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 Chapter 1 
 
    Just as Yvonne was about to go on her break, rain pelted the windows. Sighing, she kissed her lunchtime walk goodbye. 
 
    The thundering of the downpour made it hard to think, let alone hear. Startled, she jumped when Fiona walked up behind her. 
 
    “Shit, I didn’t hear you.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised over that noise.” Fiona folded her arms across her chest, nodding at the rain streaked windows. “You’re not going walking in this, are you?” 
 
    With her fifty first birthday fast approaching, Yvonne did what she could to keep in shape. She liked looking nice for her wife. Hell, everything she did, she did with Julie in mind. She was her world. The sun that shined even on the darkest of days. 
 
    She didn’t mind walking in the rain, but with the wind coming in sideways she wouldn’t make it as far as the footpath before her umbrella was inside out, and she didn’t fancy being a drowned rat. 
 
    “Nope, I’m going to surprise my wife and go home for lunch.” 
 
    “Oh, lucky you.” Fiona waggled her eyebrows. 
 
    Heat shot up Yvonne’s neck and it wasn’t from a hot flash. She never discussed her sex life at work. She didn’t discuss it period.  
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t tell anyone if you did.” Fiona’s cheeky smile was infectious. 
 
    Yvonne shook her head, grinning despite herself. “Hold the fort.” 
 
    “Aye-aye, captain.” 
 
    Like a divine intervention, the rain eased up just as Yvonne dashed from the building to her car. 
 
    She briefly considered texting Julie, but then what kind of surprise would that be? As she drove, she envisioned her wife’s warm brown eyes lighting up when she stepped inside, black hair tucked behind her ear. Jeans hugging long, toned legs. 
 
    If she’d ever worn a skirt, it was long before Yvonne met her. 
 
    They’d had their ups and downs over the years, but Julie always greeted her with a kiss and a smile. 
 
    By the time she got home, it was bucketing down again. Rather than park in the detached garage, she pulled to a stop in the driveway and sprinted for the house. 
 
    “Phew.” Yvonne shook water off her hands and brushed droplets off her clothes. 
 
    Other than the pounding of the rain on the roof, the house was eerily quiet. Ginger was nowhere to be seen, and the stereo and television that normally played as background noise were off. 
 
    Hearing a soft moan from up the hallway, Yvonne crept toward their bedroom with her heart in her throat. 
 
    The sight before her made her gasp. She didn’t want to look, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. 
 
    Julie was in the middle of the bed, legs spread, dildo beside her, iPad in one hand, squeezing her breasts with the other. 
 
    When Julie spoke to whoever was on the screen, Yvonne froze. 
 
    “You like that, Mistress?” 
 
    Who was she talking to? 
 
    Eyes glued to the screen, Julie twisted a nipple. “Oh, yeah, I’ve been such a naughty girl.” 
 
    Stunned, Yvonne couldn’t wrap her head around what she was seeing, let alone confront her wife. 
 
    She backed out of the room and down the hallway. She cursed when the back of her head connected with the lip of the hall door. That’d teach her for leaving it ajar instead of wide open when she’d decided to do some amateur sleuthing. 
 
    Rubbing her head, she made for the kitchen, pulled open the pantry door, and grabbed her prescription meds. 
 
    And that’s where Julie found her. 
 
    “Hi. What’re you doing home?” Her voice was soft and warm. Nothing like the husky timber from moments before. And that broke Yvonne’s heart all over again. 
 
    Barely able to look her wife in the eyes, now dressed in baggy tracksuit pants and an old T-shirt, Yvonne glanced at the pill bottle. “I forgot to take my omeprazole this morning. My stomach’s churning like molten-lava.” Not entirely a lie. 
 
    Ginger chose that moment to make an appearance, but not even her beloved cat could calm her racing heart. 
 
    “You poor thing. You work too hard.” Julie wrapped her arms around Yvonne’s neck. Yvonne recoiled when she caught a whiff of arousal on her fingers. 
 
    “How about a cup of peppermint tea, it might help to settle your tummy?” 
 
    That was doubtful. Right then, all Yvonne wanted to do was put some distance between them, so she could process. 
 
    “Can’t, sorry. Fiona’s expecting me.” 
 
    “Fiona?” Questions swam in Julie’s eyes. 
 
    Nothing like a guilty conscience to rouse suspicion. 
 
    “I work with her.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” Julie chuckled. “I remember now.” 
 
    “I told her I’d only be a jiffy. See you tonight.” Yvonne gave Julie a quick peck on the cheek and made a run for it. 
 
    *** 
 
    Back at work, she took a moment to compose herself. She ducked into the ladies and studied herself in the mirror. Glassy green eyes stared back at her. Blinking hard, she swiped away a tear. 
 
    She couldn’t let go. Not now. Not at work. There were claims to be processed and building projects to keep on schedule. 
 
    If she didn’t think about it too hard, Yvonne could almost convince herself she hadn’t walked in on her wife doing…doing what? 
 
    It was the not knowing that was killing her. She was well aware Julie had a higher sex drive than she did, and guessed she took care of her own needs from time-to-time, but knowing and seeing were two different things. Especially when she had interrupted something she’d otherwise be clueless about. And who had she been talking to? 
 
    Try as she might, Yvonne couldn’t shake the feeling of betrayal burning a hole in her stomach. The bigger question was how she was going to deal with it. 
 
    She had no clue if Julie knew she’d seen her, or if she’d leapt off the bed when she heard Yvonne bang into the door, chucked on some clothes and assumed she was off scot-free. 
 
    If she knew, it made no sense she didn’t say anything. Then again, Yvonne hadn’t said anything either. And what was Julie supposed to say? ‘Oh, hey, I was just letting a bit of steam off so you wouldn’t feel bad about not wanting sex tonight.’ Because God knew it was a rare night when Yvonne wanted sex during the week. 
 
    The second she stepped back into the office, Fiona gave her a cheeky smile. “That was quick.” She guffawed. “Get it? A quickie.” 
 
    In no mood for sexual innuendos, Yvonne gave her at tight-lipped smile. “Think what you like.” 
 
    Unperturbed, Fiona glanced out the window. “Hey, look, it’s stopped raining. I’m going to run next door and grab a pie. Want anything?” 
 
    To rewind the last hour of my life? 
 
    “No, I’m fine.” Her stomach rumbled, reminding her she hadn’t eaten since breakfast. 
 
    *** 
 
    When Yvonne arrived home that night, she played things cool. As in cold and distant. 
 
    On one hand she wanted to ask Julie outright what she’d been doing, but if she’d been doing nothing more than masturbating she didn’t want to come across as an insecure lover. 
 
    The physical she could deal with, but not knowing who she’d been talking to was tearing her up inside. 
 
    “Can I get you a wine, Vonn?” Julie asked like any other Friday night. 
 
    “Sure. Thanks.” 
 
    “Stressful day?” Julie gave her a small smile. “I feel bad sometimes that my job’s so cruisy.” 
 
    Yeah, must suck having so much free time to masturbate. 
 
    “No point feeling bad, it is what it is.” She shrugged and turned her attention to the television. 
 
    Ginger jumped into her lap, turned in a circle, and plonked his furry backside down. 
 
    “Wow, someone’s feeling pissy.” Julie banged her glass of wine on the chairside table, slopping some over the sides. 
 
    “Thanks.” Yvonne took a sip and screwed up her face. The wine tasted as sour as her mood. 
 
    “Wanna talk about it? Your boss being a dick again?” 
 
    “No and no.” Yvonne folded her arms across her chest. “Why don’t you tell me about your day? Anything interesting happen?” 
 
    There, she’d put the ball in her court. 
 
    A slow smile crept across Julie’s face. She sat on the sofa and tucked her legs under her. The sparkle in her eyes reminded Yvonne of when they’d first met, and the thought that look was for someone else, even someone on an iPad, made her throat tight. 
 
    “This morning I had to drive all the way to Ohakune to read one meter.” She put her beer down. “Can you believe it, a four hour roundtrip to read one electricity meter?” 
 
    “Wow, tough job, paid to drive around the countryside.” 
 
    Either not picking up on her sarcasm or choosing to ignore it, Julie continued, “I was making my way around to the back of the house when out of the corner of my eye, I spotted movement in the living room.” 
 
    Feigning interest, Yvonne swallowed a yawn. She was beyond tired and far from in the mood to hear one of Julie’s work tales. 
 
    “A man was on his knees, hands tied in front of him. A woman was whipping his back.” 
 
    That had her attention. “Oh my God, that’s awful. Did you call the cops?” 
 
    The sharp tone of her voice made Ginger raise his head. She scratched under his chin. 
 
    A snort bubbled out of Julie. “They were having fun.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “She was dressed in leather, and he had a hard…” 
 
    “Don’t say it.” Yvonne screwed her eyes shut. “There must be something wrong with him. I don’t see how being spanked or beaten or whatever you want to call it can be seen as fun.” 
 
    Smile gone, Julie shook her head. “Considering you’ve refused to try it, that’s pretty judgmental.” 
 
    The few minutes of relaxed conversation vanished in a flash of anger. “Because it’s wrong. I don’t want to tie you up and spank your arse any more than I want to be tied up and spanked.” 
 
    “You don’t want sex at all lately.” 
 
    “It’s Friday night, I’m fuckin’ knackered. Some of us work for a living.” 
 
    Silence hung between them like a dark curtain. 
 
    Frustration crept into Julie’s voice, but her expression remained neutral. “Would you like me to get a regular nine-to-five job, that way we can both rush in the door at five, argue over whose turn it is to cook, laundry and all other chores can fill our weekends instead of movie dates and walks in the park. Is that what you want?” 
 
    The fight went out of Yvonne. “No.” 
 
    Other than every second Friday when Julie finished at noon, she was often gone before Yvonne was out of bed and home again by three. But her day didn’t end when she walked in the door. Chores were done, dinner was cooked, or at the very least prepared. 
 
    Although Yvonne’s job could be stressful, she had the better end of the deal when it came to marriage. At least until the topic of sex came up. 
 
    “I’m sorry. It’s been a long day, and this shitty weather doesn’t help.” 
 
    The fireplace crackled serving as a reminder it didn’t light itself. “Thanks for lighting the fire.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Julie’s reply was clipped, and Yvonne couldn’t blame her. 
 
    Or could she? It was Julie’s midday actions that had put her in a crappy mood. But Julie wasn’t a mind reader, so Yvonne had two choices; to come clean or go and wallow in her own misery. She chose the latter. 
 
    “I’m going to go and soak in the bath.” She roused Ginger. “Come on, big boy, off you get.”  
 
    He dutifully did as he was told and promptly curled up in front of the fire. 
 
    “Want me to wash your back?” Julie gave her a saucy wink. 
 
    “Jesus, I just told you I’m fuckin’ knackered.” 
 
    Ignoring her wife’s open mouthed stare, she stormed out of the room and burst into tears. Sitting on the toilet, she glanced at the red stain on her knickers. “Fucking great, just what I need.” 
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 Chapter 2  
 
    After internalising everything for most of the weekend, Monday couldn’t come soon enough. As soon as Yvonne arrived at work, she made a call to her best friend. Sarah would know what to do, and even if she didn’t, she’d be the perfect sounding board. 
 
    Yvonne had gone over what she’d seen so many times, it was all a jumbled mess in her head. 
 
    Sarah picked up after the second ring. “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey, it’s me. Can you do lunch?” 
 
    “Sure, what’s up?” 
 
    “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Because you’ll miss your walk.” 
 
    There was no point denying it, Sarah knew her too well. “I need to talk.” 
 
    “You okay?” Her voice was full of concern. 
 
    “I can’t say over the phone. See you soon.” 
 
    At noon, Yvonne set aside the building contracts and grabbed her purse. She headed past reception as casually as possible, but not much got past Fiona. 
 
    “No walk today?” 
 
    “Not you too?” 
 
    “We could set the clock by you.” Fiona ticked off items on her fingers. “Morning tea at ten, walk at noon, sandwich at your desk at twelve-thirty, cuppa tea at three, out the door by five.” 
 
    Tamping down the urge to tell her to mind her own business, Yvonne plastered on a smile. “I’ll be back at one. Hold my calls, please.” 
 
    Grinning, Fiona shuffled some papers. “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    Yvonne shook her head. It was impossible to stay angry with Fiona for long. She was the perfect person to have on reception. Dealing with subcontractors could be trying to say the least. Yet, no matter how arrogant some of them were, Fiona’s smile never faltered. 
 
    Or perhaps she simply didn’t let things get under her skin like Yvonne had a tendency to do. 
 
    When she arrived at the café, Sarah was already seated at a table, jacket hanging off the back of her chair. She stood when Yvonne approached. 
 
    She was a petite woman with mousy brown hair, hazel eyes, and a perpetual smile. 
 
    “Good to see you.” Sarah stood and they exchanged a brief hug. 
 
    “Have you ordered?” Yvonne asked as she sat. 
 
    “Drinks only. I thought I’d wait and see what you felt like.” 
 
    “Not much to be honest.” Every time she thought about the conversation they were about to have, her stomach felt like it was trying to eat itself. 
 
    A barista bustled over, placing two steaming mugs on their table. Yvonne inhaled the aroma of Thai tea—fruity and earthy—before taking a fortifying sip. She exhaled an appreciative sigh. “Damn, that’s good.” 
 
    “Thank you.” The barista smiled. “Would you like to order?” 
 
    “A blueberry muffin will do for me,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “How about you, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ll have a bacon-and-egg panini, thanks.” 
 
    “Coming right up.” 
 
    Once the barista stepped away, Sarah cut to the chase. “What’s up?” 
 
    Diving right in, Yvonne blurted out, “Have you ever caught Neil masturbating?” 
 
    Coffee snorted out of Sarah’s nose. “Where the hell did that come from?” 
 
    “Just humour me.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What would you do if you did?” 
 
    A cheeky smile tugged at the corner of Sarah’s mouth. “I’d like to say offer to finish him off…” 
 
    “Ew.” Yvonne crinkled her nose. 
 
    “Hey, don’t knock it till you try it.” 
 
    Not happening. She was as gay as Sarah was straight. 
 
    They both fell silent as the barista placed their orders in front of them. Yvonne smothered her muffin in butter and took a small bite. The tart flavour of blueberries exploded on her tongue and she murmured her appreciation. 
 
    “Back to what I was saying.” Sarah picked up her knife and fork. “I’d probably discreetly leave and pretend I didn’t see a thing to save both of us from any embarrassment.”  
 
    And here came the cruncher. Yvonne glanced around to see if anyone was paying them any attention. She lowered her voice. “What if he was talking to a woman?” 
 
    “Like in a porn magazine?” 
 
    “No!” Frustration crept into Yvonne’s voice. “As in up close and personal on his iPad.” 
 
    Sarah sat back, looking thoughtful. “Given we’re talking hypothetically, I’m not sure, but wouldn’t that be kind of like emotional cheating?” 
 
    Having her feelings validated hurt more than Yvonne expected, because it confirmed her suspicions. “I think Julie’s cheating.” 
 
    Sarah scoffed. “With a woman…in an iPad.” 
 
    Finding nothing funny about her situation, Yvonne glared at Sarah. She needed support not mockery. 
 
    The smile fell from Sarah’s face. “Shit, you’re not kidding?” Her voice exuded sympathy. 
 
    Yvonne shook her head. “I wish I was.” 
 
    Sarah reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “How about you start at the beginning?” 
 
    “I…” Cheeks on fire, she looked away. “Lately, I’ve had a low sex drive.” 
 
    “Well, that’s to be expected, you’re going through the change.” 
 
    “My period showed up Friday.” 
 
    “So you’ve probably got perimenopause.”  
 
    “I’ve got less than an hour, can we stay focused?” 
 
    “No need to be bitchy, anyone would think you’ve got your period.” 
 
    Laughing, Yvonne slapped Sarah’s shoulder. “Would you stop?” 
 
    She zipped her lips. “Sorry.” 
 
    “I figured Julie must masturbate from time to time, but walking in on her chatting up some woman while she was at it was like a stab to the chest. No matter how I try to colour it, I feel cheated.” 
 
    “Is she emotionally invested in this person or was it innocent, like, ‘yeah, baby, do it to me?’” 
 
    Heat shot up Yvonne’s neck, she glanced around feeling like everyone in the restaurant had heard. “Would you keep your voice down?” 
 
    “Oops.” Sarah lowered her voice. “You need to talk to her. All this guess work isn’t going to help.” 
 
    “I can’t, just saying it out loud sounds ridiculous; whiny, and needy. ‘Oh, honey. Are you having an affair with a woman online? Mutual masturbation marathons?’” 
 
    Sarah snorted again. She held up her hands. “I’m laughing with you, not at you. You have such a way with words. No wonder she fell in love with you.” 
 
    “You know, the one thing Rebecca and I never fought about was sex.” 
 
    Sarah screwed up her face. She’d never kept it a secret she didn’t like Yvonne’s first serious girlfriend. 
 
    “In fact,” Yvonne continued, “it was pretty much a non-issue. We were either having it or we weren’t. But with Julie it’s such an integral part of her. According to her, sex’s what bonds a couple, keeps them close.” Her stomach twisted. “I’m afraid if I can’t kick start my libido, I’m going to lose her.” 
 
    Eyeing her with compassion, Sarah spoke in hushed tones. “Why don’t you feel like sex? Is it hormones like I suspect, or, um, do you not enjoy it?” 
 
    Yvonne blushed from the tips of her ears all the way to her toes. Until that moment, she’d never had an in-depth conversation about sex with Sarah. Probably because they were on opposite sides of the fence. She didn’t want to hear about straight sex any more than Sarah wanted to hear about lesbian sex. 
 
    All that supple flesh, soft against soft, warm, wet, inviting. Her clit pulsed and hope flared, then died. She was sitting in a café for God’s sake, with her best friend, of all people, and now her body decided to wake up. 
 
    “It’s not that I don’t like it. But work can be so stressful, by the time I get home, I just want to decompress. Sex is the last thing on my mind.” She sighed, her heart heavy just from uttering the words. “Julie never gets up me about it.” 
 
    “Apparently not.” Sarah grinned. 
 
    “Would you stop it?” Yvonne couldn’t keep the smile out of her voice. “As I was saying, she never pressures me into having sex. I assumed she was just being thoughtful, but I guess she’s been taking care of her own needs…with someone else.” And there went her fragile heart again. 
 
    Sarah pinned her with a no nonsense look. “You two are good together. You need to talk to her and stop jumping to conclusions. I’m happy to listen, but I can’t tell you what to do. Not without all the facts.” 
 
    “I know.” Yvonne nodded. The problem was, she didn’t know how to raise the topic. 
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 Chapter 3 
 
    Julie punched the last meter read in and headed for home. All day her mind had been on Yvonne. Or more specifically, what the hell had crawled up her arse. Over the years, Julie had learned when Yvonne needed time to unwind, and she was willing to give her the space she needed.  
 
    But this was different. She was distant and sullen. 
 
    Five days of brooding were enough to push the limits of a saint, and Julie had never professed to be a saint. If she didn’t broach the subject, whatever was troubling Yvonne could go on for days on end. It already had. 
 
    After having a quick shower, she pulled out the big guns. 
 
    Macaroni and cheese made from scratch wasn’t the quickest meal to prepare, but it was one of Yvonne’s favourite indulgences, and right then Julie would do anything to see her wife smiling again. 
 
    Before long, the aroma of bacon, onions, and mushrooms filled the kitchen. Once the macaroni was cooked, and the cheese sauce thickened, Julie tossed all the ingredients together, poured them into a deep casserole dish and tossed it in the oven. 
 
    She’d just finished drying the last pot when she heard the familiar rumble of Yvonne’s car. She glanced out the kitchen window. Dark grey clouds hung in the sky, but the rain had finally let up. 
 
    As soon as Yvonne stepped out of the garage, Ginger came bounding out of the bushes. Julie’s heart warmed, watching her bend down to pet him. Her business suit, navy jacket and matching skirt, accentuated her curves. 
 
    Curves Yvonne complained about but Julie couldn’t get enough of. Full breasts, curvy hips, supple thighs. 
 
    She straightened and Ginger escorted her to the door. 
 
    “Hi.” Julie cupped Yvonne’s face and pecked her on the lips. “Let me take your jacket. Dinner will be served when you’re ready.” 
 
    Suspicion swam in Yvonne’s eyes. “What’s with all the fuss? Are you leaving me?” 
 
    What a ridiculous thing to say. Laughing, Julie shook her head. “Babe, the day I leave you will be in a wooden box, and I doubt I’ll be cooking your favourite dinner right before I exit this world.” 
 
    “Oh,” Yvonne said absently as she headed for the fridge and grabbed out a tin of cat food. Ginger wove between her feet, purring loudly. “How’s my boy? You catch any birds today?” Yvonne spoke to her beloved cat in a sing-song voice. 
 
    Yeah, my day was fine, thanks for asking. Julie tried not to let her hackles go up. She would not be jealous of a cat. 
 
    Whatever bug had crawled up Yvonne’s arse had apparently refused to budge. Determined to help her dislodge it, Julie kept her smile in place. 
 
    “I made macaroni and cheese. Would you like a glass of wine to go with it?” 
 
    “Sure.” With that, Yvonne disappeared up the hallway. 
 
    “So, how was your day, Ginger?” Julie mumbled under her breath. 
 
    The cat gave her the silent treatment, and although she hadn’t expected an answer, she suddenly felt like an unwanted guest in her own home. 
 
    Five minutes later, Yvonne reappeared. She’d changed out of her work clothes into comfy slacks and a long-sleeved T-Shirt. Her face was devoid of makeup, and her wavy, auburn hair hung around her shoulders. 
 
    “You look gorgeous.” Julie wrapped her arms around Yvonne’s waist. She was stiff and cold as a board. Not physically cold, but her demeanour left a lot to be desired for. 
 
    “I look like shit. My cheeks are blotchy, and I found some grey hairs.” 
 
    “You’ll always be beautiful to me.” Julie released Yvonne from the one-sided hug and ushered her to the dining room table. 
 
    Perhaps a wine would help relax her. It didn’t. 
 
    “How was your day?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Anything exciting happen?” 
 
    “Secured the contract to build the new birthing centre in Heretaunga Street.” 
 
    An entire centre dedicated to new mums. Not that Julie knew what it was like to be  a mother, but her friend had been sent home way too early when the hospital was short of beds, only to end up back in there with mum exhausted and baby dehydrated from not feeding properly. 
 
    “Wow, that’s cool. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “Sure, if you want to squeeze a watermelon out of your twat.” 
 
    Although it was no secret Yvonne didn’t want children, her attitude was uncalled for.  
 
    “Wanna tell me what’s bothering you?” 
 
    “It’s nothing, and I realise that wasn’t a very nice thing to say. I just can’t imagine giving birth, let alone being puked on and raising an ungrateful brat.” 
 
    “Hey, who said our kids would’ve been ungrateful,” Julie asked. 
 
    “Do you regret we didn’t have kids?” 
 
    Frustrated, Julie lost her cool. “No, and you know that. We talked about it in length when we first met. Now cut the crap and tell me where the hell my loving, caring wife has gone. You’ve been cold toward me for over a week. Frankly, I’ve had enough.” 
 
    When Yvonne lowered her gaze, staring at the table, alarm shot through Julie. What was so bad that she couldn’t meet her eyes? Julie rounded the table and took Yvonne’s hands in her own. 
 
    “You’re scaring me. Please, look at me.” She grabbed her by the chin and forced her head up. 
 
    Ginger chose that moment to jump onto Yvonne’s lap, and Yvonne patted him absently. 
 
    Bloody great timing, big boy. 
 
    The oven timer went off, further halting their conversation. Julie’s footfalls on the linoleum floor sounded like a herd of elephants in the deafening silence. 
 
    She pulled the casserole dish out of the oven and sat it on the ceramic stove top. Dinner could wait until they’d sorted out whatever was going on. 
 
    Back at the table, she held Yvonne’s hand and tried again. “Please tell me why you’ve been so distant. I miss you.” 
 
    “I’m here,” Yvonne said softly. 
 
    “In body, yes, but not in mind.” She tapped her temple. “I’m not a mind reader, tell me what’s going on in there.” 
 
    “You honestly don’t know?” Yvonne glanced up, looking like she genuinely believed Julie should know exactly what she was talking about. 
 
    “Help me out here.” 
 
    “A week ago…” 
 
    Julie waited for her to continue.  
 
    “Friday.” 
 
    She thought back to that day. It had been pouring down, she’d gone to Ohakune to get one read and told Yvonne… 
 
    The penny dropped. “Were you offended by the story I told you about that couple? Shit, please don’t tell me you think I joined them.” 
 
    Julie had never kept it a secret she’d dated a married woman long before she met Yvonne. 
 
    “You missed a bit.” 
 
    “What?” Julie frowned, trying to keep up. “What are you talking about.” 
 
    “I came home at lunchtime.” Yvonne’s voice rose in pitch and Ginger jumped off her lap. 
 
    What a pussy. 
 
    “Yes, you did. If I recall it was a flying visit to get your pills. Is that what this is about? Are you having tummy troubles and don’t want to worry me?” 
 
    Yvonne nailed her with an accusing gaze. “Are you having an affair?” 
 
    The emotional blow rocked Julie to her core. She recoiled in her chair as surely as if she’d been slapped. “How can you even think that?” 
 
    “I saw you.” 
 
    Anger made her lash out. “How the fuck can you see me doing something I’ve never done? You’ve been walking around with a bug up your arse because of something you think you saw?” 
 
    Remaining calm, at least when it came to the tone of her voice—who knew what was going on in her head—Yvonne held Julie’s gaze. “On the bed, with your iPad.” 
 
    Even though she looked close to tears, Julie was so relieved she burst out laughing. She had been seen. She’d wondered, but not for a minute did she imagine that was what had got her wife all bent out of shape.  
 
    “You saw me masturbating. So what? You barely want sex, I need it three to four times a week. If I can’t have it with you, I’ll have it with my toys.” 
 
    “I heard you.” 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to raise my voice.” She hated arguing with Yvonne, and the sooner they cleared the air the better. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant. You were talking to someone.” 
 
    “How could I be, I was alone.” 
 
    “On your iPad.” Tears pooled in Yvonne’s eyes, tugging at Julie’s heart. She hated seeing her wife hurting. 
 
    “Are you having an on-line affair? Please don’t lie to me.” 
 
    The penny finally dropped, and remorse flooded every fibre of Julie’s being. 
 
    Yvonne must’ve heard her talking to the mistress in the video clip. She’d always fantasised about being told what to do, so she pretended she was while watching a kinky D/s scene. 
 
    “Oh, Vonn. I’m so sorry.”  
 
    Yvonne stiffened in her arms. 
 
    “Relax. I’m not apologising for having an affair, I’d never cheat on you.”  
 
    “But you were talking to someone.” Her voice was muffled by Julie’s shirt. “You called her Mistress.” 
 
    Julie continued to stroke her hair. “I was watching a video. The woman couldn’t hear a word I was saying. She’s no one to me. I couldn’t even tell you her name.” 
 
    Tiny tremors vibrated against Julie as Yvonne finally let go, gut-wrenching sobs racking her body. 
 
    “I’m sorry you couldn’t talk to me sooner.” But she wasn’t entirely surprised, either. Yvonne was the last person to talk about sex, whereas Julie could talk about it until the cows came home. 
 
    Still, the accusation stung. “And I’m sorry you ever doubted me.” 
 
    Sniffling, Yvonne pulled out of her arms. “I’m sorry for doubting you. I guess I’m projecting my own fears.” 
 
    Unsure what she meant, Julie waited for her to continue. 
 
    “My sex drive has been nearly non-existent. I’m terrified if I don’t find it, I’ll lose you.” 
 
    Never! 
 
    “We’ve been together twenty years, and they have been the happiest years of my life. When I put a ring on your finger, five years ago, I meant every word I said. I promise to be true to you and to support you for the rest of my days.” She nudged her shoulder. “You’re stuck with me, my toys, and my self-love.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Yvonne. 
 
    “Better.” Julie cupped her cheek. “Feel like eating?” 
 
    “It’s probably cold by now.” 
 
    “That’s why microwaves were invented.” 
 
    “Okay, sure, I could eat.” 
 
    After dishing up dinner, they sat opposite each other, playing footsie. Ginger made a miraculous reappearance having smelled food. 
 
    The combination of pasta, cheese, bacon, mushrooms, and onion was heavenly. 
 
    Yvonne finished her mouthful and moaned her appreciation. Her moan sounded orgasmic but Julie figured it wasn’t a good time to say as much. Perhaps she could introduce food play. 
 
    Down girl! 
 
    “Do you need any more reassurance?” Julie asked, hating that her wife felt insecure. 
 
    “I suppose I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Get what?” Julie took a sip of wine, letting some of the tension drain from her shoulders. 
 
    “Why you like watching porn. It’s not even realistic.” 
 
    The answer came without thought. “Of course it’s not. It’s a movie. It’s no more realistic than the shoot ‘em up I can dodge bullets movies you can’t get enough of.” 
 
    Yvonne rested her elbows on the table. “That’s different.” 
 
    “How so? They are both made to titillate.” 
 
    “I disagree. Action movies can be discussed with friends. You can’t go around asking them if they watched Debbie does Dallas.” 
 
    Unable to suppress a laugh, wine fizzed up the back of Julie’s nose. 
 
    Yvonne huffed. “Fine, laugh at me.” 
 
    “I’m not laughing at you. But wow, if that’s the last porn movie you watched…” 
 
    “I didn’t watch it, my father had it.” 
 
    “Ah-ha. And your mother never watched it?” 
 
    “No!” She sounded appalled by the idea. “That’s something guys do.” 
 
    Amused, Julie cocked an eyebrow. 
 
    Yvonne’s lips twitched. “And you.” 
 
    “And plenty of other people. I’m just not in the closet about it.” 
 
    Understanding flashed in Yvonne’s eyes. “And they’re in the closet because of fear of judgement.” 
 
    “That, and because you’re quite right. You can’t exactly go around discussing what porn you’re watching with your friends.” A thought slammed into Julie. Always taking the path of being straight up, she went for it. “But we could discuss them.” 
 
    Julie counted to three and Yvonne didn’t disappoint. 
 
    “You want me to watch porn with you?” 
 
    “Why not? It might ignite something inside you. Lesbian porn’s not what it used to be.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    The fact that she had her wife’s attention was encouraging. “Made to titillate men. Totally unrealistic scissoring scenes.” 
 
    “Oh, so scissoring doesn’t turn you on?” 
 
    “Only when you’re on the other end of a double-ended dildo.” 
 
    Yvonne’s cheeks turned pink. She pushed her empty plate away and took a sip of wine. 
 
    “What I’m saying is talking about it, imagining different scenarios, gets the juices flowing. If we were to do that together, imagine the possibilities?” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    That was more than Julie could hope for, so she let the topic drop. 
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 Chapter 4 
 
    Feeling immensely relieved, and a little chagrined for thinking for even a minute that Julie might be cheating, albeit emotionally, Yvonne climbed into bed and snuggled up to her wife. “I’ve missed this.” She burrowed into her side, absorbing her heat and inhaling her shower fresh scent. 
 
    “Me too.” Julie massaged Yvonne’s scalp, just how she liked it. 
 
    Sighing with contentment, Yvonne drew circles around Julie’s bellybutton with her finger. “I don’t know how you can sleep with no clothes on.” Even with all the doors and windows locked, being naked made Yvonne feel vulnerable. 
 
    “I like the feel of your body against mine.” 
 
    “And what about when you’re doing housework?” Yvonne nudged her in the side. 
 
    On more than one occasion she’d arrived home to the sight of Julie vacuuming in the buff. Music blaring, hips swaying. 
 
    “What if someone came to the door…like a meter reader?” 
 
    “Firstly, our meter is outside.” Julie stroked her hair. “Secondly, I wouldn’t open the door to a stranger without a stitch of clothing on. So stop worrying your pretty little self.” 
 
    One of Julie’s stories came back to Yvonne. “Remember the time you knocked on a door and a woman answered it wearing nothing but a towel?” 
 
    “God, yes. I couldn’t believe it.” Julie huffed out a breath. “We might laugh about confessions of the meter reader, but I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.” 
 
    “Honestly?” Yvonne asked softly. She knew the answer but needed to hear it anyway. 
 
    Julie turned onto her side. “Honestly. You’re the one for me.” She tilted her chin and kissed her, long and slow. Her naked body burned a hole through Yvonne’s sheer nightie. 
 
    A dormant fire blazed to life low in her belly. She moaned into Julie’s mouth. 
 
    Yvonne pulled her closer. “I need you. So, so much.” 
 
    No more words were needed. The dim light of the bedside lamp cast shadows over their faces. Julie’s expression matched how Yvonne felt; desperate for touch. 
 
    Rolling onto her back, Yvonne pulled Julie on top of her and kissed her with all she had. She kissed her with her lips, her heart, her soul. She was rewarded with a soft moan that deepened along with their kiss. 
 
    When they finally came up for air, Julie slid off her. Yvonne immediately missed the contact. She needed more, so very much more. 
 
    Sitting up slightly, Yvonne slipped her nightie over her head and shimmied out of her underwear. 
 
    “There, now we’re even.” She laid back. 
 
    Ginger chose that moment to jump on the bed and plonk his furry backside between them. 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
    “I’ll do it.” Julie climbed out of bed, wearing nothing but a cheeky smile. “He hates me anyway.” 
 
    She deposited Ginger in the hallway and promptly shut the door. 
 
    “Maybe you need to make nice with my pussy.” 
 
    Desire surged when she realised how that sounded. 
 
    Julie gave her a wicked grin. “Oh, I intend to.” Her eyes shined with passion as she slid back onto the bed and inched between Yvonne’s thighs. 
 
    Yvonne’s breath hitched and she spread her legs as wide as she could, opening her body to her wife. 
 
    The second Julie’s tongue made contact, Yvonne gasped. Her hips bucked off the bed, and Julie slid her hands under her, cradling her backside. 
 
    She suckled her flesh, licking along her outer labia, before gently sucking on her inner lips. When she slipped a finger inside, a moan tore from Yvonne. Back arched, she fisted the sheets. 
 
    Knowing her well, Julie simultaneously teased her clit while finger-fucking her, masterfully coaxing her to the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Desire flooded every cell of Yvonne’s body. Without conscious thought, her hands found their way to her breasts. She tweaked her nipples, squeezing gently and releasing. 
 
    The exquisite sensations of her hands on herself, her wife’s mouth on her, finger inside her, hurtled her toward euphoria. 
 
    “God, you taste good.” Julie’s words were thick with desire. At the same time as her lips wrapped around Yvonne’s clit, she gently slid a second finger inside. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Like that.” Yvonne reached between her legs and put a hand on Julie’s head, holding her exactly where she needed her. 
 
    Her thighs tensed, her toes curled, and an orgasm shuddered through her, powerful contractions robbing her of breath. 
 
    As she came down, Julie kissed a burning path up her body. 
 
    “You come so beautifully.” She straddled her thigh. 
 
    Without a word, Yvonne gripped her by the arse and pressed her mound into her, holding tight as Julie chased her own orgasm. The feel of her wetness on her leg was intoxicating. 
 
    Their lips locked and with a final thrust of her pelvis, Julie moaned into Yvonne’s mouth. She swallowed Julie’s gasp as a climax rocked her body. Yvonne held her tight, stroking her back until her body stilled and her breathing slowed. 
 
    “Did I ever tell you I love you?” Julie whispered into her ear, her warm breath sending a shiver up Yvonne’s spine. 
 
    “All the time.” She gazed into Julie’s warm brown eyes, flecks of gold illuminated by the bedside lamp. 
 
    Times like this, she wished they made love every night. Thinking back to what she’d walked in on, she lightly smacked Julie’s backside. She let out a low groan that sounded more like a purr. Oddly, it made Yvonne feel good. 
 
    “You’d love it if I ordered you around, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Yes, because it’s what I crave. No, because it’s not something you want to do.” Julie held her tight. “And I’m okay with that.” 
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 Chapter 5  
 
    The following week passed in a blur. Work was the same old same old for Julie. Since their conversation the previous week, things had pretty much returned to normal. It still hurt, knowing Yvonne suspected her of cheating, but she also understood. 
 
    Perimenopause appeared to be hitting her a lot harder than it hit Julie. Her moods were as erratic as her periods, and she constantly needed reassurance that Julie still found her attractive. 
 
    Shortly after lunch on Sunday, the phone rang, dragging Julie out of her head. 
 
    “There’s only one person that could be.” Yvonne grabbed the cordless phone while Julie dried her hands on a dishtowel. 
 
    “Hi, Shirley.” The greeting confirmed Julie’s suspicions. “Because you’re the only one who phones the landline these days.” 
 
    Try as she might, Julie hadn’t been able to convince her mother to get up with the times. As far as she knew, the cell phone she’d bought her mother when she turned seventy-seven was still in the box. 
 
    “Sure. No, it’s no problem. I’ll get her for you.” Yvonne handed over the phone. “It’s your mum,” she stated the obvious. 
 
    “Hi. What’s up?” Julie held the phone away from her ear, knowing that would get a rise out of her mother.  
 
    “Why does something have to be up to phone my daughter? Perhaps I just wanted to say hi.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. I’ll won’t keep you then.” 
 
    Grinning, Yvonne shook her head. Ginger wandered into the room as if he was missing out on something. 
 
    “Don’t you dare hang up. How’s my boy?” her mother asked as if she could see him. 
 
    “He’s good, sniffing around for food.” Whenever they went away for more than a night, Ginger stayed with Shirley. She spoiled him rotten and he came home looking more and more like Garfield after every visit. 
 
    “Why don’t you feed him?” Her mum’s voice cut into her musings. 
 
    “He’s been fed this morning. What about you, Mum, have you had lunch?” Every time she saw her mum she appeared to have lost weight. It’d become increasingly noticeable since Julie’s father passed away. His death hadn’t been expected, but at eighty-five it wasn’t exactly unexpected either. Regardless, a year later her mother was still a grieving widow, and Julie worried one day she’d give up on life and join him. 
 
    “Not yet. I’ve just warmed up some of that lovely veggie soup you gave me.” 
 
    “I had a good teacher.” Memories of her mother teaching her to cook filled Julie with warmth. She was an only child and had never had to vie for attention. 
 
    “I wanted some toast, too. But when I plugged in the toaster and electric jug, something went bang. Now, I have no power in half the house.” 
 
    And there it was. The reason for her call. “Want me to come over and take a look, Mum?” Hopefully it would be something simple like a tripped circuit breaker or blown fuse. 
 
    “Oh, what a lovely offer.” 
 
    “See you soon.” 
 
    Chuckling, she ended the call. “I don’t know if my mother’s getting silly in her old age or clever. She just managed to word a call in such a way that I offered to go over before she had to ask.” 
 
    Yvonne wrapped her arms around Julie’s waist. “Your mum doesn’t like admitting she needs help.” She gave Julie a small smile. “I can relate.” 
 
    Eyeing her with affection, Julie tucked a lock of auburn hair behind Yvonne’s ear. “Meaning?” 
 
    “I needed you to help me understand what I saw.” 
 
    “What you thought you saw.” 
 
    “Right. But rather than ask you, I stormed around like a wounded bull until you had to drag it out of me” Yvonne kissed her on the lips. “That was wrong of me, and I promise I’m going to make an effort to be more open in the future.” 
 
    Just how open remained to be seen. But it was a start, and that was all Julie could ask for. 
 
    “Will you be long?” Yvonne finished putting the lunch dishes away. 
 
    “Aren’t you coming?”  
 
    “Nah, it’s freezing out. I’ll stay here and stoke the fire.” 
 
    “Don’t let it get too hot in here or you might have to strip off.” Julie waggled her eyebrows, delighted when Yvonne smirked rather than get annoyed. 
 
    “In your dreams, lover. Now get out of here.” 
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 Chapter 6 
 
    Since catching Julie in the act of doing something that shouldn’t have been a big deal and definitely shouldn’t have led to a week of bitchy, offhanded comments, Yvonne vowed to make it up to her. 
 
    Although she wasn’t ready to embrace porn, the more she thought about it, playing the role of mistress might not be such a hardship. In fact, it could be fun. 
 
    Butterflies fluttered in her belly as she changed into the clothes she’d carefully selected. She buttoned up her white blouse that barely contain her breasts, then wrestled a tight black skirt over her hips. Both of which she’d kept in the hopes of losing the weight she’d gained thanks to menopause, perimenopause, or whatever the hell it was called. 
 
    After locating the highest heels she owned, she slipped them on. The extra four inches gave her a confidence boost and would put her on eye level with Julie. 
 
    She glanced in the full-length mirror, turning left then right. Rather than picking herself apart, she envisioned herself through Julie’s eyes. 
 
    High, full breasts, wide hips, curvy thighs. The outfit she’d chosen showcased every curve Julie loved. 
 
    Feeling empowered, Yvonne grabbed her makeup bag. She rummaged through the contents hoping to find a bright red lipstick. When she didn’t, she selected plum instead. Feeling like she needed something else, she drew a thick line of black eyeliner under her eyelids. 
 
    Rather than leave her hair down, she pulled it into a severe ponytail. 
 
    Much better. Now you look like you mean business. 
 
    All week, she’d wanted to buy a paddle or crop or whatever mistresses used, but she’d been too shy to visit the adult store, and if she’d bought one online, Julie would’ve noticed the withdrawal and the cat would be out of the bag before she could spring her surprise. 
 
    In lieu of having a proper implement, she made her way to the kitchen. Alerted by her footfalls, Ginger came bounding across the tiled linoleum floor. 
 
    “Sorry, big guy. It’s not dinner time yet.” 
 
    She bent down to pet him. “Mumma’s going to be Big Bad Mumma today. You might not want to watch.” She shooed him up the hall, certain he would be asleep on their bed within minutes. 
 
    Eyeing up three wooden spoons in a ceramic Teddy bear, she selected the flattest one, unsure how much pain Julie would enjoy, if any. Fantasy and reality were two very different things. She cracked it across her palm, testing the feel. It stung like a bitch. 
 
    Dropping it back into the ceramic bear, she selected one shaped like a ladle. This time, the impact let out a resounding crack but the cupped outer edge didn’t sting as much. And if Julie did need a firmer whack, she could always flip it over and use the rounded side. 
 
    Butterflies took flight in her belly when she heard the rumble of Julie’s car come up the driveway. Nerves and self-doubt threatened to overwhelm her. 
 
    Come on, girl, you can do this! For your wife…your marriage. 
 
    One glance out the window told her Julie was moments away from the back porch. Shit, too late to back out now. 
 
    Pushing all feelings of awkwardness aside, Yvonne put on her game face. 
 
    The door clicked open, and her heart jumped into her throat. 
 
    Julie stood there, frozen. Hair unmoving, brown eyes wide with surprise. 
 
    “Wow. Are you going somewhere dressed like that?” Her gaze locked on Yvonne’s chest. “Your boobs are practically bursting out of your top.” 
 
    “Nope, this is all for you.” Yvonne cracked the spoon across her hand. Ouch. She shook out her palm. 
 
    “I’m not following. What’s going on?” 
 
    “How dare you question your mistress.” 
 
    Where the hell did that come from? Wow, way to go, Yvonne.  
 
    Feeling more confident, she cracked the spoon against her palm again. 
 
    “For real?” Julie asked, lust lighting up her eyes. 
 
    “In the lounge. Now!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Julie practically sprinted past her. 
 
    Taking a second to fully immerse herself in her new persona, Yvonne took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and strolled under the archway to the living room. The clack of her heels competed with the pounding of her heart. 
 
    Julie stood in front of the fireplace, eyes tracking Yvonne’s every movement. At five-foot-seven, Julie was normally taller than Yvonne, but thanks to her four inch heels, they were at eye level. The heated look of longing in Julie’s eyes robbed Yvonne of breath. 
 
    Overcome by the love she felt for her wife, and the instinct to protect her, not hurt her, Yvonne faltered. What was she supposed to do now? Damn, maybe she should’ve taken Julie’s advice and watched some porn, so she wasn’t completely clueless. 
 
    “You okay?” Julie asked as if sensing her apprehension. 
 
    “Yes.” She shook off her nerves, trying to sound more confident. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    She tapped her foot as Julie disrobed. Her jeans hit the floor, closely followed by her shirt and underwear. 
 
    Yvonne took a minute to appraise her body. Toned legs, slim waist, tanned complexion, thanks to having an outdoor job. “You’re beautiful.”  
 
    Looking down at her chest, Julie mumbled, “Thank you.” 
 
    She hated her small breasts as much as Yvonne loved them. She often quipped what she missed out on up top, she made up for in the rear, and Yvonne couldn’t argue with that. Julie had a fantastic backside. Firm and round. 
 
    Schooling her expression, Yvonne got back to business. “Hands behind your back.” 
 
    Excitement flashed in Julie’s eyes. “Yes, Mistress.” She immediately complied, shoulders back, chest thrust forward. 
 
    Her perky nipples swam in Yvonne’s vision. Not knowing what else to do, she tapped a reddish-brown tip with the back of the spoon. 
 
    When Julie flinched, alarm tore through Yvonne. “Was that too much?” 
 
    A small smile danced across Julie’s lips. “No. I liked it, just wasn’t expecting it.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” Smiling, Yvonne tapped it again. “Boing, boing, boing.” 
 
    “I don’t think you’re supposed to be laughing.” 
 
    “Are you being sassy?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good.” She bit her lip, unsure what to do next. “Now what?” she said in a whisper as if a stagehand would miraculously appear. 
 
    “Tell me to get on my knees,” Julie said. 
 
    “On your knees.” Yvonne pointed with the spoon, and Julie obeyed. 
 
    “Um, what next?” 
 
    “Tell me to lick your pussy.” 
 
    Swallowing down a nervous giggle, Yvonne schooled her features. “Eat my…” She cleared her throat. “Eat my…I can’t.” Defeated, she tossed the spoon aside. “I suck.” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” Laughing, Julie tackled her to the ground. “This is what you do.” She flipped her over and playfully spanked her bottom.  
 
    “And this.” Julie rolled Yvonne over and pinned her hands above her head. 
 
    She kissed a burning trail down her neck, toying with her nipple through her sheer white blouse. 
 
    The sharp pinch of her teeth sent an unexpected thrill coursing through Yvonne’s body. She closed her eyes, giving herself over to sensation. 
 
    She nipped at her neck and chest until goose bumps prickled along Yvonne’s skin. 
 
    “You look gorgeous in this, but I prefer you out of it.” Julie tugged on the front of Yvonne’s blouse. Buttons already stretched to breaking point flew through the air. 
 
    She sucked her nipples until they were so sensitive the slightest touch shot straight to Yvonne’s clit. 
 
    By the time Julie’s tongue was moving over her stomach, she was delirious with desire. “God, I need you.” 
 
    Ignoring her plea, Julie peppered kisses along her inner thighs, dragging her underwear down as she went. 
 
    “Tease.” 
 
    With a sexy smile, Julie tossed her panties aside. 
 
    A wanton moan tore from Yvonne when she licked the length of her slit. She hadn’t been so turned on in a long time. Her eyes slid shut. She thrust her hips, running her fingers through Julie’s short, black hair. 
 
    Murmuring against her skin, Julie sucked on her labia then drew her clit between her teeth. A hundred tiny pulses thrummed through Yvonne, and like an electrical fire, her orgasm blazed to life. She cried out, all control lost as the torrent crashed through her, waves of pleasure pulsating fiercely. 
 
    When they finally ebbed away, she lay there trying to catch her breath. Julie kissed her way back up her body. 
 
    “Do I get a reward, Mistress?” 
 
    The glint in her eyes made Yvonne’s heart expand in her chest. She loved this woman more than life itself, and at times that scared her. 
 
