everyone.”



“Everyone? You weren’t much of a socializer, if I remember.”



“Not until recently. I thought I’d found someone special, someone exciting.”



“Oh? What happened to him?”



“He hardly knows me.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.” His duty fulfilled, he began to ease out of the hug. Amari slackened her grip, letting her hands slide across his shoulders, then down his arms. When her fingers encountered the scab on his upper arm, she froze.



“Something wrong?” he asked.



“Where did you get this?”



“What? He turned his arm over and peered at the small scratch. “No idea. Maybe when I was servicing the Morgan. Do you think I should sue?” He grinned, then twisted his mouth. “Which reminds me, someone took a shitload of money from my account on Saturday. Fucking fraudsters spent it on a joyride in a new Jaguar.”



“But you were out driving your Morgan on Saturday?”



“Definitely. I remember it clear as day. I was nowhere near the city.” He frowned, as if an elusive memory had teased him. “Nowhere near the city…”



“Oh, Paul…”



“Are you going to be all right?”



“I guess I’ll have to be.”



“If you need a friend, or someone to talk to, come round after surgery and we can chat, yeah?”



Amari nodded. “That’d be nice.”



“Maybe we could grab a coffee, or something.”



“Or something. Sure.” She watched Paul hurried out, oblivious to their shared adventure. For a few days, Amari had loved his company, his humor and the promise of sharing a bed with him. But someone had taken that away with a single scratch to the arm.



“Maybe I could start again, get him back…” But the moment she spoke, images of a dark and cozy bedroom teased the edges of her memory. Warmth flooded her body and she remembered she had no need to romance Paul. She could get everything she needed aboard Demeter, any time she liked. The only price would be a small scar or two on her arms.



We will always be here for you, Amari, a soft voice said. It is you who keeps me young.







* * *






THE END























































Undying Love



Summer days were always slow and lazy back home. Why I can remember one only worried about time, was to not be late for Sunday service. Our farm was quite a ways from town, but there was a short cut across the small stream that ran through the Gower farm.



 Col. Carter Hamilton Gower was one of the wealthiest men not just in the town but the whole county. I had only seen his farm from afar but it was beautiful. The Col. and his wife Miss Leta were fine folks, and always willing to help their neighbors. They gave to the poor in the town and always willing to give to the church. But they also knew where they stood on the social class of the town. Ms. Leta always made sure her dreams for her son were for him to attend West Point like his father. Yet here I was trying to get to the service before the first hymn was sung since I was usually running late to get to service and usually would cut across the stream. Heck I had been doing it for years and saw no reason to stop. I got to the stream and decided to take off my shoes, tie them over my shoulder, pick up my dress and start to wade across. I didn’t see the figure sitting across under the tree. Then I heard him laugh and knew it was Nathan Gower skipping Sunday service again. His mama and pa have tried to get him to go to church but Nathan well he seemed to like fishing on Sunday mornings more than hearing the reverend preach. Everyone knew that Col. loved that boy and there was nothing he wouldn’t do for him. As for me well I have loved Nathan since the first time I saw him I was in first grade and he was in third. The first time he smiled at me I knew one day I would marry him; mind you I was six years old at the time. It was something about him, his hair was the color of a beige white a real tow head and his eyes, there were the mystery they weren’t blue but more of a gray, but so light without the pupil there one would think his eyes were only white. He was even at age eight a handsome boy. Here he was now at eleven and still with the tow head and he’s now added a smile that would melt any girl’s heart and often did. We never seemed to think that one day we would have to go our own ways. This was the eighteen hundreds and there was this thing called social class and one to remember their place in society. Many of the families here have they lineage traced to the first settlers and Ms. Leta was one of them who never let you forget it. But today we didn’t seem to care about any class we were just two kids by that stream. He got up and moved closer to the streams bank.



 “Hey Darcy you fixing to cross the stream in that dress of yours?”



 “Well it’s the only way I can get across Nathan; I don’t want to be late for church.”



 He took off his shoes and stepped into the stream and made his way toward me. He slowly made it to the other side and toward me.



 “Nathan Gower what do you think you’re doing?”



 “Now girl just get on my back. I’m gonna carry you across wrap your legs around my waist and your arms around my neck.”



I climbed on his back and clung to him as we started across.



 “Are you sure you can do this? My ma would wop me good if I miss service, not to mention get my clothes dirty.”



 “Just hold on Darcy. Don’t worry I won’t drop you my pa would wop me if I did.”



Slowly he made his way to the other side of the stream. Once the other side at last he put me down and I began to put my shoes on. Nathan went back to his fishing pole and sat down.



 “Thank you Nathan.”



 He gave me a smile,



 “See you in school tomorrow.”



 “Yea see you tomorrow.”



 I continued my way to church and got there just in time. As I entered the doors I saw my parents and grandma sitting off to the left and walked over to them. Grandma was the only one who seemed to notice my braids were slightly at the bottom, but then again they were half way down my back. Through the whole service I kept thinking about Nathan still fishing by the stream. Ture I wished I could be there with him, but I knew if I had stayed my pa would wop me good. As the service ended I was ready to head back to the stream when my father stopped her. He noticed I had taken my shoes off as I left the church.



 “Are those your shoes I see around your neck Darcy?”



 “Well sure pa I always take them off when I leave church.”



 “Are you telling me Darcy Christine Meadows that you do this all the time? Walk the streets of this town bare footed like some homeless waif? You get in this wagon and not another word until we get home.”



 “ But pa.”



 “ Not another word.”



 I knew that asking to walk home was out of the question now. I knew the only thing to do was to just sit and wait to get home. It was my ma who tried to calm my father down.



 “John she hasn’t done anything wrong. She only takes them off to spare them. It’s not something wrong.”



 “Mary she was walking barefoot! I can’t believe my child walking in the streets of town on a Sunday bare footed. Why it’s. It’s so wrong. Makes it looks like I can’t afford to put shoes on my daughters feet.”



 “ Oh hush John you’re making a scene. No one is thinking that of you. Half the children go around barefoot and no one thinks anything of it”



For the next half hour ride back to ranch no one said a word but I could feel my grandma’s eyes on me as I kept my head down.



 I never knew that Nathan had waited for me to come back until he told me the next day at school. It soon became a regular meeting place on Saturday afternoons. Since I had church on Sunday mornings and I had to go in with the family since pa caught me with my shoes off. Nathan liked to fish and I found it a place I could relax and read. It soon became known to us as our stream. A special place for best friends, and that’s what we were best friends. It was a secret place that only we shared and I always felt that whatever happened Nathan was there to be by my side.



 As the clouds rolled by so did the years and soon we were not those young kids anymore. We were growing up and facing adulthood in Virginia had its drawbacks. That Nathan and I who had been friends for years now it was looked down upon. It wasn’t Nathan it was me. Well seems my grandma’s great grandma was the daughter of a Cherokee warrior a chief he was. Well t seemed that something like that even all those years back was still frowned upon. Well in society that is. I asked my grandma once about that and she told me this.



 “Darcy, when I was a young girl, my mama told me a story about a young man who was found half frozen in the woods by this tribe of Cherokee. Seems he was a hunter and somehow got lost in the storm and just seemed to wander until poor young fella was completely lost. Well you know how cold it gets in the winter well he was half frozen when my great grandfather took him to the village. Not many of the women had seen a white man before and they thought his beard was rather strange. I suppose I would too if I had never seen a white man. “



 “Why did they find his beard so odd grandma?”



 “ Well you have to remember Indians don’t have beards dear. Anyway back to the young man. He stayed with my great grandfather my grandmother helped nurse him back to health. If it wasn’t for my great grandfather finding him that day I wouldn’t be here. “



 “ Grandma you mean it was your grandmother who…?”



 “Yep my grandpa was a white man the same white man who almost froze to death that winter.”



“ Was he handsome grandma?”



 The old woman looked at her granddaughter and smiled.



 “Oh I suppose you’d call him handsome. My mother always said he had a smile that would charm the spirits but it was a nice smile. She always said that’s why she fell in love with him. Oh I know it sounds silly but I do believe it was love at first sight, and I think it he fell in love with her the same way. They came from such different cultures yet he loved her and they were married by the chief. Their marriage lasted thirty years and she bore him three children yet only I made it through infancy the others died before they could walk. He was killed by a drunk one Saturday night. He had gone into town to sell some of his firs, he was heading out of town when some cowboys were in town celebrating they were shooting their guns and well grandpa was in the wrong place at the wrong time. They never even saw him they were just shooting what they though was in the air. No one knew which gun really was the one that shot him but grandpa was dead in any case.“



Tears started to roll down her cheeks as she continues.



 “He never got to see me grow up, he would have been so proud. The only memories I have of him are what she told me. I was just a baby when he passed.’’



 It soon became a weekly thing as I would come down to the stream every Sunday and Nathan would carry me across to the other side and she would then go off to service. After Sunday service I would return to the stream and both of them would enjoy lazy afternoons just enjoying each other’s company. They spoke of hopes, dreams, and just watched as clouds roll by. It was one afternoon while we were watching the clouds Nathan looked over to me and told me he loved me. We were best friends and as I thought best friends loved each other, maybe he didn’t mean it but it was the first time he said it. But it would not be the last time. I remember I answered him with that I loved him too and I would love him always and forever. From that moment always and forever became a saying just for us and we meant it then and the years that followed.



 The year I turned fifteen things began to change, gone were the braids and it was replaced by my hair just hanging down my back, mind you it was almost to my waist. The awkward young tomboy was blossoming into a young lady and Nathan liked his what his best friend was turning into. The biggest social event of the year was going to be the spring dance. It was what every girl in town was not only talking about but was going to. Miss Ackers the seamstress was busy trying to keep up with all the orders. She had asked my ma to help her with all the dresses. It was extra money for the house and it was Miss Ackers who gave ma the material to make my dress. Well she had asked my ma if I was going to the dance and when my ma said I didn’t have a dress it was Miss Ackers who picked out the material and gave it to my ma to make it for me. I couldn’t believe my eyes when ma came home with this material. It was the most beautiful material I had ever seen. It was a coppery silk with gold thread inter twined in the material. No one would have anything like it. I stood in front the mirror just admiring the dress as grandma and was finishing up the hem of the dress.



 “Oh ma it’s so beautiful.”



I swirled around and the gown just floated across the room with me. Grandma’s eyes sparkled as she watched me smile at my image.



 “So Darcy are you ready to have all the men ask to dance with you?”



 I looked at her then reality hit.



“I don’t know grandma I’ve never been onto have men flock to me.”



 “Don’t be silly Darcy, why you’re beautiful, you have the prettiest dress and no one has one like it, what man wouldn’t ask you to dance with him? Why I even will say you are prettier that your mother was at that age.”



 “Well we’ll see about that, and I think ma was much prettier. I could never be as pretty as her.’’



I didn’t have the heart to tell grandma I didn’t know how to dance. Never seemed something I needed to learn. I never thought I would ever be going to a dance. I quickly took the dress off and headed for the stream. I wanted to tell Nathan about my dress. When I got there I saw him under the tree. No matter how many years had passed I always knew Nathan would be there waiting for me under that tree. I took off my shoes and rolled up my pants and like the first time Nathan would carry me across the stream and we’d sit on the other side and spend the afternoon enjoying each other’s company. I looked at the fishing pole and smiled back at him.



 “Hey Nathan did you get any fish?”



 “No, but I wasn’t really trying. I was just sitting here waiting for you to show up.”



 I looked at him



 “You seemed pretty sure I’d be here weren’t you?”



 “Well seeing the look on your face I’m glad I am here. What wrong Darcy?”



 I looked at him I was hoping I wouldn’t have to tell him but since he was the one to bring it up I decided to tell him.



 “Well there’s this dance in two weeks.”



 “I know everyone is talking about it are you going?”



 “Well yea but I well I have a problem ...”



 “Oh I know you need someone to take you. No problem I’ll be happy to take you.”



 I looked at him with a glare in my eyes.



 “Nathan! Can you just let me finish the sentence? I can’t dance.”



 “You can’t dance?”



 I looked at him and his question seemed to hurt me more than if he had laughed.



 “Oh if that’s the only problem I’ll teach you.”



 “You would?”



 He put his arm around my shoulder.



 “Heck you know I’d do anything for you Darcy. Ever since that first day I took you across the stream I knew you were something real special and always will be.”



 I turned and looked at him and suddenly he leaned forward and kissed me. It was a tender almost gentle kiss but a kiss just the same. I opened my eyes and there he was smiling at me.



 “Don’t forget you’re my girl and you can ask me anything. I’ll never let you down.”



 “When can we start?”



 “What about now?”



 He got up and held out his hands to help me up. He looked at me and smiled.



 “Now remember is real easy. I’ll start you with a waltz. Now watch my feet one, two, three, one, two, and three.”



He placed my hands in his and he proceeded to move and count.



 “See I told you it wasn’t hard.”



I had to agree he did make it seem so easy, and we spent the rest of the afternoon dancing or practicing how to dance. I wasn’t totally ignorant to the subject I had seen people dance before. I remember seeing my parents dance at a wedding two years ago. Oh my mother was like an angel floating across the floor as pa swirled her around. She was the prettiest woman there.



 Every afternoon after school I would meet Nathan at the stream for our dance lesson. It seemed I was doing nicely and with the dance only two weeks away I thought I could pull it off. I often wondered what if someone had gone by and saw us dancing there near the stream, but then again we were only dancing and having a good time but it would seem differently to someone else. A class mate Etta Mae Collingsworth followed me home from school one day. She had always liked Nathan and she had a feeling that he was interested in Darcy. Now that was not possible, after all everyone knew Darcy’s family lived on the wrong side of the tracks and also Darcy’s grandmother was part Cherokee. Well she followed Darcy to the main road and then noticed she turned off to a large tree stump that lead her to the stream. There she saw Nathan give her a hug and they preceded so sit and talk. All Etta could think of was what would Ms. Leta think when she told her this. Her Nathan with that lower class Meadows girl, oh she just had to go and tell her right away.



 Etta wasted no time to get the Gower farm. It was in the living room; Etta saw Ms. Leta and the Col. She proceeded to tell them both of the rendezvous that Nathan was having with the Meadows girl. It seems they were meeting down by the stream that cut through both properties. Etta continued to say that they had been dancing and she stated she saw the Meadows girl hug Nathan. It was Ms.Leta who was totally shocked and stood up from her seat.



 “Well we thank you very much Etta for bringing this to our attention. Matters like this should be nipped in the bud and I intend to get to the bottom and also stop this type of behavior as soon as Nathan gets home.”



 “Well I better get home my mama has to get the final fitting on my dress for the dance in two weeks.”



 Ms. Leta walks her out to the front porch and waves as Etta heads for home



 “Good bye Etta and thank you very much.”



 As she leaves Ms. Leta goes back into the house. She walks back into the living room where the Col. is still sitting and sits across from him.



 “Well I hope you’re happy Carter. Your son feel he has to go behind our backs and be with this this…”



“Her name is Darcy Meadows and she happens to be a lovely girl.”



 “Oh you would think so.”



 “Now what is that supposed to mean?”



 “Oh don’t tell me you think its fine for our son to go around with do you realize he could end his chances for getting into West Point. After all there has always been a Gower at the Point.”



She begins to sob and for the life of him the Col. has no idea what all the sobbing is for. The boy is friendly with a young girl as far as he knew it’s been happening since the beginning of time. He saw nothing wrong with the friendship and liked the girl as far as he knew about her.



Leta had to realize her little boy was a man and it’s time for her to see this.







Chapter Two



By the time Darcy had gotten home Ms. Leta had send a note to the Meadows home as to what their daughter has been doing. It was the cold stares of her father and mother that Darcy faced as she walked into the house. It was my pa who spoke first.



 “Where have you been girl?”



 “Nowhere special just walking.”



 “I’m only gonna say this one more time, where have you been all this time?”



 “I’m telling you I came from the short cut across the stream. You all know I’ve taken that short cut for years why are you asking me about it now? ”



 John Meadows looks at his wife then back to Darcy.



 “You mean to tell me you were not at the stream with the Gower boy?”



 I knew he caught me someone had found out . Well I might as well come clean,



 “I was down at the stream with Nathan he was teaching me to dance.”



 My pa looked as though he would take a swing at me but walked the other way. It was



 My ma’s turn now.



 “Darcy, dear why did you have Nathan teach you how to dance? You could have asked your father there was no need to have a stranger do it.”



 I looked at her



 “Nathan’s no stranger ma he’s my friend. Why we’ve been friends for years. He’s my best friend. If you can’t ask your best friend to do you a favor who can you ask? Didn’t you always tell me a best friend is worth more than gold?”



My father looked at me and gave me my punishment.



 “You are never to see the Gower boy again and you are not going to the dance that is my final ward on the subject.”



 “But pa.”



 “My final word Darcy, I’m sorry but I’ve made up my mind. Now go to your room.”



 I looked at all three of them and then headed for the stairs and up to my room. I still didn’t know what was so bad about what we were doing. It was only two people dancing. There was a gentle knock on the door and grandma’s soft voice



 “Darcy, are you alright?”



 I dried my eye and opened the door slowly.



 “Darcy, you’ve been crying.”



 “I can’t help it grandma. I worked so hard to learn how to dance and ma made this beautiful dress for me and now, now pa won’t let me go.”



 “ But why did you ask the Gower boy to teach you ?”



 “ Oh grandma have you ever seen Nathan Gower? Why he’s the handsomest man in the county. His smile just lights up a room and his eyes have you ever seen eyes like his anywhere? He’s..”



 The old woman smiles



 “And you’re in love with him.”



 “Does it show that much?”



 “My question does he feel the same way?”



 “I don’t know grandma. There are sometimes I feel he does and then there’s times I don’t know. I do know that I have loved him since the first day I saw him and we have been friends all these years. “



 “Well you hang in there dear I have a feeling you two were meant to be together.”



 “Do you really think so grandma? I mean sometimes I just feel it would be the right thing and now with pa the way he feels I don’t he’d let Nathan near the house.”



Downstairs John and Mary were still discussing the dance.



 “John you’re going to break your daughter’s heart because of what someone said. Since when did what someone said bother you?”



 “Mary, maybe you are not worried about our daughter’s reputation but I do.”



 Mary began so laugh at her husband.



 “John what are you talking about? What is wrong with her reputation by her talking dancing lessons with Nathan Gower? I fail to see where that will affect her reputation in anyway. ”



 “First it’s dancing lessons than who knows.”



 “Oh stop it you know Darcy and she would never do something to hurt you and I still think you are wrong not letting her go to the dance.”



 Across the stream the dinner table at the Gowers Ms. Leta is talking to her son.



 “So tell me Nathan what were you doing down at the stream today?”



 “Down at the stream? Well I was helping a friend.”



 Leta contoured.



 “Helping a friend do what?”



 “Mother if you must know I was teaching Darcy Meadows how to dance. “



 Leta was a bit surprised at his tone of voice.



 “I’m not sure I like your tone of voice Nathan.”



 “Well mother I find is strange to have to answer to you for every move I make. After all mother I am seventeen years old.”



 “Yes and that’s what I want to talk to you about. You know that we your father and I have been hoping to get you to go to West Point next year on your eighteenth birthday. “



 “And this would not happen if I taught lessons to Darcy Meadows because?”



 “Well for one thing it’s her background. I mean Nathan you have to understand you both are in different circles in society. Her great grandmother was a Cherokee, why is even talk that her mother’s side were responsible for some of the raids on the early settlers. I just feel it just wouldn’t be to your advantage to be seen with that girl.”



Nathan got up from his chair and looked at his mother



 “That girl has a name mother and it’s Darcy Meadows and for your information I will see her and been seen with her with or without your permission. I don’t care what her mother’s family did in the past. That’s in the past not now mother.”



On that note he turned and left the room. Leta composes herself and looks at her husband.



 “He would never have spoken to me that way a year ago. I tell you it’s that girl. She’s changing my son and she will end his chances of going to West Point. I won’t hear of it. I’m am going to put a stop to this before it gets out of hand.”



It was her husband who felt she was taking things out of proportion.



 “Leta, what harm did he do by giving a young girl a few dancing lessons? After all it’s not the end of the world.”



 “Sure a dance lesson today and then what? She’ll try to pass herself off as a lady and oh my Carter she’ll want to live here at the family home. I won’t hear of it. I must stop Nathan from making a big mistake. “



 “Leta what are you talking about?



 “The marriage of course. We can’t let Nathan marry that girl.”



The Col. looks at his wife in total amazement.



 “Leta you’re are blowing things out of proportion, I think you should just calm down.”



 “Well it’s obvious that I will have to make him understand. He’ll understand that I know what is best for him.”



 “Leta, leave the boy alone, he’s no longer your little boy.”



 “Carter, I’m not having him lose his chance in the military over some, some...”



 The Col. looks at his wife.



 “Leta, its best you stop before you’ll say something you’ll regret.”



 She looks at her husband



 “ Carter our son will be seventeen next July and he will be going to West Point whether he wants to or not. I know what’s best for my son.”







 Chapter Three







 Leta Gower wasted no time in making sure her son’s chances for West Point were secure. Leta had planned a pre celebration a week before the spring dance. It was a party to celebrate Nathan’s going to the Point even though nothing was definite yet. Sparing no expense Leta had invited some of the most prominent families not only in town but in the county. There was even talk that the governor was attending. Before the party Nathan slipped away and he wandered down to the stream under the tree like he’s done for the past week. Every now and then he would look up and see if Darcy was on the other side waiting to come over. He had heard that her pa told her she was to stay away from that Gower boy and Darcy obeyed his wishes. It was the night of the big party at the Gower Farm and he could hear from the road wagons heading to the party. As the carriages drive up the Col. and Ms. Leta are on the porch to greet their guests. It was Nathan who got in through the back door and up the stairs to change. All heads turned as the governor’s coach came up the driveway. As the coach came to a stop the Col. opens the door and offers his hand to the governor’s wife to get out of the coach. The governor emerges to the applause of the guests and kisses Ms. Leta’s hand as she offers it to him. It was at that moment Nathan emerges from the house all dressed in a suit . The governor greets the Col.



 “Carter, it’s good to see you. “



 It was at that moment that Nathan emerges from inside of the house and is greeted by the governor.



 “And this must be the lucky gentleman who will be moving on to the Point.”



Nathan shakes his hand and looks over to his mother and father.



 “Well nothing’s really certain governor but you know how my mother is.”



He gives a smile to his mother and she looks at the governor than back to Nathan.



 “I think you should tell him Leta.”



 “Tell me what?”



The governor looks at Nathan



 “Well your mother had contacted me and told me how much you had wanted to attend the Point since the Col. had and so had his father and well Nathan I’m proud to say you will attending the Academy next September as a cadet.”



 Leta looks at her son and has tears in her eyes



 “I was going to have the governor announce it at the party tonight, you will act surprised won’t you?”



 Nathan looked at his mother. Once again she had her own way. All this was just to prove she got her son into West Point. As the Col. escorts the governor into the house Etta and her family ride up. Leta sees Etta and smiles.



 “Nathan, do help Etta out of her carriage.”



 Etta smiles at Leta



 “Ms. Leta it’s good to see you. Thank you Nathan.”



 “I’m so glad you could come Etta. Oh Nathan would you show Etta inside?”



Nathan takes her hand and escorts her into the house. Once through the huge front doors the house seems so massive as much of the furniture has been removed for this party. Through the side massive glass doors is the patio where the party continues and the food and music are on the patio. Nathan looks at Etta.



 “Would you care to have some punch?”



 “Oh yes that would be lovely Nathan.”



 Across the other side of the stream Darcy was sitting by her window. The music from the party floated through the night air. AS I sat and listened tears rolled down my cheeks. Seems grandma had heard Nathan would be leaving for the Point next year after his birthday. The party was to be his pre celebration and of course I was not invited. Of course the two most important functions of the season and I’m not attending either of them. So here I sit looking out the window listening to the music.



 Downstairs my ma and grandma were in the living room.



 “It’s a darn shame Darcy couldn’t attend this party also.”



 My ma looked over to her mother.



 “Mother let’s not go through that all over again.”



 “I’m not but I’m sure it was all so innocent. I’ve seen the Gower boy and he really was just a friend.”



 “Maybe so mother, but have you ever seen Darcy’s face light up when she speaks about him?”



The older woman nodded and smiled.



 “Yes but that was when they were in grade school. A simple girl crush nothing more.”



 “Maybe but I’ve seen that look in her eyes when she was six and it’s still in her eyes now.”



 “ She loves that boy, always has. The bad thing about it is his folks and your husband will never let it happen.”



My ma looked at her.



 “Happen? Let what happen?”



 “Oh come Mary are you that blind”



 “I’m sure Darcy will find the right man when he comes along.”



 Grandma nods her head and goes back to her knitting as my ma sips her coffee.



 It was the evening of the spring dance and I sat quietly in my room. My folks had gone to Howards for supper. Pa and Mr. Howard worked together and both ladies have been trying to get together for months. I heard grandma call me from the hall.



 “Darcy, can you come down for a moment?”



 “Be right there grandma.”



I headed out of my room and down the stairs. As I got to the doorway of the living room Iswa grandma smiling.



 “What do you need grandma?”



 She stepped aside and there stood Nathan.



 “HI Darcy.”



 I was just stunned.



 “Nathan? “



Grandma had gotten behind me and gently shoved me in the room and closed the doors. I had to admit Nathan looked well.



 “Well how have you been?”



I still was a bit shocked but tried to answer.



 “I’ve been alright and you? I mean I heard you are going to West Point next year. You must be excited.”



I moved over to the nearest chair and sat down. Nathan sat on the sofa across from me.



 “I’ve been down at the stream I thought maybe I’d see you there but..”



 “Well I promised my pa I wouldn’t go there anymore.”



 “Oh I see.”



 “Truth is nothings the same without you there Darcy.”



 “I’m sorry Nathan. I’m sorry for so many things getting in trouble for asking you to teach me to dance, not being able to go to the dance tonight and now for making you sad.”



I got up and walked over to the widow and looked out into the darkness.



 “ I wish we could back in time and be the kids we were back then.”



Nathan had gotten up and slowly moved behind me until he was able to put his hands on my shoulders.



 “I’m not, I wouldn’t want to trade the beautiful woman I see here back to that young tomboy with the braids and her shoes tied over her shoulder.”



I had to smile when I thought about the first time he saw me I was in braids and my shoes were over my shoulder. I knew I had to tell him how I felt and if I didn’t do it now I would lose my nerve.



 “You know I have been keeping this inside me all these years and I feel I have to tell you. I know you’re going to think I’m silly but well I have been in love with you since I was six years old. Ok you can laugh at me now.”



He gently turned me around and with his hand he lifted my chin.



 “I’m not laughing and I don’t think it’s silly. I’m so glad you told me because I’ve been in love you with since the first day I saw you trying to wade across the stream.”



He slowly let his lips touch mine and my arms went around his neck as we shared a passionate embrace.



 “And now you’re going to West Point and we’ll be apart again.”



 He held me in his arms and I felt I could stay there forever.



 “I don’t care about West Point. I’d give it all up just to stay here by the stream with you. I love you Darcy Meadows for always.”



 I looked at him



 “Always and forever.”



 Later that evening I sat up in bed still excited that Nathan really did love me I was going to go to the stream tomorrow and we could sit there and plan our future together. But that was not to happen. As I was walking toward the stream my pa came along in the wagon. Just as I was about to turn off in the road he pulls up.



 “Darcy, come on I’ll give you a ride home.”



 I had no choice I had to take the ride home. Two days later news hit town Fort Sumter was fired on and we were at war. Every young man was rushing to join the army and every mother sat and prayed their son or sons would be safe.



 Nathan joined the army and with some help from his father he was sent under the command of General Albert S. Johnston and West Point graduate and highly respected officer. West Point would have to wait for Nathan he felt it was his duty to defend the south. It was the day before he was to leave and he waited by the stream hoping that Darcy would come to say good bye. He had almost given up when he say her across the stream making her way down to the stream. He made his way into the stream and she waited patiently like always. As he got to the other side she looked at him and took his hand.



 “This time I want to walk across with you. “



 “Are you sure, you’ll get wet.”



 “I’m sure.”



 Together we waded across the stream hand and hand. Once we made it to the other side we sat under the tree and held each other. I couldn’t bear to think of him leaving. I know he had to do this but the uncertainty of this war. Why couldn’t the Col. find a way to keep him away from the battlefield. He looked at me as I tried to stop the tears in my eyes.



 “What’s this tears? You don’t want me to remember you with tears in your eyes. Not the day before I leave. You don’t want me to have that as my memory of my girl. You do know you are my girl.”



I nodded.



 “And when I come back I’m going to marry you Darcy Meadows, and I’m going to purpose to you right here under this tree.”



 The next morning Nathan left by train for his basic training. Ms. Leta carried on so the Col. had to take her home. I promised I wouldn’t go to the train station I wanted to have the memory of us at the stream. It was our special place that no one could ever take from us. I heard the train whistle and knew Nathan was on his way. I wished he didn’t go yet I knew he had to it was what he was.



 It suddenly began to rain and as the drops hit the window sill I felt my own roll down my cheek.







 Chapter Four



 There wasn’t a day that went by that the townspeople gathered at the newspaper office to hear the latest on the war. Mrs. Rollins had not only her husband but her two sons also. Each day she waited to hear any news on the war. Grandma would sit with her sometimes. She felt sorry for the woman she had no one to lean on for strength. Then it came two days after the Battle of Shiloh it came out the wounded and the casualties. I looked over when I heard sobbing and saw Mrs. Rollins weeping. I looked at the names in the newspaper and saw all three Rollins men were lost in that battle. I felt an emptiness that was in the very core of my soul seeing Mrs. Rollins’ grief I couldn’t bear to read any farther than the fact that General Johnston died in battle. I wanted to look at the list but I just couldn’t I didn’t want to think that Nathan could be dead. Not after he told me he loved me and promised to marry me. He couldn’t be on the list. I forced myself to look at the G’s and there was no Gower. I said a silent prayer thanking the good Lord that he as spared.



 I walked back home only I stopped at the stream it was the one place I still felt I could reach Nathan. I felt no matter where he was if I just sat here he would know I was thinking of him. I closed my eyes and tried to picture him beside me when I heard grandma calling me.



I got up and walked through the trees and saw her on the road.



 “I knew I’d find you here. This came for you it’s a few weeks old but I thought you would still want it.”



She smiled and handed me a letter.



 “It’s from Nathan. Oh grandma thank you so much.”



 “Would you like to read it at home? I’m going that way I can give you a ride?”



 “I’d better thanks grandma.”



 In the privacy of my room I opened the letter and began to read ”Dear Darcy, I think of you often. There’s nothing glamorous about this war. We’re going to a place called Shiloh in a week and from there I’m not sure. I often think about you. I miss you and home. We’re all Virginia boys here but none of us are from the same town. We all talk about our homes and our families I even told them about you and they all want to meet you. It’s almost time for lights out and we’ll be leaving in the morning so I’ll end the letter here. I hope we can get home soon I’ve got to move on now hope this gets to you. I love you Darcy always and forever. Love Nathan.”



