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FROM THE WIFE CHRONICLES: WHERE’S THE SPARK?

Adam and Eve had it all - successful careers, a beautiful condo in the heart of the nation's capital, and a passionate love for each other. But after six months of marriage, their once fiery love life had fizzled into a mundane routine. What could have caused this sudden change?

As they searched for answers, they didn't have to look far. Eve's sister, Merrilee, had moved in when her marriage fell apart, and her boisterous and unapologetic presence had put a damper on their intimacy. With closed doors no longer providing privacy, Adam and Eve's love life became a distant memory.

Desperate to reclaim their passion, they devise a plan - but will it be enough to overcome Merrilee's constant intrusion? As Adam begins to explore other ways to spice up their love life, he discovers that Eve may be more adventurous than he ever imagined.

Get ready for a steamy and humorous ride as Adam and Eve navigate the ups and downs of married life.

Adventures with Eve: A Hotwife Romance is part of The Wife Chronicles, a collection of standalone, thematically linked stories investigating the perils and humorous adventures of husbands and wives finding their happy-ever-afters. They are intended for mature readers.
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​Chapter 1: We’re Fine. Really
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​EVE IS WORRIED. ADAM IS HUNGRY.

Eve had a faraway look in her eyes.

Though we’d been married six months and had known each other for over a year, I couldn’t yet read my wife’s mind. Despite this shortcoming, I could still sense when something was amiss. 

We were sitting in our Navy Yard condominium enjoying a modest view of the nation’s capital. I’d just asked Eve where she’d like to eat. 

As the seconds passed waiting for a reply, Moses, our rescue cat, released an extravagant yawn, stretched elaborately on our new Bokhara carpet, and fell over sound asleep in a pool of warm amber light cast by the setting sun. The cat wasn’t my idea. It had already damaged my favorite leather chair.

When Eve’s silence stretched to a full minute, I stroked her arm, and she came back to life.

“Oh, I’m sorry Adam. I guess I drifted somewhere, huh?” She smiled and clinked my wine glass. We were drinking a modest Cabernet Sauvignon, a gift from one of Eve’s clients.

“It’s okay. Nice to have you back.”

“What did I miss?”

“I’d asked what you were in the mood for. I thought we could go to Filomena. You’ve always liked it there before.” The restaurant, a nice hole-in-the-wall in Georgetown, offered the best veal chop in town.

“I think you mean you’ve always liked it,” she said, smiling. “You’re thinking of their veal. You know how I feel about baby cows.” This wasn’t a case of her reading my mind. I ordered the veal every time we went there. 

“You’re a better person than I. No one would deny it.”

Eve grinned. 

Her faraway eyes returned as she stared out over the city and several more minutes passed. I stroked her back and she turned, nibbled on a thought, and then spoke.

“Adam, we haven’t made love in ages. Haven’t you noticed?”

“What? Eve, I know it’s been a few days, but...”

“Adam, we haven’t made love since Merrilee moved in. That was over a month ago.”

“That’s simply not possible, Eve. A month ago? That can’t be true.”

“Over a month ago. Almost five weeks, actually.”

“I can’t believe it,” I said. “It just doesn’t feel that long.”

Eve poured us another glass and I took a big sip.

“Adam, do you remember the last time we made love?”

I had to give it a hard think. 

“I remember. We were right here, in the living room. You’d come into the kitchen in your underwear. You know how much I like that...”

Eve patted my arm. “I do try to please you.”

“I know... So you came into the kitchen, it almost feels like yesterday, and we started fooling around. Somehow, our clothes came off, and we moved here, to the sofa. You leaned over the back and....”

“And as we got started, the doorbell rang.”

I suddenly remembered. When Eve was about to begin her usual chorus of “Oh, God! Adam! Yes!”, the doorbell rang. We ignored it, but our guest came in anyway and found us making love on the sofa, or rather, over it. This guest was in the form of Eve’s sister Merrilee.

“Merrilee!” I exclaimed. “She’s what happened.”

“That was four and a half weeks ago, Adam.”

Until sitting here with Eve, I’d failed to realize how much our sex life had changed since Merrilee’s arrival. We’d been so adventurous and active in the past, my mind kept me busy remembering and replaying our greatest hits.

“The thing is, Adam, it used to be that we couldn't stop ourselves. We’ve made love in the oddest places!”

I immediately recalled the airplane incident, the cabana incident, the hiking incident, and the dressing room incident at Macy’s, among others, including the notorious “Video Incident”. This is how we referred to those occasions when our mutual lust got the better of us. Incidents.

