

I met Devon when my mother, Gwen, moved us from the suburbs of Long Island to Seguaro, Arizona, to live with her sister, brother-in-law, and niece when I was eleven after my father died. That would be my uncle Brian, aunt Brenda and cousin Brianna.

Devon lived next door to us, and since his parents always worked and traveled, he was always at my house. His father, Kevin, owned and operated a classic car dealership where he would find cars needing restoration, restore them and sell them. Devon’s mother, Kathleen, was an extremely successful interior designer and would be away for weeks to assist her clients.

Devon and I spent so much time together we became best friends. We played video games together, watched movies, and shot hoops together all the time. I loved basketball but didn’t think I was good enough to play on a team, but Devon talked me into trying out for the junior varsity team in high school the summer before high school started.

I met my two best girlfriends, Sahara and Vicky, at the tryout. They had been best friends since they were kids but went to a different junior high school than Devon and me. My cousin Brie, a year older than me, helped me adjust to high school quickly. Making fast friends with Vicky and Sahara also helped.

High school wasn’t the same for Devon. Instead of making friends and attending parties as I did, he’d lock himself in his bedroom and play video games. If he wasn’t playing video games, he was hitting baseballs off his father’s old pitching machine in his garage, where he made a batting cage.

Devon and I ran in different circles, but we remained best friends. I would make time for him, and he got along well with Sahara and Vicky, so they would sometimes hang out when I was hanging out with Devon. Devon was never a slender kid, but his weight substantially increased as time passed. He also stopped caring about his appearance, and he wouldn’t comb his hair and wouldn’t match his clothes.

At the beginning of my third year of high school, I was hanging out with Vicky and Sahara when Vicky told me that a girl named Maria Suarez had the hots for me. When Vicky told me about Maria, it led to a conversation about what they would do with girls.

Vicky said she would never do anything sexual with a girl, whereas Sahara admitted she would let a girl go down on her. Ultimately the conversation led to me admitting to them that I was bisexual and expressing my interest in Maria.

Vicky told Maria there was a mutual interest on my behalf, and I began dating Maria. Maria moved from California to Arizona to live with her grandparents so her parents could settle their affairs due to their divorce.

Maria was the first person I kissed, had sex with, and loved. She was a year older and in her last year of high school, but she planned to attend college in Arizona so she could be close to me until I finished high school.

I would finish high school and then attend college with her and Devon, but her father ensured the plan would never happen. He demanded that she return home to California after graduation and refused to pay her tuition unless she attended college in California.

She broke up with me because she needed to get over me. As I became older and wiser, I understood but didn’t at the time. I wanted to be with her until graduation, and her not wanting the same angered me.

I wanted to hurt her more than she hurt me by not wanting to stay together until graduation. I was young, immature, and not thinking rationally, so I started dating a guy named Mitch to hurt her. After a few weeks of dating Mitch, I decided to have sex with him at a party I knew she would attend.

I went as far as timing things so there would be no doubt that she would know that I fucked Mitch and did what I planned. I got the revenge I wanted, but I didn’t think I would feel so terrible about it afterward.

I felt horrible about myself for what I did and how I used Mitch. As soon as we left the bedroom that night, Maria told me off, and I witnessed the hurt I had caused Mitch. The night ended for me when Susan kicked me out of her house.

After realizing what I had done, I tried to apologize to Maria in person and by writing a letter, but she refused to accept my apology, and I don’t blame her. If I were in her position and she did what I had done to her, I wouldn’t have accepted her apology either.

The next summer was between my third and final year of high school. Devon’s father, Kevin, bought him a car as an early birthday present. Devon took me for a drive and told me that although he was still a loser, he was a loser with an amazing car.

Devon telling me those words led to me snapping, telling him off, and confessing how worried I was about his weight. I did my best to convince him to exercise with me. He tried quitting on the first day, but I wouldn’t let him. Devon didn’t try quitting again and became focused on losing weight.

Shortly into my last year of high school, my cousin, Brie, surprised me by picking me up at home and taking me to her campus, where I would attend a fraternity party with her and her roommate.

After being with Maria, my sex drive had gone from non-existent to hyperdrive, and although I had sex with Mitch, it had done nothing for me. When a gorgeous guy named Channing put the moves on me, I decided I would have sex with him.

I went with him to his bedroom. We got hot and heavy, and I was going to have sex with him. I was bottomless, and so was he, but to ensure he didn’t try to fuck me without a condom, I insisted I place the condom on his dick. I had the condom in my right hand and grabbed his cock with my left hand. As soon as I took hold of his dick, he spewed, killing my mood and his chance of having sex with me. When I told Brie what happened, she told me that Channing’s issue and reputation were so bad that he was transferring to a different college.

Devon loved baseball but was scared about trying out for the baseball team. He agreed to try out for the baseball team if I stopped being tentative on the basketball court. I kept my end of the agreement, and so did he making the baseball team.

However, before Devon tried out for the baseball team, a girl, Harper, didn’t hide that she wanted Devon badly. By that time, Devon had lost an extraordinary amount of weight, put on muscle, and looked better than he ever had.

Devon went from invisible to highly visible, and making the baseball team was everything to him, so when he asked me to get Harper’s heat off him but pretending to be his girlfriend, I agreed.

Not long after, Sahara and I went to visit my cousin, Brie, at college. Brie was then in a fraternity, and a smokeshow of a girl, Rachel, expressed interest in hooking up with Sahara and me at a party.

I felt confident that I could have my way with Rachel without Sahara but knew it would be a guarantee I would have my way with Rachel with Sahara present. Sahara had told me she would let a girl go down on her but didn’t think she could go down on a girl.

I tried my best to talk her into it, but she was too worried that she and I would wind up doing sexual things to one another. I went into a bedroom where Rachel was waiting without Sahara. Rachel was disappointed, but we started doing our thing when Sahara entered the room.

What resulted was an all-girl threesome, and Sahara and I did sexual things to one another that night and again the next morning. I was worried that Sahara and me having sex would ruin our friendship, but we talked about it later that day. She told me we were fine and never wanted to do it again.

Devon was my best friend, and as my best friend, I told him everything. He used to stay with me whenever his parents argued, which I later discovered was foreplay for them. Anyway, that next weekend Devon was in my bed due to his parents “arguing,” and I told him about what Sahara and I had done with Rachel and each other.

I had been talking nonstop and asked him to get my bottle of water on my desk, and I talked for so long that my mouth was dry. Devon never had an issue doing whatever I asked, so I thought it was odd that he refused to get out of bed and get the water.

I pressed him on the issue when he admitted he was erect. When Devon said those words to me, I thought about how Channing had spewed with me doing nothing more than taking hold of his dick. Channing felt it best to transfer to a new college, and I didn’t want Devon to suffer the same fate.

When I took hold of his dick, Devon was shocked and asked me what I was doing, and I answered I was doing what a best friend should do. I planned on doing nothing more than jerking him off, but I worried about his semen covering my sheets, so I sucked his dick instead.

It took me seconds to realize that Devon suffered from the same issue when Channing shot a load in my mouth as soon I put his cock into my mouth. After that night, I began sucking Devon’s dick constantly to build his stamina so he could avoid being Channing.

I was being Devon’s best friend but sucking his dick as often as I was made me sexually frustrated. I pleased Devon every day, multiple times, and I was getting nothing in return. With an extremely high sex drive, I was constantly masturbating, but masturbation isn’t the same as having sex.

Devon was killing it on the baseball field and hoping to obtain a baseball scholarship. I was hanging out with Sahara and telling her I was worried that Devon and I wouldn’t attend the same college and expressed how horny I was.

I was flipping through the channels on television, trying to find something to watch, and I noticed Sahara staring at me. When I asked her why she kept staring at me, she told me how horny she was and proposed we help each other by going down on each other.

I talked to her about her what she told me the night after we had sex at Brie’s college, and she told me that’s how she felt at that time but not at this time. Considering that Sahara and I had sex before without it affecting our relationship made it an easy decision.

She went down on me until I climaxed, and I was attempting to do the same but wound up in a sixty-nine with her leading to me making her orgasm and my second orgasm. Afterward, she asked me to shower with her, and I did, which led us to make each other cum again by eating each other’s asses while playing with each other’s pussies.

After our sexual encounter, she confessed that she was gay and that had been the primary reason she had ended her relationship with her boyfriend, Byron. I was scared that she would tell me she was in love with me, which she picked up on instantly. She told me it was just sex.

A few days later, Sahara and I were hanging out at Vicky’s house, who felt it necessary to bust our chops about having sex with each other again. Vicky wouldn’t let up, and because of this, I told her that what I did with Sahara was the same as I’d been doing with Devon.

When Sahara and Vicky learned of me sucking Devon’s dick to build his stamina, they told me not to do anything more with him because if I did, Devon would develop romantic feelings. They also told me that sucking his dick would not help him when he fucked a pussy instead of a mouth which I should have realized.

Since I told Devon everything, I told him about what Sahara and I had done. When he told me he would have helped me out if I had asked, I felt dumb for not having thought of asking him.

Although Sahara and I agreed that if the mood struck, we could do what we did, it didn’t again. She met a girl online who would be going to the same college and didn’t want to risk ruining a relationship that could develop by doing anything further with me.

Without Sahara, I was back to being horny and sexually frustrated, so I decided to take Devon up on his offer to help me out when I needed him, resulting in us going down on one another that night.

On the night Devon and I graduated from high school, my mom surprised me with a car, and Devon shocked me by presenting me with my dad’s fully restored nineteen-sixty-nine Camaro GT. The only thing my father loved more than that car was my mother and me.

My father had always planned to restore it and give it to me, but he never did because he died before he could. Devon had spent months and almost all of his spare time restoring the car when I thought he had been working at his father’s dealership.

After he gifted me with the resorted car, he called me Mella for the first time. The only person who called me Mella was my father, and if anyone accidentally called me Mella, I would lose my temper, but I didn’t with Devon. Devon loved the gifts I gave him for graduation, but I didn’t feel it was enough for what he had gifted me, but he insisted it was.

I had thought about allowing Devon to use me for sexual practice but wasn’t sure how to bring the subject up, but it wasn’t a problem for me that night. I was back to being constantly horny and sexually frustrated, so I talked to Devon about what I wanted to do for him and how it would help me as much as him.

That summer, I became the first girl he ever fucked, his first kiss, his first blow job, and the first girl he went down on. It was an arrangement that ended the night before we left to attend college together, and the night ended our fake couple relationship status with my social media post.

That summer, Vicky left for North Carolina with her boyfriend, Neil, for college, and Sahara left for college in Connecticut, where she would attend on a basketball scholarship. Devon and I left for college a couple of hours away from home.

I had a basketball scholarship, and Devon had an academic scholarship, but he decided to attend college with me because he felt the college gave him the best chance of making the baseball team which he did.

As our first year of college progressed, I felt our relationship had changed for the worse because it had. It was like Devon didn’t want to hang out with me and refused to make time for me, which bothered me greatly. He stopped watching me play basketball, and we began arguing whenever we were around one another.

I was jealous thinking about Devon being with other girls and didn’t understand why and what was happening between us. That was until we had a huge argument that resulted in him telling me that he had loved me since we were kids.

He ended our friendship that night, and after thinking about everything for a few days, I realized I felt the same. I told him that night, and we consummated our official relationship status by having unprotected sex. Devon didn’t think it was a good idea, but I took control of the situation, and it was something we agreed we wouldn’t do in the future.

I had no idea what the future held for us, but I never imagined we would find ourselves where we did. Devon and I were twenty, in our third year of college, and more in love than ever. Devon was having one of the most dominant hitting seasons in college baseball history.

I was sitting in the stands with Devon’s father, Kevin, who played minor league baseball and would have made the major leagues but fell short after suffering a career-ending injury.

After Devon hit a double, Kevin smiled at me and said, “He’s having an epic season.”

“I know he is,” I responded.

“His draft stock will never be this high again, Mel,” he said.

“I know, Kevin,” I responded.

“I’m talking about a life-changing amount of money for him,” he said.

“Kevin, you’re not telling me anything I don’t already know, but I don’t know why,” I said in annoyance.

“He’s having second thoughts about declaring for the draft.

Devon is worried that if he goes off to play minor league baseball, that will be it for you and him,” he explained.

“Is he back on that,” I said in despair.

“Please talk to him, Mel,” Kevin said as I nodded in agreement.

After the game, Devon and I walked toward his dorm while holding hands.

“Your dad told me you're having second thoughts about declaring for the draft,” I said.

“I am,” he responded.

“Babe, we’ve been over this, and this is the last time I’m having this conversation with you.

It’s your dream to play in the big leagues, and you’re a step closer when you get drafted.

It doesn’t make sense for you to bypass the draft and play your senior season.

Another year of playing college baseball isn’t going to make you any better than you already are,” I explained.

“I can put up better numbers next season,” he replied.

“You know I’ve never doubted you, but you’re having one of the best college seasons in history.

I’m not saying it’s impossible, but unlikely, babe,” I responded.

“What about us, Mella?” he said as I stopped walking and took hold of his other hand.

“Don’t worry about us, babe.

We both know it won’t be easy on our relationship, but we’ll make it work.

You coming back to college for our senior year will do nothing but postpone the inevitable.

Whether I’m still in college or not, you will still be playing minor-league baseball somewhere, and we will need to deal with it,” I explained.

“I love you, Mella,” he said.

“I love you too, babe,” I responded.

I may have talked a good game, but inside I was terrified. There was a possibility that Devon and I could make our relationship work, but it wasn’t likely. Every part of my mind, body, and soul told me when Devon began his professional baseball career, that would be the start of our end. I couldn’t tell Devon how I felt because nothing good could come from me telling him.

In July of that summer, Devon’s first step in his quest to be a major league baseball player began when Milwaukee drafted him sixth overall. Not long after, Devon would never need to worry about money when the team gave him a signing bonus of over five and a half million dollars.

When I left home to return to college, Devon followed me to campus to see his friends and spend the night with me before heading out to Texas to work with a professional hitting coach for a month.

From when I met Devon until then, I had never spent more than two weeks apart from him. It was a glimpse into our future, and I fucking hated it. I missed not seeing him every day, and talking to him on the phone made me miss not seeing his face.

I cried my eyes out at the start of week three as I told my roommate Emma how Devon was hot, now rich, and would leave me at the curb like a trash bag.

“He’s going to have all these fucking girls throwing their pussies at him, and he’ll resist for a while, but no one has that much self-control.

He’ll eventually give in, and I’ll be left with a shattered heart,” I cried.

“Mel, your boyfriend is pussy whipped.

Remember, he could have fucked Becka numerous times and didn’t.

That was before you two were even a couple, so stop,” she said.

Part of me felt Emma was right, but the other didn’t agree until Devon returned home. He went straight from the airport to my dorm and waited for me to return from class, and I couldn’t have been happier.

I honestly wanted to cry but knew if I did, it would lead to a conversation with Devon I didn’t want to have, so I forced myself not to cry by thinking about my father’s side of the family, who abandoned my mother and me when he died.

Devon was at every one of my basketball games and even attended my road games as he used to in high school. Devon would be leaving for training camp in March, and nothing I could say or do would change that fact.

“Mel, you’re acting like he’s leaving the country!

Devon is playing rookie ball in Phoenix!” his former roommate and friend Trey said.

“When he’s not on the road!” I shouted.

“I never thought I would witness two people so disgustingly whipped by one another, but I’m witnessing it,” he said half-jokingly.

Devon may have been in Phoenix, but it felt like he was thousands of miles away. I loved that he called me numerous times per day, but I didn’t like to hear the sounds of his teammates in the background laughing and mimicking the sounds of cracking whips.

“Mel, you just used the bathroom.

How is it possible you need to pee again?” Becka asked.

I shrugged and replied that I might have a bladder infection as I excused myself again to urinate. I used the restroom and returned to the table where Becka and Emma were sitting. When I sat, I yawned.

“How can you be tired when you took a three-hour nap an hour ago?” Emma questioned.

“I’m tired,” I replied with a roll of my eyes.

“You’ve been tired a lot lately,” Emma said.

Emma and Becka looked at one another and then at me.

“Are you feeling okay?” Becka asked.

“Other than peeing much more than usual and feeling tired more than usual, I feel fine,” I replied.

“We need to go to the pharmacy,” Emma said.

“For what?” I replied in question.

“A pregnancy test for you,” Becka answered.

“I’m not pregnant.

How would I be pregnant?” I asked.

As I sat in my seat looking at their worried faces, I, too, became worried and answered my question. Devon and I were usually careful, but I loved how much better sex felt without a condom, and if the mood struck and he didn’t have any, we would still have sex. When we did have sex without a condom, more often than not, Devon would ejaculate inside me.

“Pharmacy now!” I shouted.

Less than an hour later, I was in a bathroom stall in the dorm with Emma and Becka waiting outside the stall. I exited the stall and placed the two pregnancy tests on the counter. It was the longest three minutes of my life.

As soon as I took hold of the first test, I began to cry.

“It could be a false positive,” Becka said.

“The second is the same,” Emma responded.

I cried so hard that I could hardly breathe.

Emma managed to calm me down and asked me what I would do.