    “Of course.” She put a pillow under her head. “Make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    The room went dark as Julie straddled her face. Basking in the heady scent of her arousal, Yvonne gave her the reward she deserved. 
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 Chapter 7 
 
    Being caught masturbating turned out to be a double-edged sword. On the upside, since Yvonne had come clean with Julie about why she felt insecure, they’d been more open with each other. 
 
    On the downside, for some reason, Julie now felt inexplicably guilty whenever she masturbated. The thought of being caught again terrified her, which added to the sense she was doing something wrong. 
 
    With time to kill before Yvonne arrived home, she cracked open a beer and checked her Facebook feed. Shit, shit, and more shit. 
 
    One post made her smile. She clicked on the message box intending to congratulate an ex-workmate who’d just become a proud grandma when she spotted an unread message in that pesky message request’s folder. 
 
    Hoping like hell it wasn’t an old school friend, who wasn’t actually a friend, she clicked on the folder. 
 
    The name she saw made her breath hitch. “Well, well, well, fancy hearing from you,” she muttered under her breath. 
 
    After a minute of telling herself to ignore it, curiosity got the better of her. She clicked accept. Her heart leapt into her throat when the green light glowed by the senders name. 
 
    Sadie was online. Did she know Julie had read her message? 
 
    How many years had it been? Twenty-one, or was it twenty two? 
 
    Swallowing down memories of stolen kisses and hot and heavy nights, Julie read the message. 
 
    ‘Hi, will be in Feilding next week, would love to catch up.’ 
 
    Even though she’d done nothing wrong, guilt gnawed at Julie’s insides. Sucking in a breath, she tapped out a reply. 
 
    ‘Sorry, can’t. I’m married.’ 
 
    She held her breath, waiting for Sadie’s reply. 
 
    ‘So am I, remember? Let’s get together…the four of us. It’ll be fun.’ 
 
    No fucking way. 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. I don’t share and, um, in case you’ve forgotten, I don’t do men.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t forgotten, and I meant for a drink. Look, never mind.’ 
 
    Fuck! This was why Julie hated social media, no tone, everything open to interpretation, and she’d screwed up royally. Sadie had been nothing but respectful and here Julie was being an arse. 
 
    ‘Sorry. I didn’t mean to jump to conclusions. How are you and Tim?’ 
 
    ‘Enjoying an empty nest.’ 
 
    ‘You sure this is just a social invite?’ She added ‘lol’ even though she wasn’t entirely joking. If Sadie had other ideas, she needed to quash them right away. 
 
    ‘Why, you want to rekindle something?’ 
 
    ‘NO!’ 
 
    ‘No need to shout, I was only teasing.’ A smiley face followed. 
 
    ‘You were good at that.’ Idiot, how do you think that sounded? 
 
    The bang of the garage door closing made Julie’s heart leap into her throat. She closed the browser, shut her iPad, and stuffed it in the drawer under the coffee table—exactly where she should have left it. 
 
    The last thing she needed was for Yvonne to know an ex had contacted her. As much as she wouldn’t mind catching up with Sadie and her husband, it wasn’t worth the stress it might cause at home. 
 
    “Hey, hon.” Yvonne’s bright smile erased all thoughts of Sadie. 
 
    “Hey, Vonn.” Julie pulled her into a hug. “You seem happy.” 
 
    “Of course I am.” Her arms snaked around Julie. “I’m home with my two favourite people.” 
 
    Ginger wove between their legs, seeking attention. 
 
    Julie bent down, trying to make nice. “Hi, big boy.” 
 
    Ignoring her, he followed Yvonne up the hallway. After giving his furry backside the finger, Julie grabbed another beer and poured a wine for Yvonne. 
 
    With dinner simmering on low, she flopped into her favourite armchair. Within minutes, Yvonne joined her. 
 
    Makeup free, and wearing leggings and a long-sleeved shirt, she looked gorgeous as ever. She picked her glass up and sunk into her usual spot on the sofa. “Something smells good.” 
 
    “Irish stew. Lamb was on special.” 
 
    A derisive snort huffed out of Yvonne. “Considering we’re a country full of sheep, lamb should be on special permanently. But, no, most people can’t afford it.” 
 
    Rather than jump on the bandwagon—the majority of lamb was exported anyway—Julie kept her mouth shut. There was no point in rehashing an age old debate. 
 
    “How was your day? Anything exciting happen?” Julie crossed an ankle over her knee. 
 
    “No. Oh, wait...” Yvonne set her glass on the coffee table. “The strap on my shoe broke. Let’s go shoe shopping Saturday?” 
 
    Unable to think of anything worse, Julie plastered on a smile. “Sounds good.” 
 
    “What about you? Any excitement today? See anything you wish you didn’t?” 
 
    Does a Facebook message from my ex-lover count? 
 
    “No, boring day, just doing residential reads here in Feilding.” 
 
    “Are you saying nothing exciting happens in friendly Feilding?” Yvonne’s face lit up. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m saying.” And she liked it that way. The people were friendly, the town devoid of traffic lights, and the majority of visitors were farmers. 
 
    *** 
 
    Saturday morning, they drove the short distance to town. They could’ve walked, but the forecast was for rain. After parking, they strolled along the street, hand in hand. 
 
    Julie pulled Yvonne to a stop. “Oh, look at that dress, isn’t it lovely?” She pointed to a mannequin wearing a red dress with white stripes spiralling around it. 
 
    “You’d look like a candy cane, and I’d want to gobble you up.” 
 
    “Trust you.” Yvonne hip bumped her. 
 
    In the next instant, Julie’s blood ran cold. A familiar face inside the store was heading their way. “Come on, let’s get moving, I’m getting cold standing around.” A chill ran down her spine and it wasn’t from the nip in the air. 
 
    “Of course it’s cold. It’s July. I told you to grab a jacket.” 
 
    “Unlike you, I don’t normally feel the cold.” She tugged Yvonne’s hand. She didn’t budge. 
 
    “I really like that dress. Let’s take a closer look?” 
 
    Okay. No. Fuck. 
 
    A shiver chilled Julie to the bone. She was screwed. 
 
    “It’ll be warm inside.” Yvonne stepped forward and the double doors opened. 
 
    Praying her hair would miraculously grow long enough to cover her face, Julie lowered her head. 
 
    Concrete turned to carpet. Feet passed. Feet stopped. And then it happened. 
 
    “Julie?” The voice was tentative, but it was one she’d never forget. Her name had rolled off it on many a passionate night. 
 
    She let out an oomph when Yvonne nudged her in the side. Straightening, she finally met Sadie’s gaze. “Hi.” 
 
    Sadie’s eyes lit up. “It’s good to see you.” She pulled her into a hug. The unmistakable scent of her perfume wrapped around Julie. 
 
    Feeling awkward, she broke the embrace. “This is my wife, Yvonne.” 
 
    “Hi.” Sadie gave her a finger wave. 
 
    Sadie’s husband held out a hand and Julie took it. “It’s good to see you.” He turned to Yvonne. “And lovely to meet you.” 
 
    Tim was a handsome man, with silver hair, light blue eyes, and a smile that could melt the coldest of hearts. 
 
    “How do you all know each other?” Yvonne hefted her handbag higher on her shoulder. 
 
    “We used to…” 
 
    Date! 
 
    Terrified Sadie was going to dump her in it, in the middle of a boutique no less, Julie cut her off. 
 
    “We were friends, before you and I met. They moved to Christchurch and we lost touch.” 
 
    “Oh, too bad. That wouldn’t happen these days,” Yvonne said. “What, with social media at our fingertips.” 
 
    A couple entered the store, forcing Tim and Sadie to take a step back. Once they were alone again, Sadie was back in Julie’s space. 
 
    “We were just about to grab a coffee. Why don’t you two join us?” Sadie looked hopeful. 
 
    “Sorry, can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” Yvonne frowned. 
 
    “Because we’re shopping.” Julie pointed to the mannequin that now appeared to be mocking her. 
 
    “For shoes, not dresses. And you’re right, I’d look like a candy cane in that thing.” 
 
    Beaming, Sadie snaked her arm through Tim’s. “Great, let’s go then. My treat.” 
 
    Plastering on a smile, Julie looped arms with Yvonne, subconsciously mimicking Sadie’s actions. “Lead the way.” 
 
    As they followed behind, Yvonne mouthed, “You okay?” 
 
    Julie swallowed hard. “I’m fine.” 
 
    The smell of coffee and a cacophony of chatter greeted them as they entered the cosy café. 
 
    Once they found a table, Tim pulled out a chair for Sadie and then did the same for Yvonne. “Allow me.” 
 
    Smiling despite herself, Julie sat as Tim pushed Yvonne’s seat in. “Still a charmer I see.” 
 
    “Always.” He took the last seat at the cosy table for four. 
 
    As soon as their orders were placed in front of them, Sadie took a sip of her ice tea. 
 
    Shivering on her behalf, Julie cradled her mug, basking in the heat warming her hands. “I see you haven’t changed much. It’s winter and you’re drinking an ice-cold drink.” 
 
    “That’s nothing.” Tim shot Sadie a devilish grin. “You wouldn’t believe the concoctions she craved when she was pregnant.” 
 
    Even though Julie knew in her heart Tim meant no malice, it felt like a punch to the gut. Not long after Sadie announced she was pregnant, their relationship had come to an end. 
 
    Julie found out via the newspaper they’d had a baby girl, and then she moved on with her life. 
 
    “Hey, what’s wrong with tomato sauce on vanilla ice cream?” Sadie shot him a look. 
 
    Having no idea what it was like to be pregnant and crave weird food combinations, Julie changed the topic. “How’s your daughter?” 
 
    “Daughters,” Tim and Sadie said in unison. 
 
    “How about you two?” Tim addressed Yvonne, and Sadie adored him for bringing her into the conversation. “Any children?” 
 
    “Just the one. A boy. He’s got red hair and sheds fur all over the place.” 
 
    A smile crinkled the corner of Tim’s eyes. “Ah, we have one of those. Except our boy is a big, grey tom.” 
 
    Proud of Yvonne and the achievements she’d made, Julie squeezed her hand. “The construction company Yvonne works for just won the contract for the new birthing unit in Palmerston North. She’s the project manager.” 
 
    “Impressive,” Sadie said, nodding slowly. “I wondered what the fenced-off construction site was across the road from the hospital.” Her face fell and Tim put an arm across her shoulders, pulling her close. 
 
    They exchanged a look then turned back to Julie and Yvonne. 
 
    “Mum’s in Palmerston North hospital having chemo. We’re staying with Dad for a few days to help out.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that.” Julie gave her a sad smile. 
 
    “She’s a fighter,” Tim said with a determined nod. 
 
    “What’s it like living in Christchurch?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Everyone exhaled at once, relieved for the change of topic. There was no denying it, the big C sucked. 
 
    “We love it.” Sadie smiled at her husband. 
 
    “I don’t think I’d be brave enough to live there after the last big earthquake,” Yvonne said. 
 
    That was the understatement of the year. The slightest tremor had Yvonne running for cover well before Julie moved an inch. 
 
    “Where are you working these days?” Tim asked Julie. 
 
    “Everywhere.” She shrugged, not wanting to admit she had what most people considered a job one-step up from being a bum. 
 
    “Sounds exciting,” Sadie said. 
 
    “It’s not.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know about that.” Yvonne bit her lip, looking like a teenager about to burst into a fit of giggles. “She’s a meter reader.” She bumped Julie with her shoulder. “You’ve seen some interesting things on your travels, haven’t you?” 
 
    One thing she’d never complain about was having a boring job. Recalling the day she caught two teens making out while their parents were at work brought a smile to her face. “Yeah, I have.” 
 
    Sadie rubbed her hands together as if she could sense a scandalous story. “Oh, do tell.” 
 
    Settling on one of the tamer incidences, Julie recalled her encounter with a Rottweiler who’d greeted her proudly, showing off his owner’s bra. The dog looked like it was smiling with the cups hanging out either side of his mouth like a dumbbell. 
 
    Dogs were the bane of her job, but she’d known Max since he was a pup. His yard was one of the only properties with a dog roaming free that she was brave enough, or silly enough, to enter without the owner’s home. 
 
    If there was a dog roaming free, she just entered T1 for dog, and continued on to the next address on her route. 
 
    


 
   
  
 OceanofPDF.com



 Chapter 8 
 
    After what turned out to be a relaxing coffee date, where Sadie was as discreet as she’d always been, they parted ways. 
 
    Back on the street, Yvonne pulled her jacket tighter. “What a lovely couple.” 
 
    “They are.” There was no denying they were as in love as they’d been twenty odd years ago. The years had been good to them. Sadie didn’t look much older than the twenty-five year old Julie had known back when she was twenty-eight. Golden-blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, child-bearing hips, and a quiet confidence that inspired self-confidence in others. 
 
    “Wanna tell me why you were reluctant to join them?” 
 
    “I wasn’t.” 
 
    “Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “Can we talk about it when we get home?” With any luck, once Yvonne had spent an hour trying on shoes the topic would be forgotten. 
 
    “Sure. It’s too cold to stand out here bashing our gums.” 
 
    Julie snorted. “I bet you need false teeth before me.” 
 
    “Whatever.” Grinning, Yvonne entered the store. Her eyes lit up. She looked left and right, like a kid at a fun park not sure what direction to run in first. 
 
    “Unless you need new slippers, too, we should head that way.” Julie pointed in the direction of a stand with heeled boots. They’d be perfect for winter and Yvonne would look hot as hell in them. 
 
    Unbidden, images of Yvonne’s attempt to dominate her skidded through Julie’s mind. The gesture had been so unexpected and so sincere, Julie couldn’t begrudge her that things didn’t go according to plan. 
 
    “Oh, look at those.” With that, Yvonne was off. 
 
    Leaving her in the capable hands of a salesperson, Julie headed in the direction of sports shoes. Having a job that required her to walk anything from five to twenty-five kilometres a day, she went through footwear faster than underwear. 
 
    After settling on a pair of walking shoes with a good arch support, she tucked the box under her arm and went in search of her wife. 
 
    Mid-aisle, her phone chirped. Recognising Yvonne’s ringtone, she glanced at the screen. ‘Where are you?’ 
 
    Rounding the corner of the aisle, she didn’t bother tapping out a reply. “I’m here.” 
 
    “Good.” She stood in a pair of low heeled black suede shoes with a cute bow on top. “Do you like these?” 
 
    Julie didn’t have the heart to tell her they reminded her of her mother’s slippers. “What’s your other option?” 
 
    “These.” Yvonne toed off the shoes and slipped on a pair of cream low heels with a strap around the ankle. 
 
    “Definitely those.” 
 
    “I’ll take these, please.” She handed the shoes to the sales assistant. “Want me to put these back?” 
 
    Julie followed Yvonne’s gaze to the mountain of discarded shoes and shoeboxes. 
 
    “No, that’s fine.” Shelly, according to her name tag, smiled brightly.  
 
    *** 
 
    The second they stepped inside, warmth wrapped around Julie. The aroma of pine coming from the wood box filled her senses. Upgrading the Kent fire to comply with new heating laws had been money well spent. 
 
    She put the shoeboxes down and helped Yvonne out of her jacket. 
 
    “I’ll throw a piece of wood on the fire then make some lunch.” Her stomach rumbled as if she needed a reminder it was time to eat. 
 
    “I can do that.” Yvonne pulled open the pantry door. “What do you feel like?” 
 
    “Just a sandwich.” 
 
    “Toasted?”  
 
    “Sounds good, Chef Vonn.” 
 
    “Hey, I’ll have you know, I make a mean toasted sandwich.” 
 
    After lunch, Julie flicked through Netflix. With the rain coming down again, it was the perfect day to cuddle up and watch a movie. 
 
    Still in her jeans and a jersey, Yvonne snuggled up next to Julie on the couch. She inhaled the familiar scent of her honey shampoo. 
 
    “What do you want to watch?” 
 
    “You.” Yvonne locked eyes with Julie. 
 
    “I’m not much to look at.” She shrugged. 
 
    “You’re everything to look at, and I don’t think I’m the only one who feels that way.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Here it comes. Julie let out a nervous chuckle. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Please.” She held up a hand. “Don’t do an Yvonne on me.” 
 
    She knew what Yvonne meant. There was no point dancing around the topic. What had they agreed? No lies and that included playing dumb or lying by omission. 
 
    “Sadie?” 
 
    Yvonne nodded. “You were more than friends, weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did she swap teams and dump you?” 
 
    “Do you think I would’ve been so friendly if that was the case?” 
 
    “No, but it would explain why you were reluctant to join her and her husband.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Julie. “I was always reluctant to join her and her husband.” 
 
    The second understanding dawned, Yvonne’s eyes went wide. She opened and closed her mouth several times, before finding her voice. 
 
    “Please don’t tell me we just had coffee with a woman you used to…to…” 
 
    “Screw?” Julie supplied, the word earning her a glare. 
 
    Silence descended, and Julie waited Yvonne out. 
 
    “The married woman you told me about all those years ago?” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    “How long since you’ve seen her?” 
 
    Relieved Yvonne hadn’t ask how long it’d been since she’d heard from her, she answered truthfully. “At least a year before I met you.” 
 
    “So you dated?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Look…” She took Yvonne’s hands in her own. “I don’t want to hurt you. We both have pasts and we both have exes, can we drop it?” 
 
    “We haven’t both dated a married woman, though.” 
 
    That was true. Yvonne would never be shared or share another person’s partner. 
 
    “No, we haven’t.” 
 
    “Tim seems nice.” Her expression was thoughtful. “Does he know, or were you two running around behind his back?” 
 
    Appalled by the idea, Julie clenched her jaw. “I would never cheat or help someone cheat. Tim knew. In fact, he played a large part in getting us together.” 
 
    “Oh, I get it. The lesbian fantasy. Of course he played a part in it.” 
 
    Julie shook her head emphatically. “It wasn’t like that.” 
 
    “You never let him join you? Or…you know, watch.” 
 
    “No!” God, the very idea of it was horrifying. “Never. Sadie’s bisexual.” 
 
    Yvonne let out a heavy breath. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Feeling a little more relaxed, Julie bit back a smile. “Well, that’s when someone’s sexually attracted to both men and women.” 
 
    “Not that. I mean how someone could share their partner.” She shook her head. 
 
    “It’s called being in an open relationship.” 
 
    “I know that.” Frustration crept into Yvonne’s voice. “But I still don’t get it.” 
 
    “Perhaps you don’t have to.” Julie held Yvonne’s gaze. “Not everyone understands why people are gay, but that doesn’t mean what we’re doing is wrong.” 
 
    “That’s kind of different, don’t you think?” 
 
    “How so?” Julie asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    If a man or woman happily let their partner take a lover, who was she to judge? She and Sadie had amazing chemistry. The sex was off the charts, and the arrangement suited all three. 
 
    Once, while Tim was out of town, she’d stayed the night. In the morning they both agreed it felt like they’d crossed a line. Not wanting to complicate their relationship, they never spent an entire night together again. Whether Sadie had told Tim about the overnighter or not, she didn’t know to this day. 
 
    “What we’re doing is an act of love, and we aren’t hurting anyone,” Yvonne continued. 
 
    “How do you know what they’re doing’s not the same in their eyes?” 
 
    According to Sadie, if Tim hadn’t suggested she take a lover, she never would have. Until he planted the seed, Sadie had always believed in monogamy. 
 
    “Someone could’ve got hurt.” Yvonne cut into her thoughts. 
 
    She was like a dog with a bone. But Julie had the perfect reply, because she too had thought about it many times over the years. 
 
    “They could’ve, but they didn’t. You want to know why?” 
 
    Looking dubious, Yvonne nodded. 
 
    “Because no one was lying or cheating. Affairs end marriages. Doing stuff behind your partner’s back ruins trust, and that’s a hard thing to bounce back from.” 
 
    “So you’re saying it’s okay to screw other people, as you so eloquently put it, as long as your partner knows?” 
 
    Exasperated, Julie exhaled a heavy sigh. “I’m saying who are we to judge?” 
 
    “Well, why didn’t you just say that?” A cheeky grin spread across Yvonne’s face. 
 
    “No wonder Ginger ran away.” Julie shook her head. 
 
    Glad the conversation was over, she picked up the remote. 
 
    “Didn’t you get jealous knowing she was going home to someone else?” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Apparently the conversation wasn’t over. 
 
    Julie slumped back against the sofa. “That was the beauty of it. At the time, I didn’t want a committed relationship. Not once did I have to explain to her why, or worry she’d fall in love with me. She loved her husband, end of story. We had awesome sex, nothing more, nothing less.” 
 
    Yvonne winced, and Julie kicked herself for adding the last part. 
 
    “Oh, hey, babe. Don’t you dare do that. We have awesome sex.” 
 
    When we have it. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about taking a lover? You know, to fill the gap I’m not filling?” 
 
    “No! Never. You’re my world.” And by God, she meant it. “Sex pales in comparison to the love we share.” She pulled Yvonne into her lap and wrapped her in a fierce embrace. “Never, ever, forget that.” 
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 Chapter 9 
 
    Mid-morning Monday, Yvonne pushed aside the contract claims and made her way to the staffroom. No matter how busy they were, Gary insisted everyone stop for a break at ten and another at three. He said it gave the team time to bond. While he wasn’t wrong, Yvonne didn’t share any more about her personal life than she had to. 
 
    Five steaming mugs were already placed strategically around the oval boardroom table, thanks to Fiona. 
 
    Yvonne took her usual seat. She picked up her mug, inhaling the aroma of lemon and spice. 
 
    The scent of Fiona’s coffee drifted in Yvonne’s direction, taunting her. She loved coffee, but it didn’t love her. Other than her morning brew, the rest of the day it was herbal tea for her. 
 
    Nick, another co-worker, wandered into the room. 
 
    “Morning, ladies.” He winced, gingerly lowering himself into his seat.  
 
    “Morning.” Yvonne set her cup down on the glass coaster. “Are you injured?” 
 
    He clutched his ribs. “Rugby.” 
 
    Yawning, Jason entered the room. “Harden up, poofter.” 
 
    Right at that moment, Gary walked up behind Jason. “Come with me.” His voice was calm, but Jason’s shoulders rose up around his ears all the same. 
 
    Head down, he looked like a school boy summoned to the principal’s office as he was marched past the glass windows encasing the staffroom. 
 
    “I don’t think he meant any offense,” Fiona said. 
 
    “I know,” Yvonne replied. 
 
    “Hey, what about me?” Nick asked, looking like it hurt to breathe let alone speak. “I’m the one who got hurt.” 
 
    “Pfft.” Fiona gave him a smug look. “I’m sure you’ve been called worse.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean the name calling. I meant my ribs.” 
 
    “What happened?” Fiona blew on her coffee. “Did you get rucked?” 
 
    Listening with half an ear, Yvonne hoped Gary wasn’t too hard on Jason. He was young and spirited and she had a lot of time for him. He was a great quantity surveyor, and they worked well together. 
 
    However, Gary had no tolerance for bigotry. That included anything perceived as a derogative term. 
 
    “How’s the team this morning?” Gary strolled back into the staffroom like it was any other morning. “Anyone do anything exciting over the weekend?” 
 
    Quiet as a mouse, Jason slumped into his chair. He glanced at Yvonne and mouthed, “Sorry.” 
 
    She mouthed back, “It’s fine.” 
 
    And it was. Jason didn’t have a homophobic bone in his body. He didn’t have much of a filter either, but he’d never been rude to Yvonne. 
 
    *** 
 
    Back at her desk, Jason wandered over. He pushed some papers aside and perched on the corner. “I meant no offense.” 
 
    “None taken.” 
 
    “Gary thinks highly of you.” 
 
    “He has a funny way of showing it,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “I can’t argue with that.” 
 
    Most of the time he was barking out orders, wanting constant progress updates, running around like a madman keeping everyone but his admin team happy. 
 
    A smile softened Jason’s blue eyes. “He’s a hard taskmaster, but the business wouldn’t be thriving without his drive.” 
 
    “True.” Yvonne picked up her pen, ready to get back to the claim a subcontractor had just submitted. “You might as well pull up a chair while you’re here. I’ve got to sign off the progress claim a plumber put in.” 
 
    “Which project?” 
 
    “The birthing centre.” 
 
    “Would it be inappropriate to make a joke about plumbing and birthing?” 
 
    “Yes, it would,” Yvonne said around a smile. 
 
    *** 
 
    An hour later, Yvonne jumped when her phone pinged. Putting aside her paperwork, she read Sarah’s message. ‘How was your weekend?’ 
 
    She replied with one word. ‘Good.’ 
 
    ‘Everything still okay at home?’ 
 
    Sarah had been asking the same question since the last time they’d caught up in person. Making a split-second decision, Yvonne tapped out a reply. 
 
    ‘Wanna meet for lunch?’ She tossed her phone aside then quickly snatched it back. ‘Will go for my walk tonight.’ 
 
    ‘No walk?’ 
 
    ‘Snap!’ Yvonne chuckled. ‘See you soon.’ 
 
    At twelve o’clock, she made her way toward reception. 
 
    “Wow, is it that time already?” Fiona glanced at her watch. 
 
    “Sure is.” Yvonne was met by a blast of cold air when she pushed open the front door. Shutting it again, she rushed back to her desk and threw on her jacket. 
 
    “You might want your umbrella, too,” Fiona said as Yvonne attempted to step out again. 
 
    “I won’t need it. I’m driving.” 
 
    “Oooh.” She waggled her eyebrows. “Another date with your wife?” 
 
    “Something like that.” Yvonne shut the door to a smiling Fiona. 
 
    Five minutes later, she hurried into the café. This time, she arrived ahead of Sarah, but it was too cold to stand around outside waiting for her. 
 
    She hadn’t made it as far as the counter before the café door whooshed open and in she rushed. 
 
    “Hi, you.” Shivering, Sarah gave her a quick hug. “I’m so over this weather.” 
 
    “It’ll be spring before you know it.” Yvonne said. 
 
    September was just around the corner, and although she wasn’t a fan of frosty mornings, watching new-born lambs frolicking in paddocks was a sight she would never tire of. 
 
    “What are you having?” Yvonne got her wallet out. 
 
    Without taking her eyes off the chalk board, Sarah replied, “I’ll have the lunch special.” 
 
    Yvonne stepped up to the counter. “Two bowls of soup, please.” 
 
    She took the card with 42 printed on it and led Sarah to a table as far away from the front door as possible. She didn’t fancy a blast of cold air up her skirt every time someone entered the café. 
 
    Slacks would provide a little more warmth, but she refused to wear them to construction sites. For some reason, the minute she did she was treated like one of the boys, back-slaps and all. 
 
    Draping her jacket over the back of the chair, Yvonne lowered herself into the plastic seat. 
 
    “You’d think they’d get more comfortable chairs if they want their customers to stick around, wouldn’t you?” Sarah wiggled from side to side, trying to get comfortable. 
 
    “It’s lunchtime, most people don’t have time to linger.” 
 
    “Good point.” Sarah looked beyond Yvonne. “Here comes our soup.” 
 
    The decadent aroma of carrots, onions, celery, herbs, and spices assailed her nostrils as the bowls were placed on the table, along with complimentary, crusty bread rolls. 
 
    She scooped up a spoonful and blew on it before taking a sip. The combination of flavours exploded on her tongue. “Mm, this is good. Almost as good as Julie’s.” She made the best vegetable soup in the world. 
 
    “I assume things are okay judging by the way your face lit up when you said her name.” 
 
    “Did it?” Yvonne hadn’t even realised. “We’ve talked, a lot.” 
 
    “Talking is good.” Sarah absently dropped bits of bread into her soup. “Spill.” 
 
    “Did I ever tell you Julie had an affair with a married woman?” 
 
    ‘No, you did not!’ Sarah’s mouth fell open. “No wonder you thought she was cheating if she’s done it before.” 
 
    “No, no. She was single at the time.” 
 
    “Ah, so the other woman was cheating.” She nodded as if she understood. 
 
    “Wrong.” 
 
    “I’m lost.” Sarah picked up her spoon. 
 
    “Her husband knew.” 
 
    “Wow. How does that work?” 
 
    “Sadie’s bisexual.” 
 
    “No shit, Einstein. I figured that much out for myself.” 
 
    “Would you let me finish?” 
 
    Grinning, she scooped up some soup. 
 
    “Her husband was away a lot for work. From what Julie’s told me, he encouraged her to take a lover.” 
 
    “There’s such a thing as toys, you know?” 
 
    “Yes, I know.” Yvonne gave her a pointed look. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” Sarah choked on a mouthful of soup. “That’s not what I meant.” 
 
    “Relax. Sure there are toys, but they’re not the same as the real thing, are they?” 
 
    For a long time, Sarah studied her. She took her glasses off and swirled them by the arm. 
 
    When Yvonne couldn’t stand it any longer, she blurted out, “What? Why are you looking at me like that?” 
 
    “I’m wondering where my prim and proper friend has gone. Last week, the mere mention of sex made you blush. Now, here you are openly discussing the topic.” 
 
    “I’m fifty, almost fifty-one.” She shrugged. “It’s time I was more open. And to be honest, since I opened up to Julie, we’ve become closer.” 
 
    “I’m happy for you.” Sarah put her glasses back on. “A relationship’s a lot like a garden.” 
 
    “Stop.” Yvonne held up her hand. “Please don’t tell me you have flowery names for your lady bits.” 
 
    “Of course not, petal,” Sarah replied without missing a beat. “If you want your relationship to thrive, you have to nurture it. If you don’t, it will wilt and die.” 
 
    “That was deep.” Yvonne pushed her empty plate aside. 
 
    “So’s your love for Julie.” 
 
    “It is. I’ll do anything to keep our love alive.” 
 
    “Including share her?” 
 
    “Now you’re being silly.” Yvonne grinned, unwilling to admit the thought had crossed her mind. 
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 Chapter 10 
 
    With Yvonne’s birthday fast approaching, Julie considered making a booking for two at the local pub. The atmosphere was relaxed and their beer-battered fish was to die for. 
 
    Thoughts of the last time she’d surprised Yvonne made her think better of it. Unbeknown to her, Yvonne had a deadline to meet for work. She was uptight all night which in turn ruined what should’ve been a relaxing evening. 
 
    “What would you like to do for your birthday?” Julie asked, erring on the side of caution. 
 
    “Nothing,” Yvonne replied without looking up. 
 
    “Come on, we have to do something. We could ask Sarah and Neil if they’d like to join us for dinner. They’re good people.” 
 
    “They are, but they’re also away this weekend.” 
 
    “Oh, really. When did you find that out?” Julie cocked her head to the side. 
 
    “Yesterday. She texted me.” 
 
    Screwing up her face, Julie folded her arms across her chest. “And you didn’t tell me?” 
 
    “What?” Yvonne dragged her eyes off the magazine she’d been reading. 
 
    “Why the secrecy?” 
 
    “It’s not a secret. I just didn’t think to tell you.”  
 
    “Why not?” Julie stifled the righteous smile trying to burst forth. It probably wasn’t the best of times to be winding Yvonne up, but she couldn’t pass up the opportunity. 
 
    “Do you expect me to tell you about every phone call and text I get? Here.” She threw her phone to Julie. 
 
    “No thanks.” She tossed it back. “I trust you.” 
 
    She counted backwards, waiting for the penny to drop. Three, two….she didn’t get to one.  
 
    “Point taken.” Yvonne pointed a finger. “But in fairness, Sarah’s a close friend, whom you’ve met several times, not an ex-lover.” 
 
    She had a point. “True.” 
 
    “I get it, though, we don’t have to share every conversation we have.” 
 
    “But we do need to trust each other.” 
 
    “That we do.” Yvonne nodded slowly. 
 
    Not liking the distance between them, even though it was companionable, she uncrossed her arms and joined Yvonne on the sofa. 
 
    “May I have the honour of taking you out for your birthday.” Julie raised Yvonne’s hand and kissed her knuckles. Her chivalry earned her a gorgeous smile. 
 
    “We could pretend it’s our first date and play footsies under the table.” Julie waggled her eyebrows. 
 
    “We do that at home, and we certainly didn’t do that on our first date.” 
 
    They didn’t do it on their second either. It took weeks for Julie to get past first base. 
 
    “Remember the first time we made love?” Yvonne asked, rubbing the back of Julie’s hand with the pad of her thumb. 
 
    How could she forget? It was so unexpected, she was dumbstruck. “I’ll never forget it.” She smiled at the memory. “You grabbed me by the shirt collar and whisked me off to your room. I was speechless.” 
 
    “I told you you’d know when I was ready.” 
 
    “You sure you haven’t got an inner domme trapped in there?” Julie tapped Yvonne’s chest. 
 
    “Pfft, I’m assertive, not controlling.” 
 
    “I can work with assertive.” 
 
    “Now who’s acting like a dog with a bone?” 
 
    As tempted as she was to tell Yvonne she was willing to sit on her haunches and beg, Julie didn’t want to push her luck. 
 
    “So, how about I take you out for dinner for your birthday? Let me woo you all over again?” 
 
    “You don’t have to woo me, you’re stuck with me.” 
 
    “Is that a yes?” 
 
    “Yes! Now shut up.” Yvonne laughed. 
 
    *** 
 
    After paying the taxi driver, Julie held the pub door open, letting Yvonne enter first. 
 
    At seven on a Saturday night, the place was busy but not packed. By eleven it would be rocking. They’d be long gone before then. 
 
    A fireplace in the corner created a warm and inviting atmosphere. Soft jazz filtered through speakers, and the aroma of bar food hung in the air. 
 
    “Would you like to have a drink at the bar first, or sit at a table?” 
 
    “Let’s sit at the bar. It reminds me of Cheers.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.”  
 
    A gentleman sitting at a table alone smiled as they walked by. Julie tipped her head in greeting. 
 
    They pulled up two barstools near the middle of the bar and put their feet on the brass foot rail. A woman on her own, busy scrolling through her phone, paid them no attention. Two blokes sharing a pint said hi, then went back to bantering about cattle sales that day. 
 
    “What’ll it be?” Julie asked Yvonne. 
 
    “Umm.” She pursed her lips in thought. “I think I’ll have a Bacardi and Coke.” 
 
    “Ooh, living dangerously.” 
 
    It was a drink Yvonne didn’t often indulge in, as it tended to go straight to her head. 
 
    “Unlike when I was thirty, I’m sure I can handle it.” She didn’t have to spell out what she meant. 
 
    They’d only been together a few months and Yvonne had ended up crying drunk. She’d spilled her guts about past lovers and how breaking up sucked. Snivelling against Julie’s shoulder, she’d begged her to never break her heart. 
 
    At the time, Julie didn’t know if she could keep the promise, so she just stroked her hair and soothed her. 
 
    When Yvonne had tried to entice her into bed, stating she needed her, rather than take advantage of the drunken damsel in distress, Julie tucked her in, and held her tight until she fell asleep. 
 
    After placing some painkillers on her bedside table, she’d pushed the button in the lock and let herself out. 
 
    The next day, mortified, Yvonne texted Julie asking her to forget every word she’d said and to promise to never mention it again. Julie had kept her promise, but the night was one she’d never forget. It was also the first time Yvonne had said she loved her. 
 
    Drunk or not, those three little words had wrapped around Julie’s heart. 
 
    The bartender stopped in front of them. “Evening, ladies, what’ll it be tonight?” 
 
    “Bacardi and Coke for my lady, and what’s on tap?” 
 
    “We have lager or stout.” 
 
    “Ew. You can keep the stout.” Julie screwed up her face. She didn’t know how people could drink the thick, black brew. “I’ll have a lager, please.” 
 
    “Coming right up.” He pulled the handle, flicked froth off the top of the glass, then continued to pour. 
 
    After placing the pint in front of Julie, he grabbed a tumbler and addressed Yvonne. “Ice for the lady?” 
 
    She absently fiddled with her necklace, looking delighted. “Please, but not too much.” 
 
    As he turned to do her bidding, Yvonne nudged Julie in the side. She leaned in close. “Don’t look now, but do you know that woman at the end of the bar?” 
 
    Without thought, Julie spun around. 
 
    Her eyes locked on an attractive young woman. Lights from the bar shimmered off pearl drop earrings. Delicate curls of honey-blonde hair framed her face. A gold chain with a pendant drew the eye to her cleavage framed by a V-neck top. 
 
    Not wanting to be caught staring, she turned back around. 
 
    The muscles in Yvonne’s jaw worked. “I said don’t look now.” 
 
    “Come on, that’s like telling a kid not to play with matches. And no, I don’t know her. Why?” 
 
    “She keeps looking at us. Are you sure? Maybe you read her meter. And for God’s sake, don’t turn around again.” 
 
    “Considering I have my back to her, she must be looking at you? Maybe you priced up a job and were too expensive. Is she shooting daggers at you or smiling?” Julie took a mouthful of beer, enjoying the cold brew. 
 
    “Shit.” Panic flashed in Yvonne’s eyes. “She’s heading this way.” 
 
    Amused, Julie shook her head. “Would you relax? She probably knows those two blokes down there.” She pointed to the end of the bar. 
 
    “Hi.” A soft voice came from behind them. 
 
    Julie spun on her barstool and was met by amber eyes. At a quick guess, the woman was in her early thirties. 
 
    “Hi,” Julie said, being polite as Yvonne appeared to have lost her voice. 
 
    “I saw you looking my way. I’m sure you’re nervous, so I thought I’d break the ice.” She gave them an alluring smile. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” The sharp tone of Yvonne’s voice made Julie wince. 
 
    “Lisa and Tina?” She looked from one to the other, waiting for confirmation. 
 
    “No.” Julie pointed to herself and then Yvonne. “I’m Julie, this is Yvonne.” 
 
    “Oh.” Her face fell. “I should’ve known. Sorry to bother you.” 
 
    “Known what?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    The woman shook her head. “I’ve been stood up.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” Julie asked, unsure why. 
 
    “Barbara.” She cleared her throat. “Brenda.” 
 
    Eyeing her like an interloper, Yvonne didn’t beat around the bush. “You’re not sure of your name?” 
 
    “It’s complicated.” When the door to the pub opened, Brenda’s face lit up. A couple walked in, and her expression dimmed. She looked like a lost puppy. 
 
    “I’ll leave you two in peace.” She gave them a half smile. “Enjoy your evening, ladies.” 
 
    “Must suck to be stood up,” Julie said, her heart sinking on Brenda’s behalf. 
 
    “I reckon,” Yvonne spoke in a whisper, her lips brushing the shell of Julie’s ear. “Should we ask her to join us? I feel really sorry for her.” 
 
    “I’m all for making new friends,” Julie replied. She met new people every day. Talking to strangers was second nature to her. 
 
    “Hey,” Julie said. Once she had Brenda’s attention, she pointed to an empty table behind them. “You’re welcome to sit with us while you finish your drink.” 
 
    “That’s a very kind offer.” A small smile crinkled her eyes. “I’d like that.” 
 
    Once they were seated, Yvonne asked the question that had been running through Julie’s mind. 
 
    “So, Barbara…” 
 
    “Brenda.”  
 
    “Right. So, Brenda, how does one forget their name.” 
 
    “I didn’t forget. Barbara’s my online name, my real name is Brenda. You two seem normal, so I dropped the alias.” 
 
    Confusion was written all over Yvonne’s face. She looked at Julie as if to say, please translate. 
 
    Totally lost herself, Julie drained the last of her beer. “Care to explain?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Yvonne said, sounding like a sassy teenager instead of a fifty-one-year-old woman. “Why lie about your name? Lying’s not a good way to start any relationship.” 
 
    Brenda smiled around the straw she was sipping on. She pulled it out from between her ruby-red lips and addressed Yvonne head on. “Firstly, who said I’m looking for a relationship? Secondly, have you ever dated online?” 
 
    “No. Never. My wife and I have been together for twenty years, married for almost five of those.” 
 
    Julie’s mind was still stuck on the first question. “I thought you said you got stood up?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “But you were meeting Lisa and Tina.” 
 
    “I was.” 
 
    All the colour drained from Yvonne’s face before rushing back, her cheeks crimson. “Forgive me for being so forward…” 
 
    Julie put her elbows on the table. This was going to be good. 
 
    “Are you saying you were meeting a couple, a lesbian couple, to have, to you know…” 
 
    “To fuck?” 
 
    The way the word rolled off Brenda’s tongue sent an unexpected blast of heat straight between Julie’s legs. Brenda’s eyes never strayed from Yvonne, and that turned her on even more. 
 
    What the hell was going on here? Julie shook her head to clear it of all sexual thoughts, images of Brenda taking control, not only of her but of Yvonne as well. 
 
    If anyone could dominate them both, she had no doubt Brenda could. She had an aura about her that screamed stand up and listen. Or get on your knees, as may be the case. 
 
    “Wow, you don’t mince words, do you?” Yvonne looked equal parts impressed and embarrassed. 
 
    Brenda lifted a shoulder. “It is what it is, and I’m not here to waste anyone’s time. Unfortunately, it seems Lisa and Tina joined the site to do just that.” 
 
    Ice tinkled in Yvonne’s glass as she drained the last mouthful. “What site?” 
 
    “Find Someone.” 
 
    Julie was torn between going to the bar to get Yvonne a refill and staying glued to her seat, so she didn’t miss a thing. 
 
    “Sounds like a dating site to me, not a hook-up site.” Yvonne put her empty glass on the table. 
 
    “You’d be surprised.” A twinkle sparkled in Brenda’s eyes. She looked like mischief personified. “Can I buy you ladies a drink?” 
 
    Brilliant! A thrill shot through Julie. She wouldn’t have to leave the table after all. 
 
    “Oh, wow, what a nice offer. It’s Yvonne’s birthday.” Julie beamed. 
 
    Yvonne narrowed her eyes but let it go. She hated being made a fuss of, and that included Julie telling all and sundry it was her birthday. 
 
    “Since it’s rude to ask a lady her age, I won’t.” Brenda tucked a loose curl behind her ear. “But let me guess...” She tilted her head, studying Yvonne, gaze raking over her body. 
 
    Rather than feel jealous, Julie had the insane desire to ask if she wanted to follow them home. 
 
    Ugh, what was wrong with her? They were married, not playing the field. That ship sailed long ago. 
 
    “Forty-two. Am I right?” Brenda leaned back in her chair, arms folded across her breasts. Very nice breasts; high, full, and round. 
 
    “Is that how you snag your women, sweet talk them?” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Not at all, I prefer to order them around.” 
 
    Feigning a hot flash, Julie picked up a menu and fanned herself. 
 
    “Well, if that’s how it works, I’m not interested.” Yvonne sat back, mimicking Brenda’s posture. 
 
    “Did I imply you were?” Brenda’s lips twitched. She was having fun. 
 
    Flustered, Yvonne held up her empty glass. “I’ll have a Bacardi and Coke, thanks.” 
 
    “How about you? Julie isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is, and I’ll have a lager, thank you.” 
 
    While Brenda was at the bar, Julie moved her chair closer to Yvonne’s. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She didn’t want to get rid of Brenda but if Yvonne was uncomfortable then she would. After all, it was Yvonne’s special night, and you only got to celebrate your birthday once a year. 
 
    “I’m having fun, and it would be pretty crappy to ditch her when she’s already been stood up once tonight.” 
 
    Julie spoke into Yvonne’s ear. “And she’s pretty hot.” 
 
    “She’s gorgeous. And at least twenty years my junior.” 
 
    Julie sat back. “And that doesn’t appeal to you?” 
 
    “I’m not even going to answer that.” Yvonne pursed her lips. “You’re my wife, and I only have eyes for you.” 
 
    Rather than point out Yvonne did in fact answer the question, Julie whispered, “Happy Birthday.” 
 
    The staccato of heels on the hardwood floor announced Brenda’s return. “Beer for you.” She placed a tall glass in front of Julie. “Rum and Coke for you.” She put a tumbler in front of Yvonne. 
 
    “Thank you, but I said Bacardi.” 
 
    How rude. 
 
    Cheeks on fire, Julie nudged Yvonne’s foot under the table. She ignored her. 
 
    Pulling her chair closer, Brenda rested her elbows on the table, chin on her hands. “Bacardi is rum. White rum.” She held Yvonne’s gaze. “You’re welcome, by the way.” 
 
    “Sorry, and thank you,” Yvonne said, looking and sounding remorseful. 
 
    Brenda sipped from a straw in a tall glass. 
 
    Julie nodded at the clear liquid. “Please don’t tell me that’s Bacardi on the rocks?”  
 
    “Sorry to disappoint, it’s water on the rocks.” 
 
    “Oh, great. Now I feel bad,” Yvonne said. “Not only was I rude, but you paid for drinks for us and didn’t get one for yourself. Here, allow me.” She picked up her purse. 
 
    “It’s fine.” Brenda put a hand on Yvonne’s forearm stopping her movements. 
 
    Time stood still as all three fixated on the unexpected contact. After what felt like forever, Brenda retracted her hand. 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t normally touch without permission. But I’m fine, honestly. I have to drive back to Dannevirke, so I can’t have another.” 
 
    “You drove all this way to hook up with someone?” Yvonne took a healthy swig of her drink. 
 
    Tempted to tell her to slow down, Julie reminded herself she was her lover not her mother. And she had to admit, when Yvonne’s inhibitions were lowered she was a sight to behold. 
 
    “Sure, it’s not that far, and Dannevirke’s a small place. I don’t need people knowing my business.” 
 
    “And what is your business?” Yvonne nailed her with a look that made Julie brace herself. “Breaking up married women?” 
 
    Ouch. 
 
    It took all of Julie’s willpower not to rip the glass out from under Yvonne’s nose. 
 
    “You’re adorable.” Brenda gave her a clipped smiled. “And ill-informed. I hate to break it to you, but not every couple is monogamous.” 
 
    “I know that. Before we met…” She looked at Julie and Julie shook her head, the movement almost imperceptible. 
 
    Relief swept through her when Yvonne trailed off. No matter how nice Brenda seemed, Julie’s affair with Sadie was no one else’s business. 
 
    “How does it work?” An adorable blush tinted Yvonne’s cheeks. “You know, when you meet up with a couple.” 
 
    “Would you like me to tell you? Or show you?” There was that enigmatic smile again. Brenda was trouble with a capital T. She was also sex on legs. Long, toned legs. 
 
    “You know perfectly well what I meant.” Yvonne’s tone was all business, but Julie wasn’t fooled. She was more than a little intrigued, and that intrigued Julie. 
 
    “May I ask you something?” Brenda directed the question at Yvonne. 
 
    Julie’s heart leapt into her throat. What was she going to ask? Would Yvonne be polite or shoot her down? 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Where do you work?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I can learn a lot about a person by their job.” 
 
    Biting back a grin, Julie nudged Yvonne’s elbow. “Go on, tell her who you work for.” 
 
    “Gary’s Erection Company.” She held Brenda’s gaze as if challenging her to poke fun at the name. Gary’s ego aside, Yvonne was fiercely loyal to her boss. 
 
    When Brenda turned her attention to her phone, it took everything in Julie not to tell her  to stop being so bloody rude. How dare her ignore Yvonne to check her messages. Perhaps she had a message from her no show. 
 
    A slow smile spread across her face. “Nice to meet you, Yvonne Henderson.” 
 
    “What?” Yvonne’s mouth fell open. “How did you know my last name?” 
 
    “It’s on the company website. Project manager, huh? Nice.” She looked from Julie to Yvonne. “Rule number one when playing, don’t give out your real name.” 
 
    “Who says we’re playing?” 
 
    “No one, you asked me to tell you how it works.” 
 
    “Sorry.” Yvonne nodded. “Go on.” 
 
    “Do you have a landline?” 
 
    “Sure do,” Julie replied, thoughts of her mother making her smile. 
 
    “In the phonebook?” 
 
    “Yep,” Yvonne replied. “Under my name.” 
 
    “So I could find out your address too.” A smug smile graced her face. 
 
    Well I’ll be a mother fucker. 
 