 That letter was over a week old we already had heard the news of the Battle of Shiloh and the death of . General Johnston died on the battle field of a gunshot wound to his leg. He unselfishly had his personal doctor sent to the front to aid the wounded; he on the other hand bled to death due to his wound. It was the bloodiest battle in the war so far. It was on a Sunday afternoon that is a place called Shiloh both sides lost 23,000 men. Among those brave men under Gen. Johnston that were also wounded was one young man Nathan Gower. It seemed a mortar hit right beside him and tore his left leg severely. At the army hospital they felt the only recourse to be was to amputate. It would be the end of his army career but a young surgeon had heard of a new method of saving the legs and arms of these wounded soldiers and after six hours of painstaking surgery Nathan’s leg was spared. The fact that he would always have a limp was a small price to pay to save the leg from amputation.



 It was a shattered Col. Gower who came to our house that afternoon a week after the battle.



He seemed a broken man as if he had lost all the will to live. I had thought oh no Nathan is dead. I began to sob and he gently touched my hand.



 “No, no Darcy, he’s not gone. He’s been wounded. He suffered a serve injury to his leg. They transferred him to another army hospital and Leta and I are going to see him as soon as we can get a train out.”



 The man just kept looking at me and smiled.



 “Is there anything I can do or get you Col.?”



 The old man just smiled and nodded his head.



 “I’m sorry my wife treated you so badly my dear I know how much Nathan cares for you. I intend to tell him I have been here to see you and you know of his injury. Would you like me to tell him anything?”



I looked at my parents and then my grandma who nodded her head and smiled.



 “Col. do tell him always and forever he’ll know what it means.”



A smile came to the old man’s face as he once again pats her hand.



 “I’ll tell him miss don’t you worry.”



He gets up and starts to head out the door. When my ma stops him.



 “Col. if there is anything you or Ms. Leta needs please let us know.”



 “Thank you Mrs. Meadows, thank you very much.”



 He walks out the door with my pa. I looked over to grandma.



 “He looks so broken. I wish there was something I could do for him.”



 “ You did just by what you said to him. “



Weeks passed and there was no news on Nathan. The war raged on and more young lives were lost on both sides. I found myself wondering if I would ever see Nathan and yet there was that one hope that I would turn around one day and he would be there at the stream and we could pick up our lives.



 It was a warm Sunday afternoon I sat under the tree by the stream as I had done since I spoke with the Col. Sometime I would just sit and watch the clouds, other times I would think of Nathan and pray he would come home to me. I closed my eyes and began to talk in a low voice as if Nathan was beside me.



 “Nathan, I wish you were here so I knew that you were alright. I’ve been worried for so long to hear any news on you. Oh I wish you could hear me.”



With my eyes closed I didn’t notice that Nathan had indeed walked to the banks of the stream and was standing there in front of me.



 “I can hear you silly. I’m right here.”



I opened my eyes and there was Nathan standing before me with on crutches but he was standing there before me. I jumped up and put my arms around me.



“Nathan!”



“Darcy, Darcy careful you’ll knock me down. “



I stepped back and tried to stop the tears in my eyes.



 “How did you get here? How are you, how…?”



He slowly made his way to the tree and leaned up against the trunk.



 “You’ll have to ask me one question at a time Darcy.”



 There were so many questions I wanted to ask and so many things I wanted to tell him but for now just to stand here and see him before me.



 “I know the last time we were here I promised you I would do something. Well if you can forgive me for not getting on one knee I’ll try to do this right.”



He gently takes my hand and smiles



 “Darcy Christine Meadows would you do me the favor and be my wife? I’d get on one knew if it would make you answer faster.”



I looked at him and smiled.



 “Yes, I will marry you Nathan, today, tomorrow whenever and where ever you want.”



 It was a dream come true for both of us. I was to be married in my mother’s wedding dress. As I stood in front of the mirror looking at the image. “Well girl this is it, the moment you’ve been waiting for since you were six years old. The day you become Mrs. Nathan Gower.” The door of her room opens and her father stands there looking at his little girl and smiles.



 “You look so happy Darcy and I’m so proud of you.”.



*****



THE END



Reaching climax the Cowboy



Kaylee Morrison was just an average girl, the only girl in the family still single. It was at her younger cousin’s wedding when a remark made by a neighbor started Kaylee wondering if there would ever be a day when she would be throwing the bouquet instead of being the one trying to catch it.



 It was a warm afternoon and the little church in town was packed for the wedding of Kaylee’s cousin, Celeste, to a local boy. All the girls who were over nineteen and married were sitting in the front row. Kaylee, as usual, was part of the wedding party. The old saying ‘always a bridesmaid, never a bride’ seemed to fit Kaylee. With the ceremony over, the reception that immediately was also not as delightful as Kaylee expected. Kaylee heard whisper of rumors that were hurtful and made her feel uncomfortable the whole time there. The following day, Kaylee returned to work at Miss Lucille’s bridal shop. As she was checking through dressing rooms she noticed someone left a bridal magazine on the bench. It had the recent styles from Europe which were quite interesting. As Kaylee thumbed through the pages, she came to the last four pages where there were classifieds. Here were individuals looking for brides/ husbands. So engrossed with the classifieds, she didn’t notice Miss Lucille walk by the room and stop.



 “Miss Kaylee, what are you doing?”



Startled, Kaylee put down the book and stood up.



 “I was just getting ready to clean up the room Miss Lucille.”



She gathers the three dresses and was about to leave the dressing room when Miss Lucille saw the book.



 “These are very nice.”



She picks up the book and looks at the styles.



 “Do you think you could possibly copy some of these style, Kaylee?



 “I don’t know Miss Lucille, if I had time to study the styles maybe, but the materials we’d need have to send away for. The lace is Irish and Italian, Miss Lucille. Can we find a supplier here who can have it shipped to us?”



She handed the book to Kaylee and smiles.



 “Let me know if you can design one of ours to look like these. We’ll put it in the store window for the spring line.”



 “Yes, ma’am.”



 She hurries out to the styling room where her next appointment for a fitting was waiting. Kaylee gave the young woman a single and proceeded to make the young girl feel like a princess and that this was to be the most exciting dress she would ever wear. Three hours later, Kaylee was making her way home in the pouring rain. It was cold and damp as the rain seeped through her coat right to her bones. She turned the corner and saw her Aunt Alice’s carriage outside her home. Slowly she made her way up to the door. From the other room her mother called out,



 “Kaylee, could you come in here for a moment?”



 She removed her coat and hat and walked into the dining room. Her aunt took one look at her and shook her head.



 “I’m telling you Rose; look at what she looks like. You’ll never see a man wanting to marry her. Look at her, she looks like a drowned cat. I swear the girl has none of the Benson looks she got all the Morrison side looks. Pity none of them had an eye for style and class. Rose you know it’s true that sister of James’s Lordy was she ever a homely girl. She ended up being an old maid if I remember.”



Kaylee looked at her aunt. True she had married off all her daughters’ and neither one was pretty, yet to Rose Morrison her nieces were the center of her life. For years, Kaylee knew she was never the favorite in the family she was always considered the black sheep. The more Kaylee tried to please her mother the more Rose found something to complain about that she did something all wrong or why couldn’t she be more like her cousins. There was never a time when Kaylee was given not praise but a kind word. Rose Morrison thought of only her family completely ignoring the young girl who had been supporting her for the past ten years since her husband died when Kaylee was only seventeen. When James Morrison passed away the January morning, it was Kaylee who abandoned her college plans and went to work. The only job she could get was to work for Miss Lucille’s dress shop. Lucille had seen her talent and knew she could bring a lot of money to the dress shop. Kaylee had an eye for style and class and Lucille wanted her shop to be one of a kind in White Plains. Having an elite dress shop so close to New York had many pluses.



 “I’m very sorry mama. I got caught in the rain coming home. I’ll go up and change.”



It was then that Aunt Alice spoke.



 “Well, I have no time to wait. I only came to tell you my brother in law’s daughter is going to Miss Lucille’s tomorrow and wants you to help her pick out a dress. I do hope you’ll look better than you do now.”



Kaylee keeps her head down knowing if she looks up Aunt Alice would continue to insult her. But Aunt Alice was not finished.



 “Are you listening to me, Kaylee? Rose I swear didn’t you teach this girl anything about manners? She just stands there like a scared rabbit. I’m telling you she’s going to disgrace the family by being the old maid. People already think she’s a bit backward and touched in the head. My Lord Martha Morgan asked me just the other day if she wasn’t touched in the head. We’ll be the laughing stock of all New York.”



Rose looked at her sister



 “Funny she’s never asked me anything like that about her.”



Kaylee had heard enough and ran up the stairs. Alice looked at her sister.



Chapter Two



 Upstairs in her room, Kaylee held back her tears. Aunt Alice had no right to say those hurtful things about her and her mother just stood there. She didn’t defend her once. She looked on the floor near her bed where the magazine was. She picked it up and looked at a few of the classifieds stopping at one that caught her eye. “Comfortable thirty-three-year-old rancher interested in a young lady between the ages of twenty-six and thirty-three to marry. She must be willing to relocate to Wyoming near the town of Jackson. All inquiries will be kept confidential. Please send responses to this publication to Add M 34.”



“Well let’s see Mr. M 34 if I can get your attention.”



She spent the better part of the evening composing the letter stating her qualifications and interests. After her fourth try at the letter, she was pleased with it and placed it in the envelope. She glanced at the clock on the mantel and noticed it was already eleven o’clock. She got ready for bed she would mail the letter tomorrow.



 Sometime during the night, the rain had stopped and the start of a new day promised to give us some sunshine. She came down the stairs only to find Rose had left her a note stating she was at Mrs. De Rosa’s. Kaylee left and headed for the post office to get the letter mailed. As she made her way to the window, she was greeted by Mr. Jensen.



 “Well, morning Miss Kaylee. What can I do for you this morning? Horace Jensen had known Kaylee since she was a little girl. He always said she was one of the nicest girls in town and hard working.”



Kaylee smiled at him.



 “I’d like to mail this letter Mr. Jensen, and could you tell me about how long it will take to get there?”



 He looks at the address then back to her



 “Well, it’s going to Chicago that will take at least five to six days Miss Kaylee. We get a lot of letters to go there. Is Miss Lucille sending for some of those new dresses that are in the catalogue?”



 “Are you sure Mr. Jensen? By the way how do you know about the dresses Mr. Jensen?”



 “Oh, Miss Kaylee most of the women in this town get this magazine every month. What I’d like to see is Miss Lucille making one of those dresses for you. You’d sure make a pretty bride Miss Kaylee.”



 “Thank you, Mr. Jensen.”



 Kaylee begins to blush as she smiles at the man and makes her way out of the post office and heads for Miss Lucille’s. As she makes her way up the main street she wonders if you would miss the city, would she be willing to give up all this and live on a peaceful stretch of land in Wyoming. To give up the hustle and bustle of White Plains and take life a bit slower. She realizes that she was thinking a bit ahead since she just sent the letter out and there was no guarantee that the mysterious M34 would even consider her from her letter. Standing there



Waiting for the traffic cop to allow her to cross the street, he does and she smiles at him.



 As she got to the front door of the shop, she sees Aunt Alice in the waiting room at Lucille’s looking at the clock. She sees Kaylee walk in the door and immediately walks up to her.



 “Kaylee, we’ve been waiting here for you for ten minutes!”



 “Aunt Alice I’m on time I don’t have to get here until eight o’clock and its eight-o-one right now. The store doesn’t open until eight o’clock how did you get in?”



 “Oh I had the cleaning staff let me in and I said you’re late!”



 Her voice started to get louder and at this point, Miss Lucille‘s attention and she was walking over to them.



 “Is there a problem here?”



 Alice looked at Lucille.



 “Yes, Your employee here is late and we had an appointment for eight o’clock this morning, and she comes in late, and now she’s denying I had an appointment, what type of establishment are you running that lets employees come in late and leave clients to wait?



 Lucille looks at Kaylee.



 “Miss Morrison is this true you had an appointment with Mrs….”



 Alice looks at Lucille



 “Whitfield, Alice Whitfield.”



 Lucille nodded



 “Did you have an appointment with Mrs. Whitfield Miss Morrison?”



 “She says she did, we can check the appointment book to make sure.”



 Lucille went over to the front desk and checked with the receptionist. In a few moments, she returns.



 “I’m sorry Mrs. Whitfield but there is no appointment for you in the book.”



 “That’s a lie! I tell you I demand to get service here and now.”



 Lucille tries to calm her down.



 “Mrs. Whitfield I can have you seen by another seamstress if that is agreeable to you.”



 “I’m sorry I cannot agree on those conditions and I will not be using your facilities again. Good day.”



 With that, she storms of the shop with her brother in law’s daughter. Lucille looks at Kaylee.



 “I’m sorry, Miss Morrison.”



 “No, I’m sorry Miss Lucille I should have been a bit more tactful with my aunt.”



 “She’s your aunt?”



 Kaylee puts her head down and nods.



 “Well, there poses another problem. I’m sorry Kaylee I’m going to have to let you go. “



 Kaylee looks at her.



 “Let me go?”



 “I just can’t afford to have her outburst like that with clients in the store. I’m sorry you’ll have to go.”



 Kaylee looks at the woman who gave her a chance at a decent job and because her aunt she is now out of a job. When will it all end? This curse that seems to follow her.



Kaylee turns to leave when Lucille stops her.



 “Kaylee wait a moment.”



 She stepped into her office in a few minutes she returns.



 “This is your salary for the days you’ve worked. Again I’m sorry to lose you, Kaylee.”



 “I’m sorry to leave also.”



 “Good luck Kaylee.”



 She nods and walks out the door.















Chapter Three



For the next few weeks Kaylee tried to find some place to work, but thanks to her Aunt Alice and her vicious tongue the story of why Lucille let go of her was due to Kaylee’s incompetence. Of course it was a lie but it made sure no one would hire Kaylee. It seemed Alice was interested making sure her niece would never have success.



 Three weeks had passed and Kaylee still had no job. She went to the post office each day hoping to get an answer. Right now it was the only hope she had left. She walked into the post office and saw a smile on Mr. Jensen’s face. As she got up to the window and Mr. Jensen hands her the letter.



 “Is this what you were waiting for Kaylee?”



 All Kaylee could think of was to get the letter and get home and read it.



 “Oh thank you, Mr. Jensen, thank you so much.”



 She headed out the post office and made her way back home when she noticed her aunt’s carriage in front of the house. Well going home was out of the question so she thought or a moment and decided the church would be the perfect place. It the quiet corner of the chapel up the street Kaylee sat and read the letter from the mysterious M34. “Dear Kaylee, I received your letter and am very interested in meeting you. I would be willing to have you come out to Wyoming where you can see for yourself that it truly is beautiful. If you find it’s what you are looking for we can make future arrangements, if it’s not what you are looking for I will pay for your way back home to New York. Enclosed you will find a picture of me and train fare for you to get out here. I await your response. Gil Cosgrove.”



She looked at the photograph and saw a handsome young man. He was tall well the impression in the photograph was his hair was light again with a black and white photograph one can only guess. I now had to make a decision. Do I want to go to Wyoming and get off this carousel once and for all? There was no question her choice was to leave.



Chapter Four



Once again Kaylee wrote to Mr. M34. This time, it was to inform him she would be delighted to come to Wyoming and should be expected in about three weeks after settling her affairs were in New York. Now came the hard part, telling her mother she was leaving. Funny after all these years she was starting to feel sorry for her mother and what will she do once she is gone. Of course, when Rose told Alice there was a family meeting, she looked at Kaylee.



“You are a selfish and ungrateful excuse for a daughter. After all your mother has done for you, you decide you are going to leave her and run off to some God forsaken town in Wyoming and face God only knows what.”



She started to something but her aunt silenced her.



 “I warned your mother this day would come. I warned her you would disgrace the family. Going off to be a mail order bride, it’s a fancy word for what we all know it really is.”



 With that, the room began to agree and speak in hushed tones.



 “But since you have refused your duties to your mother before you leave I expect you to leave her enough money that she can live on for at least three months. It’s only fair since you can’t very well leave her penniless.”



Kaylee looked at her aunt.



“Three months why that’s …”



 She stopped again knowing to argue about it would only prolong this meeting.



 “Three months would be fine.”



 “Good, then we will establish fifty dollars a month for three months to be left to your mother on the day you leave.”



 “Fifty dollars for three months why that’s one hundred and fifty dollars!”



It was five days that Kaylee has been on the train headed for Wyoming. She was alone on the platform waiting for the train. No one came to see her off. She was so glad that there was no scene at the train station was short since she just told both her mother and aunt she was leaving and nothing more. She had stopped at Miss Lucille’s and purchased a dress, nothing fancy just something presentable when she got to Wyoming. She boards the car and finds a window seat and smiles at the conductor.



 “Good morning ma’am.”



 “Good morning.”



Suddenly the passengers boarded the train and within a half hour the train was on its way.



 Back in Wyoming just out of the town of Jackson, Gil Cosgrove was having his ranch get prepared for Miss Morrison’s arrival. Lupe Vasquez and her husband Raul had been with Gil’s



Parents since Gil was born. After the senior Cosgrave’s pass on Lupe and Raul stayed on to help. It was Lupe who suggested Gil place that advertisement.



 “Senor Gil, you’ve been alone too long, it’s time you find a fine woman to give you many little ones.”



A big small came to Lupe’s face. It’s true she and Raul never had children and since Gil knew that if he had children, Lupe would be a perfect babysitter. He looked up at Lupe.



 “I’ll tell you what if I find a girl.”



Lupe corrects him.



 “A lady. She must be a lady.”



 “Alright if I find a lady and marry her how do you know she’ll want children?”



 Oh Senor Gil, every lady wants children. Some of us can never have them.”



He had forgotten it was a sore subject with Lupe. Both she and Raul would be wonderful parents yet they had been married all those years and no children. Gil knew she would love to see little ones running around the house.



 “Well, Lupe I know if there are any little ones running around this ranch you can be the one to catch them. Is that a deal?”



The woman smiles at him.



 “Oh Senor Gil, I will run after the little ones.”



She smiles and heads back to get Gil’s breakfast with Raul behind her.



 “Buenos dias Senor Gil.”



 “Good morning Raul.”



 Raul sits at the table as Lupe places a cup of coffee in front of him.



 “So Senor Gil do you want to get the herd done from the north ridge today?”



 “It’s getting pretty cold up there we can’t hold them up there too much longer. So far we’ve been lucky.”



Raul gets up and heads for the door.



 “I’ll get the men together.”



 Lupe comes in as Raul heads out the door.



 “Senor Gil, I want to remind you that in three days the Senorita from back east will be here. I do hope you are prepared to be at the station to meet her.”



“There will be someone to meet her. I promise.”



 “Bueno, now finish your breakfast.”



 An hour later Gil and his men were on the north ridge getting the herd down from the mountain. It was Raul who came beside him as they watch the herd coming down the mountain pass.



 “So tell me amigo are you anxious to meet the Senorita?”



 “Oh I guess a little after all I only have her picture to go by.”



 He takes her picture from his pocket to show to Raul. Raul takes a look at the photograph then looks back at Gil.



 “Lupe was right the Senorita is a pretty lady. What do you think amigo.”



 “Well she’s pretty but it’s just a picture.”



 “But such a picture amigo.”



 We’ll see Raul, we’ll see.”



 Lupe was busy at the house the changing Gil’s old bedroom and now the store room into a guest room for the Senorita. She removed all the old curtains and bedcovers of bright and sunny bedroom. Lupe herself is excited to have another woman at the house to talk to. On she hoped the young woman would stay not just for company but for Gil also.



Chapter Five



 The herd was moving slowly down the mountain pass, for some reason, the ground was soft a bit too soft for this time of year. Suddenly Gil’s horse slipped and started to tumble sending Gil off the horse and sliding down the hill unable to stop. Raul tries to reach him in time but he had gone half way down the ridge and had broken his leg in the process. Raul throws a rope around Gil and stops him from falling any farther. He gets off his horse and runs to Gil.



 “I’m glad I was able to stop you, amigo. Lupe would skin me alive if anything happened to you, especially now when the senorita is coming.”



Gil looks up at his foreman.



“As it is she still might skin you, Raul. I’ve got a busted leg.’’



 “Well, I’m sorry amigo I’m gonna have to get you back to the house and then come back here and finish the job.”



 Lupe was hanging out the wash when she noticed wagon heading toward the house. She knew something was wrong when she saw Raul was driving the wagon. He drives up to the front porch and jumps off the wagon.



 “Lupe ven aqu rpido, rapido!”



 “Qu pasa? Qu ha pasado



 “It’s Gil he’s been hurt, help me get him in the house I’ll go into town and get the doctor.”



 Raul grabs his arms and puts Gil over his shoulder and takes him in the house with Lupe ahead of him.



 “How did this happen?”



 “We were on the north ridge and the ground was too soft his horse lost his footing and Gil went sliding down the hill. I tried to stop him but he was falling so fast. When I got my rope around him and stopped him, he had already broken his leg.”



Lupe looks at Gil.



 “Senor Gil look what you have done to yourself.”



 He looks up at her and tries to smile



 “It ain’t so bad Lupe I still have another leg.”



 “Te dije que tenga cuidado. Que la seorita vena..”



 “In English Lupe, English.”



 The woman looks at him



 “I was saying I told you to be careful. That the Senorita was coming.”



 She looks at him even with his face covered in dirt and scratched he still was her little Gil. Yes, she favored him always and treated him as her own but there were times he did try her patience.”



When the doctor confirmed the leg was broken in not one but two places everyone knew it meant six weeks in a cast for Gil.



 “Don’t worry Doc I’ll be riding in two weeks.”



 “I’m not letting you leave this house Gil. If you push that leg, you’ll end up doing more damage to it. I want your promise you will not do anything until the six weeks is up.”



The doctor looked at Lupe.



 “Lupe you see he follows my orders. “



“Yes, doctor. Doctor Senor Gil has a Senorita coming to visit in a few days can he go to the train station to meet her?”



 “Absolutely not. Someone can go get her and bring her here.”



 Raul walked out of the room with the doctor and on to the porch with him.



 “Raul, make sure he doesn’t get out of the bed for any reason than to sit on the porch and not to do that until three days have passed. I want that break to heal. I gave him something to make him sleep. I’ll be back tomorrow.”



“Si Doctor.”



The doctor leaves and Raul walks back into the house, to find Lupe waiting for him.



 “Raul, did I not tell you to make sure nothing happened to Gil?”



 “Chiquita, he’s going to be fine. You know he’s strong and besides it’s one way to keep him on the ranch while the Senorita is here.”



“Estpido how can he show the Senorita around with his leg in a cast?”



 “You really should stick to one language Lupe you’re starting to confuse even me.”



 Raul went into Gil’s room and just sat by his bedside. He was sleeping peacefully and that was a good sign. He knew Lupe was mad but she’ll get over it, she’s like most women, they get mad for a while and then they’re fine.



 Three days had passed and they had to practically tie Gil to his bed to stay down. Raul took in his morning breakfast and he threw it out the door.



 “I will not do any of this stuff. I want a real breakfast. You can’t keep me tied up here, I have a ranch to run.”



Lupe comes back in and looks at him.



“Senor Gil I have tried to do as the doctor said but you are not making it easy. Now I am having



Raul come in here and get you cleaned up the Senorita is coming today and I will not let her see you looking like a cerdo.”



She turns and heads out the door, a minute later Raul walks in.”



 It was some time before the conductor came into the car to tell the passengers they were approaching Jackson. Kaylee was excited her log journey was finally over or was it just beginning. The train was making its turnaround Miller’s bend it would be a matter of minutes and the train would be stopping at the station. The train started to slow down and it wasn’t long before it had come to a complete stop at the platform. The conductors began to help passengers off the cars and Kaylee looks about. Holding his picture, she begins to look at each stranger that passed by her. Kaylee walks off the train with the help of the conductor. She looks around but doesn’t see anyone that resembles the photograph. It was the conductor who had some concern



 “Ma’am, are you sure he was gonna meet you here?”



 “Yes, his letter stated he would be here. I just don’t know what could have happened.”



 It was then that Raul walked on the platform and up to Kaylee. Taking off his hat he addresses



Kaylee.



 “Senorita Kaylee Morrison?”



 She smiles at him



 “Yes, I’m Kaylee Morrison.”



“Senorita permit me to introduce myself. I am Raul Vasquez I work for Senor Cosgrove. The senor could not be here there he had an accident.”



 “An accident, oh my how bad is he.”



 “Just a broken leg, Senorita. It’s just that the doctor says he must stay off his foot for a few days. Though there was some disappointment in her voice she understood why he couldn’t be there.



 “Well, shall we go to the ranch?”



 Raul smiles and picks up her bags.



 “Si Senorita, follow me the carriage is right down these steps.”



 Kaylee picks up the smallest of the bags and follows Raul.



 “Are you sure this is all you took for the trip Senorita?”



 “Yes, Raul.”



They get to the carriage and after Raul places the bags in the back of the carriage he helps



Kaylee into the front of the carriage, with him aboard they head off to the ranch. Raul looks over to her.



 “Senorita, do not be too upset with Senor Gil. IT was an accident. We were taking the herd down from the north ridge before the first snow and for some reason the ground was soft. Senor Gil’s horse lost his balance and they both began to slide. The horse was able to get free and got up but Senor Gil he just kept going down and no one could get to him to stop him. I finally was able to get a rope around him and hold on to him. I could not get to him before he broke his leg.”



 “And all he got was a broken leg?”



 “Si in two places, but he will be fine in a few weeks.”



 “Well who is with him now? You didn’t leave him alone!”



 “Oh no, Senorita, Lupe is with him he’s in very good hands.”



 “Si.”



 Kaylee wondered who this Lupe was and it appeared Raul wasn’t offering any more information.







Chapter Six



 Gil was sitting on the front porch when he sees the carriage coming and called for Lupe.



 “Lupe, Raul is coming, I need you to help me get up.”



 Lupe comes rushing out.



 “Senor Gil you sit right back down or you will spend the entire five weeks in your bed.”



 He looks up at her.



 “Lupe how can I meet the woman I’m supposed to marry sitting down?”



 “Senor Gil you will either meet her sitting down or lying down the choice is up to you.”



 He looked at her she drove a hard bargain. Slowly she helped him back in the chair just as the carriage pulled up.



 “There’s Senor Gil and Lupe now.”



 Kaylee noticed that Lupe was an older woman.



 “That’s Lupe?”



 “Si Senorita that is my wife, Lupe.”



 “Oh, Lupe is your wife. I see.”



 A sigh of relief comes out of Kaylee’s mouth. He took her off the carriage and walked her to the porch.



 “Senorita Kaylee this is my wife Lupe and this, of course, is Senor Cosgrove.”



 Lupe smiles at the young girl.



 “Welcome to the Circle C ranch Senorita.”



 “Thank you.”



 Gil looked at her and tries to stand.



 “Oh, no need to stand on my account Mr. Cosgrove I know about your accident. Please sit down. Shouldn’t you have that leg elevated? “



 He looks at her and smiles.



 “I only came out here a while ago I wanted to give you a proper welcome.”



 “Well, maybe it’s time you came in now it is a bit chilly out here.”



 Raul and Lupe help get him up and with Raul’s help, they get him into the house and in the



Living room and sit on the sofa with his leg elevated. Raul looks at him.



 “You and that sofa are going to be good friend’s amigo. “



 He looks at Kaylee,



 “Senorita I will put your things upstairs.”



 Kaylee looked at him



 “You mean I’m going to be sleeping here? In this house?”



 “Si Senorita. You need not worry as you can see the Senor is in no shape to climb the stairs.”



 Gill looked at her



 “I promise I will not try to climb or crawl up the stairs.”



 He saw a smile come to her face, and what a pretty smile it was. There was no doubt she was beautiful.



 “Did anyone ever tell you that you have a beautiful smile?”



 “Not really.”



 “Well, that is their stupidity because you do, Miss Morrison. Your smile lights up the room. “



 “Why thank you.”



 “And while we’re on it I think this Mr. Causgrove and Miss Morrison is too formal I’m Gil.”



 “And I’ m Kaylee.”



 “Kaylee?



 “Yes, I was named after my great grandmother Katherine Lee everyone called her Kay.”



 Raul had slipped out of the room giving them time to talk to each other As Lupe made her way down the stairs Raul whispered her name and she met him in the kitchen.



 “What are you doing in here?”



 “I’m giving the Senorita a chance to meet Gil.”



 “I like her she’ll be good for him. He’s had his own way too long.”



 As Lupe and Raul come back into the living room, the two of them were laughing and smiling.



 “Hey, Raul I want you to bring a few horses to the corral tomorrow we’re gonna pick one out for Kaylee.”



 “Si Senor Gil.”



 Gil looks at Kaylee.



 “I’m so glad you are here. By the way, dinner is at seven sharp.”



 “Oh do you dress for dinner or is it casual?”



 “Whatever you want Princess.”



 A cold chill came over her body when Gil called her princess. It has been too many years since she heard her referred as one. It was her father who would call her princess and that was many years ago. He watched her go up the stairs and notice there was a distance between them that had happened only in a blink of an eye.



 The clock on the mantel chimed out the hour and as if on cue Kaylee made her way down the stairs. There was no question she was beautiful but seeing her come down the stairs as is she truly was regal Gil knew this was the woman he had searched for all his life. She would be the one to take over running the Circle C ranch and the mother of his children. Yes crazy as it sounded he wanted children. Lupe was right to find the right lady and you will have any children running around this great rancho. He almost forgot his leg was in a cast as he tried to get up to welcome her to the table. Kaylee saw what is was trying to do and ran to him.



 “Gil, what are you doing?”



 “I wanted to bring you to the dining room.”



 “You can do that when your leg heals.”



 He looked at her. The tone of her voice almost made it sound that she was planning to stay. It was then that Raul walks out and holds the chair for Kaylee as she sits down.



 “Thank you, Raul.”



 “Por Na da Senorita.”



 Lupe appears at the kitchen door with the platter of food followed by Raul, who came out to open the wine bottle. Kaylee looks at Lupe.



 “Everything is lovely Lupe.”



 “Gracious Senorita.”



 As Raul pours the wine, Gil decides he’d like to make a toast. He holds his glass toward Kaylee.



 “A toast to welcome Miss Morrison to the Circle C ranch may you find what you are looking for and decide to make this your new home and join our family.”



 “That was lovely Mr. Cosgrove. I hope I will be able to find what I’m looking for.”



They are about to eat when Raul rushes in the room.



 “Senor Gil look outside!”



He pulls back the drapes and even in the darkness one could see the snow falling.”



 “Well, I’m glad we got the herd down in time Raul. Almost worth getting my leg broke for.”



 Kaylee looked at him.



 “Well, I never heard it put the way before.”