“I recall,” I said. “It’s a wonder we haven’t been arrested.” 

Eve smiled and nodded. “There’s still time.” She laughed.

“Then it’s settled. We haven’t lost our passion for each other. Merrilee disrupted our routines, so we just have to be creative. Maybe we can catch up this weekend. We could hike, weather permitting, or maybe you need to do some shopping that will involve dressing rooms. I’m extremely flexible.” 

Thinking about our hiking and shopping incidents gave me a pleasant rush of memories, and they all felt like they’d just happened.

“We’ve also been busy,” I continued. “Aside from the honeymoon, we haven’t had a true break since we met.”

“Busy?” said Eve, smiling. “Adam, the first time we made love, a deadly hurricane raged all around us! We were busy simply trying to survive, but we still found the time to screw each other’s brains out!”

“You have a point.” It’s curious how burning lust can trump life’s most dire emergencies. Eve seldom, if ever, used the F word or said “screwing”, but its usage fits perfectly here. We had made savage love while hovering near the brink of death! As origin stories go, no other couple could beat it.

“Plus,” continued Eve in a distressed tone. “Neither of us has used the signal in months! My God, I can’t believe how naughty we’ve been.”

Eve both laughed and blushed.

The “signal” existed as our crude way of asking for an impromptu quickie. While sounding crude, it suited those situations perfectly. We agreed there would be times when one of us required urgent relief, such as in the aforementioned Macy’s incident. While watching Eve try on clothes in their dressing rooms, desire overwhelmed me. I produced the signal, and Eve happily provided immediate accommodation. 

“I agree,” I said. “We’ve been neglecting both ourselves and each other. I still find you immensely attractive and sexy. I hope that’s reciprocal, right?”

“Adam, I adore making love with you. That's why I brought it up. I worried you’d lost interest.”

“That’s impossible, Eve. I adore you to pieces. We should write it off to Merrilee’s being here and our busy schedules. I can dial back a bit.”

“So you’re sure we’re okay? You haven’t lost interest?”

“I could never lose interest in you, Eve. You’re far too sexy for that to happen. You know I can’t resist you.” 

Eve’s hand landed on my lap area, perhaps to test whether I’d spoken truthfully. I responded predictably. 

“Just what do you have in mind there?” I asked. “It seems very forward of you.”

Eve chuckled and pulled her hand away. “Oh, I think you said something about dinner. Aren’t you still hungry?”

My appetite had grown in several directions.

“I’ll tell you what,” Eve said. “I’m suddenly famished! Let’s get you your poor veal chop, and then we’ll see where the night takes us.”

“That sounds like a good plan.” 

“Give me a minute,” said Eve. “I feel like dressing up.”

She gave me a slow kiss, winked, and left to change. I fixed a proper drink and sat with Moses to survey where we had landed. I knew I would have plenty of time, thanks to Eve’s fussiness with her “going out” looks.

Even though we determined our love life to be fine, I still worried about its sizzle, those incidents particularly. Could all the blame be assigned to Merrilee’s moving in and our busy schedules?

Maybe.

Even before her arrival, we’d fallen off the pace lovemaking-wise, but there were several good reasons. We’d both started new careers and worked long hours. We refurbished a condo and moved in, which involved hundreds of decisions and prolonged shopping expeditions. All of this was accomplished without the slightest hint of disagreement or injured feelings, largely thanks to my extreme flexibility. 

Those in the business of knowing listed new jobs, moves, and remodels right after divorce in terms of life’s most stressful events. We all know how stress can disrupt a couple’s sex life.

Merrilee alone proved to be one big disruption. Along with her moving in came a whole new set of ground rules. We used to make love at any time of day wherever we wanted, often neglecting our bedroom.

Why had Merrilee moved in? 

Shortly after she burst in on us that day we were making love on the sofa, we learned a crisis had befallen her. Merrilee’s young marriage had landed on hard times, the sort associated with brisk separations and pending divorces. Though details were sparse, it appeared her husband, Robert, wanted to end their marriage.

Merrilee cried convincingly, saying it had broken her heart into a million pieces. I’d only known Eve for a few days when I first met and then attended Merrilee’s wedding, and we’d spent limited time in each other’s presence since. Aside from noting her beauty nearly matched Eve’s, I barely knew this woman.

Therefore, if she said the breakup broke her heart into a million pieces, I had to take her at her word. 