“The same as my mother when she became pregnant,” I responded.

As soon as I discovered I was pregnant, I had no doubt I would be a mother. I hoped I wasn’t pregnant until my gynecologist corroborated the positive pregnancy tests.

My mother became pregnant with me when she and my dad were nineteen. Unlike my mother, I didn't need to drop out of college because I was close to graduation. My grandparents on my father’s side hated my mother, but fortunately, Devon’s parents loved me as if I were their child.

I knew my mother wouldn’t be as happy as I knew Devon’s parents wouldn’t be happy, but my main concern was how Devon would react when I told him he would be a father. He was on the road, and I didn’t want to tell him over the phone, so I drove to Phoenix when he returned.

I broke the news inside his one-bedroom apartment.

“We’re having a baby?” he said when I told him as I nodded.

“We’re having a baby!” he exclaimed in joy.

I thought he could be upset or angry, but I never thought he would be happy that he knocked me up. I never expected him to do what he did next.

As I sat in his living room, he went into his bedroom and returned in less than a minute.

“Mella, please stand up,” he said as I slowly arose from my seated position.

Devvon kissed my lips and said, “I’ve loved you since we were kids, and I love you more and more with each passing day.

Carmella Mancuso, will you please make me the happiest man in the world and become my wife,” he said as he dropped to a knee and presented me with the largest diamond ring I’d ever seen.

“I don’t want you to ask me to marry you just because I’m pregnant,” I said.

“I’m asking you to marry me because I love you and want to spend the rest of my life with you.

The ring was the first thing I purchased after receiving my signing bonus.

I was going to ask you after you graduated,” he responded.

I looked at Devon down on his knee as he looked at me with happiness and worry. At that moment, I knew Devon wasn’t doing the honorable thing.

I didn’t want to be an unwed mother, I loved Devon, and I knew he loved me, so I said, “Yes, I will marry you!”

I cried as he got up from his knee, picked me up, and spun me around.

“I want you so bad!” I said as soon as he placed me back onto my feet.

“I don’t have protection,” he said.

It took me a few seconds to realize he was joking.

Nothing was humorous about what we did in the bedroom. After our marathon sex session, we cuddled and talked about our future together.

“Mella, I think we should wait a little while before telling our families.

We need some time to think about how we’re going to break the news, and I have an off day coming up after my next road trip,” he said.

“I agree,” I responded.

When I arrived at my dorm, I held my hands behind my back to ensure Emma didn’t see the ring. When Emma asked how Devon took the news, I extended my left hand and asked, “What do you think?”

“Holy shit Mel!” she shouted while staring at the flawless large diamond ring on my finger.

After I told her what happened when I told Devon we were having a baby, she dragged me to a jewelry store to appraise the ring. I was shocked that I was wearing a ring worth nearly a hundred thousand dollars.

I was more shocked on the day Devon, and I planned to tell our families. We were close to his house when he stopped his car and placed a blindfold across my eyes.

“Oh, you want to get freaky before we tell them?” I asked laughingly.

“I have a surprise for you, but we can do that too,” he responded.

When he removed the blindfold from my eyes, I wasn’t sure why I was standing in the middle of a vacant house. I was shocked and afraid when he grabbed my hand and began showing me the house while speaking quickly with excitement.

The house was large, looked new, and smelled new.

“Look at this kitchen, Mella!” he shouted with exuberance.

“Babe, why did you take me here?” I asked with my heart pounding.

“It’s ours!” he said with a look of joy.

Devon purchased a new construction four-bedroom, three-and-a-half bathroom house with a three-car garage complete with an inground pool and hot tub for over a million dollars in Seguaro Estates.

I was happy but also worried.

“Babe, this is too much.

You haven’t played an inning of minor-league baseball, and if you keep spending money like this, your signing bonus won’t last long,” I said.

“Mella, the house is more than our home.

It’s an investment, and we still have the money, but it's in the house's equity now instead of the bank,” he explained.

To state Devon’s family was upset about our situation would be an understatement, not that my mother took the news any better than Kevin and Kathleen. My mother and I went to the house, leaving Devon with his parents to discuss things.

“Carmella, I can’t believe this!

I thought I raised you right.

I thought I made it extremely clear how difficult things were for your father and me!” she shouted

“You raised me right, mom, and my life isn’t yours.

I’m almost as close to Kevin and Kathleen as I am to aunt Brenda and uncle Brian.

I know it’s not ideal, but Devon and I were going to get married and have a family anyway.

We just sped things up a little,” I responded.

“Speed things up a little, Carmella!?

The two of you are moving at the speed of light!

What happened to you worrying about staying together when he started his baseball career?!” she shouted.

“Mom, it’s been fine so far,” I said defensively.

“So far,” she said with angry laughter.

“He just started, Carmella!” my mom shrieked.

“Please stop yelling, mom.

I could use your support because I’m honestly scared shitless!” I said as tears began leaving my eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she said as she embraced me.

After graduating from college, Devon and I married at a small ceremony, which was an amazing time. Seeing our college friends interacting and getting along with our friends from high school warmed my heart.

My mother was my maid of honor, with Emma, Becka, Brie, Vicky, and Sahara as my bride’s maids. Trey was Devon’s best man, with Tayvon, James, George, Jose, and Mark as Devon’s groomsmen.

James White was Devon’s closest friend from high school whom Milwaukee drafted in the first round years earlier and was making his way through the minor league system as a pitcher. They had always dreamed of being in the major leagues at the same time but never imagined they could play on the same team together as they did in high school.

Joseph Michael Anderson was seven pounds fifteen ounces when he was born. Giving birth to Joe was a painful experience, but it was love at first sight. As I held him in my arms and looked at his tiny face, I cried with happiness.

I never imagined I would be a married mother at twenty-one but let alone be a married mother of two by twenty-three. Five months after giving birth to Joe, I became pregnant again, and nine months later, Mikaela Kathleen Anderson was born.

I loved being a mother, but it was overwhelming at times. Thankfully I had Devon’s family and mine, who helped me tremendously. As close as I was to Kathleen, we became closer than ever. Kat and I were drinking wine and talking in my living room as the kids slept for the night.

“I want to tell you something, Mel,” she said as I smiled and then nodded.

“When you and Devon were growing up, I always wanted the two of you to be together when you were older, but I didn’t think it would happen.

Although things happened the way they did, I want you to know how much I love you.

You are an amazing wife, mother, and daughter-in-law,” she said.

I fanned my face with my hand but couldn’t stop the waterworks as we embraced.

“I love you too,” I said.

“It’s getting late, so I’m going to head out,” she said.

“No, Kat, don’t go.

Please stay over,” I said.

“Okay,” she responded as my cell phone rang.

I had talked to Devon earlier in the day and didn’t expect him to speak to him again, let alone so late at night.

I answered his call with worry and asked him if everything was okay. I could hear noise in the background, so I asked him where he was.

“Nothing could be better right now, and I’m at the airport.

Can you pick me up in about five hours?” he joyfully replied.

“Why are you coming home?” I asked in confusion.

“I need to meet the team in Phoenix!” he exclaimed.

“Oh my God, babe!

You got the call!?” I shrieked.

“My manager showed up at my apartment with a plane ticket after I spoke to you!

I’m going to the show!” he said with pride and happiness.

“Tell your mom!” I shouted and handed Kat my cell phone.

I remember sitting in the upper deck seats with Devon’s parents and my mom and seeing Devon’s face on the giant screen in the outfield.

It was surreal to see his smiling face as I thought back to all the games I had attended with Devon as he dreamed and told me that one day I would look at the screen and see his face.

Devon hit a home run in his first major league at-bat, and I cried watching him run around the bases with a huge smile. It was the only hit he had that day in four at-bats, but he had achieved his dream.

“If I never play again, no one can ever take that moment away from me,” he said as we walked together through the player's parking lot.

Devon played the rest of the season in the major leagues, was invited to training camp the following season, and made the team out of spring training. A few months into the season, he became an everyday player when the starting center fielder went down with a season-ending injury.

Being the wife of a minor-league baseball player had been an adjustment but being the wife of a major-league baseball player was life-altering, especially with Devon quickly becoming a star in the league.

With Devon playing and living in Milwaukee and me in Saguaro with the kids, it was extremely challenging for our relationship. Devon did what he could to come home as much as possible, but it wasn’t easy.  If he had an off day, he would fly into Phoenix and spend the day with us but then need to take a flight back to Milwaukee that same day.

It was nice when he was on the road to play against Arizona, but it was less than a hand full of times per season. The summer wasn’t difficult, but with Joe in kindergarten and Micky in pre-school after the summer, it meant not seeing Devon at all until the season ended more often than not. 

I had become friendly with many of the other player's wives and girlfriends, especially Bianca, the wife of Peter Donovan, the first basemen on the team. While living in Milwaukee during the summer with Devon and the kids, I hung out with Bianca more than any other ladies.

Devon was at practice, and my mom was in town. Bianca called me in tears and told me she needed me to come to her house. I was stunned when she told me that Peter was having an affair.

“I knew I wasn't fucking crazy.

He denied it every fucking time, and now I know the truth,” she cried.

I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything and continued to listen.

“It’s not bad enough he’s been cheating on me, but he got her pregnant,” she sobbed.

“I’m so sorry, Bianca,” I said.

“He’s going to be fucking sorry when I take him for everything!” she screamed.

“Be careful with Devon,” she said as I looked at her in confusion.

“What do you mean?” I asked nervously.

“He’s young, gorgeous, and don’t think for a second there aren’t girls waiting at the hotels in every fucking city he plays,” she said.

“He would never,” I responded.

“I thought the same thing, but here I am,” she replied.

Infidelity was not uncommon, and I had never thought Devon would cheat on me. My mind went haywire after seeing Bianca. If Devon wanted to cheat on me, he easily could if he hadn’t already.

Things not never bothered me before constantly became on my mind. Hearing a girl's voice in the background while speaking to Devon never made me think anything, but it wasn’t the same after finding out about Peter cheating on Bianca.

Devon was on the road in St. Louis and told me he was in his hotel room when I heard a girl giggle in the background.

“Are you with someone?” I asked.

“I ordered room service,” he responded.

“Why is she giggling like that?” I questioned.

“I have no idea,” he replied as I heard a door open and close.

“Are you alone?!” I asked sternly.

“No, I’m not alone.

I’m with James,” he responded.

“Hey, Mel,” James said into Devon’s cell phone.

“Hi, James,” I replied, feeling foolish.

“Ashley wants us to have dinner together when we get back into town,” he said.

“Of course,” I replied.

It wasn’t the first time I inferred that Devon was with a girl, but when Devon returned home, he didn’t hide that he was beyond frustrated with me.

“Mella, I have never given you a reason to think anything, so why?!” he shouted.

“I don’t know,” I responded.

“There must be a fucking reason!” he shouted in frustration.

“I’m the only girl you’ve been with, and I don’t look the way I used to,” I confessed.

“Mella, you are more beautiful today than ever before,” he said with a serious tone and expression.

“Yeah, after two kids, right?” I responded.

“Especially after two kids,” he said and kissed my lips.

“You have all these beautiful girls throwing themselves at you,” I said.

He sighed and stared at me.

“I’m married to the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and she also happens to be the mother of my children.

I would never do anything to jeopardize the life we have together,” he said.

“I’m sorry, babe,” I responded.

That conversation led to Devon admitting he was exhausted and unhappy living in Milwaukee alone and without the kids as much as he did. I was conflicted when he told me he wanted to call Milwaukee home year-round, but I couldn’t disagree with anything he said.

Calling Milwaukee home meant leaving Saguaro for good and being close to two thousand miles away from my mom, aunt, uncle, and Devon’s family, but it was the best thing for Micky and Joe, so I agreed.

I enjoyed living in Milwaukee because it was a blue-collar city with amazing people and extremely affordable. We sold the house in Saguaro and purchased a beautiful home in the suburbs.

I had everything most women would dream about having. I had an amazing home and two beautiful children, and I was married to my best friend. Money wasn’t an issue, but I felt unfulfilled.

I don’t know if I would have made the WNBA, and I wasn’t drafted, but I didn't expect to be drafted as I couldn’t attend the combine since I was pregnant. Had a professional basketball career not been in my future, I planned on using my sports management degree, but that changed when I became a wife and mother.

With Devon being a professional baseball player and not home often, I wanted my children to have a stable home as my aunt, uncle and mother gave me after my father died. Sacrificing my dreams and goals for my children is something I’ve never regretted, and I would make the same choice over and again.

I loved being Joe and Micky’s mother, but it was like all I was other than that was Devon Anderson’s wife. My life was being Devon’s biggest cheerleader and supporter, but it was sometimes like being married to two different people.

When he played well, Devon was his usual happy self, and the team won. When he didn’t play well, the team would normally lose, and he would morph into an unhappy, moody, and angry person. I understood the immense pressure he was under as one of the franchise's faces and did my best always to be supportive, but it was challenging.

James had been Devon’s closest friend in high school, but they became close as brothers when they began playing professionally together. James was one of the best pitchers in the game, and Devon was a rising star. James began playing minor league baseball after high school and had been in the major leagues for several seasons before Devon arrived.

The team had been eliminated from playoff contention early, and James would be a free agent for the first time in his career. James was at the house hanging out with Devon.

“I know we didn’t have a great season, but next year will be a different story,” Devon said.

“I’m going to miss watching you play every day and playing with you,” James replied.

Devon laughed and smiled as he looked at James, and I watched Devon’s smile slowly disappear.

“You’re not resigning?” he asked.

“They can’t afford to keep me, and even if they could, the team won’t win.

Besides, I need to be in a big market with a team that cares about winning,” James explained.

“We can win if you resign!

Without you would don’t stand a chance, James!” Devon explained.

“I love baseball as much as you do, but this is a business, bro,” James replied.

“Had they known they didn’t have a chance to resign you, they would have traded you!” Devon said with frustration.

“Come on, man.

As soon as I refused to sign a new contract, they had me on the trade market, asking for a ridiculous return.

You know I made it clear I would be testing the market,” James said.

“I know, Jay, but how about showing loyalty to the franchise that allowed you to play ball? Devon replied.

“They took me first overall because they had the pick.

It would have been another team if they didn’t have the pick.

Listen, my brother.

I need to make as much money as possible on this contract because I won’t play baseball forever.

There’s a possibility that whenever I throw a pitch, it could be my last, and I want to win.

They will trade you if they can get what they want in return and when that time comes, remember this conversation,” James told Devon.

As Devon improved his play, his popularity soared, and he signed a few endorsement deals. As surreal as seeing his image on the jumbotron in the stadium at his first game, it was more so seeing Devon on television the first time.

Devon wanted to sign long-term in Milwaukee and would take less money to resign. James couldn’t have been more right during his conversation with Devon when Milwaukee traded Devon to Tampa Bay at the trade deadline.

With the kids starting school a few weeks later, we decided that I would remain in Milwaukee and Devon would get an apartment in Tampa until we figured things out. It was worse than when I was in Arizona and Devon was in Milwaukee, but we managed to get through it.

That offseason, Devon signed a long-term deal with Texas with a no-trade clause to ensure the kids would have stability. Devon became one of the best players in the game and had massive endorsement deals.

I was married to a gorgeous man earning millions of dollars, and being away from home as often as he was made me feel insecure, although he never did anything to make me feel that way. I would ensure to keep him sexually satisfied, especially when leaving on a long road trip.

We were in our eighth year in Texas. Joe was fifteen, and Micky was thirteen. Devon and I were thirty-six, and although Devon was still playing well, he was no longer the player he once was.

Devon and I always had a good sex life, but it was becoming stale. We became a couple at eighteen, married at twenty-one, and spent half of our lives together at thirty-six. We decided to spice things up by watching pornography together.

I especially enjoyed watching a guy with two girls and would tell Devon how badly I wanted to be the woman getting drilled with my face in a hot girl's pussy. Devon enjoyed watching two guys tag team a woman and talk dirty as he fucked me.

He would tell me how hot it would be to share me with another guy. He also enjoyed watching porn, where a guy would watch his girlfriend or wife fuck a guy in front of him.

“Oh God, Mella.

I would love to hold your hand and look into your eyes while a guy fucked you from behind,” he said while pounding me from behind and pulling my hair for leverage.

Talking about doing those things during sex aroused us both, but it wasn’t something we ever discussed outside the bedroom and not something I ever thought we would.

“It’ll be great to see Stephanie and Evan,” I said as we drove to their home.

“Yeah, it will be great,” he replied with an odd look.

“What’s the look?” I asked.

“What did you think about Steph?” he questioned.

“Steph is awesome, which is why we’re friends,” I answered.

“That’s not what I mean,” he said with an odd tone.

“What do you me then, babe?” I inquired.

“Do you think she’s attractive?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I responded.

Stephanie was extremely attractive. She was in her late twenties, with long blond hair, light gray eyes, huge tits, and a plump ass.

“I know it’s been a long time since you’ve been with a woman, but if you could have sex with Steph, would you?” he responded.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Seriously,” he instantly responded.

“Yeah, probably as if that were ever to happen,” I said with a chuckle.

Devon looked at me nervously, smiled, and then let out a short laugh.