 “I had hoped Raul would be able to show you the ranch tomorrow but with the looks of things, it will have to wait until another time. I hope you won’t feel disappointed.”



“Not at all Mr. Cosgrove, after all, I can’t expect you to be able to control the weatherly. Besides it will give me time to get to know each other a bit more it that’s alright with you.”



 Raul and Lupe close the kitchen door to give the couple some privacy.



 It snowed all night and part of the next day while Lupe was teaching Kaylee how to make some of Gil’s favorite dishes like Chili, Gil was in the living room staring out the window at the snow hat was falling lightly now. His mind was miles away when Raul walked in with more logs for the fireplace. He turns to Raul, who was placing the logs near the fireplace.



 “How much snow did we get?”



 “About three feet. We were lucky this time.”



 “What about the stock?”



 “All safe.”



 Gil looks back out the window.



 “I should have been out there with all of you protecting the herd. I…”



 As his voice grew louder, Lupe and Kaylee came into the room. Gil turned and saw them and in his moment of weakness, he became angry because he didn’t want her to see him like that. He looked at them and shouted.



 “I don’t think I called for you two. If I wanted you, I’d call for you. Get back in the other room,”



Lupe grabbed Kaylee’s arm as she starts to move closer to Gil. She wanted to get her into the kitchen but Kaylee would not be ordered like that. She broke free from Lupe and walks up to Gil. Standing up to him.



 “How dare you use that tone of voice to Lupe and me. We thought you were in trouble and you lash out on us like some wounded animal attacking.”



 “I believe I told you to leave.”



 “I’m not finished you, Mr. Cosgrove. I’m not accustomed to men ordering me and I will not start now. I think I’ve seen enough here to make up my mind. I will be leaving to go back home in a day or two until then I will be staying at the hotel in town.”



With that, she walks up the stairs to her room. Lupe looked at him.



 “Stupido, what is wrong with you? This woman came all the way because you asked her and now you send her away. What is wrong with you?”



“Lupe you’re not my mother!”



“No, I’m not but I do know that is she saw you do this to the girl she would never forgive you.”



With that Lupe walks out of the room.”



 Raul looks at Gil he had never seen Lupe upset with Gil. He had always been her favorite and when his mother passed Lupe took over raising him. Lupe was right he had no right treating Senorita Kaylee like that. Gil looks over to Raul.



“Well, are you going to start in on me next?”



“No amigo I will not as you say start on you because I realize why you did it. You were ashamed to let anyone see your moment of weakness. I tell you, amigo we all have our moments of weakness, It’s what makes us human, and It’s when we find that shoulder to lean on for strength and understanding. I think that lady upstairs is the best thing that could happen to this rancho and I will pray she forgives you’re outburst and wants to stay.”



With that Raul also leaves the room, leaving Gil to think on his suture with or without Kaylee.







Chapter Seven



It was the early morning hours when Kaylee slowly came down the stairs, she didn’t realize that Gil was still awake sitting by the fire. As Kaylee stepped on the last step, he turned his head.



 “You’re a quiet as a Cheyenne Miss Morrison.”



 “I thought you were sleeping I didn’t want to awaken you.”



 “No, I haven’t been to sleep yet.”



 “Oh is there something you need something I can get for you?” “No.”



 Then he thought about it.



 “On second thought, there is something I need to do. I need to apologize to you. My behavior last evening was totally wrong and I apologize, ma’am. I hope that my outburst doesn’t make your judgment to leave in haste.”



She moves closer to the sofa



 “Well, I now see I should have been a bit more tolerant, after all, you could have been in pain.”



He nods his head.



 “So if you can accept my apology for my rudeness to you I can accept yours.”



 He looks at her



 “I accept.”



 She smiled, even by the firelight her smile was so beautiful it lit up the room. Maye, what Rau had said about needing someone to lean on for strength? She certainly would fight for what she believed in. The ranch needed her courage and strength.



“Miss Morrison, I know you’ve only been here a few days and the storm really hasn’t let you experience the beauty of this country. With my leg being broken and all, I’d like to ask you give yourself a little more time here before going back.



 “Maybe I might Mr. Cosgrove but I feel its best that I move into town.”



 “But why? You see I can’t move up the stairs?”



 “I still would rather be in town. It would be easier for all of us, if you’ll excuse me I must be going back upstairs.”



 “But you just came down. “



 “Yes, I did well I’ll see you in the morning.”



 As she runs back upstairs, Gil looks at her.



 “Good night Miss Morrison.”



 “Good night Mr. Cosgrove.”



He watched he disappear up the second floor and once again he was alone. He really wished he could have taken back all he had said a few nights ago. He knew it wasn’t right to lose his temper, maybe this whole idea of a mail order bride was just a fool idea. He had to find a way to make her want to stay just until he was about to move around again.



 It was almost sun up when Lupe walked into the living room and found Gil on the floor. He must have fallen on the floor in his sleep.



 “Raul, Raul come quickly. “



Raul comes running in.



 “Que pasa, Senor Gil what has happened?”



 Lupe looked at her husband



 “He must have turned in his sleep. Hurry, help me get him up on the sofa.”



As they tried to move him, Gil let out a moan.



 “Senor Gil, we have to get you back on the sofa.”



 Raul looks at Gil’s let and it looks as though he has broken it again.



“Lupe we’re gonna have to get him upstairs and then I’ll get the doctor.”



The minute his leg is moved he lets out another moan only this time even Kaylee heard it. She came running down the stairs and saw them trying to get Gil upstairs to his bedroom.



 “What happened?”



 Raul looks at her



 “We think he fell off the sofa in his sleep last night and has been on the floor all night.”



 Kaylee was at a loss when she left him earlier this morning he was fine and on the sofa. Kaylee then noticed the knees of his pajama pants were dirty like he had been crawling. He could have been crawling to get back up on the sofa but she didn’t think so. Suddenly Gil can be heard shouting,



 “I am not going anywhere.”



 Kaylee walks over to him and looks at hi,



 “Mr. Cosgrove, it seems you have re-broken that bone again and this time, your doctor will be forced to confine you to the bed for the entire six weeks. I furthermore suggest you have Raul get you to bed and then get the doctor.”



He looks at her with all the determination of a ten-year-old child.



 “Only if she promises to stay until I get out of bed.”



 “That’s blackmail!”



 “Well, then I’m not going upstairs.”



 Lupe looks at Gil



 “Senor Gil por favor please get upstairs.”



 “Not until she promises.”



 Lupe looks at Kaylee



 “Senorita please.”



 Kaylee looks at her then to the faces of Raul and then Gil, she also knew that leg would have to be taken care of very soon.



 “Oh alright, I’ll stay but only until he gets out of bed.”



 “Lupe let’s get him upstairs.”



 “Miss Morrison I want you up here too.”



 “Right behind you Mr. Cosgrove.”



 There was a smile on his face as they get him into his room. As Lupe is making him comfortable, he looked for Kaylee and found her behind Lupe.



 “Miss Morrison will be happy to sit here until the doctor comes, am I correct Miss Morrison? Kaylee looks at Gil then to Lupe.



 “Go ahead Lupe I’ll sit with him.”



 She smiles and heads out the door and then Kaylee hears Gil’s voice.



 “Miss Morrison, why don’t you sit down on the side of the bed?”



 “I think I’ll stand for a while.”



 “Well, that’s not being considerate.”



 “I promised I would stay that doesn’t mean I have to be near you.”



 He shakes his head and smiles.



 “Really when you get to know me I’m really a very nice guy. Some people actually find me charming.”



 “You don’t say.”



 He smiles at her and continues.



 “Yes, I am told by some that I am a real gentleman.”



 Kaylee moves closer until she’s leaning over him on the bed, Gil looks at her.



 “What are you doing?”



 “I’m just trying to see what these peoples saw in you that I don’t.”



 She tries to pull back up when she realizes that Gil has taken hold of her hand and is pulling her closer to his face.



 “Maybe you should take a closer look.”



 He pulls her closer.



 “A little closer.”



 With her face only inches away from his he lifts his head and kisses her. All she could feel was the gentle tenderness of his lips on hers. She slowly backs away and looks at him. Her eyes had a glow of a woman in love and Gil knew he couldn’t let her leave ever.



 “I’ve wanted to do this from the first day I met you.”



 “Really?”



 “Really.”



 He pulled her down again on kissed her again. This time, she pulled up, but still was close to his face.



 “Tell me why did you crawl off the sofa? You knew it would break it again. Why you…”



 “How did you….”



 “The knees of your pajama pants are dirty. You do know you risked breaking your leg again by doing that?”



 “ I had to find a way to make you stay.”



 “To make me stay?”



 “ I knew I had no right ordering you around and then when you said you were going to leave. We just never had a chance to really get to know each other. I just couldn’t let you go, Kaylee. I wanted to find a way to make you stay. I told you I’m crazy about you Kaylee. I can’t think of anything but you.”



At this point, the doctor and Lupe are back in the room. The doctor smiles at Kaylee.



“Gil seems you didn’t listen to me did you? Well, you’ve broken it again and I’m gonna need some boiling water and bandages Lupe.”



“Si doctor.”



 He looks at Kaylee



 “Young lady if you’re a bit squeamish I suggest you leave now.“



 “No, I’m fine doctor.”



 The doctor looks at Gil than back to Kaylee.



 “Well seems you have a real lady here Gil.



 Gil looks up at her and winks his eye



 “Oh, I know it, doc.”



Chapter Eight



 Gil’s leg did heal and the winter had turned into spring only Kaylee realized she didn’t want to leave after all. It was that closeness that made them both understand they were not that different but that there was a bond that drew them closer each day. They knew they would have that all their lives. Those six weeks with Gil had convinced her that he really did care for her and though he may have been a bit rough around the edges he was the man she knew from the first time she saw him that she was in love with. It was early spring that Gil had Raul cut out the best horses so Kaylee could pick the one she liked.



 It was a sunny morning and Raul was leading six of the finest horses they had on the ranch. Surely out of these Kaylee would find one she would want as her own. Gil and Kaylee were in the dining room having breakfast.



 “Well, Kaylee are you ready to pick out your horse?”



Lupe looked at Kaylee then to Gil.



 “Senor Gil are you going to give Senorita Kaylee a horse as a wedding gift?”



 “Why not Lupe, she lives on a horse ranch she should have her own horse.”



 “I can’t wait.”



 “Well come on.”



 They arrive at the corral and Kaylee is looking at the horses.



 “These are some of my prize stock. I had them taken in for you to see. We have a horse ranch here Kaylee and well you should get use to what we sell. “



 She makes her way closer to the chestnut mare and gently pats the side of her neck. The mare raises her head and looks at Kaylee.



 “She likes you.”



 “Well, I like her also. “



 She really was a pretty girl, her mane was cream colored as was her tail and she had the sweetest disposition it wasn’t long before Kaylee was hugging her.



 “You’ve seemed to found a friend. Do you want to name her?”



 “Oh, can I?”



 “Sure, she’s yours.”



 She looks at the horse then back to Gil.”



 “Lady, I think I’ll call her Lady.”



 “Lady it is then.”



 With that Gil and Kaylee smile as they walk back into the house.



 “Are you happy?”



 She smiles at him as his has his arm around her waist.



 “Happiest I’ve been in a long, long time.”



 They were preparing for their wedding in the follow week. They were married by Padre Felipe in the small chapel not far from the ranch. Kaylee wore the dress she purchased at Miss Lucille’s Lupe and Raul were their witnesses. The Padre was such a kind soul he knew Gil’s parents and said they would be so happy if they were here. Happy to see their son had married a lovely lady. Though her mother was not there she sent a wire she could attend due to pressing issues at home but sent her best, Kaylee felt that that part of her past was just that in her past. She had told Gil her whole story and all that had happened and how she decided to answer his add when her aunt had tormented her for the last time. He looked at her and smiled. He promised her family would never hurt her again.



 “I must thank that woman one day.”



 “Thank her?”



 “Yes perhaps if she did not torment you would never have answered my advertisement and we would never have met and married.’’ “Oh, I’m sure if you met my Aunt Alice she would tell you all that was wrong with me and the odd one of the family. Oh, I can guarantee she’d try to have you married to one of my cousins just to prove I was nothing.”



 A year had passed and Gil had talked Kaylee into going with him on a trip back to New York. He pointed out she would not be going back as Kaylee Morrison, the spinster but as Mrs. Gil Cosgrove wife of a successful rancher in Wyoming and taking their young five-month-old son Daniel to see where his mama grew up. She was going back to a lot of memories some good some bad but the one thing they were memories.



 After six days on the train and a short ride to the Astor House one of the finest hotels in New York. Gil then had a wire sent to Kaylee’s mother inviting her to join them at their suite where she can not only visit with her daughter but can meet her grandson. AS he thought she arrived after a short while with Aunt Alice. It was at the very moment they walked through the door of the hotel suite Kaylee realized she was someone special and she was special to Gil and Daniel. After years of being felt inferior what they thought no longer mattered. The spinster they all thought would disappoint the family was now the married lady with a fine husband and a lovely little boy. It was Alice who spoke first



 “I’m so glad to see you, Kaylee, I see you’ve done quite well for yourself. I always knew you could do it you just needed a bit of a push that’s why I was always after you.”



 It was Kaylee’s mother who surprised everyone with her comment.



 “I never gave you much of a childhood always putting everyone else before you, it was my mistake and I hope you can forgive me. I know this apology comes a bit too late but…”



Kaylee looks at her mother, true she did wait a long time for her to admit this but for her the reward was bittersweet. Yet she has learned to accept things with grace, one can than Gil for that he has given her the strength and security that she had missed after her father passed.



 It was after she left Kaylee looked at her husband



“A bit of a push? That old woman tortured me all my childhood.”



Gil took his wife’s hand and gently kissed it



 “Yes but the beauty of it now is you being married is torturing her.”



It was after they had left Kaylee was able to relax by the fireplace. With Daniel napping, it was the perfect time for the two of them to relax before attending the party Rose had planned for them later this evening. She really didn’t want to face all those friends of her mother and aunt and feeling they were placing her on a pedestal now that she was married. She would rather just go back home.



They sat by the fireplace just enjoying some time to themselves. Somehow Gil didn’t get the feeling that Kaylee was having a good time. He noticed the tension in her ever since she had the meeting with her mother and aunt.



 “You know we don’t have to attend this party your mother is having “



 “I know she only wants to show off Daniel to her friends, and of you of course. You and Daniel seem to be the main topic of conversation. After all it seems the old maid spinster has given her mother not only a son in law but I grandchild. Now she can boast like her sister Alice of the grandchild she has.”



 “Look Kaylee just say the word and we’ll be on the next train back home.”



 “No, we’ll stay Gil. I don’t want to leave like that. I’m tired of running and to leave would be like I was running again. Besides, I want to see my cousins and see how well I’ve done. “



 Gil looks at his wife.



 “It’s not like you to gloat princess.”



 “I suppose it’s not but, just once I’d like them to notice me.”



“Still fighting those battles ain’t ya? You know it takes a long time to heal those hurts, don’t let it take your entire lifetime princess. Daniel and I need you too much to let you not be part of our life.”



She looks into his eyes he always knew what to tell her to ease her anger.



Suddenly there was a knock on the door and Gil gets up to answer it. He opens the door and there is Lucille.



 “I’m sorry I was looking for …”



Before she could finish Kaylee rushes over to the door.



 “Miss Lucille! Oh my Lord come in please come in.”



The two women exchange hugs and just can’t get over they are together again.



 “Kaylee you look wonderful.”



 “You don’t look so bad yourself Miss Lucille.”



Kaylee looks at Gil.



 “Gil, honey this is Miss Lucille, my old boss.”



 “Pleased to meet you, ma’am. Kaylee has spoken about you many times.” The cries of Daniel in other room and Gil goes to check on him.



 Lucille looks at Kaylee questioning.



 “Oh yes, we have a little one would you like to meet him?”



 “Oh you know I do.”



 Kaylee looks up and over to the bedroom suite



 “Gil, can you bring Daniel in here?”



 In walks Gil with Master Daniel with his towhead blond hair and those ice blue eyes. Lucille was in love with the little guy. Gil places him in Lucille’s arms and it was like he had known her since his was born. He gave her such a smile and Lucille would sit there all afternoon.



 “Oh, Kaylee he is such a lovely child. I’m so glad I came here to see you today. I was a bit worried that you wouldn’t want to speak with me after the way we left things before you left.”



 “Don’t be silly Miss Lucille, after all, you made me that lovely dress before I left, by the way, every woman in Jackson wants to know where I got that dress so you will probably be getting letters from many of the town's leading ladies.”



 “Well, I should make you take their measurements and orders when you get back home.”



 She looked up and smiled at Gil



 “Your wife was my best seamstress Mr. Cosgrove there wasn’t any style she couldn’t copy.”



 Lucille looks at the clock on the wall and realizes the party Kaylee’s mom is having is only a few hours from now.



 “Now Kaylee I wanted to give you something special for this party and I hope you still are the same size so….”



She hands Gil the baby and runs over to the door opens it and takes a box from the side of the outside wall and runs back in.



 “It was one of the newest styles from France and I had to get you something special.”



She hands the box to her and Kaylee begins to open the box. The look on her face is priceless. Slowly she takes the dress from the box it is a vision of lace and satin in sapphire blue. “Oh my, Miss Lucille it’s beautiful I just can’t take something this expensive.”



 “You can and will my dear girl. That dress is you and I want everyone to know I sent to Paris for it for you.” Gil and Kaylee arrived at her mother’s home just after the party started. Daniel was being fussy and it took him a while to get settled. None the less he was fine now and enjoying the attention from everyone. Gil looked at his wife and knew that those she had a smile on her face she was not enjoying herself and even he was waiting for a proper time to leave.







Chapter Nine



 When Kaylee remembers that first year she often wonders what her life would be if she had not answered Gil’s advertisement and come out to Wyoming. But fifteen years had now passed and Daniel now has a sister and two other brothers. Lupe and Raul are still on the ranch and because of them, the children speak Spanish and English. Rose came out once three years ago accompanied by Miss Lucille. After all those years Kaylee was able to forgive her mother’s actions when she was younger. She remembered that Gil had told her that time would heal and he was right. She was so glad she made her peace with Rose since she passed on after her trip to Wyoming.



 It’s in the cool summer evenings when the family has retired for the night Kaylee and Gil sit on the porch looking at the night sky. Gil looks at her as the moonlight streams down on her face.



 “Princess, you are still beautiful and I can’t think of anyone I would ever want to spend my life with.”



She looks at him and takes his hand and holds it to her heart.



 “I think I love you even more than I did the first time I saw you. When you crawled with your leg broken just to get me to stay, I knew you loved me. “



 “I loved you and I didn’t know how I could make you stay.”



 “All you had to do was ask Gil that’s all. If you had said I want you to stay, I would have followed you to the end of the world and back.”



 He takes her in his arms and they shared a warm embrace knowing their love was as strong as it was sixteen years ago. 



*****



THE END












































Caught Up with the Cowboy



Amanda Edmunds was a shy young girl. She was only eight years old when her dear mother Abigail had passed on due to Tuberculosis, leaving her little girl a lonely child. Arthur Edmunds was fond of his daughter, but the loss of his beloved Abigail had given him such a shock he was having a hard time adjusting to it. He barely saw the child, but for those few hours on Sunday at services. It was easy to understand, since every time he saw Amanda he saw his beautiful Abigail and the pain we just too much for him to bear. It was Mrs. Newton, the housekeeper, who became mother and father to Amanda. Clara Newton a widow herself knew the pain of losing a loved one. She also knew that Amanda was in need of attention and Clara was determined to make sure she was not like the waifs wandering the streets of London looking for a handout. Under Clara’s guidance Amanda grew up to be a fine young lady with hardly a trace of an English accent. Clara Newton had been born and raised in Boston who at the age of twenty – three met and fell in love with Calvin Newton, who was in the states on a vacation. They were introduced by mutual friends and a Mrs. Newton stated it was love at first sight she had told the story so many times to Amanda but the young girl found something magical in it each time she asks Clara to tell it to her. “Oh please Mrs. Newton, tell me again how you met Mr. Newton.” “Well if you promise to go to bed after I tell you the story.” “Oh I will, I promise. “The young girl sat down on the floor beside Clara Newton’s chair, as the older woman smiled down at her.



“Well, where do I begin? Oh yes, it was a beautiful day I was with a few girlfriends who had decided to have a picnic on the bank of the river Charles. It was as I said a beautiful day and we all had longed to have an afternoon off to enjoy the warm breeze after such a harsh winter.’



Clara’s voice slowly drifted off as she recalls the event that changed her life forever. “Well as we were sitting near the river bank a group of men came sailing by well they we’re not sailing they were rowing. They tipped their hats to us and continued to row by“I happened to notice the taller one with his dashing smile and light brown hair. I wondered who he was since I have never seen him before.” Amanda smiled she loved how Mrs. Newton always said her husband was the most dashing man she had ever known. Ever since she had heard the story the first time, Amanda was sure this would happen to her. She would meet the man of her dreams and



They would fall in love immediately. Mrs. Newton continued her story of how it was her husband’s idea to row passed them he had wanted to get a better look at Clara. It seems he too was fascinated by the young woman. It took until the following weekend for them



To actually meet and that was at the home of mutual friends. The following week Calvin purposed to her and by the end of the month, Clara was Mrs. Calvin Newton and on her way to England. If she ever regretted it, she never showed it. Though many said she never regretted her move, she loved her new husband and new country. The Newton’s settled in a lovely home and for thirty years they were happily married. Though they never had any children, she loved being aunt to Calvin’s nieces. She never went back home to Boston though she did keep in touch with her girlfriends over the years. She looked across from her chair; Amanda had got up from the floor and curled up on the sofa and feel asleep. Clara looked at the girl. She had grown up so fast. She remembered the first time she had met Amanda and her mother, it was at Sunday service. Even then it was plain to see that Amanda was a lovely child and her mother dotted on her. Arthur as always followed behind them as they walked into the church. A few years later he saw Arthur walk into church for Abigail’s service. Such a shame. It was her idea to ask Arthur Edmunds if he would like some help with Amanda. To her surprise he was willing to have her take care of Amanda, it was as if he was glad she wasn’t around him. From the first day, it was as if Amanda was with Clara from the start. Ten years had passed and Amanda grew up to be a beautiful young woman who was determined to find her happiness just like Mrs. Newton had done.











Chapter Two



 It was just a year after her twenty-first birthday Amanda was standing on the deck of the SS Roman looking down at the dock where others were waving goodbye to those on board. There on the dock was Mrs. Newton waving up to Amanda. Oh, she promised she wouldn’t cry yet there she was with tears rolling down her cheeks. I was Mrs. Newton, who had made this possible. She had written to a few of her friends and they were able to find a fine position as governess to a prominent family in Boston. Arthur Edmunds was nowhere in sight, as usual, he never was anywhere when it was for his daughter. It had been over a year since she had seen him, well since he remarried a year ago. It was about that time Amanda moved in with Mrs. Newton prenatally. The more she spoke of Boston, the more Amanda felt she wanted to go. It seemed that it was calling her and telling her she belonged there. Though she had begged Mrs. Newton to come with her Mrs. Newton just couldn’t go back. Her life was here now the only memories of Boston were just memories. She smiled one more time at Mrs. Newton as the ship began to leave the port. She stood on the deck until she couldn’t see that dear woman anymore. She gently brushed the tears from her eyes and walked down the deck. Out there beyond the ocean was Boston and a new life waiting for her. She found the atmosphere on the ship pleasant. Her first night on board she had dinner at the Captain’s table. It was Mrs. Van Leaf who was on her way back to Boston from a holiday in London that found Amanda simply charming and became her tour guide throughout the entire three weeks they were on the ship. Mrs. Van Leaf was so much like Mrs. Newton Amanda felt almost at home with the woman. She knew the family Amanda was going to be working for and told her a bit more about them. “Mrs. Dunstan, Lucille, she’s just lovely her and Carter have been married a little over ten years. Oh, the children are just darling. ““I was told that they will attend a private school this year.” The old woman nods her head “Carter is firm about that. He plans on sending the boys to prep school next year. Something about he went to prep school and his sons would go also.” “But they girls, they are not going to be sent away are they?”



 “Oh no, Lucille would never let the girls go. Why those girls are her heart and soul. Oh, you’ll get to love them as much as their parents do.” “Tell me Mrs. Van Leaf, why they want a governess from England. I mean are there not competent governess in Boston?



The old woman looks at Amanda “Lucille’s mother and Mrs. Newton were very good friends when they were younger. Clara was maid of honor at Lucille’s mother’s wedding. They never lost touch with each other over the years. They did see each other briefly when Calvin passed Edna and Howard booked passage on the first ship out of the harbor to be with Clara. ”Oh, I didn’t know.” They continued to walk on the deck and spoke as the afternoon began to fade and the beginning of evening was starting to make its way across the bow of the ship. As the days turned into weeks, the time seems to go by s quickly and the bond grew between Cora and Amanda. Amanda was so happy to find out that Cora lived down the block from the Dunstan’s she felt she had a familiar face on the street already. It was the evening before the ship was to dock in Boston and at the Captain’s request Cora and Amanda were invited at his table for dinner. Captain Overton had found Amanda not only beautiful but wanted to be the envy of every other man on the ship. Though he was attracted to her, he realized she was old enough to be his daughter he still enjoyed the heads all turned to his table when Cora and Amanda sat down. It was a lovely evening as the Captain danced with both Amanda and Cora, later offered to escort Amanda back to her cabin. As they stroll on the upper deck, Captain Overton is enjoying the charming company of Amanda as she is fascinated by the clouds as they seem to race across the night sky as if they are being chased by the stars. “I can’t believe this is the last night on board the ship. It has been a wonderful journey and everyone has been so helpful. “ The captain smiles at Amanda. “It was a pleasure and an honor to escort you across to your new home. I hope you will be happy here in Boston Miss Edmunds.” She smiles at the captain. “When I look back on these past three weeks I will always have such fond memories. “With that they reach Amanda’s stateroom and she proceeds to unlock the door. The captain takes her hand and gently kisses it as Amanda smiles and heads inside the cabin. “Good night captain.” With that, he walks down the deck and sees Cora Van Leaf making her way up to her state room. Cora Van Leaf was a fine looking woman in her early fifties a bit younger than the captain by a year or two but still many a man would state she was an attractive woman. She smiles at the captain. “Captain Overton, enjoying the night air?” “Well yes, I was. I do so enjoy the night air, it’s crisp and stimulating. Don’ you find it that Mrs. Van Leaf? ”She smiles at him. “Horace you were never a good liar even when you were younger. I saw you with the young Edmunds girl. Don’t be a fool, Horace, she’s old enough to be your daughter matter of fact I think she is Ellen’s age.“ Cora, I only walked her to her stateroom nothing more.” Cora put her arm in his as they continued to walk down the deck completely walking past her stateroom.







Chapter Three



 It was just a touch past noon when the SS Roman pulled into Boston Harbor to a throng gathered to welcome the passengers. The passengers waited as two by two they walked down the gangway. Lucille Dunston and her husband were in the crowd looking to see if they could spot Amanda. Mind you they only had a picture to go by which in this crowd was really not the best way to find someone. It was Cora who spotted Lucille on the dock and called down to her.



She tapped Amanda on her shoulder. “There, they are there dear smile and wave.” Cora waved at them and called to them “Lucille, Carter! “They make their way down to the dock where Lucille proceeds to hug Cora. “Oh, Cora I’m so glad to see you. How was your trip?” “Lucille dear, this is Amanda Edmunds, she is the governess from London. “ Lucille looked at her and smiled. “Oh yes, Auntie Clara‘s young friend. I’m so glad to meet you. This is my husband Carter. The children are at home you’ll meet them in a bit.” She looks at her husband. “Carter, could you please get someone to help get Cora and Miss Edmunds luggage? I’ll take them to the carriage.” It wasn’t long after dropping Cora off at her home that Amanda was walking into her new home. Cora was so right the girls were absolutely charming Gretchen was the older of the two at five years old and was a copy of her mother. Allison was the shy one at three years old who was content to stand behind Gretchen as her mother introduced her. Amanda had no worries she knew it would take a day or two she would come around. It was Gretchen who offered to show Amanda to her room upstairs. Gretchen was the hostess as she opened the door to Amanda’s room and led her in. “This is one of the nicest rooms on this side of the hall. My room is only two doors down and Allison’s in the next one. Sometimes Allison sleeps in my room when she has bad dreams. “Amanda looks at Allison and stoops down beside her. “Sometimes I have bad dreams too. It’s always so much better when there’s someone to be with you when they came isn’t it?” Allison just nods but Amanda saw a faint smile start to come to her face. Yes, it would be a few days but Allison would come around. There was a light knock on the door and Lucille stood there with the boys. Jamison, who was nine and Peter who had just had his seventh birthday last week. “Miss Edmonds these are my son’s Jamison and Peter. Boys this is your new governess.” It was Jamison who had so many questions. “So what is it like in England?” “Well, what would you like to know about it?” Peter looked at her. “You don’t talk like you’re from England. You talk more like us.” Amanda thought about it and how it was true she had more of a Bostonian accent then



English. It was Mrs. Newton’s teaching. The only accent she was used to was Clara’s, and in London since she taught her she would naturally have her accent. “Well, that was clever of you. I would have never thought of that.”



A smile came to Jamison’s face and it was clear to see that she had won him over. Yes, Amanda was going to fit in with this family very nicely. It was the end of the first month in Boston and Amanda was beginning to feel at home at the Dunston home. The girls had done everything to make her feel not only welcomed but as given her the impression that she was one of the family. She sat at the desk in her bedroom as she began writing a letter to Mrs. Newton. She could still see the older woman waving goodbye to her at the dock the day she left. She still tears up when she thinks of her and how much she misses the woman. She took the pen in her hand and began to write. Dear Mrs. Newton, I met an old friend of yours on board the ship. A



Mrs. Van Leaf a Cora Van Leaf. She’s a lovely woman and made the voyage pleasant for me. The Dunstan’s are also lovely Mrs. Dunstan told me to send you her love. I met Cora’s youngest son Michael. He lived out west but was out here visiting his mother. Everyone would love to see you come over for a visit. You are greatly missed. I also wanted to say that Boston is everything you said it would be. I couldn’t be happier here except if you were here it would be perfect. Missing you and hope you are well Love Amanda.” As she reread the letter, she hoped that Clara would at least consider coming for a visit. Not just to visit her but to see so many of her friends that would love to see her. It was after church service and stopping at Cora’s for a short luncheon is where once again Clara’s name was mentioned. Many of the ladies from the service had remembered Clara some even grew up with her. So many would ask how she was doing in London and if she planned to come to Boston ever again. It was Amanda who had to answer the hundreds of questions and promised to send their best to her in the next letter. Cora was just wonderful as she introduced me as Clara’s young ward from London. Each person recalled some little story about Clara that they retold to the guests and everyone called her Auntie Clara. The living room began to overflow with guests and Amanda made her way to the side doors and into the patio, where there was a cool breeze and room to walk about. She made her way to a side chair where she was surprised to see a young man sitting on the sofa. “Oh, I’m sorry I didn’t know someone was sitting out here.” The young man got up and smiles. I had to admit he was handsome. He was rather tall and had the nicest smile with dark brown hair and his eyes were a color that could only be described as the color of sea foam green.