Though I couldn’t be too sure. Eve often referred to Merrilee as her drama queen sister, and prone to theatrical embellishments. Maybe she and her husband had suffered only a minor tiff, but Merrilee’s mood demanded something more momentous. 

In any case, Eve insisted her sister stay with us while she sorted out her life and worked through her grief until her divorce settlement was signed and sealed. 

How long would it take? We didn’t think long, but we didn’t then know the obstacles her soon-to-be ex would lay in the way of a speedy divorce.

Until Merrilee's divorce became final, it meant an end to our reckless lovemaking. Even our bedroom offered no sanctuary. We were running a deficit, and the time had arrived for us to get creative! 

​
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​Chapter 2: Adam Reflects
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​THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT MERRILEE

Merrilee, nearly as pretty and striking as Eve, had a habit of appearing when least expected. Forewarning texts, calls, or simple door knocks, were not in her repertoire. Though it required repeated conditioning, her genial and often humorous manner, along with her good looks, made her pleasant enough to have around. 

And now she lived with us full time, which ramped up the “getting to know you” schedule considerably, and in ways I wouldn’t have expected.

Out of the blue, Merrilee would occasionally bring up her married love life with her husband, no prompting required. In the oral department, we learned he had a weak game, information delivered after Merrilee asked Eve about my skill at, “You know, going down.” 

This occurred over breakfast.

While shocked by the question, Eve’s response pleased me, which comprised displaying a dreamy-eyed look and saying, “No problems there.”

“You’re lucky,” Merrilee said. She fanned her knees back and forth for emphasis and said, “I love that!” 

Good to know.

On a separate occasion, she asked Eve if she “swallowed.” Eve responded with the exclamation, “Merrilee!” This inquiry happened over lunch with me sitting not two feet away.

“I usually spit it out,” Merrilee offered without being pressed. I feigned disinterest, though I admit to being curious. Usually suggested not always, and did she mean strictly with her husband, or in general?

She fit into our life well enough. We had a guest room with its own bath, which Eve had furnished employing her exquisite taste. Our common areas were large enough to accommodate everyone and no one felt cramped.

As mentioned, Eve and I were still newly married and I had barely spent time around Merrilee, so this arrangement afforded me a real chance to get to know not just her, but also Eve. Their interactions would reveal more of her past and her family’s inner dynamics. And in the meantime, who wouldn’t enjoy living with two attractive women?

Within a few days of Merrilee’s arrival, we settled into a pleasant routine. In the morning and before bed, she had a habit of walking around in her t-shirt and panties, as did Eve occasionally. Frankly, the novelty never wore off with Eve, and now, there were two women to compound my excitement. 

However, with Merrilee, there were variations. One morning, when reaching into a high cupboard for peanut butter, her t-shirt rose to reveal an alfresco situation. No panties. Eve saw her naked bum and said, “Merrilee!”, which had become one of her more common refrains. The latter glanced over, followed Eve’s eyes, figured it out, and gave Eve a look. It suggested Merrilee didn’t view it as a big deal. 

To illustrate, Merrilee lifted both arms above her head and performed an impromptu pirouette. The maneuver raised the hem of the t-shirt above midriff level as she spun around. She then resumed her hunt for the peanut butter, made a sandwich, and returned to her room. 

If pressed, I would have had to say Merrilee looked obsessively tidy in the pubic hair department, having trimmed the area in a manner approximating Eve’s. I couldn’t help but notice a short string dangling between Merrilee’s legs, which challenged my Midwestern sensibilities. I knew my sisters would never parade around like that, which I appreciated.

Once Merrilee left the kitchen, Eve shrugged before adding: “She’s always been a bit of a nudist.” 

“I could see a resemblance,” I’d said jokingly.

“What?”

“You two look alike, you know, down there.”

“Adam, what are you talking about?”

“Nothing. It’s just that you two look so alike, you know, generally, but also from the waist down, as sisters would I imagine.”

Eve released one of her charming laughs, nearly choking on a bit of toast.

“Adam, we’re not sister sisters. Merrilee’s adopted.”

This gave me a shock. “But you look like sisters, and you both share a resemblance with your mother.”

“I know, right? It’s weird. Everyone says it. Anyway, what exactly do you mean by us looking alike down there?”

“I’m referring to, you know, your bottoms are similar, and, well... I mean, you trim yourselves the same way.”

“Our pubes?” Eve laughed. “Good to know!”