    Just how easy it was to be found hit Julie like a sledgehammer. She was always cautious about what she posted on Facebook, which wasn’t much these days, but not once had she stopped to think bragging about her wife and the projects she was managing could lead someone to their doorstep. 
 
    “Where do you work?” Yvonne asked Brenda. 
 
    “In retail. Rule number two. Don’t reveal too much about yourself too soon.” 
 
    Barely taking her eyes off Brenda, Yvonne pushed her empty glass in front of Julie.  
 
    “No giving out real names, got it. When does the fun begin? Because from where I’m sitting, being stood up isn’t much fun.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know about that. I’m having fun, aren’t you?” She flashed Yvonne a killer smile that made Julie weak in the knees. 
 
    Hoping her legs wouldn’t give out, she got to her feet. “Would you like another water?” 
 
    “If I’m not overstaying my welcome,” Brenda replied, “That would be lovely.” 
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 Chapter 11 
 
    After too much to drink, and a delicious meal of fish and chips, they said goodnight to Brenda and fell into the backseat of a cab, laughing. 
 
    Yvonne rested her head on Julie’s shoulder. “Oh, my God. Can you believe it? She offered us a lift home!” 
 
    “I can, she was nice and totally into you.” Julie hadn’t missed Brenda’s appreciative gaze rake over Yvonne’s body on more than one occasion. 
 
    “Was not.” Yvonne snorted. 
 
    “Was too.” 
 
    “Well, tough, I’m all yours. And when we get home, I’m going to show you how hot I think you are.” 
 
    “You’re drunk.” 
 
    “I’m horny.” She hiccupped on a giggle. 
 
    “Shh.” Julie nudged Yvonne when the cab driver glanced at them in the rearview mirror. 
 
    Once they arrived home, she put Yvonne in the shower and turned it to cold. 
 
    “Fuck.” Yvonne screeched, nipples puckering under the cold jets. “That’s just mean. No sex for you.” She pouted. 
 
    “Good.” Julie turned the water to warm. “I’d hate to be accused of taking advantage of you while you’re drunk.” 
 
    She turned to pull a towel off the heated rail and was assailed by big fat drops of water. She turned and got an eye full…of water. 
 
    She held up her hands, shielding her face. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Oops, sorry. Now we’re even.” Yvonne giggled, hanging up the showerhead. 
 
    Not willing to admit defeat, Julie slipped out of her wet shirt. “We’re not even until I’m naked, too.” 
 
    In the blink of an eye, the atmosphere went from playful to charged. Yvonne wrapped her arms around her, pulling her close, chest to chest. 
 
    With her heated gaze locked on Julie, Yvonne walked backward, towing her toward their bedroom. All of Julie’s good intentions not to take advantage of Yvonne while she was drunk flew out the window. 
 
    In the bedroom, she quickly stripped and joined Yvonne on the bed. “Tell me you want me.” 
 
    “I want you. So, so much.” The desperation in her tone ramped up Julie’s excitement. She lowered her mouth to Yvonne’s, swallowing her moans of pleasure. 
 
    They kissed long and slow, bodies and tongues entwined. Weaving her leg out from between Yvonne’s, Julie cupped her mound. Liquid heat soaked into her palm. 
 
    “Want to tell me what’s got you all excited?” 
 
    She lowered her head and sucked a nipple into her mouth, swirling her tongue around before drawing it between her lips again. 
 
    “You.” Yvonne rocked her pelvis, a silent plea for more. 
 
    Their lips met again. Julie pushed one finger inside, rolling her thumb in slow circles over her clit. 
 
    Moaning, Yvonne’s breath whispered across Julie’s neck. “More.” 
 
    Just as Julie was about to grant her wish, she had a better idea. It’d been a while since the toys had come out, but she was willing to chance Yvonne would be receptive. 
 
    “Should I get Freda?” 
 
    Yvonne’s heavy lidded eyes fluttered open. “Please.” 
 
    The husky timbre of her voice was all the encouragement Julie needed. She leaned over to retrieve the electric-blue vibrator out of the bedside drawer. 
 
    “Geez, woman, don’t squash me.” Yvonne squirmed as if Julie weighed a tonne. 
 
    “Shush.” Julie silenced her with a kiss. With her thumb and forefinger, she twisted the base of the vibrator. A thrill ran through her when it buzzed to life. 
 
    She ran it along Yvonne’s slit, simultaneously teasing her nipples with her tongue. Yvonne’s hand snaked through Julie’s short, black hair, gently pulling on the roots. 
 
    Julie teased her with the toy until she was bucking against her hand, a silent plea to be fucked. 
 
    “You want this inside you?” 
 
    “Yes,” her voice was breathy. 
 
    “Imagine it strapped to Brenda.” 
 
    She held her breath, waiting for Yvonne’s response. They’d fantasised together before, but it’d been a long time. 
 
    When Yvonne murmured, “God, yes,” Julie nuzzled her neck and she slid the toy home. 
 
    “Imagine she’s fucking you while I’m sucking you.” She sucked Yvonne’s nipple into her mouth. 
 
    A wanton moan tore from Yvonne’s chest, igniting Julie’s blood. Her pussy throbbed, and her nipples ached. She fed off Yvonne’s arousal. 
 
    “She’s fucking you, pumping in and out. I’m watching your walls gripping and releasing her cock.” 
 
    When Yvonne whimpered in response, Julie upped the tempo, working the vibrator at the same time as she drew a nipple into her mouth. 
 
    Yvonne’s breaths came faster, her moans louder. Her hips bucked wildly, and over she went. 
 
    “Ah, fuck.” Her hand clamped down on Julie’s arm, fingernails digging in, hips bucking as she rode out her orgasm. 
 
    As her body stilled, Julie turned the dial on the base of the toy until the vibrations ceased. Withdrawing slowly, she peppered kisses along Yvonne’s neck as she came down.  
 
    “I don’t think I’ve come so hard in—” 
 
    “Ten years?” Julie supplied. 
 
    “Shut up.” Yvonne smacked her arm, before collapsing back against the pillow. “I need water.” 
 
    “Stay where you are, I’ll get it.” Julie climbed out of bed. She opened the door and Ginger rushed in. 
 
    In the kitchen, the cold linoleum made her do a quick march to the sink. She filled a large glass with water and rushed back to their bedroom. 
 
    She paused in the doorway, taking in the scene before her. Yvonne was fast asleep, blankets pulled up to her neck, Ginger purring loudly on her chest. 
 
    Thinking ahead, Julie backtracked to the bathroom and grabbed some painkillers. Someone was going to have a sore head in the morning, and it wasn’t her. 
 
    Overcome by the love she felt for this wonderful woman, she climbed into bed and kissed her cheek. “Love you.” 
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 Chapter 12 
 
    The first thing Yvonne became aware of when she woke the next morning was the pounding of a jackhammer. She cracked an eye open, and the throbbing turned to excruciating pain. She had the headache of all headaches. 
 
    Groaning, she slammed her eyes shut again. 
 
    When would she learn Bacardi-and-coke weren’t her friends? She was old enough to know better. Shit. How many did she have? Three, four, or was it five? 
 
    “Morning, sleepyhead.” The bed dipped when Julie’s sat beside her, smelling fresh as a daisy. 
 
    Cracking open an eye; she was met by Julie’s smiling face. 
 
    “Here, take these.” She handed her two Ibuprofen, followed by a tall glass of water. “You probably should have guzzled this before you conked out, would’ve helped stave off the headache.” 
 
    “Thanks, Doc Julie.” 
 
    The bed rocked making her feel seasick as Julie got to her feet. 
 
    “I’ll go scramble some eggs. The protein will help settle your tummy.” 
 
    “Who says I’ve got an upset stomach?” Yvonne sat up and a wave of nausea slammed into her like a Tsunami. “Ugh.” She flopped back against the pillows. 
 
    “See you in the kitchen.” Julie squeezed her hand. 
 
    “I hate you.” Yvonne called after her as if it was her fault she’d had far too much to drink. 
 
    Something Julie said to her after the third drink, or maybe it was her forth, hit her full force. “Are you sure you want another?” 
 
    Last night she’d been sure, this morning, not so much. Thank God it was Sunday, and she didn’t have to work. 
 
    A wave of vertigo hit her as she got to her feet. Taking a minute to get her balance, she cursed old age. She’d never been a big drinker, but twenty years ago a few drinks hadn’t knocked her around like this. Then again, twenty years ago her bones didn’t ache when she got out of bed either. 
 
    The terrycloth robe caressed every inch of her skin as she slipped it on. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    She pulled open the belt and looked down. Yep, she was naked. She must’ve been buzzed not to have taken the time to slip her nightie back on, after… 
 
    Embarrassment hit her like a hot flash as the previous night seeped into her consciousness. One look at Freda, abandoned like an unwanted friend, confirmed their make out session hadn’t been a dream. Feeling bad for her faithful toy, she bent down to retrieve it. 
 
    She squinted against the blinding pain as blood rushed to her temples. Abandoning Freda, she straightened again. 
 
    “I’ll clean you up later.” Great, now she was talking to her vibrator as if it was a person. 
 
    After relieving her bladder, she washed her hands, trying hard not to look in the mirror above the vanity. Bits of hair stuck out like twigs in a birds nest, her eyes were bloodshot, her complexion pale. 
 
    One thing she knew for sure, breakfast was either going to kill or cure her. 
 
    “Sit.” Julie ushered her to the table where a tall glass of orange juice was waiting for her, pill bottle beside it. 
 
    “Thanks.” She popped an omeprazole, hoping the acid suppressant would kick in quickly. 
 
    She glanced around, looking for Ginger. It wasn’t like him not to come running when he smelled bacon. 
 
    Her gaze landed on the big orange fur ball wafting down a bowl of food. 
 
    Warmed by the gesture, she smiled her thanks to Julie. “You fed my cat.” 
 
    “I like feeding your pussy.” 
 
    “Ugh.” Yvonne groaned. 
 
    Smiling, Julie pulled the sizzling frying pan off the element. “Would you like bacon and eggs or just eggs?” 
 
    As delicious as the bacon smelled, Yvonne wasn’t sure if her stomach could handle the grease. She didn’t want to risk heartburn on top of a pounding headache. 
 
    “Just eggs, thanks.” 
 
    After breakfast, Yvonne soaked in a bath. By the time she got out, she felt almost human again. Planning on a lazy day, she wiped the fog off the bathroom mirror and pulled her hair into a messy ponytail.  
 
    Yvonne spun around as Julie stepped into the bathroom. 
 
    “Feeling better?” 
 
    “Much.” She put her arms around Julie’s waist. “Thanks for taking care of me last night.” She pecked her on the lips. She tasted salty, like bacon. Julie wanted to nibble her lips. “Breakfast was great.” 
 
    “And last night?” 
 
    “That was great, too. Thank you for talking me into going out.” It had done her good. 
 
    “My pleasure.” Julie pressed Yvonne against the vanity. Their lips met in a gentle kiss that soon deepened. 
 
    Yvonne’s breath hitched, and her mind whirled. Her libido was all over the place. One minute she couldn’t get enough, the next she barely tolerated anything more than a kiss and a cuddle. 
 
    Julie cupped Yvonne’s cheek, searching her eyes. “Are you sure you don’t want to have a threesome?” 
 
    Unsure what she wanted to hear, Yvonne returned the question with one of her own. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “You were hot as hell last night, and that was before I touched you.” 
 
    “I was tipsy.” Yvonne looked away, hoping Julie couldn’t see the images that played out in her mind. Images Julie had put there. Reminding herself of that fact, she met Julie’s gaze. 
 
    Her pupils were enlarged, making the irises appear more black than brown. 
 
    “Okay, I was turned on by the idea. But I can’t say I’d go through with it if we had the chance.” 
 
    “We did have the chance.” Julie held her gaze. 
 
    God, they did too. Brenda made her intentions more than clear when she offered them a ride home. Yvonne couldn’t believe what she was about to divulge. “If we were to do it, I wouldn’t be drunk. And it sure as hell wouldn’t be a spur of the moment decision.” 
 
    “Fuck, can you imagine it?” Excitement laced Julie’s words. “Three tongues, six boobs, three pussies. Think about it!” 
 
    Her enthusiasm was palpable. “Okay, okay, let me think about it.” Yvonne pursed her lips. She glanced at the ceiling and then back at Julie. “Six arms, six legs, thirty fingers, thirty toes. That’s a lot of body parts to work with.” 
 
    Julie held up her hands. “Ten.” She lowered them and raised them again. “Twenty. Imagine twenty fingers, four hands, caressing your flesh, your breasts.” She slid her hand under Yvonne’s towel. “Your thighs.” 
 
    It sounded hot, but fear held Yvonne back. “What if one of us got jealous or worse, fell for the other person?” 
 
    “Are you saying you’re worried you might fall in love with a third person?” 
 
    “God, no. You’re my world, you get me. You put up with my crappy moods, you know how I like my bread buttered.” 
 
    “And your nipples tweaked.” Julie waggled her eyebrows. 
 
    The truth of her words made Yvonne’s nipples tingle against her damp towel. 
 
    Julie poked her in the side. “How to make you laugh.”  
 
    “Stop.” Yvonne grabbed Julie’s hand, now wasn’t the time for jokes. Feeling silly she lowered her gaze. “I thought you said I was enough for you.” 
 
    “You are.” Julie pushed her chin up and kissed her softly. “I got caught up in the moment.” 
 
    So had Yvonne if she was to be honest with herself. The idea of a threesome both excited and terrified her. 
 
    “Come on.” Julie towed her out of the bathroom. “Let’s go visit Mum.” 
 
    Happy to let the topic drop, yet strangely disappointed, Yvonne followed Julie to their bedroom. 
 
    “I’ll put some makeup on and find something nice to wear.” 
 
    Julie shook her head. “It’s Sunday, Mum won’t care if you’re not dressed to the nines.” 
 
    “I know.” Shirley had never judged Yvonne.  
 
    It was a standard she’d set for herself, thanks to her mother drumming it into her head to always look her best whenever she left home. 
 
    “If we time it right, I might be able to sweet talk Mum into making us pikelets for lunch.” 
 
    The thought of the small pancake treats smothered in butter and strawberry jam made Yvonne’s mouth water. 
 
    She changed into dress slacks, low heeled boots, and a woollen jersey. She met Julie at the front door just as she was putting Ginger out. 
 
    “See why he hates me?” Julie blocked his path with her foot when he tried to dart back inside. 
 
    “Your fault.” Yvonne bent down and coaxed Ginger into the basket on the porch. 
 
    If she had her way, he’d come in and out the cat door, but after the third time they arrived home to a mouse running around the house and she’d acted like a prima donna, standing on a dining room chair, Julie had boarded it up.  
 
    “And why’s it my fault? I didn’t see you offering to catch the mouse.” 
 
    She couldn’t argue with that. 
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 Chapter 13 
 
    After an interesting weekend, Julie strolled from house to house on autopilot, her mind stuck on their night out. What should’ve been a standard birthday turned out to be so very much more. Brenda was an unexpected addition to their quiet night. 
 
    She hoped the woman didn’t feel like a third wheel. Julie doubted it, although twenty years younger than her and Yvonne, she could clearly hold her own. 
 
    When it came to sex, she’d be the dominant partner, of that Julie had no doubt. A delicious pulse throbbed between her legs when her mind flicked to how hot and horny Yvonne had been that night. 
 
    She’d blamed it on the booze, but it didn’t take a scientist to figure out she’d been just as taken by Brenda as Julie. Not only as a person, but her reason for being at the bar. To meet a lesbian couple. 
 
    Over dinner she’d told them like with anything online, you had to trust your gut. Going so far as to admit that against her better judgement, she’d agreed to meet the no-show couple. 
 
    Julie nodded along, able to relate to some degree. She’d met Sadie via a newspaper ad, long before online dating was a thing. 
 
    They talked on the phone a number of times before their first date. A date with no expectations for the future, but one that kicked off a two year affair nonetheless. 
 
    Arriving at her next address, Julie fiddled with the latch on the small front gate. 
 
    “Let me get that.” 
 
    A gnarled hand reached out making Julie jump. She clutched her chest, trying hard not to curse. The last thing she needed was to frighten Mrs Emmett. 
 
    “You all right, lassie?” At four foot nothing, Julie could just see the tip of her head hidden by a tall letterbox. 
 
    “I’m fine. How are you, Mrs Emmett?” She walked alongside the elderly woman all the way from the letterbox to the doorstep. 
 
    “Same as usual. Getting slow in my old age. Body doesn’t work like it used to.” She clutched the porch rail and dragged herself up the steps as if she was climbing a mountain. 
 
    Afraid of offending the fiercely independent woman, Julie fought back the desire to grab her elbow and help her. 
 
    “Hard to believe I was in the running team at school, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Not at all.” Julie smiled warmly. “I reckon you must’ve worn your legs out running from all the boys.” 
 
    “You’re a sweetie.” 
 
    The smell of mothballs greeted her as she stepped inside. The hallway was dim, all the bedroom doors closed. Probably to keep the heat in but doing a piss poor job. The house was old so more than likely didn’t have much insulation to speak of. 
 
    Squinting, she tried to read the meter but could barely make out the digits on the dials. 
 
    “Would you mind flicking on the light, please, Mrs Emmett?” 
 
    “The darn thing’s blown, and I can’t reach it, even with my foot ladder.” 
 
    The thought of her trying to keep her balance while reaching up to change a lightbulb gave Julie heart palpitations. 
 
    “Mrs Emmett! You could’ve had a fall.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t go phoning my son every time a light goes out.” She pointed to the blown bulb with the bottom of her walking stick. 
 
    “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind,” Julie said, hoping her mother never felt she couldn’t phone her when she needed help, no matter how trivial it might seem to her. 
 
    “If you have a spare bulb, I can change it for you.” 
 
    “Nonsense. I can’t possibly impose.” 
 
    “It’s not an imposition. I’m offering.” 
 
    Eyeing Julie suspiciously, Mrs Emmett tapped her cane on the floor. “Does that mean you’re going to charge me more, lass?” 
 
    Julie chuckled. “No. My services are free.” 
 
    She got paid for the hours she worked, so technically she was being paid to help. The delay meant she’d be a little later home, but she didn’t mind. 
 
    She followed behind Mrs Emmett to the living room. Paintings of horses and hounds covered red and gold wallpaper, and throw rugs littered the hardwood floor. 
 
    “They’re in there.” Using her cane, she pointed to an antique cabinet in the far corner. 
 
    “I’ll get it.” Julie stepped around her. 
 
    “Top drawer.” 
 
    After pushing aside all manner of junk—knitting needles, half empty cotton spools, matches and candles—Julie located two light bulbs. One was 100 watts the other 75 watts. 
 
    “Which one?” She held up both boxes. 
 
    “Whichever one uses less power.” 
 
    Julie put the 100 watt bulb back and shut the drawer. 
 
    Shivering, she glanced around trying to figure out where the draft was coming from. 
 
    “It’s not very warm in here.” She pointed to the heat-pump on the wall above the sofa. “Does that thing work?” 
 
    “Yes, dear. My son had it installed. I told him not to bother, but do you think he’d listen? Oh, no, he thinks his mum’s daft.” She shook her head. “If I had that thing running all day, I wouldn’t be able to pay my bills.” 
 
    It was a story Julie had heard before. People were freezing in their own homes, unable to afford steep electricity prices.  
 
    “Take care, won’t you. I can’t have my favourite customer getting sick.” 
 
    “Don’t you worry about me. I get by just fine.” She pointed to a pair of woollen gloves and a knitted hat sitting on top of a pile of blankets. “Those keep me warm.” 
 
    After changing Mrs Emmett’s lightbulb, and bidding her farewell, Julie’s mind returned to the weekend. 
 
    The sex had been off the charts, like when they were new lovers. She knew the spark of passion would die down over time, but she never wanted the fire to go out. If fantasising about a third person got Yvonne hot and bothered, she was all for it. 
 
    Perhaps it was time to suggest they watch some porn together again, something they both found arousing and could act out. 
 
    Memories of Yvonne accusing her of having an affair made her throat tight. She never wanted Yvonne to feel less than number one again. 
 
    With that decided, she crossed watching porn together off her mental list of things to do to keep their sex life interesting. 
 
    *** 
 
    Julie had just put the chicken casserole in the oven when Yvonne came cruising up the driveway. She glanced out the window in time to see Ginger come darting out of the bushes. 
 
    Pussy. 
 
    He could’ve been inside an hour ago, but nope, he insisted on waiting for his mumma, trotting along beside her like her personal bodyguard. 
 
    “Hey, babe.” Julie greeted Yvonne with a smile and a kiss. Her lips were cold. “Chilly out?” 
 
    “It’s not the warmest.” She pulled her gloves off, peering down at Ginger. “How’s my boy.” He circled around her feet, rubbing himself all over her legs. “Are you hungry?” 
 
    Could cats smile? Julie could’ve sworn he smiled. 
 
    “Is my wife thirsty?” Julie spoke in the same sing-song voice Yvonne reserved for Ginger. 
 
    “How far away is dinner?” Yvonne tore open a pouch of cat food. 
 
    “Mm, about two feet.” Julie scuttled sideways and leaned against the oven, absorbing the heat. 
 
    “Very clever. Should I rephrase that?” Yvonne waggled her fingers in Julie’s face. 
 
    Recoiling, Julie tried not to gag. “How the hell does your cat eat that shit? It smells like rotten fish.” 
 
    “To each their own.” She disappeared up the hallway. A second later, she popped her head back out. “Wine, please, and we need to talk.” 
 
    Wondering what the hell had got into her wife, she was far too jovial for a weeknight, Julie did her bidding. Her mind raced with all kinds of scenarios.  
 
    Perhaps she’d received a pay rise. Whatever was going on, it had to be good news. 
 
    Bottle of beer in one hand and glass of wine in the other, Julie headed for the living room. Rather than sit in the armchair by the window, she sat on the sofa. 
 
    Yvonne waltzed into the room shortly after. She wore her terrycloth robe and a wide smile. 
 
    “What’s got into you?” Julie handed Yvonne her drink. 
 
    “Thanks.” Yvonne perched on the edge of the sofa, facing Julie head-on. “I’ve been thinking. A lot.”  
 
    Ginger jumped between them, licking his chops. 
 
    At a total loss, Julie waited her out. 
 
    “You’re welcome to say no if you don’t want to.” 
 
    “Now you’re making me nervous. What have you signed me up for?” 
 
    “Nothing yet.” She took a sip of wine. 
 
    The suspense was killing Julie. This was totally out of character for Yvonne. She hated surprises, so it was unlike her to spring one on Julie. 
 
    Feeling anxious, Julie chugged back her beer, downing half the bottle. 
 
    “You know when I suggested you take a lover?” 
 
    “I already told you no.” Julie tried to keep her temper in check. 
 
    “I know, but what if…” She cleared her throat. “What if we do it together?” 
 
    “What? Take a lover each? Have you gone mad?” Julie stared at Yvonne, studying her like a stranger in their home. 
 
    Except she wasn’t a stranger. She had the same green eyes that had enticed Julie from day one, same long, auburn hair, same crooked smile. But something was different. An air of certainty surrounded her that disarmed Julie. 
 
    “I haven’t lost my mind.” Yvonne set her glass down. “And I might be way out of line. That’s why we need to talk, openly and honestly.” 
 
    “Okay.” She could do that. But no matter what, she wouldn’t compromise her morals.  
 
    “What if we sign up to that site Barbara—” 
 
    “Brenda.” Julie’s lip kicked up. 
 
    “Yeah, her. We could sign up and see what’s out there. We wouldn’t have to do anything we don’t want to.” 
 
    “And what do you want to do?” Julie asked, warming to the idea but still uncertain. 
 
    “Who knows, we could meet a lady happy to dominate you, she could teach me the ropes.” 
 
    “Literally or figuratively?” Julie asked, only half joking. “Shibari takes years to learn. You can’t just use a tow rope.” 
 
    “What’s shibari?”  
 
    “Never mind.” Boy, did Yvonne have a lot to learn. 
 
    “Tell me.” She pulled on Julie’s arm like a petulant child. Quite the contrast to a woman suggesting they play adult games. Games where one of them could get badly hurt. 
 
    “Shibari’s Japanese rope bondage. And to answer your question, I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Why not?” Yvonne tilted her head, studying Julie closely. “I thought you’d be all for it. You know, after Sadie and all.” 
 
    Contrary to her belief that Julie could separate emotion from sex, that wasn’t entirely true. “My feelings weren’t at stake when I dated Sadie.” 
 
    “But I thought you said you cared for her…deeply.” 
 
    “I did.” Julie pulled Yvonne into her arms. “But I wasn’t in love with her. I knew our time was limited, and one day our affair would come to an end. My love for you doesn’t have an expiry date.” She nuzzled Yvonne’s ear, breathing in her scent. “And I don’t want to do anything to risk losing what we have.” 
 
    Yvonne sighed. “I’m confused.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “When you suggested it—” 
 
    “I was joking.” 
 
    “Didn’t sound like it,” Yvonne said softly, her gaze downcast. 
 
    Julie pushed her chin up. “Have you ever had a one-night stand? Do you think you could fuck someone you barely know?” 
 
    The blush Julie expected to see didn’t materialise. 
 
    Yvonne held her gaze, her voice certain. “Yes. And I think so...if we did it together.” 
 
    As curious as she was to know more about the one-night stand which was news to her, Julie swallowed the question. 
 
    God knew she’d had her share of women back in the day. She didn’t want to get into a discussion about who they’d bedded before they met. 
 
    “If we did it together, with each other, it wouldn’t be cheating,” Yvonne said as if finally getting it. 
 
    The oven dinged, and Julie cursed the stupid timer. 
 
    “Just a minute.” She dashed to the kitchen and turned off the buzzer. Dinner could wait. But who, if anyone, they were going to bed needed to be discussed. 
 
    When she turned, she just about ran face first into Yvonne. “Shit, you scared me.” 
 
    “Sorry, and let’s forget it for now.” 
 
    “Are you sure? Because if this is really important to you, we need to discuss it.” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “I’m sure.” 
 
    Julie wasn’t convinced but she was happy to let it go. Taking a lover together wasn’t something she’d ever considered seriously. Sure, she’d joked about it, but what Yvonne had proposed was no laughing matter. 
 
    It had the potential to bring them closer together or tear them apart. In other words, a hell of a gamble. 
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 Chapter 14 
 
    Yvonne glanced out the office window. Colourful leaves danced in the breeze, and sparrows twittered in the trees. Spring had sprung and their anniversary was only days away. 
 
    While her work colleagues were in the staffroom, Yvonne stepped outside. After checking the number on the piece of paper she’d tucked in her hand, she dialled the hotel. 
 
    As the phone rang, excitement built. If everything went to plan, it would be a night Julie would never forget. 
 
    Menopause, old age, and saggy boobs be damned. Yvonne was over feeling insecure. Neither of them had the bodies they had twenty years ago, but they still had the love, and she was hell bent on reigniting the passion. 
 
    After her pitiful attempt to dominate Julie, she was finally ready to try again. It would be her gift to Julie for their anniversary. 
 
    “Hello, Castle Hotel. How may I be of assistance?” The receptionist’s voice pulled Yvonne out of her head. 
 
    “Hi, I’d like to make a reservation for Saturday night. Two people.” 
 
    “Would you like a room with a spa bath or without?” 
 
    “With, please.” She’d done the sums, juggled some money so they could afford it. 
 
    “Let me check if we have any left.” 
 
    The lengthy pause gave Yvonne enough time to worry. She’d be disappointed if they were fully booked. 
 
    Sure there were plenty of other hotels in Palmerston North, but the Castle Hotel had come highly recommended by none other than Sarah. 
 
    “You’re in luck. We have one room left with a spa bath.” 
 
    “Yes!” Yvonne fist-pumped the air. 
 
    Geez, woman. How old are you, twelve? 
 
    Embarrassed by her overly enthusiastic response, she glanced around, pleased no one had seen her. “Thank you. What time’s check-in?” 
 
    “Any time after two. Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 
    Food. They would need to eat. “Do you have room service?” 
 
    “We have a restaurant on site that you’re welcome to dine in.” 
 
    “Oh.” Her heart plummeted. She hated the idea of having to dress up to go out for dinner, let alone leaving the room. 
 
    “Your other options are to order in, or your room has a small kitchenette you’re welcome to use. We only ask that you refrain from cooking anything with a strong odour.” 
 
    “Like garlic and onions?” 
 
    The receptionist chuckled. “If you’re planning a romantic night, those things are best avoided anyway.” 
 
    There was so much truth to those words, Yvonne didn’t bother pointing out making such a comment could be seen as unethical. She appreciated the woman’s candour. 
 
    “I’ll remember that, and I don’t plan on cooking,” she said as another idea took root. 
 
    “Great. May I have your name, please?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, right, of course. It’s Yvonne Henderson.” 
 
    “And your companion?” 
 
    “My what?” She laughed. “I don’t need a chaperon.” 
 
    “Sorry, ma’am, let me clarify. I meant your partner. I didn’t want to assume you were married or that you’d be accompanied by a man.” 
 
    No wonder Sarah had raved about the place. Yvonne liked this woman more and more by the second. 
 
    “Julie, my wife.” 
 
    “Thank you. Check-in’s any time after two. Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 
    “No. Oh, wait. You were right. It’s a romantic getaway. Problem is, I can’t get away from my wife for long enough without creating suspicion. My friend stayed with you a couple of weeks ago. Is it okay if she has access to the room before we check-in?” 
 
    “That’s fine. May I have her full name, please?” 
 
    “Sarah Carter.” 
 
    Once the booking was confirmed, Yvonne hung up and punched in Sarah’s number. 
 
    She picked up on the second ring. “Hi. Sorry I can’t take your call right now, please leave a message and I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s me. I’ve booked a romantic night away and need your help.” 
 
    “Ooh, sounds exciting.” 
 
    Yvonne chuckled. “Why bother pretending to be an answering machine if you’re not going to keep up the ruse?” 
 
    “Because you’re grinning from ear-to-ear.” 
 
    She was too. “Did I ever tell you how much I love you?” 
 
    “Greaser. What do you want?” 
 
    After giving Sarah a rundown of what she needed, Yvonne ended the call. She didn’t know who was more excited, her or her best friend. 
 
    Sarah had wholeheartedly agreed to do her bidding, even if it meant rescheduling her Brazilian. Something Yvonne didn’t need to know. 
 
    She tended to her garden, kept the bush trimmed… 
 
    Wait, back up. Now she was sounding like her best friend. Shaking her head, Yvonne stepped back into the office. 
 
    “You look happy,” Fiona said as the door whooshed closed behind her. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    A dreamy look crossed Fiona’s face. “I hope I’m still as in love as you are when I’m old.” 
 
    “Hey.” Yvonne swatted her arm playfully. “Watch who you’re calling old.” 
 
    “I was kidding. You don’t look a day over—” 
 
    The phone rang, interrupting their conversation. 
 
    Fiona held up a finger. “Welcome to Gary’s Erection Company, you’re speaking with Fiona.” 
 
    Relieved she didn’t have to hear Fiona’s assessment of her age; Yvonne slunk back to her office. 
 
    *** 
 
    Arriving home that night, she was torn between keeping the hotel reservation a secret and letting Julie in on the surprise. She was so excited, she felt like she might burst if she didn’t share, but then her surprise would be ruined. 
 
    Then again, the downside of a surprise meant there was no time for suspense to build. And wasn’t that half the fun? 
 
    “Don’t make any plans for the weekend,” Yvonne said as she helped clean up from dinner. 
 
    Once again Julie had cooked a wonderful meal; meatloaf, mashed potatoes, broccoli and peas. 
 
    She’d made an apple pie, too. But at that moment, Yvonne was too stuffed to fit it in. 
 
    Julie rinsed a plate and put it in the drying rack. “Okay. No plans for the weekend. But why?” She shot Yvonne a sideways glance. 
 
    “Can’t tell you, it’s a surprise.” 
 
    “Not fair.” A sudsy finger tapped her on the nose, soap bubbles making her cross-eyed. 
 
    “Fine, want me to tell you?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “No!” Julie’s voice was shrill. “But give me a clue.” 
 
    “Guess.” 
 
    “We’re going out for dinner?” 
 
    “Nope, something better.” 
 
    “We’re going away.” 
 
    “Yes and no.” They were but they weren’t. 
 
    Whenever they went away, they generally went sightseeing, but all going well, the only sightseeing they’d be doing would be in the hotel room. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “You’ll have to wait and see.” 
 
    “Okay. Want some apple pie?” 
 
    Really, just like that she was going to let the topic drop? Reminding herself she was the one who got anxious if she didn’t know what was going on, Yvonne quashed the disappointment threatening to derail her. 
 
    Julie’s response was typical, not a dismissal. 
 
    “Pie sounds good, just a small piece, though, I’ve already got a food baby.” She patted the swell of her belly. 
 
    *** 
 
    Saturday afternoon, after making sure the house was secure and Ginger had enough to eat, Yvonne hefted their overnight bag over her shoulder. 
 
    She was nervous and excited all at once. She closed her eyes and sent up a silent prayer that all went to plan. 
 
    Julie, who still had no clue what was going on, looked as relaxed as ever. 
 
    Yvonne grabbed her purse and keys. “You ready?” 
 
    “Not sure, since I don’t know where we are going.” Julie twirled in a circle. “Do I look okay?” 
 
    The stark contrast of her jet-black hair and white T-shirt was striking. The sleeves of her demin jacket were rolled up to the elbows, and sky-blue jeans hugged her hips. 
 
    “You look perfect.” Yvonne pecked her on the lips. “Happy anniversary.” 
 
    A slow smile spread across Julie’s face. “When do I get my present?” 
 
    “I’ll let you in on a secret.” Yvonne stood on her tippy-toes. She cupped her hand and whispered in Julie’s ear, “It’s me.” 
 
    Desire flashed in her eyes. “When do I get to unwrap my gift?” 
 
    Her wandering gaze made Yvonne’s skin tingle with anticipation. She crooked a finger. “Follow me, lover.” 
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 Chapter 15 
 
    Julie stared around the hotel room in wide-eyed wonder. Yvonne had clearly gone to a lot of effort to set the mood; intimate. 
 
    A king-size bed was littered with rose petals. On a small table for two there was a single rose in a vase, a dish of assorted chocolates, and a bottle of champagne on ice. 
 
    A large candle scented the air with vanilla. 
 
    Overcome by love and gratitude, she pulled Yvonne into her arms and kissed her soundly. 
 
    When Yvonne moaned into her mouth, Julie’s arousal went from simmering to red hot in a nanosecond. 
 
    Yvonne took a step back, fanning herself. “Slow down. We’ve got all night.” She flashed Julie a sinfully sexy smile that made her weak in the knees. 
 
    Putting a lid on her libido, Julie slumped onto the bed. As per the norm, she hadn’t had sex all week. And just like any given Saturday, she was desperate to get her hands on Yvonne. 
 
    Add to that the charged atmosphere, and she was ready to burst. 
 
    Although the intensity of their lovemaking had increased, the frequency had remained the same. Twice a week. Always on the weekend. And she didn’t mind one bit, never had. 
 
    Self-gratification was good for the soul. A quick release at her own hands, with no one’s pleasure to worry about but her own was extremely satisfying. 
 
    But when Yvonne was standing before her, stripping out of her clothes at a teasingly slow pace, it was hard not to pounce. Or kneel, or whatever else made her happy. 
 
    Letting Yvonne have the stage, Julie sat on her hands. She almost cried when her luscious curves disappeared under a thick, white robe. 
 
    “Tease.” She pouted. 
 
    Clearly enjoying herself, Yvonne pointed to the other robe on the end of the bed. “Might as well get comfy. I don’t plan on leaving the room before morning.” 
 
    “Really? And just what do you plan on doing?” A fresh wave of arousal surged through Julie. She stripped in record time. “Dine on these?” She cupped her small breasts. “Or sample the wares?” She parted her legs. 
 
    “You’re such a horn dog.” 
 
    “I’m your horny dog.” Julie slipped on the robe as she strode toward Yvonne. She took the champagne bottle out of Yvonne’s hands. “Allow me, ma’am.” 
 
    The cork popped, launching into the air like a rocket only to crash back to earth when it hit the high ceiling. 
 
    “Shit.” Yvonne clutched her chest. “Lucky you didn’t put a hole in the roof.” 
 
    “And you wonder why I prefer beer.” Julie shook droplets of wine off her hand. 
 
    “Tough, tonight we’re celebrating.” 
 
    Putting her amateur bartending skills to use, Julie held the glasses by the stems between her fingers and filled them to the brim. Memories of their wedding day came flooding back to her. It had been a small ceremony, and the day couldn’t have been more perfect. 
 
    She handed a glass to Yvonne. “To us.” 
 
    “To us, forever together.” 
 
    Holding her breath, Julie braced herself for the bitter taste. Why so many people thought celebrating with champagne was a good idea was beyond her. 
 
    Bubbles fizzed on her nose and a surprisingly fruity taste teased her senses. 
 
    “Mm-hmm. Not bad.” She licked her lips. 
 
    “It’s Asti-Spumante. Sweet like you.” Yvonne tipped her head. “Check out the bathroom.” 
 
    “Why?” Feeling suspicious, Julie tiptoed across the room. The thick cream carpet cushioned her feet like cotton wool. “If you’ve got someone hiding in there, you might as well tell them to come out now.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, maid service isn’t until later.” 
 
    It was impossible to tell if Yvonne was joking, but there was no mistaking the sight before her. Julie felt like she’d stepped through the gates to heaven. 
 
    A huge spa bath dominated the room, the water crystal-blue, and a woodsy fragrance infused the air. 
 
    “What’s that aroma?” Julie inhaled deeply, unable to place it. 
 
    “Rosehip oil.” Yvonne slid the robe off Julie’s shoulders. Their eyes met briefly in the mirror before Julie’s slid shut. 
 
    Yvonne’s kisses were soft as a butterfly’s wings dancing across her shoulders. A shiver of pleasure tingled up her spine. 
 
    “Join me.” Yvonne gripped the stainless steel rail as she lowered herself into the tub. 
 
    The sight of her curvy backside made Julie’s mouth water. She gave it a playful whack. 
 
    “Hey, watch who you’re knocking about there, lover.” Yvonne’s voice was as playful as her smile. 
 
    Once submerged in water up to her chin, Julie rested her hand on the cool stainless steel rail. “We need to invest in one of these at home.” 
 
    “We’re not that old. I can still get in and out perfectly fine.” 
 
    “I meant a hot tub.” Julie closed her eyes. 
 
    “As if our power bill isn’t high enough.” 
 
    True. It would take litres and litres of hot water to fill a tub the size they were in. A tub they didn’t fill. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Julie stood, water cascading down her body. “Are we sitting in dirty bath water?” 
 
    “Relax.” Yvonne pulled her back down. “I put in a special request to have it filled shortly before we arrived.” 
 
    Yvonne reached for their glasses. She handed one to Julie and then pushed a button. 
 
    The spa bath fired to life. “This is wonderful.” Julie tipped her head back, resting it against the vinyl pillow, jets of water pummelling her back. 
 
    Yvonne’s hand closed around her foot. “Close your eyes.” 
 
    The foot massage that ensued was heavenly. “God, that feels good.” She cracked an eye open. “Did I ever tell you my feet ache after work?” 
 
    “Did I ever tell you mine do too?” Yvonne pressed her thumbs into Julie’s delicate instep. 
 
    It hurt but felt good. Like a spanking. 
 
    Where the hell did that come from? 
 
    “Would you like a foot rub after work?” Julie asked Yvonne. “We could trade.” 
 
    “Pfft, you hate feet.” 
 
    “True. I could trade you for something else.” It would be good to have a night off cooking now and then. 
 
    “You’d do anything for sex, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, my God, that’s not what I meant. And you accuse me of having a one-track mind.” She lowered her foot and swam across to Yvonne, floating just above her. 
 
    “You hungry?” 
 
    “For you.” 
 
    Their lips met in a gentle kiss, followed by another, and another, until they were both breathing hard. She submerged her lower body, straddling Yvonne’s thigh. 
 
    When Yvonne pushed her away, Julie bit back a frustrated groan. 
 
    What had she said? There’s no hurry. 
 
    Trying not to think about sex, Julie studied her hands. “Geez, I must be getting old, even my palms have wrinkles.” 
 
    “Whatever.” Yvonne stood, her beautiful body on display. Full breasts, curvy hips, triangle of hair pointing to where Julie yearned to be. God, she was beautiful. 
 
    “Lucky for you, I’ve got the perfect thing for dry skin.” She plucked up a towel and climbed out. 
 
    Eager to know what, exactly, she had for dry skin, Julie bounded over the side like a hurdle racer. 
 
    Slow down! She scolded herself. 
 
    “Can I get you another drink?” she asked Yvonne. 
 
    “You can pull the plug, and then present yourself on the bed.” 
 
    Gobsmacked, Julie stared at Yvonne’s retreating figure. She sauntered out of the bathroom. Literally sauntered, hips swaying, killer smile on her face. 
 
    Eager to do Yvonne’s bidding; Julie pulled the plug out of the tub and quickly dried off. 
 
    Present herself. What did that mean? Was Yvonne going to dominate her again? The thought made her heart skip a beat. 
 
    Back in the open living area, she suddenly felt awkward. Yvonne shut the blinds and dimmed the lights. 
 
    “Um, how do you want me?” She didn’t know if Yvonne wanted her on top of the bed, between the sheets, kneeling, or flat on her back. 
 
    After more than twenty years together, they were entering unknown territory. It was as nerve-wracking as it was electrifying. 
 
    Yvonne pulled a satin sheet out of their overnight bag, and with a flick of her wrist it fanned out covering the expensive bedspread. 
 
    “In the middle of the bed, on your back.” 
 
    Julie tracked Yvonne with her eyes as she did her bidding. The cool sheet felt divine against her heated flesh. Her body was on fire and it wasn’t just from soaking in the bath. 
 
    When Yvonne pulled a blindfold out of her bag of tricks, Julie’s breath caught in her throat. 
 
    “Close your eyes.” 
 
    She obeyed and the room went dark. Her ears perked up, every movement and sound amplified. 
 
    The air con hissed out a puff of warm air. A door banged somewhere in the complex. Footfalls padded across the carpet. 
 
    The mattress dipped. “Hands above your head.” 
 
    She gripped the cool bedrail, holding tight, as Yvonne wrapped what felt like a scarf around her wrists. She’d never been bound before. The sense of helplessness was more intoxicating than she’d ever imagined. 
 
    For a painfully long minute, all she was aware of was the faint sound of Yvonne’s breathing, slow and regular. Then, one finger, followed by another, trailed across her breasts and abdomen. Gooseflesh broke out on her skin, making her shiver with delight. 
 
    “You okay?” Yvonne asked softly. 
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
    “Good. Relax and enjoy the room service.” 
 
    Lost in the fantasy, Julie didn’t dare open her eyes. If she did, the blindfold would literally keep her in the dark anyway. 
 
    Anticipating when and where Yvonne would touch her next was exhilarating. 
 
    Yvonne’s fingers moved lower, featherlight touches dancing over Julie’s pubic mound before teasing her inner thighs. 
 
    The muscles beneath her skin sent tiny electric pulses to her spine. The touching and light stroking continued for long, delicious moments. 
 
    In her mind’s eye, she pictured Yvonne dressed in a maid’s outfit. Black satin and white frills. Stockings with a seam up the back. Shiny black heels. 
 
    Yvonne brushed her fingers along her body, caressing her arms, legs, and breasts, exciting her skin. The embers of desire ignited. She gasped, sucking in a lungful of air. 
 
    Basking in the exquisite sensations, Julie surrendered her mind and body to the firestorm of emotions. 
 
    “Is room service to your liking?” Yvonne asked, her tone unlike anything Julie had heard before. Soft and seductive. 
 
    For a minute, she was tempted to sneak a peek to make sure it was Yvonne. Secure in the knowledge Yvonne would never spring that kind of surprise on her, she lost herself in the fantasy. “Yes, thank you, Miss Maid.” 
 
    The touching stopped and hot lips grazed her nipple. A jolt of lust shot down her spine, making her arch her back. 
 
    Yvonne murmured around her nipple before releasing it and starting on the other. When she gently bit down, ripples of sensation ignited Julie’s blood. 
 
    Her thoughts dissolved and she pulled at her restraints. She bit her lip to stop from crying out. 
 
    “Tutt-tutt. You wanted this.” 
 
    Julie envisioned the tease of a smile on Yvonne’s sexy, full lips. At that moment, she wished she could kiss them, but she could do nothing more than lay there and be tormented in the best way ever. 
 
    And she loved it. 
 
    Yvonne’s fingers moved lower, inching ever so slowly toward her throbbing centre. 
 
    “Please,” she begged without thought. 
 
    “So polite.” 
 
    The mattress dipped. Yvonne’s hair brushed her inner thighs, and then she was in her. First one finger, then two. 
 
    “God, yes.” She clenched her inner walls, trying to drag her closer. 
 
    Yvonne’s movements were so subtle, Julie jumped when her mouth made contact with her labia. 
 
    The breath of a chuckle danced across her skin. Julie smiled to herself, knowing Yvonne was enjoying this as much as she was. 
 
    She drew circles around her clit, drawing near then retreating, over and over until Julie was delirious with pleasure. 
 
    “God, woman, you’re killing me.” Julie moaned, desperate for release. 
 
    “Want me to stop?” 
 
    “No!” she lowered her voice. “Please, don’t stop.” 
 
    A chuckle vibrated the bed and Julie’s heart soared. She groaned when Yvonne curled her fingers forward, expertly massaging her G-spot. When she drew Julie’s clit between her teeth, Julie trembled as the intensity built and built and built. 
 
    Muscles taut, heels pressed into the mattress, she clamped her thighs around Yvonne’s shoulders, holding her captive, even though she was the one bound. 
 
    Perspiration beaded on her forehead. And, then, over she went, falling headfirst into euphoria. 
 
    “Yes. Oh, yes, yes, yes.” She cried out as wave after wave of sweet release robbed her of breath. 
 
    Boneless, she laid there, spent. The ties slid from her wrists. 
 
    “Lift,” Yvonne said softly. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can,” she said at the same time as she complied. 
 
    The blindfold disappeared. She cracked an eye open and was met by Yvonne’s smiling face. Unable to speak, she watched Yvonne walk away, hips swaying in all her naked glory. Damn, she had a fine arse, not as perky as it used to be but every bit as sexy. 
 
    She returned seconds later with a cool washcloth. 
 
    She wiped the sweat off Julie’s forehead and kissed her softly. 
 
    “Was that okay?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? It was perfect, beyond perfect.” Julie pulled the satin sheet around her body. She propped herself up against the pillows. 
 
    “Sit.” She patted the bed beside her. 
 
    “Was it okay for you?” Julie asked. 
 
    “It was a little strange at first, seeing you so vulnerable and trusting. But as I got into the swing of things, knowing you trusted me completely was incredibly freeing.” 
 
    Julie stroked Yvonne’s cheek. “Your hands on me, your lips, I felt completely yours.” She kissed Yvonne’s temple. “Thank you.” 
 
    Words couldn’t express how much it meant to her that Yvonne had stepped out of her comfort zone to fill her desires. She’d far exceeded Julie’s expectations. 
 
    She rolled on top of Yvonne. “I want to make love to you.” 
 
    “Ew, you’re all sticky.” She squirmed beneath her, face scrunched up. 
 
    “And whose fault is that?” She was right though, and neither of them were big on licking sweat. 
 
    Julie rolled off the bed. “Wait there while I take a quick shower.” 
 
    “Take your time. We’ve got all night.” After slipping on a robe, Yvonne wandered over to the small fridge. 
 
    Julie watched her place an assortment of snacks on the small round table; grapes, cheese, salami, carrot sticks, salsa and dip. 
 