“No, it’s alright I was just trying to get some fresh air it’s a bit crowded in there. Usually, mother doesn’t invite the entire congregation to join her for lunch. ”Mother? ”Yes, I’m Michael Van Leaf Cora’s son.” He extends his hand to her. “And you are” Amanda took his hand and smiled. “Amanda Edmunds. I met your mother on the SS Roman when we left from London. ”Oh yes, you were the ward Auntie Clara had arranged to come here to work for the



Dunston family.”



Amanda smiled and nodded.



“So how do you like Boston? You have the accent down for being here only a short time.” She was about to explain that to him when the side door opened and Cora walked out. Seeing Michael she smiles. “There you are Michael. Reverend Thompson and his wife are leaving I’d like you to say goodbye to them.”



Michael smiles at Amanda and walks toward his mother. Cora looks at Amanda and holds out her hand to her. “I’d like you to come also dear.” She takes Amanda’s hand and Michael’s and walks back into the house. As evening was approaching Cora invited Amanda to stay for supper with her and Michael. It was not only a time for Cora and her son to catch up on things but also gave Cora time to visit with Amanda. Though they only lived a few doors from each other Amanda’s work at the Dunston’s kept her busy during the week.



She looked at Amanda and smiled.



“Well dear, how are things working out at the Dunston household?”



“Very well, the children are so well behaved. It’s a pleasure to have them as students.” Michael looked over to Amanda



“Do you like children Miss Edmunds?”



“Why yes, it is a requirement for my position.”



He rested his chin on his hands and looked across the table at her. “I understand its part of your job but do you personally like children?” She found it an odd question but she answered it none the less. “Yes, Mr. Van Leaf I like children. Do you? ” He smiled then continued with his meal. It was Cora who noticed the look on his face when Amanda gave him her answer. Michael was her younger son and some say her favorite. His older brother James had gone off to school in Pennsylvania where he met and married a lovely girl named Patricia whose family owned a general store. It was



James and Patricia who now ran the store since her folks decided to give them the store.



With James in Pennsylvania and only coming down once a year, it was always a special treat when Michael was home for a few days



 Michael was the adventurous one he had been almost everywhere in the county and found that the west had captured a dream that burned deep inside him. It’s true so much of the North and South had been destroyed by the war and even with reconstruction, the memories would always be there. He found in Wyoming a few parcels of land that was rich and alive and a place he could and would build his dream on. Cora noticed the conversation was missing again.



“So tell me Amanda how do you find living here in Boston?”



“It’s very nice. I had written to Mrs. Newton that she described it perfectly.”



 Michael looked up



 “How is Auntie Clara? “



 “She was doing very well when I left her last month. I had wanted her to come with me just for a visit but she said she had been away so long people would tend to forget her.”



“That’s silly everyone knows or has heard of Auntie Clara. We all got cards and gifts from her for years.”



“I had no idea that she had so many nieces and nephews.



Cora began to laugh at that remark.



“Have any of you ever gone to see her in London?”



“I don’t think so unless it was the older ones. If they did, they never told us.”



“Still though I don’t remember her working I found she always had money. Her home in London is very beautiful. She had lived in it since the day she came to London. Her husband had purchased it for her.”



 Michael once again rested his chin on his hands and gazed at her from across the table. He had to admit she was breathtaking. Her long dark brown hair that seemed to frame her face and contrasted those ice blue eyes that seemed to look right through to a man’s soul. Well at least through this man’s soul. Oh, she truly was a beauty, and with his interests sparked he wanted to know more on this young woman from across the pond.



 The rest of the evening went rather well and it was Cora’s suggestion that Michael walk Amanda back to the Dunston’s. Though it was only a few doors down as Cora pointed out



“A young lady never is seen after dark without a chaperone”.



As Michael helps her with her shawl, Cora gives his a gentle hug as Michael open the door. As they walk down the stairs, Cora gives one more goodbye out.



“Goodbye, Amanda I’ll see you tomorrow.”



“Good night Cora.”



She turned and with Michael’s hand in her’s, they started up the street. There was something about her hand in his, something that felt right. It was as if it had belonged there.



 “Mother is very fond of you.”



 “I am very fond of her. She’s lovely.”



 “I was wondering if I may call on you sometime this coming week.”



 “Call on me?”



 “Yes, I would like to invite you to join me in a supper one night before I head back west next Sunday.”



Amanda looked at him.



“Well, I think that would be lovely. Let’s see I work Monday through Friday, but my weekends are free. How does Friday evening sound?”



“Friday sounds fine.”



He slowly makes his way down the sidewalk and toward his mother’s home.



 Amanda slowly walked in the house when she spotted Lucille Dunston sitting in the living room.



“Do you need me for something Mrs. Dunston?”



“Oh no, I was just sitting here waiting for Mr. Dunston. He’s at a meeting at the bank.”



“On a Sunday?”



“What say of the week doesn’t matter to these men. You’ll find out one day when you get marry Amanda.”



“I suppose so “



Lucille looks at her.



“I see you’ve met Cora’s Michael. He’s quite a handsome boy.”



“I suppose so.”



Lucille saw the look on Amanda’s face and it was not of a woman who had not noticed.



Michael Van Leaf. But then again there were very few women who didn’t notice him. She smiles



“Good night Amanda.”



“Good night Mrs. Dunstan.”



Lucille had to admit that Amanda would be a good choice for Michael. True Cora had wanted Michael to settle down here in Boston but Michael had his own dream to follow.







Chapter Four



Cora was in the kitchen when Michael came back. She heard the front door close and called out his name.



“Michael?”



He smiles and shakes his head as he walks into the kitchen. He sees she’s putting away the dishes.



“Mother, don’t you think that can wait until morning?”



“Oh I’m sure it could be but I had to do something to be here when you came home.”



He put his arms around her.



“And why would you be waiting for me?”



“Well, I have only a few days with you before you’re off again. Besides, I’m your mother I can stay up and wait for you if I want to.”



“It just wouldn’t be because you wanted to know what I thought of Miss Edmunds.”



Cora shrugged her shoulders.



“Well now that you mention it, what do you think of Amanda?”



 He knew she was up to something.



 “I know you are up to something.”



Cora had a questioning look on her face.



“I simply asked a question Michael. I wanted her to meet people since she’s new to this country. I know if I was new to a country I’d like to meet some people who could show me around. Besides, she’s your Aunt Clara’s ward we should make her feel comfortable. Michael knew she wouldn’t let him leave the kitchen until he gave her an answer.



“To answer your question my dear mother I will tell you I find Miss Edmunds a delightful woman, quite attractive and plan on having dinner wither on Friday night.” A smile comes to Cora’s face and she still was smiling when Michael left the room. She was so excited she would have to go upstairs and write to Clara. It was after midnight when Cora finally finished the letter to Clara. What many didn’t know was that Cora and Clara worked at the Bridal Agency. It all started after both women lost their husbands. They had seen so many women lonely with either the loss of a husband or those who didn’t have one. The two women had a profitable business and in the course of their years in business, they had successfully brought thirty or more couples together.



 It was when Cora had written to Clara on the possibilities of a young lady for her son did Clara think that Amanda would be the right choice. Clara loved the girl as if she was her own and a chance to give her a new life and dream was the greatest gift she could do for her. It was no accident that Cora was on the ship when both she and



Amanda left for America. It was true Cora had not been in London but in Ireland visiting friends. She was planning to stay and meet with both Clara and Amanda but with Amanda heading for Boston the day the SS Roman arrived in London, there was no time. She felt she would take her chances of meeting her in the ship and getting to know the girl that way. She had finished the letter and before placing it in the envelope, she looked at it. ”Dear Clara, I couldn’t be happier, things are going well. Amanda is everything you said she would be and more. Michael seems to be fond of her and he still has no idea of why she is here other than to be a governess for the Dunstan children. I’m so glad Lucille was able to help us on this little charade. ‘’



 Friday evening Amanda was in her room preparing to go to dinner with Michael. Why she was so nervous was beyond her. It was just dinner with Cora’s son. Right on time, she heard the doorbell ring. Moments later there was a light knock on her door and



Lucille peeked in.



“Michael Van Leaf is here Amanda.”



“Oh thank you, Mrs. Dunston.’’



 Amanda takes one last look at her reflection in the mirror as Lucille looks at her.



“You look beautiful Amanda.”



 “Thank you, Mrs. Dunston.’’



They head down the stairs and stop at the last few steps. Michael was in the hall speaking to Carter when he noticed Carter was looking over his shoulder. As he turned around, he saw Amanda. There was no question about it he was looking at a truly beautiful woman standing in front of him. Slowly he makes his way to the steps and takes her hand.



“Miss Edmunds, you look beautiful.”



 “Thank you, Mr. Van Leaf.”



She puts her hand in his and slowly descends down the steps. Stopping by the table Michael helps her with her shawl. He holds the door for her as they head out the door. Lucille looks at Amanda and smiles “Have a wonderful time Amanda. “He helps her into the carriage and the driver begins to head down the road. She looks at him. “I hope I didn’t overdress for the occasion, but I didn’t know where we were going for dinner.”



“Well I asked around and mother said that the best place to eat was at Jacob Wirth’s so



I made reservations for eight. I thought that would give us enough time. Would you care to have a ride around town first?”



“No that won’t be necessary.”



“So Miss Edmunds have you thought about coming to Wyoming?”



“Well like I said I just came to work for the Dunston’s I can’t very well just take up a leave them. That wouldn’t be fair to them or Auntie Clara, who got me this position.”



“Well, maybe you can come out in a few months with mother. I’ve been trying to get her to come out for a year now. Maybe with you she might just come out this time.” They arrive at the restaurant and as they walk in they are led to their table by the head waiter. Amanda looks around she had never seen anything so elegant. The waiter hands her a menu and one to Michael. He looks at her and smiles



“Would you like to order now?”



Amanda looks at the menu and can’t seem to make up her mind. Everything looks so good I don’t know.”



Michael looks at her



“Would you allow me to order for us?”



 “Oh please do.”



Michael looks at the waiter we’ll have steak medium, potato, green beans bread and your best bottle of white wine.”



He looks over to Amanda



“Is that alright?”



“Yes fine.”



 The evening went rather smoothly and as they were leaving Michael thought it would



Be nice to take a walk. It was a warm night and a cool breeze made a delightful if not romantic walk.



“I had a very enjoyable evening Amanda.”



“I did also Michael.”



“Will you be coming to the party tomorrow night?”



“I’d really like to but I think the Dunston’s were invited and I really should stay with the children.”



She looked up at the night sky and watched the stars as they twinkled.



“Aren’t they beautiful?’



He looks at her and answers.



“Yes.”



 She looks at him and then puts her head down.



 “I was speaking of the stars.”



 “So was I especially the ones in your eyes. I tell you Miss Edmunds the night sky in Wyoming is like nothing you see here.”



“Well, I’ll have to take your word on it until I see it for myself one day.”



“Will it be soon?”



She gave him a look that had promise if nothing else.



They reached the front of the Dunston home and Michael takes her hand and gently kisses it.



“I’ve had a wonderful time Miss Edmunds, and look forward to seeing you again before I leave.”



Amanda walks up the steps and enters the house. Lucille calls out from the living room,



“Did you have a good time?”



 “Yes, thank you.’’



Chapter Five







 It had been three months since Michael Van Leaf had left Boston to go back home to



Wyoming. In all that time, he had sent only one letter to Amanda, and that was such a short it wasn’t even more than four sentences. She sent him a letter four pages long and just kept on writing of things that were going on in Boston. After the two months and not other letter, it seemed to be coming Amanda began to feel it was best not to write anymore. Michael himself was a bit busy with the ranch, but he never stop thinking about Amanda only all those words he wanted to tell her well they just didn’t seem to come out on paper. If he could only find a way to tell her how he really felt and how much she really missed her. He decided to write to his Auntie Clara for help. After all, she knew about this mail order bride business and maybe she could help him win over Amanda. He decided to send her a telegram to get faster results. It was three weeks later that Cora got a letter from Clara stating Michael had asked for her help with Amanda. It would have to be done very carefully, and the Dunston’s would have to be told since they would be losing their governess It was three weeks later that Amanda got a letter from Wyoming but not from Michael. It was from a Clay Jackson. Seems this Mr. Jackson was a neighbor of Michael and had heard Michael rave about her and would like to meet her. It sounded strange but still since Michael had not written in so many months what could it hurt to write back to this man? And so Amanda began writing to this Clay Jackson. Michael found it so easy to write to Amanda when he was Clay for some reason the words came out with no problem and Amanda, on the other hand, was beginning to fall in love with this man she doesn’t even know all that well.



 It was the beginning of December when Amanda decided to go to Cora and ask her thoughts on this. After all, the woman was a good friend of Aunt Clara, and she was the closest thing to Clara she had here in the states. It was a warm December afternoon when Amanda went to speak with Cora. Cora listened, Amanda and even read some of the letters.



 “Well, what do you want to do dear?”



 “That’s just it Cora, I don’t know what to do. Look at these lovely letters.



But am I to just throw caution to the wind and jus head to Wyoming and forget



Everything?”



“Well, that’s something only you can decide dear. But think of it, you will not be alone, Michael is out there if you need help.”



“Michael hasn’t written to me in months Cora. I don’t he even remembers me.” The older woman puts her head down and smiles to herself. If only she really knew here it was a week before Christmas and Mr. Clay Jackson had written to Amanda stating that he was coming to Boston to meet her and ask her a very important question.



Clara had also sent Cora a telegram stating she would be in Boston by Christmas for this special occasion. The only ones who knew who Clay Jackson was were Cora, Lucille and



Clara. Amanda received a telegram from Michael stating he would be there for Christmas and was looking forward to seeing her. Here at the beginning of the Holiday Week, Amanda sat in her room totally confused and for the first time in her life wanting to be back in London. The Dunstan’s had gone to New York for the holidays to spend it with Carter’s family. The house was still without the laughter of the children.



Amanda looked at the clock on the mantel it was two forty – five the train was due in at three. How was she going to deal with two men getting off the train and both were coming to see her? Then a horrible thought came to her mind what if they were to end up in a gun battle. Oh no! Her mind began to race to a gun fight and one or both men mortally wounded all because of her. Oh, what a mess she had caused. The train whistle was heard in the distance, and Amanda had to face the fact that two men were coming off the train to see her. She headed out the door and walked toward the station. Cora Van Leaf was getting in her carriage and saw her.



 “Amanda dear can I give you a lift to the station?”



 “I’m not sure I want to go Miss Cora.”



“Oh don’t be so silly, come on we'll go there together.”



Reluctantly Amanda got in the carriage, and the driver heads toward the station.



“Is there something wrong dear?”



“I don’t know Miss Cora. I’m just scared.”



The carriage arrived at the station just as the train was pulling in Amanda helped Cora out of the carriage, and both women walked to the platform.



Cora held on to Amanda‘s hand and felt her trembling. Oh, how she wished she could tell her the truth and spare her all this but Michael wanted to be the one to tell her himself. Slowly passengers were getting off the train still no sign of Michael or this Clay



Jackson, who Amanda had no idea what he looked like, told her that he’d be wearing a black Stetson with a silver conch headband. Amanda had almost given up hope when she saw a man with and black Stetson get off the train. He turned, and it was an older man. She hoped that was not Mr. Jackson he would be no match for Michael.



Michael had gotten off on one of the front cars as planned and slowly walked up behind Amanda.



 “Are you waiting for someone?”



“Yes, I was …”



She turned around and saw it was Michael.



“Oh I thought, I mean I was.’’



He begins to laugh.



“I’m sorry Amanda, but well there is no Clay Jackson.’’



“What do you mean there is no Clay Jackson?”



“Simple I made him up. “



“But why?”



Michael looks at his mother who just shakes her head.



“Look it’s getting rather chilly and there’s a chance of snow so can we discuss this at my mother’s house?”



Amanda looks at him.



“I’m sorry I don’t really want to discuss anything with you. This was a cruel trick to do, and I don’t want to talk to you ever again.”



With that, she walked off the platform and began to walk back to the Dunstan home. How dare he pull something this? To make her wonder who this man was who wrote such beautiful letters. Such letters that were pages long and yet when he wrote to her, it was lucky it was a page long. She got to the Dunstan home and closed the door and locked it. She was in no mood for anyone. Suddenly there was a knock on the door, and then the doorbell rang. Amanda did not answer.



“Amanda I know you are in there. I’m here to apologize for what I did.”



“I don’t accept your apology, and I don’t want to talk to you every again.”



“Well, would you talk to Clay Jackson?”



“You told me there was no Clay Jackson.”



Michael knew he had been wrong, but he also knew all those letters he wrote her were about how he really felt about her. He just had to make her see. He called out her name again.



“Amanda, I know what I did was wrong, and I am truly sorry but well I really couldn’t say all things a girl expects a fella to say to her.”



 “So you made a person up, and whose idea was this?”



 “Well, it was a combined effort. I remembered mother had a favorite story about a fella who would write letters for this other guy to his girl. Seems this fella wasn’t good at writing and he had his best friend write the letters.”



Amanda had her head to the door as tears rolled down her cheeks.



“I know I wasn’t much of a letter writer and the letters I wrote you were short and had no feeling in them. Well, when I wrote for Clay Jackson it was like I was a different person and the words just poured out and all I wanted to say to you just came out and on paper. Amanda knew the story well.



“Do you remember how the story ends Mr. Van Leaf?”



“Oh just the letters worked, and the gal fell in love with the guy who couldn’t write the letters.”



He waited for her to answer but he hadn’t realized that she had come outside by the side door and was standing a few feet behind him.



“Ma’am, are you still there?”



“I’m right here Michael.”



He turns and sees her. His first instinct was to run to her, but he just stood there looking at her. All he could think of was how beautiful she was and how he wanted to hold her in his arms.



“The story ends with the young woman Priscilla Mullins knew the letters weren’t from Mr. Standish, and she felt she asked the real letter writer Mr. John Alden



“Why don’t you speak for yourself? So I’m asking you Mr. Van Leaf speak for yourself.”



“And did he?”



“According to the story, they were married right here in Boston.”



A smile came to his face as he looks at Amanda.



“Do you think our story could end the same way?”



Amanda moves closer to him and put her hand in his.



“Anything’s possible, but then again I haven’t been asked.”



He looks at her, and she smiles at him as she gently squeezes his hand.



“Miss Edmunds, would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?” “I might if you would stop calling me Miss Edmunds.”



He got down on one knee and held her hand to his heart.



“Amanda, would you marry me?”



Amanda looks down at him, there was no doubt in her mind she loved him and even the letters from “Clay Jackson” she had wished Michael would have written such letters to her. She looks at Michael still waiting for her answer.



“Michael I would be honored to become your wife.”



“You would?”



“Yes, I would.”



He gets up and lifts her in his arms. Their kiss was everything Amanda had hoped it would be. He places her back on the sidewalk just as the Dunstan’s arrive in their carriage. As Carter helps his wife out of the carriage, Lucille smiles at the two of them.



“But the look on both your faces something wonderful has happened.”



“Oh Mrs. Dunstan, Michael has asked me to marry him. “



Lucille smiles at both of them.



“Well did you agree?”



“Yes, oh yes, Mrs. Dunstan. Isn’t it wonderful to be in love?”



Lucille looks at her husband who had his arm around her waist.



“Yes, Amanda it’s wonderful when you have a man that adores you and makes you happy each day.”



Carter Dunstan looks at the happy couple.



“Why don’t we go inside and I’ll go and get Cora it’ll be a family gathering.”



It was then that Amanda remembered that the Dunstan’s were supposed to be at his folks for the holidays. What were they doing back here?



“Mrs. Dunstan I thought you were staying at your in-laws.”



Lucille looks at Amanda then to Michael then back to Amanda,



“Well oh, I might as well tell you. We were all in on this charade. But the biggest



Surprise, I can’t tell you. You’ll just have to wait and see.”



“Well let’s get inside, Carter, go get Cora.”



As Lucille opens the door, and the couple follows her in the house. The lights were still on and as Lucille takes off her jacket she heads into the living room to start a fire to make it cozy. Michael holding Amanda’s hand too afraid to let it go and Amanda holding on to his for fear it is a dream and if it were she didn’t want to awaken. Lucille looks at the couple they are so happy oh it really was a wonderful plan. She couldn’t wait to see the look on Amanda’s face when Clara walks in, and she will be in a few minutes.



“Shall we all sit-down and wait for Cora? I’m sure she’s going to be excited with the news.”



Suddenly Lucille sees Cora and Clara coming up the front door. Lucille tries to keep



Amanda’s attention away from the door. Slowly Carter opens the door and has Cora



Clara slips in and stands in the hall. Lucille smiles as Carter slowly has Cora enter the room with him.



“Well looks like these two have something to tell you, Cora.”



Michael gets up and gives his mother I hug.



“Well mother, I asked Amanda to marry me, and she said yes.”



“Well, that’s wonderful Michael. Amanda, I’m so glad you’ll be in the family. I always thought you were perfect for Michael.”



She takes Michael’s hand and holds back the tears from her eyes. “Have you decided where and when you’ll get married?”



Amanda looks at Lucille then back to Cora.



“I didn’t even think of that. Mrs. Dunstan, there is no way I will leave you and the



Children, after all, you were kind enough to take me in for the job and I did promise I wanted to teach the girls how to dance a highland fling for next year’s Saint Patrick’s Day.” Lucille smiles thinking how sweet she was concerned about the children not on when she was getting married. She feels this would be a good time to have Clara join the party.



“Amanda we have a surprise for you so if you’ll just turn around and look toward the doorway.”



With that Clara steps from behind the door and smiles at Amanda.



“Hello dear.”



Amanda got up and ran to Clara’s arms, and they hugged each other.



“I can’t believe you are here. I’m so happy to see you. I …”



“Calm down dear I’m not going anywhere for a few weeks I’m here on a visit with my friends and my beautiful Amanda.”



She looks at Michael, who is standing beside Amanda smiling at Clara.



“And you must be the handsome son of Cora.”



He extends his hand to her.



“Hello Auntie Clara, for years I’ve heard so much about you I never knew what to expect



You’d look like.”



Clara smiles at him.



“Well, I hope I haven’t disappointed you.”



“Not in the least. You mentioned you were staying here a few weeks maybe you can help me with a small problem.”



“Well if I can.’’



“You see I’ve been trying to get mother to come out to Wyoming and see my ranch. She always seems to be too busy. I was thinking maybe you both would like to come out when Amanda and I go out there.”



“Well, we’ll see.’’







Chapter Six



 Both homes the Van Leaf and Dunstan’s were busy preparing for the wedding of



Amanda and Michael. The simple little wedding had with Cora and Clara’s planning had turned into the social event of the year. It was Clara’s insistence that the gown be of the finest Irish lace. Amanda had wanted a simple ceremony but Cora and Clara well they seemed to have their own ideas. It was two weeks before the wedding, and Michael and Amanda had decided to take a stroll around the block. They held hands and walked as young couples did, planning



their future and just enjoying the feeling of being in love. It was Amanda who started the conversation.



“Michael, I know we both want to get married, but Cora and Clara are changing it into their wedding. “



“I know but how can we take our wedding back over?”



“Do you think they would be upset with us if we just eloped?”



“Amanda this is Cora and Clara we’re talking about! I’m sure there would be some repercussions.”



They looked at the livery which was across the street from where they were standing. Michael looked at her and then continued to walk back toward the Dunstan home.



“It will all be over in a little less than two weeks. Let’s make the ladies happy. I remember your mother told me it broke her heart that your older brother got married so far away. I can’t put her through that again. Besides, she’ll have to come out



to visit to see the grandchildren.”



He looks at her.



“Grandchildren? And you plan on having them when?”



“Well after we’re married of course.’’



“How do you …”



“Oh, the usual way. I’m surprised at you Michael asking such a question, and you live on a ranch?”



He smiled and put his arm around her waist and held her close to him



“You do temp a man’s soul Amanda, but I think I will wait for another time.”



“And you my good man are much too handsome for your own good. I’m wondering if there isn’t a string of broken hearts from here to Wyoming.”



“I’m sorry to disappoint you my love, but you are the only woman I have ever had the pleasure of falling in love with. You can ask my mother on that one.”



Amanda looked at him and knew it was the truth. The long talks Cora had with her on the ship coming to America all Cora spoke of was her son. It could have been back then when she fell in love with a man she didn’t even know. They had reached the front door of the Dunstan house, and it was time to say good night.



“In just ten more days and I won’t have to leave you at the door and say good night.”



“No, we’ll be saying good night in the same room.”



He gently kisses her and then smiles down as he still has her in his arms



“Amanda Edmunds you are a beautiful woman who has stolen my heart, and when I get you to Wyoming, I’m gonna show you off to the entire state and watch all the cowboys be green with envy.”



“Do you really think that?”



“Yes, I do.’



She looks at him and kisses his cheek



“Remember those three words at the ceremony.’



 The wedding day had approached, the Dunstan children were in the wedding, and Carter and Lucille were the witnesses. The little church was filled as everyone wanted to be there for the wedding of Cora’s son. Mrs. Thompkins was at the organ getting ready to play the wedding march. The reverend was standing at the altar smiling as guests were arriving. Back at the Dunstan home, Clara is in Amanda’s room with her going over a final check on how she looks.



“Well, how do I look?”



“Amanda you look beautiful.”



She places the veil on her head and steps back. Amanda sees the tears in her eyes.



“You know that if I was ever to have a daughter I hope she was like you. Ever since you came to live with me, I felt you were given to me by some wonderful person.



Some wonderful person who saw I was lonely and needed an angel to fill my days and



Nights.”



“Auntie Clara, did you send me across the ocean to meet and marry Cora’s son?”



“Well not to marry Cora’s son. I sent you here to have a better life than you had in



London.’’



 She puts her arms around Clara.



 “I love you so much Auntie Clara.”



 “I love you too baby.’’



 The carriage drove up to the front of the church and stopped Carter and Lucille, and the children get out of the carriage just as another carriage drives up. The driver helps Amanda and Clara out, and they head toward the doors of the church. Clara walks in and makes her way to the front of the church and sits near Cora. Suddenly the organ starts to play the wedding march, and the Dunstan children lead the procession. Lucille turns to smile at Amanda.



“Smile Amanda it’s your day.”



With that, she starts to walk down the aisle ahead of her. As Amanda nears the door, all eyes turn and look at the bride. She looks straight at Michael and never takes her eyes off him. He smiles at her and makes her feel they are the only two people in the church.



She reaches the altar, and he takes her hand.



 The reception was immediately after the ceremony and was at Cora’s home. It was filled with well-wishers who were happy for the newlyweds. Clara had to admit she had never seen Amanda happier and after all, she had wanted to make sure she was happy. Michael had wandered over to her and took her hand in his.



“Auntie Clara, I believe this is our dance.”



“Oh, Michael I’m not ...”



“Oh you are going to dance because it would make Amanda happy, and that’s all that matters.”



Clara looks at him.



“I’m so glad she’s got you, Michael. I always worried, but now I know she’s in good hands.”



 The newlyweds boarded the train for their trip to Wyoming. As the train pulls out of the station, Amanda and Michael wave at the small group gathered on the platform. As the train is well on its way to Wyoming and a new adventure, Amanda looks over to her husband beside her. She wondered if everyone else on the train was as happy as her. In a little less than a week she will be in a new home, her home and begin a new life with a man she loves very much. She puts her arm in his and put her head on his shoulder. It was a brisk partly sunny afternoon when the train pulled into Laramie. Snow was on the ground as Michael and Amanda get off the train. It was a middle-aged gentleman who came up to them.



“Mr. Mike, it’s good to see you. “



“It’s good to see you to Ike. “



He looks at Amanda



 “Amanda this is Ike my ranch foreman, Ike this is Amanda.”



 The man tips his hat to her.



“Welcome to Laramie Mrs. Van Leaf. I have the carriage just a few feet away. “



 “Thank you, Ike.”



The man looks at her, and he begins to see why his boss married her. She was more than what Mike had said. This here was a real lady in every sense of the work. As Michael takes her hand, he helps her off the platform and spare her from slipping in snow. Ike smiles as he goes ahead and places the luggage in the carriage and then moves the carriage closer to the sidewalk. Michael helps Amanda in the carriage then gets in himself.



“I’m sorry Amanda I didn’t expect to be coming home to all this snow.’’



Ike looks back at them.



“I tell you, folks, there was not a flake on the ground until two days ago and then it started to snow and well it just stopped this morning. Must have known you were almost here.”



“Well, it just wanted to make everything white for the arrival of Amanda.”



He smiled, and she put her arm in his and leans closer to him.



“Mrs. Van Leaf there’s a blanket back there is you’re a bit chilled.”



“Why, thank you Ike, and it’s just Amanda.”



‘’Thank you, Miss Amanda.”



They had been riding a long time when Amanda begins to wonder where the ranch is.



“Michael, how far is the ranch from town?”



Michael begins to laugh.



“We’re on the ranch Amanda. We’ve been on it for the past twenty minutes.”



She looked all around and then back at Michael as the carriage takes a turn off the main road and up a private road.



“If you look up a way you’ll be able to see the house.”



Ike pulls the carriage up to the house and helps Amanda out. Standing there ready to greet her was Mrs. Jones, the housekeeper. Anne Jones had been Michael’s housekeeper for the past five years. She came to Laramie five years ago with her son Ike. She had no place to stay, so Michael hired her on as a housekeeper. She loved Michael as if he were her own son, and he felt the same about her. She smiles at both Amanda and Michael.



“Welcome home Mr. Michael and welcome to your new home ma'am.”



Michael looks at Mrs. Jones and gives her a hug and gently peck on the cheek.



“How’s my best gal? Amanda this is Mrs. Jones, our housekeeper. She’s amazing if you need anything she can get it for you. “



“I’m happy to meet you, Mrs. Jones.”



“I’m happy to meet you also. If you’d like to come in, I have some hot coffee to warm you up.”



“Oh, that would be wonderful.’’



The two women head for the front door as the men start to unload the bags. Michael



Looks at Ike,



“Hey, Ike did we miss something? I mean we were even offered the coffee or warm fire.”



Ike starts to smile



“My mom wanted to make a good impression on the misses. She was a bit worried she may be out of a job.’’



“Oh, that’s silly. You know I’d never do that to your mom.’’



Mrs. Jones leads Amanda to the master bedroom that was one of the bedrooms in the house.



“I had the old drapes removed and replaced them with a lighter colored drapes. Forgive me but men have no sense of decor.”



Amanda began to smile she knew so well what she meant.



“Well, I must say that you’ve done a great job.”