With that settled, we resumed our breakfast.

The news of Merrilee’s adoption struck me hard. It would be a lie to suggest I hadn’t noticed and admired her general immodesty around the house. She seldom closed her bedroom door and often changed with it wide open. I always pretended not to notice and always felt conflicted. 

But now, knowing they weren’t true blood relatives, I couldn’t be sure if it changed anything between us.

Until I figured it out, I would have to cope with the fact I lived with two wildly attractive women. I decided I could indeed live with it for now.

Once word of Merrilee’s separation reached her mother, the latter stormed over to get the details, but only after first deriding her daughter’s shortcomings by saying, “Well, you must have done something!” 

It went downhill from there.

“I doubt he would have left you over something frivolous,” she added.

“Mom,” said Merrilee. “I left him.”

“You must have provoked him somehow.”

At this point, I left the conversation to ponder alone whether I’d ever heard Eve’s mother say anything kind to anyone. I hadn’t. She had groomed her daughters from a young age to dominate men and treat them as subordinates, unless, of course, they offered a possibility of climbing the social ladder. In that case, they were to pretend to be equals and marry them.

Eve had already abandoned—nearly at the altar—someone of impeccable provenance who would have made Eve the Uber socialite of D.C., as well as extremely wealthy. 

As I had played a leading role in the relationship’s demise, Eve’s mother couldn’t warm up to me, though she had appreciated that I’d saved her daughter’s life during a formidable storm. For this single act, I’d become a hero, but that’s where it would rest until my career became further advanced. As it stood, I earned somewhat less than a quarter mil a year with bonuses. In today’s world, and particularly in the nation’s capital, this barely counts.

Thinking over Merrilee’s arrival and her several weeks with us, and following my discussion with Eve, I could better see how Merrilee’s being here had affected our love life. Eve and I were prone to spur-of-the-moment trysts. This actually summed up most of our lovemaking. 

One of our favorites involved her bending over the kitchen table or counter, me pulling off her drawers in a brisk, manly fashion, and then taking her like a common scullery maid. A moment earlier we could have been dicing carrots. As we logged a lot of kitchen time, we replayed this scenario fairly often—but not since Merrilee arrived. This didn’t mean I didn’t think about it. I even imagined Merrilee watching us as she nibbled her toast. I’m not sure why this image exhilarated me, but lust is often a mystery and can strike when one least expects it and under the most curious circumstances.

Eve and I both knew Eve also had an exhibitionist streak. For example, she sometimes enjoyed making love with the curtains open, knowing full well that neighbors, if so inclined, might catch a glimpse. This would send Eve through the roof if she actually noticed someone watching. It also excited me to know it excited her. Once again, blame the mysteries of lust, or whatever that energy is called.

One morning, when I arose before the two of them and sat in the living room drinking coffee, I heard Merrilee moan. I looked down the hall and noted her door was ajar. As I’d heard no one come in the night before, I assumed she must have been in the mood to pleasure herself.

In a voice much like Eve’s, I soon heard an “Oh God! Oh God!” chorus coming from Merrilee’s room, and then a “YES! YES! YES!” followed. I guessed she’d reached her target. She emerged a few minutes later wearing her usual morning outfit of a t-shirt and panties and said, “Oh, hey!” as she walked past me into the kitchen.

Thereafter, I noticed a familiar pattern. Most of Merrilee’s mornings began this way. Once, while sitting in the kitchen with Eve, we heard the Oh God chorus begin. Eve noticed, glanced up, rolled her eyes, and then resumed writing an urgent text. At that point, I realized my family and her family were, at least on this score, vastly different. We kept our self-pleasuring private where I grew up.

At least, this had been the case before I met Eve. Once or twice, Eve had me watch while she fondled her feminine bits, and surprised me at how roughly she handled herself. My techniques were gentle, but here she really leaned into it. If I had tried it her way, she would have smacked my hand. 

These sessions nearly always ended with a quick invite for me to make love to her. She once asked to watch me do it and got so excited she jumped aboard before I could finish. Did most women find it exciting when their man masturbated? 

Until we met, neither Eve nor I had been adventurous. She admitted to a brief lesbian affair, in college, of course. She referred to the girl as a bubbly blonde, which I wouldn’t have said her type. To kill time, Eve had given me a full description as we were racing to escape the hurricane mentioned earlier, so this happened before we’d been intimate (a whole other story).