“Babe, why are we having this conversation?” I questioned.

“Don’t get mad,” he said.

“I can’t promise that, so talk,” I said.

“You know Evan is one of my closest friends.

Since we’re so close, we have conversations about pretty much everything.

Evan and Steph were talking a while back, and they watch porn together the same way we do.

Steph seriously asked Evan to find a woman for her to be with, and he asked me about how to go about it as if I would know.

I started thinking and asked Evan what Steph thought about you.

Steph would a thousand percent have sex with you,” he told me.

“A thousand percent,” I said.

“That’s what Evan told me,” he responded.

“Are you saying that Evan and Steph expect me to have sex with her?” I asked, shocked.

“No, not at all!” he responded as I stared at him.

“I promise that’s not the case.

I was throwing it out there, is all,” he replied.

“Babe, talking about things like this in the bedroom is one thing, but I know you better than you know yourself.

You wouldn’t be able to handle watching me with her, and fantasy is better off not becoming a reality,” I said.

“You don’t know me as well as you think,” he responded.

“You would have no issue watching me have sex with Steph?” I inquired.

“No issue,” he said with seriousness.

“It’s not going to happen,” I said.

“Okay.

As I stated, I was throwing it out there,” he responded

Devon and I arrived at the house, and we greeted one another. We changed into swimwear, made a pitcher of margaritas, and went outside to sunbathe and swim.

Evan and Devon were talking baseball as Steph, and I drank and caught up with each other.

Devon and Evan switched to beers as Steph, and I polished off a second pitcher of margaritas.

“One more round?” she asked.

“Sure, why not?

Not like we’re going anywhere,” I said.

Steph and I went into the kitchen.

I watched her make another pitcher as I stood behind her and stared at her thong bikini and ass. I imagined going down on her from behind.

She poured us drinks and smiled at me.

“Devon told me something on the drive over here,” I said.

“What did he say?” she asked.

“He told me that he and Evan talked about us having sex together,” I answered as she blushed and smiled at me.

“They did?” she responded with a roll of her eyes and said, “I shouldn’t be surprised.”

She appeared she was holding something back as she sipped her drink.

“Can I tell you something without judgment?” she questioned.

“Of course, you can,” I immediately responded.

“Devon and I’ve experimented with the lifestyle,” she said.

“Lifestyle?” I asked.

“Swinging,” she responded.

“No way,” I replied.

“Yes, way.

I let Evan and Brad tag team me,” she confessed.

“Bradley Donovan?” I asked.

“Yeah, and it was fucking amazing,” she said as she bit down her lower lip and nodded.

“Are you and Evan good?” I questioned.

“We’ve never been better,” she instantly said.

“How did it happen?” I asked with curiosity.

“Evan and I discussed bringing someone else into the bedroom, and it’s no secret what Bradley thinks about me, and you know Brad is hot.

We went to a dinner for a nonprofit thing, and Brad was staying at our house.

Brad entered one of the guest rooms, and I went to my bedroom with Evan.

I was changing out of my gown when Evan said he wanted to tag me with Brad.

I thought he was joking, but it didn’t take me long to realize he wasn’t.

I was intoxicated, so I didn't think about it too much, but I worried about Brad telling anyone.

Evan assured me that Brad would never say anything, so I told Evan to tell Brad whatever he needed to say.

Evan left our room, returned in less than five minutes, and told me we needed to go into the guest room.

I told him I would take a quick shower, but Evan was adamant about entering the guest room.

I was in my bra and panties, so I wore a robe and went into the guest room with Evan.

Evan told Brad to go down on me, and it was game on,” she told me.

“What happened next?” I said, becoming excited.

“Brad removed my robe, laid me on the bed, took my panties off, and went down on me.

As Brad ate my pussy, Evan took his pants and boxers off and kneeled on the bed.

I sucked Evan’s dick while Brad ate my pussy until I orgasmed, and then Evan fucked me.

After Evan fucked me, Brad fucked me, and they took turns one more time.

In the morning, I sucked Brad’s dick while Evan fucked me from behind, and then they switched it up,” she said.

“How long ago?” I inquired.

“About four months ago,” she responded.

“Anything since then?” I asked.

“Twice, but it’s been a little over a month,” she said.

“And you want to have sex with a woman?” I immediately asked.

“For a long time, but trying to find a woman is more difficult, and beyond that, I couldn’t be with someone I don’t know.

I’d be worried about her being clean and disease free,” she explained.

“But you would with me?” I questioned.

“Yeah, because you’re my friend, I trust you, and you’re hot,” she admitted.

“You’re positive?” I asked with building excitement as she smiled.

“Maybe we should share a kiss before we think about doing anything more,” I said.

“I love that idea,” she said.

She looked so sexy standing in her kitchen in her thong bikini. Her tits looked like they could pop out at any moment.

I placed my hands on her hips, kissed her lips, and then kissed her with my tongue.

Steph kissed me back, and I rubbed her ass while we kissed. We continued kissing as I ran my fingers over her pussy above her thong.

She moaned into my mouth and rubbed my ass while we continued to kiss.

We stopped kissing and smiled at each other.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Let’s fuck!” she exclaimed.

It had been so long since I had been with a woman, and I had craved it for so long.

“We need to tell the guys,” I said.

We went into the backyard, holding hands.

“Babe, remember that thing we talked about on the way here?

Yes, and right now,” I said.

Evan and Devon smiled at one another, and Evan said, “Oh yeah.”

Evan and Dev agreed that Evan wasn’t to touch me and Devon wasn’t to touch Steph. The four of us went into the bedroom of the poolhouse.

Devon and Evan sat in chairs on opposite sides of the bed as Steph and I got onto the bed. We stood on our knees and kissed while groping each other. I removed her top and kissed and licked her nipples as she moaned.

I laid her onto her back and slowly removed her thong. I placed myself next to her, and as we kissed, I played with her pussy. I laid myself on top of her, slowly licked down her stomach, and placed her pussy into my mouth.

I hadn’t eaten pussy since high school and didn’t realize how much I missed it until I went down on Steph. She tasted so good, and I loved she was so wet. Steph’s pussy had a sour taste that I immensely enjoyed.

I had never been so aroused in my life and removed her pussy from my mouth only to say, “Devon, fuck me!”

I got onto my knees while eating Steph’s pussy. Devon pulled my bikini bottoms down to my bent knees and placed himself inside me. He had himself fixed long ago, and I wanted to feel his cock throb while eating Steph.

Devon fucked me so hard my face was driven into her soaking wet pussy as I devoured her.

“I’m going to fucking cum!” she exclaimed as I felt Devon’s cock throb while Steph’s body shook as she orgasmed.

Devon removed himself from inside me, and I switched places with Steph. I could feel Devon’s sperm dripping from my pussy, and it was arousing to have Steph lick my pussy clean. As Steph ate me out, Evan fucked her from behind as Devon had fucked me.

Evan was staring at me as he fucked Steph, and the thought of him thinking about fucking me as he fucked her made me feel desirable. Evan orgasmed rather quickly, and Steph finger fucked me and sucked my clit until I exploded.

The short discussion between the four of us went out the window, and I never imagined it would. Steph and I kissed on the bed until she stopped, and she crawled along the bed and began sucking Evan’s dick hard.

I began sucking Devon’s dick hard. Dev and Evan were standing next to one another, with Steph and me sucking them. As we sucked their dicks, Steph and I locked eyes. Without saying a word, we switched.

Something was exciting and arousing about Devon watching me suck Evan’s dick while Steph sucked his cock.

Steph stopped sucking his dick and said, “Fuck me!”

Devon looked at me with wide-open eyes and a nervous expression.

“Babe, fuck her!” I shouted.

As soon as his dick entered Steph, I looked at Evan, permitting him to fuck me with my eyes.

Steph and I were fucked by each other's husbands in missionary positions as we held hands.

“Evan, don’t cum inside me,” I said as he nodded while pounding my pussy.

“Babe, cum in my mouth when you’re ready!” I shouted as I had instructed when Devon was ready to cum he stopped fucking her and put his dick into my mouth.

I enjoyed the taste of Steph’s pussy on his cock when Evan removed himself from inside me. He spewed his hot cum onto my stomach, and I watched Stephanie lick my stomach clean.

After a short rest period, I rode Devon while Stephanie rode Evan. They left Steph and me alone in bed, where we ended the evening by making each other climax in a sixty-nine position.

I exited the room, went into the guest, and went into the bathroom while Devon showered. I showered and joined him in bed. I cuddled with him and smiled as he smiled back at me. We said goodbye to Evan and Stephanie in the morning and drove home.

“Last night was something,” I said as he nodded and responded, “Yeah, it was.”

“How do you feel?” I asked with concern.

“How do you feel?” he responded.

“We both need to be honest,” I said.

“I agree,” he responded.

“You first,” I said.

“No, you first,” he replied.

“I don’t regret it,” I admitted.

“I don’t either,” he responded.

“Do you feel jealous Evan fucked me?” I asked.

“Mella, it was fucking amazing!

Looking at the pleasure on your face while he fucked you with my dick inside Stephanie was mind-blowing!” he exclaimed honestly.

“Wasn’t it?!

I loved the taste of her pussy on your dick!” I shouted.

“How turned on are you right now?” he asked.

“Fuck me, babe!” I exclaimed.

Devon pulled the car over, and we found a secluded spot.

I sucked him hard and then rode him in the car's front seat as we talked dirty about what we had done with Evan and Stephanie.

After fucking Evan and Stephanie, our sex life went to another level. It was like Devon and I was back to how we were the summer before college. We agreed to continue exploring our sex life and be honest with each other if either of us felt like stopping.

We needed to be careful about who we had sexual encounters. Devon was highly visible, and there were lots of people who knew who he was. After fucking Stephanie, I began noticing women as I did in my younger days.

I never stopped noticing women, but I never imagined I would ever have sex with a woman again, although I wanted it badly. As Stephanie had told me, finding a woman was more difficult than finding a man. I wasn’t in the public spotlight much, but anyone could easily find out I was Devon’s wife.

Devon had told me how much he wanted to watch me get fucked by another guy as he held my hand and gazed into my eyes, but he was talking about it constantly, and every time we had sex.

“If you want it so bad, find someone,” I said to him.

“I already have,” he confessed.

Devon told me he found a sex chat forum and had a few younger guys interested, but one in particular who he had been talking to seriously. He was a twenty-year-old college student, fit and hung.

“That’s risky, babe,” I said with concern.

“He doesn’t watch baseball, and even if he did, who would believe him?” he replied confidently.

“Does he know what I look like?” I questioned.

“He knows what your body looks like, but he’s fine with my description of you,” he replied.

“What if he doesn’t find me attractive?” I asked seriously.

“You’re still a milf, Mella,” he said with a huge smile.

“When I get back from my road trip, I’ll book an Air BNB, so the possibility of anyone recognizing me is slim,” he said.

When I asked him where we would be going, and he told me the location, I was surprised.

“We’re going to drive over an hour so you can watch me get fucked by a college guy?” I responded.

“Yeah,” he said.

“Alright, if that’s what you want, do it,” I responded.

With Devon returning from his road trip a day away, I began to have second thoughts.

I wanted to have sex with Stephanie, and having sex with Evan happened on the spur of the moment. It was different than purposely going somewhere to have Devon watch me fuck a guy I didn’t know.

As soon as Devon returned home, I could see the excitement on his face.

“I can’t wait for this to happen tonight,” he said.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked with concern.

“I’m beyond sure, Mella,” he responded.

“What if it's not what you think it will be?” I questioned.

“Then we don’t do it again,” he responded with certainty.

As we approached the rental home, my nervousness turned to anxiety. Devon went as far as renting a car, and the house was rather secluded.

I had a few drinks while waiting for the guy to arrive. When the doorbell rang, I downed a third drink. His name was Alex, and he was a good-looking kid, but he was a kid. I felt conflicted about being fucked by a guy sixteen years younger than me.

“Babe, I don’t know about this.

He’s so young I feel like a child molester,” I said to Devon as Alex sat on the couch in the living room.

“Yeah, he is young, but that means he’s going to have a lot of energy,” he said.

“Make me another drink,” I said.

Devon made me another drink and drank it quickly.

I sat next to Alex as he smiled at me nervously.

“Wow, you’re gorgeous,” he said as I smiled and thanked him.

“Whenever you’re ready, Alex,” Devon said as he took hold of my hand and sat beside me.

“Don’t be shy.

Eat her pussy and get her warmed up,” Devon said.

“Yeah?” he asked as I smiled and nodded in approval.

Alex looked so nervous I thought he was going to pass out.

I removed my hand from Devon’s, rose from the couch, and removed my panties under my dress.

I sat back on the couch, took hold of Devon’s hand, looked at Alex, and spread my legs.

He got onto his knees and placed his mouth on my pussy.

“Eat that pussy,” Devon said with encouragement.

“Everything good is higher,” I said as Alex took my hint and began to flick my clit with his tongue.

“Oh, that’s good…like that,” I said as I squeezed Devon’s hand and placed my free hand behind Alex’s head.

“You ready to fuck me?” I asked Alex as he removed his mouth from my pussy and wiped the sides of his face with his hands.

We left the couch and went into a bedroom, where Devon grabbed a chair and placed it next to the bed. I removed my dress and bra and placed myself on my knees as Devon took hold of my hand.

“Do your thing,” Devon said.

Alex took a deep breath and sighed.

I let go of Devon’s hands, sat on the bed, and looked at Alex standing on the other side nude with his soldier at attention.

“Are you okay?” I questioned.

“You’re gorgeous, and going down on you has me turned on.

If I fuck you, I’m not going to last long,” he confessed.

At that moment, my nervousness and anxiety went away. Alex was a good-looking guy who was so excited that he was afraid of cumming too fast.

I sat on the other side of the bed with my feet on the floor and took hold of Alex’s dick. I began stroking him slowly as he stared at my tits.

“You can touch me,” I said as he ran his hands over my nipples as jerked him off with speed.

I felt his dick begin to throb, and when he shot his load, he did so all over my tits, almost cumming on my face.

“Feel better?” I asked as he smiled and nodded.

“Uh, Carmella,” he said nervously.

“Yeah,” I replied with a smile.

“I want to do something if it’s okay with you,” he responded.

“What is it you want to do?” I questioned.

“I want to eat your ass,” he said with an embarrassed tone.

“Go ahead,” I said as I got into a kneeling position on the bed and took hold of Devon’s hand.

Devon ate my ass whenever I asked him, but I knew it wasn’t his favorite thing to do, so I didn’t ask often. Alex wanted to eat my ass, but I didn’t think he would the way he did. He ate my ass so deeply that I needed to play with myself.

“Eat her tight asshole!” Devon said with a joyous tone and expression.

“Do you like his tongue inside your ass?” Devon asked as I licked my lips and said, “Yes.”

Alex stopped eating my ass and got off the bed. I heard the opening of a condom, and within seconds, Alex was inside me.

I held onto Devon’s hand as if I were in the ocean, holding a life preserver as Alex pounded me deeply and hard. I held onto Devon’s hand tightly and took a handful of the bed sheets as Alex fucked me furiously.

“Fuck her pussy!” Devon said as he gazed into my eyes.

He placed his hand beneath my chin with his free hand and asked, “You like his cock inside you, baby?”

“Yes, babe!

It feels so fucking good!” I screamed in pleasure.

“Do you like watching him fuck me?!” I question.

“I love it!

Cum on his dick, baby!” Devon said as my body began to shake, and I climaxed hard as Alex continued pounding me.

“Cum on her when you’re ready,” Devon instructed.

Alex fucked me for a few more seconds, quickly removed himself, and grunted as I felt his cum land on my lower back and ass.

I ran my hand through my sweat-drenched hair and was amazed to hear the opening of another condom. I was going to ask Alex if he needed more time to get hard, but he was again inside me before I could get the words out of my mouth.

“Holy shit!” I cried out as Devon gazed into my eyes and kissed my lips.

“I told you he would have lots of energy,” Devon said.

I tried to look into Devon’s eyes, but it wasn't easy, with my eyes rolling to the back of my head.

“I want to fuck your ass so bad!” Alex said as he pounded me as hard as before.

I looked at Devon, nodded, and Devon said, “Fuck her ass then!”

Alex removed his dick from my pussy and forced it into my asshole as I screamed.

“Am I hurting you?” Alex asked with concern.

“It hurts so fucking good.

Fuck my ass!” I commanded.

The combination of pleasure and pain had me making sounds I had never made. As Alex fucked my ass, I rubbed my clit furiously and again orgasmed.

Alex continued fucking my ass with his hands over my tits until he removed himself from inside me again. Alex removed the condom and spewed onto my expanding and contracting asshole.

Within ten minutes, Alex was erect and ready to fuck again, so he dropped his fourth load by fucking me missionary while Devon held onto my hands.

Alex dressed, and Devon walked him out as I laid flat on my back with dry semen all over me. Devon returned to the room, holding his dick and ready to fuck me.

“Babe, I can’t,” I admitted.

I forced myself to sit up and placed his cock into my mouth. Devon hadn’t cum so fast in years, and he spewed so much that I choked on his cum.

“Dev, babe, did you ever think we would do that?” I asked.