It was at this time Michael and Ike came in with the bags. Michael notices the room is different but can’t seem to put his finger on it. He smiles at his wife gives her a hug and heads out the door.



“Michael where are you going?”



“I’m going out to the barn dear, we have a mare in foal. I have to go and see how long she’s got to go.”



He gives her a quick peck, and he’s out the door. Amanda looks at Mrs. Jones.



“Mare in foal?”



Means she’s about to have a baby. I see you haven’t spent too much time on a ranch have you?”



“I was born and raised in London. Never been on a ranch.”



Mrs. Jones smiles at her.



“Well don’t you worry if you need anything as Michael said just ask me I think I’ll leave you here for a bit to look around and get familiar with your surroundings.”



Amanda gives her a hug.



“Thank you so much Mrs. Jones.”







*****



THE END



























































Our Love Retold



I walked up the front door steps to our house and I put the keys in the doorknob. And I was inside, this prison I call home, everywhere dark and filled with nothing but sorrows now. With tears rolling down my eyes, I make my way to our bedroom, I slowly undressed, first was my shirt and pants, then my bra and under panties. Now is the time I taught, to face my worst enemy in the world.



I walked with self-pity towards my self-reflection. It was not really a modern piece, the mirror that is, it came with the antique dresser in our bedroom. The old piece of shit was ready to tear me up. And then I saw my flabby stomach and my shapeless hips. Oooh, I took one swing and I saw my arms jiggle. At one point, this arm did not jiggle, especially when I was in my early twenties and played volleyball in university. With nothing on, I sat on our bed and taught, this is why John is leaving me.







John Macadam’s, only the most handsome man in the whole universe. I met John in University when I was in first year, he was two years ahead of me but that did not stop me, I usually go after what I want. John was the typical athlete then, he had everything going for him, the muscles, the six pack and his body was just to die for, it was very well formed and tight. Am not exaggerating, he was the whole package. Oh did I forget to mention is blonde hair and blues eyes. And how did I catch this wild tiger you ask.







Rachel Macadam’s, yeah that’s right, I did not only catch him, but I also married him. To be honest, I was not so bad myself. I was kind of tall, 5 foot 9. big breast and full lips. All the athletes were all over me as well. Above all, I was what you called brains over beauty. I was a straight A student and I maintained straight A’s all throughout university. So I did not care much for makeup, wearing dresses and partying. I just wanted to study and I wanted John Macadam’s to be mine.



I first met John at a campus Christmas party, am not much for parties but my best friend Amanda wanted me to attend, after weeks of begging, I felt sorry for her and I decided to attend. So am at this party, just being me, sitting in one corner, sipping sprite. Yeah, that’s right; I did not care much for alcohol back then. Then this guy walks towards me smiling from ear to ear, he says to me, “I bet you that’s water in your cup”. Am not much for conversation either. But I had to laugh. Then I put my head up and I looked into his eyes directly “your right, am just drinking water”. Then he turned to me, “you’re not going to ask me why I said that.” I replied, “no”. “Hi, my name is John”, “am Rachel”. We were both silent for five minutes, I was just busy noticing his good looks and daydreaming.



Another gentleman walks up to me and says “hey beautiful, you want to dance”? Before I could respond, John says, “no she is with me”. The other guy had to back off, as John was much stronger in appearance. But the fire that went through my whole body when I heard him say that was magical. I felt a twinkle in my toes and I blushed of course. I was still seating, so he looked down at me and said, “miss Rachel, can I have this dance”, “if you say yes, I will buy you a glass of water”. We both laughed and we proceeded to the dance floor as he held my hand. I felt a certain warmness and calm. Like a farmer that went farming all day but he was glad to be home with his crops. I was suddenly glad to be at the party and john was my prize.



The bed was cold, as it was mid-January and the heat was not on all day. Shivering, I knew I needed a hot bath, I needed John, I wanted him beside, and I wanted him to keep me warm. In the bath, the shower dripped down my face like the tears that fell earlier and I felt warm but it did not last. When I stepped out of the shower, I was alone once again. Suddenly the phone rang, it was John on the other end, telling me he wants to come by later and get the rest of his things. Yeah, that was my life now, 38 and separated; thank God we don’t have any kids I suddenly taught. That’s right, after 10 years of marriage no kids. Am not really sure if I can have any kids or not. It was one of those things, John and I did not really discuss. We were both too busy enjoying life and each other and time just passed by. I guess if we became pregnant, we would be ok with it and if not pregnant we were also ok with that as well. You know, we always liked surprises like that; we just took life as it came. Was that now a mistake, now that am losing my husbands? Perhaps, if we had kids, John would stay with me.



I said yes, as his words fell to deaf ears. “Yes, John you can come by later, this is your house too” I put the phone receiver down and fell to my knees. I laid down on the floor; I don’t know how long I slept for. I needed to get dress, as John will be coming by soon, I don’t want him to see me wallowing in self-pity. I needed to appear strong and rise above the shame I now feel. I did not want to look too sexy and give John the wrong idea but I also wanted to look good. I put on my brown dress; it wasn’t too tight, just a bit snugged because I gained some weight in the last couple of weeks. But it was just the right length, just a little above the knees to show some skin but not too much.



The sound of the door bell made me rush down stairs, I did not want to keep John waiting for long, I mean, I still cared for the man, even though he has treated me like dirt in the last couple of months. I opened the door, and there he was, just like the first day we met, I felt that twinkle in my toes again and he joked as he usually did throughout our relationship. “Hi” and he said Miss Rachel, just wondering if I can have a cup of water. I laughed even though it hurt to laugh. I let him in and I kept wondering why I felt this twinkle, is it because we have been apart for months or because I miss him terribly. And then, I heard the words, “so Rachel, “How have you been?” I looked at him and lied, “am doing well, things are hard at the office right now, we have this big case that I have inherited from a former partner”. Yeah, that’s correct, am a lawyer and I graduated top of my class. After passing the bar, I got a job offer in less than one week. Straight out of law school, I have only worked for Levvy and son cooperation. John knows how much I love my work, so it is very easy for him to believe, am keeping my self-busy with work.



The real truth is, I have not been at work for five weeks and am not sure when I will be able to return. I didn’t ask him, how he was doing but am sure he is doing much better than me. He does not have to deal with the loneliness and the silence like me. To lighten things up, I asked John if I can get him that water, he laughed and then he went up stairs to get the rest of his clothes.







While John was upstairs gathering his clothes, I kept thinking, maybe he will remember us, the way we were before all this separation happened. Somehow the sheets or drapes will give off a certain scent and he will realize this is where he belongs. And then I taught about that stupid mirror and lost all hope. Just like I taught, John had finished packing and he was coming down stairs. Apart of me wanted him to call for me, so he can undress me slowly and make love to me from behind. That was our best position but I was just dreaming again. With garbage bags in his hand, he said thank you and kissed me good-bye on the cheeks and the front door closed. His lips felt so nice against my cheeks and I wanted that moment to last forever.







My cell phones rings and it's Amanda Woods, she remains my best friend from University. I didn’t want to pick up the phone, afraid that she will know something was wrong, somehow she will hear it in my voice; she will notice am not my cheerful self I taught. So I decided to ignore the call and then the voice came on. “I hon, it's Amanda, Mike and I are coming to town this weekend for a business, was wondering, if we can double date, call me back asap so we can make plans.” A sudden fear came upon me, I didn’t tell my friends or family that John left me. I was too ashamed and didn’t want them to judge me, I do a lot of that myself already. John and I are not together, how can we go on this date; I have to lie to Amanda and tell her something believable and am not even a good liar. I walked to the Kitchen, away from where John had left me and everything seemed so surreal, I was single and alone. “How do break this news to Amanda”?



I had to tell Amanda something, so I decided to tell her, I was going out of town for a big case I was working on. And we would have to meet at a later date. I didn’t like lying but it was better than the alternative, facing my truth. I called Amanda and told her the lie, I sounded very disappointed and assured her we will find time to double date. I felt very exhausted and I needed to rest, I wanted to go upstairs but everything upstairs reminded me of John, the linen, the carpet and the headboard. We were madly in love and we use to do it anywhere and everywhere.



I lied down on the sofa and I started to think about the first time, John and I made love. We were still in University and it was after we had dated for a year. Yeah, I certainly made him wait that long, I was a good girl and I wanted to give my virtue to a good guy. So John waited and waited, he didn’t mind waiting much because we enjoyed each other. He touched me and I touched him and we played for hours. He was a really good kisser, I mean what John could do we with his tongue, and I don’t need to say anymore.







We decided to make the moment special, something like the movies. We planned every detail because we were romantic that way, John insisted on renting a fancy hotel and I wanted to buy the perfect dress. The evening started off very nice, we had dinner at our favorite restaurant; called “The Cook Out”. It was not really fancy but it’s where we can get home cooked meals when you are away from home. Everyone on campus did not mind the cooking that much. I ordered the Buttermilk Fried Scallops with Grits, I didn’t want anything heavy, I just wanted something light and not too spicy. I wanted to save all the spice for tonight. John ordered his usual Eggplant Parmigiana and he wanted me to eat more food.



I wasn’t nervous at all because it was my first time, I knew John would take of care of me, he always has. I kept looking at John, as he chewed his food. He seemed very excited like he had won a prize. I wanted to make love to him; I didn’t know how it felt to have a man inside of me but I knew I wanted that man to be John. We finished dinner and John tipped the waiter, he got up and stretched out is hand to ask for my hand. Now we were holding hands and we walked out of the restaurant. Outside was kind of dark, we decided to hop into a taxi to get us to the hotel. In the taxi, John could not stop staring at me, he had his hands on my thighs and I kept looking at his hands and imagine how it would feel when I give myself to John for the very first time.



We arrived at the Castlemore hotel, only one of the most beautiful hotels in Toronto. I have never had the pleasure of visiting this hotel; this was my very first time. We walked in and everything was so beautiful, it reminded me of a rose garden. There were flowers everywhere, the smell was refreshing and calming at the same time. The carpet was deep red; it felt as if I was walking on a red carpet in Hollywood. The walls were creamy white with a pink undertone. Suddenly, I felt a knot in my stomach, I only felt that knot once in my life, and it was when I entered my very first lecture room for the first time. The lecture room was so big and I was scared and nervous at the same time.



Now that I was in the hotel with John and about to lose my virginity, I was scared and I was not sure I wanted to go through with it. John held me close and we walked towards the elevators. I asked, “John, you do know we need to go to reception first and get our key”. John replied, “I was here earlier and we are all set baby”. First time he called me baby and the knot felt stronger and my hands started to shake.



We are in the elevator now, and John pressed the button for our floor. He pushed number six and he shouted, “baby we are in room number six”. I taught, why the sudden change, why was he now calling me baby, is it because I was about to lose myself to him, something that I could never take back.



Well, it was too late, we walked into room 603, with my hands still shaking, and I saw the most amazing room ever. John had come by earlier and put flowers and candles everywhere. He knew how much I loved flowers; I hugged him and held him tight. “ Oh John, I love it, thank you, baby.” What was that I just called him baby too. I was so surprised and it slipped out. I walked towards the window, all I could see outside was cars, people, and lights. The world has not changed since I stepped into this hotel, but I will change when I walk out of this hotel.



Still standing at the Window, John approached me from behind, he started kissing my neck and pulling down the straps from dress, his lips felt cool on my neck and his hands felt warm on my shoulders. My hands were no longer shaking; I really liked what John was doing to me. So I turned around and we started kissing passionately and John carried me and placed me on the bed like a trophy. He was on top of me and I took off his shirt, we continued kissing, and we were both undressed. My legs spread open and John went inside of me, it felt painful but it was the best feeling I ever had. I felt twinkle in my toes, chest and all over my body. From that moment, I was deeply and madly in love with John and nothing could separate us



Still lying on the sofa, it was now morning and the house was ice cold, the heat had shut off. I turned on the heat and sat on the chair near the window. I looked outside the window, the world still the same, Mr. Jackson my neighbor continued shoveling as it snowed over night and the garbage truck were doing their morning routine. I needed John to shovel the snow, that was his job and plus I was too weak to get up and shovel. My hands slowly pulled back the curtain, I was certainly not going to shovel, and I needed my man back.



I walked upstairs to take a shower and my eyes caught a portrait of John and me in the hallway. The portrait was taken at our wedding and I started to cry and I felt ashamed again. What would all my friends think and our entire guest at our wedding? What will they think, when they find out that John and I are no longer together? Will some of them laugh, will some of them say, “ Oh I did not put much hope in that relationship.” All sort of talks went through my head, I passed the picture and headed to my room. I needed to avoid the mirror today. I closed my eyes and walked past the mirror very fast towards the shower in my room. I could not take any judgment from the mirror, not today. I have been battered and bruised already with different feelings of shame.



The shower felt like a safe haven, no one could see me; I could hide my shame and have a conversation with myself. The water was very hot because I was cold earlier; I felt the water would keep me warm. I heard the phone ring, I needed my shower and I figured, whoever it is can just leave a voice mail, I needed this precious time without shame. I took my pink sponge and I scrubbed all over, as the shower dripped down. I kept scrubbing and I couldn’t stop scrubbing myself. At the moment, I felt like scrubbing and washing all the shame away. I wanted to come out of the shower my old self before all this happened to me before I lost my husband.



“ How could John do this to me”,



“How could John put his hands on her”,



“How could he do that thing he did to me at Castlemore hotel to another.



How could he throw our love away”?



Above all, why can’t I hate John, why do I still want him?



 My whole body wants John, I could even separate it into sections. My breast misses his sweet hands, my lip misses his kiss and I have been really lonely down there. I could never think of giving it to another man, I have only ever given it to John.



My body felt squeaky clean and plus the water was now getting cold. I stepped out of the tub and I wanted to crawl back in bed, so I did. I slept for about another hour that is all I seem to do these days. I woke up and the snow was still not shoveled, some how I was hoping John would come by and rescue me and clear up the mess out side. But that was not the case and Rachel needed to do some shoveling. I put on my winter coat and boots and I headed outside. I barely had any strength to open the garage door but I did. The shovel was old, it looked really warned out, I never noticed because I never shoveled. Suddenly, I heard Mr. Jackson ‘s crackling voice from the window, “ Rachel, why don’t you get John to help with the snow”. I replied, “Mr. Jackson, you know John is out of town and I am managing fairly well on my own”. I told another lie, I did not want the whole neighborhood to know that my hubby left me; gossip will be flying around the whole street. I bent my back to scoop the wet snow with the shovel, it was not that bad at first but after the tenth scoop, my back had enough and I was going to buy me a snow blower. I needed to start thinking like a single woman if I was going to live a single life.



I went inside the house, I felt lonely again, so I decided to go out. I went upstairs and I put something nice on. It was a nice dress, not the sexy type more conservative but it still made me look attractive. I wasn’t really looking for anybody but I wanted to look nice in case someone spotted me. Perhaps, an old girlfriend or some of my pals in the neighborhood. I didn’t want anyone to suspect something was wrong. In other words, I did not want to look depressed. I decided to get some grocery, I have been in the house for a couple of days now, I have no food in the fridge.



Mama House Supermarket was my destination, just about 8 min drive from home, and I have always enjoyed the freshness of their fruits and vegetables. I arrived there and got a grocery cart and I walked inside. Just walking through the third lane, not far from me at all, I spotted them. “Could this be John and his mistress”, I told myself or am I just imagining things. “I certainly know what John looks like but could this be the women he left me for”. This trashy blonde that resembles a hooker.” I felt my heart stop and my whole body became numb. I didn’t want John and his mistress to see me. I had nowhere to go. I was right in the middle of the grocery store and it’s not even a big store. “What do I do now? Do I walk over and give this bimbo a piece of my mind.” How could she sleep with my husband”? Now that I know what this chick really looks like am not going to lose John to her. Am going to fight for our love, plus am so much prettier than her. All this taught going through my mind, am still in the middle of the store and I don’t want them to see me.



Panicking and embarrassed at the same time, how could John do this to me, why would he do this to our marriage? I gave him my heart in college and my body and never to another man. Why didn’t he honor our love and all the sacrifices I made for him? And then it happened, John leaned over and kissed her, the kiss was slow and passionate. Was John falling in love with her? All this time, I taught it was just a fling and that John would come back to me. Still ducking and hiding, hoping not to be seen, my face was full of tears, after I witnessed the kiss. I didn’t even care if John saw me or not, I ran fast out of the store and into the car. Sitting in the driver seat, I cried out loud like a newborn baby. I needed to release my pain and anger. I still could‘t hate John, I felt even more attracted to him. I wanted him, I wanted him to come home and make love to me.



Heartbroken, I drove the car back home with no groceries and I wept some more. The tissue box in the car was now empty and I still have so much crying to do. I can't deal with this alone, fuck the shame, I need to talk to someone, who do I talk to that will not pass any judgment. The list of family and friends grew shorter and shorter and my emotions kept me company.



I called Amanda and I started to cry. “Amanda hon, I have to be honest with you, am slowly dying inside. John left me a couple of months ago; he left me for women he met on one of his business trips. Amanda, I have been trying to hide all this from you because I felt ashamed. Now I don’t care about the shame because I just saw them together and I want John back all of him back”.




 She replied, “Rachel, you know you are my bestie right, so am going to tell you like it is. John loves you and you are is only true love. I think John was just lonely, am not making excuses for him, but girl you threw yourself into your work and you forgot you had a husbanded that needed more of your time. Marriage is hard and it needs a lot of work to keep the romance flowing after so many years. I think this new lady just gave John some excitement that you were not providing for a while now. Am not blaming you but I know you love him and he loves you back. So you need to get him back.” Crying and sniffing, I said, “Amanda, am not sure how to get him back, we don’t even see each other anymore and I know he is only staying at a friends house.” Amanda said well it will take some time; we will talk more about it tomorrow. Get some rest, don’t worry, I will help you through this”.



I put the phone receiver down, I felt like a load had been lifted off my shoulder. I needed someone to listen to me and Amanda was so supportive. I actually felt really hopeful talking to her. I knew I was over working the last couple of years but I didn’t realize it was affecting my marriage. There were no warning signs. John didn’t show that he was distant in any way and we had sex when he wanted it and whenever I wanted it. I never really saw anything wrong in my marriage. But perhaps, John needed some excitement, as I was always working, even when I am home, I would think about work. John did a good Job hiding it or maybe I just saw what I wanted to see. “I took his love and attention for granted and now he is gone but I will get my bebe back”.



For the first time in months, I slept deeply and I dreamt of winning John back. I woke up and the morning was hopeful, I didn’t sleep upstairs again, I wanted to avoid that mirror. But the mirror wasn’t the problem, I was the problem, I was losing confidence in myself and this can be unattractive. I needed to improve myself esteem not only for John but also for myself. I took a long shower and taught about the future and what steps I was going to take. After shower, I made my way to the gym. I signed a year contract and I was going to work with a personal trainer.



The cost and the trainer will certainly get me up in the morning. After gym, I went home, opened the door and I felt hopeful once again. I wasn’t going to let this separation defeat me and I was going to fight for my marriage. Amanda didn’t call yet; I wasn’t going to wait around for her before I make my next move. I wanted to see John; I mean I wanted to be with him. I picked up the phone very boldly and called his cell. “Hi, John. I came home early from work today, so I was just wondering if we can go out for a cup of water. He laughed and said, am wrapping things up here anyways so I will pick you up at the house shortly.



I ran upstairs and this time, I put something sexy on, I wanted John to be mine again, and so I will do what ever it takes. The dress was green and skin tight, although I gained some weight, it really worked with my figure. I put on medium high heels; after all, we were only just going out for coffee. I needed to face that dreadful mirror again but this time, I needed to be stronger, and I will not let the mirror drag me down today. I started with my foundation and slowly progressed to eye show and lip stick. It was not a lot of makeup, but it was enough to make an impression. John has never seen this shade of lipstick on me before. The lady in the store said it really worked with my skin tone.



I was ready now and a bit nervous, known that I had to compete with John’s mistress. But I needed to be confident, extremely confident because that will make me more attractive to John. Sitting down stair now on the sofa, I felt knots in my stomach, had no idea why, it's not like I was going on a blind date, this is my husband for God sakes. Why all the nerves? Maybe it is because I was on a mission and the possibility that I might fail was scary. And the possibility that I could lose my husband forever was lingering on in my mind.



And then the bell rang, I looked out the window and saw John’s car. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, John and I are going out, and it's just coffee, but it seemed like the beginning of something fresh. I opened the door confidently and there he was, the man of my dreams, he was wearing a black fitted T- shirt and the brown blazer that I bought him. Man did he look good; his body was still tight just like college days. “Hi John, I’ll be just a sec, I want to grab my coat”. “Wow Rach, you look so good,” “and so do you”. I loved the complement; it made me feel sweet on the inside. John was still a gentleman, he opened the car door for me and I was blushing because of that complement. His words were even sweeter, when he said, “looking so beautiful like this Rach, I want us to go to dinner and forget coffee”. I didn’t want to seem too obvious, so I gave a little smile and said sure. At that moment, I didn’t’ care where we went, as long as we were together.



John drove to our favorite restaurant “The Potluck Club”. When we just got married, we use to eat at this restaurant all the time, at least once a week and life got too busy, so we stopped coming. I was glad that he chose this restaurant, we made some history here and it might remind us what we had and what we can have again.



I wasn’t that hungry because I was full of joy, but I wanted to make John happy, so I ordered something filling. I watched John chew down his steak really fast, I guess he was hungry, men are always hungry. We mostly talked about work; it helped us keep things smooth. It didn’t seem like John wanted to discuss our relationship at all, I wanted to tell him I saw him at the grocery store with his new lady, but I didn’t want to make things weird between us.



The dinner was progressing well, so I wanted to keep things that way. So instead of coffee, we both had two glasses of wine, like I said, I wasn’t a big drinker but I needed the liquor to help me relax. I was so tense, I didn’t want to say the wrong thing and wanted him to know, I wanted him back in my bed. We continued to talk about friends and family and then it was time to call it a day.



The ride back home seemed long, we were both silent for the most part. We listened to some country music on the radio and our conversation sounded like two friends who were just catching up. However, I could feel that John was still attracted to me; a part of me felt his love. He pulled into the drive way and of course; he opens my door for me. I was stuffed and I wobbled out of the car, I wanted to fall into his arms and have him take me upstairs. He walked me to the door and leaned over and gave me a hug. I didn’t want him to let go but he eventually did and I waved and said good night.



John was gone and the house I left for a couple of hours was now cold, I cranked up heat and sat on the sofa. I wanted to call Amanda and tell about my outing with John. But I felt tired and scared at the same time. “What if things don’t work out between me and John? “I would just be a bigger fool and everyone would point fingers and laugh at me”. I just couldn’t take that any more shame but I knew I had to be strong and I needed support. I called Amanda and I told her about having dinner with John and I also told her that I joined the gym. She was so proud of the bold steps I took, especially the gym part. She said keeping in shape and feeling good about myself is not for any man, it’s for my future and staying healthy. Amanda once again encouraged my efforts to get John back, she said because John loves me that I don’t have a difficult task ahead of me. I told her that I loved her and the conversation ended. I felt very proud after talking to my bestie but I needed some sleep now, it was a very long day. But I will not be drying any tears tonight, I will be thinking about my man and getting into bed with him again



It's seven in the morning and am headed to the gym now, I wore my jump suit and I was ready to do some jumping. I knew this part of the game was important because it was for myself; I needed to get in shape, whether I got John back or not. After my work out, my body was all sore, I was drained out physically, I couldn’t even walk, I managed to drag myself to the front seat of my car. I slept for about an hour. Thank God, I had blankets and pillows in the car. It was left in the car; the last time John and I went on a picnic, that time we were really into to each other.



After my nap in the car, I knew I wanted to see John again, but it was too soon. I didn’t want things to be strange between us, I wanted the man back, and I didn’t want to run him off. I decided to go home and do some cleaning. The house has been in a mess for weeks because I couldn’t get up do any house cleaning. I have some hope now; the house needs to be ready for John’s return. I started cleaning the kitchen, and then I moved on to different areas of the house. I cleaned the bedroom last and I saw some of John’s clothes. I decided to hang it up on what use to be his side of the closet. I wanted to cry again but I remained strong because the battled still lies ahead of me. I vacuumed the rug and put new linen on the bed, everything smelled fresh and clean. This feeling of out with the old and in with new came over me, except there was one old I should have kept and I would never give up again. That’s right, my baby John.



When John finally returns to me, I will never let him go again. I will never let another thief come into my home and steal what belongs me. John’s love, touch, smell, concerns, and love making all belongs me. I married him, I was there for him when all his family abandoned him and taught he would never make it. Now that I have supported him and he is finally somebody, some bimbo is going to take him away from me; I am going to fight like hell to win him back. Everyone and everything that crosses my path will be crushed.



I have shed enough tears for this man and he is worth every drop, John was a good husband, he never made me do too much, he never required too much from me. That's why, I was so surprised and knocked down when he said he was having an affair. Especially the fact that he was leaving me for another woman. It's so unlike John, he was never really the cheating type and trust me, I had the man's heart. Ever since the first time, we met in college, his heart was mine and he never gave it to another. When we talked about our friends breaking up and divorcing, John would always say “ “that can never be us Rach, we are in this for the long run.” I didn’t understand how John could suddenly change; I mean was he pretending with me all this time. Or maybe I didn’t really know who John was at all. I know Amanda gave her explanation but it didn’t really fit into John’s profile. I had to take what Amanda was saying because I didn’t really have any explanation for John’s behavior. I mean John didn’t really tell me anything, he did not give me any detail, and he was actually very vague. I let him get away with it because of the shock; I taught hearing the details from John would kill me.



The room was now sparkling clean. After all that hard work, I needed some loving. I haven’t really had sex since John left And I started to think about the times we made love and all the different place and different hotels since that first time in Castlemore Hotel. It seemed like ages ago but it was one of the best times in my life. I wanted John to come over; I needed a good reason to get John to come over to the house. I figured if I broke something, I could call John to come over and fix it, the classic damsel in distress.



But I didn’t really like lying and I would feel strange if I got john to come and see me that way. I would want him to come over voluntarily or at least not under false pretense. After the workout and cleaning, I needed to unwind a little, so I sat on the sofa again and I listened to country music. My cell phone rang, so I got up and grabbed it from my purse. I saw that it was John calling, I didn’t know what to think and I was kind of scared. I picked up the phone anyways and said hello. “ John replied, “Hey I just wanted to check on you to see how you are doing”. Plus I really enjoyed our outing Rach and I hope we can have more time like that.” I said, “Sure John, I had a good time too”. I wanted to say more but my tongue was stock in my mouth and the words would not come out. I wanted to say, come back to me because I can't stop loving you and I only want more of you. We were both silent on the phone, so I said “talk to you soon John “and I disconnected the call.



I went back to my sofa, sitting there, lonely as ever. I wondered why John wanted to spend more time with me, what happened to his bimbo at the grocery store? Does he not want to spend time with her, does she not please him? “Who cares why John said what he said, the point is that he still enjoys my company.” I needed to take charge of my destiny and fight for the man I love. I took another bold step and called John back. “Hi John, if you have not eaten, I was just about to make Cannellini and Pancetta Soup.” “Sure I can come over as soon as I leave the office” John replied. “That would be fine, I will get dinner started”.



That went better than I taught and I was so excited. John was coming over and we were going to have dinner together in our home. It was just going to be like old times. I just couldn’t understand why John left me if he still wanted to spend all this time in my company. I didn’t have time to try and answer this complicated question. All I know is that John was going to be in the house at any moment. I took out the beans, bacon, and pasta that I needed to complete my dish. I didn’t have much time, so I got right to it.



I just finished plating the table when I heard the doorbell. I was too busy cooking and I didn’t even get a chance to change. I yelled out loud “John use your keys, I am just right upstairs, I will be downstairs soon.” I didn’t hear the doorbell again, so I figured he heard me and let himself in. Now, I was so confused, I didn’t even know what to wear; it wasn’t the case of giving a man the wrong impression. I didn’t care about that because John was still my husband. We didn’t even sign any divorce paper yet. I didn’t want to wear a dress; it wasn’t like we were going anywhere fancy. I put on a patterned v-neck blouse to show some cleavage and I wore my form fitting Jeans. I quickly painted my face and pasted on a nice shade of lipstick. I glanced at that horrible mirror and I looked very seductive.



I walked down stairs and saw John, men he looked so handsome. He was wearing a full suit; it included a tie and cufflinks. He must have had one of those important meetings with a client to be all pinned up like that. “Hi John, am sorry I was taking long upstairs”. “The table is all set, if you are ready to eat”. “Am not ready to eat yet.” “I need a moment to take all this in, I can't believe am here and you are cooking for me.” “Plus you look so go good.” “I just need a moment Rach.” I replied “yeah sure take your time” He sat on the accent chair close to the door way, he had is head down, I walked to the kitchen to make sure the food was still warm, I looked around the corner, I saw John using his a kerchief to wipe away tears from his face. I pretended I didn’t see him crying, I didn’t know what his tears were for. Was he now feeling guilty that he left me or me he wanted to come home? Those taught ran through my head and I kept them to myself. I didn’t want him to know that I saw him shedding tears.



I stayed in the kitchen and I pretended to be busy, then he came to me and said, “Rach can we eat now”. He sounded like a baby asking his mama for permission. I brought all the food to the table and we sat down and ate. We were both silent for the most part, we spoke little words about random topics, we chatted about the news, our favorite sports teams and how good my food tasted. I was not interested in any of the above topics, I wanted to talk about the future and he plans on leaving his mistress.



John used the napkin to wipe his mouth and he took another sip of the red wine I poured him, then he got up and thanked me for dinner. I asked him if he was leaving already. He replied, “no am going to the kitchen”. When I looked inside the kitchen, he had his clothes off, not all his clothes, just the upper part of his body. He was only wearing his singlet. His muscles were still intact, his biceps and all, although he looked older, he was still to die for. John had undressed so he can wash the dishes for me. He is still such a gentlemen, how could I have ever let him get away. I walked over to the kitchen to help him dry off the plates. We were now standing side by side, every time he passed me a plate, I would try not to touch his hands. If his hands touched mine, I would not be able to hide my feelings anymore.




 And then it happened, not sure if he grabbed my hands, but we were holding hands and still standing in front of the sink. I don’t know what he felt, but the fire I felt burning inside of me was full of flames, flames that never died. We were silent for about 2 minutes and then the tears started to flow; first it was from his eyes and then my eyes. Then John cried really loud like a little baby. The words I wanted to hear and was afraid to hear dropped out of his mouth.



As John continued to cry loudly, I heard, “ am so sorry Rach, sorry for everything I put you through.” At that moment, I released my hands; I didn’t want to hold John’s hand anymore. Then he continued to cry and he said: “I never stopped loving you and I only want to be with you.” Those were the words I have been waiting to hear for months now. Now that I heard the words, it felt like John was throwing bricks at me. I couldn’t stand up any longer, so I sat on the kitchen floor, he continued to talk hysterically, as if he was dying to get all his words out.