Eve said the girl, Sharon, looked “pristine” in her nether region, which she noticed as she went down for the first and last time on a woman. The school term ended shortly after, and Sharon graduated and left the college. I wondered where it might have led otherwise. 

Had Merrilee enjoyed a lesbian affair? I should have been at liberty to ask her, based on her prior questions to us at the kitchen table, but didn’t feel comfortable. It didn’t matter, as, in due course, the subject arose on its own.

“Have you ever heard from Sharon?” asked Merrilee, speaking to Eve. “You know, the girl you munched in college?”

“Merrilee!” Eve responded.

“Hey! I’m just curious,” said Merrilee. After a brief reflection, she added, “Oh. I get it. Adam doesn’t know.”

Again, I am sitting right there.

“He knows,” said Eve.

Feeling emboldened, I asked Merrilee whether she’d had any lesbian affairs.

“Adam!” said Eve, but this didn’t sound genuine. She may have wondered as well unless she already knew.

“Not really,” said Merrilee. “I let a girl finger me. I didn’t return the favor. She was wearing tight jeans.”

“Did you like it?” asked Eve.

“Sure. I mean, who doesn’t like to be fingered?”

The conversation drifted into techniques. Apparently, men are not naturally skilled in this area.

“I always have to show them what I want,” said Merrilee, curling her fingers to demonstrate.

Eve laughed. “I’m sure you tell them what you want before they even get started.”

“What about you, Adam?” asked Merrilee. “Do you have a technique?”

I must have blushed, as they both laughed. I had honed my techniques through trial and error. No one could mistake the errors.

To my relief, Eve commended my talents in that area.

“Lucky you,” said Merrilee.

I found these reflections stimulating, and recalling them now gave me another rush of desire as I thought of all the things Eve and I had done together. One “incident” particularly stood out, the accidental video of us making love in a rabid, devil-may-care fashion, which was also our first time. How many couples had a record of their first time? 

I hadn’t, or rather we hadn’t viewed it in some time. It always did the trick for me. Unfortunately, and beyond our control, untold others had also seen the video of my naked wife making love to me, and for some reason, this always stirred the pot.

Its being 100% accidental made it all the more stimulating. We didn’t know about the camera.

To say I’m crazy for Eve would be an understatement. I loved everything about her. Watching her leisurely dressing routine in the morning set me up for the day, knowing it would all later come off and at an equally titillating pace. 

I had known women who simply ripped their clothes off, forgoing completely the fine art of striptease. Intentionally or not, Eve had a knack. She would loiter at the various stages, standing in her underwear, folding a garment, whatever, and it always drew my undivided attention.

I loved Eve and would continue to do so until my final breath, and I made it my duty to be her good husband. In that vein, I needed to restore the passion that first drove us together during harrowing circumstances. I had to do the right thing and keep the fires burning!

But how? What is the magic of keeping a marriage spicy?

Eve returned, thus ending my reflections, and looked amazing. She wore her favorite body-con dress, the one she knew I also adored. Few women could pull one off, so to speak, due to their being unforgiving of flaws of any kind. I would have gladly abandoned dinner and taken her right there on the Korbera carpet.

I followed her out the door like a dutiful hound with my tongue hanging. She had an exceptional behind.
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​Chapter 3: Table Talk
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​A GROWER VERSUS A SHOWER

“The Stagione salad is especially popular,” said Brad, our waiter for the evening. Up to this point, I’d never met an Italian waiter named Brad, possibly short for “Bradley.” 

“It sounds delicious,” said Eve. “I’ll start with that.”

“It’s got toasted pecans,” continued Brad. Why did he feel the need to add that? She already said she’d take it.

“I’ll start with the calamari,” I said. Bradley commended my choice and didn’t so much leave as swish away. His name now made more sense. No offense.

We chatted absently while enjoying our hors d'oeuvres and entrées. My veal met all the qualities of perfection, and Eve’s frutti del mare looked delicious.

Finally, as the plates were cleared away, Eve’s face assumed a mildly serious look. I gave her the floor.

“So, Adam, I’m sorry about before at home. I got worried after talking to Carole. She and Roger haven’t made love in ages, and I worried it was happening to us.”

“Ah, Carole. She’s always struck me as a troublemaker, that one.”

Eve smiled. “I know she’s not your favorite.”

“Maybe she should have an affair.”

“That’s what she said.” Absentmindedly, Eve flicked a breadcrumb from the tablecloth, watched its trajectory, and felt satisfied. “We don’t have a problem in bed. It’s as you said. We’ve been busy, plus there’s Merrilee’s coming and going. She really doesn’t believe in privacy, does she?”