    Smiling, Yvonne pulled open one of two cupboards and tossed a bag at Julie. “For you.” 
 
    She caught it mid-air. Double cheese nachos, her favourite. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, now go wash up. Once we replenish our energy, we can talk about round two.” 
 
    *** 
 
    While Julie was in the shower, Yvonne contemplated how well the scene had gone. She had to admit, she’d been nervous as hell she would falter. But once she let go of the notion it was wrong to touch someone blindfolded and restrained, watching the way Julie’s body responded so deliciously to her touch was intoxicating. 
 
    “Hey.” Julie sat at the table, wrapped in a towel, droplets of water dripping from her short hair on to her shoulders. 
 
    “Have I ever told you how much I love your breasts?” Yvonne stared pointedly at her chest, envisioning her small dark areolas, complimenting a perfect handful. 
 
    “Yes.” Julie popped a grape into her mouth. 
 
    “Come on.” Yvonne tugged at her towel. “You were naked and vulnerable just minutes ago.” 
 
    “But I couldn’t see you staring at my itty-bitty-titties.” She chewed around a smile. 
 
    A knock on the door startled them. 
 
    “Shit.” Yvonne sculled back her wine, wiped her chin with the back of her hand and jumped to her feet. 
 
    “Expecting someone?” Julie plucked a grape off the bunch. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Could be maid service, but she’s already been.” Julie flashed her a shit eating grin. 
 
    “Not funny.” Yvonne’s heart hadn’t stopped pounding since the rap on the door. If it was Sarah, she was going to kill her. 
 
    Best case scenario, it was the hotelier checking if everything was up to standard. A quick yes and she’d be gone. 
 
    “Stay put. I’ll get rid of whoever it is.” Yvonne cracked open the door. “Yes?” 
 
    Her breath caught in her throat. The woman before her was stunning. She was also wearing a badge. 
 
    What the hell was a police officer doing knocking on their door? It had to be some kind of mistake. 
 
    “Sorry, you must have the wrong room.” 
 
    “Yvonne Henderson?” 
 
    “Yes.” What the hell was going on? 
 
    “We have reason to believe you’re aiding and abetting a felon.” 
 
    “What? I, no…” 
 
    “Step aside, please, madam.” 
 
    Yvonne stepped back and bumped into Julie.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Julie wrapped a protective arm around her. 
 
    “Both of you, back up now.” 
 
    Yvonne’s heart leapt into her throat when the policewoman pulled a gun on them. 
 
    “Whoa.” She backed up, hands in the air. The bang of the door when the woman kicked it shut made her jump as surely as if she’d been shot. 
 
    Relief swept through her when pain didn’t tear through her chest. The gun didn’t glisten under the overhead light either. On closer inspection, it was plastic, so was her badge. 
 
    “Here’s my ID.” The woman thrust a card at her, and Yvonne took it. 
 
    The handwriting was unmistakable. Happy Anniversary. Enjoy. 
 
    A stripper. Sarah was dead. She handed the card to Julie. 
 
    After a quick scan, Julie dragged her toward the table. “Oh, no. We better do as the officer says.” 
 
    “What, you’re going to go along with this?” 
 
    Music blasted to life, silencing them both. Mesmerised, they sat speechless, hands held tight, as the blond bombshell with big blue eyes and even bigger tits seduced them with a slow strip tease. 
 
    After her dress came off, she put a foot on Julie’s leg. Eyes locked but no words were spoken. Watching Julie roll the officer’s stockings down her legs, one after the other, was strangely erotic. 
 
    Yvonne doubted she’d feel the same way in a strip club, but with only the three of them in the room the atmosphere was intimate. Sexual. Erotic. 
 
    Turning her back to them, the busty-blond lowered her thong, muscles in her arse rippling as she swayed to the music. 
 
    Gripping her ankles, she wiggled her backside before reaching up and sliding her thumbs under the thin straps of her G-string. 
 
    Slowly, seductively, she eased the scant panties down her thighs until she was completely exposed to them. The pink shell of her inner lips were just visible between plump outer lips. Her arse so toned Yvonne was sure she could bounce coins off it. 
 
    When the lyrics Happy Anniversary Baby came to an end, the woman picked up her clothes. 
 
    “Is that it?” Yvonne asked, shocked by how disappointed she felt. 
 
    The stripper chuckled, slipping the officer’s uniform over her head. “Sorry, your friend only paid for one dance.” Her clothes went on much faster than they came off. “Have a good night, ladies.” With a sexy swish of her hips, she was gone. 
 
    Julie cocked an eyebrow. “Was that my surprise?” 
 
    “No! Maid service was. I had nothing to do with that.” She lowered her voice. “You enjoyed the show, though, didn’t you?” 
 
    “And you didn’t?” Julie slipped her hand between Yvonne’s legs. She didn’t need to announce she was wet, she could feel how slick she was. 
 
    “Sarah must have…” The words died in her throat when Julie pulled her to her feet. 
 
    The hungry look in her eyes matched how Yvonne felt. Desperate for touch. 
 
    The foot of the bed ended their heated backward march. She let Julie guide her onto her back, and there she lay, wet and wanting. 
 
    Julie nudged her knees apart and then she was on her. Hot, wet lips wrapped around her clit, tongue swirling, fingers probing. It was too much and not enough all at once. 
 
    “Oh, God.” Yvonne moaned, hips bucking off the bed. “This isn’t going to take long.” She’d been teetering on the edge since they set foot inside the hotel room. 
 
    After playing Miss Maid and watching the strip show, her body was on fire. The sight of Julie, on her knees, nestled between her legs, black hair tickling her thighs, pushed Yvonne closer and closer to the edge. 
 
    Hot pulses of pleasure reverberated down the back of her thighs. And then she was freefalling, pulse after pulse of glorious release surging through her body. 
 
    *** 
 
    The following morning, it took Julie a few minutes to orientate herself. She reached for Yvonne and felt nothing but cool sheets. The sheer size of the bed reminded her they weren’t at home. 
 
    She scooted sideways and rested a hand on Yvonne’s hip as thoughts of the previous night filtered into her consciousness. 
 
    She nudged Yvonne. “You awake.” 
 
    “Yep.” Her eyes remained shut. 
 
    “Please tell me we didn’t do what I think we did.” Julie could blame it on a number of things; too much alcohol, a sexy stripper, lack of food. But they were all a cop-out. 
 
    “We did.” Yvonne rolled onto her side. 
 
    “Fuck, what were we thinking?” 
 
    “That it’d be hot.” Yvonne tucked her hand under her cheek. 
 
    “Why are you smiling?” The consequences of their actions could be catastrophic. 
 
    “Relax. We haven’t done anything, yet.” 
 
    Last night, drunk on lust and wine, when Yvonne had said, “Let’s do it, find someone to have a threesome with.” Julie had happily gone along. 
 
    An hour later, they had a profile on a dating site. Were they insane? Time would tell. 
 
    “I can’t remember what we even wrote.” 
 
    Images of them rolling around laughing while trying to come up with usernames skidded through Julie’s mind. Her alias was simple. Juliet. Easy to remember. 
 
    Coming up with a name for Yvonne had been a different story. Vonn was Julie’s pet name for Yvonne so that was out. Yvonne hated being called Roni so that was out too. They finally settled on Veronica. 
 
    She climbed out of bed and picked up the empty pizza box. Maybe they should’ve ordered food earlier. “I blame Sarah,” Julie said. 
 
    Yvonne propped herself up in bed, long, auburn hair flowing around her shoulders. “Why? She helped make the night a success. Wine, snacks, rose petals…” She plucked one off the bedspread. 
 
    “Stripper?” Julie pulled two mugs out of the cupboard and ripped open complementary coffee sachets. “Are you sure you weren’t in on that part?” 
 
    “Me?” Yvonne stabbed herself in the chest. 
 
    Okay, that was a silly thing to ask. The look of shock on Yvonne’s face when the officer had arrived couldn’t be faked. 
 
    “I wonder what Sarah was thinking. I mean, we’ve been together twenty years. You’d think she would’ve pulled something like that before now.” 
 
    “Well, it is the first time she’s known our room number, and I guess since I told her…” 
 
    When the room fell silent, Julie turned. Was that guilt she saw in her eyes. 
 
    “Since you told her what?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She shook her head, looking away. 
 
    “No way, no how.” Julie crossed back to the bed. “If we’re going to do this, we need to be as open and honest with each other as we can.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Yvonne. “Sarah has nothing to do with this…this, whatever it is we’re doing.” 
 
    “Maybe not, but she had everything to do with the stripper.” And the chain reaction that caused. Some of the hottest sex they’d ever had, too much wine, and creating a dating profile. 
 
    Yvonne bit her lip. “You’re right, and to answer your initial question, I may or may not have told her we were having problems in the bedroom.” 
 
    If she thought Julie was going to be upset, she was wrong. Everyone needed a friend and Julie was happy Yvonne had someone she could talk to. Considering the problem in the bedroom wasn’t due to her lack of libido, it wasn’t like she had anything to feel embarrassed about. Or did she? The thought slammed into her like a freight train. 
 
    “You didn’t tell her about what you thought you saw, did you?” She finger quoted the word. 
 
    The crestfallen look on Yvonne’s face told her all she needed to know. She had. 
 
    “I’m so sorry. My head was so messed up I had to talk to someone. And if it makes you feel any better, she doesn’t think any less of you. In fact, she laughed at me, told me to get my head out of my arse and talk to you.” 
 
    “Good advice.” Julie couldn’t be angry.  
 
    Sarah was far from judgemental and significantly more open-minded than Yvonne. Considering how opposite they were in many regards, it was a strange friendship. But the powerful bond between them was unmistakable. 
 
    It was something Julie didn’t have, a confidant. Her job was solitary, and her closest friends had pretty much moved away. 
 
    “Should we take a peek at the app?” Yvonne asked tentatively. 
 
    “Hell, yes.” Julie snatched the iPhone out of her hand. She held a finger up. “First, open communication all the way. If something feels off, or you have a change of heart, you have to promise to say something, okay? I won’t be upset or disappointed.” 
 
    “Okay.” To be honest, she probably would be disappointed now that they’d set the ball rolling, but she’d get over it.  
 
    Nothing, least of all sex with someone other than her wife, was worth risking her marriage for. 
 
    “I promise. Same goes for you.” 
 
    She stuck out her finger. “Pinky promise.” 
 
    Yvonne linked fingers. “Pinky promise. Now open the app or give me my phone.” 
 
    Her heart skipped a beat when she saw they already had two messages. It had been less than twelve hours since they signed up. 
 
    Julie clicked the first message and groaned. “I wonder if Tom thinks we’re slutty little pussies who will stick our tails in the air for any Tom cat.” 
 
    The bed jiggled when Yvonne slid off, gathering up clothes. “Hit delete.” 
 
    “That would be rude, let’s at least read it. Then he can see it’s been read and hopefully take our non-reply as not interested. 
 
    “Fine, go ahead.” 
 
    She clicked on the message, shrieked, and tossed the phone across the bed. “Ugh.” Julie screwed her eyes shut. That made the image worse. “I need brain bleach.” 
 
    “You’re such a drama queen.” Yvonne scrambled for the phone. 
 
    “No, don’t.” Julie pushed her aside like a mother saving a child from danger. “You’ll be scarred for life.” She nudged the phone with her toe. 
 
    The huge grin on Yvonne’s face helped her see the funny side. “You threw the phone so fast I didn’t even get to see what he wrote. Did he try to lure us to the other side? Offer to show us how good he was with his mighty sword?” 
 
    “Thank goodness you didn’t call it a flag pole. Or his meat stick.” 
 
    “Ew, stop.” Yvonne screwed up her face. 
 
    “You didn’t see it.” Julie blinked hard, trying to erase the image. 
 
    “What?” Yvonne’s eyes went wide, and this time she looked sick. “Ew, you mean he sent a picture of his, of his…” 
 
    “Junk?” 
 
    “Lalalalalah.” She plugged her ears. “I said stop.” 
 
    “Grinning, Julie reached for the phone and thrust it at Yvonne. “Your phone, you delete it.” 
 
    “No.” Yvonne recoiled. “I need a new phone.” 
 
    Squinting at the screen as if the picture might jump out at her again, Julie clicked delete message, relieved when the image didn’t open. 
 
    The next message was from a guy, too. Ugh, this wasn’t going to be as easy as they first thought. 
 
    “Should I read it or just hit delete?” 
 
    “Why would you read it? Hell, why look at the first one?” 
 
    “Because I’m curious.” 
 
    “Well you know how that saying goes.” 
 
    “Meow.” Julie held up her fingers like claws. 
 
    “Hurry up, Romeo. We have to be out of here by ten.” 
 
    Listening with half an ear, Julie read the next message. “Hi, I love MiLFs. Would you consider a younger guy?” 
 
    His comment was comical. Julie shook her head. She also made a mental note to read profiles properly before sending a message. The guy could’ve saved himself the bother. 
 
    “Well?” Yvonne prompted, halfway to the bathroom, clothes tucked under her arm. 
 
    “He’s looking for a MiLF, or in our case, two. I guess we should be flattered.” 
 
    There was that. She’d never been approached by someone twenty-seven years her junior. Brenda was twenty years younger, and that was pushing the limits of how young they’d go. 
 
    Sure many younger women had better bodies, but personality made a person shine. Plus, they hoped to find someone with a little experience, someone who could help guide them and respect their boundaries. 
 
    A deep crease formed between Yvonne’s eyebrows. “Did you hear me?” 
 
    “Sorry.” She shook her head. “What was the question?” 
 
    “What’s a Mill?” 
 
    “MiLF.” Julie bit back a smile, anticipating Yvonne’s reaction. “Mum I’d Like to Fuck.” 
 
    Her mouth opened and closed several times. She stomped her foot, huffed out a breath, and tried again. “By the time I get out of the shower, you better tell me you’ve found a setting to block men.” She looked at the ceiling then back to Julie. “And anyone under the age of forty. I don’t want to… to…” 
 
    “Say it.” Julie grinned. 
 
    “Fuck—” Her cheeks turned crimson but a small smile danced across her lips. “I don’t want to fuck anyone young enough to be our daughter.” 
 
    “Or our son?” That earned her a glare. 
 
    Thankfully, by the time Yvonne emerged from the bathroom, shower fresh, pink glow to her cheeks, Julie had managed to set up some contact rules. Only women could contact them, and only those listed between the ages of forty and sixty. Of course they could lie, but it was a start. 
 
    “Here. You should be safe.” She handed Yvonne her phone and pecked her on the cheek. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    When she emerged from the bathroom, Yvonne was grinning from ear-to-ear. She dangled her phone in front of Julie. “We have a new message.” 
 
    Her smile was encouraging. “And?” 
 
    “I’ll read it to you. ‘Hi, my names’ Karen—'” 
 
    “Hi, Karen. I’m Juliet.” 
 
    “Shush.” Yvonne scowled. “I live in Levin but will be in Palmy for work next week. Let me know if you’d like to meet up. See if we click.” 
 
    Any jokes Julie might have made died in her throat. This was real. She slumped on the end of the bed. “Shit. What do you want to do?” 
 
    “What do you mean? We signed up to meet people, what’s the question?” 
 
    “You’re really fine with this.” 
 
    Yvonne sat next to her. She took Julie’s hand in her own.  
 
    “The funny thing is, now that I know we’re going to do this, I’m no longer worried you might sleep with someone else.” 
 
    “If we do this, I will be sleeping with someone else.” Julie wanted to be very clear about that. She didn’t mind watching, found it hot even, but if Yvonne was going to get in on the action, she damn well better be too. 
 
    “I know, and the fact we’re doing this together makes it special, somehow.” She shook her head. “There’s something I never thought I’d say.” 
 
    “You and me both.” Julie pulled her close, breathing in her shower fresh scent. “Ask Karen if she’s single, I’m not ready for a foursome.” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    Five minutes later, they were packed and ready to head home. Julie gave the hotel room a final once over to ensure they hadn’t left anything behind. Her heart expanded in her chest when her gaze landed on the satin scarf hanging from the headboard. She pulled it off and tucked it in her pocket like a memory she’d treasure forever. 
 
    Their fifth wedding anniversary was a night she’d never forget. Hot spa, hot loving, hot stripper, hot wife. What more could a woman want? 
 
    Once they arrived home, Julie downloaded the dating app to her own phone. A quick check of their messages showed they had one new message. It was from Karen, the woman they messaged before leaving the hotel. 
 
    Her nonchalant reply made Julie sick to her stomach. 
 
    “Why so glum?” Yvonne eyed her curiously; laundry basket propped on her hip. 
 
    “Karen replied.” Julie read the message. “No, not single. Is that a problem?” 
 
    “Perhaps her wife knows she’s looking for a lover.” 
 
    Giving her the benefit of the doubt, Julie asked the question. “Does she know?” 
 
    In the pit of her stomach, she knew the woman was cheating, otherwise why not disclose she had a partner in the first place. The thought was depressing. 
 
    Two seconds later her suspicions were confirmed. 
 
    “Of course she doesn’t know, and if she put out more often I wouldn’t have to look for sex elsewhere. Know what I mean?” 
 
    No, Julie didn’t. Mismatched sex drives was no excuse for cheating. 
 
    Sighing, she tossed her phone aside, wondering what the hell they’d signed up for. While preparing dinner, her thoughts continued to run amuck, until she finally had an epiphany. 
 
    She had a good life, an amazing wife, a job she loved, a mother she adored, in other words, her life was full. If they did luck upon a suitable person it would be a bonus, but it certainly wasn’t a necessity. 
 
    With that decided, her mood immediately perked up. 
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 Chapter 16 
 
    Later that night, while Julie was filling up the wood box on the back porch, Yvonne fired off a text to Sarah. 
 
    ‘Thanks for your help, but geez, woman, what were you thinking?’ 
 
    She absently patted Ginger, waiting for a reply. He’d barely left her side since they’d walked in the door at eleven o’clock that morning. 
 
    They’d made a quick stop at Julie’s mums on the way home, and she’d surprised them with a beautiful silver candlestick holder for their wedding anniversary. She’d been quick to inform them she wasn’t completely behind with the times, and silverware was the modern symbol for a fifth anniversary. 
 
    Her phone rang, startling her out of her daze. Smiling, she answered it, “0-800 stripper-gram, how may I help you?” 
 
    “Please send a stripper, you know the address.” 
 
    “Male or female?” At least that was something Sarah hadn’t had to ponder. 
 
    “Male.” 
 
    “How is that fair on Neil?” Yvonne scrunched up her face. 
 
    “Oh, please. He’s seen plenty of strippers. It’s only fair I—” 
 
    “Really?” Yvonne cut her off. “You just let him go to strip clubs?” She couldn’t imagine Julie going to a strip club, with or without her. 
 
    “Stop deflecting. How’d it go?” 
 
    “How’d what go?” Yvonne played dumb. 
 
    “Well, considering you’re still talking to me, I’m assuming the stripper had the desired effect.” 
 
    “What effect was that?” 
 
    “You know exactly what I mean, so spill.” 
 
    Picturing the huge smile on Sarah’s face, Yvonne played along. “You really want me to spell it out?” 
 
    “Yep, go on, show me how far you’ve come, my prudie little friend.” 
 
    “Prudie?” Yvonne huffed out a breath, “Is that even a word?” 
 
    “I could call you a prune, but I don’t think you’re that dried-up yet.” 
 
    “No, I’m not. I’m not a prude either. And, yes, I got laid…more than once.” 
 
    “Ah-ha, perfect.” 
 
    “Are you clapping?” She pictured Sarah with her phone propped on her shoulder, clapping her hands in the air, a huge grin splitting her face. 
 
    “Maybe. Hey, Neil,” her voice rose in pitch. “Yvonne got laid.” 
 
    Just then, Julie came walking into the living room. “Who are you talking to?” 
 
    “Sarah.” 
 
    “Oh, hey, Sars. Thanks for last night.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” The smile in Sarah’s voice was unmistakable. 
 
    “She said you’re welcome,” Yvonne informed Julie in case she didn’t hear Sarah. 
 
    “She also told Neil I got laid,” she said to Julie. 
 
    “Three times,” Julie announced proudly, speaking into Yvonne’s phone. 
 
    Clenching her jaw, Yvonne covered the mouthpiece. “Shut up. That’s our business.” 
 
    “Says the woman who told her best friend our business.” The cocky grin Julie shot her was as charming as it was infuriating. 
 
    “By the sound of that, your mid-life crisis has worked out for the best,” Sarah said. 
 
    “I wouldn’t call it a mid-life crisis.” Although perhaps it was, because they’d definitely hit a turning point in their relationship. 
 
    “Tea?” Julie mouthed, exiting the room when Yvonne nodded. A cup of sweet tea was just what she needed. How was it possible to drink all night and wake up thirsty? 
 
    “Well, whatever it was, you sound happy.” 
 
    “I am, and I mean it, thanks for everything.” Sarah was her constant, her best friend, her sounding board, the sister she never had. Since the day they’d met in primary school, they’d been practically inseparable. 
 
    *** 
 
    Over the following week, messages on Find Someone were few and far between. Lame one-liners, like ‘Hi, I’m into the same thing as you’, went ignored. 
 
    If someone couldn’t take the time to introduce themselves online, they didn’t deserve their time, and they definitely didn’t deserve to be allowed into their marital circle. 
 
    They were listed under the category of sexual meetings, but that didn’t mean they were willing to drop their knickers for anyone. They were in no hurry, and when push came to shove, they still didn’t know if one or the other would back out. 
 
    By Thursday, Yvonne had stopped obsessively checking the phone app. Julie had the same app, so they could both check their messages. 
 
    One of them could send a lewd message and delete it so the other didn’t know, but Yvonne was past worrying Julie might sleep around without her. 
 
    “Hey.” Julie plopped down next to her on the sofa. 
 
    She wore a black T-shirt, faded jeans, no shoes. Since the arrival of spring, they no longer needed the fire burning every night. Yvonne missed the ambience, but not as much as she loved the warmer weather. 
 
    “Have a read, this one sounds nice.” Julie handed her phone to Yvonne. 
 
    ‘Hi, Veronica and Juliet. I’m Daphne.’ 
 
    The memory of deciding their ‘code names’ made Yvonne smile. She turned to Julie. “What do you think Daphne’s code for?” 
 
    A shrug. “Diane?” 
 
    Possible. Then again, it could be anything, even her actual name. She continued to read. 
 
    ‘I’m forty-three, single, work crazy hours, have no time for a relationship, but can always find time for a night of mutual pleasure. You two sound like fun, if you want to know more, shoot me a message.’ 
 
    She clicked on the username and read her stats. Daphne, forty-three, five-foot-eight, 75kg, occasional drinker, non-smoker. 
 
    “She sounds okay. Did you send a reply?” 
 
    “No, not without talking to you first, and, please, don’t act too excited,” Julie said in a teasing tone. 
 
    It wasn’t that she wasn’t excited, but the entire conversation felt surreal. Unreal. If someone had told her twenty years ago they’d be sitting side by side discussing a possible hook-up, she would’ve laughed at them. 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    “Have you changed your mind?” Concern swam in the depths of Julie’s eyes. “It’s okay if you have.” 
 
    “No, it’s not that. It just doesn’t feel real. I’m sure it will, once a meeting has been set up.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’d like to meet her?” 
 
    “Should we ask for a picture first?” Yvonne wasn’t a shallow person, but attraction was important to her. 
 
    “As long as you realise she’ll probably ask for one of us in return.” 
 
    “Good point. What pic should we send if she does?” 
 
    Julie scrolled through her pictures on her phone. She held the screen in front of Yvonne. “How about this one?” 
 
    Mortified, she snatched the phone out of her hand. “I can’t believe you took this.” 
 
    The left side of Yvonne’s face was swollen, and she looked miserable. She had been. Her jaw throbbed at the memory. 
 
    Her wisdom tooth had been impacted and had to be surgically removed. It was the only time she could recall having anaesthetic, and it knocked her around for days. 
 
    “You look cute.” 
 
    “Right, sure, send that one. We’ll have babes lining up at the door.” She rolled her eyes. 
 
    Smiling, Julie grabbed her phone back. She scrolled through before stopping on another image. “How about this?” 
 
    A pang of nostalgia hit Yvonne straight in the solar plexus. It was taken on their first wedding anniversary. It was also their first visit to Stonehenge Aotearoa. A tourist had offered to take a picture of them. 
 
    Giddy on love and the spring air, they posed in the middle of the stone circle. They were both smiling, heads leaned together. Black hair blending with auburn. The Tararua ranges on the western horizon created a picturesque background. 
 
    “We look good, but I’ve filled out since then.” Yvonne patted her belly. She didn’t want to mislead anyone. She was no slim-Jim. 
 
    “My hair was a little longer back then, too.” Julie pulled at her short black hair as if to make her point. “So what? It’s still us, and we’re not auditioning for a beauty pageant.” 
 
    That was true. “Go on then, upload it. But don’t send it first.” A horrifying thought slammed into her. “Shit. What if it’s someone we know?” 
 
    How embarrassing would that be? This woman, Daphne, or whatever her name was, could be someone either of them knew through work. “You know half of the lower North Island.” 
 
    “You truly are…how did Brenda put it?” Julie snapped her fingers. “Adorable.” 
 
    “Whatever.” Yvonne smacked Julie’s finger away, hating that she wasn’t being taken seriously. 
 
    “Firstly, I don’t know half of the north island, most meters are outside, and the majority of homeowners are at work. Secondly, so what if it’s someone we know? Could be interesting. How many women do you know who are gay and looking to hook up with a couple of lesbos?” 
 
    “Um?” Yvonne did the math. “Zero. But still, it could happen.” 
 
    “It could. So let me play devil’s advocate. If we receive a photo from someone we know, what are you going to do?” 
 
    Good question. She certainly wouldn’t say, hey, hi, it’s us. “I would probably send a polite reply and say something like she’s not our type.” 
 
    “But would you tell anyone?” 
 
    “God no!” 
 
    “Why?” Julie tilted her head. 
 
    “Because it’s no one else’s business.” The penny dropped. 
 
    “Cha-ching,” Julie said as if she heard it. “If we do know them, they are just as unlikely to say anything as we are. And honestly, if they do, I’m too old to care.” 
 
    That was just like Julie, carefree and easy-going. 
 
    “Send a reply, ask for a picture. If we like what we see, we’ll go from there.” 
 
    They received a reply from Daphne not long after, and as predicted she asked for a picture in return. Julie sent one back and a date was made. 
 
    A date! The thought made her stomach flip. She hadn’t been on a date since she met Julie way back in the late 90s. 
 
    Around ten that night, Yvonne climbed into bed, tired but wired. The next few days were going to drag and fly by at the same time. 
 
    “What time did she say?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Saturday at two. Blueberry Cafe.” 
 
    Pulling back the blankets, Julie slid into bed wearing nothing but a sexy smile. Yvonne snuggled closer, absorbing her heat. 
 
    “I’m nervous,” she admitted when her mind wouldn’t shut off. 
 
    “And excited?” Julie asked, stroking her hair. 
 
    “Yeah.” She had to admit she was. 
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 Chapter 17 
 
    Shortly before two o’clock on Saturday afternoon, Yvonne pulled into a parallel park outside Blueberry Cafe. “Do you think she’s already here?” 
 
    “Maybe.” Julie looked around. “Or that could be her over there?” She pointed to a woman sitting in a car. 
 
    “Could be. Hard to tell with the sun on the window.” She squinted against the glare. 
 
    “Let’s get out, see if she follows.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Yvonne said, but her legs refused to move. 
 
    Already out of the car, Julie yanked open the driver’s door. “You okay?” 
 
    “Nervous.” She rubbed her palms on her jeans. 
 
    “Think of it as a coffee date, no expectations.” Julie reached over and undid Yvonne’s seatbelt. “What’s our word?” 
 
    Before they left home, they’d talked about a codeword if they needed to make a quick exit. “Ginger.” 
 
    “Correct.” Julie grabbed her hand and some of the tension lifted from Yvonne’s shoulders. Once she got her legs to work, she climbed out and locked the car. 
 
    Just as they were about to step into the café, Yvonne heard someone call out Veronica. 
 
    Thinking nothing of it, she pulled open the heavy, glass door. The aroma of coffee teased her senses. She breathed deeply, like an ex-smoker getting their hit. She’d already had her one coffee for the day, so it was tea for her. 
 
    A tug on her arm brought her up short. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we wait for her?” Julie frowned. 
 
    “Wait for who?” Yvonne adjusted the strap on her handbag. 
 
    “You, Veronica. Me, Juliet. Remember?” 
 
    “Oh, shit.” She smacked her forehead, feeling like an idiot. No wonder she hated lying, it required having too good of a memory. She looked beyond Yvonne and was met by a tentative gaze. 
 
    “Daphne?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Hi.” She waved. “That’s me.” 
 
    Smiling, the woman approached, blonde curls bouncing around her shoulders. She wore white slacks, a mauve top, and strappy sandals. 
 
    Yvonne held out a hand. “Nice to meet you.” She turned to Julie. “This is Julie—” She cleared her throat, “—Juliet.” 
 
    From memory, Daphne’s profile said she was forty-three, or perhaps it was forty-four. Either way, she looked closer to fifty. 
 
    “Ladies.” Julie swept her hand in front of her, ushering them to go first. 
 
    “Thank you,” Daphne said. “Are we going Dutch?” 
 
    Shit, another thing they hadn’t thought of. “No, it’s on us,” Yvonne said, impulsively. If they had to pay for two drinks why not pay for three? 
 
    “What will it be?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Oh, let me see.” She rubbed her hands together. “I’ll have a large double-mocha cappuccino.” 
 
    Was that a thing? 
 
    Daphne pointed to a scone in the glass cabinet. “One of those, and…” Her finger hovered mid-air as if she couldn’t decide. 
 
    Wow, why don’t you order an entire meal while you’re at it? The penny pincher in Yvonne made her want to retract her offer to pay. 
 
    “No, wait!” Daphne backed up. “Forget the food, coffee will be fine.” She locked her gaze on Yvonne, running a hand over her hip. “I’m watching my weight.” 
 
    Her sultry gaze made Yvonne’s skin prickle. She shifted uncomfortably. Daphne was either trying too hard or extremely forward. Feeling awkward, Yvonne glanced around hoping no one else had seen. She blushed when she noticed a man watching them closely. 
 
    “Chai or peppermint tea, Veronica?” 
 
    “Chai, please,” Yvonne replied, giving herself a mental high-five for remembering her alias. 
 
    After placing their order, they sat at a round table for three near the back of the café. The padded leather seats were chic and comfortable. 
 
    “What do you do for a living?” Julie asked Daphne. 
 
    “I’m a phlebotomist.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Yvonne. Mortified, she covered her mouth. “Sorry.” 
 
    Although Julie was smiling, Yvonne was sure her response would be more mature. “And what does that involve? Spanking bottoms?” 
 
    Scratch the mature part. Julie’s mind was clearly in her knickers. 
 
    “Nothing that exciting.” Daphne chuckled. “I draw blood.” 
 
    “Oh, do you work at Medlab?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Use to, but now I do house calls.” 
 
    “Oh, Juliet does house calls too,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Really, and what do you do, Veronica?” 
 
    Silence descended when the waitress stepped up to their table. “Chai tea?” 
 
    “Me, please.” Yvonne held up a hand. 
 
    “Mochaccino?” 
 
    “Here.” Daphne tore open two sugar sticks and dumped them into the steaming brew. Someone had a sweet tooth. 
 
    The thought drew Yvonne’s gaze to said teeth. They were either perfectly straight…or false. 
 
    Stop judging, what’s up with that? 
 
    “A long black?” Julie nodded. 
 
    “Any children?” Julie asked once they were alone again. 
 
    “Yes.” Daphne’s face lit up. “A daughter, she’s thirty. Her two children are the apple of my eye.” 
 
    “Young mother?” Julie echoed Yvonne’s thoughts. 
 
    “Gosh, no, they’re still babies.” 
 
    “I meant you.” 
 
    Boom! If she was only forty-three, that meant she was thirteen when her now thirty-year-old daughter was born. 
 
    “Oh.” Her face fell. “I just put my foot in it, didn’t I?” 
 
     “No biggie,” Julie said casually. “Age is but a number.” Her voice dropped an octave. “But honesty means a lot to us. You tell one lie, and then—” She lifted a shoulder. “Who knows.” 
 
    Looking remorseful, Daphne shook her head. “I’m fifty-two, but I’ve been told I don’t look it.” 
 
    Someone lied. 
 
    “I thought I’d get more interest if I listed my age as younger. I didn’t mean to deceive you.” 
 
    “More interest in what?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Julie sipped her iced tea, head moving from side to side like she was watching a tennis match. 
 
    “You want to get straight to the point? I can do that. In fact, I’d prefer it.” Her eyes sparkled as if a switch had been flipped. “More interest from potential playmates. That’s why we’re here, isn’t it? To see if sparks fly.” She shot them a dazzling smile. “And clothes come off.” 
 
    Daphne’s hand ghosted across Yvonne’s thigh under the table, sending shockwaves through her body. Was she doing the same to Julie? No, she couldn’t be, her other hand was on the table. 
 
    “Have you had sex with a couple before?” Julie asked. 
 
    When Daphne’s foot connected with hers, Yvonne’s eyes went wide. Daphne was playing footsie with her. Feeling guilty, even though she’d done nothing to encourage her, she pulled her feet back, tucking them under the chair. 
 
    “Nope, but there’s a first time for everything right.” She bit her lip seductively. 
 
    “Very true.” Julie smiled at Yvonne, her eyes full of warmth. “This will be our first time too.” She squeezed Yvonne’s hand. “Excuse me. I need to use the bathroom.” 
 
    Ugh, damn her. If this was her way of telling Yvonne it was her call, Yvonne didn’t like it. She wanted to scream don’t leave me. Instead, she drained the last of her tea to soothe her dry throat. 
 
    Daphne leaned in close, so close Yvonne could smell the coffee on her breath. “You’re incredibly sexy.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she replied automatically. It’d been a long time since anyone other than Julie had said she was sexy and it felt good. Daphne was definitely a looker, but something was off. 
 
    A second later, she reached across the table and ran her fingers through Yvonne’s hair. The touch made her skin prickle and not in a good way. 
 
    Yvonne tilted her head sideways, gently pulling away from the too familiar touch. 
 
    “Let’s say you and I hook up? Would you like that?” 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “Just the two of us. It’ll be our little secret.” 
 
    The suggestion made bile rise up the back of Yvonne’s throat. “Why would I do that?” She had no intention of cheating. Ever. 
 
    “No offence, but I’m not attracted to your wife.” 
 
    Her hackles went up. “And what’s wrong with my wife?” 
 
    “Nothing, if you’re into butch women.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t really call her butch,” Yvonne said defensively. 
 
    “Maybe not, but short hair and flat chests do nothing for me. I prefer femmes. Like you.” 
 
    Her lascivious gaze made Yvonne’s skin crawl like ants were marching across her body. 
 
    “All luscious curves, soft, long hair.” Daphne’s gaze dipped lower. “A fantastic rack.” 
 
    The audacity of the woman left Yvonne speechless. She just stared, mouth open, eyes wide. 
 
    “Sorry about that.” 
 
    The sound of Julie’s voice was like someone waking her from a dream, or in this case, a nightmare. Yvonne shook her head, wondering if she’d imagined the whole thing. 
 
    Oblivious to what just went down, Julie rested her elbows on the table. “Did I miss anything exciting? Any sparks flying?” 
 
    “Definitely,” Daphne replied. “I was just telling your wife how much I’d love to get together with her.” 
 
    No bloody way, not happening. Ever! 
 
    “Ginger!” Yvonne blurted out. 
 
    A deep frown line appeared between Julie’s eyes. 
 
    Code word, code word, code word flashed through Yvonne’s mind like a beacon. She breathed a sigh of relief when the light bulb went on in Julie’s eyes. 
 
    “Crap, did you put him out?” 
 
    “No, did you?” 
 
    “What’s going on.” Daphne looked from one to the other, frowning. 
 
    “Our cat, he’s got social issues,” Julie said. “If we leave him in when we go out, he sprays all over the house, marking his territory.” She plugged her nostrils. “Pooh.” 
 
    Screwing up her face, Daphne recoiled as if she could smell cat pee. 
 
    Yvonne jumped out of her chair as if her pants were on fire. “Sorry, gotta go.” 
 
    “Message me,” Daphne called behind them. 
 
    Fat chance of that. Yvonne fired the car to life and sped for home. 
 
    “Whoa, slow down.” Julie chuckled. 
 
    “It’s not funny, and my cat doesn’t piss everywhere.” She tried to sound angry but failed. She couldn’t be mad with Julie for making her cat sound like a geriatric. It got them out of there, and the look on Daphne’s face was priceless. 
 
    “Wanna tell me what that was all about? You were out of there like shit out of a seagull.” 
 
    Too wound up, Yvonne didn’t bother commenting about Julie’s crass choice of words. “You left me alone with her!” 
 
    “I needed to pee.” 
 
    “You never need to do that. You’ve got a bladder like a horse.” Something Yvonne envied. 
 
    Unlike Julie who slept like the dead, Yvonne’s bladder woke her at least once if not twice a night. 
 
    “Okay, I wanted to see if you felt comfortable with each other without me.” 
 
    “Really?” Yvonne cocked an eyebrow. “Well, clearly she did. She propositioned me.” 
 
    “How’s that bad? That’s what we were there for, right? She was attractive and could hold a—” 
 
    Frustrated, Yvonne cut her off. “She propositioned me.” She stabbed herself in the chest. “Me. Alone. Behind your back.” 
 
    That cleaned the smile right off Julie’s face. Yvonne turned back to the road, wishing she’d waited until they were home until she opened her big mouth.  
 
    She felt conflicted over how much to share. They’d agreed to be honest, but did that mean sharing the hurtful words that had spewed out of Daphne’s mouth? 
 
    Yes, she decided. After all, attraction was subjective, and she was glad Daphne wasn’t attracted to Julie because she didn’t want to share her with such a self-serving bitch. 
 
    “She said you were too butch for her.” Just thinking about it made her blood boil. “What a fuckin’ cheek.” 
 
    “Oh, such a lady, no wonder she was hot for you.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Yvonne smiled despite herself. The fact Julie wasn’t the least bit angry helped. “Why aren’t you pissed? I thought you’d be telling me to turn around so you could go and rip her a new one?” 
 
    “Sounds like the one she’s got needs filling…with cement.” 
 
    A deep belly laugh tickled the back of Yvonne’s throat and burst forth. She laughed until tears streamed down her cheeks. 
 
    “Stop, I can’t see where I’m going.” She swiped at her eyes. 
 
    “You’re driving, you stop.” 
 
    “We’re here now.” Yvonne pulled into the driveway. Once she shut off the engine, she turned to Julie. “All jokes aside, why aren’t you angry? I mean some skank just tried to get me to have sex with her behind your back.” 
 
    “Were you attracted to her?” 
 
    “Yes.” She couldn’t lie. She had been. Until she spoke. Funny how personality could make an average person beautiful and turn an attractive person ugly. 
 
    “Here’s the thing, you found her attractive, yet you turned her down and told me why.” A loving smile spread across Julie’s face, warming Yvonne from the inside out. “If I had any doubt whether we’re doing the right thing, you just erased them.” She laced her fingers with Yvonne’s. “Together forever. Forever together.” 
 
    “I love you, Julie Wilson.” 
 
    “And I you, Yvonne Henderson.” 
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 Chapter 18 
 
    Julie stepped inside just as Yvonne tossed her cell phone across the table. She dropped her head in her hands and massaged her temples. “Fuck.” 
 
    The word sounded so foreign coming out of Yvonne’s mouth, Julie was at her side two seconds after kicking off her gumboots. 
 
    “Hey, what’s up?” She put a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “You smell like grass,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “I just did the lawns. You smell like despair.” 
 
    “What does despair smell like?” 
 
    “Damned if I know,” Julie said. “But it made you smile.” 
 
    “Yeah, it did.” Yvonne leaned her head on Julie’s shoulder. “That was Mum.” 
 
    “Ah-huh.” She waited for more. 
 
    “They’re having a surprise party for Nathan’s forty-fifth birthday.” 
 
    That didn’t explain why she’d cussed. Despite the six-year age gap and Yvonne’s uptight sister-in-law, she was close to her brother. They often talked on the phone and visited when time permitted, which admittedly wasn’t often. 
 
    “And?” Julie prompted. 
 
    “We’ve been invited to stay at Mum and Dads.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Julie echoed Yvonne’s sentiments. 
 
    It was a rare day they stayed overnight at the Henderson’s. Neither of them relaxed the entire time; careful not to touch or do anything that might upset the mother-in-law. 
 
    Julie couldn’t care less what Margaret thought of her, but if it made Julie’s life easier to be the good daughter-in-law, keeping her hands to herself for a night was a small price to pay. 
 
    “You’re excited about the party though, right?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh, yes.” Yvonne’s face lit up. “I can’t wait to see my little bro. The kids will be there, too.” 
 
    James and Hannah, fifteen and nineteen respectively, were hardly kids, but Julie guessed they would always be kids in Yvonne’s eyes. 
 
    Having no nieces or nephews of her own, she couldn’t say for sure. Her mind flicked to her mother and she smiled, pleased her mum had two siblings still alive, a sister and a brother. Even though she didn’t see her aunt and uncle often, Julie had many fond memories of time spent with her relatives. 
 
    She tried to recall the last time she’d seen her cousins. When it hit her, a wave of sadness made her throat tight. It’d been last year; at her father’s funeral. She swallowed the lump of emotion and tuned back into Yvonne. 
 
    “I suggested we stay at a motel, but you know what mum’s like.” 
 
    Oh yeah, after twenty years, she knew the woman well enough. Grinning, Julie stuck her nose in the air and spoke with a plum in her mouth. “Nonsense. We have a perfectly good house with plenty of room. There’s no need to book into a motel.” 
 
    Yvonne snorted. “Not quite, but you did a pretty good imitation.” 
 
    “Can I have my quota of kisses before we go? Because God forbid I touch my wife in front of your mother.” Julie feigned horror. 
 
    Chuckling, Yvonne kissed her. “They love you.” 
 
    “As long as we don’t do anything to remind them we sleep together.” 
 
    “No parent wants to think about their child having sex.” 
 
    “I don’t think you have to worry about that. Your mother wouldn’t know where to start imagining two women making love.” 
 
    “Unlike your mother.” Yvonne grinned. 
 
    “You’re lucky you weren’t there when she asked me how that worked. You would’ve died with embarrassment.” 
 
    “Did she know about you and Sadie?” Yvonne chewed her lip. 
 
    “No.” Julie took Yvonne’s hands in hers. “And not because I was ashamed, but some things are supposed to remain private.” 
 
    “Like if we have a threesome?” 
 
    “Exactly.” If that ever happened. 
 
    So far, the few people they’d talked to on the dating app hadn’t piqued their interest. Admittedly, they’d been more cautious since meeting Daphne. 
 
    “Your old man’s fun when…” Julie stopped herself. It wasn’t the time to be insulting her mother-in-law. 
 
    “It’s okay, you can say it.” She gave her a sad smile. “He’s different when Mum’s not around.” 
 
    Julie didn’t insult her by saying her mother loved her in her own way, because as far as Julie saw it, Margaret’s own way wasn’t very motherly. 
 
    “I must admit, you’re taking this better than I am,” Yvonne said, fiddling with the linen tablecloth. 
 
    There was no point getting upset, they had to go and that was it. They might as well make the most of it. 
 
    Julie pulled Yvonne to her feet and spun her in a circle. “You’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I always am when I’m in your arms.” The sincerity of her words wrapped around Julie’s heart and squeezed tight. 
 
    Their lips met and the love Julie felt for Yvonne made her heart expand in her chest. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nathan’s birthday rolled around, and they hit the road for the three hour trip to New Plymouth. Julie fiddled with the heat, listening to Ginger meowing in his kitty cage. 
 
    “You know he would’ve been okay for one night, right?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s cold, and your mum loves spoiling him for a night.” Yvonne glanced in the rearview mirror. “That’s a happy meow.” 
 
    “Right.” Julie dragged out the word.  
 
    He didn’t look too happy with his face pushed up against the wire cage, paw stuck out like an inmate trying to escape. 
 
    The minute they pulled into her mum’s driveway, she appeared on the doorstep. “Where’s my boy.” She rushed over to the car. 
 
    Ginger meowed as if to say ‘here I am.’ A blast of cool air swirled around their feet when Shirley flung the rear door open. 
 
    “Hello, sweetie.” She flipped open the cage door and he leapt into her arms, licking her face and purring loudly. 
 
    Yvonne narrowed her eyes. “Traitor.” 
 
    Braving the cold, they both got out of the car. 
 
    “Take care of my boy.” Yvonne scratched Ginger under the chin. 
 
    “Don’t I always? Get out of here.” She shooed them away. “Have a good time, and take care on the roads.” 
 
    As Yvonne climbed back in the car, Julie hugged her mum, squashing Ginger between them. “Love you.” 
 
    Relief and happiness bloomed in her chest when she didn’t feel any bones. For months after her father died, her mother had wilted before her very eyes. 
 
    She could only imagine what it was like to lose a spouse. No, she wouldn’t go there. The prospect of spending two days with her mother-in-law was depressing enough. 
 
    With Yvonne already behind the wheel, Julie scooted around to the left-hand side of the car and jumped in the passenger’s seat. 
 
    “Your mum looks good.” Yvonne backed down the driveway. 
 
    “She does.” Julie grinned at the sight before her. “Big guy’s waving to you.” Well, her mother was waving his paw at them. 
 
    “Huh?” Yvonne braked. “Naw, my baby. He’s so cute. Mumma loves you.” She blew a kiss, and Julie stopped herself from rolling her eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    Ten minutes out of Wanganui, Julie pointed to Kaitoke Prison on their left. “Don’t you find it odd having a prison so close to a school?” 
 
    “Why? A prison should be secure, shouldn’t it?” 
 
    The thought of being locked up sent a shiver down Julie’s spine. “I couldn’t imagine spending any time there. Even to visit you.” 
 
    “Well, that’ll never happen.” 
 
    “Is that right, Miss-I-am-golden?” 
 
    “It’s an institution for male offenders.” 
 
    “I knew that,” Julie lied. 
 
    Yvonne slowed from 100 kilometres-per-hour to 50 kilometres-per-hour as they approached Wanganui. 
 
    “Are you okay driving or do you want me to take over?” Julie was actually enjoying sitting in the passenger seat, but it seemed only fair to offer. 
 
    “I’m fine. We’ve been on the road for what? All of an hour.” 
 
    “An hour forty-five.” 
 
    “Oh, wow. Time’s flying.” She let out a derisive chuckle. “Anyone would think I’m in a hurry to get there.” 
 
    There wasn’t anything Julie could say that hadn’t been said before, so she flicked through her playlist. 
 
    “How about some tunes? Get you in the mood to party?” Finding the song she wanted, she hit play. 
 
    Yvonne quirked an eyebrow. “Kenny Rogers?” 
 
    “Shush, wait.” She held up a finger, waiting for Dolly to join in, “Islands in the stream…” 
 
    Grinning, Yvonne sang along, “That is what we are. No one in between.” 
 
    Caught up in the relaxed atmosphere, the next leg of the journey went by in a flash. 
 
    A cattle truck zoomed past heading in the other direction, farm dog hanging its head through the hole in the hutch behind the front wheel. 
 
    Instinctively, Julie held her breath. It wasn’t like the cows had a built-in toilet, and on long trips, those trucks reeked to high heaven. 
 
    “Pooh.” Yvonne closed the vent on the dash, drawing Julie’s eye to the GPS. 
 
    It wouldn’t be long before they drove through Hawera. 
 