“I should have told you the truth but I didn’t know how to tell you.” “Tell me what John” that you broke my heart by accident”. “I should have been stronger for us for our marriage.” “Remember I told you that Jenna had a crush on me” “ your bosses daughter”. “You mentioned it a couple of times”. “Rach, it was more than a crush, the crazy girl would come by the office, try to seduce me daily, she will leave love notes on my car, text me naked pictures of herself. I know I should have told you, I just taught I could handle it myself. She spent months tormenting me and threatening you”. “ Oh fuck that “John, and you couldn’t tell me all of this, you kept it to yourself”. “Am your wife, your lover, how could you not share this information with me”.



“I tried so many times, I didn’t want to upset you, I taught I could handle it on my own and plus I was ashamed to ask you for help. I was afraid you might blame and think I encouraged Jenna somehow. She asked me to leave you multiple times and I told her I wouldn’t do it. Then one day, she showed up in the office with a gun in her purse, she said if I didn’t leave you, she was going to kill you. That’s when I came home and told you I was leaving you because I was having an affair. None of it is true bebe, up until that point, I have never touched her, she continued for force a kiss on me. You have to believe me bebe.” “I watched John talk, if I could cry blood I would, I was furious at him and I wanted to kill that bimbo of his.” Where is Jenna now and are you guys together?” “She thinks we are in a relationship; I have been staying at Paul’s. Jenna and I have gone on a couple of dates but I have never slept with her. I told her we needed to take things slow because I have just separated from you.” “But I don’t know how long I could keep that up said John.” “I saw you kiss her John at the grocery store.” Oh my goodness, that’s why Jenna was acting strangely that day. She has seen your picture on my desk at the office. She must have spotted you looking at us and that is why she insisted I kissed her.”



“John please just stop, I can’t take this crap anymore, you have an excuse for everything. This is not a soap opera, this is real life, my life, and my emotions that you are toying with.” “Rach please, I never stopped loving you, that Jenna girl is so far gone, who knew what she was capable of, I didn’t want her to harm you. You’re the love of my life, I will never love another and you know we belong together. I have loved you since the first time I saw your drinking water. Bebe don’t give up on us, I need your help to make things right, I can't do it on my own. I was a fool, thinking I can handle it on my own.”




 Right now, John, I don’t know what to think, I just want to be alone, “you don’t mean that Rach.” Then he walked towards me and he slowly grabbed me, his arms felt so warm and my body felt at home again. I felt like I needed to resist his love, I couldn’t let him off that easy, the crap he put me through. He was sobbing on my shoulders and he held me tighter, he told me he missed me and he was so lonely without me. I felt the same way but I just couldn’t say it. I used my hands to wipe his face dry, it was all red. He then pulled me closer, I could see the love in his eyes and then he kissed me. I first rejected the kiss and then he went for it again. I just couldn’t help myself; my body felt like it was on fire. John was the man for me and I needed to forgive him. We continued kissing and crying at the same time.



He led me upstairs while he held my hand, I felt like a helpless little kid and I followed on. We made our way to our room and I didn’t even give that stupid mirror a second taught, John wanted me, all of me with my flabby stomach and jiggly arms and all. That mirror went down that night and I came up and I am never going back down again. John undressed me and made love to me like it was our first time. My baby was gentle and pleasant at the same time. My body, mind and soul felt at home again. Tomorrow, we will deal with Jenna together.







A Bad Boy Fake Fiance



Jack stretched as he reached for the towel after his shower. The steam swirled around the bathroom, and he swiped his hand across the foggy mirror and tied the towel around his waist. The image before him was the one that he saw every morning as he gave himself a once over. Tall and lean, check. Shoulder length dark hair, currently stick to the back of his neck from the shower, check. Muscles, honed by football practices, daily workouts, eating habits and being the equivalent of a walking Mack truck on the field, check. Bright almost sky blue eyes, double check.



“Jack?” a female voice said from the next room. Jack paused in the mirror. Oh holy hell, what was her name? He had not even the slightest idea and that wasn’t going to go over well at all.



“I’m in the bathroom, babe. I just got out of the shower,” he said. Maybe it would be okay if he just avoided calling her anything concrete. Otherwise, she was what’s-her-name. Most girls didn’t like that. He needed to start making them wear name tags or something. It wasn’t like he had to keep it up for long anyway, he had to be at practice soon. That was why he’d slipped out of bed and gotten into the shower already.



“Are you leaving?” she cooed as she came into the room and slipped her arms around his waist.



“No, hon. But you are. I have to be at practice in an hour and I need to get ready,” he said. What’s-her-name froze.



“What? I have to go already?” she said.



“Yeah, I’ll give you cab fare to get home. There’s no point in you showering here anyway, you don’t have clean clothes,” he said to her through the mirror reflection.



“Well hell, you just brought me here to screw and put me out?” she said. Jack sighed and turned to face her. He hated it when women got the wrong idea.



“Honey, you met me literally thirty minutes before you left the club with me. You don’t know anything about me other than what you’ve heard from the media, and you introduced yourself by rubbing your hand against my crotch. Exactly what kind of deep and profound relationship did you expect this to lead to?” he asked. The woman took a step back, clearly outraged, reared back and smacked the hell out of him. Or as much hell as she could manage. Then she turned and stormed through the bedroom, out into the living room, got dressed and grabbed her clothes and slammed the door as she stormed out. Jack sighed and shrugged. Seriously, what had she been thinking?



He didn’t really have time to think about it right then, it was time for him to get dressed. Jack had a few reputations, one as a womanizer and a bit of a bad boy who partied nightly, the other was as a bit of a fashion plate. That meant that if he stepped out of the front door of his house, he was always dressed perfectly, whether it was jeans or slacks. It was one of the burdens and perks of being Jack Carson.



Jack walked out of the house in sun shades, since it was pretty sunny outside, and climbed into his Land Rover Evoque and the only baby girl that he was really worried about in this world, and pulled out of his driveway.



An hour later, after being given a once over and sent to the gym for a pre-practice work out, Jack looked up into the head coach, Ben Fontaine’s frowning face. That wasn’t really out of the ordinary, Jack was pretty sure that the man never got laid and was just back the hell up. What concerned him was the team’s PR head, Yasmine Peterson, and the General Manager, Kevin Bates, walking in behind him, all three of them with their eyes locked on him. He racked his brain trying to think if he’d screwed anything up recently, and came up empty. He was pretty sure that he was good. Pretty sure…



“Jack, can we have a word with you in private?” Coach Fontaine said. The look on his face said that Jack didn’t really have a choice.



“Sure. Lead the way,“ he said, setting his weights to the side and standing up.



“Have a seat,” Coach said, closing the door behind the four of them as they ducked into one of the small conference rooms off of the main hallway.



“What’s going on?” Jack said as everyone settled in.



“Jack, you realize that your contract is coming to an end next year, correct?” Yasmine said. Jack nodded and grinned.



“Yeah. Are you trying to talk about renegotiating already? It’s a bit early,” he said with a rather self-satisfied smile.



“We aren’t interested, Jack,” Kevin said. Jack’s cocky grin wilted around the edges a bit.



“Of course you are, I’ve carried this team on my back since I got here,” she said. Coach sighed heavily.



“Look, you’re a good player and you know the game well. The problem is all of the other bull that comes along with having you here. That’s what we aren’t interested in anymore,” he said.



“What?” Jack said.



“You’re a pain in the ass, Jack. Hell, other teams that know how well you play aren’t even interested because they don’t want to have to deal with your antics ending up in the news every other day. It’s not worth it to them anymore, just like it isn’t worth it to us,” Kevin said.



“We’ve already told your agent about this, but we decided to tell you think ourselves instead of leaving it to her. She’s under enough pressure without having to worry about you going off on her about something that you brought on yourself,” Yasmine said.



“I’m sorry about all this, Jack. I hope you get it together. You’ve got a year, that’s plenty of time,” Coach said. Jack was pissed. Super pissed. He stood and walked out of the room, his hand already dialing his manager.



“Paula, what the hell is going on?” he said as soon as she answered.



“Look, I’ve got a meeting, so I don’t have a lot of time. You need to redeem your reputation, Jack. Tone down the partying, maybe get yourself a girl or a kid. Preferably both. Something to show stability. I’ve got to go, think about what I said and we’ll meet later,” she said before hanging up on him. Jack stared at the phone for a moment.



“A kid?” he repeated.









Chapter 2



A month had passed. Jack was partying less now, not that he liked it. That also meant less women, which he really didn’t like. He would admit that his game had gotten better, or he thought it had. Who the hell knew anymore, he was bored. Paula had been adamant about him settling down. If he wanted to party, he needed to get one person that he partied with. Meaning, a steady girlfriend. Otherwise, once every two weeks, and he’d better not be caught drunk and stumbling out of anywhere or anyone on the news. Those the breaks, kid, she’d said. He didn’t like it, but he abided by it because Paula had never steered him wrong in the past. That, and he didn’t really want to leave his team in a year. He liked it where he was, he like the dynamic that he had with the guys when he wasn’t busy being a total prick. He was working on that too.



Tonight, he’d decided that he was going out, but not to party. He was going to a nice jazz club that he’d found out about a few weeks ago. Tonight was the night that they had a live band, and he could get down with that. You know, dressing nice, sipping something fancy like scotch instead of beer, and listening to something mellow and smooth. It wasn’t a party, so it didn’t count against his every two weeks, and it got him out of the house, so he was going. After he decided what to wear, he wasn’t going out without looking his best, as always.



An hour later, he pulled up in front of the club, a small but classy place that actually served a pretty impressive menu of food and had what he’d heard was one of the best bartenders in the city. He let the valet take is car and walked inside, to the chorus of whispered and looks that he always got when he went somewhere. It didn’t even affect him anymore, he was used to it.



“One, please,” he said to the girl serving as hostess who looked as if she may pass out. She stumbled through something that Jack couldn’t really understand, and then grabbed a menu and walked off. He assumed that he was supposed to follow her, so he did.



The table gave him a great view of the stage that the band would eventually be performing on, and the small dance floor set up for those who wanted a twirl. His waiter wasn’t quite as start struck as the hostess had been, and quickly came back with his drink and a small salad that preceded a surprisingly good chicken parmesan dish. He’d have to remember this place the next time he had cabin fever, this was turning out to be a good choice.



“Ladies and gentlemen,” the young man serving as announcer said through the microphone. “Please welcome to the stage Moonlight, featuring Willow Jackson,” he said as the house lights dimmed just a bit and the band came out onto the stage. They began playing something low and soft that made Jack tap his foot a bit, but it was the sultry voice that was singing suddenly that made him look up again.



The woman singing was breathtakingly beautiful. Her hair was full and dark, hanging almost down to her waist behind her as she sang, her eyes closed. Her skin was a warm mix of gold and tan, and was fitted to a frame that probably had the attention of every man in the room. Her voice was so full that it almost felt tangible as she sang along with the band. Jack’s food lay forgotten in front of him as he watched her, enraptured.



“Hey, wait a second,” he said, snagging his waiter on his way past.



“Yes sir,” the kid said softly, so as not to drown out the music.



“The singer, Willow, right? Can you send her a drink from me when they finish their set?” he asked.



“Sure, what drink would you like to send?” the waiter asked. Hell he hadn’t thought about that.



“Does she have something that she normally orders?” he asked. The waiter grinned.



“It depends on how much they make in tips that night,” he said. Jack got it and smirked.



“Send her the more expensive one,” he said. The waited gave a curt nod, to demonstrate his understanding, and then scurried off.



Willow sang for a bit more, and then took a break. Jazz began playing again, but this time it was a track instead of the band, since this was their break. Jack saw when his waiter slipped up to the bar, where she sat alone, phone in one hand and a cigarette in the other. He sat the drink down in front of her and in response to her surprised look, leaned in and said something to her over the din of the restaurant. Then, he pointed to Jack and she turned with him. Jack offered a casual wave, and she smiled and nodded her thanks.



A few minutes later, he watched her put out her cigarette and slide off of the bar stool. She moved like a dancer, and that completely intrigued him as she walked through the place and settled herself across from him.



“Sorry, I was going to come over sooner, but then I realized who you are and I didn’t think you’d want to be around the smoke,” she said. Jack found himself appreciating that, most people wouldn’t have bothered caring.



“Thank you for the concern,” he said.



“Thank you for the drink,” she said, lifting it. Jack clinked his glass together with her and they drank together.



“So, I’ve never seen you in here before, and I’m pretty sure I would remember if I had. What brings you into this place? I always thought you were more of a base thumping, half naked strippers on poles kind of guy,” she said. Jack almost choked on his drink.



“You don’t pull any punches, do you?” he said with a laugh as he recovered. She smiled and shook her head.



“I grew out of beating around the bush around the time I graduated high school. Short attention span,” she said.



“Okay, fair enough, normally, yes. But I’ve been told to tone it down and I wanted to get out of the house. I heard about this place a few weeks ago, and it doesn’t count as ‘partying’, so here I am.” He said. Willow laughed.



“Wow, that’s got to be the truth, I don’t think anyone would come up with that as a lie to get into my pants,” she said. Jack laughed with her.



“No, that would be a horrible lie,” he said. She watched him, a smile on her face.



“You’re interesting, Jack,” she said. Jack wasn’t really sure how to take that. This was a first.



“Thanks, I think,” Jack said with a grin. The sound of the band tuning up brought her attention back to the stage. She polished off the last of her drink and winked at Jack.



“It was nice to meet you, Jack,” she said.



“You too, Miss Willow,” he said, the charm on full blast but this point as she stood and glided back up to her place on stage. Jack was pretty sure that he’d found himself a bed warmer for the night, which was funny because he hadn’t expected that here. But, he liked surprises, and he was happy with the way the night had turned out.



A few hours later, when the band had finished their final set, the musicians left through a side door, toting their instruments with them. Jack watched as they all hugged Willow goodnight, and he got himself ready to go since the next step was he and Willow leaving together. Except, it wasn’t. Willow slipped the bartender some money, picked up her bag and made her way to the door without him. Jack was on his feet, following and catching up with her in the parking lot as she lip up another cigarette.



“Leaving without me?” he asked, trying to sound casual.



“That’s the plan,” she responded.



“I thought we had something back there, something that would make you want to spend time with me as much as I want to spend time with you,” he said. Willow smirked.



“What you want is someone to keep you company tonight. Might I suggest the hostess, she’s cute and looks like she’s about to piss herself like a puppy over you being here. I, however, can’t provide you with what you are looking for, simply because I am not that easy. If you want to actually spend time with me, you know where to find me. Otherwise, it’s was wonderful meeting you, Jack,” she said, turning and gliding across the parking lot away from him.



Had she just turned him down? She had, hadn’t she? No one ever turned him down! That had been true since high school because he was good looking, and had become even more true since he was now good looking and rich, and yet here he was, alone. What the hell?!















Chapter 3



Jack had found himself thinking about Willow. He wasn’t sure if it was because she’d turned him down or simply that he was that interested in her. He’d settled on him being interested because she’d turned him down. It had been a month since they’d met, and he’d been back to the club at least once a week since then. He’d buy her a drink, sometimes dinner if she allowed it, but she always said the same thing at the end of the night:



“Good night, Jack,” In that sweet, sultry voice of hers.



It was to the point that when he caught sight of her, his heart rate increased and his back stiffened, along with… other parts of him. She was turning him into a wreck, and there was nothing that he could do about it, because she wouldn’t allow it. He’d taken to lifting weights to try and work out some of his sexual frustration, but all that had done was increase how much he could lift because he was always in there lifting.



“Back again?” she said softly, as she slid into the chair across from him, like she always did when he bought her a drink.



“Yes, again,” he said with a smile. She sighed.



“Why?” she asked.



“Because, you turned me down and I don’t understand it,” he blurted out before he really thought about it. Willow chuckled.



“Most men would have gone with something like, I can’t get you off of my mind, or something romantic like that,” she said.



“That too,” he added.



“Do you really want me? Or do you just want me naked?” she asked. Jack opened his mouth to respond, but stopped and closed it again. Then, he told the truth.



“I’m not really sure,” he said. Willow smiled and nodded.



“This is probably the most honesty you’ve given a woman, isn’t it?” she asked.



“Other than my mother, yes,” he said with a self-depreciating chuckle. Willow slipped two fingers into her cleavage and pulled out a pen. She pulled Jack’s hand towards her, and started writing on his palm.



“If you really want me, take me out sometime. I still won’t sleep with you, so don’t call me expecting that,” she said. Jack nodded, looking down at the felt tipped phone number on his skin like he’d just hit the lottery.



“Got it,” he said. She smirked, and got up as the band started to get ready for another set. Before she started singing again, Jack saved the number that she’d given him in his phone. Something told me that sweaty palms having erased it wouldn’t be an excuse that would have gotten him a second shot at it. Then, he turned in his chair to face the stage, and smiled as she started singing again.



Hours later, after she’d told him good night and he’d watched her sway off across the parking lot towards her gunmetal gray Dodge Charger, Jack lay in bed, staring at her phone. Finally, he hit send on the message that he’d been debating on for the greater part of the last thirty minutes:



Did you make it home safely?



He waited, almost holding his breath as the debate about whether texting her the same night that he got the number seemed desperate or not.



I just walked in the door, actually. I had to stop for ice cream.



Jack smiled. She’d answered, that was good, right? He hit the reply button and rattled off something about it being odd to stop for ice cream in the middle of the night. She responded that she had actually wanted this ice cream for the past week, and she’d finally broken down on her way home and gotten some. She said that she was eating it with a wine accompaniment, and didn’t even feel bad, which had made Jack laugh. He hit reply and responded again, grinning when his phone chimed with her response. What the hell, he didn’t have to be up in the morning. Staying up all night talking to her seemed like a lot more fun than sleeping anyway.









Chapter 4



Jack had asked Willow to meet him for lunch. He wanted to do something different, and everyone did dinner. Instead, he was going to have a good lunch, walk around in the shopping district for a bit, and once twilight hit, they were going to venture into the arboretum, for an event called A Night Under The Stars. There was a live swing band, henna tattooing, and a wide variety of food. It seemed like something that she’d like, and it was totally different than anything he’d ever done before. He was looking forward to it, believe it or not.



“Have you been waiting long?” Willow’s voice purred as she slipped into the seat across from him. She looked different, more casual than she did on the nights where she was singing. It was nice.



“No, I just got here myself,” Jack said, smiling across the table at her.



“So what’s good here? I’ve never tried this place before,” she said, picking up the menu and looking over it.



“Just about everything is, I’m pretty sure I’ve tried it all over the course of the time that I’ve been coming here,” he said.



“What’s your favorite?” she asked. That was easy.



“For lunch, the tuna salad. Good amount of protein, but it’s not heavy so I don’t feel like I’m lugging it around for the rest of the day,” he said. Willow gave him an impressed look and nodded.



“Good reasoning. I think I’ll try that, then,” she said, closing the menu and placing it onto the table.



Lunch was pleasant for both of them. They talked about their families, friends and hobbies. Jack learned about how Willow started singing with the band and what she did for a day job, and Willow learned as much as Jack would tell her about what it was like to play in the NFL. She laughed when he talking about the first time he took a good, solid hit and how the world had spun around him as he moved to his place on the field. The guy was the only one that he’d come across that hit hard enough to make him lose his bearings, but he’d retired now. That had always disappointed Jack a bit, as if he wasn’t really left with a challenge anymore.



They finished their lunch and took a stroll through this shop and that boutique. It was nice, getting to see what kinds of things that Willow liked, as far as Jack was concerned. He thought of it as recognizance, for if he ever decided that he wanted to get her something. A birthday or an event like that.



The Night Under The Stars turned out to be perfect, with clear skies, bright stars and an even brighter moon, and not too big of a crowd. That mean not too much chatter, plenty of food and drinks and room on the dance floor to move. That was where Willow and Jack spent most of their night after they’d eaten. He twirled her around the dance floor expertly, and she followed like this was old hat to her as they laughed together and talked. Eventually, they peeled off from the other part goers and began to stroll the gardens by moonlight.



“It’s kind of spooky out here,” she said. Jack laughed.



“Most people would think that it’s romantic, not spooky,” he said.



“I guess I’m not most people,” Willow responded with a smirk.



“I’m glad that you aren’t,” he said. They walked in silence for a bit together, and Jack gently slipped his hand around Willows. She didn’t pull back, didn’t give any inclination that she’d even noticed that he’d done it other than the fact that she allowed her fingers to close warmly around his.



“So I guess this evening ends when we leave here,” Jack said, part of him hoping that maybe she’d changed her mind about spending the night with him, although he was pretty sure that she hadn’t.



“Yeah, it does,” she said softly. Jack sighed softly.



“I’m not sure I’m ready for it to end yet,” he said. He was genuinely enjoying being around her, and that was something that he’d been able to say about a lot of people. She made him want to think about someone other than himself.



“It’s not like I said that we have to go now,” she said, smiling. Jack laughed softly.



“Good point,” he said.









Chapter 5



Three weeks later, Willow and Jack had been out several time together. Every time he saw her, spent time with her, talked to her, he found something else to like about her. There was also something especially intriguing about the fact that she hadn’t slept with him yet. He hadn’t just come out and asked her if she would, and she hadn’t just told him that she wouldn’t, but she wouldn’t. She’d made that clear. Their time together consisted of talking and getting to know each other, things he’d never bother with before. It was different, and it made not partying and going out as much a lot easier. His agent was thrilled with the change in her client, though she wasn’t really sure what it was about, and the team seemed to be taking a renewed interest in him, albeit a slight one, since it had only been a few months since his behavior had been forced to change.



“So, what do you want to do tonight, Brain?” Willow said. Jack snickered at the cartoon reference as they sat together on one of the plush couches around the dance floor at the jazz club.



“I don’t know, sitting here with you is kind of nice,” Jack said, putting his arm around her and pulling her close. Willow snuggled up to the side of him and rested her arm on top of his thigh.



“True, it is,” she said. They sat there in silence for a few moments before she turned in his arms and kissed him. He’d kissed her before then, but this was the first time that she’d simply outright kissed him without any warning or prompting.



“What was that for?” Jack asked with a wide smile on his lips.



“We could go back to your place, and spend some time there,” she said. Jack watched her for a heartbeat, checking for any signs that she was kidding, or uncertain. Then, he scrambled to his feet with her still in his arms and the two of them made their way to the club exit, Willow laughing beside him the entire time.



Willow watched the world go past as she followed Jack into his complex. She hadn’t wanted to leave her car at the club, especially since they’d had a few break ins and she didn’t want to be the next one. She looked around at all of the large, well lit homes in this expensive and exclusive complex and felt special that she was actually being escorted inside. Jack turned into a large driveway in front of her and she followed suit. She saw two garage doors open, there were a total of four, and he motioned for her to park through one before he parked through the other.



“This is quite a house,” she said, getting out of her car and slinging her purse over her shoulder.



“It’s nice, but I travel so much that half of the time, I don’t get to see it. I have a cleaning service when I’m out of town to keep the dust at bay since I have dust allergies, but that’s about it. They see my home more than I do,” he said with a laugh.



“That’s kind of sad,” she said, taking the arm that he was offering as he lead her through the door from the garage to the house.



“On one hand, yeah, it is. But on the other hand, I’m traveling to play football. I love what I do for a living, and I get paid really well to do it. Most people can’t say that, so I try not to complain about things like not being able to see my house sometimes,” he said. The two of them walked through the house as he turned on this light and that until they reached the kitchen. Jack pulled down a bottle of wine and two glasses, and then motioned for Willow to follow him out on to the patio.



“I love sitting out here, no music or television, just me and the sky,” he said, popping the cork and pouring two glasses as Willow sat in one of the loungers.



“It’s an amazing view, both up and down, isn’t it?” she said, looking out over the city view that came from his house being on a bit of an incline.



“It’s one of the reasons I picked this lot,” he said, handing her one of the glasses.



They sat there together in complete silence, simply watching the world around them for almost twenty minutes together. It felt like one of the most intimate things that Jack had ever done with a women, for him. Sitting out there and appreciating the world wasn’t something that fit his image, so it was also something that very few people knew that he liked to do. He wasn’t really sure why he’d told Willow without worrying about what she’d think about him. Maybe because he trusted her to simply just accept him for who he was. That was a freeing thing to trust someone for.



“Why don’t you give me a tour of this fantastic home, hm?” Willow asked as she drained the last of her glass. Jack smiled and stood, holding a hand out to help her from her seat.



“Sure,” he said.



Willow grinned and nodded, ooo’d and ahh’d as they walked through the house and he showed her this room and that. Jack wasn’t sure about taking her through his bedroom, because he didn’t want to give her the wrong idea as to why he’d brought her out there, so he stalled until absolute last.



“Your bedroom is very tastefully done,” she said, looking around.



“I bought the whole room of furniture together. I’m not really good at putting things together on my own, I don’t think. Everything in here was made to match the other pieces,” he said with a grin. Willow turned to him with a grin.



“It’s nice,” she said, placing her hands in the middle of his chest and pushing him roughly so that he had no choice but to fall backwards onto the bed behind him.



“Willow?” he said, so surprised that he wasn’t really sure what to do other than simply flop back. Willow smirked and jumped on top of him, straddling his midsection as she leaned in close to his ear.



“You’ve waited long enough, don’t you think?” she whispered. Jack felt his eyes widen, and he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tightly against him as he rolled himself on top of her. She laughed and squealed, and he reached over and turned out the lights.











Chapter 6



“You know, it’s alright if you don’t want to do this,” Jack said. Willow was in the shower, he blurry silhouette visible in the mirror as he talked to her while she bathed.



“I don’t mind. Just because I’m not always in some loud, banging club doesn’t mean that I don’t like to go to one from time to time. Plus, what your agent said makes sense, this will help your image since you spent the last few years being a royal prick,” she said. Jack shot a look through the mirror towards the shower as if she could see it.



“I wasn’t trying to be a royal prick,” he mumbled.



“Yes you were. You just see it now,” she said, hearing him over the sound of the water running.



“Does that mean that I’m maturing or something, the fact that I’m getting better?” he asked. Willow giggled.



“Perhaps. Then again, you are still the man that laughs at every fart joke you’ve ever come across,” she said. Jack smirked.



“Hey, fart jokes are a lost art,” he said.



“Uh huh, sure,” she said. Jack grinned.



“I’m going to go put on my clothes, since you’re being all mean,” he said.



“Wuss,” she said in return.



“Love you too!” he said on his way out of the bathroom.



He and Willow were going out with the rest of the team that night to a club for a bit of drinking and bonding. She’d come out to the house a few hours before with a change of clothes, and opted to get ready there, so she had less time in the clothes to mess up her outfit. The logic made perfect sense to Jack, plus that meant that there was time for them to fool around a bit before they left the house. That was always a plus, since she was a stellar lover. They were six months into spending time together, and both of them were more open and less guarded with each other. That was why she was meeting the team. They’d all wanted to know what had caused the change in their teammate, so tonight, he had promised to show them.



He peeked into her overnight bag and smirked at the dress she’d brought to wear. It was one that made her the center of attention wherever she went, because she looked fantastic in it.



“That’s my girl,” he said, laying it out flat on the bed to wait for her to finish up in the bathroom.



The club for the night was called the Bass Drop, and the guys had pitched in and rented out the VIP section. It was easier when they all went out to do that, otherwise they were mobbed by people. That wasn’t something that anyone wanted, especially the ones that were attached and planned to bring said significant others to the club that night.



The club had allowed the guys to come in through a side entrance and head straight up to the VIP, to avoid starting a riot. This was going to be Jack and Willow’s first official outing together as a couple, which was huge since Jack was never tied to anyone. Jack made sure that he’d had a sedan service for the night, in case either of them was a little too drunk to drive, or simply didn’t feel like it. Willow was ready just as the car pulled up into the driveway.



They drive downtown talking about the guys on the team. Willow hadn’t really started following football until she’d started seriously seeing Jack, so there was still a lot that she didn’t understand and a lot of faces that she didn’t know. Jack had tried to get her to recognize some of the more forward ones, the ones that would come up and introduce themselves, and she had gotten most of them on site. The others he could feed to her before they went up to them.



“Oh, and Jacobs is a bit handsy when he’s been drinking. He won’t like, grab your ass or something, but he might hug and hold on a bit longer, or brush past something that he shouldn’t. He doesn’t mean to, trust me, he’s just drunk. One of the guys thought he had smacked him in the ass the first time we all went out, it turns out that he’d just turned around rather quickly and let his arm flap around him,” Jack said laughing. Willow giggled.



“Watch Jones when he gets liquored up, got it,” she said.



“There are going to be a lot of cameras here, someone at the club leaked that we’re going to be there. But I am so glad that I’ll bet there with you, you look amazing,” he said. Willow smiled.



“I’m supposed to look amazing, we’ve got to keep your rep up,” she said. Jack leaned in and kissed her gently.



“I don’t care about that. You look amazing for me, and that’s enough,” he said.



“You really have matured, haven’t you?” she said, smiling and resting a hand on Jack’s thigh.



“Somewhat. I still want to peel that dress off of you on the way to the club,” he said, licking his lips. Willow grinned, and playfully swatted his leg.



“We’re almost there, pervert,” she said.



“I can be quick,” he replied.



“Yeah you can,” Willow said with an eye roll.



“Hey, wait a minute…” Jack said, frowning as Willow laughed out loud.



*~*~*



The bass was so deep that you could feel it in your chest when you walked inside of the club, but Willow smiled and began dancing as they made their way down the hallway towards the entrance to the VIP section.



“There he is, the man of the hour!” someone announced as the two of them walked through the door. Henry almost bowled Jack over with the hug as he clapped him soundly on the back.



“Why am I the man of the hour?” Jack asked.



“Don’t mind him, Lance has already had too much to drink,” Paulie said. Jack nodded his understanding.



“Paulie, this is Willow,” he said, turning and introducing her. Willow smiled and held out her hand for a shake.



“It’s a pleasure,” he said.



“Likewise,” she responded.



“You’ve become something of a legend in the locker room, you know,” Paulie said. Jack rolled his eyes.



“Oh Lord, here we go,” he said.



“Have I?” Willow asked, suddenly very interested in what Paulie was saying.



“Oh yeah, most of the guys have been wondering what the hell was up with the pompous jack ass that we’d all come to know and love for a while, and then one day, he finally let it slip that what happened was a woman named Willow,” he explained.



“Interesting, what else did he say about me?” Willow asked. Paulie grinned.



“That’s the thing. He wouldn’t say another word. He said he didn’t want us to jinx it or something.” He said. Jack grinned and shook his head.



“Why do you think I was scared to bring her tonight? You all might convince her that I’m not worth her time, and I would be completely destroyed,” he said. Willow cuddled up against Jack’s side and smiled, winking up at him.



“Don’t worry, I’ve seen you at your jack assiest, I’m pretty sure that if I haven’t walked away by now, I’m not going to,” she said. Jack grinned and kissed her again.