I laughed. “Maybe we should carry on like we used to, you know, just pretend she’s not there.”

Eve smiled. “She might not even notice... I don’t know why we let her inhibit us so much.”

“You’re right. We shouldn’t.”

“I’m still as attracted to you as ever,” she continued.

“Same here.”

“I guess I miss the spontaneity, you know, like in the kitchen? Remember the dressing room?”

“How could I forget, not to mention all the rest... Do you know what I keep thinking about the most? The video. Watching you in action is very stimulating. You could have been a star.”

“Oh, my God! Yes, the video!” Eve blushed.

“You put on a good show. Your technique is exquisite.”

“Same to you, buddy.” She smiled broadly at that. “I think about it. Pretty often, actually.” Her eyes glazed over. “I still can’t believe Barry saw it.”

When she laughed, her breasts astride her demurely exposed cleavage responded beautifully. This nearly made me swoon, me being a sucker for nice, heaving bosoms. It’s a weakness I shared with all men, with the possible exception of Bradley.

We would never tire of discussing the video. During our attempted escape from a hurricane, while battling category five winds, we had stumbled into an abandoned, disheveled convenience store in the backcountry of South Carolina. Thanks to the ravages of floods and gale-force winds, our clothes were mostly missing by this point. 

With human nature being what it is, meaning up to its usual mischief, we couldn’t resist the urge to make love. A seedy sofa in the manager’s office provided a semblance of a bed. Unbeknownst to us at the time, a battery-operated security camera captured our sordid tryst, and a subsequent background check of me brought it to our attention, thanks to the local constables who viewed us as criminal trespassers. 

I needed the background check for my prospective employment at my friend Barry’s lobbying firm. He’s the one who shared the video with me, having seen it during my vetting process. I then shared it with Eve, which spawned an especially epic lovemaking session on our clean sofa at home.

“Barry watched me give you a blowjob, Adam.” She gave me a sly, flirty glance.

“It’s only part of what he saw.”

“God, I know!” Her face reddened. “We’ve talked about this before. But it doesn’t get old, does it?”

“And it still excites you a little, that Barry saw you naked, watched you making love?”

“Gosh, Adam. You know it does. I don’t know why, exactly.”

Neither of us could deny the arousal, the sudden rush, and, in my case, the inopportune erections caused when recalling the event, such as when sitting in an Italian restaurant on a crowded Friday night in Georgetown.

What exactly excited Eve about Barry watching the video? I wondered if something about him triggered her arousal. Or could simply being watched have the same effect?

Did she want other men to see her naked, generally speaking? In another life, could she have been a nude model?

She knew Barry in real life, so this accounted for something. But once a male neighbor glimpsed her naked in our bedroom as we made love, and this had excited her too. Once again, I decided this didn’t par with rocket science. I already mentioned Eve’s exhibitionist streak.

This sat on her side of the equation. She enjoyed being watched. What about my side? It aroused me knowing Barry and other men had seen the video. I didn’t exactly know why, but its power could not be denied. What if, instead of Barry watching her perform, I watched Eve make love to him? 

Each time this thought entered my mind, it knocked me out of my socks. I liked Barry, and so did Eve. He’s a nice, good-looking guy, well bred, as they say, who carried himself well. What’s there not to like? I knew Eve found him attractive. If given the opportunity, Barry would surely love to make love to her. Merely having this thought gave me a full-body rush. How could my body possibly respond this way? She’s my wife!

And then, and purely by the strangest of coincidences, I saw Barry sitting across the restaurant with a nice looking woman. Talk about a fluke! The woman didn’t look happy.

“What?” asked Eve. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“There’s Barry over there sitting with a woman. I didn’t notice him before.” I must have been fully absorbed in the veal as well as my conversation with Eve.

Eve followed my eyes over to Barry. “She’s pretty.”

“She doesn’t seem thrilled to be with him.”

“It could be that she's using her cosmopolitan cool,” said Eve. “Women here practice it in the mirror. They strive to look extremely bored, but also beautiful. I used to have that face on call, remember?” She laughed.

“You were an ice queen, as I recall.”

“Thanks so much!” She laughed again.

“I wonder if they’re serious,” I said. “Barry hasn’t mentioned seeing anyone.”

“Look, she’s getting up. Killer body, don’t you think?”