“No, but it was great,” he responded with a huge smile.

“Are we okay?” I questioned.

“Yeah, we’re okay.

Why wouldn’t we be okay?” he replied.

“Do you feel funny about this?” he asked.

“Honestly, I do a little,” I admitted.

“Mella, it’s just sex,” he said with seriousness.

“Would you want me to do that again?” I responded.

“Yeah, but if you don’t want to, I’ll understand,” he said.

I wasn’t sure if I did, but since Devon enjoyed it, I decided to continue.

A few weeks later, Devon and I met with Alex at a hotel instead of a rental home.

The sex was better than the first time because Devon joined us.

As I sucked Alex’s dick, Devon ate my pussy from behind and pounded me.

“Carmella, I’m going to cum,” Alex said as I ignored him, and he shot his hot salty cum into my mouth.

I kept sucking his dick and felt it grow as Devon spewed in my mouth. As soon as Devon orgasmed, Alex placed himself behind me and fucked me as good as he did the first time, making me orgasm with Devon’s dick in my mouth.

I don’t know what came over me as I said the words without thinking.

“I want you both at the same time,” I said.

I sat on Devon’s cock and leaned forward as Alex forced his dick inside my ass. The feeling of two dicks inside me simultaneously made my body shake.

“Oh my God!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs and repeatedly said, “Fuck me.”

Alex would stay still as Devon would fuck me hard and fast until Devon would stop, and Alex would pound my ass and stop. As soon as I felt Devon cum, I exploded and continued sitting on his dick until Alex orgasmed inside my asshole. I could hardly move as Alex removed himself from inside my ass, and I then removed Devon from inside my pussy.

“I want to watch him cum inside you,” Devon said after kissing my lips.

“Alex, do you want to cum inside my pussy?” I asked seductively.

“I want to, but what if you know?” he responded.

“I can’t get pregnant,” I said.

He smiled and said, “Give me a minute.”

“Let me help you,” I said as I placed his soft cock into my mouth and sucked it hard.

Alex fucked me missionary and orgasmed inside me. When he removed himself, I could feel his sperm exit my pussy. Devon immediately fucked me and also shot inside me.

We would have continued meeting with Alex had he not graduated from college and moved back home to Rhode Island. Devon immediately began looking for another guy, but I told him I wanted to take a break.

Devon was away on a road trip, and I decided to have a girls' night out with a few friends. I had Hallie watch Micky and Joe, and Hallie was a graduate student referred to me by a friend of mine. Micky didn’t mind, but Joe always felt embarrassed when Hallie came to watch them.

I knew it was because he had a crush on her, and I couldn’t blame him. Hallie was pretty, bubbly, and had an amazing body, and she was far from a stick figure. She was curvy in all the right places and had huge tits and an amazing voluptuous ass.

I arrived home to find Hallie watching television in the living room.

“How were they?” I asked.

“Great, as usual.

Mikaela is in her room with Debra, and Joe is in his room playing video games,” she answered.

“Great,” I said and settled my bill with her.

“That dress is great on you,” she said.

“Thank you,” I said with a smile.

“Did you do something different with your hair?” she questioned.

“I had a few inches cut off,” I responded.

“Looks great,” she said as she stared at my lips.

“Thanks and have a great night,” I said.

“Thank you and call me for whatever you need,” she responded as she smiled at me.

“Whenever,” I corrected her.

She giggled and responded, “Yeah, that’s what I meant.”

Hallie smiled at me while staring at my lips and exited.

I called Devon to let him know I was home and congratulated him on his game.

“Why do you sound funny?” he inquired.

“It may be all in my head, but I think Hallie was flirting with me, and it’s not the first time,” I admitted.

“Do you think she’s sexually attracted to you?” he responded.

“I don’t, babe.

She’s twenty-three, and I’m thirty-seven,” I replied.

“What does your age have to do with anything?

You’re still a smokeshow,” he responded.

“Babe, I’ve never been a smokeshow,” I replied.

“If the opportunity presents itself have fun,” he said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Exactly what I said, Mella,” he immediately responded.

“Babe, me having sex with anyone with you, not with me, is cheating,” I replied.

“If you were with a guy without me, then I agree, but I don’t consider it to be cheating if you have sex with a woman,” he replied.

“That’s like me saying if you were to have sex with a guy, it wouldn’t be cheating,” I said as he laughed.

“I’m not bisexual,” he told me.

“When did you start feeling this way?” I asked curiously.

“Years,” he admitted.

“Years?

Since when?” I questioned.

“I don’t know, Mella, but here’s the thing.

We’ve been married for over fifteen years, and you always swayed in the female direction.

Maria, Sahara, Rachel, and most recently, Stephanie,” he said.

“It’s been fifty-fifty, babe.

Mitch, you, Evan, and Alex,” I responded.

“If we didn’t stay together, I believe you would have winded up being with a woman,” he said.

“Maybe,” I said.

“Maybe my ass, Mel,” he said with laughter.

“That doesn’t matter because I am with you, and lots of things would have been different, but I’m not going to have an affair,” I replied.

I thought Hallie looking at me sexually may have been in my head, but Devon more than agreed with me a few weeks later.

Devon and I were lounging by the pool and waiting for Hallie to arrive, as we had a dinner date that night. I greeted her and walked into the house to get ready, leaving Devon behind. I was showering when Devon entered the bathroom.

“It’s not in your head.

That girl was staring at your ass when you walked into the house,” he told me.

“It doesn’t matter,” I responded.

Devon was away on a road trip, and I called Hallie again to watch the kids. It was my friend Sasha's birthday. It would be a late night, and I told Hallie I would be home around two in the morning and that it was fine if she wanted to sleep over.

I had a great time, but the night didn’t go as long as I thought it would. I returned home a bit past one in the morning, and I checked on Joe and Micky, who were both asleep. I went into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine.

I went into my bedroom with a glass of wine. I decided to bathe and removed my dress and bra when I heard a moan from my bathroom. I thought my mind might be playing tricks on me, but the moans intensified as I approached the bathroom.

I walked passed the open bathroom door and couldn’t believe my eyes. Hallie’s eyes were closed as she held a pair of my panties to her nose and played with herself.

Hallie was bottomless and had her legs spread wide as she sat on the bathroom counter. I watched as she rubbed her clitoris and moaned. I rubbed myself over my panties as I felt them quickly become wet.

“She smells so good,” she moaned.

“How good do I smell?” I asked.

Hallie opened her eyes, closed her legs, and stared at me with her eyes wide open. She looked mortified that I caught her masturbating to my scent. I smiled as she stared at my bare breasts.

As I approached her, I said, “I want to watch you,” and spread her legs apart.

I gently kissed her lips and stepped back. I watched as she again smelled the crotch of my panties and touched herself. As she touched herself, I slid my hand down my panties and touched myself.

I was so turned on but torn about what to do. Devon permitted me to have sex with her if the opportunity presented itself, and it had.  As I continued watching her, I removed my hand from pussy. I removed my panties and again touched myself as I watched her and began gently pulling on my nipples.

I was beyond sexually aroused and couldn’t help myself. I closed the distance between us, removed Hallie’s hand from her pussy, and buried my face between her legs. She was so wet and tasted amazing, and her pussy was sweet with a hint of tartness.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she moaned as I flicked her clit, sucked on it a few times, and inserted my finger inside her. I finger fucked Hallie as I ate her pussy to orgasm. I slowly removed my finger from inside her and rose to my feet.

I kissed her lips, and then we tongue-kissed for a little while. I stopped kissing her, ran my fingers through the side of her hair, and asked, “Do you want to taste me?”

Hallie bit down on the bottom right corner of her lip and slowly nodded. I grabbed her hand and helped her get off the bathroom counter. I walked with her into my bedroom, and we kissed as we got onto the bed.

We rolled around on the bed kissing when I found myself beneath her. I knew she wanted me badly because of how she licked and kissed my nipples and tits. She didn’t take long to place herself between my legs.

When I felt her tongue explore my pussy I moaned. Within seconds she was devouring my pussy with her tongue and mouth. The way she orally performed told me this was not her first time eating pussy.

“You’re so good at this,” I said with satisfaction, then cried out, “I want your pussy in my mouth.” I cried

Hallie placed herself over my mouth and began devouring my pussy again as I tongue fucked her pussy. With my tongue buried deep inside her, my body shook as I orgasmed.  She stopped eating my pussy and removed herself from my face, but I was finished with her yet.

“Get on all fours,” I said as she smiled and got herself into my position.

I rimmed her tight pink asshole and then ate her ass as I furiously rubbed her pussy.

“Oh shit…oh…that feels amazing,” she cried in a low tone.

Her asshole contracted on my tongue and expanded a few times through her orgasm.

We were both sweating in bed, snuggling.

“I had no idea you were into girls,” she said with a smile.

“I love the ladies, but please don’t tell anyone about this,” I said with a chuckle.

“What if Mr. Anderson finds out about this?” she asked.

“We have an understanding,” I divulged.

“Are you two swingers?” she said with a surprised look on her face.

“You could say that,” I said with a chuckle.

“Do you only like women?” I asked.

“No, I like guys too, but I’ve never been with a guy,” she responded.

“Ever?” I asked in shock.

“I’ve never had anything inside me other than a finger,” she admitted.

“Every?” I asked again.

“No,” she said with laughter.

“What do you think about Devon?” I asked.

“He’s hot for an older guy,” she responded.

Hallie and I fucked until almost five in the morning. I kissed her goodbye and made plans to see her again.

Devon had permitted me to be with Hallie, but I was worried about how he would react when I told him, and I didn’t want to over the phone. I waited until he returned from his road trip, but not until that night.

“Babe, I had sex with Hallie a few nights ago.

I came home earlier than I thought and caught her masturbating while smelling my panties.

Long story short, we fucked until the sun came up.

Devon kissed me and said, “Tell me everything.”

As I told him what happened between Hallie and me, I watched his dick stiffen. As I rode his cock I continued telling him about the events of that night.

After having sex, I told him she was willing and wanted to be with us. He almost lost his mind when I told him she’d never been fucked.

The following weekend we had Hallie come over at almost two in the morning to ensure the kids didn’t know she was in the house.

I told Hallie I felt bad I had sex with her without Devon and wanted to watch them have sex.

“But we can have a threesome next time?” she responded.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Works for me,” she said and quickly removed her clothes.

“Holy shit,” Devon said as he looked at her amazing nude body.

“Have fun, babe,” I said and sat on the bed.

Devon quickly went down on her as she looked at me and licked her lips.

“You taste so good,” he said before returning to eating her pussy.

Watching Devon eat her pussy aroused me, and I wanted to join but held myself back.

Devon didn’t even take his shirt off. He rose to his feet and removed his shorts, exposing his erect cock.

He placed himself inside of her as she let out a short grunt.

“You so fucking tight,” he moaned and began fucking her.

Hallie held my hand as Devon fucked her fast and hard.

“It feels so good,” she cried when Devon grunted and almost collapsed on top of her.

I hadn’t seen him cum so fast since high school and knew Hallie was nowhere close to orgasm.

“Babe, don’t leave her hanging,” I said as I watched him go back down on her.

“Make me cum,” she said as I watched Devon suck her clitoris.

Devon was again rock hard and placed himself inside her. Her legs were against his shoulders as he fucked her and began rubbing her clit.

“So close,” she cried and then orgasmed as Devon again orgasmed seconds later.

Hallie looked at me and said, “It’s next time.”

“Fuck her,” Devon said to me in silence.

I placed her pussy in my mouth and sucked his cum for her pussy. It was so hot for me to eat her pussy after Devon fucked her.

I undressed, sat on her face, and played with her pussy as Devon watched.

“Get hard, babe.

I want to watch you fuck while I eat her pussy,” I said.

Hallie got on top of me in a sixty-nine position, and within a few minutes, I watched Devon’s dick enter her. Hallie ate my pussy passionately as I watched Devon’s dripping wet cock move in and out of her as I rubbed her pussy.

Hallie stopped eating my pussy and orgasmed.

“Cum in my mouth!” I yelled at Devon.

He removed himself from her pussy, and I sucked his wet dick until he spewed. Devon and I took turns kissing her in bed, and before she left, we made plans to meet again.

Our arrangement with Hallie couldn’t have been going any better. She was amazing in the bedroom, and being with her made me feel young again. Devon enjoyed being with her as much as I did. I should have known things were going too well for things to last.

It was the baseball all-star break, and Devon was home nursing an injury and decided not to play in the game. He could have attended the festivities but preferred to be home with the kids and me.

We were sitting in the living room watching television when he received a call from Trey, one of his best friends and agent.

“Trey, what up home, boy!” Devon said to Trey with a smile.

I watched Devon’s smile slowly disappear as he got up from the couch and walked out of the house to the backyard. Devon was outside for close to an hour, and when he came back inside, he made a drink and went back outside. I joined him outside and sat beside him on the outdoor living room couch.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Just thinking, Mella,” he responded.

“What’s going on?” I questioned.

“The team wants to trade me,” he responded.

“You have a no-trade clause so tell them no,” I replied as he looked at me.

As soon as I looked at him, I knew he didn’t want to kill the trade.

“What team do they want to trade you to?” I questioned.

“Arizona,” he responded and sighed.

“I only have another year left on my contract, and to sweeten the deal, they’re willing to extend me for two more seasons,” he explained.

“And you want to go,” I stated.

“They’re a contended, and I could be the missing piece.

I’ve come close to winning it all, but it’s not going to happen here in Texas.

I might be able to get my ring and finish my career at home in Arizona,” he told me.

“Babe, Joe is in high school already,” I said.

“I know, Mella, but if I decline the trade, they’ll try to trade me again.

I don’t want to play for a team that doesn’t want me, and after next season I’ll be a free agent and need to move on anyway,” he said.

We sat outside talking for nearly two hours, and the more I thought about it, the more sense it made. I hated moving the kids back to Arizona after spending eight years in Texas, but I loved that we could move back to Saguaro.

The person who would be affected most was Joe, and I knew he wouldn’t be happy about leaving, but Devon and I agreed that we needed to talk to the kids before making a decision. As I expected, Joe wasn’t happy, but I didn't expect him to be as upset as he was.

“I’m going to be a junior this year, and I’m supposed to be okay with leaving all my friends and my girlfriend to move to Arizona?!” he shouted.

“It’s okay to be upset,” I said calmly.

“Upset?!

Upset is not close to how I fucking feel!” he screamed.

“Joseph Michael Anderson!” I  yelled at him.

“Fuck this bullshit!” he screamed and ran out of the house.

“Joe!” Devon yelled, chasing after him as I looked at Mikaela.

“The best thing for us is to move to Arizona.

If we stay here, we won’t see daddy, and I may have been young the last time this happened, but I remember I didn’t like it,” she said.

“Are you upset?” I inquired.

“It’ll be nice to be close to grandma’s Gwen and Kat and grandpa.

I’ll make new friends,” she said.

I felt horrible for Micky, but I couldn’t help but be impressed by how mature she was handling the situation.

Devon returned, and I asked where Joe was.

“He went to Amy’s,” Devin answered.

I was about Joe’s age when I fell in love with Maria and had my heart broken. It must have felt like the end of his world to leave her behind. It made no sense for us to remain in Texas until Joe graduated from high school, but he didn’t agree.

“We were once his age, and he has every right to feel the way he does,” I said.

“He called me a selfish asshole who was ruining his life, and then he told me that he hates me,” Devon said as he sipped a cocktail.

“Joe will eventually get over this,” I said.

“I hope so, but it worries me that he won’t,” Devon responded in sadness.

We listed the house for sale, stored our furniture, and moved into Devon’s parent's house. It was odd to look out the window and see the house I used to live in next door. My aunt and uncle still lived there, and my mom lived about ten minutes away.

It felt as if Devon and I were supposed to be back in Saguaro at that time in our lives when I began house shopping and discovered the house Devon and I once called home was on the market.

We agreed we didn’t want to take a chance on not getting the house, so we made an offer well above the asking price. The owners were the same couple we sold the house to, and they happily accepted our offer.

Devon and I had always planned to move back to Sugauro when he retired, and I was happy we could move back sooner than anticipated. When Devon retired from baseball, we would spend the rest of our lives back home.

I loved being close to my mom and Devon’s parents, and I reconnected with friends from high school who remained after high school and returned after college. Best of all, Vicky was back in Segauro after her divorce from Neil and living on the other side of town with her daughter, Veronica, who was a year younger than Mikaela.

As was the case with me, Vicky married Neil after becoming pregnant with Veronica but, unlike me, didn’t have any more children. Mikaela and Veronica hadn’t seen much of each other but got along well. Micky quickly adjusted to life in Sugauro, but that wasn’t the case with Joseph.

He was angry and didn’t want to be bothered. It was like reliving history, seeing Joe come home from school and lock himself in his bedroom as Devon once did. As Devon used to do, when not locked in his room, Joe hit baseballs off a pitching machine, the only difference being that it wasn’t in the garage but in Devon’s batting cage.

“Joe, honey, can we talk?” I asked as I entered his bedroom.

“About what, mom?” he responded.

“I know this is difficult for you, but being angry at your father won’t change anything.