“Hey now, none of that shit. Some of us are here alone, you know,” a rather slurred voice said. That was Ian, and he had apparently pregamed pretty hard from the look of it.



“Are you already drunk, Ian? Damn, you work fast,” Jack said as he and Willow began to move farther inside.



“That’s what she said,” Ian laughed.



“Dude, if that’s what she said, that’s not positive,” Jack said.



“Oh… yeah,” Ian said softly. Willow grinned.



“Someone should take his keys,” she said.



“Already got them, no worries,” Paulie said.



“Paulie doesn’t drink at all, so he’s usually the keeper of the keys and the one who makes sure that everyone who needs a cab has one and all of that. He’s probably saved everyone’s ass here at least once, including Coach,” Jack said.



“So he’s the team hero,” Willow said. Jack nodded.



“Exactly. Do you want something to drink or eat? They serve high quality bar food here, like nachos and hot wings,” he said. It hadn’t occurred to him to find out if she’d eaten before she’d come over that night, he felt bad about that now.



“Ooo, nachos. And a coke please,” she said with a smile as she sat down on the plush red overstuffed couch behind her. She wasn’t really a big drinker, which was one of the things that kept Jack in line with his.



“Girly drink,” Jack said with a smirk.



“I am a girly,” she replied. Jack laughed and turned to walk over to the bar for the food order and the drinks. By the time he returned, she had three other guys sitting with her.



“…I’ve always wondered if he does that at home too, or is that just a locker room thing,” Bo was asking.



“Hey now, don’t go asking this beautiful woman about all of my secrets. They are secrets for a reason,” he said, handing her the drink and settling beside her. He had no idea what Bo was talking about, he was just playing around.



“Sorry, I can’t talk about Jack’s secrets,” she said. “While he’s around,” she added for good measure with a smirk.



“What the hell is all this?” I asked as a laugh traveled around the group perched in front of her.



“We were just wondering how an ass like you managed to land a woman like Willow. She’s beautiful, intelligent and talented. How has she not seen through you yet?” Scotty asked.



“Hey, be nice. He’s a sweet guy when he wants to be,” Willow said. Jack grinned.



“Thank you,” he said.



Willow blinked, and suddenly the topic was football at a level that was way above her pay grade on the sport. And her soda was empty, so she politely excused herself and went to the bar in the corner for a refill.



“They’ve started talking football, haven’t they?” A female voice said. Willow turned and met the gaze of the cute blonde that was speaking to her, smiled, and nodded.



“Yeah. It happened so fast that I wasn’t aware that it was coming,” she said. The blond smiled.



“You get used to it. I’m Mia, by the way. I’ve been dating Oscar, the full back over in the corner of the couch, for about eight months,” she said. Willow smiled and nodded, but didn’t respond. There was something the she immediately picked up on behind Mia’s words, like a well-hidden vial of venom inside of them, which meant that she wasn’t really in a sharing mood.



“Wow, eight months. That’s a pretty serious relationship,” she said instead.



“What about you and Jack?” Mia asked. Willow planted a smile on her lips and took a sip of her soda.



“Long enough,” she said, leaving it at that.



“You know, Jack and I used to date,” she said. And there it was, the venom. Willow had to work hard not to roll her eyes as Mia watched her for a reaction. Willow didn’t really care, that was clearly before she even knew the man existed.



“Interesting,” was what she chose to respond with.



“Well, actually, he picked me up in a club and he and I spent a few days together. I don’t think we left the bed to do more than eat, and sometimes not even then,” she said with a laugh, waiting for a green eyed monster that wasn’t going to come.



“Oh, so you didn’t date. He just used you for a bit and then tossed you out on your ass,” Willow said, her voice calm as she held Mia’s gaze steadily. Mia looked confused as to why her revelation didn’t have the desired effect.



“What?” Mia asked.



“Babe, can you come her for a second?” Jack said, calling Willow back to the couch.



“I’m sorry, I‘ve got to go,” Willow said, excusing herself from Mia’s trap and starting to walk back towards Jack.



“Wait a minute, did you just call me a slut?” Mia said, her voice louder now. Willow stopped.



“Not at all. When did the word slut ever come out of my mouth?” Willow asked.



“You said that Jack just used me and then threw me out,” she said, angry.



“That’s what you told me happened. Why in the world would you think that screwing for a few days constitutes dating someone?” Willow asked the more irate Mia got, the calmer Willow felt. This woman had clearly approached Willow with the intention of making her blind with jealousy, or something similar. It wasn’t working though.



“Who the hell are you to tell me what dating is?” she squealed. Willow shrugged and settled beside Jack.



“No one. I’m not sure why you are even exerting so much effort on me,” she said.



“I don’t know why either, since I’ve got a man,” she said.



“Willow has a point, why are you spending so much time talking to her about how you were with her man if I’m right here?” Oscar said. The room went almost silent, save for the music filtering up from downstairs.



“I just… I wasn’t trying to tell her about Jack or anything,” Mia stuttered.



“Could have fooled me,” Jack said.



“It’s alright. Maybe she just wanted me to know that I’m not the first woman that Jack has slept with. The thing is, I already knew that. He’s not the first woman that I’ve slept with either,” Willow said.



“But he sees me all the time. How do you know he’s not still with me?” Mia asked.



“You do realize that Oscar is standing right beside you, right?” Willow asked.



“I know, I’m just… saying…” she faded out, realizing that in her quest to make Willow jealous, she’d probably just ended what she had with Oscar.



“You and I need to talk,” Oscar said. The two of them walked off to an area more private and the conversation immediate became visibly heated between them.



“I tried to tell Oscar that she was dating him to get to me, but he thought I was just trying to be jerk,” Jack said softly. Willow sighed.



“I hate that he had to find out like this.” She said. Jack nodded his agreement.



“Is it bad that this makes me so happy that lost her and found you?” he asked. Willow giggled.



“Probably,” she said. Jack shrugged against her and kissed her cheek.



“I don’t care,” he said.













Chapter 7



The night out resulted in Jack and Willow’s picture being everywhere, both sports related and not. Jack was suddenly the center of attention for a lot of news outlets again, which made the two of them going out a bit more difficult, but that just meant that they had to get inventive. It wasn’t until a few weeks later that things started to get more difficult suddenly. Jack could barely get out of the complex due to media clogging the entrance, and he had no idea why.



Until he saw the paper that day. Jack Carson’s Lover Spotted Exiting Doctor’s Office. Could This Mean A Little Jack On The Way? The headline screamed. Jack stared at the heavy ink words for almost a full minute as the PR team waited for his reaction. He didn’t say anything, he simply dialed.



“Hey,” Willow said, the smile clear in her voice.



“Hey babe. Remember how I told you not to come out to the house because the media was insane all of a sudden?” he asked.



“Yeah?” she replied.



“Someone saw you coming out of a doctor’s office and printed that you might be pregnant. Is there something that you need to tell me?” he asked. He wasn’t upset, and he prayed that was coming across in his voice.



“I was trying to wait until I knew for sure, which I didn’t until about ten minutes ago,” she said.



“Know what, exactly?” he asked. There was a slight hesitation before she answered.



“I went in because my stomach had been feeling off for a while, and I was pretty sure an upset stomach shouldn’t last so long. My doctor asked me a bunch of questions, and then asked if she could have my permission to run one last test. This morning, she called and told me that she’d gotten the results back and that they were positive. That I’m pregnant, and that what’s been going on with my stomach is actually morning sickness,” she said carefully, not really sure how Jack would take the news.



“So, you actually are pregnant?” Jack said.



“Yes,” Willow said. Then, she waited.



“So what happens now?” he asked. Well, he wasn’t freaking out, that was good, Willow thought to herself.



“Now, I have an appointment for my first pre-natal visit in a week,” she said.



“Day and time?” Jack asked.



“Next Wednesday, at 2,” Willow said.



“Good. Someone tell Coach I’ll be late for practice next Tuesday. I’m going to be a father. And you, Willow, you come out to the house tonight,” eh said. Willow stopped, a little shocked.



“Really?” she asked.



“Of course, what did you expect?” he asked.



“I’m not sure, honestly. I figured there might be some sort of disagreement as to whether I’m actually going to have the baby or not,” she said.



“Why wouldn’t you have the baby?” he asked Willow laughed softly.



“I have no idea. I’ll see you tonight,” she replied.



*~*~*



The confirmation that Willow was pregnant caused an almost deafening roar in the media. The news that Jack was over the moon about it broke all class in a five mile radius. The media was aghast, most figuring that he would pressure her to give the baby up because it would hamper his career or his personal life, so the shock was massive when they found out that was the farthest thing from the actual case.



Paula had set up a press conference for him to take questions with Willow by his side. She wasn’t showing yet, of course, but she looked like she was glowing, even Paula saw it.



“So you found out that she was pregnant from the speculative story?” a reporter asked. Jack slipped his arm around Willow’s waist.



“Willow wanted to be sure before she said anything to me. Honestly, the reason that she went to the Doctor that day was because her stomach had been upset for longer than she thought it should be, and she was afraid something was wrong. Pregnancy never occurred to her,” Jack said, echoing their first conversation about it.



“Is this going to affect your football career, now that you’re going to be a dad?” a female reporter asked. Jack paused, thinking.



“I think I’m going to let Willow field this one,” he said. Willow turned to him, shocked.



“What? Um, it’s not really something that we’ve talked about,” she said, a little off guard.



“Just say what you’d want to happen, if it was completely up to you,” he said.



“Wow, you seriously trust her,” a male voice called out, causing a round of soft laughter.



“Yeah, actually I do,” Jack said, motioning for her to move closer to the microphone.



“Okay… Like I said, this isn’t something that Jack and I have discussed, so please don’t take this as set in stone. But, were I to have my way, Jack would continue to do what he loves and play football. That means that little Jack and I travel to as many of his away games as we can, and that we’re at every home game, and that when he’s here, he is in Dad-mode unless he has something to do for the team. As excited as he is about being a father, I don’t think it’ll be hard to get him to be in Dad-mode,” she said with a smile, another laugh traveling through the crowd.



“Miss Willow, can I just say, that was a wonderful answer. Thank you for putting every football fan’s fears to rest,” the reporter who’d asked the original question said. Willow smiled and nodded.



“No problem at all,” she said before stepping back to allow Jack back to the podium.



“Any other questions?” Jack asked. They’d been at it for about forty five minutes and he was starting to get tired of standing, honestly.



“Are there any plans to get married?” someone called out. Jack and Willow exchanged a look.



“That’s something else that we haven’t actually discussed. But, I would like for Willow to move to the house with me. I’ve got plenty of room for a little one, and she’s got months to plan a nursery and find a nanny to help her, if she chooses. As far as marriage,” Jack said, turning to face Willow as his sentence faded out. He wanted to ask her to be his wife, but he felt that this was something that didn’t belong to the media, not yet. His proposal was for her, not for the flashing lights and pushy microphones of the world.



“As far as marriage, you all will find out when we are ready for you to know, and not a moment sooner,” Willow said, smiling up at Jack as if she’d read his mind.



“Exactly,” he said.













Chapter 8



Willow became a celebrity over the first few months of her pregnancy. She was wanted for interviews, modeling opportunities and product pitches galore. Most of the product pitches, she turned down. She’d do the interviews and the modeling jobs without problems, especially since most of them were either with Jack or about Jack. She liked that she was pulling in more of her own money now, even though Jack told her that he wanted her to rest up through the pregnancy. She was independent, and making her own was important to her, even if a lot of the opportunities that presented themselves were because of who she was tied to.



Willow got the marriage question a lot more than Jack did. Mainly from female reporters who thought that by palling around with her on national TV, she would simply slip up and spill the beans. Paula said that one of the many things that she liked about Willow was that she needed minimal coaching, not spreading her business was just in her nature. Meaning, she didn’t simply slip up and spill the beans and she never would.



She had moved out of her place and moved in with Jack, and it had turned into an excellent decision for her. He gave her his credit card and told her to start looking for baby furniture, and that money was no object, but she still hadn’t had the heart to use the card yet. Jack would laugh and pull her close, telling her that was one of the many things that he loved about her, and assuring her that it was okay. In fact, earlier that morning had been the first time that she’d finally decided on something, and even then it was simply having someone come in and paint the room for her. She’d decided to wait until he got home from practice to make sure that the color was okay with him first. The fact that he’d then be there to see her use the card and verbally approve for the millionth time that it was okay was not lost on her.



Jack had come home the other night with some elastic waistband jeans. She hadn’t said a word about the fact that her pants were beginning to get a bit uncomfortable, but he’d said that he’d noticed little things, like her fidgeting when she sat down and the waistband pressed against her stomach or the fact that she’d wear pajama pants more than anything else recently. It was the little things like that that made her smiled and love him even more.



“Babe? Are you home?” Jack said, like he always did when he got in. It was like his version of ‘Honey, I’m home’.



“Back here,” Willow yelled from the den, where she sat comparing various shades of yellow.



“What in the world are you doing? It looks like a paint swatch monster threw up in here,” he said, laughing and hugging her gently from behind.



“I want to get the baby’s room painted. I think once I pick a color, maybe it’ll be a bit easier for me to pick furniture,” she said.



“It would also help if you’d stop thinking that you can’t use the card that I gave you for the sole purpose of you actually using it,” he said, a tease in his tone.



“Shut up. Help me pick a shade,” she said. Jack leaned over her shoulder.



“Yellow is good, since we’re being gender neutral,” he said absently. They’d decided not to find out the sex of the baby, so they were being careful about what they were buying. “I like the pale yellow better than the bold yellow. That one makes me think ‘girl’ a bit too much,” he said. Willow nodded and tossed aside the other swatches.



“Agreed,” she said. Jack reached across the counter and handed her the phone.



“Now stop being a wuss and call the painters. I know you’ve already picked one out,” he said with a smirk. Willow huffed an adorable sigh. So what he was right. She snatched the phone from him as he laughed softly and went into the kitchen while she called and scheduled.



“They’re coming out tomorrow to do the estimate,” she said as Jack returned, beer in hand. He grinned and nodded.



“Good. Now, I’ve got some good news,” he said. Willow turned to face him and smiled, giving her his full attention. God, he loved her so much.



“Tell me,” she said.



“Coach and Paula pulled me into a meeting today at the end of practice. Apparently, the higher ups have re-evaluated me and decided that I am too valuable to the team to take a chance on my moving on to someone else in a few months when my contract comes up,” he said.



“Ooo, this sounds promising,” Willow said. She knew that Jack really loved the city and the team, and didn’t want to leave. If this was what she thought it was, they were going to celebrate.



“They’ve offered to extend my contract, and raised my salary as well,” he said. Willow leapt up off the stool, wrapping her arms around Jack’s neck.



“That’s great news!” she said. Jack wrapped his arms around the woman and the baby that he loved and smiled.



“I am so excited. You know that this is all because of you, right?” he said. Willow scoffed, looking up at him.



“Liar, this is because you’re amazing,” she said. Jack shrugged.



“I am pretty awesome, yeah. But it was you that made me want to be better, to stop being a prick and thinking that I’m the only person in this world that matters. You are the reason I get to stay in the city I love, with the team I love and the woman I love,” he said. Willow smiled, her face flushing.



“If you say so, silly,” she said with a giggle.



“So since I’ve got the contract extension, and a stunning woman who loves me with the most amazing kid on the planet on the way… We should get married,” Jack said. Just like that. It caught Willow completely off-guard, which was why he’d done it that way. He watched amused as her face froze in shock.



“What?” she said finally.



“Let’s get married,” he said, taking a step back and pulling the small ring box that he’d picked up on his way home from practice.



He’d actually ordered the ring weeks ago, it was simply coincidence that it arrived at the jeweler on that day. He flipped the box open, and knelt down on one knee. Willow’s hands flew to her face and she gasped at the sight of the ring, shaking her head.



“Jack that ring is enormous,” she said. Jack spoke before she could finish what he knew was coming next.



“It’s actually not the biggest one there, but I didn’t think you’d want anything that huge. This one is perfect for you. And yes, yes you can take it. Take it because I spent hours picking it out for you, and no it’s not too expensive. Stop arguing with me in your head, you aren’t going to win,” he said with a smile as tears began to run down Willow’s face.



“Jerk,” she whispered, though her lips were smiling behind her hands.



“This jerk loves you, Willow. I can’t see the rest of my life without you and the baby in it. Please, make me the happiest man alive, and become my wife,” he said. Willow sniffed, wiping at her eye roughly, and then smiled brightly and nodded.



“Okay,” she said. Jack’s eyes widened and he smiled, leaping to his feet.



“Yes?” he asked.



“Yes!” she repeated. Jack picked her up and swung her around in his arms.



“I love you, future Mrs. Carson,” he said. Willow kissed him.



“I love you too, Mr. Carson. “



















Beyond Tomorrow



A Christmas Tale







The trees were aglow with their entire splendor, as the colors of red, yellow, orange and gold lined the streets. Colors that seemed to be nature’s way of lulling one into a feeling of beauty before that north wind would rush in and steal it all away like a thief in the night. I knew that in some places the colors were already gone and the mornings would have the bitter chill in the air. Places like Harmony, the place my folks came from. It was home to my mom and dad, but memories of it for me were not ones I wanted to remember. It had been fifteen years since I had been there. With my folks gone there was really no reason for me to go back. Oh, there was the usual family reunion invitation each holiday and each year I had always managed to find some excuse to not be there. I guess this year I had run out of excuses. It seems my Grandmother Alma’s health was failing and she wanted to see all her family for this may be her last time. Now mind you I’m not a cold person, but well it seemed there was really never any love lost between us. It started long before I was born. Seems my daddy, grandmas only son and heir to the family business had decided he wanted to marry. Of course that was no problem with his folks except for the fact the young lady he chose, well she wasn’t what they felt was right for their son. Oh, there was nothing wrong with her except for the fact she wasn’t up to their standards. Mama was a servant and for grandmother that was unacceptable for her son to marry such a woman. Of course my parents do marry on Christmas Eve in the town of Colorado Springs. They moved east and settled in a small town in Pennsylvania where they ran a general store. We did go back to Colorado for the service of my grandfather. It was the first time I had ever seen my cousins or my aunts and grandmother. She looked down in me like I was a servant and wasn’t good enough to be in her home. We didn’t stay more than two days and were on our way home again.


 Now here I was once again making a trip to a place I don’t belong or want to be. I had taken the train from Harrisburg to Springfield Illinois and here I sat waiting for the next train which will take me to Topeka. My thoughts kept going back to the last time I was in Harmony. My father was a Chesterfield, Benjamin David Chesterfield lll .The only son of an only son and heir to the Chesterfield fortune. Well, it really wasn’t such a fortune. It seems great grandfather had stumbled on to this ghost town on his way to the silver mines. Hitting it big in the mines he came back to the ghost town with a few fellow miners and built up the town. I remember my daddy saying that the miners would go back to the mines and his grandfather kept building up the town. Soon there was families coming in and a church, a school even a bank. It was a place everyone could live in harmony and that’s what they named the town.


 It was three weeks ago I got a letter from Harmony. It was from an attorney, a J. Bradly Parker.


Upon reading it, he stated:


 Dear Miss Chesterfield, My client your grandmother has asked me to convey to you she wished that you attend the family Christmas holiday reunion. It is of utmost importance that you attend this function and the wishes of your grandmother to meet with you.


Sincerely, J. Bradly Parker.


The last sentence it is of utmost importance. How dare he give me such a command? I suppose the old woman wants to tell me to my face she’s cut me out of the will. Let her cut me out, I don’t want her money anyway. I was so lost in my thoughts when I noticed someone had come to sit beside me on the bench. As I turned, he smiled at me.


“I’m sorry were you saving this seat for someone?”


“”No, no I just notice you were there until now.”


“Well, I saw you were deep in thought, so I felt it was best I let you alone.”


I looked at him. He seemed to be a gentleman, so I smiled back.


“Are you waiting for the train to Topeka also?”


“Yes, I was told it was running a bit late though.”


“It should be here soon, there was a small mishap up track and they had to wait for the farmer to get the cows off the track.”


He started to laugh. And when he did his eyes seemed to twinkle. I looked down just as the train whistle was heard.


“Well seems like it will be here soon.”


He looked at me,


“I’m Skyler Jefferson and no relation to Mr. Thomas Jefferson.”


I gave him a warm smile and held out my hand,


“Alicia Chesterfield.”


“Miss Chesterfield I hope?”


I nodded and smiled up at him. The train made its way to the platform and slowing came to a stop. We waited for the passengers to get off and then made our way up to the first car. I found a perfect seat by the window and Skyler sat across from me as we watched the train slowly leave the station and head on its journey. I enjoyed watching the scenery, but I noticed Skyler was looking at me.


“Tell me, Miss Chesterfield, are you visiting or moving to Topeka?”


“Oh I’m not going to Topeka, the train does stop there, but I’m going to Harmony.”


“Harmony?”


“Yes, Harmony Colorado. My father’s family lives there. Seems my great grandfather built the town years ago. It’s a boring story, though.”


I see I got his attention.


“You can’t just leave it at that Miss Chesterfield. I need to hear the whole story now.”


I looked at him, thinking it odd that a stranger would want to know about a little town in the middle of nowhere.



“Are you sure?”


“Yes, very sure.”


“Very well, now this is how my daddy told it to me. Great grandfather Chesterfield was headed to the silver mines when he came upon this ghost town. Since he wasn’t about to give up his dreams of getting rich, he continued on and made his strike in silver. Well, he never did forget that ghost town, and he went back there with a few of the miners he had made friends with.


With their money they had pooled together, they turned that ghost town to what it is today. Great grandfather stayed but the others went back to the mines oh they came back every now and then . Some brought wives and children. Even Great Grandfather went to Denver and married a find woman to take back to the Harmony. Seems her father was in the lumber business and soon great grandfather was in the business also with one of the finest mills in all Colorado. He had a son Benjamin jr. that was my grandfather he learned the family business and soon he was running the mills. When it came time for him to marry it was arranged, he was to marry Alma Jessup. Her father was the head of the bank in Colorado Springs. I think it was called a merger more than a marriage. Seems the Chesterfield name was gaining social status


and when my father was born grandmother was determined to plan his future also.


My daddy was not one to follow and since he was in love with my mother he wasn’t hearing he could not marry her. “


She looked at him seeing if he was bored with the story yet, but he was still smiling waiting to hear the rest.


“Well, I’m not sure there is not much more to say.”


“Well, you can answer me why you are going back even though you don’t want to?”


I looked at him and thought that what he said. Did I really want him knowing more of my personal life? After all, I really didn’t know him at all.


“I just have to go,” and ended the conversation and looked out the window ending the conversation.






Chapter Two







 Upstairs in her room looking out her window Alma Chesterfield sits waiting to see if her granddaughter will arrive today. It’s been three weeks since she had that young lawyer send the letter to her granddaughter. Each day she sits and waits to see her come up to the house, yet each day she sees no one. Was she expecting too much? After all, what could she expect after all she was the daughter of a servant. Why she probably didn’t even have a proper education. I warned my son not to marry below his station in life, and he did anyway. He threw away all this for her. What a fool he was. He could have married anyone of the lovely young ladies here in Harmony and from good families, yet he refused. He disgraced his family and himself. She still was in her thoughts when Elsa walked in. The young girl has been Alma’s maid for the past ten years ever since she was confined to a wheelchair.


“Miss Alma. You know better that to be by that window with all that wind out there. Why you’ll catch your death of cold sitting there.”


“You leave me be, girl. I’m watching the people go by.”


“You’ll not be fooling me, Miss Alma you’re looking to see if your granddaughter is coming.”


It seemed Elsa knew the old lady too well and that’s what she liked about the girl. She wasn’t afraid of her or he looks that even had her daughters cringe.


Elsa slowing pulls Alma from the window and close to the table where her medication is sitting.


“Now you just sit here and take your medication before supper.”


“Oh, I don’t want to take any medication.”


Elsa places the capsule in her hand and holds the glass near her lips,


“Now Miss Alma take your pill, and I’ll help you get ready for supper.”


She took the pill and the glass of water and smiled,


“You always get your way don’t you ?”


“I’m only following Doctor Hunter’s orders ma’am. What would we like to wear tonight for supper?”


“The dark green dress it’s a festive dress.”


Elsa nodded and took the dress out of the closet.


 Meanwhile, downstairs Alma’s daughters Estelle and Beatrice are in the parlor having coffee. Both girls are married and of course they married who their parents had chosen for them. Estelle’s husband was a banker and they gave Alma three granddaughters and two great-granddaughters and Beatrice’s husband worked for the Brundage and Burns who happened to be h mother’s lawyers. It was Estelle’s daughters that were not excited about the arrival of Alicia.


 Downstairs Estelle and her daughters voiced their opinions on the matter. Anna was the first to speak up.


“I really don’t understand why grandma sent for her. She never comes and she really hasn’t kept in touch with the family.”


“Anna let’s not be like this. It’s the Christmas season and it’s a time for all the family to be together.”


It was Estelle’s sister Beatrice who had to chime in,


“Oh stop that Stell you feel the same as all of us. You don’t want her here either.”


“You know very well she’s got her reasons for insisting that she be here and not you or anyone else is going to know why until she arrives.”


Beatrice looked at her sister,


“Now did you forget how we had to deal with all those looks after brother Benjamin took off with that servant. Do you remember how Ruth Morris vowed she’d wait forever for him until he came back to her? Oh, what a fool she was. He never wanted her in the first place.”


Estelle’s girls at his point wee wide-eyed.


“Who was Ruth Morris, Aunt Beatrice?”


Beatrice looked at her sister than the girls. She got up and walked over to the window and looked out. For a few moments she was silent and then she turned back to the girls.


“Ruth Morris was a young woman that lived on the other side of town. Her father was the owner of the lumber mill and was well off. Oh, Ruthie she loved your uncle so. Why even when they were children she vowed she would marry him. Of course grandfather and grandmother were thrilled with the aspect. Why it was the right match for their son. We all knew it was going to happen when Ruth turned eighteen.”


She stopped and walked back over to the sofa and sat down. Everyone waited to hear the rest of the story yet Beatrice kept silent.


“Aunt Beatrice, what happened? Why didn’t they marry?”


She looked at her niece and smiled,


“He fell in love with a servant girl and married her.”


The girls sat back in horror.


“He left her for a servant girl? Why that’s cruel of him.”


Estelle watched as her girls found their uncle’s behavior to be unacceptable.


“Mother how Uncle Benjamin could do that to a girl. How could you even talk to him after that?”


“Now girls Beatrice did leave out one small detail. Benjamin never was in love with her. She true was in love with him, but it was not felt the same by him.”


 The conversation was ended when Alma entered the hall from the elevator door. Everyone knew that there was no talk of their brother when their mother was in the room or close by. Of course the girls wanted to know what happened to Ruth Morris but that would have to wait for another time. As well as why did Alma Chesterfield retain another attorney for a matter when she had been using Brundage and Burns for years. She had known Hiram Burns since she came to Harmony when she married father. Not only did she retain another attorney she retained a young man who was new to Harmony. Mr. Parker had only been here a year. It seemed strange he’s been gone for the past three weeks. But then again it was the holiday season perhaps he went to visit his family.


 I sat alone at the table in the dining car when Skyler walked up to me.


“May I join you, Miss Chesterfield?”


I looked up and smiled I had not seen him for breakfast or lunch I was beginning to feel he was offended by my actions last evening.’’


“Oh, yes please do sit down.”


 I apologize if I offended you yesterday. It wasn’t my place to pry into your…”


I stopped him.


“No, it’s not your fault really. You see I don’t say much about my father’s family.”


“You didn’t seem too pleased when you spoke about your grandmother.”


“It’s not that, it’s just I don’t really like being told I have to attend a function.’’


He looked at her and knows he touched a nerve here.


“You mean you were forced to go to Harmony?”


I nodded and looked at the menu to avoid his gaze as I kept talking,


“You see my grandmother is a very persuasive woman who always gets her way.”


He sat back on the bench,


“I see.”


I looked at him and wondered if he really meant it or not. There was something about him that I just didn’t know if he knew more than he was telling me. He continued to look at the menu as the waitress came to the table. He looked up and smiled.


“I think I’ll have the steak, potato and salad and coffee.”


The waitress looked over to me,


“I’d like the chicken, baked potato and string beans coffee.”


I saw him look at me when I ordered my supper,


“I prefer chicken to beef. I’m not a big beef eater.”


“Whatever you like Miss Chesterfield, I’m not one to tell you what to eat.”


I smiled at him and began to feel maybe he wasn’t prying; maybe he was simply trying to make conversation. I still didn’t know really anything about him.


“You never did tell me about why you’re heading to Topeka. Is it for business or pleasure?”


“Well its pleasure, but I’m not stopping at Topeka. I plan to spend the holidays with my folks in Centennial.”


“Centennial?”


“Yes, my family moved out here when the news f the silver strike hit back east. My father is in the banking business, you know stocks and bonds. Well, grandfather felt he should head out there and set up a bank and get in on the rush.”


“I see, so you’re in the banking business?”


“In a way, I handle mostly the bond and stock end. That’s why I stayed back east.”


The waitress arrived with the food and placed it on the table. He looked up at her and smiled,


“Thank you.”


She smiled a bit embarrassed as she walked away from the table. I thought for a moment, he had a way of making people feel special.


“You have a way with people Mr. Jefferson .I mean take that waitress, I wonder how many times people say thank you to her and here you come along and give her a then you and a smile and make her smile.”


“Well, I believe everyone should make a person feel good it’s the right thing to do. Besides, she’s a sweet girl.”


“You are a strange man Mr. Jefferson.”


“ How so Miss Chesterfield?”


“You’re just not what one expects a gentleman from the east to be.”


“Well, we do have some who remember a thing called manners.”


With that, he smiles and they begin to enjoy their dinner. During the dinner, we discussed different topics, and I got to know a bit more about Mr. Jefferson. First, he was born in New York and the second youngest of five children four of them were girls. His mother’s family was in banking and his father as he put it married the boss’s daughter. It was his grandfather’s suggestion that his son in law and daughter head out to Colorado and start up a bank there but they were to leave him in New York with his grandparents.


 The time had gone so quickly we hardly noticed we were among a very few left in the dining car. I got up and extended my hand to him,


“I’ve had a lovely evening Mr. Jefferson and if you’d like there is a smoking car for the gentlemen two cars down. I would not be offended if you joined them. I plan to get to my car and turn in for the night.”


“At least allow me to escort you to your car.”


“It’s not necessary Mr. Jefferson I’ll see you in the morning. I’ve taken up enough of your time.”


He looked at me and had to abbey my wishes,


“ As you wish Miss Chesterfield , I’ll see you in the morning.”


He took my hand and gently kissed it and gracefully walked toward the direction of the other car. The young waitress came over to the table to clean up and smiled at me.


“You have a real nice husband ma’am.”


“Oh, he’s not my husband.”


“The way he looks at you I was sure he was. Well, don’t be surprised if he doesn’t ask you one day. The way that man looks at you is pure love.”