I looked again. The woman had a nice body. She walked through the restaurant bearing a haughty air and left. Barry motioned for the waiter. 

“He’s good looking, isn’t he?” I asked Eve.

“Yeah, kinda.”

“As you mentioned earlier, Barry’s seen you naked with my manhood in your mouth.”

“Adam!” She grinned, clearly not offended by the remark. Eve took another lingering look at Barry. This produced a shiver of jealousy. I noticed her face noticeably blushing when she looked back at me.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” said Eve.

“You’re blushing.”

“Oh, Adam. It’s just the wine. It can do that, you know.”

Maybe in novels. She must have looked at Barry, and an idea sparked in her mind. Maybe she wondered how he looked naked, or how well he performed in bed. Also, I might indeed have had too much wine by this point, which often resulted in both of us having loose lips and enhanced imaginations.

“I’ve seen him naked in the gym,” I said, “in case you’re wondering how he looks down under.” I smiled to suggest I jested. Had I? No. I had in fact seen him naked several times.

Eve’s eyes widened, which she covered by emitting a light cough.

“I’m so happy for you,” she said, smiling.

“Don’t you want to know?”

“Know what?” Eve seemed genuinely confused.

“How it looks. His equipment.”

“Honestly, Adam, women don’t think about that stuff.”

Like hell, I thought. I knew how to operate the internet and read the forums. Women had preferences. They were fond of muscular buttocks, and a Goldilocks zone existed for penis sizes. Also, “swimmer’s bodies” were deemed optimal. I made a mental note to do more squats and take up swimming.

“Okay,” I said, letting the topic go.

Eve’s shoulders slumped, perhaps suggesting disappointment. 

I let a moment or two pass saying nothing, sure she wanted to know about Adam’s apparatus. A hungry look haunted her eyes, though I could have imagined that bit.

Finally, she said: “Well, aren’t you going to tell me?”

“What?”

“Jesus, Adam. You know what.”

“Oh, alright... You want to know about Barry’s penis. He’s a definite shower, as they say. It looked impressive, but I’m no connoisseur.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I don’t study other men’s penises, so how would I really know...”

“No, Adam! I’m asking what being a ‘shower’ means.” She took a big sip of wine, perhaps to prepare for my answer while her imagination roamed the possibilities. She couldn’t have been sitting any higher in the chair, suggesting I had her full attention.

“A shower means it’s long,” I said. “Even when it's flaccid. This is in contrast to a ‘grower’, who has a small flaccid penis. People often compare them to a turtle’s head when it tucks into its shell.”

“You know your stuff, don’t you?” She smiled at her dig. “So, you’re a ‘shower’. I have noticed. You dangle, even when you’re not excited.”

“But I bet you say that to all the boys.”

This did not earn a chuckle, and rightly so.

“Is that it?” she asked.

“I’m not sure what you mean. Did you want a report on his testicles as well?”

This got a chuckle. “Sure! Why not?”

“They seemed proportional, I guess. To be honest, they do nothing for me.” 

I noticed the previously animated couple seated next to us had become quiet. They may have been on a blind date, and she now wondered if her tablemate qualified as a grower or a shower, and he may have been wondering if she’d care either way.

As we wrapped up our discussion of Barry’s genitals, our desserts arrived with Brad’s now customary exuberance. His pronunciation of my Selva Nera seemed strained, but this didn’t diminish my appetite. Eve dug into her Frutti di Bosco with a feminine gusto, savoring each spoonful.

As I chewed and stared at a mural of the Amalfi coast, a firm presence hovered over my left shoulder. 

“Hey, Barry!” said Eve, now even more erect. She put her spoon down to signal he had her full attention. “We were just talking about you!”

I nearly choked on my Selva Nera.

“Oh, what’s Adam been telling you? I’m sure they’re all lies.”

Eve laughed rather more than Barry would assume appropriate to his comment. Still, he smiled.

Eve continued: “Oh, nothing like that. Something about work.” Fortunately, she hadn’t told him the truth—that we had been discussing his penis and testicles. “Hey, where’s the woman you were with, and who is she? She’s pretty.”

“She left.” Barry lowered his voice. “We weren’t hitting it off.”

“I’m sorry, Barry,” I said. “Why don’t you join us? We’ve run out of conversation.” I winked at Eve.

“Thanks.” Barry sat and signaled Brad, the waiter, who I hoped would not get the wrong impression. Barry wanted a drink, not a date.