I know how much you miss your friends and especially you miss Amy but being antisocial will only make things worse,” I explained.

“What’s the point in making new friends, mom?

Dad may get traded again, and then what?” he questioned.

“Oh, sweetheart.

In the unlikely event that happens, I promise we won’t ever move again,” I said.

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” he quickly responded.

“Joseph, I promise.

Your father promised me he would retire before playing for another team.

This home will be our home from here on out.

When you leave for college, this will be the home you come back to for holidays and breaks,” I explained.

“Promise on, grandpa,” he responded.

“Joseph!” I yelled.

“Promise on, grandpa Michael, and I will believe you,” he quickly replied.

“I promise on grandpa Michael, Joe,” I said.

After that conversation, Joe began to adjust, and I couldn’t be happier until he came home from school with a bloody lip and a ripped shirt.

“Joe, what happened?!” I exclaimed.

“It’s nothing, mom.

I was playing basketball, and things got heated.

Some guys said things about you, and I lost my temper,” he confessed.

“About me?

What could anyone possibly say about me?” I responded.

“Mom, I don’t want to talk about it.

It’s stupid, and I promise I won’t get into any more fights,” he said.

“Tell me, Joe,” I said.

“I don’t want to repeat what was said!” he snapped at me and went up the stairs and into his room.

I decided not to press him about the fight, but I was called to the school two days later after Joe got into another fight during lunch.

“If not for the generous donations you and your husband have made, I would expel him, but instead, I will give him two months of detention.

If this happens again, Mrs. Anderson, I will expel him,” the principal told me.

I exited the principal's office and looked at Joe in anger. We exited the school and got into my car. I asked him repeatedly why he had gotten into another fight, but he wouldn’t answer me. Joe not answering me made me angrier and angrier.

“Joseph, whether you like it or not, you will tell me what happened!

If you were any other kid, the principal would have expelled you, and if that kid's parents wanted to press charges, you would have walked out of school in handcuffs!” I screamed.

Joe ignored me and exited the car making me angrier than I already had been. I angrily stomped behind him and yelled at him to sit down.

“If you think you will see your father play in the playoffs, you won’t be unless you tell me what happened!

You won’t be doing anything until you tell me what happened!

I will bash your game system and padlock your father’s batting cage!” I screamed.

I knew being irate wasn’t helping matters, so I calmed down and sat beside Joe. I placed my hand on his and said, “Joseph, you are an amazing kid, and this isn't like you.

You don’t get into fights and never have, but we move here, and now you are.

Please talk to me and tell me what happened,” I said warmly and calmly.

“The other day was playing basketball after school and kept scoring on the guy guarding me.

He was trying to get under my skin, and he did when he started making sexual comments about you.

I warned him to stop by he wouldn’t stop.

He kept talking, and I lost my temper,” he explained.

“What did he say?” I asked.

Joe sighed and looked at me.

“He said you were a milf and that he was going to wreck you the way I was wrecking him on the court and other things I don’t want to repeat,” he responded.

“What about today?

The kid you attacked wasn’t the same person,” I said.

“He’s friends with the kid I fought with during the basketball game.

I was minding my own business and having lunch with a few guys and girls I’ve become friends with when the guy came over and started saying things,” he responded.

“What did he say?” I asked.

Joe again sighed and said, “The guy asked me how dad got with you since you’re a lesbian.

He told me you had a girlfriend in high school before you started dating dad and called you a closet lesbian.

I told him to shut up, but he kept talking and saying things, and I snapped,” he answered.

“I appreciate and love that you were defending me, but you can’t let words make you violent,” I explained.

“I can’t promise I won’t lose it again,” he said honestly.

At that moment, I knew I needed to tell Joe the truth. Not telling my son the truth was tantamount to lying, and I couldn’t lie.

“You can’t let the truth bother you, Joe,” I said as he looked at me in shock.

“When I was in high school, I had a girlfriend the in my junior year.

Her name was Maria, and she was the only person I’ve ever loved that way other than your father,” I said.

“What?” he asked in surprise.

“It’s true, Joe, but it was long ago and can’t be something you lose your temper about,” I responded.

"You’re gay?” he asked with wide-open eyes.

“If I were gay, you and your sister wouldn’t exist,” I said.

He was uncomfortable, and neither of us wanted to go further into the conversation.

“Should I expect any other surprises?” he asked.

“Nope,” I replied.

“May I please go?” he asked.

“You may,” I replied.

“Do you think he’s judging me?” I asked Devon.

Devon laughed as I stared at him and told him there was nothing funny about the situation.

“Mella, I’m sure he’s doing his best not to think about it,” Devon said.

“Maybe I can take some of the hate of you then,” I said with a smile.

“It’s still early, but he seems to be coming around.

He told me to make sure I had tickets for him and a couple of friends for the playoffs,” Devon responded.

Devon had hoped he was the missing piece for Arionza’s chances at winning it all, and he was. Watching Devon carry the offense on his back was something I will never forget, and I also will never forget watching him cry with tears of joy as he celebrated in the locker room with his teammates.

He explained how he felt, but I can’t fully understand what it meant to have our children experience that moment with him.  I cried when I watched Devon with his arm draped over Joe’s shoulder while being interviewed as teammates walked by and poured champagne over their heads.

After the parade in downtown Phoenix, Devon took me away for a one-week getaway to Aruba. He wanted to decompress, and Aruba was the perfect destination. We gambled, drank, danced, and swam in the ocean and pool.

It was getting late as Devon, and I sat by the hotel pool enjoying cocktails. A couple sat beside us and began having a friendly conversation. Milo and Piper were in their early thirties, from London, and on vacation in Aruba.

Piper was flirtatious with me, and I didn’t mind at all because she was extremely attractive. Milo and Devon hit it off. Milo had retired from professional soccer, and their conversation flowed with Devon, still a professional athlete. Milo left to buy a round of drinks as Piper decided to take a quick dip in the pool to cool off.

“What do you think?” Devon asked with slurred speech.

“What do I think about what?” I asked in confusion.

“Tell me you didn’t notice the heart anklet on Piper’s left ankle,” he said.

“I didn’t, and even if I had, I don’t know what that means,” I responded.

“They’re in the lifestyle,” Devon said with a sly smile.

“I don’t find him attractive,” I admitted.

“What about her?” he asked.

“You don’t know me by now,” I replied with laughter.

“It would be a great way to end the trip,” he said after sipping his drink.

“How do we know they’re disease free?” I asked.

“We don’t, but they’re married and probably safe.

We’ll investigate,” Devon said.

Milo returned with drinks, and I excused myself to join Piper in the pool.

I dove into the pool and swam to her. She smiled at me, and I said, “I love your anklet.”

“Why don’t you have one?” she inquired.

“Had I known what it meant, I may have one on, but I didn't know until my husband informed me,” I answered.

“I see,” she said with a sexy smile.

“It’s unfortunate, but I had a lass who decided to move on.

It’s been a while, too long,” she said.

“I had a lass of my own, but it ended as well,” I responded.

“Perhaps you’d like to join me in my room,” Piper stated.

“Perhaps, but I need company,” I responded.

“Your husband is a nice bloke, but I have Milo to meet those needs,” she said.

I understood she was inferring that our husbands were only to watch, and intercourse was off limits between me and Milo and her and Devon.

“Devon is well-behaved,” I said with a seductive tone.

“As is Milo, love.

Shall we?” she responded.

“We shall,” I replied.

We exited the pool, and she approached Milo as I approached Devon.

“She’s off limits,” I said.

“Fine by me,” he responded.

I had no idea what I was getting myself into with Piper. I had been with Maria, Sahara, Rachel, Stephanie, and Hallie, but Piper was a freak, unlike any of them. She kept pouring champagne on my vagina and then would drink it from my pussy.

Piper ate my ass and fucked my pussy with the kneck of the champagne bottle. She tied my hands behind my back and fucked me from behind with a strap-on as she pulled my head back by my hair. She choked me, bit me, and made me cum repeatedly.

I did nothing to her because she didn’t want to. After dominating me, she said they had an early flight and needed to get some shut-eye. Devon and I went to our room, and he was so mind-fucked over what he saw he didn't want to have sex. I had bite marks that broke my skin and bruises on my body.

“That wasn’t what I expected,” I said.

“Me neither,” he responded.

Being back home in Saguaro made Devon, and I reevaluate the lifestyle. We were back home, and Devon was as visible as he’d ever been after becoming a champion.

Our families were minutes away from our home, we had friends in town, and we decided it was best not to play as we had in Texas. Devon and I didn't stop entirely. We played with Evan and Stephanie periodically, but no one else. We settled into life in Saguaro, seeing Joe off to college in Florida and Mikaela two years later in Texas.

Devon’s playing career was winding down, and I looked forward to a life with him free from baseball. Devon was entering the final year of his contract, but unlike in previous years wasn’t looking forward to playing.

The previous year, he had a decent season, but his best days were behind him. He was no longer in the starting lineup and kept getting small injuries that frustrated him because he couldn’t play when the team needed him to play. James visited with his girlfriend, Abby, and we left them to catch up and talk.

James had retired three years prior after missing two seasons due to major surgery. James decided to retire when he took the mound again because James knew he couldn’t perform as he once did.

I looked out the window to see James and Devon in what appeared to be a serious conversation. I realized how serious it was when Devon began crying, and James held Devon in his arms.

James and Abby went to bed, and I was waiting for Devon to come to bed but fell asleep. When I woke, Devon wasn’t next to me.

I exited the bedroom and found Devon hitting baseballs in his batting cage.

“I’m not going to camp, Mella.

I’m retiring,” he said.

“You have one more year on your contract,” I responded.

“I had the worst season of my career last year, and I don’t want to go out as an embarrassment.

I’m forty, and I can’t get it done anymore,” he said.

“You need to be sure about this before you make a final decision,” I responded.

“I already have made a final decision, Mella.

I called Trey and told him to announce my retirement,” he said.

I looked at him as he slammed his bat to the ground and broke into tears. I could do nothing more than hold him in my arms and be there for him at that moment. He loved, lived, and breathed baseball, and that part of his life was over.

He retired as one of the best players of his generation, and I was as proud of his career as he was. He held it together at his retirement press conference, and I cried when he said, “I would not have had the career I did if not for my wife, Carmella.

She raised our children and was my rock.

She refused to allow me to fall when I doubted myself and felt like I would fall.

I love you, Mella,” he said.

It was finally over, and I had Devon, my husband and best friend, free of baseball, or so I thought. I never imagined Devon doing a broadcast booth guest appearance during the playoffs the following season would lead us to where it did.

Devon sat in the broadcast booth for one inning and spoke about the game. I could tell from his voice what being in that booth meant to him. The producer was so happy about Devon’s insight the producer asked Devon to come back for another inning the following day, which he did.

Perhaps I should have known what was to come. Devon wasn’t himself after retiring. It was like a part of him was missing, and there was nothing I could do or say to replace that part of him but two innings in a broadcast booth was all it took.

“Babe, Trey called me,” he said.

“You talk to him every day,” I responded.

“I have a job offer,” he said with a huge smile.

“You’re retired and don’t need a job,” I replied.

“I’m retired from playing, not life.

I’m only forty-one,” he said.

“I know how old you are because we’re the same age,” I responded sarcastically.

“The league wants me, Mella.

They want to pay me millions on a multi-year deal to anchor the network,” he said gleamingly.

“No!” I shouted.

“No?

Was I having a conversation with myself?” he asked.

“The network is in New Jersey, and we live in Arizona,” I said calmly.

“I know where we live, but it’s a ton of money,” he stated.

“We have tons of money already.

You’ve earned generational money,” I replied.

“Why can’t you support me?” he asked.

His words infuriated me, and I snapped.

“Support you!

Support you?!

That’s the only thing I’ve ever fucking done with my life!

I raised our children almost alone because even when you were home, you weren’t!

In your retirement press conference, you said what I just told you, so how fucking dare you?!” I screamed.

“Okay, I’m sorry that I used a poor choice of words but come on, Mella,” he said.

“I promised our son that this house would always be our home.

I made that promise because you told me we would not go elsewhere when you retired!” I seethed.

“That’s not what I said, Mella.

I said I would retire if I were to get traded or released.

I kept my promise, so don’t be words into my mouth,” he said.

“What’s the plan, superstar?

You want to sell the house and move us to New Jersey so you can sit inside a studio and talk about others playing baseball?” I replied.

“That’s what I was thinking,” he responded.

“No, Devon!

The answer is no!” I shouted.

“Have you ever loved anything as much as I love baseball?” he questioned.

“Yes, you!

You fucking selfish asshole!” I exclaimed, no longer able to hold back my tears.

“Here we go with the waterworks,” he said with annoyance.

“I’ve spent twenty fucking years loving and supporting you!

I’ve never asked you to choose between me and the game!” I shrieked.

“So, don’t know,” he replied.

“You have options, Devon!

We don’t need the money, and you don’t need to be a broadcaster in New Jersey!

Start a fucking podcast if you want to talk baseball!

Start a podcast with James for all I care but do it here in Arizona!” I shouted.

“I need this, Mella!” he shouted.

“I need you, Devon!

It’s been long enough!

I’ve shared you with the game long enough…over half my life, and I won’t continue to do so!”

“What are you saying?” he questioned.

“If you want to take the job, then take the fucking job, but I will remain here in our home in Arizona.

Don’t expect me to take flights or live with you part-time.

Your wife and your home are here,” I said.

“Fine!” he shouted.

“Fuck you, Devon, and don’t expect to sleep with me tonight!” I barked.

“I don’t want to sleep with you, so sleep well, babe!” he responded.

Devon signed a three-year guaranteed contract to be an in-studio analyst for the network.

“Trey negotiated an amazing schedule.

My schedule will stagger from week to week, but I’ll be home for at minimum three days per week,” he said.

“That’s great because the only way I will ever fly to New Jersey is when the fire in hell freezes over,” I responded.

I didn’t believe he had taken the job until the day he left. Somewhere in my mind, I didn't think what was happening could be real, but it was real. I was alone in the house I thought I would spend the rest of my life in with Devon, but he was sitting in an airplane headed to New Jersey.

I cried until I had no more tears to cry. I was alone and didn’t want to be. I wanted to be with Devon, but he made his choice. The only thing I loved more than him was our kids. Devon loved baseball more than me, and it was a bitter pill to swallow.

“Had you not let him knock you up, you would have been with Sahara,” Vicky said.

“I would not have been with Sahara.

We’re great friends, but a relationship would have never worked, especially with me in Arizona and her in Connecticut.

She and I talked about it the day she left for college,” I responded.

“You are still the same clueless girl you’ve always been.

She would murder me if she knew I told you what I’m going to tell you, so don’t ever let her know I told you,” she said.

“Deal,” I responded.

“Sahara was so in love with you it was absurd.

Until the day she left for school, she hoped that you felt the same way about her,” Vicky told me.

“Shit the fuck up,” I said.

“It’s the truth, Mel,” she said.

“It wouldn’t have lasted, and I’m glad we never went down that path because had we gone down that path, Sahara and I wouldn’t be friends, and neither would we,” I responded.

Vicky laughed, nodded, and smiled.

“It’s insane how things work out.

If anyone had told me I would get knocked up and marry Neil, and you would do the same thing with Devon, I would not have believed it, but here we are.

At least your asshole is worth millions upon millions,” she laughed.

“I wish Sahara were here with us,” I said.

“Who would have thought she would end up living in Australia and marry a woman named Willow?” she said with laughter.

“Willow is awesome,” I said.

“I know she is, but I hate that my best friend forever literally lives on the other side of the world,” Vicky said.

“Now that I’m single, I can go down under to visit her with you,” I said.

“You’re not single.

I’m single, and you’re married,” she said.

“I know I am,” I cried with tears.

He told me he would be at home for at least three days per week and was at the beginning. It was more like two days per week due to the flight length back and forth between New Jersey and Arizona.

Devon then started calling to tell me he needed to fill in for people and couldn’t make it home. I wouldn’t see him for weeks at a time, and it was worse than when he had played baseball.

I felt I knew why he wasn’t coming home as much as he had promised, but I didn't want to believe it until Devon corroborated my feelings.

“Mella, it would make the most sense if you moved out here with me,” he said over the phone.

“I said before you took the job that I would not leave our home, and I won’t,” I responded.

“Why can’t you be rational about this?” he asked.

“I’m not the irrational person in this,” I responded.

“Mella, I don’t want to argue,” he replied.

“Neither do I,” I said and hung up on him.

I was lonely, sad, depressed, and tired of crying. When I spoke to Emma, her words of wisdom were what I needed.

“You’ve always said you wanted a career, but you couldn’t have a career because of your kids and Devon.

Micky and Joe are away at college, and Devon is working on the other side of the country.

Why not start a career now?” Emma said.

“Doing what?

I’m forty-one and never had a job in my life.

Who in their right mind would hire me?” I responded.

“You’re rich, so why would you work for anyone?

Start your own company,” she told me.

After our conversation, I thought long and hard for days about what I could do for a career. I was frustrated and had no idea what company, if any, to open. Seemingly out of nowhere, I knew what I could and wanted to do. It was like a light flashed inside my head.