    Memories of the last time they’d visited the small town made Julie smile. “Remember when we took Mum to the Elvis Presley Museum?” 
 
    Yvonne glanced sideways. “I can’t believe she told us she lost her virginity to your father singing ‘It’s Now or Never.’” She did her best Elvis Presley impersonation. “Kiss me my darling, you’re mine tonight.” 
 
    “It’s kinda sweet, don’t you think?” Julie actually doubted there was much truth in her mother’s words.  
 
    It wouldn’t be the first time she’d come up with some story just to get a reaction. Dropping the bomb while being given a tour of the museum, she’d received more than one curious look. 
 
    “I think it’s about as sweet as her telling everyone within hearing distance that you were conceived to Elvis singing Stuck on You.” 
 
    “If you think about it, that’s really sweet. She had a miscarriage before they got me, and for reasons unknown, Mum was never able to conceive again.” 
 
    Yvonne squeezed her hand. “It was sweet. And I’m as stuck on you as your mum.” 
 
    A comfortable silence settled between them. Julie tipped her head back against the headrest and closed her eyes. 
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 Chapter 19 
 
    Shortly after eleven, Yvonne pulled to a stop outside her parents’ home. They’d moved to New Plymouth a few years ago, stating they wanted to be closer to Nathan and the kids; their only grandchildren. 
 
    Yvonne could’ve taken the comment as a kick in the teeth, but her mother had known long before she came out that she didn’t want kids. 
 
    Maternal feelings had never materialised. Hell, even now she didn’t like playing pass-the-baby when an excited parent handed their newborn around the room. 
 
    In no hurry to get out of the car but desperate to pee, Yvonne stretched her legs. “How’s your bladder?” she asked Julie. 
 
    “Fine. I didn’t drink a litre of water.” 
 
    “Maybe you should’ve.” 
 
    “These wrinkles are from age.” Julie pointed to the corner of her eyes. “Not from being a dried-up old prune.” 
 
    “Unlike my mother.” Yvonne couldn’t believe she’d said the words. “Shit, that wasn’t very nice.” 
 
    Nor was her mother at times, but that was no excuse for stooping to her level. She would always love the woman who gave her life, it was just a shame her love came with conditions.  
 
    Although, Yvonne was guilty of the same. She loved her mother, but she would never embrace her bigotry. Just like her mother would never embrace her marriage. 
 
    It was what it was, and Yvonne had made her peace with it, or so she told herself. 
 
    “Come on.” Julie cracked open the door. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Yvonne grabbed her handbag and climbed out. The air was crisp, the sky clear blue. 
 
    Julie pointed to Mount Taranaki, looming in the distance. “Looks beautiful, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “It does, but I’d freeze my arse off.” Just the thought of getting any closer to the snow-capped mountain made her shiver. 
 
    Thank goodness it never snowed in Feilding. 
 
    Julie opened the gate to the white picket fence. “After you, my lady.” 
 
    Charmed, Yvonne stepped through. Her parents’ home was cliché picture perfect. Colourful gardens, immaculate lawns year-round, wraparound porch, unobscured view of Mount Taranaki, BMW parked in the driveway. 
 
    The gate had barely swung shut when two teenagers came barrelling down the porch steps. 
 
    Hannah sprinted ahead of her brother, long hair flying through the air. 
 
    She flung her arms around Yvonne. “It’s good to see you, Aunty Yvonne.” She pulled out of her arms and hugged Julie. “You too, Aunty Julie.” 
 
    “Don’t let Gran hear you say that.” James, who was more subdued than his outgoing sister, looked around nervously. 
 
    “She’s half-deaf, and who cares anyway? Julie is our aunty.” 
 
    “Whatever.” He shrugged. “Hi, Julie.” He dipped his head. “Aunty Yvonne.” 
 
    “Hey, kid.” She pulled him into a hug. “You look more and more like your father every day.” 
 
    Smiling, he pulled out of her arms. “I’m better looking than him.” 
 
    “Pfft.” Hannah rolled her eyes. “Dream on.” 
 
    “Well don’t stand out there and catch a chill.” Yvonne turned in the direction of the voice. Her dad stood with a hand resting on the porch rail. “Come give your old man a hug.” 
 
    Joy lit up Yvonne’s insides. She smiled at Julie and rushed to do her dad’s bidding. He pulled her into a fierce embrace. The scent of his deodorant transported her back to when she was a little girl, sitting in his lap while he read to her. 
 
    “Good to see you.” 
 
    He eyed her up and down. “You look good, girl. I see Julie’s feeding you well.” 
 
    If it was anyone else she would’ve been offended. But her father had never criticised her for her weight, and God knew it had fluctuated over the years. 
 
    Then there was her mother who was quick to point out her shortfalls. ‘You’re not wearing that are you? You’re too short, put some heels on. It makes you look fat. Why are you going out without makeup?’ And on it went. 
 
    Regardless of what her mother said, she never lacked female attention and the secret thrill of that had always buoyed her. 
 
    They stepped inside and were greeted by the familiar aroma of furniture polish. 
 
    Her gaze landed on a family portrait hanging on the wall. It had been taken thirty years ago, at her twenty-first birthday. It was one of the only photos they had with them all smiling. 
 
    The photographer who had captured the moment, all four huddled together, laughing, was worth his weight in gold. 
 
    To the outside world, they looked like the quintessential happy family. That was before Yvonne came out. Something she didn’t do until she was twenty-two. 
 
    “Where’s Mum?” Yvonne glanced around as if she would miraculously appear. 
 
    Hannah called from the top of the hall. “In here, icing the cake.” 
 
    Decorations and bags of unpacked groceries were strewn across the kitchen bench. The aroma of chocolate filled the kitchen, and six tall back chairs were pushed in at the table. 
 
    Her mum glanced up, piping bag in hand. “Hello, dear.” She tipped her head. “Julie.” 
 
    “Hi, Mrs Henderson. Thank you for having us.” 
 
    The formality between them was laughable. It was also something Yvonne had grown used to. Hannah and James looked at her as if to say, ‘what the hell is that about?’ Which made her smile. 
 
    Hannah stuck her finger in the icing bowl and received a smack across the wrist from her grandmother in return. Grinning, she licked the green frosting off her finger. 
 
    Yvonne’s mum wiped her hands on her apron and stuck a toothpick with a flag into the cake. Ah, she could see it now, a golf course. Nathan had never been keen on exercise until he found golf. Now, it was a rare weekend that he didn’t play a round or two. 
 
    “Ha-ha, Carl’s such an egg,” James chuckled, eyes glued to his phone. 
 
    “I better not see you doing that tonight.” His grandmother shot him a stern look. 
 
    “Never, Gran,” he replied without taking his eyes off the screen. 
 
    “Can we help with anything?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “You girls can start on the sandwiches. The savouries can be heated once we get to Nathan and Sandra’s.” 
 
    “I’ll help Grandad with lunch.” Hannah pushed off the dining room wall. 
 
    “Well, now, we’re not all going to fit in the kitchen, are we?” 
 
    The kitchen was huge. A bench spanned the length of one wall, sink smack bang in the middle, and opposite it was a large granite kitchen island. There was plenty of room for everyone. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Gran.” She pecked her on the cheek. “Pops and I have got lunch sorted.” Hannah held out a hand to her grandfather. 
 
    Looking like he’d pulled the wool over his wife’s eyes, he slapped his car keys into Hannah’s outstretched palm. 
 
    “KFC or Mackers?” Hannah looked at Yvonne with a shit-eating grin. 
 
    Her mother intervened. “You are not buying takeout, we’ve got enough food to feed an army. And you, Harold, are supposed to be watching your cholesterol.” 
 
    Her dad just smiled. “My son’s turning forty-five. I’m celebrating.” 
 
    “Yeah, Gran, let him live a little,” James said. 
 
    Her mother threw up her hands. “Fine…get. You’re in the way.” 
 
    Grinning, Hannah looped her arm through her grandfathers. “Come on, Pops, let’s go.” 
 
    “I’m coming.” James sprinted after them. 
 
    “Hey, wait up," Yvonne called out. "Let me give you some money.” She flipped open her wallet and found nothing but plastic. “Shit, I forgot to withdraw some cash, you got any?” 
 
    Julie fished in her jean’s pocket and handed her a twenty. 
 
    “Put it away.” The hint of a smile appeared on her mum’s face, and Yvonne took that moment to give her a sideways hug. 
 
    “What can I do to help?” 
 
    “Why don’t you bring your bags in before you get your hands dirty? I’ve made up the spare room for you.” 
 
    The room with twin beds. Wonderful. 
 
    “I’ll grab the bags.” Julie plucked up the car keys, pecked Yvonne on the cheek, and was gone. 
 
    Once she was out of hearing shot, Yvonne braced herself. She knew what was coming before her mother even spoke. 
 
    “I hope there’s none of that sort of carry on tonight.” 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Yvonne reigned in her fury. “It’s called showing affection, Mum. We’re married.” 
 
    Her mother flinched as if Yvonne had just delivered disgusting news. 
 
    Gritting her teeth, Yvonne pressed on. “Can’t you just be happy for me?” 
 
    The stern look her mother shot her—lips pursed, brow furrowed—made Yvonne feel like she was five again. 
 
    “Don't take that tone with me, Yvonne Marie. Your brother’s married too, but you don't see Sandra fawning all over him." 
 
    Nope, that would never happen. Her sister-in-law was cut from the same cloth as her mother when it came to showing affection. 
 
    "It’s like you two are trying to prove something, and that makes people uncomfortable.” 
 
    Shaking her head, Yvonne muttered under her breath. “Makes you uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Pardon me?” 
 
    “Nothing, Mum. It’s fine.” It wasn’t, but she hadn’t come all the way to New Plymouth to argue with her mother. She was there for Nathan. 
 
    A second later, Julie bounded into the kitchen, all smiles and big brown eyes. 
 
    "Right, let's get this party started.” She rubbed her hands together, looking excited. 
 
    There was no way Julie couldn’t feel the tension in the room, but she didn’t let it show—never did when it came to the in-laws—and Yvonne loved her for it. 
 
    Right then, she wanted nothing more than to wrap her arms around her wife, but for the sake of keeping the peace she didn’t dare. 
 
    *** 
 
    By mid-afternoon they’d been filled in on the plan. Nathan was golfing with his mate while the ladies went shopping, then they were supposed to meet up for a quiet dinner for four. 
 
    At five o’clock, they loaded the food and decorations into her parent’s car and saw them on their way. 
 
    Hannah and James piled into the back of Yvonne and Julie’s car. The drive across town gave Yvonne time to decompress. 
 
    “I don’t feel like I’ve relaxed since we arrived.” She exhaled a long, slow breath. 
 
    “You haven’t,” Hannah piped up from the backseat. “You shouldn’t let Gran get to you.” 
 
    “Huh, that’s rich coming from you.” James smirked. 
 
    “Whatever.” Hannah folded her arms across her chest and glanced out the window. 
 
    Julie swivelled her head, and Yvonne glanced in the rearview mirror. 
 
    James grinned like a five-year-old about to rat on his sister. “Hannah got a nose piercing, and when Gran told her she looked like a bull she took it out.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Hannah shoved him. 
 
    “No fighting, you two,” Julie said. “Tonight’s about your dad and making happy memories.” 
 
    *** 
 
    By six o’clock, Nathan and Sandra’s home was packed with guests. Conversation and booze flowing. Finger food set out. Savouries warming in the oven. HAPPY BIRTHDAY banner pinned to the living room wall. 
 
    “Shh.” Hannah put a finger across her lips. “Everyone down.” She flicked off the lights. 
 
    Guests who’d driven had parked their cars around the corner. After bringing the kids home, Julie had taken their car back to her parents. Hannah had followed in the small car Nathan used for work and given her a lift back. 
 
    Excited chatter filled the room when a car pulled into the driveway. 
 
    “They’re here,” James whisper yelled. 
 
    Adrenaline surged through Yvonne, and a smile broke out on her face. Having a surprise sprung on her was her worst nightmare, but Nathan loved being the centre of attention. 
 
    Grinning, Hannah counted down. Five. Four. Three. Two. One. 
 
    A key rattled in the door. “I can’t believe you forgot the credit card.” That was Nathan. 
 
    “Stop complaining.” 
 
    Yvonne would know her sister-in-law’s voice anywhere. She didn’t even have to try to sound grumpy. 
 
    The light flicked on and everyone jumped to their feet, yelling “Surprise!” 
 
    Warmth flooded Yvonne when Nathan’s entire face lit up. His eyes went wide, his jaw dropped open, but no words came. He was literally speechless. 
 
    “Happy Birthday,” came a voice from out of nowhere. A second later a couple entered behind them. “You didn’t think we’d miss it, did you?” 
 
    “Good of them to make it on time,” Julie muttered under her breath. 
 
    “Shh, that’s his mate and wife. They helped set this up.” 
 
    “Hey, Dad.” James gave him a coy smile. 
 
    “Hey, I thought you were staying at your mate Carl’s.” He pulled Nathan into a sideways hug. 
 
    Nathan’s gaze moved around the room naming people as he went. “Mum, Dad, Tony, Mary—” 
 
    The look on his face when Hannah popped up from behind the couch was priceless. “Oh, honey, you’re supposed to be at—” 
 
    “University studying. I know, I know.” 
 
    He opened his arms and she flew into them. He blinked hard, holding her tight. “Thank you for being here.” 
 
    Swiping at her eyes, Hannah turned in his arms. “Guess who else is here?” She pointed to Yvonne. 
 
    “Sis!” 
 
    A tear slid down Yvonne’s cheek. Bloody hormones. “That’s me.” 
 
    “Get your arse over here.” 
 
    “Go.” Julie gave her a shove as if she needed a helping hand. It’d only been six months since she’d seen Nathan, but it felt like a lifetime. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around her brother, breathing him in. For someone who’d been golfing all afternoon, he smelled pretty good, like spring and aftershave. “Happy Birthday.” 
 
    The flash of a camera blinded her. When her vision cleared, she was met by Julie’s smiling face. 
 
    “Mum, Dad.” Nathan motioned to a spot beside him. 
 
    “Just because it’s your birthday, doesn’t mean you can boss me around.” A smile accompanied their mother’s words. 
 
    It was good to see her smiling. She looked genuinely happy. Relaxed. Proud even. 
 
    “Now there’s a handsome family.” Julie held up her camera. “Move closer.” 
 
    Yvonne smiled up at her dad when he slipped his hand around her waist and squeezed her side. Nathan snaked an arm across her shoulders, and their mother stood on the other side of Nathan. 
 
    What felt like a hundred cameras flashed at once. 
 
    The night went off without a hitch. Nathan’s wife was the perfect hostess. Her mother smiled all night. The cake was a hit, and everyone behaved. 
 
    By midnight, Yvonne was partied out. She flopped into a chair in the living room. Julie was having a blast, dancing with partygoers in the kitchen. She probably knew them all by name, too. 
 
    “You okay, Aunty?” Hannah perched on the arm of the chair. 
 
    “I’m fine, just tired.” 
 
    “Me too, I’m going to go and hide in my room.” She gave Yvonne a sideways hug. 
 
    “It was good to see you.” Yvonne hugged her back. 
 
    “You, too.” Hannah thumbed her phone and slipped out of the room. 
 
    “There’s my wife.” Julie wandered into the living room. “Come dance.” 
 
    “I’m beat. My feet are killing me.” 
 
    “Boo.” Julie pouted. “Party-pooper.” 
 
    Yvonne fanned away her beer breath. “Looks like I’ll be driving tomorrow.” 
 
    “Nope.” She waggled her fingers. “I’ll keep…” Hiccup. “Keep up my end of the deal.” 
 
    “What happened to the rule twelve hours between the bottle and the throttle?” 
 
    It was a rule Julie stuck to religiously during the week. It wasn’t often they drank after seven. One or two drinks before dinner was generally the limit. Neither of them were big drinkers. With midnight looming, it was no wonder she was tipsy. 
 
    “Where are your folks?” 
 
    “They left about an hour ago.” Yvonne dragged herself out of the chair. “You better be quiet when we get ready for bed.” 
 
    “Oh, I can be very quiet.” Julie pulled her to her feet, pressing their bodies together. The gleam in her eyes made her intentions clear. 
 
    “We are not having drunk sex. In a single bed. At my parents.” She glanced around, hoping no one heard her outburst. 
 
    “Did someone say sex?” Nathan poked his head into the living room. 
 
    “We’re going to take off.” 
 
    Julie squeezed her bum. Yvonne swatted her hand. 
 
    The sound of people clapping and cheering drew their attention to the kitchen. A woman was leaning back in a kitchen chair, top pulled up to her boobs. Mark, her brother’s best friend, was lapping a shot out of her bellybutton. 
 
    “That’s disgusting.” Yvonne screwed up her face. 
 
    “What’s a bit of navel fluff between friends?” 
 
    “Tell that to his wife. By the way, where’s Sandra? I should thank her before we go.” 
 
    “She’s outside with the smokers, I’ll tell her you said bye.” 
 
    “Thanks.” She hugged her brother tight. 
 
    He knew there was no love lost between them. She might not think highly of her sister-in-law but she didn’t have to live with her. Nathan loved Sandra, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next day after bidding her parents farewell, they headed for home. 
 
    “God, I feel like I’m seasick.” Julie’s complexion was ashen. “Why couldn’t we have straight roads?” 
 
    “Straight’s overrated,” Yvonne said, slowing for a tight bend. 
 
    “You could show some sympathy. I was nice to you when you were hungover after your birthday.” 
 
    That was true, and she loved her for it. “I can’t do much about the windy roads. I’m barely doing the speed limit as it is.” 
 
    “I know.” Julie guzzled from a water bottle. 
 
    “At least Hannah didn’t inherit the Henderson gene.” Not that any of them were alcoholics but they all enjoyed a drink. 
 
    “Are you talking about the grumpy old lady gene?” Julie said with a smile in her voice. 
 
    “Someone’s feeling better.” Yvonne glanced sideways, pleased to see some colour back in her cheeks. 
 
    “Your dad gave me a hair of the dog when your mother wasn’t looking.” 
 
    “He didn’t!” 
 
    “Correct. But he did give me a hug.” 
 
    The thought warmed Yvonne’s heart. She wished she’d been there to see it. “Where was I?” 
 
    “Saying goodbye to your mother while I was putting our bags in the car. I came back up the porch steps and there he was. Thanked me for taking care of his girl.” 
 
    “I can’t believe he let Hannah drive when they went out to get lunch. Mum didn’t even say anything about that.” 
 
    “Do you think they would’ve treated our kids as equals?” 
 
    It was a loaded question Yvonne didn’t want to answer. She’d liked to think so. 
 
    Startled, Yvonne jumped on the brakes when a car swerved in front of them. 
 
    “Idiot!” Julie screeched, hand braced on the dashboard. “There’s a passing lane coming up. Why didn’t he just wait? So, you’re one car ahead, big deal.” She flipped the bird. “You won’t get there any faster, arsehole.” 
 
    Surprised by her outburst, Yvonne cocked an eyebrow. “Feel better.” 
 
    “Sorry.” Julie slumped in her seat. “You should hear me when you’re not in the car. I see dumb shit like that all week.” She shook her head. 
 
    “Don’t remind me.” Yvonne worried enough as it was when Julie had to traverse narrow country roads for her job. 
 
    The driver with a death wish had given Yvonne heart palpitations, but little did he know, thanks to his antics, she’d managed to avoid Julie’s question. They would never know if their children would’ve been embraced by her parents, so there was no point getting into a debate about it. 
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 Chapter 20 
 
    Once they arrived back in Feilding, life quickly returned to normal, well as normal as it could get when you were a member of a dating site.  
 
    They liaised with a few women but no one that piqued their interest. After the disastrous date with Daphne, they agreed to ask more questions before arranging to meet. They also added a note to their profile stating: Do not ask one of us to play alone, we’re in this together. 
 
    One night after work, Julie did a quick search for single women in the lower North Island. A new profile caught her eye. Intrigued, she clicked on the username and read the bio. 
 
    Name: Pamela 
 
    Age: Forty-eight 
 
    Hair colour: Fire Engine Red 
 
    Sexuality: Bisexual 
 
    Eye Colour: Depends what colour contacts I’m wearing 
 
    Smoking: I don’t 
 
    Drinking: So much so I’m seeing stars the next day. 
 
    About me: I’m a spiritual person but not in the godly sense. The only time I like to hear the biblical name is in the throes of passion. Speaking of passion, I’m passionate about life and living it to the fullest. I don’t believe in sitting back and letting life come to me, I believe in going after what I want. 
 
    What I’m seeking: An attractive woman or two for no-strings-attached sex. I’m dominant by nature, and that includes in the bedroom. What I expect; mutual respect, someone with an open mind, and, of course, someone discreet. 
 
    What I hate: Small-minded people. Don’t judge me, and I won’t judge you. 
 
    GUYS - Don’t bother messaging me, you’re blocked. 
 
    *** 
 
    With each line Julie read, excitement built. Pamela sounded perfect for them. Too perfect. Her heart sank. If something sounded too good to be true, it probably was. 
 
    She glanced up to see Yvonne eyeing her curiously. “What’s going on? I’ve lost count of how many emotions I’ve seen play across your face; happy, sad, thoughtful.” 
 
    Deciding it was better to show than tell, Julie unfolded her legs and joined Yvonne on the sofa. Ginger gave her the stink eye when she flopped down. She poked her tongue out at him. 
 
    “Don’t be mean. He’s still upset with you for telling a stranger he sprays all over the house. You’re lucky he hasn’t done that just to piss you off.” 
 
    “Nice pun,” Julie deadpanned. “Here. Read this.” 
 
    She handed her phone to Yvonne and scratched Ginger between the ears, something she’d been known to do when he permitted it, of course. 
 
    He watched her through narrowed eyes. His scrutiny sent shivers up her spine. It was as if he knew she’d bad mouthed him. 
 
    He yawned and Julie batted the air. “Good God, Ginger, when did you last brush your teeth?” 
 
    “I’m taking him to the vet next week,” Yvonne replied, without taking her eyes off the screen. “What drew you to Pamela, her profile or her picture?” 
 
    “Both,” Julie answered honestly. Her face wasn’t visible, but the image of a woman wearing a leather corset laced up at the sides, a mini skirt, and black thigh-high boots was certainly eye-catching. 
 
    “You realize this picture might not be her?” 
 
    “I do,” Julie said, trying not to let her disappointment show. 
 
    “Hey.” The sharp tone of Yvonne’s voice made Julie brace herself. She felt like a child about to be scolded. 
 
    “Don’t go dropping your lip. It could be her, and if it’s not, she could be equally as enticing. We won’t know until we meet her.” 
 
    Hope flared in Julie’s chest. Yvonne wasn’t being cynical, she was being realistic. Something they’d agreed they’d have to be after the failed date with she who shall not be named. 
 
    She who they ended up blocking after her third attempt to get them to meet again. She’d gone as far as to state she felt a little overwhelmed meeting two women and hadn’t meant what she said to Yvonne. Liar. 
 
    Yvonne nudged her. “Stop daydreaming. Send Pamela a message.” 
 
    “Should I ask her where she lives?” Julie asked, deciding that was as good a place as any to start. 
 
    Yvonne pursed her lips. “I don’t know if I’d be comfortable with going to a stranger’s house.”  
 
    “I meant what area. I know she’s listed as Manawatu, but that could be any number of towns. If we or she have to travel—” 
 
    “Come again?” Yvonne narrowed her eyes. 
 
    As tempting as it was to make a sexy innuendo, Julie stayed on track. She tried again, rewording the sentence. “If either of us have to travel, it’d be nice to know how far.” The Manawatu-Whanganui region covered a good chunk of the lower north island. 
 
    “She could be as close as our home town or as far away as Ohakune.” The minute the word left her mouth−Ohakune−a shiver run up Julie’s spine. 
 
    The wry smile that slid onto Yvonne’s face told her she’d sensed it too. 
 
    “Ironic, isn’t it?” Yvonne tipped her head to the side. 
 
    At least this time she was smiling. Last time Julie mentioned going to Ohakune, she’d been oblivious Yvonne thought she was cheating. 
 
    “According to my lovely wife, at least one kinky couple lives there.” A cute blush tinted Yvonne’s cheeks. “Did you really see a man on his knees?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “New rule,” Yvonne said. “No playing with the drapes open.” 
 
    “We don’t.” Julie would happily make love with sunlight streaming through the net curtains, but even after all these years together, on the rare occasion they had daytime sex, Yvonne still insisted on closing the drapes. 
 
    “But we might meet someone who likes the idea of being watched.” Yvonne chewed her thumbnail. 
 
    “I like the idea of watching.” The admission made Julie’s cheeks heat. She wasn’t embarrassed, but it was a hell of a thing to say aloud. “Do you think I’m weird?” 
 
    “I know you’re weird.” Yvonne chuckled. 
 
    Julie tackled her, pinning her to the sofa. Ginger let out a meow and scrambled out from between them. 
 
    Pussy. 
 
    Holding Yvonne’s hands above her head, Julie gazed into her eyes, hypnotised by the swirling green depths. “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    “I’m thinking…” Yvonne looked away, shaking her head. 
 
    “Uh-uh. Talk to me.” 
 
    She met Julie’s gaze, her eyes full of love, her expression vulnerable. “I’m thinking, I’d die if anyone knew we were doing this. I mean, what kind of woman am I to be turned on by the idea of making love to another woman?” Her throat worked, “And that the idea of you watching excites me.” 
 
    Desire blazed to life between Julie’s legs, hot and urgent. She pushed her thigh between Yvonne’s and could feel heat and wetness seeping through her slacks. 
 
    “God, you’re sexy.” 
 
    The landline blared to life, startling them both. “Fuck.” Julie put a hand on her chest but didn’t move. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to get that?” Yvonne wiggled beneath her. 
 
    “Nah, I’ll call her back.” It could only be her mother, and if it wasn’t it would be a telemarketer or scam, so she didn’t want to know. 
 
    “It could be an emergency.” 
 
    Groaning, Julie rolled off Yvonne and landed on the floor with a thud. That did the trick, the pain in her backside took her mind off the throb between her legs. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she said as Yvonne flung her legs around and sat up. 
 
    “I’ll be right here…messaging Pamela.” 
 
    Hightailing it to the kitchen before the phone stopped, Julie slipped on the linoleum floor. She grabbed a cupboard handle, righting herself before snatching up the receiver. “Hi, Mum. What’s up?” 
 
    She braced herself, and her mother didn’t disappoint. “Why does something have to be up to phone my daughter?” 
 
    Oh, how about because nine out of ten times when you phone, something’s up? 
 
    “This is a social call then?” Julie wandered back into the living room, portable phone tucked under her ear. 
 
    “Yes and no. What are you up to next weekend?” 
 
    That was a good question, and one Julie didn’t know the answer to. She glanced at Yvonne busy tapping away on her phone. Regardless of what they arranged with Pamela, family came first. 
 
    “Not sure, why’s that?” Julie pulled back the curtain and gazed out the window. A young girl poked a flyer in their letterbox, waved, and continued on her way. 
 
    “I’m going on a tiki-tour.” 
 
    That had her attention. A huge smile split her face. Finally, her mother was re-joining the living. “That’s great, Mum. Where to?” 
 
    “Blue Duck Station.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I told you, you should’ve paid more attention in school.” She could practically see her mum shaking her head. She’d seen the look many times when she was a teenager. 
 
    “Geography didn’t include little known places in New Zealand.” 
 
    “True.” Her mum snickered. “It’s on the banks of Retaruke River. You could goggle it.” 
 
    “It’s Google, Mum.” Julie rolled her eyes when Yvonne glanced in her direction. 
 
    “Google it, goggle it, same thing. Now all I need is a ride to the bus.” 
 
    And there it was. She did want something, and Julie certainly couldn’t begrudge her that. Her mother had always been a nervous driver and stopped driving long before Julie’s father died, which sadly added to her isolation. 
 
    “Would you like me to drop you off?” 
 
    “Oh, no, I couldn’t impose.” 
 
    Mrs Emmett’s words rang in Julie’s head making her heart heavy. “Mum, you could never impose. I’d be offended if you didn’t let me pick you up and drop you off. What time?” 
 
    “Bus leaves at eight a.m. and gets back in at four forty-five.” 
 
    “See you Saturday.” After saying goodbye, Julie disconnected the call. She clutched her phone to her chest as if it was her mother. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Everything is great.” Her mum’s call had lifted her spirits, not that they hadn’t been pretty high before she interrupted them. “She’s going on a bus tour, wanted to know if I can drop her off on Saturday.” 
 
    “That’s fantastic.” Yvonne looked as happy as Julie felt. 
 
    “It is.” She sunk onto the sofa cushion next to Yvonne. “What’d I miss?” 
 
    “Pamela lives in Marton.” 
 
    Half an hour away. “Did you send a picture?” 
 
    “Yep.” A cheeky smile accompanied the reply. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “Have a look.” 
 
    Julie thumbed to the message box on the dating app. Excitement and apprehension warred within her when she noticed an icon indicating a picture attachment. “Do I want to look? She didn’t send a pic of her va-jay-jay, did she?” She nudged Yvonne playfully. 
 
    “Just open it.” 
 
    Wow. The woman was gorgeous; not runway model gorgeous, but she had an aura about her that screamed sex appeal. 
 
    A burgundy corset moulded to her body like a second skin, showing off every delectable contour of her breasts, waist, and full hips. She had a full figure and owned it. 
 
    Her eyes sparkled with mischief. Her naughty smile was infectious, literally. Yvonne was watching her with a grin from ear-to-ear. 
 
    “You like?” 
 
    “You need to ask?” She flicked back a couple of messages and couldn’t believe the image Yvonne had sent. “You sent a picture of us at the hotel. On our anniversary. Wearing nothing but robes and a smile.” It was a selfie they’d taken after the unexpected encounter with a very sexy officer. 
 
    “Did you notice she’s bisexual?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “I did,” Julie replied, feeling defensive on Pamela’s behalf. She hated how much bigotry Sadie had endured all because she was bi. “Is that an issue?” 
 
    “Don’t get your panties in a twist. It just makes her more interesting. I wonder why she’s off men at the moment.” 
 
    “Perhaps you can ask her.” 
 
    “Perhaps I will,” Yvonne said with a decisive nod. 
 
    It took everything in Julie not to say ‘please don’t embarrass me.’ The woman—Pamela—looked like she could hold her own. And if she was anything like Sadie, she’d had to defend her sexuality more than once. 
 
    The glow of a red box drew their attention back to her phone. They had a new message. 
 
    ‘Would you like to meet? It’s easier to talk in person than on this site. I like the picture you sent, but personality’s what really makes a person shine.’ 
 
    “I like this woman more and more by the second.” She showed the message to Yvonne. “What should I say?” 
 
    “Tell her we’d love to meet, and we’re free on Sunday.” She pursed her lips. “Should we go to Marton or meet her somewhere in Feilding?” 
 
    “Maybe we could meet halfway?” Julie said as she tapped out a reply. 
 
    “Right,” Yvonne said dryly. “Sure let’s meet in Halcombe, population 500 and counting. Is there even a café there?” 
 
    “Forget it, we can go to Marton, good excuse to go for a Sunday drive.” 
 
    Half an hour later, as Julie was dishing up dinner they received a reply. Yvonne wandered into the kitchen, reading aloud. 
 
    ‘Sounds good, see you at Sugar Plum Café, 10:30 a.m. Don’t be late, lol.’ 
 
    “Oh, asserting her power already.” Yvonne hip-bumped Julie as she grabbed knives and forks out of the drawer. 
 
    “She was kidding, you know, LOL, laughing out loud.” It sounded plausible, but Julie suspected Yvonne was right. Pamela’s boots and corset screamed I’m in charge. Or perhaps that was fanciful thinking. 
 
    “Keep telling yourself that, but I think you’re about to meet your match.” 
 
    Surprised by how relaxed Yvonne appeared to be, Julie abandoned the butter chicken and pulled her into her arms. “Are you sure you’re okay with this, and not just putting on a brave face?” 
 
    “I am totally okay with this.” Yvonne pecked Julie on the lips. She tasted like lust and wine. “You’ve always wanted a dominant woman, and if we can find one it will be a bonus.” Her lip kicked up. “She might teach me a trick or two.” 
 
    When she swatted Julie’s backside, Julie marvelled over how much their relationship had changed in such a short time. All for the better. “We’ve come a long way since your surprise lunchtime visit, haven’t we?” 
 
    “We have.” Yvonne gave her a coy smile. “And to be honest, I’m embarrassed by my behaviour that day. I should’ve just confronted you.” 
 
    “Hindsight and all that.” Julie waved her off. “Let’s eat.” 
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 Chapter 21 
 
    Over the following week, Julie couldn’t get her mind off their upcoming meeting with Pamela. Every time she thought about it, she shook her head. The actuality of what they were doing was mind-blowing, and she had to admit, exciting. 
 
    She wasn’t worried it would harm their relationship, if anything, she hoped it enhanced it. The simple fact Yvonne had opened up so much lately had already brought them closer. 
 
    They’d exchanged a few more messages on Find Someone and garnered the basics about Pamela, which wasn’t much at all. She was a busy woman and worked erratic hours. 
 
    Likewise, they’d shared the basics about themselves; they lived in Feilding, both work full-time, and had one fur baby. 
 
    In her last message, Pamela double checked they were a gay couple, apologised for asking, and added she’d been blindsided before. Apparently, a woman sent her a picture of her and her sister, then turned up with a man, hoping they could sway her to be their unicorn. 
 
    “What’s a unicorn?” Yvonne had typed the word into Google and answered her own question. “It’s a bisexual person, not always female, willing to join an existing couple.” 
 
    Was that what they were looking for? Yes and no. They wanted someone to join them, but whether it became a regular thing remained to be seen. 
 
    *** 
 
    Saturday morning, Julie arrived at her mum’s right on seven-thirty. Plenty of time to get her to the bus depot on time. 
 
    There wasn’t a cloud in the sky and the day was mild. The earthy fragrance of spring tickled her senses as she stepped out of the car. 
 
    Birds twittered around a bird feeder hanging from a tree. A pang of nostalgia hit her when her gaze landed on the rusty old slide and swing set. Why her parents had never ditched it was anyone’s guess. 
 
    Julie knocked on the door. “Hi, Mum. It’s only me.” The aroma of home baking greeted her as she stepped inside. 
 
    Spying a Tupperware container on the kitchen table, she crossed the kitchen and peeled back the lid. 
 
    Anzac biscuits. Yum. 
 
    She licked her lips, practically able to taste the mouth-watering combination of coconut, golden syrup, and oats. 
 
    “Get outta there.” The voice came from nowhere, startling Julie. 
 
    “You scared the shit out of me.” She clutched her chest. 
 
    Her mum narrowed her eyes making Julie feel like she’d been caught stealing. She held up her hands. “I didn’t take one.” 
 
    “Good, they’re for the bus trip.” Her mum picked up a small container from beside the telephone. “This one’s for you and Yvonne.” 
 
    The sparkle in her mum’s eyes warmed Julie from the inside out. She wanted to tell her mum how happy she was to see her bouncing back to life, but she didn’t want to embarrass her by making a big deal about it either. 
 
    “Let’s go.” Her mother ushered her out of the house. 
 
    As they pulled up at the bus depot, her mum shot her a quizzical look that put Julie on high alert. 
 
    “Tell me, what are all those rainbow people called?” 
 
    Amused, Julie humoured her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, back in my day, there were gays and lesbians. Now you folks have all those fancy letters for yourself.” 
 
    “No, Ma. I’m just a lesbian.” 
 
    “Not you.” She waved her hand dismissively. “All those other letters. The other day a friend asked what the letter I stood for.” 
 
    “Intersex,” Julie said. 
 
    “Well of course you are, but you don’t need a letter to announce that.” 
 
    A chuckle bubbled out of Julie. “Not into sex, mum. Intersex. Think Hermaphrodite.” Of course, it wasn’t exactly the same, but it was the quickest way to explain it. 
 
    Time was ticking, people were milling around outside the bus. Most of them appeared to be around her mother’s age, seventy-seven give or take a few years. 
 
    “Anyway, why do you want to know this, and why now?” 
 
    “There are ponies at Duck Lake you know? Someone might ask about you rainbow people, and how would it look if I didn’t know what the colours stood for when I have a gay daughter?” She patted Julie’s hand, the corner of her eyes crinkling. 
 
    “Mum, you’re going on a bus trip, not to a gay convention.” 
 
    “I’ll have you know, the widow I’ve been buddied up with was married…to a woman.” 
 
    Appalled, Julie’s mouth fell open. “The coordinator told you that?” Her blood boiled. “Since when did a person’s sexuality have anything to do with a senior citizen’s day out?” 
 
    The smile on her mother’s face as good as said Gotcha. 
 
    Unable to believe she was still so gullible, Julie shook her head. “Come on, let’s go meet your buddy.” 
 
    She opened the door and rounded the car. Her mum handed her the container of Anzac biscuits. Julie tucked it under her arm and held out her hand, helping her mum climb out. 
 
    “You gonna be okay getting in and out of the bus?” Julie asked before she could stop herself. 
 
    “Of course I will. If this box of a car had stairs, you wouldn’t need to hold your mother’s hand.” She wrinkled her nose. “What’s that smell? Did you fart?” 
 
    “Geezus, Mum.” Julie looked around hoping no one heard. “I had a rural run yesterday and had to read some meters way down the back of a farm. I guess some cow dung got stuck to the mud-flaps.” She’d meant to hose down the work car before picking her mum up but ran out of time. 
 
    A gentleman crossed the road, moving toward them at a good clip. “Hello, and you would be?” He scanned the list of names on his clipboard. 
 
    Julie ran her finger down the list, stopped next to her mother’s name. “Mrs Wilson. Right there.” 
 
    “Shirley,” her mother said, taking the container out of Julie’s hands and tucking it under one arm.  
 
    “You ready?” He lifted his elbow like a wing. Her mum looped an arm through his and mouthed “I’ve still got it” as if she was going on a date. 
 
    Playing along, Julie gave her the thumbs up. 
 
    Once she arrived home, Yvonne informed her they’d been asked to Sarah and Neil’s for dinner and to watch the rugby. She wasn’t a huge fan of the game, something she was often teased about because what New Zealander didn’t love the sport? But it turned out to be a great night, and Sunday was upon them before they knew it. 
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 Chapter 22 
 
    “Does this look all right?” Yvonne asked after changing for the third time. She looked stunning dressed in a knit top that came to mid-thigh, black leggings, and knee-high boots. 
 
    “You look gorgeous,” Julie reassured her, wishing she would relax. If Pamela didn’t like them in person, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. 
 
    Frowning, Yvonne turned sideways and appraised herself in the full-length mirror. “You don’t think it’s too tight? I look like I’ve got a Mummy-tummy, and I don’t even have any kids to blame it on." 
 
    Julie pushed off the bed. “You look healthy.” She pulled Yvonne close, loving the feel of her womanly curves. “I’d do ya.” 
 
    Air huffed out of Yvonne, warm on Julie’s neck. “You have to say that, I’m your wife.” 
 
    “You are, and Pamela’s a lucky lady if she has even half a chance with you.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Now stop fretting. She can take us as we are or not at all. If…we’re interested. It’s a coffee date, remember?” 
 
    “I know, I know.” Yvonne pulled out of her grip. “I just feel like my waistline’s exploded since I hit fifty. Damn hormones.” 
 
    “Hey, hormones are good!” 
 
    A shy smile curved Yvonne’s lips, but nothing more needed to be said. She’d been using an oestrogen cream twice a week to help with dryness, and it had worked wonders. 
 
    “How about me, do I pass?” Julie twirled in a circle. 
 
    She wasn’t a pretentious person, so she hadn’t gone out of her way to dress to impress. Jeans, sneakers, and a long-sleeve shirt. She rarely wore makeup but had let Yvonne apply a touch of mascara to her lashes and a barely-there coat of lip-gloss. 
 
    “I’d do ya?” Yvonne grinned. 
 
    “Touché. 
 
    *** 
 
    The weather was perfect for a Sunday drive. The windy country road from Feilding to Halcombe made Julie happy she’d only had two beers the previous night. She gripped the handrail, body swinging left and right as Yvonne expertly navigated her way through a tight S-bend. 
 
    A few minutes after they drove over the bridge spanning Rangitikei river and sped past Hawkestone Golf Club, the roads flattened out. Julie finally let go of the handrail. 
 
    “I love spring,” she mused out loud. 
 
    Lush, green grass covered the countryside. Cows grazed in paddocks, and baby lambs suckled from their mothers, tails waving frantically. 
 
    “I love summer,” Yvonne replied. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Hottie. In a few months, your favourite season will be upon us.” 
 
    “Just in time for Christmas.” She shot Julie a sideways glance. “I used to love hanging out with my cousins on Christmas day. Mum and Aunty Barb would pull their hair out trying to get us kids to come inside to eat. I remember the year Nathan and I got a swingball set. We spent hours outside hitting that damn ball attached to a rope.” 
 
    “Great game. What about leapfrog, and hanging off the clothesline?” Julie laughed at the memory before a pang of melancholy hit her. “Those were the days.” 
 
    “They were.” Yvonne sighed. “But hey, times change and we have to keep up with them.” 
 
    “We do or we’ll end up sounding like our parents.” 
 
    “Never!” Yvonne said with conviction. 
 
    Julie couldn’t argue with her. Other than inheriting her mother’s genes—green eyes, auburn hair, full lips and hips—Yvonne was nothing like her mother. 
 
    A sign welcoming them to Marton loomed up ahead. Julie pulled out her phone. 
 
    “Should I text to say we’re here?” 
 
    Yvonne glanced at the GPS. “We’re five minutes away from the café.” 
 
    “Not helpful.” Julie tapped her foot as nerves set in. 
 
    “She said she’d be there. We have no reason to believe she won’t, so let’s trust she will.” 
 
    “Fine.” She dropped her phone in her shirt pocket. “Why aren’t you nervous?” 
 
    “Because I’m looking for a bloody park.” The snap of her voice was the first sign she wasn’t as cool and calm as Julie thought. 
 
    “Did you take your happy pills today?” Julie asked, earning the smile she was going for. 
 
    “There.” She pointed when she saw the glow of reverse lights. 
 
    “Good spotting.” Yvonne pulled to a stop, flicked on the left indicator, and waited for the car to back out of the angled park. 
 
    Once she parked, Julie climbed out, holding the door so it didn’t bang against the car on the other side. 
 
    At ten o’clock on a Sunday morning, she hadn’t expected to see so many people milling around the small town. Perhaps they should’ve arranged to meet somewhere less crowded, but it was too late now. 
 
    “Ready?” She offered a hand to Yvonne. 
 
    “As I’ll ever be.” 
 
    “You’ll be fine.” She wasn’t sure if she was trying to reassure Yvonne or herself. 
 
    The café was surprisingly devoid of customers. Only two tables were occupied, one with a couple and a young baby, and another with a woman smiling their way. Pamela. 
 
    “Is that her?” Yvonne spoke out of the corner of her mouth. “I hope it is; she’s got a welcoming smile.” 
 
    “It must be.” 
 
    She wasn’t lying when she said her hair was fire-engine red. The colour was so vivid, it had to have come out of a bottle. 
 
    When she stood—wow she was tall; taller than her picture indicated—her entire body came to life. It was hard to explain. Charisma radiated off her in thick waves. But beneath that smile, Julie detected a hint of something else. It was almost as if she was sizing them up, which she probably was. 
 
    When they reached the table, she stuck out a hand. “Hi. It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    Julie returned the handshake. “Nice to meet you, too.” 
 
    “As you know, I’m Pamela. But you can call me Pam.” 
 
    Pamela’s sultry smile made Julie’s stomach do flip-flops. 
 
    “Let me guess.” She pointed to Julie. “You’re Veronica.” Her finger moved to the right. “And you’re Juliet.” 
 
    Yvonne giggled like a schoolgirl, hand over her mouth. “Other way around.” She motioned between herself and Julie. 
 
    “This is my Romeo, or should I say Juliet. And I’m Veronica.” 
 
    “Got it.” Pamela gestured for them to sit. “What are you ladies drinking? It’s on me.” 
 
    “Oh, no. That’s not necessary.” Yvonne fished around in her handbag. 
 
    “Please, I insist.” Pamela put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s only fair, considering you’ve already had to pay to be here today.” 
 
    “How so?” Yvonne hung her handbag on the back of a chair. 
 
    “Petrol’s not cheap,” Pamela said. 
 
    No kidding, at $2.06 a litre it’d become increasingly expensive to travel far. One of the perks of Julie’s job was having a company car. She could’ve brought it today, risked not being seen taking it out of town. But unlike some of her work colleagues, she wasn’t about to abuse the privilege and potentially lose her job by doing so. 
 
    “So, what will it be?” Pamela asked again. 
 
    After giving her their orders, they watched her walk toward the counter. Hips swaying, boots clacking on the tiled floor. 
 
    Julie pulled up a chair and sat beside Yvonne. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I like her. She’s assertive, but not overbearing.” 
 
    “And that appeals to you now?” 
 
    “I think it’s what we need.” 
 
    She wasn’t about to get an argument out of Julie. They definitely didn’t need someone shy. They would all sit there tongue-tied like nervous virgins. 
 
    “Green tea for you.” Pamela set a cup in front of Yvonne. “Iced coffee for you.” She placed a tall glass dripping with condensation in front of Julie. “And hot chocolate for me.” 
 
    A groan escaped Yvonne, and Julie bit back a smile. 
 
    “I love chocolate. Chocolate ice cream, chocolate cake, chocolate chip biscuits.” 
 
    “Chocolate sauce?” Pamela licked her spoon, making it look far sexier than any lick of a spoon should. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Drizzled over vanilla ice cream.” Yvonne nodded, her innocent smile reminding Julie just how naïve she could be. 
 
    “And bodies.” Pamela held Yvonne’s gaze, and her cheeks turned crimson. 
 
    Giving her a second to compose herself, Julie glanced around the nearly empty café. “I expected the place to be packed. We were lucky to get a park.” 
 
    “Sorry, I should’ve warned you.” Pamela tucked a lock of red hair behind her ear. “The Sunday market brings people out in droves. Fresh produce, organic meat, free-range eggs.” 
 
    “Sounds interesting.” Yvonne sipped her tea, seeming to have got herself under control. 
 
    “Do you like to cook?” Julie asked. 
 
    A pang of sadness flashed across Pamela’s face. There one second, gone the next. “I used to, but it’s not much fun cooking for one.” 
 
    Was she nursing a broken heart? Alarm shot through Julie. She didn’t want to deal with someone emotionally unavailable. Not that she wanted to be emotionally involved. Shit, why was this so hard? 
 
    “Don’t overthink it,” Pamela said as if she could read Julie’s mind. 
 
    “How long have you been on your own?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Long enough,” Pamela stated. “Anything else you’d like to know.” She spread her arms wide. “Lay it on the table.” 
 
    Fuck it, if she wanted them to cut to the chase, Julie could do that. “Ever played with a couple?” 
 
    “I’ve played as part of a couple but never as the third.” The challenge in her eyes made Julie’s breath hitch. “Have you?” 
 
    “What? Been with a couple? No.” Julie shook her head feeling like it was full of cotton wool. 
 
    “She’s been a third though.” 
 
    Stunned, Julie whipped her head around. “I can’t believe you just said that.” She scowled at Yvonne. 
 
    “I like you.” Pamela pointed a finger at Yvonne. 
 
    “Oh, but you don’t like me?” She sounded pathetic and knew it. Perhaps Daphne’s scathing comments had left a dent after all. 
 
    “Quite the contrary. I like your spunk. It’ll make bringing you to your knees more fun.” 
 
    “Maybe I don’t want you to bring me to my knees?” As much as the idea of submitting turned Julie on, she wasn’t going to bow down to someone she’d known all of five minutes. 
 