I looked over to where he was, but he had already left the car. I never really noticed how he looked at me. It was kind of nice thinking that he was my husband. He was rather handsome, and they did get along.


 Skyler found a chair facing the window and just sat down quietly. He wondered what he was doing here. Did he really feel good about this? Up until a month ago, he didn’t even know about Alicia Chesterfield. Then he was summoned to the Chesterfield estate by Alma Chesterfield herself. AS a young lawyer only in town for a year he was eager to get a case from such a well-known citizen. Alma Chesterfield had a way of looking not at a person but through them. There were no polite formalities he sat in the parlor and listened to her instructions.


“Mr. Parker I have decided to retain our services for reasons that are not for you to know. Be that as it may, I will use your services and that should be the only concern f yours.”


She looked at him for his approval before she continued.


“You are to send a letter to one Alicia Chesterfield, my granddaughter. You are to word it in your own words but that I wish her to attend the family holiday festivities. Express to hjer my health is not good and if this is to be the last holiday I will be with everyone I would like her to attend. No make it it is imperative that she attends. Also, you are to give her instructions that there will be a train ticket in Springfield Illinois waiting for her for the train to Topeka. “


He looked up at her,


“Mrs. Chesterfield”


“Young man I said it is imperative.!”


“Yes, ma’am.”


She looks at him again,


“Is there any questions Mr. Parker?”


“Just two ma’am one how do you know she’ll get on the train. And two why did you choose me?”


She looked at him, she knew this young man had grit and would not back down from her. She admired that in anyone man of woman.


“I’ll tell you I know she’ll be on that train because you are going to be at that station and will see her get on and you will follow her. You will use another name and follow her to Harmony where she will get off and you will get off at the next stop and get back here. Your second question is I chose you because my son in law works for my usual attorney’s and I don’t want him blabbering to his wife what I’m doing. Do I have a lawyer?”


He got up and extended his hand to her,


“Yes ma’am.”


 “Oh, one more thing you will have to use another name while you are with Alicia is that a problem?”


“No ma’am I can use my grandfather’s name, Jefferson Skyler. “


“The banker? Excellent.”


 Lost in his thoughts, Skyler didn’t notice that a man was heading passed him and brushed his arm.


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to hit you. I need to remember to hold on when the train goes around a bend.”


“I know what you mean, why not have a seat until it stops.”


He looked at Skyler


“Thank you, my name is Justin Langford.”


“Skyler Jefferson.”


The man looked at him,


“The Skyler Jefferson? “


“I think you’re thinking of my grandfather. He’s the banker.”


“Well let me just say it’s a pleasure, sir.”


“My father knew your grandfather. He delivered him his newspaper at the barn every morning. It was his first job, but your grandfather made him feel he was some big tycoon when he walked in he took the time to make that eight-year-old boy feel so proud of his job. You’re grandfather he’s passed on?”


“Yes, he’s been gone sixteen years now.”


The old man shakes his head,


“He was a fine man. I’m glad to have met his grandson.”


“My pleasure and thank you for giving me another fine memory of him.”


Skyler left the car some hours later and made his way to his sleeping car. He had thought about stopping by Alicia’s, but on second thought he changed his mind and went to his own car.







 Chapter Four







Doctor Hunter was summoned to the Chesterfield home early the next morning, Alma was having problems breathing. It was Elsa who had the downstairs maid rush to the doctor’s home to get him. Edward knew Alma for the past seven years when he first came to Harmony. The town needed a new doctor since the passing of Doctor Riley the year before. Edward Winters was young and fresh out of medical school and was in need of a town to start a practice in. Alma liked and respected him and he was one of the only people in Harmony who was not afraid of her. But he also knew that behind that glare she gave everyone she was really a lonely old woman.


He removed his stethoscope from his ears and looked at Alma.


 “Alma, you’ve been a bad girl haven’t you?”


 “Why doctor Hunter whatever do you mean?”


“ I left you strict orders to stay away from that window. With this cold air, you would end up catching our death of cold and here you are now with pneumonia.”


Alma nods her head knowing he did indeed tell her to stay away from the draft.


“But you know it’s just a cold doctor just give me some tonic, and I’ll be fine in a day or two.”


“No Alma, I’m saying that you have to stay in bed for at least a week or you will be spending the holidays in the hospital. I’m your doctor, and you will do as I say.”


She sits up in the bed and points her finger at him,


“How dare you order me around. I’ll have you know I can destroy you with just one word. I can…”


Before she could finish the doctor stopped her.


“You a lonely ole woman who never leaves this mausoleum you call a house. There are people out there who don’t know you and or want to. Alma times have changed in this town, and no one is afraid of the widow Chesterfield anymore and neither am I.


She leaned back down on the pillows as Elsa fluffed them up for her. Doctor Hunter gets off the bed and walks over to his bag. He takes out a small bottle of pills and then walks over to Elsa.


I want her to stay in bed for ten days, she is to take one of these capsules every eight hours. I mean it she’s to stay in bed for ten days if she doesn’t I will have no choice but to send her to the hospital. Elsa looks at him. She knew he meant it. He had warned her enough times and she refused to listen he was trying to keep her alive and she just was too stubborn to understand.


Alma watched them as they spoke away from her. All she heard was ten days,


“Ten days that’s all you give me doctor, I’ve got news for you I’ll be alive longer than that.”


“I believe you will Miss Alma. Now you follow the directions I gave Elsa and I’ll see you in a few days.”


“Just keep me here until my granddaughter comes doctor that’s all I ask.”


Doctor Hunter looks at Elsa,


“Granddaughter?”


“Her son Benjamin’s daughter, she’s been living in Illinois all these years, and Alma wants to see her before she passes on.”


“Then keep her in bed, Elsa.”


They walk out of the room, and the old woman takes a small bottle from her night table and pulls the cork out.


“He should know better than give me those fool pills, I‘ll just keep this brandy here when I feel the cold coming on later.”


 It was a new day, and the train was nearing Topeka as I sat in the dining car staring at my cup of coffee. In a few hours, the train will stop and more passengers would be getting on. In another day I will be almost in Harmony. For some reason, the word home and Harmony never really sounded right. Grandmother’s house never really gave me the feeling of a loving and happy home. If fact when I did visit it that one time I was terrified of it. It seemed to be more of a tomb than a home. It was dark cold and the feeling of doom in every corner of the house.


Suddenly I felt a chill across my body; it was as if –mama would say as if someone walked on your grave. Suddenly there was a touch on my shoulder and I jumped. I looked up and saw Skyler


“Mr. Jefferson!”


“I’m sorry I startled you. “


He looked closely at me and saw how upset I was.


“Dear Lord Alicia what wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”


“I tried to pass it off,


“It’s nothing, I’m just a bit upset. It’s been over fifteen years since I’ve been back there.


He sat down across from me and took my hand in his,


“It’s more than a little upset Alicia.”


“Really, Skyler it just an attack of the nerves honest.”


“What are you so afraid of? Alicia, I want to help you, but you have to tell me what’s wrong.”


Oh, I wanted to say hi, But how can I explain the feeling of doom the very thought of being at Harmony gives me. I began to tell him the story of my parents and how the family had never wanted my mother in the family. Skyler had tried to remain interested even though he knew the story since it was told to him by Alma but her version was slightly different. In her story, it was Alicia’s mother that took her son away from his family.


“I don’t expect you to believe me in any way on any of this, after all, you really don’t know me. I would not be offended if you didn’t want to talk to me anymore.


“Don’t be silly, I’m not going to turn my back on you, I want to help you.”


Suddenly the train began to slow down. This was odd since they were not near a scheduled stop and there seemed to be nothing on the track. The look of fear came to my eyes.


“What’s happening?”


“Sit quietly, and we’ll be fine. This looks like a holdup.”


The car door opened, and three men walked in. The taller of the three who was as dirty as the other two was the one elected to speak,


“Now just so everyone knows what’s going on here’s the story. We’re looking for a young woman who got on in Springfield. She’s a very special young lady, and we’re here to take her to her grandma. So if any of you ladies is Miss Chesterfield I’d be obliged to take you to your grandma.”


He looks around at each table until he comes to ours.


“Well young lady, you seem to be the right age might you have a name?”


It was Skyler who jumped to my defense.


“Sir this is my wife, Abigail Jefferson and I would appreciate you leave her alone.”


“Your wife you say. How long have you been married?”


“Why we were married a week ago we are on our honeymoon to visit my sister in Continental.”


He looked at me then back to Skyler then to me.


“So you are this guy’s wife I see? Well, where the wedding ring is: You don’t have one on?”


“Sir, I’m not in the habit of wearing my jewelry when traveling cross country after all you could have been a trail robber and taken my jewels but if you insist I will be happy to go back to my car and get it for you.”


That seemed to satisfy the man


“Tell me, sir, why does this young lady need you to escort her to her grandmother’s home?”


“Well, well she des that’s all there is to it.”


I had seemed too uninterested the man anymore, and he headed toward the next car.


As they left, Skyler looked at me


“We’ve got to get off this train.”


“Are you suggesting we leave this train now in the middle of now where?”


He looked at me,


“I’m suggesting that I order for you to reach your grandmother’s in one piece you have to leave this train and right now.”


We head out of the dining car and toward our cars.


“Take as little as possible a coat your purse and leave all the rest. Do not leave anything with your name on it in the car.”


I looked at him now I was frightened. He felt these men were sent to harm me but why?


He was standing at the stoop between cars when I met up with him. He took my hand and smiled,


“Trust me, Alicia, I will get you to Harmony.”


With that, we jumped off the train and watched it as it sped by us. Here in alone and in the dark, we had to make our way to Harmony. He looked over at me as I got up from the ground.


“We’ll make it princess.”







 Chapter Five







 WE have been walking for hours and evening had gone leaving us only the moonlight to find our way. I had to sit down and rest, the shoes I was wearing were not meant for walking the back roads of where ever we were. I was so tired, but I didn’t want to tell Skyler for fear he’d only make me walk more. We wouldn’t run across anyone since he insisted we take the backroads to avoid those men. I couldn’t walk any further and stumbled to the ground.


“Alicia!”


He ran to me and helped me to a nearby rock. There in the warmth of his arms, I felt safe for the first time in a long time. I looked up at him and saw concern in his eyes. HE really was worried about me.


“I’ll be alright Skyler I just need to rest a bit.”


I had hoped to find a barn of cave to let you rest for the night I’m sorry I can’t offer you anything but..”


“I’m fine honest I am. Just let me rest for a bit, and we’ll start up again.”


He holds me in his arms, and the heat from his body warms mine.


“You’ll be fine princess, I promise you.”


I don’t remember how long I was in his arms I think we both doze off in each other’s arms. I do know we started up again and after some time I noticed a light from about one hundred feet ahead. It was a cabin, and there was a fire going inside. Skyler looked at me and smiled,


“Well princess looks like we have a place to spend the night. Now you just let me do the talking.”


We walked up to the door, and Skyler knocks three times. Slowly the door opened and an older gentleman came out behind him was his wife.


“Yes, can I help you?”


Skyler smiled,


“Yes good evening sir, I was wondering if we could have the use of your barn for the night.”


Before he could finish the woman came out and took my hand.


“ You poor young thing you look plum wore out.”


“Oh, I am ma’am we’ve been walking for hours. You see we ran off and got married cause our folks didn’t want us to get married. And we figured if we eloped they couldn’t stop us. Ma’am we don’t mean to give you any trouble I am so tired of walking and…”


“Oh don’t you worry deary come on in and sit here by the fire. Pa get another log for the fire. I bet you two are hungry and would like something to eat?”


I looked at her and smiled like a child who was offered candy. The older woman smiled and helped me to the chair by the fire. Skyler looked at them and smiled,


“I want to thank you both for helping us.”


The woman came over with a pot of stew and placed it on the table,


“You two come over here and have some of this nice hot stew. I hope you’re hungry.”


“Yes, ma’am we are.”


She looked at me and smiled,


“You’re such a pretty thing do you live far from here?”


“My folks are from a town called Harmony, but I was raised in Springfield since I was twelve. Skyler and I have wanted to marry for three years now, and our folks just didn’t want to let it happened.”


“Oh, that’s a shame. It’s it pa?”


She looked back at me,


“Oh forgive me my manners I’m Emma Olson, and this is my husband Thomas. This is our farm.”


“I’m Abigail and this Skyler Jefferson.”


I smiled at them both of them they were such a sweet couple and though I didn’t like deceiving them I still was glad to have some food and be inside where there was warmth. Emma looked out the window and saw it was starting to snow. Just a few flakes to start it but it soon picked up. We soon were all sitting be the fire and feeling like we were a family even if it was just for the night.


 It was getting late, and Skyler looked at me.


“Well, princess looks like we should head out to the barn. Emma, Thomas thank you for the food.”


Emma jumped up,


“You’ll do no such thing Skyler, is this how you take care of your young bride? There’s a spare room upstairs, and there’s a bed there too. It was our girl’s room, and we’d be happy for you two to use it.”


I looked at Skyler, it would be a place we could rest and be out of the cold. I looked back at Emma.


“Thank you, Emma.”


“It’ all set Pa you get some extra blankets for these two so they can be nice and warm up there.”


Emma opened the door leading other upstairs and handed me the oil lamp and Thomas handed Skyler the blankets.


“Pa and I get up early so don’t be worried if you want to sleep a bit it’s alright.”


I just felt the need to give the woman a hug and did.


“Thank you so much Emma.”


“Oh you’re so welcome darling, I hope you have a good rest.”


We made our way up the stairs as Emma and Thomas smiled at us from the bottom of the stairs. Once upstairs the door closed and we were alone again. Skyler busied himself in making not only my bed but one for him on the floor. I looked at him as he was placing his blanket on the floor.


“What are you doing?”


“I’m making myself a bed. It’s what one does when you go to sleep.”


“Well, it seems a shame for you to sleep on the floor where there is a perfectly good bed that we both can share.”


“Share?”


I smiled at him,


“If you like you can put a blanket between us. Come on Mr. Jefferson.”


He smiled at me and slowly climbed into the bed on the other side of me. With Skyler by my side a drifted off to sleep. I was warm and content when I started to dream. I was in the forest a forest I had never in before and walking through row and row of trees. It was misting and I could feel the soft mist on my face. I heard my name and I started to follow it. As I felt, I was closer I noticed I was moving deeper into the forest and not knowing if I would get out. I started running and this time I was totally lost. I awakened startled and jumped up in the bed. I looked to my side, but Skyler was not there.


 “Skyler! Skyler! Where are you?”


Suddenly he was beside me and his arms around me.


“I’m here Princess, calm down it was only a dream.”


He held me close to him and started rocking me back and forth.


“I was running, I had no idea where I was going just that I was running. I heard someone calling my name and I tried to find them.”


He wrapped me up in his blanket and held me closer to him.


“It’s alright nothing is going to hurt you.”


“I’m so afraid something will go wrong.”


“Nothing’s going to go wrong, we leave here tomorrow and we’ll be in Harmony by Christmas Eve.”


Why did being in his arms feel so right? Oh, I had to admit that telling the Olson’s we were married was wrong but I enjoyed being his bride even if it was only for a short time. I had never thought much of settling down but Skyler, he had a way of making one feel content and safe. I didn’t want to think about when we will part. I don’t know when I feel back to sleep, but I did with Skyler’s arms wrapped around me.


 Back in Harmony at the home of Patricia Sills, her husband Elliott is in the kitchen when there is a knock on the back door and in walked the three men from the train.


“I thought I told you never to come here, Grainger.”


“Well I tell you counsellor, we thought you would like to know what happened.”


“Alright, what happened? You got rid of the woman now what? You were already paid for your job. “


Grainger sat down at the table and looked around the room.


“Well, you see we didn’t get rid of the girl.”


“What?”


“You heard me. She wasn’t on the train. “


Elliott sat down as Patricia walked in the room.


“What are you doing back here?”


Elliott gets up and looks at her, “Seems Alicia wasn’t on the train.”


Patricia looked at all four of them and began to smile.


“All of you are so pathetic. You can’t do a simple task of getting rid of one twenty-two-year-old girl.”


She looks at her husband, “And you said they were reliable. Our five-year-old grandson could do a better job.”


Grainger looks at her,” She was not on the train there was only a young girl with her husband.”


Patricia looked at him. “A young girl with a husband?”


Grainger nodded.


“You fool that was her!”


“But no one told me she was married.”


Patricia looked at her husband then Grainger,


“I suggest you get back to that train and find her now!”


Grainger and his men head for the door and get out of the house. Elliott looks at his wife, he knew not to get her mad and right now she was as mad as he could be safe to assume she would not kill him.


“Elliott, if my niece should make it here to Harmony and ends up with the Chesterfield estate I will not be a happy woman. You will not be happy either do I make myself clear?”


“Yes, dear.”





 Chapter Six







The sunlight came in the window as I stirred in Skyler’s arms. I opened my eyes as I looked up and saw Skyler looking at me. He just smiled at me and whispered, “Good morning.”


I didn’t want to move I was so comfortable in his arms, “Good morning,”


I started to move, and he held me back,


“It’s alright, you can stay I don’t mind.”


“Oh, you must be all cramped up sleeping like that all night.”


“Really I’m fine. It wasn’t so bad I liked having you in my arms, it felt right.”


I looked at him. I have no idea where he came from but he was here now, and I don’t think I would want to spend my life without him.


“How long do you think it will take to get to Topeka? I mean we can get on the train and we both can be in Colorado in time for the holidays.”


Skyler looked out the window well with the looks of outside we should be able to get to Topeka in about a day.”


I ran to the window and looked out. He was right the snow had covered everything and there was no way we could walk to Topeka even if it was just down the road. I began to cry and Skyler took me in his arms.


“Hey, hey princess, what’s this? You’re not going to let a little snow storm stop you from going to see your grandma are you?”


“I don’t know any more Skyler, I never wanted to come here anyway. But now if I didn’t come out here I would never meet you and …”


He took my chin in his hand and lifted it up to him.” If you never came out here, I would never have met you, and that would be a shame.”


I looked at him, “I don’t want to think of leaving you. I don’t know how I’m going to leave you when we get to Harmony. I have this feeling that I’ll never see you again.”


“I promise you I’ll never leave you. After all, we’re a couple remember?”


He gave me a peck on the cheek and released my chin.


“You know it was only to have the Olson’s take us in for the night. It was only a story.”


HE looked at me, and there was something I was seeing in his eyes that resembled hurt. I turned and walked over to the bed and put the blankets down.


“ I think we’d better get ready to head on the road.”


He walked over to me and grabbed my shoulders and spun me around to face him. He pulled me to him and kissed me. I stepped back and looked at him.


“Skyler!”


“Alicia, I have been with you for only a short time and I know I don’t want to leave you in Harmony and never see you again. I want to keep seeing you. Damnit Alicia, I love you.”


I looked at him and smiled, ”You … You love me?”


He held me in his arms and tightened his hold,” Love you? I never want to leave you and I never will.”


I put my arms around him and kissed him.


 It was some time later that they were on the road toward Topeka and hopefully the train that would take them to Colorado. It was at the insistence of the Olson’s that they took their wagon and would be able to leave it there if they were able to get the train. Skyler looked at Thomas,


“I don’t want to take your wagon, Thomas.’’


“Don’t worry son, we have another one in the barn. You just get that young bride of yours to see your folks.”


Emma tearfully gives me a hug and hands me two baskets of food for the trip.


“You take care of yourself dear and come back and see us sometime.”


“I will Emma, and thank you for the use of the bedroom.”


Skyler helped me on the wagon and placed the blanket around me to keep me warm and off we went. I only looked back once and then put my hand in his pocket and moved closer to Skyler.


The roads were snow covered and hard to not slide as we made our way to Topeka. I looked at him.


“Skyler, can we came back to see the Olson’s again? I mean when you’re done seeing your folks and all?”


He looked at me and smiled, that smile of his that could warm a cold winter's day and had captured my heart from the day we met.


“I supposed we could if you have e time after seeing your new family. The Olson’s seemed to be good people, and they liked you.”


I smiled at him, “Thanks.”


“For what?”


“For being you.”


He started to laugh and I knew he was pleased. Skyler was a man f few words but his smile and laugh spoke volumes where others wouldn’t notice.” It was dusk when they arrived in Topeka It was slow traveling with the snow but they arrived. The stroke of luck was the train was still there. With the snow covering the tracks the train had no choice but to remain in Topeka. It was Skyler who saw it first.


“Princess, looks like you’re going to get a chance to change your duds .See I told you things would work out.”


I looked at him and smiled,” It’s Christmas all wishes comes true come true for Christmas. “


“All wishes?”


“All.”


 With the Olson wagon safe in the livery and both of us back on the train we were about to continue our journey. I smiled when I thought of the story I had given the conductor just to get back on the train. I tearfully told the conductor that I had pleaded with my husband for us to take a walk and well we’re newlyweds and we started walking and got a bit too far from the train and it was secluded and … I kind of left it to his imagination and he even started to smile and believed the story. We headed for my car since we supposedly were married and closed the door. He picked me up in his arms and twirled me around then let me down slowly but not before he kissed me.


“Princess, you are beautiful and I love you.”


“You do?”


“Yes, I do.”


I moved back and started looking for some fresh clothes.” I need to find something clean to wear.”


He looked over the room, “Princess, have you given any thought to the sleeping arrangements here. There’s only one bed.”


I looked at him with a sly smile,


“And your point is?”


I walked behind the screen to change as Skyler looked out the car window to see Grainger and his friends ride into town. He needed a plan to get her off the train and still continue to Harmony.


 “Princess, we’ve got a small problem here.”


“Skyler, I told you not to worry about the sleeping arrangements….”


Before she could finish the door flies open and Grainger walks in followed by his friends. Skyler looks at them,


“Excuse me but this is a private car and …:


Grainger looks at him and draws his gun,


“We’re here to take the little gal to her grandma’s. Her Aunt Patricia hired us to bring her home so you’re not needed anymore.”


He made a move to stand in front of me and he was pushed aside.


“Now look sonny if you don’t get out of my way I’d just as well shoot you it makes no difference to me, but the gal is coming with me.”


He looked at me and grabbed my arm and Skyler made a move to grab me it was then that Grainger hit him on the head with the butt of his gun. Skyler fell to the floor as I screamed.


“Now gal I warned him and he didn’t listen.”


“You killed him. “


“He should have not listened. Come on lets gets going. It’s a long way to Harmony.”


I looked at Skyler’s body on the floor I was sure he was dead. As I was lifted on Grainger’s horse and Grainger sitting behind me we started off out of town. I knew I was left to face whatever fate these three had for me and there was no one to help me. With Skyler dead I really didn’t care much what happened to me. We just kept riding only for some reason I knew this was not the way to Harmony and I was getting farther away from help.


 It had been a while before Skyler came to. HE saw that Alicia was gone but where he didn’t know. He knew the right thing to do was to send a wire to Alma and tell her of what had happened and then try to find their trail if there was one. He tried to stand up and leaned against the wall. The conductor say the door open and came in.


“Mr. Jefferson, what happened?”


“Three men who stopped the train earlier came back and this time they took my wife. I don’t know which way they went I’ve got to find her.”


“You just sit right here I’ll get the sheriff.”


He looks at the conduct, “ I haven’t got the time.”


With that he heads off the train and walking toward the livery. It’s here on the main street he sees the Olson’s coming into town. Emma sees him and calls out,


“Skyler! Skyler!”


Thomas drives the wagon close to Skyler and Emma looks at him.


“Oh Dear what happened?”


Skyler looks at her thinking why are they here in town.


“Emma, Thomas, is something wrong?”


“Three men they came to the house and wanted to know if we had seen you and Alicia. They said you had kidnapped her and they were hired to take her back home.”


“Miss Emma, I never kidnapped her. I …”


She took his hand in hers,


“ I know you love her. Why it was written all over your face everything you looked at her. She feels the same about you. “


“I’ve got to go find her ma’am.”


“Yes, you go find our girl Skyler.”


“I will ma’am. I promise and when we’re done I’ll bring her back to see you.”


The old woman smiled at him,


“I felt that for that brief time we had our girl back and for that I will forever be grateful to you .”


Skyler looked at her and saw the tears in her eyes.


“Ma’am I didn’t mean to make you cry.”


She takes her hand and puts it on his face,


“Bring back our granddaughter Mr. Jefferson. It’s all we ask.”


He hugs her and heads to the livery to get a horse to follow the tracks until the snow has covered them.



 Chapter Seven







 It had been a while and night was setting in Alicia and her captors had decided to make camp in a nearby cave for the night and each took turns watching her. Grainger looked at her,


“You know you’re a pretty young thing it’s a shame your aunt and uncle want to see you done away with. But then again if’n you like to come across the border to Mexico I could me a good price for you . “


Alicia looked at him in disgust, ”Do you think you’ll get away with this? My grandmother will hunt you down.”


“Well she has no idea where you are right now and your aunt will have no choice than to claim your inheritance on Christmas Day since you are not there.”


“My inheritance?”


Grainger looked at her.


“Don’t you know that your grandma has to turn over everything to you on Christmas Day since our child of the only son and if you don’t show up the money would have to go to your aunts. That Aunt Patricia she has set a store on that money and will do anything to make sure you don’t show up.”


I looked at the man and wondered if I could change his mind and have him take me to Harmony I could make it worth his while.


“You say my aunt paid you to make sure I didn’t get to Harmony. How much did she pay you?”


Grainger looked at me.


“Three thousand dollars. “


I looked at him and smiled,


“I have a proposition for you I’ll pay you six thousand dollars, that’s three thousand a piece if you take me there.”


Grainger thought about it for a moment. He liked the idea of more money and she did seem convincing.


“How do I know you’ll give us the money?”


“My grandmother will pay a good price for my return and all you have to do is bring me to her and she’ll pay you well.”


Grainger looked at her and a smile came to his face,


“You’ve got yourself a deal lady, we’ll head back to Harmony in the morning.”


 It was early the next morning as Grainger and his men were heading toward Harmony taking Alicia to her grandmother. In the distance a lone rider is keeping his distance from the group. Skyler knew that only way to keep Alicia out of harm was to follow them. Slowly they party made its way in the snow and toward the town of Harmony. It was Christmas Eve and everyone was busy not really noticing the four strangers as they rode into town. Alicia looked at the streets and found the one that her grandmother lived on.


“Turn in here. My grandmother’s house is the last one on this side.”


 AS they turned the corner and headed down the street it was Uncle Elliott who saw them. He rushed up to Grainger.


“What the hell do out think you’re doing? You were told to dispose of her not to bring her here.”


I looked at him


“It’s good to see you too Uncle Elliott.”


Grainger placed his boot on Elliott’s jacket and pushed him aside. We reached the front of the Chesterfield home and I knocked on the door. Elsa opened the door and Grainger kicked it open and walked in with me.


“We’re come to see the widow Chesterfield this here gal’s grandma.”


Elsa looks at me than Grainger,


“Yes, well if you all will make yourselves at home in the parlor I’ll get Miss Alma.”


It was Elliott who ran to his home to tell his wife that Grainger has double crossed her and have taken Alicia to Alma.


“Don’t be silly mother would never believe them. We have to get over there now.”


 Inside the house Alma Chesterfield comes into the parlor. It’s been many years since she had seen her granddaughter. She looks at Grainger.


“I thank you for bringing my granddaughter here Mr.…..”


“Grainger Ma’am, Marcus Grainger.”


“Ah yes Mr. Grainger. Now I suppose you would like some monetary reward for you efforts.”


“Well you see ma’am we were thinking….”


Alma looks at him and with that cold stale that had frightened many a men better than him she starts.


“You’re first mistake was that you thought, men like you are incapable of thinking, second yo were paid by my daughter Patricia a sum of three thousand dollars and that was even too much for the likes of you three. Now here’s what I am going to purpose to you three ...”


I stopped her before she said another word,


“Grandmother, this man killed a gentleman who was kind enough to help me get here. “


Alma looked at her hearing that Mr. Parker was dead did upset her. She was fond of the young man.


“I’m sorry to hear that. Well in case of this new development I feel I have to have the authorities deal with your fate.”


Grainger took out his gun and placed it to my head,


“Now listen here old lady, I was going to take your gal here to Mexico and I could spare her life and still make a nice profit on her on the slave market, and I still can so you just give me the curtesy of keeping your mouth shut until we get out of town and we’ll spare your gal’s life.


“You don’t scare me Mr. Grainger. I’ve dealt with men like you before and still am here.”


Just then Patricia and Elliott storm though the door and Grainger’s gun goes off hitting Alma.


Just then Skyler crashes through the door and sends Grainger to the floor and he gun flying.


I run to Alma,


“Grandmother, Grandmother, …”


Alma opens her eyes and smiles at me,


“It’s been such a long time my dear, I wanted so much to see you and was afraid I would never see you again. Elsa isn’t my granddaughter beautiful?”


Elsa smiles,


“Yes she is ma’am.”


Alma looks and sees Mr. Parker looking down at her.


“Mr. Parker, Alicia told me you were dead. I’m so glad you’re not.”


Skyler looked at her and smiled,


“So am I Miss Alma. “


I looked up at him,


“Mr. Parker?”


“I’ll explain it to you later Princess.”


 I looked at my grandmother and she grabbed my hand and smiled,


“Alicia, I want you to have whatever you want in life don’t shut yourself in in this house.


I have made arrangements that you get your father’s inheritance and that you may live anyway.


Forgive me for deceiving you and having Mr. Parker follow you but I wanted to protect you from our aunt. Mr. Parker you asked why I chose you for this job, it’s simple I knew you were the one for my granddaughter and all the papers are signed that you both will be taken care of for the rest of your lives.”


“Grandmother?”


“Don’t cry for me dear I have been waiting to go home don’t worry dear I know it’s my time.”


With that Alma closes her eyes and she’s gone. Elsa begins to cry and Patricia begins to sob. The Sheriff who has taken Grainger’s two who were outside and removed Grainger from the room leaving just Patricia, Elliott , Elsa, Alicia and Skyler. Elsa looked at me


“Miss Alicia, she wanted me to give you this your inheritance is all explained here and you have the right to stay or live back in Springfield.”





 Chapter Eight



It was a somber Christmas and after the holiday a service was held for Grandmother Alma.


I waited for Mr. Parker to arrive at the house I looked around the house and knew grandmother was right to stay here would be a lonely life and she had a different life planned.


The doorbell rang and Elsa opened the door letting Mr. Parker in. It was a bit hard at first to call him by his real name which was Jefferson, which I shortened to Jeff.


“I’m sorry I’m late dear I wanted to make sure everything was loaded on the train before we left.”


“Are you sure the Olson’s have been told we’ll be there tomorrow?”


“Yes dear.”


I put my arms around him


“I told you one always gets what they want for Christmas and I’m so glad I got my wish.”


“I’m glad too Princess.”


 The following day the Olson’s were at the train station in Topeka as they were going to be reunited with their granddaughter. Jeff had kept his promise to me and I found the grandparents I never knew and a man who loved me above all else.



THE END