I called Devon and said, “Dev, I want to start a business, and before I do anything, I need to clear it with you because it’s going to take our money, and we don’t make major financial decisions without talking about finances.”

“I appreciate that you want to discuss this with me, but money isn’t an issue.

As long as your business doesn’t cost over two hundred million, I’m good,” he said with laughter.

“If this shit keeps up, you’re going to wind up with half,” I responded.

“Mella, don’t go there,” he said.

“If you don’t think that is where we’re heading, I don’t know what else to say.

“We’re going to get passed this,” he said.

“I don’t know if we will, Dev,” I answered honestly.

When I told Vicky what I would do, she became my first employee. Vicky was struggling financially and never asked for a red cent, and she refused whenever I offered to help her financially, so she accepted when I offered her a position at over twice what she earned.

I knew I could trust her, and she knew I wanted her to become my right hand. She knew I didn’t need to pay her what I was paying her, but I needed her help, and she needed financial assistance badly.

Wanting to bring Vicky on board was more than us being friends for so long. She had a marketing degree and had worked for one of the best marketing companies in the country, besides being one of the most intelligent people I have ever met.

“We are not using co-working space to open a multi-million dollar company,” Vicky told me.

“I’m trying to keep costs down,” I explained.

“You’re filthy fucking rich!” she exclaimed.

“It’s not my money,” I responded.

“Your marital status says otherwise,” she said.

“I never hit a home run or stole a base.

That was all, Devon,” I explained.

“We can keep it reasonable, but to make money, you need to spend money,” Vicky told me.

I knew Vicky was right. As such, I leased luxury office space in downtown Phoenix. I had the office, the name, and the wheels were in motion, but I needed employees to make it an actual business. Vicky and I spent hours creating online posts on numerous job sites.

Neither of us expected to have as many applicants as we did, but I could see the light at the end of the tunnel.

“You cannot make hiring decisions based on how hot a girl is,” Vicky said after I hired a receptionist.

“I didn’t hire her because she’s hot.

She’s capable of answering the phones and making photocopies,” I responded.

Vicky crossed her arms and stared at me.

“Okay, I hired her because she’s hot,” I admitted.

“I know, and please don’t do that,” she replied.

I was so close to launching I could taste it, but I was at a roadblock when finding the company's face. A recognizable face would cost more than I wanted to pay, and I couldn’t find anyone I felt was the right fit.

“One person, Vicky!

We need one person, and it’s as if she’s not in existence or not in Phoenix!” I vented.

“Not in Phoenix,” she responded.

“My head is pounding, and I can’t think.

I’m going home, and we’ll figure this out tomorrow,” I said.

“I’ll hold this place down, but you don’t pay me enough for this shit,” she responded.

I laughed and said, “I hate you.”

“Go home, you cranky bitch,” Vicky responded.

I went home and called Micky and Joe to check-in. I made something to eat and took a much need bubble bath to relax. I finished my bath and drank a glass of wine as I walked through my empty home.

I finished my glass of wine and went into my bedroom. I stared at my bed and became upset that Devon wasn’t in bed. I wanted him to be there and cuddle against him, but he was on the other side of the country and didn’t need to be there.

I didn’t want to sleep in the bed I shared with Devon, so I went to bed in one of the guest rooms. I didn’t want to cry, but I cried until I fell asleep. I awoke to my cell phone ringing and answered the call without looking at my screen.

“Where the fuck are you?” Vick asked.

“Home,” I responded.

“I appreciate that you’re paying me as much as you are, but I’m not getting paid enough to run your company.

It’s near eleven, so get your ass to the office,” she said and ended the call.

I looked at the time on my cell phone and lept out of bed. I dressed as fast as possible and drove to my office. I was confused when I entered my office to find the waiting room empty.

“Kara, why are no applicants waiting to be interviewed?” I asked.

“There were applicants here, but Vicky sent them home,” she answered.

“Thank you, Kara,” I said.

“You’re welcome, Ms. Mancuso,” she responded.

I entered Vicky’s office and stared at her as she spoke over the phone.

“Slave driver aunt Mel has arrived, so I need to go.

Love you, Veronica,” she said.

“How is she doing at college?” I asked.

“Her future may be your past,” she said with a look of disgust and then smiled.

“Kara told me you sent the applicants home,” I said.

“I did because I’m the shit.

I found her,” she replied.

“You found her?” I asked.

“Technically, she found us, but since I hired her, I’m taking the credit,” she said as she sat back in her chair and placed her arms around her neck.

“Where is she?” I questioned.

“She’s getting photographed and recorded.

She’s a thirst trap,” she answered.

“When do I meet her?” I inquired.

“Monday morning,” Vicky answered,

“We’re going to launch!

We are fucking launching!” I shouted in happiness.

“Like a fucking rocket ship,” she responded.

“What’s her name?” I asked.

“Sierra,” Vicky responded and handed me a folder.

I sat across from Vicky’s desk and opened the folder.

“Oh my God,” I said while looking at her modeling portfolio.

Sierra was stunning. Her skin was golden, and she had long, straight black hair that extended just past her shoulders and black eyes. I felt I could get lost in her eyes if I stared into them too long. She was about my height, five foot five, but had tits three times my size with amazing hips.

“Total thirst trap,” Vicky said.

“She’s perfect but was she expensive?” I questioned.

“A little, but in addition to being the face of the company, she’s also a talented web designer, so she’ll also be working with me in marketing,” she responded.

I was the first to arrive at the office on Monday morning and went straight to work. I heard a knock on my door.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Me,” Vicky answered.

“Since when do you knock,” I said with laughter as I watched the door open.

“Mel, this is Sierra Cantos,” Vicky said.

Sierra was as stunning in person as in her photographs. She looked as if she were in her mid-twenties instead of her mid-thirties.

“It’s so great you, Ms. Mancuso,” Sierra said.

“Please, call me Mel,” I said.

I rose from my chair, walked to Sierra, and shook her hand.

“Welcome aboard,” I said after clearing my throat.

“Thank you so much, Mel, and again, it’s great to meet you.

I’m going to get to work,” Sierra responded.

As Sierra exited my office, I stared at her ass and swaying hips.

“You are the worst, Mel.

You cannot sexually harass her,” she said with laughter.

“I didn’t sexually harass her,” I responded.

“Please, call me Mel,” Vicky said, mimicking my tone and expression.

“When you shook her hand, you were staring at her melons, and don’t think I don’t know what you were thinking when she swayed her ass out your door,” Vicky said.

“Whatever, Vicky,” I said with a chuckle.

We launched a week later with an online marketing campaign featuring Sierra on various social media platforms. I expected things to go well but not as well as they did. The phones were constantly ringing, and the website crashed a couple of times.

“I knew this shit would happen,” Vicky said as she spun around in her wheeled desk seat.

“I thought I had a good idea, but I didn’t expect this,” I admitted.

“You stress out easily, but thankfully for you, I’m here and have it all under control,” she said with a wink.

We’re booked solid for three months and counting,” Vicky said.

“Three months,” I said in amazement.

Looking at the spreadsheets, calendar, and bank accounts while sitting in my office, I was amazed at the company's immediate success. If it weren’t for Vicky, the company wouldn’t be where it was. I left my office to find Vicky still sitting in her office.

“Go home,” I said.

“I don’t have anyone to go home to, so I’m good,” she said.

“I don’t either, but it’s time to leave the office, partner,” I responded.

“Throughout all the years of our friendship, that is one name you’ve never called me,” she said.

“That’s true, but we’ve never been business partners before,” I replied.

“We’re not business partners, Mel,” she stated.

“Yeah, we are as soon as you sign the papers in your inbox,” I responded.

“You’re not joking,” she said.

“We’ve been friends long enough for you to know that,” I replied.

“Mel, I don’t need your pity!

This business was your idea!” she shouted.

“It was my idea but wouldn’t have become a reality if not for you.

I couldn’t have done this without you.

You’ve been my partner from the start.

All I want to do is make it official,” I replied.

“I love you, Mel,” she said.

I responded, “I love you too.”

“If Sahara were here, we would have a three-way,” she said.

“Are you ever going to let that go?” I asked.

“Never,” she laughed and then began to tear up.

“Sign the papers,” I said.

She smiled and said, “Now that I’m on my way to being a rich bitch would it be wrong for me to be a sugar mommy?” she asked jokingly.

“Not all,” I responded through laughter.

The following weeks were pure insanity. Our calendar was booked solid for five months. I had watched and sat in on Devon’s interviews, but I was nervous about being interviewed for the first time, especially since it was a live interview.

“This is Patrick Harrison sitting with the founder and president of “Party With Your Favorite Athlete, Inc., Ms. Carmella Mancuso.

Ms. Manuso, it’s nice to meet you,” Patrick said.

“It’s nice to meet you as well, and thank you for having me,” I responded.

“How did you come up with the idea?” he asked.

“It was a result of something I did for my husband before he was my husband.

As a high school graduation present, I got his favorite baseball player, Mike Trout, to record a short personalized message.

It meant the world to my husband.

Retiring from baseball left a void in him, as it does with many professional athletes when they retire.

Besides the camaraderie in the locker room, many athletes miss their fans just as much,” I explained.

“Your husband being Devon Anderson,” he responded.

“Of course,” I replied.

“Why did you choose to operate the company using your maiden name?” he questioned.

“It was important to me to create this company based on my passion and efforts and not the popularity of my husband,” I explained.

“Walk me through the business model,” he said with a smile.

“We have a roster of retired professional athletes from the four major sports leagues who have chosen to participate.

I’ll use James White as an example, and two fictitious people named John and Mary.

Mary knows John is a huge fan of James White, and John’s fortieth birthday is coming up

Mary can call and speak with one of our scheduling consultants or visit our website to request a call from one of our scheduling agents.

Mary calls a scheduling consultant and requests Jame White attend John’s birthday party.

Based on the calendar James White provided us, one of three things will happen 

We may book the appearance, James may not be available, or we may need to reach out to James to find out whether he is available and willing to make the appearance,” I explained.

“What do you say to your critics who feel your fees are exorbitant?” he asked.

“Our prices align with attending a game and paying for a luxury suite.

We realize and understand that many people would love to watch a game from a luxury suite but can’t afford to pay for the suite.

We recently came into a situation where two parties sought to book a certain athlete, but neither could afford the fee.

We were able to put the parties in contact who agreed to merge their events and split the cost,” I explained.

“What about those who feel this is nothing more than a way for retired athletes to line their pockets after earning millions?” he questioned.

“All of our athletes have nonprofit organizations for various causes, and it’s a requirement for them to join our roster.

As a company, we take a small percentage of the appearance fee.

The rest goes directly to the athlete's nonprofit organization.

The athletes on our roster provide a lifetime of memories in exchange for a generous donation to their charitable organization,” I answered.

“Last question before I go.

Why is your husband, Devon Anderson, not on your company's roster?” he inquired.

“As a baseball analyst for the league network, he doesn’t have the time.

However, for all you Devon Anderson fanatics, he may make himself available during the off-season, but I can’t promise he will,” I responded.

“It’s been a pleasure, and thank you for sitting with me for this interview,” Patrick said.

“You’re welcome, but the pleasure has been all mine,” I said.

Patrick and his crew left, and I sat in my office alone, wondering if I had done okay or just sunk my company.

I exited my office to the entire staff providing me with a standing ovation, claps, and whistles. I was confused as it was a Saturday, and the company operated Monday through Friday.

“You were amazing!” Vicky shouted.

“Why is everyone here?” I asked in amazement.

“It was Sierra’s idea to have the staff give our fearless leader a show of support,” Vicky responded.

“Getting the staff together in a show of support was my idea but not the party,” Sierra said.

“What party?” I asked as I scanned the office, and my cell phone rang.

As soon as I asked the question and answered my phone, the office turned into a nightclub.

“Let’s get fucked up!” Vicky yelled as the staff shouted in joy.

I walked into my office and closed the door.

“Mella, you were amzing,” Devvon said.

“Thanks, Dev,” I responded.

“I just wanted to call you and say congratulations and that I’m proud of you before I go into the studio,” he said.

“I miss you and can’t wait to see you in a couple of days,” I said.

His silence told me what I didn't want.

“You’re not coming home,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” he responded.

“Thanks for the call,” I replied and ended the call.

I was choking back tears as Vicky looked at me.

“He’s not coming home,” she said as I nodded.

“I’m getting wasted,” I responded.

“That won’t be hard, considering you’re a lightweight,” she replied.

I awoke at home on my couch, not knowing how I got home or most of the night. There was a wastebasket sitting next to the couch that someone placed there for me to vomit, but it was empty.

My head was pounding, my vision was blurry, my mouth was dry, and my throat felt like it was on fire.

“Good morning, sunshine!” Vicky exclaimed as she entered the living room from the kitchen.

“Not so loud,” I said.

“You were close to a white girl wasted before I got you out of there,” she replied.

“Please tell me I didn’t make an ass of myself in front of our entire staff,” I stated.

“Everyone had a blast, but I think it’s safe to say you made a new friend.

You have a thing for Latinas,” she responded.

“What?” I asked as I held my hand.

“You and Sierra were all over each other, and had I not gotten you out of there when I did, the two of you would have fucked, and I would be dealing with a human resources nightmare,” she told me.

“Vicky, please tell me what happened, and don’t fuck with me about it,” I said as I held my aching head again.

“You are killing my fun, but okay.

It wasn’t bad, but it could have been if I didn’t go into your office to look for you.

The two of you were touchy-feely for most of the night and extremely complimentary of each other’s physical attributes.

It’s not like you two were groping each other, but it came close a few times.

Anyway, the two of you disappeared, and I got worried, so I went to your office looking for you.

Thankfully I got there in time and dragged you out before you started sucking each other’s faces,” she told me.

“Why do you think you, Sierra, and I were about to kiss?” I asked.

“Your hands were on her hips and vice versa.

She pulled you into her, and then I barged in.

She was as drunk as you were, so I wouldn’t worry about it,” Vicky answered.

After Vicky told me her version of the night's events and we had something to eat, the blank spaces of my memory filled in.

I remembered flirting with her and Sierra flirting back. I remembered dancing with her closely and wanting to kiss her badly. We went into my office, and we talked for hours. She was easy to talk to you, and she must have felt the same way about me.

We had been sitting at my desk together when a song came on we both liked. She told me we needed to lighten the mood and asked me to dance with her.

We danced slowly, and I felt as if I had become lost in her eyes. We admitted that we were attracted to one another, but I told her it didn’t matter because I was married.

She leaned into me to kiss, and I was about to do the same when Vicky barged in.

I decided the best course of action was to speak with her privately as soon as I saw her on Monday morning. I was normally the first to arrive but decided to sleep in a bit and arrived about half an hour later than usual.

When I arrived, I asked my receptionist, Kara, if Sierra had arrived, and she told me Sierra had.

I entered the staff kitchen to make a cup of coffee when Vicky walked in to tell me Sierra was waiting for me in my office. Of course, she needed to bust my chops by telling me that there was no sex allowed in our office until after hours.

I walked into my office with a cup of coffee and smiled at Sierra as I sat in my seat.

“Mel, I understand your company has made a commitment to me, and I have made a commitment to your company that I will honor.

I feel it’s best that I no longer be a part of the staff here, so I’m giving you two weeks' notice to provide you with ample time to find a replacement,” she said.

I sipped my coffee and smiled.

“Sierra, you’re not resigning.

You and I were drunk and told one another many personal things, but I don’t regret what I told you, and I hope you don’t regret telling me what you did.

We have a mutual sexual attraction to one another, and that’s okay, but neither of us is in a good emotional state.

I know I’m your employer, and it hasn’t been long, but I believe you and I can be great friends.

This company is like my second family and third child, and you’re an integral part of this company.

If you were to leave, the entire dynamic of this company would change for the worse, and it wouldn’t be the same.

Everyone loves you, and it’s not difficult to understand why,” I responded.

She sighed and looked at me.

“I don’t regret what I told you, but I feel odd about it.

Every time I look at you, I’ll know that you know about my past,” she replied.

“Please don’t feel odd, Sierra.

Every time you look at me, I’ll know you know everything Vicky knows about me,” I responded.

Sierra smiled and then laughed.

“I will respect your decision, but please don’t leave.

Think about Oscar,” I said.

“I love Oscar,” she said with a pouting look that made me want to leap over my desk and attack her.

“He would be a wreck and unable to book a thing,” I responded.

“You made a valid point, so I’ll stay for Oscar,” she said.

“I respect your decision,” I responded.

I didn't want her to resign because I felt in my heart and gut that we could become great friends. Two people who hardly knew each other wouldn’t have told each other what we had if we didn’t have a special connection.

I wasn’t lying when I told her that she was an integral part of the company. Sierra was the face of the company, but she was more than that. Sierra had suffered and lived a terrible life, but she refused to allow herself to fail.

I couldn’t imagine being in her shoes for a second. I knew I wouldn’t have had the strength to go on, but she did, and I admired her. Her smile and demeanor were infectious to everyone in the company, and I knew if I let her resign, it would have a negative effect on the entire office.

“It took me nearly twelve hours to get here.

You didn’t pick me up at the airport, and you weren’t at home!” he said angrily.