    “Well, your profile states you ladies are hoping to find a dominant woman, and although you might look like the more dominant partner, Juliet, I’m guessing that’s not the case.” 
 
    “Good guess,” Julie said. 
 
    “It’s not a guess, it’s reading body language. Watching how people interact.” She turned to Yvonne. “And if I’m not mistaken, you’re the strong quiet type. Do you like to boss her around? What’s your kink? Bondage? Butt plugs? Orgasm denial?” 
 
    Holy shit! Feeling like they were on loudspeaker, Julie glanced around the café. No one paid them the slightest bit of attention. 
 
    “Whoa.” Yvonne held up a hand. “Let’s back up a bit.” 
 
    “Sure.” That alluring smile she’d flashed them when they first met slid onto Pamela’s face. 
 
    “Are you seeing anyone?” 
 
    “Nope. No kids, no ties. I work hard, play harder.” She leaned forward, getting in their space. “I’m dominant by nature, and that includes in the bedroom. Question is, are you up for the challenge.” She held Yvonne’s gaze and Julie held her breath. 
 
    “I’m not committing to anything without talking to my wife.” 
 
    “I respect that. I don’t have a husband or wife to consider.” 
 
    It was on the tip of Julie’s tongue to ask if she’d been married to a woman or a man, but it seemed too personal to ask on a first date; if this even was a date. She hoped it was, and she hoped there’d be a second date. 
 
    “Let’s be clear about one thing. I’m not looking for a commitment, but I will commit to making your dreams come true.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Julie before she could stop it. “Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I am.” Pamela held her gaze. The look of a promise made Julie’s heart rate trip into overdrive. 
 
    The bell above the door chimed and Pamela released her from her gaze. Julie sucked in air, feeling like she’d been starved of oxygen. 
 
    The newcomer glanced in their direction, turned back to the counter, then did a double-take. “Pam?” Her face lit up. 
 
    “Hi, Trish.” 
 
    “Friend?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Good friend. She’s been out of town, wasn’t expecting her back until tomorrow.” 
 
    The woman headed in their direction, her gaze flicking between all three. 
 
    Shit, this could be awkward. 
 
    Yvonne squeezed Julie’s hand under the table as if she’d had the same thought. 
 
    Pamela stood, and the two women hugged. “Good to see you.” She held her friend by the shoulders. “You look good. Rested.” 
 
    “Really? I’m bloody knackered.” Trish looked pointedly at Yvonne and Julie. “Social call?” 
 
    “Business.” 
 
    Julie didn’t know whether to feel offended or relieved. Yvonne watched the exchange, her expression neutral. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt. Call me tomorrow.” The woman, Trish, pecked Pamela on the cheek, stopped at the counter to pay for what appeared to be a bag of coffee beans, and was gone. 
 
    “Business?” Yvonne looked affronted. “We’re a business transaction to you?” 
 
    “Would you rather I’d told her the truth?” The corner of her mouth tilted in that damn sexy smile. 
 
    “No, but you could’ve said, I don’t know, that we were friends or something?” 
 
    “Tell me, Veronica.” She turned to Yvonne. “If your best friend walked in here and you told her I was a friend, would she believe you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “She wouldn’t have believed her if she said it was a business meeting either,” Julie said, still wondering what she’d meant. 
 
    “Well, lucky for us it’s not unusual for me to meet a client on the weekend, and Trish bought it.” 
 
    Was she a prostitute? Julie shook her head at the ridiculous thought. “What line of work are you in?” 
 
    “I’m a PI, wanna see my badge?” She leaned in close. “Or would you rather see my handcuffs?” 
 
    “What kind of Private Investigator carries handcuffs?” Yvonne asked, looking completely baffled. 
 
    “I think Madam PI is having us on,” Julie said, hypnotised by Pamela’s piercing gaze. 
 
    “Smart and sexy.” Pamela shot her a wink that felt like a tug on her clit. 
 
    Her expression sobered. “Just to be clear, my personal life is just that. As is yours. I don’t need to know what you do for a living, how many siblings you do or don’t have, your coming out story, or anything of the sort. The only intimate details I need to know is how you like it.” She bit her lip seductively. “Hard and fast. Slow and Soft.” She lifted a shoulder. “A combination of both?” She paused studying them closely. “Sorry if being so forward makes you uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Oh, no. I’m fine, yep, absolutely fine,” Yvonne rambled, a dead giveaway she was anything but. 
 
    “I’ve been on Find Someone for a while now,” Pam continued, “And I’ve learned how to weed out the time-wasters. You two seem genuine, and I think we could all have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    She turned her attention to Yvonne as if everything rested on her shoulders. “However, I realise you two need to talk, alone, before we can move forward. If I’ve misread the sexual tension between us all—” She gestured between them, moving her hand in a triangle, “—tell me now. I’m a big girl, I can take rejection. I’d prefer that than being strung along.” 
 
    A trace of vulnerability shined in her eyes, but she remained stoic. 
 
    “I’d drop to my knees now if you ordered me to.” Julie clamped a hand over her mouth, unable to believe the words had tumbled out, much less where they came from. 
 
    Nothing was a given until she talked to Yvonne. The last thing she wanted was for Yvonne to feel like she had to play along. 
 
    “Sorry.” Julie shook her head. “I didn’t mean to speak out of turn.” 
 
    “I wish I could help you out with that, but I didn’t bring a gag with me today.” 
 
    Yvonne opened and closed her mouth several times, looking from Julie to Pamela and back again, as if she couldn’t believe her ears. 
 
    “Gags…aren’t my thing,” Julie said, pleased her voice didn’t giveaway her inner turmoil. 
 
    She’d never been gagged, so she didn’t know if it was her thing or not. But the idea of Pamela stuffing her wet panties into her mouth to silence her made her throb. 
 
    “That’s fine,” Pamela said. “No two people are alike. That’s why negotiation is important.” She turned back to Yvonne. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Like I’m at a business meeting.” A smile accompanied her words. 
 
    “Want to go somewhere more relaxed?” 
 
    In the blink of an eye, Yvonne went from looking amused to frightened. “As in your place?” 
 
    “No.” Pamela chuckled. “You can’t leave Marton without checking out the market. They sell chocolate.” She added as if to sweeten the deal. 
 
    Julie found herself smiling, pleased Pamela remembered Yvonne’s confession of her love for all things chocolate. 
 
    Having no doubt in her mind they’d be seeing Pamela again, Julie held out a hand. “The name’s Julie,” she introduced herself for a second time, using her real name. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, again.” Pamela’s firm grip made Julie wonder what her hands would feel like caressing other parts of her body. 
 
    “I’m Yvonne.” Yvonne shoved in her chair. “Let’s go. Chocolate’s waiting to be bought.” 
 
    “Is she always this bossy?” Pamela asked as they exited the café. 
 
    “I heard that,” Yvonne called over her shoulder. 
 
    *** 
 
    By the time they arrived home, they were both buzzing, high on sunshine and chocolate and a very sexy woman. 
 
    “Are you into her?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Hmm. Not sure,” Yvonne replied with a goofy grin. “This is so weird.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “You’re my wife, we’re married. Committed to each other.” 
 
    That hadn’t changed and it never would. Yvonne was Julie’s world. “Your point?” 
 
    “How many other people do you think are having this conversation on a Sunday afternoon?” 
 
    “Probably more than we think.” They couldn’t be the only married couple considering having a threesome. 
 
    Sure, they might be in the minority of lesbians, but considering it wasn’t something talked about, they’d never know. And who cared? 
 
    “Look.” She pulled Yvonne into her arms. “This is between me and you. No one else.” 
 
    “And Pam.” 
 
    “You know your eyes sparkled when you said her name?” 
 
    “I like her.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “Good, now that’s decided, go feed your cat. Then I’m going to taste just how much you like her.” Julie would bet her bottom dollar Yvonne was as wet as she was. 
 
    *** 
 
    After a quick shower and almost quicker orgasms, they threw on some clothes and came back down to reality. Julie started on dinner, while Yvonne checked their dating app. 
 
    The gamey aroma of venison greeted Julie as she unwrapped the meat they’d bought at the market. 
 
    Aware of the ache in her cheeks from smiling all day, she coated the fillets in flour, dipped them in egg, and tossed them in breadcrumbs. While letting the coating set, she peeled some potatoes. 
 
    From her spot at the kitchen table, the late afternoon sun framing her like a halo, Yvonne entertained Julie by regaling her with their latest messages. None of which interested them in the slightest. 
 
    “Hey, here’s one. ‘I could eat your pussy forever.’” 
 
    “It’s a guy,” the cynic in Julie replied. Even though they’d blocked men, there were a few masquerading as women. 
 
    “It might not be. What should I say?” 
 
    Yvonne was still of the mind they should send at least one reply to acknowledge the person. Something Julie wasn’t totally on board with but let go. 
 
    “Tell her, if it is a her, that you’ve already found your forever.” Julie grinned, dusting her knuckles on her shirt. 
 
    “Ha-ha. Clever. I like it,” Yvonne said, still staring at the screen. She scrunched up her face. “Ew, gross” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Without looking up, she read the message. “Hi, my wife would love to have a threesome with two women. I’m happy to just watch or join in if invited.” She lowered her phone. “At least he was polite.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” Julie shook her head, amazed Yvonne could still shock her after so many years together. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The dudes pimping out his wife and offering his services and all you can say is at least he’s polite.” She mimicked Yvonne’s tiny shrug. 
 
    “Well, at least he didn’t send a picture of his weenie.” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Julie before an image of the first pic they’d received from a guy flash through her mind. All these weeks later she still needed brain bleach. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” Yvonne’s eyes went wide. “We have a new message from Pamela.” 
 
    Julie leaned against the oven door. “What does it say?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Her heart sunk, was it bad news? She turned to Yvonne who had the phone clutched to her chest, lip pulled between her teeth. 
 
    “Just tell me.” If she’d decided she didn’t want to meet again, they’d get over it. They had what was most important, each other. 
 
    “I can’t look.” Yvonne slid the phone across the table. “Here, you do it.” 
 
    “What are you afraid of? That she doesn’t want to meet again or that she does?” 
 
    Yvonne took a slug of wine. “Both.” 
 
    Smiling, despite the nerves churning in her belly, Julie read the message aloud. 
 
    “I hope you had a good trip back to Feilding. It was great to meet. As mentioned, I’m dominant both in and out of the bedroom. I’ll test your limits while also respecting them. I want to reassure you, I believe in SSC all the way.” 
 
    “What?” Yvonne’s ears perked up. “Is that code for Safe Sex something or other?” 
 
    “Close. Safe, sane, and consensual.” 
 
    “How do you…” Yvonne shook her head. “Never mind, Google porn.” 
 
    Not bothering to react to the comment, Julie continued reading. “If kink isn’t your thing, let me know, and I’ll see if I can find any vanilla toys in my reserves. If you’re still reading this, I’d very much like to see you ladies again.” 
 
    “Wow.” Julie handed Yvonne her phone before turning her attention back to their half prepared dinner. 
 
    “That’s it? Wow?” Yvonne got up from the table. “Here.” She took the pot out of her hand. “I’ll do the veggies, you do the meat.” 
 
    “Do you know how wrong that sounded?” Julie chuckled. 
 
    Yvonne rolled her eyes. “Do you know how sick your mind is?” 
 
    Once the meat was frying, the potatoes simmering, Julie took Yvonne’s hands in her own. “Are we going to do this? Meet Pam again?” 
 
    “As much as it scares the shit out of me, I’d love to. But only if you want to.” 
 
    Julie bit her lip, nerves swirling in her belly. “I doubt we’ll forgive ourselves if we don’t.” She tucked a lock of hair behind Yvonne’s ear. “What part scares you?” 
 
    “Gosh, where to start.” Yvonne looked equally parts anxious and excited. “Sex with someone new. Sex with a dominant woman. Sex with my wife watching, joining in, and being bossed around.” 
 
    “Got it.” That all sounded pretty good to Julie. She bit back a grin. “Now tell me the parts that scare you.” 
 
    “I just…ha, ha, very funny. All of it. It all terrifies and excites me. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “It does.” Julie felt exactly the same way. “Anything new’s scary and exciting.” 
 
    “Mostly exciting.” The twinkle in Yvonne’s eyes made it even more titillating. 
 
    Julie couldn’t wait to watch her fly apart at the hands of two women. The fact Pamela had said she wasn’t after a commitment made it easier to distance themselves. Not that they were after a commitment, but it took away the fear that Pamela would become clingy. Or worse, fall for one of them. 
 
    “So, when are we going to do this?” 
 
    “More importantly, where?” Yvonne made a good point. 
 
    “I don’t think I could do it here,” Julie said. “And definitely not in our room.” As far as she was concerned their marital bed was sacred. 
 
    “What about a hotel?” 
 
    “Um, I hate to say it…” Julie had thought about this, and she knew it sounded judgmental but she couldn’t help it. “But if we have to pay for a room, it makes me feel like we’re paying for sex.” 
 
    “We would be.” Yvonne chuckled, then sobered, eyes going wide. “Oh, like we’re desperate and paying for a prostitute?” 
 
    “Yes and no.” Frustration prickled under Julie’s skin. 
 
    She had nothing against prostitutes. People sought out their services for all manner of reasons, one being uncomplicated sex. Precisely what they were looking for. So what was the issue? 
 
    “I guess a hotel room would be okay. Neutral territory.” 
 
    “Pam might be happy to host.” 
 
    “Check you out.” Julie nudged her playfully. “You’re even speaking the lingo.” 
 
    A coy smile tilted Yvonne’s lips. “I noticed the word on some profiles I was browsing.” 
 
    A lightbulb went on. She had a good point. “What does Pam’s profile say? Can she host?” 
 
    “Let me check.” Yvonne flicked to the app on her phone. “Doesn’t say.” She smiled. “But we do have another message from her.” This time Yvonne didn’t hesitate to read the message. 
 
    ‘If you decide you want to get together again, text me.’ 
 
    She read out the number Pamela had left and Julie added her as a contact. “Should I message her now?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “You don’t think we’ll sound too desperate, perhaps we—” 
 
    “We are.” Yvonne cut her off. “Just do it. Rip it off like a band-aid.” 
 
    Her enthusiasm buoyed Julie. “What should I say?” 
 
    “How about you start by telling her who’s texting. She won’t know until she saves our number.” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    Yvonne tilted her head, long auburn hair tickling Julie’s upper arm as she tapped out her reply. “Hi, it’s Juliet and Veronica from Find Someone.” 
 
    “Don’t you think you should use our real names?” She looked up at Julie. “She knows them anyway, and you might not need to say from Find Someone, she knows that too.” 
 
    “Here.” Julie thrust her phone at Yvonne. “You do it.” 
 
    “Sorry.” She held up her hands in surrender. “Just trying to help.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, too. I just don’t want to screw this up.” 
 
    “Take a breath.” 
 
    “Don’t.” Julie clenched her jaw. No matter how it was said, the statement always sounded condescending to her. 
 
    With a cheeky smile, Yvonne retrieved a beer from the fridge. “Here, this might help.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Julie screwed off the cap and took a long pull. It was like liquid gold sliding down her throat, settling in her stomach like a warm summer’s day. 
 
    After placing the bottle on the table, she tried again. ‘Hi, it’s Julie here. We got your message and would love to meet again. When and where suits you?’ 
 
    “Perfect.” Yvonne rubbed her hands together. “Now the ball’s in her court.” 
 
    Julie didn’t burst her bubble by pointing out she could lob the ball into their bedroom. Shutting down all thoughts of what if, she put her phone on the table. “There, now we wait.” 
 
    They both jumped, clutching their chests when Julie’s phone vibrated. They stared at it like a bomb about to detonate. 
 
    Chewing her lip, Yvonne wrung her hands together. “Your phone.” 
 
    “Thanks for that, miss obvious.” Julie snatched up the phone. “It’s work. Someone called in sick. The routes have been moved around, so I’m off to Dannevirke tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh.” Yvonne’s face fell. 
 
    “What is it?” Julie pulled her close. It wasn’t like it was the first time she’d had to go out of town for work. 
 
    “I worry about you on the Saddle Road.” 
 
    “It’s not as bad as it used to be.” After a landslide permanently closed the Manawatu Gorge, a treacherous road in and of itself, she’d been forced to take the alternative route. 
 
    Thanks to heavy traffic and cattle trucks ripping up the asphalt, major work had been put into resealing the surface and widening narrow stretches of the road. 
 
    Her phone chirped making them both jump, again. Yvonne stepped aside. She leaned against the kitchen table, legs crossed at the ankles. 
 
    “I’ll get it, my phone.” 
 
    Yvonne poked her tongue out. 
 
    “What? Not even a ha-ha?” 
 
    She folded her arms across her chest, looking pointedly at Julie’s phone. 
 
    Certain it was work, Julie was in no hurry to read the message. “Where’s Ginger?” 
 
    “Asleep. Stop stalling.” 
 
    “I’m not,” she finally looked at the screen. The name that greeted was a welcome surprise. 
 
    “It’s work,” she lied. 
 
    “Oh.” Yvonne pushed off the table. “I guess Pamela’s busy.” 
 
    “She is. Busy messaging us.” 
 
    “What?” Yvonne slapped her arm. “Don’t do that.” She ripped the phone out of Julie’s hand and took off running. 
 
    “Hey, give me that.” Julie ran after her, through the living room, up the hallway, and into the bedroom where she tackled her to the bed. 
 
    The phone went flying along with Ginger. Julie scrambled over top of Yvonne and snatched it from between the mattress and the headboard. 
 
    Breathless, she fluffed up the pillows and leaned back. Yvonne did the same, calling to Ginger. Once everyone was comfortable, Julie read the message to Yvonne. 
 
    “‘Hi, Y & J.’” 
 
    “That’s presumptuous, isn’t it?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not.” Julie shrugged. “It’s a text, let’s not get hung up on it.” 
 
    “Fine, go on.” 
 
    “‘I’m excited about getting together with you both again. Where would you like to meet? I’m happy to travel, seems only fair considering you came here last time. From P.’” 
 
    “Looks like she wouldn’t mind if we called her P.” 
 
    “She’s already told us to call her Pam, so it’s not a stretch.” 
 
    Yvonne leaned her head on Julie’s shoulder. Her honey shampoo tickled Julie’s nostrils and settled her nerves. “How are we going to reply?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Yvonne said softly. 
 
    “Neither.” 
 
    Lost in thought, silence settled between them. 
 
    Julie really didn’t want to get a hotel room, but there was absolutely no way she was allowing Pamela into their bedroom. 
 
    “Hey.” Yvonne sat up straighter, looking excited. “Why don’t we make up the spare room?” 
 
    The solution was so clear, Julie didn’t know why she hadn’t thought of it first. Neither of them ever slept in there, even if they’d had a fight. 
 
    Brilliant. Or was it? 
 
    The thought of giving out their home address to someone they’d only met once was terrifying. What if Pam turned out to be a stalker? Someone who wouldn’t take no for an answer if they decided against taking things further. 
 
    “What if we tell her we’d love to meet again to get to know each other better, talk about what we want, and then if we feel comfy we can ask her back here?” 
 
    “Don’t you trust her?” Yvonne studied her face like she’d find the answer there. 
 
    “I don’t know, do you?” 
 
    “For some reason, I do. She was respectful, didn’t try to play one of us off against the other. She’s pretty straight up.” 
 
    A breath puffed out of Julie. “You can say that again.” 
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 Chapter 23 
 
    The following day, Yvonne’s mind whirled. She could barely wrap her head around the fact that not only had they talked about having a threesome, but they were actually going to go through with it. 
 
    After exchanging a few more messages with Pam, they arranged to meet at the park. If everyone was still on the same page, Pamela would follow them back to their place. 
 
    Her libido kicked into overdrive whenever she thought about it. And that in and of itself made Yvonne feel conflicted; as if it wasn’t her libido to blame for her low sex drive, but needing something new. 
 
    She guessed every couple went through that from time to time, but opening up their marriage was a hell of a way to kick start her hormones. 
 
    The ping of her phone pulled her out of her head. Julie’s name brought a smile to her lips. 
 
    ‘Don’t overthink it. Love you long time. J’ 
 
    A chuckle escaped her before she could stop it. 
 
    Jason glanced up, a smile spreading across his handsome face. “Care to share?” 
 
    God, no! Her cheeks heated. “Nah, I’m all good.” 
 
    Rather than ask how Julie knew she’d been doing just that, overthinking things, Yvonne tapped out a reply, ‘You better not be texting and driving.’ 
 
    ‘Nope. Just stood in a cow patty and thought of you.’ 
 
    Ugh, she rolled her eyes, smiling despite herself. ‘Lame.’ 
 
    ‘Nope, still able to walk.’ 
 
    ‘Wow, you’re on fire today.’ 
 
    Feeling guilty for texting while on Gary’s dime, something he frowned upon, Yvonne glanced around. Seeing the coast was clear, she read Julie’s reply. 
 
    ‘Nah, I’m just being a goof, it’s you who ignites the flames of desire in me. The rest is just kindling. Burns hot and fast and dies out.’ 
 
    Moved by the heartfelt words, Yvonne swallowed the lump of emotion clogging her throat. Julie hadn’t said something so profound in years. Somehow, this venture had brought them closer. 
 
    “Finish with the sub-contractor’s book?” 
 
    Startled by Nick’s voice, Yvonne dropped her phone into the top drawer. She felt like she’d been caught with an illegal drug, when her drug of choice was totally legal. Her wife. 
 
    No matter what they went through, Julie buoyed her like a lifeboat, keeping Yvonne afloat when her troubled thoughts threatened to drown her. 
 
    “Chill.” Nick squeezed her shoulder. “I won’t tell the boss.” 
 
    “Thanks, and it was work related.” 
 
    “Sure, and I’m an All Black.” 
 
    Jason stood, clutching his side. “Oh, oh, my ribs hurt.” He straightened, adding, “You give rugby players a bad name.” 
 
    “Says the softie who plays a no-contact sport.” Nick danced around as if he was kicking a soccer ball. 
 
    A shadow appeared in the corridor, and Yvonne had never seen two people move so fast. Jason slid into his seat, and Nick grabbed the folder off Yvonne’s desk. 
 
    “Hey.” Fiona stopped in her tracks, eyeing everyone curiously. “What’s going on?” 
 
    A collective sigh escaped all three. 
 
    Jason spoke first. “Stupid idea having carpet in an office.” 
 
    Yvonne’s head snapped up. She loved the extra warmth the plush carpet and underlay provided in the winter. “What’s wrong with carpet?” 
 
    Fiona, who was more astute than Yvonne gave her credit for, tapped her toe on the thick, grey carpet. “Can’t hear who’s coming.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve never had that problem.” Jason shot her a smug grin. 
 
    “What problem?” Gary walked up behind Fiona. 
 
    Damn! Could this morning get any more bizarre? 
 
    “Yeah, what problem?” Fiona folded her arms across her chest, tapping her toe silently. 
 
    “Being injured in rugby,” Jason deflected. 
 
    “You don’t play rugby.” Gary tilted his head, dark eyes swimming with suspicion. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Okay, save the small talk for your breaks.” He clapped his hands like a drill sargent. “Time’s money.” 
 
    With no idea what Fiona had come looking for, Yvonne watched her follow Gary back down the corridor. The silence that ensued was deafening. 
 
    The buzz of her phone vibrating in her drawer sounded like a swarm of angry bees. Yvonne stuffed some papers on top, muffling the noise. 
 
    Whoever was calling was going to have to wait. 
 
    *** 
 
    After a day of rural reads and managing to avoid being cornered by a farm dog, Yvonne jumped in her car ready to head home. 
 
    Just as she was about to leave Dannevirke, a fruit and produce sign caught her eye. She hadn’t given much thought to what they’d have for dinner that night, but seeing lettuce and tomatoes on special gave her an instant craving for salad. 
 
    She could slice up the leftover chicken from Sunday night and dinner would be done. No fuss, no muss. 
 
    After finding a park, she shut off the engine and got out. She tipped her head back, enjoying the feel of the sun on her face. A milk tanker whizzed by, leaving the tang of diesel in its wake. 
 
    She rounded her car and stepped onto the cracked pavement. Crates of apples were to her left, crates of pumpkins to her right. She weaved between them and entered the store. It took a minute for her eyes to adjust to the dim lighting. 
 
    When they did, she rubbed them, hard. Was she seeing things? She blinked again. The image didn’t change. It was definitely Brenda. She wore a wide-brimmed straw hat, green and yellow check shirt, and dirty blue jeans. 
 
    She looked every bit as stunning as she had the night they’d happened upon her on Yvonne’s birthday. 
 
    Hoping the other half a dozen shoppers would obscure her from view; Julie hung back, watching her. 
 
    Another shop assistant ushered an elderly woman over to his till. 
 
    Damn him. Julie craned her neck, trying to see around them. She knew she was acting like a stalker but couldn’t help herself. 
 
    What the hell? She stared, speechless. 
 
    Brenda reached up on tippy-toes and kissed a young man on the cheek. She said something Julie couldn’t hear, and she smiled at the guy with what could only be described as love in her eyes. 
 
    He looked at her with equal adoration. “See you tonight.” 
 
    That, she did hear. Just as she considered backing out of the store, Brenda’s eyes locked on hers. 
 
    “Julie!” She rounded the counter. “Oh, wow, it’s so good to see you.” She pumped Julie’s hand. 
 
    Her handshake was firm yet gentle. And felt way too good. 
 
    Unsure what the hell was going on, Julie pried her hand free and shook it out. 
 
    “Sorry.” Brenda scrubbed her hands on a cloth she pulled from her back pocket. “I just bagged some potatoes for Josh to take home.” Her amber eyes sparkled, flecks of gold spreading out, lighting up her face like a summer’s day. “It’s his night to cook.” 
 
    Everything Brenda had told them the night she supposedly got stood up came back to Julie in a rush. 
 
    “I thought you worked in retail?” 
 
    “I do.” She swept her arms in a circle. “I sell fruit and vegetables. We also sell fresh eggs. Come see.” She hooked her arm through Julie’s like they were old friends. 
 
    Reeling, Julie pulled free. She backed up. “I wouldn’t want to keep you from your boyfriend.” 
 
    Confusion contorted Brenda’s features. “My what?” The warmth in her eyes dimmed. Her mouth turned down and she looked…was that hurt? Oh, she was good. 
 
    “Look, it’s none of my business. I’ll just be on my way.” 
 
    “No.” Brenda wrapped her hand around Julie’s bicep, holding her in a vice-tight grip. “Sorry, I don’t normally touch without permission.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, so you said that night. You also lead us to believe you were into women.” Julie clenched her jaw. “You offered to come home with us and fuck us. Was that all just a big game to you? To fuck with people’s minds. Or is it something you and Josh—” 
 
    “He’s my son.” 
 
    The revelation rocked Julie to her core. “How?” 
 
    Brenda lifted an eyebrow, the tease of a smile making an appearance. “Well in my case, I can assure you no turkey baster was involved.” 
 
    Julie laughed despite herself. “I didn’t mean it like that. You don’t look old enough to be the mother of a teenage boy.” 
 
    “He’s twenty. I’m forty-one.” 
 
    “No way!” Julie’s eyes almost bugged out. “Wait until I tell Yvonne. She was certain you were no older than thirty.” So was Julie, but she kept that tidbit of information to herself. 
 
    “How is that sexy wife of yours?” Her gaze turned seductive. “And I meant what I said. I would’ve been honoured to have given you ladies a ride that night.” The words dripped with innuendo. 
 
    Julie’s mind raced with what that could entail. A pang of guilt tore her from her lustful thoughts. They should not be having this conversation. 
 
    The manager, or co-worker, or whoever the dude was, glared in their direction. “Can I have a little help over here?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” Brenda didn’t even look at him. 
 
    “Aren’t you worried you’ll get fired?” 
 
    “Nope, you can’t fire the boss. But I can lose customers. One sec.” She raced over to the counter, pinched the sales assistance’s cheek playfully, plucked up a card and was back at her side before Julie could blink. “I’ll be in Feilding next weekend for the A & P show. If you ladies would like to catch up, call me.” The brush of her fingers as she handed over the card sent a shiver up Julie’s spine. 
 
    “Why didn’t you just Facebook stalk us? You know Yvonne’s full name.” 
 
    “That’d be a little stalkerish, don’t you think? You know, spying on someone without them knowing.” 
 
    Heat shot up Julie’s neck. Guilty as charged. She looked at the ground, wishing she was small enough to slip through one of the cracks. “How can I make it up to you?” 
 
    “I’ll leave that up to you and your wife to decide.” She sauntered away, hollering over her shoulder, “Call me.” 
 
    It wasn’t until Julie was ten minutes out of Dannevirke that she realised she’d left the store empty-handed. That wasn’t entirely true, the card she’d been given was burning a hole in her pocket as fast as guilt was burning a hole in her gut. 
 
    The trip over the Saddle Road demanded her attention, but each time she had to pause for roadworks her mind drifted back to Brenda. 
 
    What would Yvonne say? Would she believe Julie didn’t encourage any advances? Now that they knew Brenda was only ten years their junior, not twenty, would Yvonne admit to fancying her, because she’d been hot as hell when they got home that night. 
 
    While waiting for the council worker to turn the STOP sign to GO, Julie glanced at her phone wondering whether to send a quick message to Yvonne or wait until she got home. 
 
    The icon to the dating app on her phone gave her a short-sharp reality check. Fuck, they were meeting Pamela the same weekend Brenda said she’d be in Feilding. 
 
    Traffic started moving, and she pushed thoughts of their love life to the back of her mind. She couldn’t make a decision without talking to Yvonne first, so there was no point going over a hundred different scenarios. 
 
    If Yvonne said no way, no how, then that would be it. End of story. 
 
    *** 
 
    When five-thirty rolled around and Yvonne still wasn’t home, Julie started to worry. Ironic really, considering she had more chances of dying in a car accident than Yvonne. 
 
    Halfway through typing out a text, her ears perked up. The familiar rattle of their car was music to her ears. Yvonne was home, a little late, but safe and sound nonetheless. 
 
    “Hey, Vonn.” Like always, Julie greeted her with a kiss and a smile. “I was starting to worry about you.” 
 
    The look in Yvonne’s eyes was murderous. “I had the day from hell.” She yanked open the fridge and pulled out a bottle of wine. 
 
    Disappointment washed over Julie. She shelved the encounter with Brenda for the time being. Hopefully, once she’d given Yvonne time to vent and unwind, she could bring it up. 
 
    In the meantime, she’d do what she always did when Yvonne was in one of her moods. Give her space and offer a listening ear. 
 
    “Here.” She took the bottle out of her hands. “Let me get that, you go get changed.” 
 
    Without a word, Yvonne disappeared up the hallway. Julie turned to Ginger who was still parked in front of the fridge. 
 
    “Sorry, big guy. But you’re going to have to wait. Mumma’s pissed.” 
 
    Of course, Julie could’ve fed him herself now that he’d ventured inside, but simply feeding her beloved cat was often enough to soothe Yvonne’s frazzled nerves. She’d been so relaxed lately, it was odd seeing her so uptight. 
 
    The slam of the bathroom door made Julie jump. What could’ve possibly got her so upset? 
 
    Makeup free, cheeks flushed, Yvonne stepped into the kitchen looking stark raving mad. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe it.” She took the glass Julie handed her. “How long’s it been? Three frickin’ months. Three months!” She glared at Julie like she should know exactly what she was talking about. 
 
    Clueless, Julie held her tongue. She wasn’t brave enough to hazard a guess. Ginger had even retreated to the corner. 
 
    “Three months,” Yvonne said for the third time. “Then, this morning, I started getting cramps and feeling bitchy.” 
 
    No shit. Julie bit her cheek. 
 
    “Don’t you dare laugh at me.” Yvonne pointed, her anger dissolving ever so slightly. 
 
    Julie grabbed her finger and aimed it away. “Don’t you point that at me when it’s loaded. I’m not the bad guy here.” 
 
    With that, the fight went out of Yvonne. “Sorry, you’re right.” She slumped into a chair at the dining room table. “I’ve got my period.” 
 
    “You don’t say.” 
 
    “Don’t,” she said around a smile. “Ugh, my stomach hurts, my head hurts, and to top it all off, Gary was a dick today.” 
 
    As she spoke, Julie threw a heat pack in the microwave. Feeling sorry for Ginger, she ripped open a pouch of food and dumped it in his dish, trying not to breathe in the smell. 
 
    How the hell a lamb dinner smelled like fish was beyond her. Ginger didn’t seem to care, he had his nose in the dish before the pouch was even empty. 
 
    “Oh, my baby.” Yvonne stood. 
 
    “He’s fine, stay where you are.” Julie popped open the microwave. “Sit.” Yvonne obeyed, and Julie slid the wheat pack between the chair and her lower back. 
 
    She leaned back, sighing with relief. “Oh, that’s bliss.” Her eyes welled up. “What would I do without you?” 
 
    “That’s one thing you don’t have to worry about.” Julie retrieved a beer and twisted off the lid. 
 
    In the end, she’d made a pasta salad with the leftover chicken. Dinner could wait until Yvonne had relaxed enough to eat. 
 
    “Tell me about Gary.” 
 
    With Ginger now in her lap, heat pack on her back, glass of wine in hand, Yvonne launched into her story. 
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 Chapter 24 
 
    The following morning, Yvonne awoke feeling surprisingly bright and a tad contrite. Julie was the best thing to have ever happened to her. 
 
    If she’d married anyone else, last night would’ve been world war three. Rather than ask what the hell her problem was, which would’ve upset Yvonne further, Julie had a calmness about her that penetrated the haze of red hot anger. 
 
    She stretched her back, elated when it didn’t cramp. Her periods always punched her in the kidneys. 
 
    Going through the motions, Yvonne grabbed a tampon out of the box on the window ledge in the bathroom and sat, delighted to discover she didn’t need it. One day and Aunty Flow had gone. Hallelujah, she might make it through the day after all. 
 
    In the kitchen, her gaze landed on a note next to the toaster. ‘Take no shit, Vonn! You’ll be fine.’ An imprint of Julie’s lips underlined the words. 
 
    The gesture made Yvonne’s heart swell. Julie must’ve smeared some lipstick on for the sole purpose of leaving her a kiss. She folded the note and put it in her pocket as if it would give her the strength she needed to get through the day. 
 
    The birthing centre was behind schedule, thanks to the electrical sub-contractor running out of cable. Somehow, the fact he underestimated the amount required was Yvonne’s fault. Gary was on a rampage. He told her in no uncertain terms if she couldn’t get it right, he’d find someone who could. It was an idle threat, but one she took seriously all the same. 
 
    He’d berated Nick, too, stating as Quantity Surveyor he should’ve been aware they were going to run into a problem. However, Gary’s rant rolled off Nick like water off a duck’s back. 
 
    He’d shrugged at Yvonne and said, “It happens, don’t stress it, they’ll get back on track.” 
 
    She didn’t know why she let Gary’s angry words get to her so much that day until she hid in the toilet, afraid she’d say something she regretted, and noticed her period had made an untimely appearance. Not that there was ever a good time. 
 
    Fuck, now she had to start counting the months again. How long was she supposed to wait until she was considered to be in menopause? Was it twelve months? 
 
    Deep in thought, Yvonne locked the house. At least the sun was shining, that always seemed to lift people’s moods. 
 
    Unable to shake the feeling she’d forgotten something, she patted her pockets. Keys. Yep. She looked in her handbag; cell phone, wallet, sandwich, and banana. All there. 
 
    Her gaze landed on the empty cat basket on the doorstep. 
 
    Shit. Ginger. 
 
    She opened the door and dashed back inside, heading straight for their bedroom. No cat. She went to the living room, and there she found him. Curled up on the mat in front of the unlit fire. 
 
    “Come on, big guy.” She picked him up. “It’s warmer outside than in here.” 
 
    By eleven that morning, Yvonne wondered what the hell all the fuss was over. Sure, the sub-contractor had dropped the ball, but he’d also brought in extra staff, so if anything they were ahead of schedule. 
 
    With a renewed pep in her step, Yvonne left the site and headed for the nearby dairy. She’d ignored the craving to binge on chocolate yesterday, but today a treat was in order. 
 
    *** 
 
    All day Tuesday as Julie wandered from meter to meter her mind never strayed far from Yvonne. 
 
    More than once she pulled her phone out with the intention of texting her, then thought better of it. She didn’t want to interrupt Yvonne while she was busy with a sub-contractor, or worse, while she was trying to placate Gary. 
 
    Going by the notion no news is good news, she hoped the note she’d left Yvonne that morning was enough to buoy her. 
 
    The stress of her job was often hard on both of them, but the proud look on Yvonne’s face when a project went well was worth giving her the space she needed when things weren’t going so well. 
 
    Shortly after four o’clock, Julie heard Yvonne’s car rumble up the driveway. The fact she was home an hour early sent her brain into overdrive. Surely she hadn’t been fired. 
 
    Prepared for the worse, and hoping for the best, Julie plastered on a smile. Her heart kicked up when Yvonne stepped inside, green eyes sparkling. 
 
    She looked radiant—powerful—dressed in a knee-length pencil skirt, crisp white blouse, black heels, and briefcase in hand. 
 
    “Damn, you’re sexy, Mrs Henderson.” Julie kissed her, breathing in the floral fragrance of her perfume. 
 
    “You’re not too shabby yourself, Mrs Wilson.” 
 
    “Did the boys drop to their knees, beg for forgiveness, see the error of their ways?” 
 
    “Not quite, but you’re close.” 
 
    Happiness flared in Julie’s chest. She fist pumped the air. “Yes! That a girl. I knew you had this.” 
 
    “Let me go get changed, and then I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 
    “Wait a minute.” Julie plucked up her phone. 
 
    “What? I’m not a celebrity.” 
 
    She aimed the camera. “Maybe not, but you’re my star.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    The image was one Julie would treasure forever. It was a rare day she got to see Yvonne rocking the corporate look. More often than not, Julie left for work before Yvonne was even out of bed, and the first thing Yvonne did when she arrived home was wash her makeup off and change into casual clothes. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Ginger fed, drinks poured, they sat side by side on the sofa. Yvonne gave Julie a quick rundown of her day. 
 
    “So, you’re back on track, crisis over?” 
 
    “For now.” Yvonne plucked her iPad off the coffee table. “I took some photos of the progress. Fiona should’ve uploaded them to the company’s Facebook page by now.” 
 
    Enjoying the relaxed atmosphere, Julie snuggled closer. Ginger, uncharacteristically, watched them from her chair. He probably thought he’d pulled one over her and was expecting to be booted off any minute. 
 
    When she turned back around Yvonne was eyeing her curiously. 
 
    “What?” Julie asked. 
 
    “You and Brenda?” 
 
    “What?” Julie repeated, trying to keep up. 
 
    Rather than reply, Yvonne held the iPad up. Her blank expression gave away nothing. 
 
    Trying not to panic, even though Julie knew exactly how it looked, she read the message for a second time. 
 
    ‘Hey, Yvonne. I hope you don’t mind me messaging you. I didn’t think it would seem too stalkerish now that Julie has my number. It was great to see her. Can’t wait to see you both again.’ 
 
    “It’s not what it looks like.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” Yvonne quirked an eyebrow. 
 
    “Like I’ve been seeing Brenda…behind your back.” 
 
    “Have you?” 
 
    “No! I would never cheat.” 
 
    Yvonne dropped her iPad into her lap. “How about you start by telling me when you saw her?” 
 
    That was the easy part. “I saw her when I had to go to Dannevirke for work. I stopped at the fruit and veggie store. Turns out, she’s the manageress.” 
 
    “What did you buy?” 
 
    Shit. Could she dig a deeper hole for herself? “Nothing.” 
 
    “You expect me to believe you stopped at a fruit and veggie store just to browse. To smell the cauliflowers?” 
 
    The analogy made Julie grin. 
 
    The corner of Yvonne’s mouth twitched and Julie relaxed, pleased Yvonne was teasing her. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure if it was her when I first walked in. She was kissing a guy.” 
 
    “Boyfriend?” 
 
    “Son.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Yes way, she’s forty-one. We had a quick chat, she said she’d love to catch up with us again and gave me her number.” Julie held Yvonne’s gaze. “That’s it, you have to believe me.” 
 
    “I do.” Yvonne stroked her cheek. “But I’m still wondering why you didn’t tell me before now.” 
 
    At least this one wasn’t on her. “Cast your mind back to last night.” 
 
    It took a moment, but then the light bulb went on. “I was in a hell of a mood. You listened to me rant and rave and held me tight all night.” 
 
    “And left you a note this morning.” Julie couldn’t resist propping herself up a little more. 
 
    Gratitude shined in Yvonne’s eyes. “Thank you.” 
 
    Julie drained her beer and put the empty on the coffee table. “Brenda will be in Feilding next weekend for the show. She wants to catch-up. Coffee, a drink, whatever. If you’re interested.” 
 
    “As in friends or more?” 
 
    “Friends, I assume. Why? Are you hoping for more?” Julie nudged Yvonne playfully, silently hoping she said she’d like more. 
 
    “We’re meeting Pamela on Sunday, remember?” 
 
    “What’s that got to do with anything?” Other than the fact they had a busy weekend coming up, Julie couldn’t see why it would be a problem. 
 
    “I’m not going to turn into a whore overnight. Bang Brenda one day, shag Pamela the next.” 
 
    “Considering you turned Brenda down last time, I never meant to imply you were going to bang her. And who says we’re going to shag Pamela?” 
 
    “Are we?” 
 
    “Are we what?” Good lord, what a train wreck of a conversation. 
 
    “Going to shag either of them?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Since when did you start talking like that? A shag implies a quick roll in the hay.” 
 
    “Would you rather I said make love to them?” 
 
    “Are you purposely goading me?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Yep.” Yvonne held out her glass. “My wine’s empty and I can’t get up. Ginger’s asleep.” 
 
    “And pussy’s rule, right?” 
 
    A snort huffed out of Yvonne. 
 
    “Message Brenda back and make a date for Saturday.” 
 
    Yvonne narrowed her eyes. 
 
    Backtracking, Julie rephrased the comment. “Tell her we’d like to meet up. You do want to, don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure, she was nice.” 
 
    “And hot.”  
 
    Yvonne pointed a finger. “I’ll let you have that one.” 
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 Chapter 25 
 
    Shortly after lunch on Saturday, they strolled hand in hand to Manfield Park. With the A & P Show (Agricultural & Pastoral Show) in full swing, finding a park nearby would be close to impossible. 
 
    “I used to love going to the show as a kid. Nathan and I were fearless.” 
 
    Julie turned to Yvonne, loving the way her eyes lit up just like they always did when she talked about her brother. 
 
    “We used to beg mum to let us go on all the rides. One year, I binged on an entire bag of candy floss just before we rode The Hurricane. The second we got off, I puked my guts out, splattering Mum’s new shoes.” Her expression turned sombre. “I was twelve. She never took us to the show again.” 
 
    “Well, you’re not a kid now.” Julie joined the queue to the ticket booth. “What rides do you want to go on?” 
 
    “None.” Yvonne tugged on Julie’s arm. “Don’t you dare buy any tickets for rides, just pay to get us in.” 
 
    “Scared you’ll puke again?” Julie teased, secretly pleased Yvonne didn’t want to go on any rides. They weren’t really her thing either. 
 
    “I’m fifty.” Yvonne scoffed. “My nerves of steel went rusty a long time ago.” 
 
    “You make yourself sound like a broken down old horse.” 
 
    “Speaking of horses, hurry up. Show jumping starts in…” Yvonne looked at her watch. “Now.” 
 
    In hindsight, they should’ve left home earlier, but Julie hadn’t anticipated the long queues. The last time she’d been to the show had been over thirty years ago. 
 
    Finally, she stepped up to the ticket booth. A woman who appeared to be in her fifties, who would rather be anywhere but in a wooden hut that smelt like a sweatbox, barely bothered to look at them. “How many?” 
 
    “Two, please.” 
 
    “Adults or children?” Her voice was mechanical. 
 
    “Adults,” Julie stated the obvious. 
 
    The woman tore two stubs off a roll and handed them over. “Next.” 
 
    After stepping through the turnstile, Julie waited for Yvonne while she sent a quick text to Brenda. “I told her we’re about ten minutes away.” 
 
    “Sweet, let’s go.” Julie slid her hand into Yvonne’s and held tight. The crowd was so thick she didn’t want to lose her as they ducked in and out of people. 
 
    To their left, the Super Loop started its climb and shot around the circle. Squeals of fear and laughter filled the air. 
 
    “Bugger that,” Julie said. 
 
    “That’s one ride I’ve never been on.” Yvonne watched the car zoom around the big loop. 
 
    It was a ride Julie would never go on again. The memory of being suspended upside down when the operator stopped it mid-circle sent a shudder through her body. 
 
    No matter how much her fifteen-year-old brain told her she was safe, when her backside lifted off the seat and her thighs hit the safety bar, she’d been certain she was about to plummet to her death. Headfirst. 
 
    The sound of carnival workers calling to customers competed with the whir of rides. 
 
    A woman called to them from a stall. “Come on, ladies, have a go.” She pointed to the wall behind her full of teddy bears and balloons. “Everyone wins a prize.” 
 
    Yvonne jumped aside, making room for two little kids eager to toss ping-pong balls down the mouths of mechanical clowns. 
 
    “Want to try your luck?” Yvonne asked with a cheeky smile. She knew very well Julie hated clowns. 
 
    “Sure,” Julie lied. “But we’re already late to meet Brenda.” 
 
    Finally, they were through the throng of people queuing for rides and waiting their turn at sideshows.  
 
    The unmistakable scent of cattle, hay, and manure brought back memories of days spent on her cousin’s farm. 
 
    “Over there.” Yvonne pointed to a makeshift grandstand. “She said she saved us a seat, second stand along, top row.” 
 
    They made their way past pens full of sheep, bulls being led in circles by their proud charges, and numerous horse floats. 
 
    As they neared, Julie felt surprisingly calm. But then what did she expect? It wasn’t a date, they were meeting a potential friend. 
 
    The first thing Julie spotted was the wide-brimmed straw hat Brenda had worn in the veggie barn. “There she is.” She pointed. 
 
    Squinting, Yvonne shielded her eyes. “Where?” 
 
    “Big hat. Big smile.” 
 
    Brenda seemed to spot them at the same time as they spotted her. She stood, swirling her arm in a circle like she could lasso them in. 
 
    “You sure that’s her?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Positive. Why?” 
 
    “She looks…radiant.” 
 
    “I think the word you’re searching for is gorgeous.” Julie looped an arm through Yvonne’s and half walked, half dragged her to a beaming Brenda. 
 
    By the time they got to the stands, Brenda was waiting for them at the bottom. 
 
    “Hi!” She threw her arms around Julie like they were long lost friends. “It’s good to see you.” She broke the embrace and hugged Yvonne. “You too.” 
 
    Feeling cheeky, Julie gyrated her hips while Brenda’s back was to her. Yvonne shot her a warning look in return. 
 
    “Follow me. Bonnie and Boy are up next.” 
 
    Yvonne quirked an eyebrow at Julie. “Bonny-boy? Interesting name for a horse.” 
 
    “Come on.” Brenda raced to the top seats and they followed. “Sit.” She patted the bench on either side of her. 
 
    Once they sat, Yvonne on Brenda’s left, Julie on her right, Brenda leaned toward Yvonne. “Bonnie’s my friends name, and, yes, she named her horse Boy.” 
 
    “Oh,” was all Yvonne said. 
 
    Julie wished she could see her face, but she didn’t want to be rude and peer around Brenda. 
 
    Although she hadn’t expected to be separated from Yvonne, having Brenda sitting between them wasn’t unwelcome either. She smelled like liniment and popcorn. 
 