“So tell us all about her,” said Eve. “I already said she’s pretty. That’s all I’ve got.”

“Thanks, Eve. We used to date in college. We really thought we had a good thing back then, but I needed to get my career started, so I moved here. She moved to D.C. recently for a job at the State Department.”

“So she’s a spy!” said Eve. “How exciting!”

“No, she’s an analyst. Financial stuff.”

“I’m already bored,” said Eve. “Just kidding! I’m sure she’s great! So, you weren’t hitting it off. You won’t be getting back together?”

Barry ruminated for nearly a full minute, which took it to the border of it being an awkward silence. I assumed he wasn’t comfortable with this line of questioning from Eve.

“We don’t need to go there, Barry,” I said. “Eve’s awfully nosy. Don’t mind her. I don’t.”

Eve mimed one of those insincere air swats couples do.

“No, Adam’s right, Barry,” said Eve. “It’s none of my business.”

“It’s fine. In fact, I’ve just now decided while sitting here,” he said. “No, there’s no future with her. When she left tonight, we both said we’d think about it. She’s great and everything, but I didn’t feel the same chemistry as before. I’ll let her know tomorrow.”

Barry seemed sad, but as a good-looking, successful guy, he wouldn’t be alone long. I mentioned this to him.

“It’s not that. I want a proper relationship, but I don’t feel ready for one.”

“You’re still sowing your wild oats,” said Eve, her eyes twinkling.

“No,” said Barry. “I’ve sown enough wild oats. I want something steady, but not a wife or girlfriend. I mean, not in the traditional sense. Not right now. I want someone I can, I don’t know, simply have fun with when the mood strikes.”

“You mean a friend with benefits,” I said. “Boy, that expression sounds dated now. I’m sure they have a new term for it.”

“Merrilee used to say she had ‘screw buddies’ in college,” said Eve. “I think she may have had a bunch.”

“I’m sure she didn’t say ‘screw’. In any case, the benefits thing sounds more adulty. We can still use friends with benefits.”

“Is this what you want, Barry?” asked Eve. “Someone to hook up with occasionally for sex?”

“She has to be more than a friend, though,” said Barry, somewhat evading the juicy part of the question. “Someone special, maybe even someone I might like to marry, but not yet. But I can’t tell a woman, ‘Hey, you may be the one, only I can’t really do the couple thing right now.’”

“What you need is a woman you really like who you can have sex with, but not get serious with, at least for now,” said Eve. “I’m sure there are plenty of women around who would go for it.” 

“Would you, Eve?” I asked. “I mean if we weren’t married, and we didn’t know each other and you weren’t ready to marry anyone else?”

Instead of taking a full minute to reflect, Eve took several seconds.

“Sure. I guess... I think we’re dancing around the fact we’ve all already had a friend-with-benefits situation, certainly in college. I had one.”

Did I know about this one? It didn’t ring a bell. I believed Eve had told me her entire history with men, along with the one woman. But did she count one-night stands? Why did this notion excite me? I suddenly wanted to know all about this “friend” of hers. Had he been a shower or a grower, for example? No detail is too minor, apparently, when discussing one’s mate’s carnal history.

“I wouldn’t want to hook up with anyone from work,” said Barry. “It could become complicated. I think it also might be against the rules.”

Maybe I could offer him a solution...

End of Preview
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Thanks to a hurricane brewing off the Florida coast, Adam Merriweather’s D.C. flight is canceled. Eve Storme, booked on the same flight, is also stranded by this act of nature.

And they both have urgent reasons to get home. Unlucky for her, Adam books the last available rent-a-car and plans to drive overnight to D.C. As he books his rental, he overhears Eve’s plight—there are no more cars available. Adam suggests they share the ride.

And soon regrets making the offer...

As they barrel into the stormy night, things only get worse, right until the unimaginable happens. Stranded in the middle of nowhere as the hurricane barrels in, can they pull together to survive? And can they do it without their clothes?

Let’s say it gets weird.

Hurricane Eve: A Road Trip Romance

Available Free In Kindle Unlimited

245 Pages
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THE WIFE CHRONICLES (Hotwife)

The Vacation Wife: A Hotwife Romance

The Hotwife Project: What Could Go Wrong?

The Hotwife Fix: A New Arrangement

Take My Wife, Please!
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Sign up for my mailing list for news of new releases.

Reviews are always welcome! Thanks for reading!

Catch a typo? Please feel free to embarrass

me at: david@authordavidstone.com
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