“Poor baby.

Would you like a pacifier?” I asked with a smirk.

“Why am I flying home if you’re busy?!” he shouted.

“The better question is, why are you flying home when your ass should not be in New Jersey?” I responded with annoyance.

“If you’re too busy to spend time with me, I may as well take my ass back to the airport!” he said furiously.

“Take your ass back to the airport, Devon,” I responded.

“Call me whenever you’re available,” he said as he ran his fingers through his hair in frustration.

“It’s going to be a while,” I responded, flaring my nostrils.

“I don’t get you, Mel.

You’ve been bitching and moaning that I don’t come home enough, but here I am, and you don’t have time for me,” he said with his chest rising and falling.

“Excuse me for not dropping everything I’m doing because you finally decided to grace me with your presence!

I expected you to be home two weeks ago, and you canceled!

I expected you to be home last week, and you canceled!

I’m stunned that you showed up today because I thought you would cancel again!” I shouted.

“What the fuck do you want from me?!” he yelled.

“You should know the answer to that question, but you don’t because if you did, you wouldn't have asked,” I said sarcastically.

“I’m out of here,” he said and began to exit my office.

“I’m shocked, so I guess I’ll see you the next time you decide you’re going to show up but understand whatever you think you’re doing is fucking up our kids,” I responded.

“Oh, now you want to make me feel like a piece of shit by bringing Micky and Joe into this!” he yelled.

“They came home from college for the summer, not for me but for you!

Joe was angry at me and said things that cut me like a fucking knife.

He defended you as if he were your attorney.

Joe apologized while crying his eyes out before returning to school because he could see what you refuse to see.

You hardly talk to Micky anymore, and she thought you would become close again by coming home, but nope.

She tells you she has a boyfriend, and you lose your shit!

Our children were home for the entire summer, and you were home for eight days, Devon.

Eight fucking days!

You should feel like a piece of shit because that’s what you’ve become,” I said.

“You refuse to acknowledge that you should be with me in Jersey!” he said as he took a large step toward me.

“Home is Arizona, Devon!

Going home to Saguaro was always the plan, and we lived the plan until you changed the plan.

I devoted over half my life to you, and this is what I get in return?” I replied.

“Poor baby, you will need a pacifier when I say what I say and get out of here!

You honestly think you accomplished something because you have a luxury office and started a company.

This company is more mine than it is yours, Carmella.

You used my money, my friends, and my connections to have what you think you have,” he said.

“I used our money, friends, and connections to build this company!

When we married, we were supposed to become one, but you’ve made it clear that you don’t feel that way,” I screamed angrily.

Devon didn’t respond, although I thought he would. I watched him leave my office, and I broke down and cried as soon as he did.  The only thing that made me feel better was that Devon arrived at my office after hours, and no one else heard the argument.

I didn’t know what to do with myself other than to close the office and go home. I wiped my tears with my fingers, slammed my door shut, and went into the staff kitchen to find Sierra leaning against the counter.

“Please tell me you didn’t hear that,” I said.

“Only the tail end, but I wasn’t eavesdropping.

I was out with Oscar and company and realized I left my car key here,” she said.

“Are you doing anything tonight? I asked.

“Why?” she responded in question.

“I can use a friend tonight,” I responded.

“Use a friend, how?” she asked with a grin.

I laughed because Sierra said what Vicky would have said.

“I need to get intoxicated and vent but stop hanging out with Vicky so much,” I responded.

“I will get intoxicated with you and listen to you vent, but it’s a no regarding Vicky,” she replied.

“Did you find your car key?” I questioned.

“Yeah,” she responded.

“I’ll drive and bring you back here to get your car later,” I said.

Sierra and I exited the office and took the elevator down to the garage.

We stepped out of the elevator, and I opened my eyes in disbelief.

“Sahara!” I cried out as I looked at her and Vicky leaning against my car.

Sahara and I ran to each other and embraced as I cried tears of joy.

“Surprise,” she said through tears.

“Get a room, you two!” Vicky shouted in laughter.

“Where’s Willow?” I asked.

“She’s home and couldn’t make the trip with me,” Sahara said.

“How long are you staying?” I questioned.

“I’ll be in town for a while,” Sahara replied.

I told Sahara to get into my car and told Sierra to follow Vicky to my house.

“I think I’m going to head home,” Sierra said.

“You said you were getting intoxicated with me,” I responded.

“That was before your friend flew in from Australia.

The three of you go way back, and I’m sure you have a lot of catching up to do.

I’ll hang out with you some other night,” she said.

Sahara, Vicky, and I went to my house and opened a bottle of wine.

“What took you so long to come down to the garage?” Vicky asked.

“Long story short, Devon flew in from New Jersey, and we had a blowout argument yet again, so he went back,” I explained.

“Do you still love him?” Sahara asked.

“Of course, I still love him,” I responded.

“Mel, it’s been five months since Devon took the job, and the two of you can’t keep going this way.

If you want your marriage to work, you’ll need to bend a little and compromise,” Sahara.

“Not on this Sahara.

I told Devon how I felt before he took the job and told him never to expect me to take a flight to Jersey.

He didn’t need to take the job, but he took it knowing how I felt.

I even gave him other options that he didn’t want to hear.

He agreed to come home once a week, and he hasn’t.

Devon is why we’re the way we are now, and it’s because he expected me to change my mind, but I won’t.

He caused our issues and needs to fix them because I refuse to compromise.

I don’t want to talk about him anymore, so let's talk about you.

Why didn’t Willow come with you, and how long are you in town?” I said.

“Willow isn’t with me because she’s tying up a few loose ends before she leaves and flies in next week.

Willow and I are coming home,” Sahara responded.

“Coming home as in moving here permanently?!” I shouted.

“You are looking at Saguaro High School’s newest physical education teacher and coach of the girl's basketball team,” she replied with a smile.

“What?!

When did this happen?!” I exclaimed.

“I had a video conference interview months ago.

They invited me to interview in person, so I flew in a few days ago, and they offered me the job,” she explained.

“I thought Willow didn’t want to move the states,” I said.

“She’s not thrilled about it, but she appreciated that I stayed in Australia all these years to be with her.

She knows how much I miss the states, so she agreed to move here for me,” Sahara explained.

I couldn’t have been happier that Sahara was moving back with Willow, but it made me feel worse about my relationship with Devon.

Willow was moving to a new country for Sahara because that’s how much Sahara meant to Willow, but Devon couldn’t stay in Arizona to be with me. I couldn’t stop thinking about it and couldn’t hold back my tears any longer.

The next conversation I had with Devon was a few days after our argument. He told me he wouldn’t fly home any longer to do nothing but argue with me, and I was infuriated. Devon and I spent nearly an hour screaming at one another.

I had a thriving business, making my own money for the first time in my life, surrounded by friends and family, but I couldn’t have been more miserable. I had never felt so lonely, unwanted, and unloved.

Being at home alone was painful. It was me and only me in a huge home with many happy memories.  I remembered being with Devon’s mother, Kat, when Devon called me to tell me he was going to the major leagues. I remember bringing my children home from the hospital to the house.

When Devon and I moved back and purchased the home for the second time, I thought it would be the house we lived in forever. I thought Devon and I would grow old together and share many more happy memories in the house, but with each passing day and week, it didn’t feel possible.

Devon said he wouldn’t come home anymore, and he hadn’t, and we hardly spoke. When we did speak, it was for a few minutes and consisted of us asking each other how we were doing. I threw myself into work and was always the first to arrive and the last to go home. Sierra didn’t want to go home to an empty apartment and worked late alongside me.

With each passing day, my attraction to her grew stronger. We had long and deep conversations about life and love. Sierra and I had only known each other for a few months, but we spent so much time together that it felt like we had known each other much longer.

I didn't feel lonely, sad, or unwanted with Sierra. On the nights we didn’t work late together, we’d go out for dinner and the movies, and we even went to the park to shoot hoops.

Sierra and I were the only two people who remained in the office and were in my office going over sales figures.

“You seem off today.

Are you okay?” she asked.

“I think it’s over between Devon and me,” I said with sadness.

“Do you want it to be over?” she questioned.

“I honestly don’t know.

I miss him, and I don’t.

I love him, but I’m hurt and angry,” I answered.

“You deserve better than this,” she said as we locked eyes.

I knew I shouldn’t do what I wanted to do. Sierra was so beautiful, and we had such a strong connection. There wasn’t anything she didn’t know about me. Sierra knew my entire life story and didn’t judge me. I believed she had told me everything about her because I trusted her. I believed she trusted me because had she not, Sierra wouldn’t have told me anything she had told me.

As we gazed into each other’s eyes, I moved my lips towards hers as she said, “Mel, we shouldn’t.”

“I know,” I admitted and kissed her.

Our kiss was soft and sensual, and every part of my body tingled until she pulled away.

I could see the worry in her eyes, so I said, “I’m sorry.

I shouldn’t have done that.”

“I’m sorry too,” she responded and kissed me.

As we kissed, I undressed her, and she undressed me. We got onto the oversized sofa in my office. For all the sex I ever had, I never felt the way I did while having sex with her with anyone. She was slow and sensual and like she could read my thoughts.

My body felt electric with every lick of her tongue on my breasts and nipples. As she performed orally, it felt like explosions were going off inside my body. When she kissed me and I tasted myself in her mouth, it made me want her more badly than ever.

I lost control of myself and attacked her as if I were a wild animal and she was my prey. I performed differently on her than she had on me. Sierra had been soft and sensual, whereas I was rough and dominant.

I made her cum by eating her pussy and finger fucking her simultaneously, but when she orgasmed, I didn’t stop. Her entire body continued shaking as I devoured her pussy and finger fucked her fast and with intent and made her cum again within minutes. We were nude on the oversized sofa in my office and cuddled while kissing each other’s lips.

“We shouldn’t have done that,” she said.

“I know we shouldn’t have, but I wanted it to happen as bad as I’ve wanted anything before,” I admitted.

“I wanted it to happen too, but we can’t ever do this again,” she said.

“Yeah, I know, and I agree,” I responded.

We dressed and left the office together. I walked Sierra to her car and smiled at her.

“That was amazing,” I told her.

“Yeah, it was,” she replied and said, “One last kiss?”

While I kissed her goodnight, I knew I didn't want that kiss to be our last kiss.

I was worried things between Sierra and me would become awkward, but it wasn’t, although things did change. She stayed for a little while with me after work, but instead of closing the office with me, she’d go home for the next week.

I hosted a dinner party at my house for the staff, along with my aunt, uncle, mother, Sahara, and Willow. The dinner party was to celebrate the company generating two million dollars in revenue.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off Sierra, and she couldn’t keep her eyes off me. She looked so beautiful, and we smiled at one another often through the night. As I walked by her, I took hold of her hand for a few seconds, and she squeezed my hand tightly and let go as Scott approached her.

It was such a great night, and I felt that way, not because my company was doing well. It felt astounding to have a house full of people I cared so much about and who I cared about as much. My mother pulled me outside toward the night's end to ask about Devon.

“We haven’t spoken in almost two weeks,” I confessed.

“You are at a crossroads in your relationship, sweetheart,” she said.

“I don't think he loves me anymore,” I admitted.

“Have you told him you feel this way,” she questioned as I shook my head.

“Mel, I shouldn’t need to tell you that communication is the most important aspect of a relationship.

Keith and I didn’t work out because he could not communicate, and it was exhausting,” she said.

“I know, mom, but communication is not our issue.

Our issue is he won’t do what I spent my life doing for him.

He didn’t need to take the job, but he did while knowing how I felt about it.

I honestly communicated my feelings and was clear on what it could mean for our relationship.

If I make him choose and he chooses me, that will only cause him to resent me, and I resent him for taking the job.

He made a promise in the form of a compromise he didn’t keep, and I don’t know if the trust I once had for him is still there,” I said.

“Sweetheart, if you’re not happy and he’s not happy, what’s the point?” she questioned.

“How can six months ruin a friendship of thirty years and a marriage of twenty years?” I asked.

“Maybe it hasn’t been only six months,” she responded.

“What are you saying?” I inquired in response.

“I’m saying that maybe this time in your relationship has brought out things that have always been there,” she replied.

After the conversation with my mind, the last thing she told me played repeatedly in my head until the end of the night. I couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe there was something I hadn’t seen or realized about my relationship with Devon that I should have.

“How drunk are you?” I asked Vicky through laughter.

“Extremely drunk,” she said as she swayed from side to side.

The only people who remained in my house were Willow, Sahara, Vicky, and Sierra.

“Willow,” I sang as she looked at me and said in her thick Australian accent, “The misses and I have her.”

“Willow, now that you’re living here, maybe you and Sahara can share Mel,” she said with laughter.

“If Sahara ever touched anyone else, no one would ever find her body,” Willow said with seriousness.

“Goodnight,” Sierra said as she hugged Vicky, Willow, and Sahara.

As Sierra approached me, I knew I didn't want her to leave.

“I know it’s Friday night, and you're off the clock, but I have a marketing idea that I want to discuss.

I wanted to discuss it with Vicky but look at her,’ I said.

“It’s not like I have anything going on, so sure,” she said.

Sahara and I were alone, standing at the doorway of my house.

“Can I get you a drink before we talk?” I asked.

“A glass of red wine would be perfect,” she said.

She followed me into the kitchen, and I grabbed a bottle of red wine from the wine refrigerator. I opened the bottle poured two glasses of wine, and handed Sierra a glass.

I clinked my wine glass against hers, and we took sips from our glasses.

“What are we cheering to?” she asked.

“The success of my company that you played a huge role in,” I answered.

She laughed and said, “Vicky could have hired anyone with a pretty face and big tits but thanks.

“Anyway, what marketing idea do you want to discuss?”

“I don’t have a marketing idea.

I lied, and I’m sorry, but I don’t want to be alone,” I confessed.

“If you told me that, I would still be standing here,” she replied.

“I can use a soak in the hot tub,” I said.

“That sounds good,” she said.

I grabbed the bottle of wine and another one and went outside with Sierra. We removed our clothes and entered the hot tub in our bras and panties.

“I admire you,” I said.

Sierra laughed and finished her glass of wine. I poured her another and said, “I’m serious.”

“What are you doing?” she asked,

“What do you mean?” I responded.

“I’m sitting in your hot tub, and you’re doing your best to ensure my glass doesn’t stay empty,” she responded.

“We’re just hanging out,” I replied.

“I’m going to go,” she said and exited the hot tub.

She grabbed her clothes and went into the house. I exited the hot tub and chased after her.

“Sierra, please don’t go,” I said.

“I need to go because if I don’t, we both know what’s going to happen, and that cannot happen again,” she responded.

“Look at me and tell me you don’t want me,” I said as I closed the distance between us.

“I can’t say that,” she replied.

I pulled her into me, kissed her, and she kissed me back. Sierra pulled away from me and stared at me.

“We can’t,” she said.

I pulled her into me again, and we kissed again.

I took hold of her hand and brought her into the guest room that was now my bedroom. We kissed passionately on the bed, with me on top of her. I kissed her neck, and as I kissed down her body, she said, “We shouldn’t do this.”

I quickly placed myself between her legs, slid her panties to the side, and began eating her pussy. I stopped going down on her and slid her panties down and off as she removed her bra. I flicked her clit, sucked on it, and then began fingering her soft, wet and juicy pussy.

“Oh, God!” Sierra exclaimed as her body shook.

She placed her hand on my head and orgasmed loudly.

I removed my finger from inside her and myself from between her legs.

Sierra looked crazed and said, “I’m going to destroy you!”

“Try your best,” I responded.

I never had a tongue so far up my ass and had my pussy eaten the way she ate my pussy that night.  She made me cum by eating my ass while playing with my pussy. When she made me cum it was like my mind went blank, and every ounce of strength left my body.

She did the same as I had done to her in my office when I made her cum. She didn’t stop performing after I orgasmed. Sierra continued eating my ass and playing with pussy resulting in me having multiple orgasms for the first time.

I had sex many times, resulting in more than one orgasm, but I had never climaxed so fast between my first and second orgasm. I climaxed for the second time in under a minute. Sierra and I pleasured each other for hours to exhaustion. Neither of us could move, and we were in bed, drenched in sweat.

“Mel, that was the best sex of my life,” she said.

“Same here,” I responded.

“We can’t keep doing this,” she said.

“I know,” I admitted.

Sierra fell asleep as we cuddled, and as I looked at her sleeping face, I smiled and couldn’t stop smiling. Sierra sleeping beside me, filled my body, mind, and soul with joy.

I wasn’t lying when I told Sierra I admired her. Not many people could have lived through what she had, and I didn’t think I would have been able to. I understood why she did what she did then, and I didn’t understand why it had been such a huge issue in her past relationships.

I awoke to hear the shower running in the bathroom and got out of bed. As I walked toward the bathroom, I heard the shower turn off. I walked into the bathroom to find Sierra wrapped in a towel.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I said as she smiled.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said with a chuckle.

“Spend the weekend with me,” I responded.

“That’s not a good idea, Mel.

If I spend the weekend with you, we’re going to wind up doing what we did last night for the entire weekend,” she explained.

I like spending time with you and want to hang out with you.