    Julie leaned back, hands behind her on the rough wooden bench. A second later, Yvonne’s hand connected with hers. 
 
    Her heart jackhammered when Brenda gave her a small smile. Had their hands brushed against her lower back? She didn’t think so, but somehow Brenda knew she was in the middle of their embrace. 
 
    A loud voice boomed over the speaker, “Next out, we have Bonnie-Leigh riding Boy.” 
 
    “Oh my God. I’m so excited and so bloody nervous.” Brenda rubbed her hands together, bouncing on the balls of her feet. “If they win this round, they go through to the finals.” 
 
    Silence descended like an axe. A woman dressed in jodhpurs, black riding boots, black hat, and a smart red jacket entered the show-ring. Boy was a dapple-grey, groomed to perfection; his mane and tail plaited. 
 
    He pranced on the spot, eager to get going. Bonnie-Leigh nudged his sides and they were off. As they neared the first jump, Julie’s heart was in her throat. She breathed a sigh of relief when Boy cleared it with ease. 
 
    “The next one’s a killer,” Brenda said, eyes straight ahead, elbows on her knees. 
 
    “He’ll make it,” Yvonne said with conviction. 
 
    Julie squeezed their joined hands, linked behind Brenda’s back. Their grip tightened as Bonnie-Leigh steered Boy toward the next jump. 
 
    His muscles rippled as he launched into the air, clearing the jump with his front hoofs. Julie was about to cheer him on when his hind leg clipped the top rail. She stared in stunned silence. 
 
    The red and white beam lurched forward, rocked backward, tottered forward, and, finally, settled in place. 
 
    The entire crowd exhaled at once. 
 
    “That was close.” Brenda fiddled with a charm on her necklace, swinging it back and forth. 
 
    Five minutes later, they crossed the finished line, an elated Bonnie standing in the stirrups waving to the crowd. 
 
    Brenda stood, swinging her fist about her head. “Whoop, whoop. Way to go, Bonn.” 
 
    People in the front bleachers turned to look at her. 
 
    “Sorry.” She apologised to the smiling faces. 
 
    Julie pulled her hand out of Yvonne’s, narrowly avoiding them being squashed when Brenda sat back down. 
 
    “Now you know why Josh wouldn’t come with me today. Outbursts like that embarrass the crap out of him.” 
 
    “Were you a soccer mum?” Yvonne asked, surprising Julie. 
 
    Brenda took the question in her stride. “No, I was a softball mum.” 
 
    “Really?” Julie asked. She loved the sport. “Your son played softball?”  
 
    “Sure did.” An alluring smile spread across Brenda’s face. “He only complained when I dated a couple of his teammate’s mums.” 
 
    “At once?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “You’re cute.” Brenda patted the tip of Yvonne’s nose. “No, not at once, but I’m game if you are?” She shot her a playful wink before bounding to the bottom of the makeshift stand. 
 
    Julie looked at a gobsmacked Yvonne. “You coming?” 
 
    “I think I might be.” She shook her head. “I mean yeah, sure.” 
 
    Smiling, Julie held out a hand. Yvonne took it and they made their way to the ground at a more sedate pace than Brenda. 
 
    “Come and meet Bonnie.” 
 
    “Won’t that be awkward?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Not at all. I told her I asked my friends along to help me cheer her on.” 
 
    “Is that what we are? Friends?” Yvonne asked as they strolled toward a horse float. 
 
    “I’d like to think so,” Brenda answered, walking backward. “Or I can tell her I picked up a few strays. Either way, she wouldn’t be surprised.” 
 
    They barely knew Brenda, but Julie didn’t doubt what she said was true. Like the night they met her at the pub, Brenda had an aura surrounding her that drew people to her like a magnet. 
 
    “So, how many strays do you have?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Two shop cats, one of whom I suspect is pregnant.” Her eyes lit up. “Want a kitten for Christmas?” 
 
    “I’d love one.” Julie held up a finger before Yvonne could protest. “But Ginger would have something to say about that.” 
 
    “Ginger?” Brenda pointed and they all veered left at a row of horse floats. 
 
    “My cat, he’s a big softie.” 
 
    “And a big snob.” Julie grinned. 
 
    “Here we are.” 
 
    A woman grooming her horse glanced in their direction. She was short and slim with curly brown hair. When she spotted them, her small smile transformed into a huge grin. “We did it!” 
 
    “You did.” The woman launched herself at Brenda and Brenda lifted her off the ground, spinning her in a circle. 
 
    Yvonne nodded toward the magnificent dapple-grey. “I wonder if we’re allowed to pat him.” 
 
    The suggestion made Julie take a step back. It’d been a long time since she’d been on a horse, and she didn’t recall them being so big. Boy was huge, solid muscle, and at least sixteen hands tall. 
 
    Brenda finally put Bonnie-Leigh back on her feet and ushered them closer. “Come meet Bonnie.” 
 
    “Hi.” Bonnie tucked a brush under her arm and extended a hand. 
 
    Since Yvonne was closest, she took the proffered hand and introduced them both. “I’m Yvonne. This is my wife, Julie.” 
 
    “Hi,” Julie said. “He’s beautiful.” 
 
    “He is.” Bonnie patted his neck. “I’m so proud of him.” Her smile fell. “Shame Alex was too busy to be here today.” 
 
    “Hey.” Brenda tossed some straw at her. “Don’t go getting like that. I was here, and so were my friends. We were rooting for you all the way.” 
 
    Her smile returned. “Thanks, my little good luck charm. Honestly. You didn’t have to come all this way.” 
 
    “Wild horses couldn’t keep me away.” Brenda waggled her eyebrows. “See what I did there?” 
 
    Yvonne and Julie chuckled. 
 
    “Is it okay if I pat him?” Yvonne looked like a star-struck teenager. 
 
    “Absolutely. He loves attention. Don’t you, Boy?” She rubbed his forehead. 
 
    Yvonne held her hand out, laughing when he snorted out a breath. 
 
    “Ew, horse slobber,” Julie joked, trying to hide her discomfort. 
 
    “Not a fan of horses?” Brenda sidled up next to her, while Yvonne and Bonnie fussed over Boy. 
 
    “I used to be, but to paraphrase my wife, my nerves of steel have rusted with age.” 
 
    “Come with me.” She took Julie by the hand as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do, and ironically, that’s exactly how it felt. 
 
    “Talk to him.” 
 
    Feeling silly, Julie did just that. “Hey, Boy. How does it feel having four women swooning over you? Living the dream?” 
 
    With that, he whinnied and everyone burst out laughing. 
 
    A short time later, Boy happily followed Bonnie up the ramp and into the horse float. With a final pat on his flank, she closed the door and bolted it. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re going to be all right in big old Fielding all by yourself?” 
 
    “Of course I will.” Brenda linked arms with Julie and Yvonne. “These girls are going to show me a good time.” 
 
    We are? Just what kind of good time. Julie shelved the question for when they were alone. 
 
    “Fielding has some good pubs, like the one where we met,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “I thought you said you met them at the shop?” Bonnie narrowed her eyes suspiciously or was it playfully? Julie couldn’t be sure. 
 
    Stepping out from between them, Brenda held out her hands as if weighing up her options. “Apples, oranges, who cares?” 
 
    Her playful response made Julie smile. She took a step to her right and put an arm around Yvonne’s shoulders. They watched Brenda and Bonnie hug and say goodbye. 
 
    “It was nice to meet you.” Bonnie waved then slid behind the wheel of her 4WD. 
 
    Once she was out of sight, Brenda turned back to them. “Can I give you ladies a ride home?” 
 
    Was she dismissing them? Julie’s heart sunk. 
 
    “What?” Yvonne sounded as confused as Julie felt. “You just told her you’re going to show us a good time. Now you’re ditching us?” 
 
    “Oh, feisty, I like it.” Her lip kicked up. “I don’t know about you two, but I could do with a shower before hitting the bars.” 
 
    “Oh, good thinking.” Yvonne looked suitably contrite. 
 
    As if her words alone had the ability to make a point, Julie felt sweat trickle down her neck at the same time as she became aware of her shirt sticking to her back. 
 
    “Unless you have your car here, I’m offering you a ride home to freshen up.” 
 
    Brenda pulled her hat off and shook out her hair. Honey-blonde tresses tumbled down her shoulders. Julie’s fingers itched. She wanted to run them through the tangled mess. 
 
    “That would be lovely. You’re welcome to use our shower if you’d like to freshen up too,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Right now, that sounds like bliss. Luckily I packed a change of underwear. You never know when you might need them.” An alluring smile spread across her face again. 
 
    What other tricks had she packed? The thought slammed into Julie out of nowhere. Reminding herself they were meeting as friends, going out for dinner and a drink, she pushed the thought aside. 
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 Chapter 26 
 
    Bumper to bumper with cars, it took fifteen minutes just to exit Manfield Park. 
 
    Halfway home, Yvonne pointed out the windscreen. “If you turn left at Manchester Street, we can stop at the liquor store and grab a bottle of wine.” 
 
    “Or a dozen beer,” Julie piped up from the backseat of Brenda’s very comfortable Ford Falcon. The seats were soft as butter, and the smell of leather made her think of things she had no business thinking of. Thigh-high boots, corsets, paddles… 
 
    Clearing her head of sexy thoughts intruding on her mind, Julie remembered they had no idea what Brenda liked to drink. The night they’d met she’d been sipping on water. But she’d had a cocktail or something first, hadn’t she? 
 
    Once Brenda parked, Julie sat forward in her seat, gripping Yvonne’s headrest. “What’s your choice of poison?” 
 
    “I like vodka cruisers.” 
 
    “Sweet taste,” Julie said. 
 
    “Very,” Brenda said, somehow managing to make the word sound like a caress. 
 
    After retrieving her handbag off the floor, Yvonne bounded out of the car. “Be right back.” 
 
    “I’m coming.” Julie was right behind her. They needed to talk. 
 
    “I’ll be right here.” Brenda shot them a devilish grin. 
 
    Yep, she was trouble with a capital T. One drink at home, then they would hit the bars, have a meal and go their separate ways. 
 
    They’d agreed to meet as friends, get to know each other a little better, and that was it. If there was some harmless flirting along the way, so be it. That’s where it would end. 
 
    The last thing Julie wanted to do was lead Brenda on. They were meeting Pamela tomorrow, for God’s sake. 
 
    In the bottle store, Julie grabbed beer and vodka cruises from the chiller and met Yvonne back in the store, between two rows of wine. 
 
    “I trust you’re okay with Brenda coming back to our house?” 
 
    “It would be too late now if I wasn’t, wouldn’t it?” Yvonne picked up a bottle of Shiraz. 
 
    “Nah, we could sneak out the back and run home.” 
 
    Rather than laugh, Yvonne looked appalled. “You’d do that to the poor woman?” 
 
    “No.” Julie shook her head. 
 
    “I like her,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Me too,” Julie agreed. “Where should we go for dinner?” 
 
    “Let’s just see what happens?” 
 
    “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” 
 
    “Depends. What do you think I’m saying?” The glint in her eyes told Julie all she needed to know. She was taken by Brenda, and as their guest, it was Brenda’s call. 
 
    To be honest, Julie felt the same. If Brenda wanted to go to McDonald’s and grab takeaways, then that’s what they’d do. If she wanted to go to the pub, that was okay too. 
 
    Back outside, Julie pulled Yvonne to a stop. “Look.” 
 
    They took a minute to watch Brenda. Eyes closed, head tipped back, rocking from side to side in time to whatever she was listening to on the radio. 
 
    “I hope we don’t give her a fright,” Yvonne whispered. 
 
    “Could be fun,” Julie joked. 
 
    She stared in disbelief when Brenda’s eyes popped open. A smile spread across her face. She knew damn well they were watching her. 
 
    Five minutes later, Brenda parked in their driveway. Three doors clicked open and they all climbed out. 
 
    “Nice digs.” Brenda stared at their two-bedroom stucco home, windowsills painted light blue. 
 
    “We like it,” Yvonne said as she rounded the car. 
 
    “Wait for it.” Julie stood beside Brenda. 
 
    As predicted, Ginger came darting out from under a bush, running to his mumma. 
 
    “There you are.” Yvonne’s face lit up. “Come meet Brenda.” 
 
    “Well aren’t you a pretty boy.” Brenda bent down to pet him, scratching under his chin. He lapped up the attention, purring loudly. 
 
    Julie pushed off the car. “You passed the test.” 
 
    “What test?” 
 
    “The pussy test.” Okay, that sounded wrong. 
 
    “Good to know.” There went that damn alluring smile again. 
 
    “I meant the Ginger test.” That didn’t sound much better, but Julie blundered on. “He’s not very sociable, but he seems to like you.” 
 
    “And he doesn’t pee everywhere either,” Yvonne said indignantly. 
 
    “I’m sensing a story there.” 
 
    “Let’s just say we now have our own date-gone-wrong story.” 
 
    “Oh…” Brenda rubbed her hands together. “Tell me more.” 
 
    “Let’s freshen up first.” Yvonne fished in her handbag and pulled out the house keys. “I’ll take first dibs on the shower. You put the drinks away.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Julie saluted, even though Yvonne had already turned her back. 
 
    “You’d look better saying that on your knees,” Brenda said so casually, Julie wondered if she’d heard right. 
 
    Shaking her head, she retrieved the alcohol off the backseat. Brenda grabbed her backpack and slung it over her shoulder. 
 
    Side-by-side, they walked toward the house. 
 
    “Who’s got the green thumb?” Brenda tipped her head in the direction of the flowerbeds framing the perimeter of the backyard. Purple, yellow, and pink pansies waved in the warm breeze. 
 
    “Me. I find it therapeutic. Yvonne finds it boring. She’d rather go for a walk.” 
 
    “Huh, so what do you do for exercise? I mean, you’re in pretty good shape.” 
 
    Lapping up the compliment, Julie made a concentrated effort not to strut. “Like you, I have a physical job. I beat the streets most days. The difference is I do it out of necessity, and Yvonne does it for pleasure.” And because she worries about her weight, but Julie kept that bit of information to herself. 
 
    “You two complement each other,” Brenda said with genuine warmth in her voice. 
 
    “We do.” Julie stopped at the bottom of the porch steps. “After you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Once she put the drinks in the fridge, Julie handed a vodka cruiser to Brenda. “Glass?” 
 
    “No, thanks. The bottle’s fine.” She looked around the kitchen. Cream walls, white appliances, wooden cabinetry. 
 
    “Hey.” She picked up the ceramic teddy bear. “I have one just like this.” 
 
    Throat suddenly dry, Julie took a swig of beer. She didn’t dare ask if Brenda was talking about the wooden spoons or the bear. 
 
    The memory of Yvonne tapping her nipples with the flat side of a spoon brought a smile to her lips. 
 
    “What?” Brenda asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” Julie motioned toward the archway. “Let’s go into the living room. It’s more comfortable.” 
 
    Eyes sparkling, Brenda moved into her personal space. “Are you feeling uncomfortable?” 
 
    Their bodies weren’t connected, but she stood close enough to make Julie hold her breath. 
 
    Yes, you make me uncomfortable, but not in the way you think. She resisted the urge to tug on the crotch of her jeans which suddenly felt too tight. 
 
    “No, but I feel sweaty and I’m sure I stink.” 
 
    “Oh. Me, too.” 
 
    “You smell like horse and hay,” Julie said, unable to move. 
 
    “Does that make you want to take a roll in the hay?” There was that cheeky smile. 
 
    God, yes. 
 
    “Hey.” Yvonne breezed into the kitchen, smelling shower fresh and looking radiant. 
 
    “Hi.” Julie cupped her face and kissed her passionately, possessively. 
 
    “Wow, what was that about?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Do I need a reason to kiss my wife? You look amazing.” She wore a purple knee-length dress with a plunging neckline that showed off just enough cleavage. The view was titillating rather than overt. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Brenda said it with such sincerity, Julie felt proud rather than jealous. 
 
    Blushing, Yvonne gave her a coy smile. “Thank you.” 
 
    Julie grabbed the bottle of wine out of the fridge, and Yvonne yanked it from her hands. “I can do it, go shower.” 
 
    Damn! 
 
    She didn’t want to leave the room, but Julie couldn’t deny she needed a shower. It had been a hot day and she felt sticky. She also needed to cool off for more than one reason. 
 
    In the bathroom, she debated whether to have a quick scrub or take her time. She wanted to give Yvonne the opportunity to spend time alone with Brenda, but she also wanted to watch them interact. 
 
    Were they making eyes at each other, or making small talk? Had Yvonne let her guard down or was she all business? Talking about their jobs and other getting to know each other type things? 
 
    If Julie was to be honest, she hoped they were flirting with each other. It would be good for Yvonne’s ego, and it was hard not to flirt with Brenda. 
 
    When she opened the bathroom door, Julie ran straight into Yvonne. “Shit.” 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.” Yvonne put a hand on Julie’s bare arm. 
 
    The touch made her painfully aware of the fact she was naked beneath her towel, and the two women before her were fully clothed. 
 
    The appreciative smile on Brenda’s face as her gaze travelled a lazy path over Julie’s body, from her eyes to her toes and back again, compounded the feeling of being naked and vulnerable. It was exhilarating. 
 
    “I was just giving Brenda a tour of the house.” 
 
    “Oh, great. Well, don’t let me keep you.” She stepped around them. Feeling like a patient with a gaping hole in the back of her gown, she clutched the towel tighter and hurried to their bedroom. 
 
    The faint odour of hay and liniment lingered in the air. Brenda had been in their room, with Yvonne. Did anything happen? 
 
    Of course it didn’t, you idiot! 
 
    By the time she’d changed into a clean pair of jeans, dressy shirt, and finger-combed her short, black hair, the shower was running again. She hoped for Brenda’s sake there was enough hot water for all three. 
 
    Realising she only had a few minutes to talk to Yvonne alone; Julie went looking for her. She only made it as far as the bedroom door before her gaze locked on Yvonne, standing in the hallway, looking radiant. 
 
    “You look gorgeous.” Julie grabbed her by the hand. “What are you doing loitering around out here?” 
 
    “I wasn’t loitering,” Yvonne said. “I came looking for you. Brenda’s in the shower.” 
 
    “I can hear that.” Julie wrapped her arms around Yvonne’s waist. “Did you offer to wash her back?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Did you think about it.” 
 
    “Yes.” The admission surprised and delighted Julie. 
 
    “She’s something else, isn’t she?” 
 
    “She is, but we agreed to meet her as friends, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah.” She nodded, trying not to let her disappointment show. 
 
    “We’re meeting Pamela tomorrow, remember?” 
 
    Yeah, she remembered that too, barely. 
 
    The bathroom door clicked open, and they jumped apart as if they’d been caught cheating which was crazy. Hell, life had been a crazy train lately. 
 
    Julie wasn’t sure whose jaw hit the floor first, hers or Yvonne’s. 
 
    Brenda wore a black dress that came to mid-thigh, sheer stockings, spiky high heels, and a panty-melting smile. 
 
    “Oh, hi. I hope I’m not holding you up. I needed to let some steam out of the room, before I could put on my makeup.” 
 
    “You sure the steam’s not coming off you?” Yvonne fanned herself. “You look pretty hot in that number.” 
 
    Certain she’d heard wrong, Julie stared at her wife in disbelief. She didn’t even spare her a sideways glance. 
 
    “Are you flirting with me, Mrs Henderson?” Brenda folded her arms across her chest, a smile dancing across her lips. 
 
    “How do you know my last…?” She cut herself off. “The pub, work’s website. Yeah, yeah. Great detective work, Brenda—" 
 
    “Smith.” 
 
    “Oh, silly me. Nice alias.” Yvonne pushed off the doorjamb. “And here I was thinking we’d made a friend. By the way, I’m Veronica and this is Juliet.” 
 
    “Come with me.” Brenda grabbed her by the hand, her expression all business.  
 
    With her heart in her throat and an ache between her legs, Julie followed behind them. Brenda made an abrupt left turn into the spare bedroom, where her pack lay open like a gutted fish. 
 
    She plucked her wallet off the top of the pile of clothes she’d been wearing earlier. “Here you go.” Her tone was neutral; business-like. 
 
    Yvonne looked down, and Julie glanced over her shoulder at the driver’s licence in her hand. Name; Brenda Maryanne Smith. Date of birth; 03/03/77. 
 
    “Sorry.” Yvonne hung her head. 
 
    Julie squeezed her shoulder in support. She had to admit, she’d been dubious too, only she hadn’t been bold enough to challenge Brenda on her surname. 
 
    “It’s fine. I get it all the time.” 
 
    “I can imagine.” Julie chuckled, trying to lighten the mood. 
 
    “And your surname is…” Brenda trailed off. 
 
    “Wilson.” 
 
    “Like Tom Hank’s best friend?” That cheeky smile of hers was back. 
 
    “I get that all the time,” Julie deadpanned. “And before you ask, I’ve never been a castaway. Great movie, though.” 
 
    Like clockwork, Ginger waltzed into the room and started sniffing around the contents spilling out of Brenda’s backpack. 
 
    “Get out of there.” Julie shooed him away. 
 
    “Leave my cat alone.” Yvonne scooped him up. 
 
    Brenda stepped forward. She ran her hands through Ginger’s fur, letting tuffs of it slide between her fingers. “Your pussy’s so soft.” 
 
    How the hell did she make that sound sexy? Julie’s clit throbbed. 
 
    It was nice of Yvonne to offer the spare room for Brenda to get changed, but being in such close proximity to a bed and two sexy women eyeing each other like their next meal was torture. 
 
    Needing to put some distance between them, Julie headed for the door. “I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving.” 
 
    “I’m ravenous,” Brenda said, leaving no room for mistaking she wasn’t necessarily talking about food. 
 
    “Whose car are we taking?” Yvonne asked, wandering out of the room with Ginger in her arms. 
 
    “Make sense to take mine. It’s already in the driveway.” 
 
    With that decided, they all piled into Brenda’s car. 
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 Chapter 27 
 
    Thirty minutes later, they arrived home again, Chinese takeaways stinking out the car and making Julie’s stomach rumble. 
 
    They hadn’t even thought about the fact it would be nearly impossible to find a park, let alone a restaurant where they didn’t have to queue for hours to get a table. 
 
    But tonight, with the influx of visitors the Feilding show had brought to town, that’s exactly what happened. 
 
    “All dressed up and nowhere to go,” Julie commented as they piled back out of Brenda’s car. 
 
    “I don’t know about that. Your place looks pretty inviting.” Brenda looked at their house, now cast in shadows. 
 
    “Oh, we can light some candles and pretend we’re at a restaurant.” Yvonne looked excited by the idea. “You can be our maître d'.” She kissed Julie on the cheek. 
 
    “Not bloody likely.” 
 
    “Is that any way to speak to a lady?” Brenda sounded like a pissed off patron. “Where’s the manager? I wish to make a complaint.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, please don’t make a scene.” Yvonne clutched her chest, playing along. 
 
    The door clicked open and they all tumbled inside, laughing. 
 
    Yvonne bustled around the kitchen, issuing orders. “I’ll get the plates, you get the drinks.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Julie replied automatically. 
 
    She could feel Brenda’s eyes on her but didn’t dare turn around. Her words echoed loudly in her head. You’d look better saying that on your knees. 
 
    “Help yourself to a drink.” Yvonne hung up her handbag and disappeared. 
 
    “I’m not in the habit of helping myself,” Brenda said, the words dripping with innuendo. 
 
    Throwing caution to the wind, Julie tossed them back at her. “You have permission.” 
 
    “Do I?” Her gaze raked over Julie’s body. 
 
    “Candles.” Yvonne appeared in the archway separating the kitchen from the living room. She froze, looking from one to the other. “What?” 
 
    “What?” Julie played dumb, knowing damn well Yvonne could sense the sexual tension thick in the air. 
 
    After a minute, Yvonne shook her head. “Nothing.” 
 
    Doing Brenda’s bidding, Julie handed her a vodka cruiser then grabbed a beer for herself and poured a glass of wine for Yvonne. 
 
    The aroma of sweet and sour chicken, pork wontons, and satay noodles infused the air as she uncovered the takeaway trays, lining them up on the kitchen bench. 
 
    “Dig in, everyone.” 
 
    Once everyone had taken their fill and moved to the table, Yvonne kicked off the conversation. Her line of questioning took Julie by surprise. 
 
    “How’s Find Someone been treating you, Brenda? Been on any dates lately?” Yvonne’s eyes went wide, sparkling in the candlelight. “Please don’t tell me you’ve been stood up again.” She shook her head, not letting Brenda get a word in. “I can’t believe someone would do that. I mean we’ve met some creepers.” She shuddered. 
 
    “Tell me about that.” Brenda’s smile was warm and Julie didn’t miss how deftly she dodged the question. 
 
    “Well, there was this time we met this woman, Daphne.” Yvonne glanced at Julie, her face animated. She turned back to Brenda. “While Julie was in the toilet, she propositioned me.” 
 
    “I can understand that, you’re a sexy woman,” Brenda said. 
 
    An adorable blush tinted Yvonne’s cheeks. “Thank you, and so’s my wife.” She looked at Julie with affection in her eyes. 
 
    “I can’t argue with that.” Brenda’s heated gaze drilled into Julie. 
 
    Flustered, she stuffed another wonton into her mouth. The crispy coating crunched loudly in her ears. 
 
    “While Julie was in the bathroom,” Yvonne continued, “This Daphne woman ran her fingers through my hair.” 
 
    “Like this?” Brenda dragged her hand through Yvonne’s hair, letting the long, auburn strands slide through her fingers. 
 
    “Yeah, like that.” Yvonne nodded. 
 
    Her casual reply surprised the hell out of Julie. When Daphne had done it, she’d bolted, now here she was all smiles and big green eyes. 
 
    “Before that, she played footsies with me under the table and slid her hand along my thigh.” 
 
    What? That was news to Julie. She was torn between saying as much and holding her tongue. 
 
    “That’s not cool,” Brenda said, twirling her fork in some noodles. “Why so sneaky? I mean if you meet a couple as a couple, one should expect to play with them as a couple.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Yvonne banged her glass down on the table. “And if you’re not attracted to the other person, you make a polite excuse and leave.” 
 
    “You won’t get any polite excuses out of me.” Brenda’s gaze locked on Yvonne. “And I’ll leave if you tell me to go.” 
 
    All the moisture in Julie’s body pooled between her legs. She held her breath, waiting for Yvonne’s response. She looked at Julie as if to say, ‘is this okay?’ 
 
    Hell yeah. Julie gave her a barely perceptible nod. If Yvonne wanted to make a move, Julie was all for it. 
 
    “Have you had much luck finding anyone to join you?” Brenda asked. 
 
    “No, not on that site.” Yvonne pushed her plate aside. 
 
    She’d barely eaten a thing which confirmed Julie’s suspicions. She was as wound up as Julie. 
 
    “Look.” Brenda spread her arms wide. “You ladies are looking for a third. Here I am. No bullshit, no endless messages, no playing one of you off against the other.” She stared them in the eyes. “I’d love to fuck you both.” 
 
    Disbelief and desire flashed across Yvonne’s face. She looked from Julie back to Brenda. 
 
    “Too forward?” Brenda’s infectious smile broke the tension. 
 
    “It’s not that,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Don’t you find me attractive?” 
 
    “You’re fucking gorgeous,” Julie blurted out. Apparently her libido had blocked her filter. 
 
    “You need to learn some manners.” Brenda’s tone was playful, her intentions unmistakable. 
 
    “I find you attractive.” Yvonne fiddled with a paper napkin. “But we need to talk, me and Julie.” 
 
    “So talk.” Brenda stood. “Excuse me while I use the bathroom.” She paused in the hallway door. “All I ask for is honesty. If I’m way off base, I’ll pack my bag and call it a night.” 
 
    The thought of her leaving made Julie’s stomach bottom out. But Yvonne was right, they needed to talk. 
 
    As soon as Brenda was out of hearing shot, Julie turned to Yvonne. She’d pulled her bottom lip between her teeth as if she was trying to bite back a smile. There was no mistaking the lust sparkling in her eyes. 
 
    “I know we haven’t planned this,” Julie said, reaching for Yvonne’s hand. 
 
    “Don’t you think that makes it all the better?” Yvonne’s eyes lit up. “Let’s just go with it?” 
 
    “I’m keen if you are.” 
 
    “Quick. Look under the table.” Yvonne pulled out of her grip. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just do it.” 
 
    Spurred on by the commanding tone of Yvonne’s voice, Julie immediately complied. “I can’t see anything.” 
 
    “Get on your hands and knees.”  
 
    She dropped to all fours and stuck her head under the tablecloth. 
 
    The sight that greeted her was irresistible. Her eyes locked on the wet seam of Yvonne’s pantyhose. Desire overrode all conscious thought as Julie crawled forward, inhaling the intoxicating scent of Yvonne’s arousal. She nudged her legs apart and licked her through the sheer nylon. 
 
    A gasp tore from Yvonne’s throat at the same time as she snapped her legs closed. 
 
    The sound of Brenda’s voice was like a cold bucket of water thrown in her face. “Damn, you ladies haven’t started without me, have you?” 
 
    “N...n…no. Not at all.” Yvonne shoved at Julie’s head, trying to push her away, but Julie’s limbs refused to budge. 
 
    The toe of Brenda’s high heel tapped out a staccato on the linoleum floor. “That backside is begging to be spanked, don’t you think, Yvonne?” 
 
    “Um, I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Come here,” Brenda said. 
 
    Feeling incredibly vulnerable and incredibly turned on, Julie willed her arms and legs to move. Slowly, she backed up. 
 
    “Stay where you are.” The toe of Brenda’s shoe stopped her. She didn’t kick her or put any weight behind it, but the command was like superglue pinning Julie in place. 
 
    “Isn’t that a beautiful sight?” 
 
    “It is. I love her backside,” Yvonne said, and that much was true. She’d told Julie often enough. 
 
    “She’s a naughty girl, isn’t she? Eating your pussy and not sharing with your guest.” 
 
    You can have some too. 
 
    “She’s very naughty. I think you should spank her.” Yvonne had never sounded surer of anything in her life.  
 
    Oh yes, please, please spank me. I’m so naughty and so fucking turned on right now. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
    Humiliation slammed into Julie. She could only imagine what she looked like with her arse in the air, head tucked under the table, while they were talking about her like a piece of meat that needed tenderising. 
 
    “I think you should do it,” Brenda said to Yvonne. 
 
    The embarrassment she felt moments before vanished, replaced by horny anticipation. 
 
    “What if she doesn’t want me to?” 
 
    Just do it. 
 
    “Do you think she’d still be on her hands and knees if she didn’t?” 
 
    “Good point.” Julie heard the smile in Yvonne’s voice. Footfalls moved away and then returned. “She likes this one.” 
 
    This what? 
 
    Thwack. 
 
    The unexpected blow made Julie jump. “Shit.” She arched her back like a cat. 
 
    Once again, Brenda’s foot connected with her toes. “The correct reply is thank you, Miss.” 
 
    “Oh, I like it,” Yvonne said, glee lighting up her voice. “Does she need a safeword? I’ve heard about those.” 
 
    The question made Julie smile. Yvonne was in her element and out of her league all at the same time, and it was sexy as fuck. 
 
    “That’s a great idea,” Brenda said sounding like a teacher proud of her student. 
 
    “Safeword?” Yvonne said, her voice short and sharp. 
 
    Despite all the times Julie had pictured herself submitting, she’d never thought of a safeword. In the confines of her mind, she didn’t need one. 
 
    A foot kicked hers. “Your lady asked you a question.” 
 
    Shit. Think, think, think. “Pelican.” She had no idea where that came from. 
 
    “Well done.” Brenda’s shoes clicked on the floor as she stepped aside. “She’s all yours.” 
 
    Julie braced herself for a blow that didn’t come. Instead, she felt a tug on the waistband of her jeans. When they didn’t budge, Yvonne issued an order. “Undo them.” 
 
    The thought of two women staring at her naked backside made Julie feel extraordinarily exposed and incredibly horny. 
 
    Imagining the feel of the smooth wooden spoon heating her backside like a fiery caress, propelled her into action. 
 
    Balancing her weight on one hand, Julie reached down, pleased she’d worn her jeans with a button-up fly and not a zip. 
 
    The tap-tap-tap of a shoe ticked like the minute hand on a clock. “You’ve got five seconds,” Brenda said. 
 
    Julie’s heart raced as she fumbled with the last button. “Done.” 
 
    Cool air hit her backside, followed by a warm caress. “You okay?” Yvonne’s voice. 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” The word came out without thought. 
 
    Brenda and Yvonne exchanged a few words but Julie couldn’t make out what they were saying. A few seconds later, she found out. 
 
    “You will call me Miss Vonn.” A crack landed across her arse, the unexpected blow making her cry out. She sucked in a breath, breathing through the sting. 
 
    Shortly after, a hand glided over the spot, soothing the burn. 
 
    “What do you say?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Huh? Oh, yeah. “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    Whack. 
 
    “Pardon me?” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Vonn?” 
 
    She closed her eyes, anticipating the next blow. When it landed, she moaned with pleasure. Heat spread throughout her body, firing nerve endings to life. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Vonn. Please may I have another?” 
 
    “Yes, you may.” This time the wooden spoon left a lasting impression, figuratively and, she was quite sure, literally. 
 
    The image of a red stripe bisecting her butt cheeks in the most exquisite way ran through her mind as she revelled in the delicious throb. “Thank you,” she said on an exhale. 
 
    Something brushed Julie’s face and her eyes popped open. She laughed when Ginger head-butted her. “Get out, you big goof.” She pushed him away. 
 
    “Ginger!” Yvonne hollered. The back door opened and banged shut again. 
 
    “Oh, looks like someone’s been naughty, sneaking pussy under the table.” That was Brenda. 
 
    A hand tugged on Julie’s jeans bunched around her knees. She couldn’t be sure if it was Brenda or Yvonne and she didn’t care. A sharp yank made her back up. Once she was clear of the table, she attempted to stand. 
 
    “Uh-uh.” Brenda pushed on her shoulders. “Remember what I said earlier.” 
 
    Looking at Yvonne as if she might know the answer, Julie searched her brain. Yvonne just stared at her, a small smile curving her lips. 
 
    Casting her mind back to when they arrived home, Brenda’s words came back to her clear as day. You’d look better saying that on your knees. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I remember what you said.” 
 
    “Good girl. You may stand now.” 
 
    Her knees pinged as she stood. Hypnotised by Brenda’s penetrating gaze, she bit back a groan as blood flow returned. The only groans she wanted to murmur in her presence were those of pleasure. 
 
    “What do you think we should do with her?” Brenda asked Yvonne. 
 
    “I think you should kiss her.” 
 
    Those were six words Julie never thought she’d hear come out of her wife’s mouth, much less be willing to go along with. But here she was, wet and willing. 
 
    “Would you like that?” Brenda searched Julie’s eyes, and the respect Julie had for her grew ten-fold. 
 
    She’d been given permission by Yvonne, yet she still needed to be sure she had Julie’s consent. 
 
    “Please.” The word sounded like a plea. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Yvonne nod her approval. 
 
    The kiss was fierce, demanding, and absurdly erotic. When Yvonne stepped behind her and hiked up her top, Julie almost climaxed on the spot. Brenda swallowed her moan and then broke the kiss. 
 
    With both of them sizing her up, vulnerability crept in. Subconsciously, Julie clasped her hands together in front of her, effectively covering her breasts. 
 
    “Problem?” Brenda quirked an eyebrow. 
 
    “No.” Julie stared at the floor. 
 
    “Eyes on mine.” 
 
    She obeyed. Yvonne watched on, a look of intrigue and uncertainty playing across her features. 
 
    “Let’s even things up.” Brenda pulled off her dress and stood before them in black nylon stay-ups, lacy bra, and matching panties. Her body was exquisite. Toned yet soft. Julie yearned to reach out and caress her, to run her hands over every contour. 
 
    Dragging her gaze off Brenda, she turned to Yvonne who had also stripped down to her underwear. Her cotton briefs hugged her hips and her underwire bra pushed her breasts up and out. 
 
    Compared to these two beauties, Julie’s breasts were barely more than pimples. 
 
    “Arms out,” Brenda instructed. 
 
    Doing as she was told, Julie raised her arms in front of her, up and out, until they were almost touching Brenda. 
 
    “Not like that.” She shook her head. “Out to the side.” 
 
    Pushing past her perceived shortfalls, she parted her arms, drawing them back like a curtain. And there she stood, arms wide open, aching to be touched. 
 
    Brenda squeezed a nipple between her thumb and forefinger. “These…are fucking gorgeous.” She tugged, hard. 
 
    Breathing through the pain, Julie exhaled slowly. “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Brenda turned to Yvonne, unhooked her bra, and cupped her heavy breasts. “So are these.” She took a nipple into her mouth and a collective groan bounced off the kitchen walls. 
 
    Getting to see Yvonne close her eyes and tip her head back in bliss while having attention lavished on her breasts was the sexiest thing Julie had ever witnessed. 
 
    Julie couldn’t drag her gaze off them. She watched Brenda pay the same attention to Yvonne’s other breast before she turned back to her. 
 
    “Never, ever, hide who you are.” She looked pointedly at Julie’s small breasts. “Never wish for more or less than you were given. Embrace what you have.” 
 
    She lowered her panties and Julie’s eyes landed on an angry red scar running along the top of her pubic mound. 
 
    A gasp tore from Yvonne, hand flying to her mouth. 
 
    “Does that repulse you?” 
 
    “No.” Yvonne shook her head vehemently. 
 
    “Good. I used to hide it behind a full bush. Now, I wear it like a badge. Without it, my son wouldn’t be alive.” 
 
    The imperfection made her all the more beautiful in Julie’s eyes. 
 
    With a snap of Brenda’s fingers, the atmosphere went from downcast to upbeat. “Arms out.” 
 
    This time, Julie didn’t hesitate. She opened her arms, spreading them as wide as she could. Embracing her body and revelling in the proud smile Yvonne gave her. 
 
    Like time being rewound, Brenda grabbed a nipple and tugged, sharply. 
 
    “Ah,” Julie cried out. 
 
    “You like that?” She did it again, pinching harder. 
 
    Jaw clenched, Julie hissed out a breath. The pain was fierce and fast, followed closely by a rush of heat. Her nipples ached, and hot pressure built behind her clit. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I like that.” 
 
    Brenda took a step back, nodding to Yvonne. The wooden spoon she’d used on her backside materialised in her hand. 
 
    The memory of the first time Yvonne had used it on her bought a smile to her lips. The blow she delivered wiped it clean off her face. 
 
    “Were you licking pussy under the table without permission?” 
 
    Julie hadn’t exactly licked Ginger, but she was too horny to argue. “Yes, Miss Vonn.” 
 
    Another whack. 
 
    She closed her eyes, breathing through the delicious ache warming her backside and spreading to her centre. 
 
    “Are you sorry?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Vonn.” She wasn’t really, but she wasn’t game enough to say no either. A playful spanking was one thing, but being spanked until it was too painful to sit wasn’t her idea of fun. 
 
    “How do you think she should make it up to us?” Brenda asked Yvonne. 
 
    “She should have to eat your pussy.” 
 
    Gobsmacked, Julie stared open-mouthed at Yvonne. “Really?” 
 
    “Unless you’d rather not.” Yvonne took a sip of wine and Julie didn’t stop her. She was far from drunk but her inhibitions were deliciously lowered. 
 
    “The only word I want to hear come out of your mouth is Pelican.” Brenda gave her a stern look, lips pursed, arms folded across her chest. “Understood?” 
 
    Desperate to please, Julie nodded vigorously. “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    Relaxing her posture, Brenda turned back to Yvonne. “Think big.” She swept her arms in a circle. 
 
    Yvonne’s brow furrowed. She was stumped. So was Julie. The anticipation was killing her. She would give anything to know what was running through Brenda’s mind. 
 
    “What’s better than one pussy?” 
 
    Yvonne’s face lit up like a light bulb. “Two.” 
 
    “Bingo.” 
 
    She turned to Julie. “Clear the table.” 
 
    It took only seconds to stack three plates and tossed them in the sink. 
 
    “Permission to move the candles,” Julie asked. If one tipped over the tablecloth could catch fire, or worse someone could get burnt. 
 
    “You may.” Brenda gave her a short, sharp nod and turned back to Yvonne. “Strip and recline.” 
 
    Julie’s heart kicked up a notch. She silently pleaded with Yvonne to go through with it. 
 
    This would be a huge step for them as a couple, let alone as a threesome. She’d tried to get Yvonne to have lunchtime sex on the table and she’d always laughed her off. 
 
    A hint of uncertainty flashed in Yvonne’s eyes before she squared her shoulders. 
 
    That a girl. 
 
    “Will you join me?” she asked Brenda as her underwear hit the floor. 
 
    “It would be my honour.” 
 
    Brenda’s bra landed on top of her little black dress. Fingers entwined, they reclined diagonally across the table. 
 
    The smorgasbord spread before her was a sight Julie would cherish forever. Her mouth watered as she imagined dining on the exquisite feast. 
 
    Her gaze flicked between the V of their thighs, from Yvonne’s neatly trimmed bush to Brenda’s mound, completely devoid of hair. She didn’t know who to taste first. 
 
    Should she start with what was familiar or go for something new? The decision was taken out of her hands. 
 
    “Guests first.” Yvonne cupped the back of Julie’s head and guided her between Brenda’s legs. 
 
    Her scent was intoxicating, musky like Yvonne yet different somehow. When she ran her tongue along the seam of Brenda’s smooth, bare lips, it was clear she waxed rather than shaved. There wasn’t the barest hint of stubble, just slippery smooth goodness. 
 
    Using the tip of her tongue, Julie parted her outer lips, ecstatic when Brenda groaned her appreciation. 
 
    “Is that good?” Yvonne asked, like a kid waiting their turn. 
 
    In response, Brenda pulled Yvonne onto her side and kissed her, hard. Her hand threaded through Yvonne’s hair, pulling her close. 
 
    Their lips met and Julie pushed to her feet. There was only one word to describe the gorgeous women before her in a heated lip lock. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she said softly. 
 
    “So are you, but you forget your place,” Yvonne said, the sparkle in her eyes igniting Julie’s blood. “On your knees.” 
 
    A groan escaped her before she could stop it. Kneeling on the hard, cold floor, with two women demanding her attention was exquisite torture. 
 
    She glanced through the archway to the living room. “May I get a cushion?” 
 
    “Yes,” Yvonne said at the same time as Brenda said no. 
 
    They both looked to her for guidance. Did she expect Julie to put up with whatever discomfort was thrown her way unless she used her safeword? 
 
    “There’s a pile of clothes next to you, use them.” 
 
    Gratitude surged through Julie. “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Ignoring her, Brenda turned to Yvonne. “Sorry to override your decision, but sometimes you have to improvise.” 
 
    “Got it, improvise.” Yvonne pointed a finger at Julie. “Don’t you dare poke a hole through my new dress with your bony knees, understood?” 
 
    She looked at Brenda as if to say ‘did I do good?’ and Brenda nodded her approval. 
 
    Smiling on the inside, Julie folded her jeans, placed her shirt on top, and then knelt on both, hands clasped in front of her. “Understood, Miss Vonn.” 
 
    “Good, now eat my...my…” 
 
    “Eat her cunt.” The emphasis Brenda put on a word Julie normally detested sent an arrow of lust straight between her legs. 
 
    “Yes, that.” Yvonne nodded sharply, wavy hair bouncing around her shoulders. 
 
    Eager to do her bidding, Julie moved between Yvonne’s legs. Before her tongue made contact, Brenda shook her head. “No you don’t. You forget there are two of us.” 
 
    Just as she’d done earlier, Brenda reclined on the table, legs spread. She pulled Yvonne on top of her, and Yvonne straddled her thighs curling her feet under Brenda’s. And there they lay, like a two-tier cake begging to be devoured. 
 
    The slight gap between their bodies gave Julie a bird’s eye view of their breasts mashed together. When Yvonne lowered herself fully, Julie wanted to cry, until her sight landed on a much more tantalising sight. 
 
    Brenda raised her head, her gaze travelling along the slope of Yvonne’s back before landing on Julie. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    Once again, Julie pondered where to start. The top layer was familiar, but the bottom tier looked just as inviting. The flickering candle cast shadows over their bodies as she inched closer. 
 
    She breathed deeply, inhaling the heady scent of their combined arousal. Unable to decide where to start, she made a long, slow sweep of her tongue, from hole to clit, clit to hole, and all the way back down again. 
 
    A collective gasp bounced off the walls. Basking in the taste of two women, Julie toyed with the flesh of Yvonne’s labia, sucking and releasing before swirling her tongue around her clit. Then she dipped lower, paying the same attention to Brenda. 
 
    “Oooh, she’s good with her mouth, isn’t she?” Brenda said, dragging her hand through Yvonne’s hair. 
 
    “She…she is.” Yvonne’s voice was breathy. 
 
    Julie instinctively licked her way back up to familiar territory. The table creaked at the same time as she heard Brenda tell Yvonne to lift her hips. Yvonne complied and Brenda’s hand snaked between their bodies. 
 
    The sight of her stroking Yvonne’s clit sent Julie’s libido through the roof. “Fuck, that’s hot.” 
 
    Brenda craned her neck, peering at Julie around the side of Yvonne’s body plastered to hers. “Do not speak again until your wife is crying out in ecstasy.” 
 
    That, Julie could do. She shuffled closer, dragging the folded up clothes with her until she was close enough to sit back on her haunches. She ran a finger over Yvonne’s slick folds. 
 
    She was wet and ready, gliding easily beneath her fingertips. Julie pushed inside, curling two fingers against her walls. 
 
    Her hand bumped against Brenda’s, and the reality that someone else was pleasuring her wife sent an unexpected tremor through Julie. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a mini-orgasm, if ever, without so much as a touch. 
 
    Concentrating on the feast before her, she worked her mouth and fingers with vigour, Brenda matching her rhythm. 
 
    The table creaked as Yvonne squirmed and bucked atop Brenda. “Oh, god. Oh, yes, yes, yes…” 
 
    “Come for us,” Brenda said softly, her sultry voice making Julie’s nipples so hard they hurt. 
 
    With a few more strokes, a guttural moan tore from Yvonne. Her inner walls contracted, gripping Julie’s fingers with an intensity that robbed her of breath. 
 
    Brenda slowed her movements, moving away from Yvonne’s clit. 
 
    “God, that was intense.” Yvonne rolled off Brenda, landing beside her on the table.  
 
    Julie hoped that wasn’t the end of it. She needed to come so bad, and what about Brenda? She didn’t have to wonder for long. 
 
    “Your job’s not done.” Brenda bent her knees, bracing her feet on the edge of the table. 
 
    Yvonne propped herself up on her elbows, her cheeks an adorable post-orgasm pink. “Go down on her, now!” 
 
    The command sent an arrow of lust spiralling through Julie. “Yes, Miss Vonn.” She took a moment to bask in the lust swimming in Yvonne’s green-eyed gaze. 
 
    Seemingly impatient, Brenda reached between her legs, grabbed Julie by the head, and shoved her face between her thighs. 
 
    Julie took her time, exploring every contour of her flesh. Her outer labia was more prominent than Yvonne’s and every bit as alluring to explore. Slowly, Julie swirled her tongue around her clit, over the hood and then dipped lower. 
 
    Hair tickled the end of her nose. Her eyes popped open and she was face to face with Yvonne. 
 
    “Let me taste.” 
 
    Holy fucking hotness. Yvonne was kneeling on the table, her mouth hovering above Brenda’s wet centre. 
 
    Julie’s heart expanded in her chest and wetness exploded between her legs. She was throbbing so bad, she felt like a ticking time bomb. One flick of the wick and she’d go off, of that she was certain. 
 
    Brenda dipped her right leg, giving Yvonne better access. Together, they sucked and fucked Brenda until she was panting and bucking. 
 
    “Close, so close.” Brenda’s voice was soft, a stark contrast to when she was issuing commands. 
 
    Like a woman well versed in threesomes, Yvonne spun back around on the table and took one of Brenda’s nipples into her mouth, palming her breasts. 
 
    With her eyes on the delectable scene before her, something no amount of porn could compete with, Julie fucked Brenda for all she was worth. She pumped in and out with two fingers, varying the rhythm, watching for cues. 
 
    “Faster,” Brenda panted, her hand threading through Yvonne’s hair. 
 
    Julie upped the tempo. She pumped two fingers in and out until Brenda’s thighs started to tremble. Her feet slipped from the edge of the table and she cried out. 
 
    “Fuck,” Brenda murmured, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “She did,” Yvonne said, a wicked grin curving her lips. “She fucked you good.” 
 
    Good God, where did this woman come from? 
 
    Smiling, Brenda slowly sat up, backside on the edge of the table, feet on the floor. “She did, and now we get to fuck her.” 
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 Chapter 28 
 
    The thought of four hands pleasuring her sent sparks of desire through Julie’s heated body. 
 
    As Yvonne slid off the table, Brenda put a foot on Julie’s chest and ushered her backwards. “On your feet.” 
 
    Julie’s left knee let out a pop as she straightened. High on lust, she barely felt the sharp crack. 
 
    “Kiss your wife, ” Brenda stepped back. 
 
    Julie’s breath hitched when her gaze locked with Yvonne’s. The love and passion shining in her eyes was so intense Julie felt it like a physical caress. 
 
    “I love you.” She cupped her face and kissed Yvonne with a hunger that robbed her of breath. 
 
    When they broke apart, Yvonne ran her tongue across her top lip. “I can taste us on you.” She turned to Brenda. “Would you like to taste her?” 
 
    Oh, God, yes. Please, say yes. 
 
    “I’d love to.” 
 
    The lip of the table bit into Julie’s backside as she reclined. The tablecloth was warm and carried the faint odour of sweat and sex. 
 
    The sharp tug on her left nipple made her flinch. “Did anyone give you permission to lie down?” Brenda asked from the foot of the table. 
 
    Like a mirror image, Yvonne appeared at the head of the table. She tugged on Julie’s right nipple, not as hard, but hard enough to make her grit her teeth. 
 
    Her nipples weren’t as prominent as Yvonne’s, but they were sensitive as hell. 
 
    Brenda gave Yvonne a slight nod and tugged. Yvonne did the same, pulling on Julie’s other nipple until she had no other option but to sit up or risk having them pulled off. 
 
    “Lucky for you, I didn’t pack my nipple clamps.” 
 
    Unsure whether Brenda was kidding or not, Julie kept quiet. 
 
    “I bet Julie loves having her breasts played with. What do you think, Yvonne?” 
 
    Doubtful it would go down well if Julie told Brenda not to talk about her in the third person, she stood there, feeling invisible, pulsing with need, and desperate for release. 
 
    “Oh, yes. She loves having her nipples teased.” Yvonne turned to Julie. “Would you like me to play with your breasts?” She plucked the wooden spoon off the table. 
 
    “Yes, please, Miss Vonn.” Her nipples tingled, and, at that moment, she realised she hadn’t tried to cover up since Brenda revealed her C-section scar. 
 
    Feeling empowered, she straightened her spine, thrusting her chest out. 
 
    “Good girl.” Brenda gave her an approving nod and stepped aside. 
 
    Unlike the first time Yvonne had tested out the wooden spoon, her expression turned serious. “What’s your safeword?” 
 
    “Pelican.” 
 
    “Are you reciting it or using it?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Julie’s lip kicked up. “Reciting it, Miss Vonn.” 
 
    A tap landed, sending an electrical current coursing through her body, her clit pulsed, her nipple throbbed. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Vonn,” she said it with all the sincerity she could muster. 
 
    Yvonne rewarded her by tapping each nipple twice more. Shortly after, the spoon clattered to the floor, and Yvonne’s mouth was on hers, kissing her passionately. 
 
    Her breath caught at the heated contact, and she revelled in the exquisite sensations of Yvonne’s breasts flush with her chest. A groan escaped Julie. Her blood ignited. Her core clenched. She was close. Oh, so close. 
 
    When Yvonne pulled away, she couldn’t stop the groan of frustration that escaped her. 
 
    “You got something to say?” Brenda gripped her chin, amber eyes flashing like firelight. 
 
    Yes, I’m fucking dying here. 
 
    Rather than say as much, she shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Aw, I think someone’s frustrated.” Yvonne nudged Brenda’s arm, and Julie wanted to kiss the smug smile off her face. And ride her face, and… 
 
    Yvonne clutched her chest like a prima donna. “I don’t know where my manners have gone. Guests first.” She swept her arms toward Julie, inviting Brenda to taste. 
 
    The thought of having someone else’s mouth on her was stupefying. Hearing her wife offer her up was something she couldn’t put into words. Surreal. Out of this world. Intoxicating. 
 
    “Make yourself comfortable.” Brenda ushered Yvonne into the living room, pointing to an armchair. 
 
    Apprehension warred within Julie. She held her breath. How would Yvonne react? They’d come a long way, but sitting back and watching her wife with another woman without joining in was a hell of a thing to ask. 
 
    Seeming to sense Yvonne’s hesitation, Brenda put a hand on her forearm. “Trust me.” It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    After a painfully long second, Yvonne nodded. “I do.” 
 
    She flopped into the lounge chair, heavy breasts coming to rest just above the swell of her belly. Damn, she was sexy. 
 
    With her eyes locked on Julie, Brenda walked her backwards until her legs connected with Yvonne’s shins. “Sit.” 
 
    The heat of Yvonne’s thighs seared into Julie. Her scent wrapped around her just before her arms did. The warmth of her breath tickled Julie’s collarbone. “I love you.” The words were a whisper against her neck. “I’m going to hold you while Brenda makes you beg for mercy.” 
 
    “You’re going to play with those beautiful tits of hers,” Brenda said to Yvonne as she sunk to the floor, knees cushioned by the carpet. 
 
    At the same time as Yvonne squeezed her nipples, Brenda drew Julie’s clit between her lips. Julie’s skin tingled, alive and yearning. 
 
    “You like that?” Yvonne whispered in her ear, squeezing and releasing her nipples. 
 
    “Love…it,” Julie said between gasps. 
 
    “My hands on your nipples or her head between your legs?” 
 
    “All of it.” She put a hand on Brenda’s head. Her honey-blond locks were soft as silk, her attention relentless. She teased Julie’s clit, fingering her simultaneously. 
 
    Brenda looked up, mouth glistening with her arousal, fingers pumping in and out. “So wet.” 
 
    She removed her fingers and tapped Julie’s clit, smacking her pussy. The snap of her fingers was unlike anything she’d ever felt before. 
 
    Brenda looked beyond Julie to Yvonne, “Squeeze, hard.” 
 
    Yvonne’s fingers clamped down on Julie’s nipples at the same time as Brenda tapped out a staccato on her clit, just above the hood. 
 
    The dual sensations arced through her body, her toes curled, her ears tingled, her nipples screamed from the exquisite torture. 
 
    “Oh, oh, oh.” Her hips bucked, backside lifting off Yvonne’s thighs, toes curling into the carpet as an intense orgasm launched her into orbit. 
 
    Breathing hard, head spinning from the rush, she clutched her chest, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “Oh, you horny girl.” Brenda grinned up at her. “I bet you can do that again.” 
 
    Say what? 
 
    “No, I…” She put a hand on Brenda’s head, pushing her away. She was way too sensitive. “Give me a minute.” 
 
    “Uh-uh. You don’t get to decide.” 
 
    “Use your word if you need to,” Yvonne whispered, sounding a little uncertain. 
 
    When Julie said nothing, Brenda nodded. “She’s okay. Hold her arms and scoot forward.” 
 
    Somehow, Yvonne managed to shuffle forward in the chair with Julie’s weight on her. Doing Brenda’s bidding, she wrapped her arms around Julie, effectively restraining her with nothing more than her body. 
 
    When Julie realised what Brenda had planned, she was immediately back on edge. With a devilish grin, she ran a finger down Julie’s slit, then lower. 
 
    Gaze locked on Julie, she nudged Yvonne’s legs apart. Julie moved her thighs wider, allowing room for Yvonne to open up to Brenda. 
 
    She dropped to all fours, long hair tickling Julie’s inner thighs as she bypassed her centre and dipped lower. A gasp escaped Yvonne when Brenda’s tongue made contact. 
 
    Powerless and ready to come again, even though seconds ago she professed she couldn’t, Julie lost herself in the sensual harmony of murmurs echoing around the living room. 
 
    “Oh, so good,” Yvonne’s words were breathy. Her thighs taut beneath Julie’s. 
 
    Smiling, Brenda met Julie’s gaze. She raised her hand, offering a finger to Julie. She took it between her lips and sucked greedily, savouring the taste of her wife. 
 
    Without a word, Brenda ran the wet digit along Julie’s folds, and then entered Yvonne. She gasped, muscles tensing. 
 
    “I’m going to make your wife come, and you’re going to watch. If you close your eyes, I will stop. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” She leaned forward as far as she could with Yvonne’s death grip around her waist. 
 
    “Release her arms,” Brenda instructed and Yvonne’s hands snapped apart, coming to rest between their bodies and the armchair. 
 
    “And you’re going to get yourself off while I do it.” Brenda looked at her with a challenge in her eyes. 
 
    No way. 
 
    “I…I’ve never done that.” Shit, Julie was yet to masturbate in front of Yvonne, and she was her wife, her lover, her everything. There was a reason masturbation was known as a solo sport. It was something done in private. 
 
    Unless you get caught. She shook the thought away. 
 
    “Well, tonight’s a night of firsts,” Brenda said. “So do it, or leave. Either way, this sexy lady is about to come.” The entire time she spoke, she finger-fucked Yvonne. 
 
    Yvonne’s breathing grew shallower, her breaths raspy and warm on Julie’s back. 
 
    “Do it,” Yvonne said, nudging Julie’s hand. 
 
    Prompted by the snap of Yvonne’s voice, Julie spread her forefinger and middle finger and ran them in a V down either side of her clit, back and forth, squeezing and releasing. 
 
    It felt good. Too good. Her eyes drifted closed. A smack on her thigh made them fly open. Brenda shook her head in disapproval, the silent rebuke a reminder she was supposed to be watching. 
 
    With her eyes on Brenda between her legs, licking and fucking her wife, Julie massaged her clit in small, slow circles with one hand, pulling on her nipples with the other. 
 
    Seconds ticked by. Yvonne’s hand snaked around. Her fingers slid under Julie’s and she massaged her clit as if it was her own. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, yes.” Her movements became frantic, her breathing ragged. 
 
    Hands now free, Julie squeezed both nipples, letting Yvonne take her to orgasm right alongside her. 
 
    Her eyes drifted closed. When she heard a low growl, she popped them open again. 
 
    Fuck. Who knew it was so hard to keep your eyes open while riding the slippery-slope of ecstasy? 
 
    With a concentrated effort, Julie kept her eyes wide open. 
 
    The image of Brenda licking, sucking, and fucking her wife seared into her brain. She could see it with or without her eyes open. It was an image she would never forget. 
 
    When Brenda entered Yvonne, her hips bucked making Julie feel like she weighed nothing. Her body tensed beneath her. 
 
    Yvonne’s fingers squeezed together, capturing Julie’s clit and that was all it took. For the first time in longer than Julie could remember, they peaked at the same time, panting and gasping as wave after wave of glorious release claimed them. 
 
    She’d never felt more connected. Yvonne’s arms wrapped around her waist. She peppered kisses across Julie’s back, her shoulders, the slope of her neck. 
 
    Boneless, Julie leaned back. 
 
    “Geez, woman. Don’t squash me.” Yvonne’s laughter brought her crashing back to earth. 
 
    Brenda grinned up at them, looking totally at home in all her naked glory. With a wicked gleam in her eyes, she sucked her fingers clean. “Yummy.” 
 
    Standing, Julie held out a hand to Yvonne. 
 
    “I can’t, my legs are dead.” She looked at the throw blanket on top of the couch. “Hand me that, please.” She pointed. 
 
    It wasn’t cold, but Julie understood. She, too, felt laid bare right then. Of course she was naked, but it was a naked vulnerability she hadn’t felt during the throes of passion. 
 
    “See, bossy.” Brenda jumped to her feet. 
 
    Smiling, Yvonne took the blanket from Julie and pulled it up to her chin. 
 
    “I need to use the bathroom.” The minute Julie said it, she worried if Yvonne would be mad at her for leaving her alone so soon. 
 
    “Go,” Yvonne said as if sensing her apprehension. 
 
    After quickly freshening up, Julie ducked into the bedroom and threw on some clothes. She didn’t fancy going back into the kitchen to gather the pile of clothes she’d been kneeling on. 
 
    By the time she re-emerged, Yvonne was alone in the living room. The smell of their passionate encounter permeated the air. “Where’s Brenda?” 
 
    “Gone to freshen up.” 
 
    The coy smile Yvonne gave her was a sight to behold. Her hair was a mess, her cheeks rosy pink, eyelids heavy. Her just fucked look was sexy as sin. 
 
    “You look…happy.” 
 
    “I feel high.” 
 
    “You look it.” Julie chewed her lip, wondering what they were supposed to do now. “Do you think we should ask her if she wants to stay? I mean it’s getting late, and she’s been drinking.” 
 
    “I had one drink.” Brenda reappeared wearing jeans and a hoody. Her hair pulled into a ponytail. Amber eyes sparkling. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Yvonne said, “We don’t mind. The beds made up in the spare room.” 
 
    “I appreciate the offer, but I have to get home. There are eggs to collect in the morning, chooks to be fed, chicken poop to be scooped.” 
 
    “Charming.” Julie huffed out a breath. 
 
    “It’s a pretty shitty job, but someone’s got to do it.” Brenda smirked. 
 
    Laughing, Yvonne shook her head. “The only way I want to think about eggs is fried, like my brain.” 
 
    Brenda stuffed her little black dress in her pack, zipped it up, and stood. “I’ll take that as a compliment.” 
 
    “It is.” Yvonne smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Yeah, thanks,” Julie said, suddenly feeling awkward, but what else could she say? Let’s do it again sometime. No, that wouldn’t do. There was no way she was committing to anything without consulting Yvonne first. 
 
    “I hope you two enjoyed yourselves.” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” Yvonne pulled the blanket around herself and stood. “It was wonderful.” She ushered Julie closer. “Group hug.” 
 
    Six arms came together. They all inhaled deeply, breathing each other in. 
 
    When they broke apart, Brenda hoisted her backpack over her shoulder. “Sleep well, ladies.” 
 
    “I’m sure we will,” Julie replied, bone tired. 
 
    It’d been fun, but it wasn’t something she could do every night, or every weekend for that matter. She was exhausted. 
 
    Once they locked up, turned out the lights, and blew out the candles, everyone headed for bed. Ginger curled up between them. Much to his disgust, Julie pushed him out of the way. 
 
    She needed to feel her wife’s body against hers. She pulled Yvonne close, tummy’s bumping, legs entwined. “Did you have fun?” 
 
    Biting her lip, Yvonne nodded. “Did you?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Julie stroked her cheek. “Would you do it again?” 
 
    “Right now, I’m too tired to even think about it.” Yvonne yawned. 
 
    “Me, too.” Julie flicked off the bedside lamp. “Sleep, we can talk tomorrow.” 
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 Chapter 29 
 
    Sunday morning, Yvonne woke with a start. “Shit.” She shook Julie. “Wake up.” 
 
    “What?” Julie bolted upright. “Where’s the fire?” She flicked back the covers. 
 
    Ginger flew into the air and disappeared under the bed. As consciousness seeped in, Julie flopped back down, pulling the blankets over her naked body. 
 
    “Geez, woman.” She glanced at the clock. “This better be good. I haven’t been awake at this ungodly hour since my folks used to bundle me off to Sunday school.” 
 
    Yvonne had heard the story before. It was another stark contrast between their parents. Whereas Julie’s folks had shipped her off to Sunday school, alone, so they could have some adult time, Yvonne’s parents had dragged her and Nathan to church telling them to pray for the sinners. 
 
    Sex was something never talked about, and according to her mother, for procreation only. The one good thing Yvonne drew from that was there was a little over five years between her and Nathan, so hopefully her father got in a few years of fun. 
 
    Ew. Shaking off thoughts of her parent’s sex life, Yvonne focused on the here and now. 
 
    “We’re supposed to be meeting Pamela today.” 
 
    “Shit.” Julie sat up again. “I totally forgot.” 
 
    “What are we going to do now?” Yvonne sighed. 
 
    On one hand, she no longer wanted to meet with her, but on the other, it was hardly fair to cancel at the last minute. 
 
    “We could fuck her.” Julie grinned. “It might be fun.” 
 
    Dumbfounded, Yvonne’s mouth fell open. “You’re kidding. What part of I don’t want to turn into a—” 
 
    The cheeky smile spreading across Julie’s face stopped her mid-rant. 
 
    “Of course I’m kidding. I’m still recovering from last night. Next weekend, though, could be a different story.” 
 
    “Stop.” Grabbing a pillow, Yvonne covered Julie’s face. Julie flailed her arms, kicking her legs as if she was suffocating. 
 
    Laughing, Yvonne removed the pillow, knowing full well Julie could’ve easily overpowered her. 
 
    “Why don’t we cancel?” Julie said. 
 
    “We’ll look like arseholes.” Why Yvonne cared, she didn’t know. It wasn’t like they owed Pamela anything. 
 
    “So, we stick to our end of the deal. Meet her at the park, feed the ducks, thank her for her time and come home again…and make out.” Julie waggled her eyebrows. 
 
    “Good God, woman. Two minutes ago you said you were still recovering from last night.” 
 
    “I am, but I keep having flashbacks.” Julie fanned her face with the blankets. 
 
    If she was being honest with herself, Yvonne had to admit her lady bits tingled whenever she thought about the tryst. 
 
    Lady bits? There’s one for the books, petal. Sarah would have a field day with that. Not that she would ever know her prude of a friend wasn’t such a prude anymore. 
 
    “Text Pamela.” 
 
    “And say what?” 
 
    “Here, I’ll do it.” Julie plucked Yvonne’s phone off the nightstand. 
 
    ‘Hi, somethings come up. Would you mind if we postpone to another time? Y&J.’ 
 
    A sense of unease settled in Yvonne’s stomach. “Postpone to when? And what if she asks what’s come up?” 
 
    The phone rang, startling them both. 
 
    “Here.” Julie tossed Yvonne’s phone at her as if it was on fire. 
 
    When Yvonne saw the name on the screen, she knew why. Who did that? Returned a text with a phone call? 
 
    For a minute, she considered letting it go to voicemail, but that would be just as rude as brushing Pamela off. 
 
    “Hello,” Yvonne said tentatively. 
 
    “Hey, it’s me, Pam. What’s up?” 
 
    Yvonne glared at Julie as if this was all her fault, yet they’d agreed to meet Pamela together. Rather than lie, something she sucked at, Yvonne stuck to the plan. 
 
    “We thought we might not be able to make it today.” 
 
    Yvonne turned her phone sideways so Julie could listen in. 
 
    “I called to say it’s your lucky day,” Pamela said. 
 
    Julie sat back, looking confused. Yvonne shrugged, she was just as clueless. 
 
    “How so?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “I’m already in town, so we can meet this morning instead.” Pamela sounded extremely pleased with herself for finding a solution to their problem. 
 
    Resigned to their fate—no good ever came from lying—Yvonne climbed out of bed. “What time?” 
 
    “Nine o’clock.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, nine sounds fine.” 
 
    Groaning, Julie rolled over. She landed on the floor with a thud and rolled under the bed. Ginger popped out the other side. 
 
    Yvonne disconnected the call, climbed on the bed, and jumped up and down like a five-year-old. When she heard a spring give, she questioned her wisdom…and maturity. 
 
    “Man up, wife. We have a lady to meet.” 
 
    *** 
 
    After rushing around to get ready and throwing on a load of washing, they were out the door and on their way to Kowhai Park. Mere meters away from Manfield where they’d spent a wonderful afternoon with a very personable lady. 
 
    “What are you thinking about,” Julie asked as she turned onto South Street. 
 
    “Brenda,” Yvonne answered honestly. Her stomach felt heavy. She wasn’t looking forward to seeing Pamela, at all. 
 
    “Me too, but let’s try to inject some cheer into our voices when we see Pam, okay? It’s not her fault someone else beat her to it.” 
 
    “You make us sound like a prize.” Yvonne snorted, her mood picking up ever so slightly. 
 
    “Well, you are quite the catch.” Julie squeezed her thigh. 
 
    Yvonne rested her hand on top of Julie’s, taking in her profile from side on. Sunlight shimmered off her sleek, black hair. Over winter it’d grown longer, but a week ago, Julie went for her usual summer cut. Short on the sides, slightly longer on top and swept back. 
 
    “You’ve got cute ears. You really should get them pierced.” Yvonne smiled, knowing exactly what Julie would say before she even spoke. 
 
    “I don’t like wearing jewellery, it messes with my zen.” Her lip kicked up. 
 
    “Your what?” The zen part was new to Yvonne. She guessed Julie added that to lift her mood and it worked. 
 
    Julie raised her hand, wiggling her fingers. “This, though, will never come off. 
 
    Yvonne captured her hand and kissed her wedding ring, the only piece of jewellery she wore. “Love you.” 
 
    “Love you more.” 
 
    She flicked the indicator on and pulled into Kowhai park. “Where’d you arrange to meet her?” 
 
    “By the duck pond.” 
 
    “Good choice, duckie.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Yvonne smacked Julie’s shoulder. “Come on.” She cracked open the passenger door. It was now or never. 
 
    Other than a few early morning joggers, the park was relatively devoid of people. The cool, crisp air carried the floral scent of roses. 
 
    A cacophony of bird calls drifted over from the aviary on their left. Directly ahead of them, a woman waved from the other side of the pond. 
 
    “Wow,” Yvonne said. 
 
    Pamela wore knee-high boots, black tights, and a stretchy tank top that matched the colour of her hair; fire-engine-red. 
 
    Her choice of clothing showed off every contour of her body. Including her nipples which were on high-beam. If she wanted to be noticed, she’d succeeded. 
 
    “Doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it?” Julie tipped her head sideways. “Can we say camel-toe?” 
 
    “Shush,” Yvonne hissed. “She’ll hear you.” 
 
    Pamela started around the pond, meeting them halfway. “Hi, ladies. It’s great to see you.” 
 
    “You too.” Yvonne held out a hand. 
 
    “Oh, I think we’re way past that.” Pamela pulled Yvonne into an embrace. “We’re practically in bed together.” 
 
    Say what. Yvonne pulled away, feeling uncomfortable. Her skin prickled. She wanted to bolt. Was it too soon to use their word? 
 
    “But we’re not,” Julie said. 
 
    “But we could be, and you ladies are busy later, right? So let’s go.” 
 
    Taken aback by Pamela’s direct approach, Yvonne cut to the chase. “Look, Pamela. Thing is, we met someone. Last night.” 
 
    “So?” Confusion twisted ruby, red lips.  
 
    Who wore such provocative lipstick to a casual meeting in the park? Someone dressed seductively and clearly expecting to get laid. 
 
    “We fucked her.” 
 
    Yvonne glared at Julie. There was a difference between being honest and being blunt, something Julie didn’t seem to know the meaning of right then, or perhaps she was going for shock value. 
 
    “Like I said, so?” 
 
    This time, Yvonne looked at Pamela in disbelief. “What do you mean so?” 
 
    “What you do in your own time is of no concern of mine. I’m sure you’ve showered since, and if you haven’t. I don’t care.” She lowered her voice to a seductive purr. “I like the smell of a woman on a woman when I go down on her.” 
 
    It took Yvonne a minute to wrap her head around that. When it sunk in, rather than feel excited by the declaration, Yvonne felt sick. Looking equally appalled, Julie put a protective arm across her shoulders. 
 
    “Look, thing is…” Yvonne cleared her throat. “We’re happy to get to know you a little better, as friends. But we’re not looking for anything else right now.” 
 
    A duck quacked drawing Yvonne’s attention to the pond for a minute. When she turned back to Pamela, her face was as red as her top. She didn’t look embarrassed though, she was pissed. 
 
    “I didn’t come all this way to be mucked around. It’s people like you who give dating sites a bad name.” She jabbed a finger in Yvonne’s direction. “Time. Waster.” 
 
    “Whoa, calm down.” Julie held up a hand. “And don’t you ever speak to my wife like that again.” Her voice was steady, but her gaze was deadly. 
 
    Pamela didn’t back down. “Prove you’re real then. Let’s go back to your place like arranged.” 
 
    “We didn’t arr—” 
 
    Julie cut her off. “We have nothing to prove to you.” She turned. “Come on, Vonn.” 
 
    They started down the path they’d just entered along. Yvonne hunched her shoulders, feeling like she was about to be knifed in the back. 
 
    “No you don’t, you don’t get to walk away.” Pamela stepped into their path. 
 
    “Move.” A muscle twitched in Julie’s jaw. 
 
    “Fine, run away then.” Pamela threw up her hands. “You couldn’t handle me anyway. The first touch of my crop and you’d be running to mummy. Does she still wipe your bottom?” 
 
    Oh, no, this wasn’t good. Trying to diffuse the situation, Yvonne tugged on Julie’s arm. She didn’t budge. 
 
    Her arm shot out like a python, fingers wrapping around Pamela’s throat like fangs. “Leave my mother out of this.” She thrust her backward. “Now fuck off before I call the cops.” 
 
    A manic laugh rumbled out of Pamela. “That’s rich coming from you. You just assaulted me. You saw that, right?” She looked at Yvonne as if she would back up her claim. 
 
    “Please, just go,” Yvonne said softly, praying for this nightmare to be over. 
 
    Grinning, Pamela walked backward. “Your days on Find Someone are over, you’ll be blacklisted, just wait and see.” She flipped them the bird with both hands and was gone. 
 
    Being blacklisted was the least of their worries, and right then Yvonne didn’t know or care if it was even possible. Sure you could block someone, but that wasn’t the same as being blacklisted, was it? 
 
    “Come on.” Julie shook her head as if she couldn’t believe what just went down. 
 
    “Do you think she’s gone?” Anxiety churned in Yvonne’s stomach. She couldn’t shake the feeling something bad was about to happen. “What if she’s waiting for us by the car?” Another sickening thought slammed into her. “What if she keys the car.” 
 
    “Shit.” Julie picked up the pace. 
 
    Yvonne tried to keep up, no easy feat with her low heels sinking into the gravel path and Julie streaking ahead in her trusty sneakers. 
 
    When Yvonne rounded the last tree, relief swept through her. No Pamela. “Thank God she’s gone.” 
 
    “Don’t thank him yet.” Julie pointed to a silver sedan. 
 
    Watching them through the windscreen, Pamela smiled and waved. The woman was clearly unbalanced. 
 
    “How the fuck didn’t we notice she’s got a screw loose?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Language.” 
 
    “Don’t lecture me about my language when we’ve got a psycho bitch stalking us.” 
 
    Glad they were only five minutes from home, Yvonne yanked open the car door the second the key fob bleeped. 
 
    “Do you think she’ll follow us?” Julie asked as she climbed into the driver’s seat and buckled up. 
 
    “Don’t even joke about it.” Nerves were back in full flight. Yvonne kept her eyes on the silver sedan as Julie backed out of the parking lot. 
 
    When a plume of blue smoke puffed out of the exhaust, adrenaline surged through Yvonne. “Shit, she just started up her car.” 
 
    “She can’t sit there all day,” Julie said, her voice calm, her gaze flicking between the rearview mirror and the road ahead. “And here she comes.” 
 
    “Take a left up here.” Yvonne pointed. There was no way in hell they were going to lead her to their home, their sanctuary. 
 
    “At least she’s not from here. I should be able to lose her fairly easily.” 
 
    Thank God for small mercies. 
 
    “Hold tight.” Julie revved the engine, tyres squealed, and they were off. 
 
    Yvonne clutched the handrail, body swaying left and right as Julie deftly zigzagged through back streets. 
 
    “Have we lost her?” Yvonne dared to ask ten minutes and countless streets later. 
 
    “I think so.” Julie glanced in the rearview mirror. “You know, she might’ve been going into town.” 
 
    Maybe, but Yvonne wasn’t willing to chance it. “Fine, so don’t go that way home.” 
 
    “Have a little faith.” She continued along the backstreets of Fielding, cut through Timona Park, and thirty minutes after this god forsaken ordeal started, raced up their driveway and parked in the garage. 
 
    “Phew.” Yvonne exhaled, feeling exhausted. 
 
    Relieved, she buried her head in her hands. When the unlikelihood of what just happened hit her, she started laughing. 
 
    Julie joined in. They laughed until Yvonne’s sides hurt and tears were rolling down their cheeks. 
 
    “Did that really just happen?” 
 
    “Afraid so.” Julie grinned. 
 
    “Hey.” Yvonne sobered. “You grabbed her by the throat.” She’d never seen Julie raise a hand to anyone. She was the peacemaker, the one who kept her head when Yvonne was losing hers. 
 
    “She shouldn’t have fucked with my wife.” 
 
    The thought was repulsive. Yvonne shuddered. “Thank goodness we never got that far.” 
 
    “No kidding. I find it hard to believe she practices safe, sane, and consensual sex when she can’t take no for an answer.” 
 
    The implications of what that meant sent a shudder through Yvonne’s body. 
 
    Do you think it’s safe to get out now?” Yvonne wrung her hands together. 
 
    Grinning, Julie cracked open the car door. “Race you.” 
 
    Feeling like a teenager trying to sneak back into the house without getting caught, not that she’d ever been brave enough to sneak out, Yvonne glanced down the driveway. 
 
    Seeing the coast was clear, she took a deep breath, counted to three, then sprinted across the backyard. 
 
    Ginger greeted her on the doorstep. She picked him up and buried her face in his fur. His motorbike kicked into gear. She exhaled, soothed by the rhythmic rumble of his purring. 
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 Chapter 30 
 
    As soon as they were safely inside, Yvonne flicked on the electric jug. “Coffee, I need coffee.” 
 
    “Here, let me help you.” Julie pulled two mugs out of the cupboard and set to work. 
 
    Drinks in hand, they made their way into the living room. Yvonne cracked open a window. 
 
    A warm breeze lifted the net curtain, carrying the scent of pine, taking the morning chill off the air. 
 
    Lost in thought, neither of them spoke for several minutes. Yvonne cradled her mug, savouring her second brew of the day. 
 
    It was the first time in a long time she’d gone over her quota. But it seemed fitting considering the weekend had been full of firsts. 
 
    First threesome, first psycho encounter, first time blacklisted. 
 
    “Do you think Pamela will really blacklist us on Find Someone?” Yvonne asked. She patted her lap and Ginger jumped up. 
 
    Julie tipped her head to the side, studying her curiously. “Why, do you want to try again?” 
 
    “No.” Yvonne shook her head, realising in that moment she honestly didn’t. 
 
    Uncrossing her legs, Julie got out of her chair and joined Yvonne on the sofa. She took her hands in her own, searching her eyes. “Do you want to see Brenda again?” 
 
    That was a very good question, one Yvonne hadn’t had time to think about. They’d crashed out as soon as she’d left last night. Then this morning…well, this morning had been a bust. 
 
    “Right now, I don’t know.” She entwined her fingers with Julie’s. “Do you?” 
 
    She looked beyond Yvonne. “Turn around.” 
 
    She turned, unsure what she should be looking at until her gaze landed on the chair, and the kitchen table beyond that. Her stomach fluttered. 
 
    “Come with me.” Julie guided her to the kitchen table. “Sit.” 
 
    Erotic memories danced through Yvonne’s mind. Julie on her knees. The feel of Brenda’s soft body beneath hers. Brenda’s hands on her at the same time as Julie’s mouth. 
 
    Fanning herself, she remained on her feet. “I can’t.” 
 
    “Why?” Julie asked, her smile letting Yvonne know she knew exactly why. 
 
    “All I can see is you, me, Brenda…” She doubted she’d ever be able to eat at the table again without those images flashing through her mind. 
 
    “Would you do it again? Just us?” A hint of vulnerability shined in Julie’s eyes. 
 
    If she thought she wasn’t enough for Yvonne she was wrong. 
 
    “You’re more than enough woman for me.” A shiver ran up Yvonne’s spine as the enormity of what she said crashed into her. 
 
    Despite her earlier protests, she pulled out a chair and sat, the revelation rocking her to her core. 
 
    Julie crouched, putting them at eye level. The depth of love and concern in her warm, brown eyes was Yvonne’s undoing. 
 
    A tear slid down her cheek, followed by another, until she was sobbing uncontrollably. 
 
    “Hey, hey. It’s okay, we’re safe.” Julie soothed, pushing strands of hair off Yvonne’s tear-streaked face. 
 
    “It’s not that.” She swiped at her eyes. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “You have nothing to be sorry for.” 
 
    “But I do.” She clutched her stomach, sore from crying like a baby. “I must have made you feel like crap when I questioned if I wasn’t enough for you. You know, with your porn and stuff.” 
 
    The small smile Julie gave her made her chuckle. 
 
    “You don’t need to apologise. I get it. I don’t doubt that I’m not enough for you.” Julie waggled her eyebrows, drawing another chuckle out of Yvonne. “I just wondered if you know…” she lowered her gaze, uncharacteristically shy. “If you’d take charge every now and then, without Brenda or anyone else prompting you.” 
 
    The answer came without thought. “Yes!” 
 
    Why she’d thought dominance and submission was wrong was now beyond her. That wasn’t quite true; it came from being ill-informed. Now, though, Yvonne knew it could be fun, titillating. Sexy even. 
 
    She put a hand on Julie’s shoulder. “You look good on your knees.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Vonn. But you haven’t answered my initial question.” 
 
    Trying to keep up, Yvonne shook her head. “What question?” 
 
    “Do you think we’ll hook up with Brenda again?” 
 
    As much as she’d enjoyed their night, right then, Yvonne wanted to revel in the memory. The gift Brenda had given them. 
 
    Their way back to each other, to a deeper level of intimacy. To being open to each other’s needs and desires. 
 
    “If you mean in the near future, then I’d say no.” But life wasn’t all about her, Julie had a say in this too. “Would you like to see her again?” 
 
    “It was fun, but it’s not something I feel like I need. Not right away, anyway.” 
 
    Relief swept through Yvonne until a scary thought hit her. “Do you think she’ll go all crazy woman if we tell her we’re going to take a break from the threesome scene?” 
 
    “Since when does one encounter mean we’re in the scene?” Julie asked. 
 
    “You know what I mean?” 
 
    “I know exactly what you mean.” Julie nodded, looking thoughtful. “And, no, I don’t think she’ll go all crazy lady on us. She said herself she’d leave if we asked her to.” 
 
    She had too. Not once had Brenda forced herself on them. She’d made them an offer they couldn’t refuse, but Yvonne had no clue what to do next. 
 
    “Should we let her know?” Yvonne asked. “Or do you think that’ll sound presumptuous?” 
 
    Julie pulled out a chair and sat. “We could wait until we hear from her.” 
 
    “Perhaps it would be best if we get in first, before she has a chance to get excited about a next time.” 
 
    “Who said she’s going to get excited?” Julie quirked an eyebrow. 
 
    “Oh, come on. She practically floated out of here.” Yvonne’s mind flashed to the glazed look in Brenda’s eyes when she bade them farewell. “She was as high on lust as we were.” 
 
    Julie’s lips morphed into a wide smile. “It was pretty amazing, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It was.” Yvonne wished this wasn’t so hard. She didn’t want to look like an idiot and assume there would be a next time, but she dreaded the task of turning Brenda down if she wanted a repeat performance. 
 
    Deciding it was better to kill the idea before it even blossomed in Brenda’s mind, if it hadn’t already, Yvonne made a decision. “She’s been honest with us right from the start, so I think we should afford her the same respect. We need to tell her.” 
 
    Julie nodded in agreement. “I’ll do it.” She grabbed her phone. 
 
    “What are you going to say?” Feeling anxious, Yvonne fiddled with the fringe on the tablecloth. 
 
    It had been a wedding gift from Julie’s elderly aunt. Floral prints weren’t really their thing, but today they’d made an exception. 
 
    Their trusty burgundy tablecloth that normally covered their old and scarred, extremely sturdy table was currently in the wash. 
 
    Yvonne blinked as images of last night skidded through her mind. Would they ever stop? 
 
    “Done.” Julie thrust her phone under Yvonne’s nose. 
 
    ‘Hi, Yvonne has agreed to be my mistress, your services are no longer required.’ 
 
    “You can’t send that!” 
 
    “I know.” Julie held her finger on the delete key. 
 
    ‘Thanks for last night, we had an amazing time. You’re an amazing woman.’ 
 
    “You said amazing twice.” Yvonne pointed at the screen. 
 
    “Well it’s not like I’m writing a book, so who cares?” 
 
    “Perhaps you should.” She drew an invisible line through the air. “First time ménage, starring Victoria Henderson and Juliet Wilson.” 
 
    Laughing, Julie shook her head. “That sounds like a cheesy porn movie.” 
 
    “Okay, scratch that.” Yvonne laughed. Although they were more open with each other, porn was something she was yet to fully embrace. 
 
    Julie huffed out a sigh. “Buggered if I know what to say.” 
 
    “Tell her we’d love to catch up again, but we’re busy for the unforeseeable future.” 
 
    Yvonne leaned over and read Julie’s version of her words. 
 
    ‘Not sure if you were interested in a rerun, but we’re fairly busy for the next few months.’ 
 
    “A rerun?” Yvonne scoffed. “Are you talking about a sitcom or our lives?” 
 
    “Is there a difference?” Julie dusted her knuckles on her shirt. 
 
    “Next episode…” Yvonne drew her hand through the air the same as she had moments before. “Wife found dead. Cause of death, suffocation.” 
 
    “You going to suffocate me with your pussy?” 
 
    “Good God.” Yvonne groaned, burying her head in her hands. “Just send the damn message.” 
 
    Screwing her eyes shut, Julie hit send. 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    “We wait.” 
 
    And wait they did. When two o’clock rolled around and they’d heard nothing, Yvonne started to stress. Had they offended Brenda? 
 
    “Stop worrying, you’ll give yourself a stomach ulcer.” Julie flopped down beside her on the sofa. “Let’s watch an episode of Bad Girls.” She grabbed the remote, scrolled through Netflix, and hit resume play. 
 
    Halfway through the episode, Julie’s phone pinged. They both stared at it like a ticking time bomb. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to get that?” Yvonne paused the episode of Bad Girls. 
 
    Julie shrugged. “She can wait, we had too.” 
 
    “Are you seriously going to play that game?” Yvonne leaned forward and Julie lurched for her phone, beating her to it. 
 
    Here goes nothing. “Let’s read it together.” 
 
    Yvonne nodded, leaning closer. 
 
    ‘Hey, just got your message. Thanks for letting me know. I’m kinda relieved, actually.’ 
 
    Ouch, that hurt. 
 
    Julie’s face fell. “Were we that bad?” 
 
    She looked at Yvonne as if seeking reassurance, and the irony wasn’t lost on her. Julie was the one who worried Yvonne wouldn’t be able to separate sex and emotion, and here she was looking like an empty bottle. Sucked dry and tossed aside. 
 
    “Keep reading.” Yvonne squeezed her hand. 
 
    ‘Summer’s a killer for me. Between the shop, Josh’s softball, and Bonnie’s show jumping, I barely have time for myself. Maybe in the New Year? Keep in touch. Friend me on Facebook.’ 
 
    “Well, that’s a relief.” Julie flopped back against the sofa. “How do you feel?” She searched Yvonne’s eyes. 
 
    Yvonne wondered what she saw there. Relief? Disappointment? Resignation? Or the emptiness she felt. 
 
    “To be honest, relieved but also empty.” She shrugged. “It’s hard to explain.” 
 
    “I get it.” Julie smiled. “It’s like the day after Christmas. Months of planning, excited beyond belief, then bang, it’s all over until next year!” 
 
    “Exactly!” Yvonne said. Julie hit the nail on the head. 
 
    “But you couldn’t do it every weekend, right, or Christmas would lose its magic?” 
 
    “Nice analogy.” Yvonne chuckled. In a few months’ time she might be open to doing it again, but not right then. 
 
    “We don’t have to lose the magic, though.” Julie dropped to her knees. She pushed Ginger aside and rested her hands in Yvonne’s lap, looking at her like she was her next meal. 
 
    When Julie nudged her legs apart, Yvonne didn’t stop her. 
 
    “Would you like me to pleasure you, Miss Vonn?” 
 
    The earnest look in Julie’s eyes sent an arrow of lust skidding up Yvonne’s spine. Her nipples tightened and her core clenched. “I can’t believe I’m horny again.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure you’ve showered since last night.” Julie batted her eyelashes, mimicking Pamela. 
 
    Finally able to see the funny side of their encounter, Yvonne threw her head back and burst out laughing. 
 
    “Pamela was something, wasn’t she?” Julie said, sitting back on her haunches. 
 
    “Don’t remind me.” 
 
    “Would you like me to help you forget?” Julie’s heated gaze ignited Yvonne’s blood. 
 
    “Please.” She lifted her hips, letting Julie slide her jeans and underwear down her legs. It was broad daylight, and Yvonne didn’t give a damn. 
 
    Brenda had given them the gift of not only accepting their bodies, but also embracing them. 
 
    Julie’s tongue made contact, and Yvonne gave herself over to her wife, her lover, her forever. 
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 Epilogue 
 
    As promised, they kept in touch with Brenda via text and Facebook. Although they were yet to meet her son, they loved browsing the many pictures Brenda posted of his softball games. Apparently, Joshua Smith was an outstanding shortstop. 
 
    “Hey, you’re lucky Brenda didn’t take offence when you questioned her surname.” 
 
    Surprised by the comment, Yvonne turned to Julie. “Why are you bringing that up now, three months later?” 
 
    “I didn’t really think about it before, but look.” Julie pointed to the iPad, underlining Brenda’s name. “It’s there in black and white, and she messaged you before we met her at the show.” 
 
    “Good point, but in fairness, it didn’t sink in.” She’d been too busy wrapping her head around the fact they were going to see her again. Never imagining it would end in a night of mind-blowing sex. 
 
    A night they both still talked about in the throes of passion. 
 
    “Do you think she minds we still fantasize about her?” 
 
    Julie’s smile was wicked. “I think she’d be honoured knowing she taught you a trick or two.” 
 
    Warmth rose up Yvonne’s neck. She’d discovered the joys of slipping into the persona of Miss Vonn, and loved the sight of Julie on her knees, begging to be allowed to touch, to please, to obey, but in the cold light of day, she struggled with the dual sides of her personality. 
 
    Explorative Yvonne and the conservative woman her mother had raised her to be. 
 
    Shaking off thoughts of her mother, she continued to scroll her Facebook feed. 
 
    “Wait. Back up,” Julie said, head resting on Yvonne’s shoulder, the smell of her shampoo tickling Yvonne’s nostrils. 
 
    Yvonne clicked on an update from Hannah. 
 
    “Oh, cool. She’s gone flatting.” Hannah was making goofy faces with a guy and a girl who appeared to be around the same age as her. The caption read, “Flatties unite.” 
 
    A diamond stud was visible on the right side of her nose. Yvonne smiled, pleased to see she’d put her piercing back in. She clicked on the message box. “Piercing looks good, don’t take it out for Gran.” 
 
    A red light lit up indicating a new notification. Yvonne clicked on the post which took her back to Brenda’s page. 
 
    “Oh, wow, look at you, Boy!” 
 
    “Doesn’t he look handsome?” Julie sounded proud, even though she’d been nervous as a new-born filly around him. 
 
    Sunlight glistened off Boy’s coat making it shine like mottled silver. He had a red sash draped across his neck, and a beaming Bonnie-Leigh stood in front of him holding a cup in the air. Brenda’s caption read, ‘Way to go, Bonn.’ 
 
    A ping indicated she had a new message. 
 
    “You have a message,” Julie stated the obvious. 
 
    “I’m not blind…or deaf.” 
 
    “What did you say?” Julie waggled a finger in her ear, staring through narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Idiot.” Yvonne chuckled. 
 
    The laughter died in her throat as she read Brenda’s message. 
 
    ‘Hi, having a few drinks next Saturday to celebrate Boys win…and my birthday. Would be great to see you ladies.’ 
 
    They looked at each other, eyes wide with excitement. Recently, they’d talked about the prospect of seeing Brenda again, but she always seemed so busy, they didn’t want to intrude. 
 
    “Is that an invite?” Julie asked. 
 
    “Sounds like it. Do you want to go?” Yvonne asked, trying not to let her excitement show. 
 
    “Sure. Could be fun,” Julie said casually. “And it’s not like we have any other plans.”  
 
    “True on both counts.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “We don’t have plans, and it could be fun. Now send her a reply before she recalls the message.” 
 
    “Can you do that?” Yvonne asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    God knew there’d been a time or two she wished she could recall a message when she realised it could be misconstrued. 
 
    “Here, I’ll do it.” Julie held out a hand. 
 
    “Do you want me to tell Brenda you’re being bossy again?” 
 
    Desire flashed in Julie’s eyes. Yeah, she was as keen to see Brenda as Yvonne was. 
 
    ‘Sounds good. What would you like us to bring?’ 
 
    Three little dots bounced. Brenda was typing. Waiting for her message seemed to take forever. 
 
    ‘Just whatever you want to drink. Pack a bag, so you don’t have to worry about drinking and driving. Oh, and I have a ribbon that needs untying.’ The message was followed by a winking emoji. 
 
    Yvonne’s breath caught in her throat. She was no longer naïve enough not to be able to read between the lines. 
 
    She turned to Julie, needing to make sure they were on the same page. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think we have a gift to unwrap.” 
 
    “I’m keen if you are,” Yvonne said, the excited look in Julie’s eyes telling her all she needed to know. 
 
    “Swoon.” Julie swept an arm across her forehead and flopped back. 
 
    Smiling, Yvonne sent a reply. ‘See you next Saturday.’ 
 
    Three dots jumped again. Yvonne roused Julie from her feigned fainting episode. 
 
    ‘I look forward to seeing you, all of you. I’ll text you my address. Xx’ 
 
    “Looks like we have a date,” Yvonne said, unable to hide her excitement. 
 
    “We do. A very hot date.” 
 
    Neither of them knew what the night would bring, but Yvonne was optimistic it would be every bit as erotic, if not more so, than their first night together. 
 
    Ironically, it took sharing her wife to no longer fear losing her. 
 
    Although they’d let someone into their marital circle, the matching gold bands on their ring fingers were as unbreakable as the love that bound them together. 
 
    She brought Julie’s hand to her lips, gently kissing her knuckles. “I love you, Mrs Wilson.” 
 
    “And I you, Mrs Henderson.” She kissed her softly, lovingly. 
 
    THE END 
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 Thank you 
 
    Thank you for taking the time to read this story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. A few words can go a long way to helping others find this book. 
 
    *** 
 
    If you’d like to see more of these ladies, please let me know. I’d love to write a sequel from Brenda’s point of view. 
 
    You can find me on Goodreads, Amazon, and Facebook, or you can contact me via email – donna.jay.books@hotmail.com  
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    When Claire discovers her fiancée has abused her trust in the most heinous way possible, she severs all ties. A year down the track, she couldn’t be happier living a life of solitude on a vineyard. That is, until a quick trip into town changes everything. 
 
    Suddenly on her own in New Zealand, and on the edge of despair, Zoe never expected to find her salvation in the form of a beautiful and complex woman. 
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