Besides, it's not like we're incapable of hanging out and not winding up in bed,” I responded.

“I need clothes, so I’m going to my apartment to pack a bag,” she replied.

“I’ll drive you,” I responded.

“If you want to, sure,” she replied.

I had never been inside Sierra’s apartment, but as soon as I entered, I realized she was as much of a neat freak as me.  Her apartment was so clean I would have been fine eating off her floor. As she packed her bag for the weekend, I looked at the photographs on her wall.

At that moment, I realized how much working at my company meant to Sierra. She had told me repeatedly that for the first time in her life, Sierra felt she had made true friends, and the pictures I looked at told me she had.

She closed her bedroom door and said, “My bag is packed,” as I looked at the photographs on her wall.

“I had no clue Scott and Oscar are gay and a couple,” I said.

“Matchmaker,” she said with a short dance that made me laugh.

“Is that her?” I asked as I looked at the photograph of Sierra as a child.

“Yeah, that’s my mother,” she said with a huge smile.

“The two of you could be twins,” I responded.

“Same as you and Mikaela,” she immediately responded.

“I want to see your bedroom,” I said as Sierra walked toward the front door of her apartment with her bag hanging off her shoulder and holding two outfits.

“Not today, so let’s go,” she said.

“I want to see your bedroom,” I replied.

“It’s a mess,” she quickly responded.

“I doubt that,” I stated.

“You can see my bedroom, but not now,” Sierra said.

“Why not now?” I asked.

Sierra looked at me and didn’t answer my question.

“Is there a reason you don’t want me to see your bedroom?” I asked.

Sierra looked nervous, nodded, and said, “Go ahead.”

I opened her bedroom door and entered. Her bedroom was as tidy as the rest of her apartment, and I didn't understand why she didn’t want me to go inside and look so nervous.

I sat on her bed and looked at a framed photograph on her nightstand, and I was stunned to see a picture of Sierra and me. The photograph was of Sierra and me out at dinner, and I remember the night well because we had dinner with Sahara and Willow.

I removed the photograph and stared at it as I held it in my hands. Sierra entered the bedroom and placed her bag and outfits on the bed.

“I can’t spend the weekend with you,” she said.

I placed the photograph back onto her nightstand and rose to my feet.

“Sierra, I…” I began to say when she cut me off.

“For the first time in my life, I thought I finally had my shit together, but I don’t.

I’m in love with a married woman who is also my employer,” she said.

She closed her tightly and opened them as I watched tears stream from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“This wasn’t just sex for me,” she said.

“Sierra, I uh, um….” I said.

I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say a word and stared at her.

“Mel, please leave,” she said.

“Sierra, this wasn’t just sex for me either!” I exclaimed.

“It doesn’t matter, Mel.

You are a married woman, and there is only one way this will end for me.

I’ve done many things in my life I’m not proud of, and I can be called a lot of things and take it, but not a homewrecker,” she cried.

“Sierra, we need to talk about this,” I said.

“There is nothing more for me to say, so please leave, please,” she begged while crying.

I slowly walked past her and exited her apartment. I was married, and sex with Sierra wasn’t just sex to me. I loved Devon, but I realized I loved Sierra too.  I didn’t understand how I could be in love with two people simultaneously, and I had never been so confused.

I was driving without thinking of a destination but found myself en route to Scottsdale, where Brie lived. I decided I would go to Brie’s house and was relieved to see her car in the driveway. I rang the doorbell, and she opened the door and smiled as soon as she saw me.

“What’s up, stranger!” she exclaimed, hugged me, and said, “Now that you’re a big shot, you don’t have time for me?" jokingly.

I smiled, laughed, and then burst into tears.

“Is Travis here?” I asked through tears.

“He’s playing golf,” she responded and pulled me inside her house.

I spilled my guts and told her everything as she listened intently.

“Mel, I’m not going to tell you what to do,” she told me.

“That’s why I’m here, Brie.

I don’t know what to do and need your advice,” I responded.

“I don’t understand why you ask me for my advice when you never take it,” she said.

“I know, but this is different.

Brie, please,” I cried.

“What’s so different, Mel?

You didn’t listen when I told you not to marry Devon.

You didn’t listen to me when I told you the worst thing you could do was have another child with him, and you have Mikaela.

You didn't listen to me when I told you to stop with that crazy shit you and Devon were doing,” she said.

“That has nothing to do with anything,” I said defensively.

“How can you not see that has to do with everything happening now?!” she shouted.

“How, Brie?!

What the fuck does that have to do with now?!” I shouted back at her.

“Why did you sleep with Sierra?” she questioned.

“I told you why, Brie,” I responded.

“That’s not the real answer, Mel,” she said.

“Brie, please.

I don’t have the energy or mental capacity to read between the line, so tell me,” I said pleadingly.

“You slept with Sierra because, in your mind, you didn’t feel you were doing anything wrong, and why would you?

Why would you think you were doing anything wrong when the man who is supposed to love you allows you to give your body to others?

Devon would have been perfectly fine to let you do whatever you wanted with Hallie without him ever becoming involved, and that’s not love, Mel.

Do you think Travis would ever want to see me fuck another guy, let alone hold my hand while a  stranger fucked me?

Travis and I married because we love each other and truly love each other.

The thought of Travis fucking another woman makes me sick to my stomach, and if he were ever to cheat on me, it would destroy me, and I know he feels the same way.

There is no other person in this world I trust more than my husband and no other person he trusts more than me.

Trust and love go hand in hand, and take one out of the equation, and a relationship doesn’t work.

Devon was your best friend.

You loved him as your best friend and only entered into a relationship with him because you feared losing your best friend.

You married him because you were pregnant and thought living with Devon as your best friend would be enough when it could have never been enough.

You’ve never trusted him because if you did, you wouldn’t have fucked his brains out every time it was time for him to leave on a road trip.

I’m sure there are happy couples out there who have the type of relationship that allows them to give their bodies to others and are fine, but I’m also sure those couples are few and far between.

If you were to tell Devon that you’ve been having sex with Sierra, he wouldn’t give a shit,” she told me.

“My mother married my father because she was pregnant,” I responded.

“Aunt Gwen married uncle Mike because she loved him.

I know she loved him so much and with everything she had.

She’s single and will probably remain that way for the rest of her life.

Communication wasn’t why she broke up with Keith, although she swears that’s why.

Your mom ended her relationship with Keith because Keith wasn’t your father,” she responded.

“I know I love Devon,” I said.

“I know you love him, but not how a wife should love her husband.

You haven’t spoken to him in weeks, Mel.

Instead of trying to fix your marriage, you have an affair with Sierra.

If you loved Devon the way you should, you wouldn’t be in love with Sierra,” she told me.

“It is possible to be in love with two people simultaneously,” I said.

“When Sierra told you she loved you, did you believe her?” Brianna asked.

“Yeah, I didn’t doubt it for a second,” I admitted.

“Now imagine her going out tonight and fucking some random hot bitch.

I’m not talking about any random hot bitch but a smokeshow.

Better yet, imagine Sierra fucking any other woman,”

I thought about the scenario Brie provided, and I felt rage as I thought about it.

I felt fury I had never felt before and proceeded to lose my mind.

“That would be the last fucking thing she’d ever do in her life!

I would rip every fiber of hair out of her fucking head and then murder her ass!

I would dig a fourteen-foot grave and bury an animal above her so no one would ever find her dead and decaying corpse! ” I shouted in anger.

“Now that is love,” Brie said with a look of satisfaction.

“It’s been a tad over three months, so how can I feel this way about Sierra?” I asked Brie.

“That’s love, Mel,” she said.

“I’m sorry I’ve never taken your advice, and we don’t see each other as much as we should.

I love you, and I promise things will return to how we used to be,” I said.

“I love you too, and I hope we can return to the way we were,” she said.

I hugged her so tight she could hardly breathe. I kissed her forehead and said, “See you soon.”

On the drive back to my house, I asked Vicky to take care of things at the office since I would be away for a few days.

“I already run our company, so not a problem, but where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m going to see Devon,” I responded.

“You said you would never,” she replied.

“Things have changed,” I said and ended our call.

I drove like a maniac to my house, and as I approached my house, I watched Sierra get out of the back seat of a car and walk toward her car parked in my driveway.

I slammed on my brakes and stopped my car next to Sierra’s car in the driveway. I quickly exited my car, and before Sierra could get into her car, I placed myself against the door.

“I love you too,” I said.

“No, you don’t,” she responded.

“I will rip every hair fiber out of your fucking head and murder your ass if you cheat on me!

I will dig a fourteen-foot grave and bury an animal above you so no one will ever find your dead and decaying corpse!” I exclaimed and then kissed her.

“I’m going away for a few days, and I promise we will sit down and talk when I return.

Please help Vicky run the company until I get back,” I said, speaking a mile per second.

“Vick already runs the company,” Sierra said.

I kissed her again and said, “I do love you, and I know I want to spend my life with you.

“Mella, you don’t know that,” she responded.

“Yeah, I do,” I said and again kissed her.

“How do you know?” she asked.

“I don’t have time to have this conversation, but when I get back, I promise we will have the discussion we need to have,” I said.

“Where are you going?” she questioned.

“I’m going to see my best friend,” I responded.

“Have a safe flight,” she replied.

“One last kiss in case my plane goes down,” I said.

Sierra kissed me, and I removed myself from her door.

“Have a safe drive home,” I said and closed her door.

I watched her back out of my driveway and watched her drive away. I booked a flight, packed a suitcase, showered, and ordered an Uber to drive me to the airport. I felt no nervousness when I boarded the plane but felt nothing but nervousness as I got into my rental car. The closer I got to Devon’s rental home, the more nervous I became.

I smiled when I saw his Mustang parked in the driveway. Looking at his car flooded my mind with happy memories of the past. That car started our journey, and I remembered him telling me that he was a loser, but at least he was a loser with an awesome car.

I exited my rental car and could hear the familiar sound of a baseball hit by a wooden bat. I followed the sound and arrived outside an indoor batting cage. I heard him pretending to be in the majors and the world series, with the games ending dependent on what he did at the plate.

I walked inside as Devon continued hitting. I wasn’t surprised that he didn’t realize I had entered. He never did because of his focus, but it was like traveling back in time.  

“You lived the moment, Dev!” I shouted.

Devon looked at me in shock and then smiled.

“Mel!” he yelled out and dropped his bat.

He was happy to see me, and I was happy to see him, and at that moment, all the anger, hurt, and animosity I felt toward him left my body. He picked me up and hugged me tightly, and being in his arms made me feel is I had always felt. I felt safe and loved.

“I can’t believe you’re here!” he yelled joyfully.

Hearing the joy in Devon’s voice made me feel horrible that the first time I came to see him in New Jersey was to do what I had gone there to do.

“Dev, we need to talk,” I said as he placed back down on my feet.

“Yeah, we do, Mel,” he said.

We left the batting cage and entered the house.

“I hope Julian and Marissa aren’t charging you too much to stay here,” I said while standing with Devon in the kitchen.

“They are not charging me anywhere near what they should even, but it's on the market, and I’m helping them out,” he responded.

“How are they?” I questioned.

“Much better than we are,” he said.

The tone of Devon’s voice told me we were on our way to arguing.

“Can we please not do this?” I asked.

“You told me you would never take a flight here, but here you are.

I’ve been here for over six months, and we haven’t spoken in weeks.

Now you show up out of nowhere,” he said.

“I didn’t come here to argue, Dev,” I responded.

“I didn’t come home last time to argue either, but that’s what we do, Mel,” he said.

“We never used to argue, but that’s all we do now.

We can’t talk on the phone for five minutes before arguing, and we immediately get into an argument whenever we see each other.

You and I have been best friends since we were kids, and I don’t know how we got here, Devon,”  I said.

“You look good,” he said.

“Thanks, and so do you,” I responded.

“Mel, why did you come here?” he questioned.

I looked at Devon and became extremely emotional. I thought about growing up with him and our happy memories. I thought about our kids and felt our friendship would be over forever as soon as I told him why I had come to see him.

“I cried and said, “I’m so sorry,” through sobs as he looked at me in confusion.

“What are you sorry about?” he asked.

“I cheated on you,” I responded.

He stared at me and said calmly, “Calm down, Mel.

I can use a drink.”

“Me too,” I replied.

Devon opened the refrigerator and removed a bottle of wine. Devon never drank wine, and I found it odd that there were so many bottles in the refrigerator. He opened the bottle, poured two glasses, and handed me a glass.

I drank the glass of wine in one large drink, and Devon refilled my glass.

“Feeling better?” he asked as I nodded.

“Who is she?” Devon questioned.

“Why do you assume I cheated on you with a woman?” I questioned.

He sipped his wine and burst into laughter.

“I’ve known you over half my life, Mel,” he said.

“I married you, and you’ve watched me have sex with other men, so why do you assume I cheated with a woman?” I responded.

You had sex with other men because I wanted you to, and you married me because you were pregnant with Joseph,” he said.

“I married you because I love you,” I immediately responded.

“I know you love me, but you never loved me the way a wife should love her husband.

I played baseball for eighteen years, and I can count how many times you met me on the road on one of my hands,” he replied.

Devon and I went into the living room and sat on the couch with our wine glasses.

“Why did you ask me to marry you if you felt I didn’t love you?” I asked.

“I thought that maybe you would love more than your best friend over time.

I believed you would love me that way after Joe was born, especially after we had Micky, but you didn’t,” he told me.

“How could you have been happy, Devon?” I questioned.

“I mostly wasn’t, Mel.

I love our kids more than life, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t count the days to a road trip.

It was the same way in the offseason.

I’d count the days until spring training,” he told me.

“When did you stop loving me?” I said with tears leaving my eyes.

“I’ve always loved you, Mel.

I felt no jealousy, none that first night with Stephanie and Evan.

I remember watching Evan fuck you and not looking at you as my wife and mother of my children but as my best friend with whom I was having a good time,” he explained.

“What about Alex?” I asked with my voice shaking.

“That was a test for me.

Evan was and still is one of my closest friends, and I thought maybe I didn’t feel jealous because of how close he and I were.

I remember holding your hand and looking into your eyes while Alex fucked you from behind the first time.

This young college stud was plowing my wife, and I felt no jealousy again.

I realized that the way I wanted you to love me would never happen.

It would never happen after two children and over a decade of marriage,” he explained.

“Devon, I loved you with all of me.

The only thing I’ve ever wanted was for you to put me first in your life.

With the kids in college and you retiring from baseball, I thought I would finally become first in your life, but a year later, you take a job I didn’t want you to take, and again I’m not first in your life,” I said.

“You might think that’s what you wanted, but it’s not true Mel,” he responded.

“It is true, Devon.

We planned that when you retired, we would return to Saguaro and live the rest of our lives together in our home,” I replied.

“Moving back to Arizona when we did was the best solution, and you know it was.

How could you expect me to put you first in my life Mel when you never put me first,” he responded.

“How can you say that?!

I lived my entire adult life loving you and supporting you!” I shouted.

“And all it took was me taking a job, and six months later, we’re here,” he immediately responded.

“You left me,” I stated.

“No, I gave you a choice.

If you loved me the way you thought, where we lived shouldn’t have mattered.

You refused to compromise, and I knew you would when I took the job.

It could have been as easy as us living here during the baseball season and then spending the offseason in Arizona, but that never crossed your mind.

I thought if I stopped going home as much, maybe you would want to come to see me, but the only time you’ve come to see me is to tell me you cheated on me,” he said.

“I told you I would never come to see you if you took the job,” I instantly replied.

“Yeah, because you love me so much. 

“Who is she, Mel?” he responded.

“Sierra,” I answered.

“The face of your company,” he said with a chuckle and sipped his wine.

“Is it just sex?” he questioned.

I looked at Devon and knew as soon as I answered his question, it meant the end of our marriage.

“No,” I cried, “It’s not just sex.”

“You loved me so much that it took six months for you to fall in love with someone else,” he said and exhaled quickly.

“Things would have been different had you stayed.

I wouldn’t have started the company, and I would have never met her,” I sobbed.

“No, Mel.

Things would have been different had you truly loved me as I loved you and if you weren’t gay,” he replied.

“I’m bisexual, Devon.

I always have been,” I responded.

“You’ve always been gay and thought you were bisexual,” he replied.

“I can't wait to hear this,” I said as I finished my wine.

“Maria was the first love of your life, and the only reason you had sex with Mitch was to hurt her.

You had sex with him because you knew that could be the worst thing to do to hurt her, and that’s why you did.

It only took that guy Channing at Bries college to prematurely ejaculate for you not to sleep with him.

When you told me about him, I remember the relief on your face and in your voice that you hadn’t slept with him.

Then you meet that girl Rachel and not only do you have sex with her the first night you meet her and have a threesome with her and Sahara.

The only reason you ever did anything sexual with me was that you were my best friend and helping me.

Even after we started fooling around, you had sex with Sahara again and would have continued had she not started internet dating that girl.

In college, you almost had sex with that girl Kara.

Yeah, you had sex with Evan, but that was because it was a spur-of-the-moment thing and because you were so sexually excited by being with Steph, you allowed it to happen.

Think about it, Mel.

We used to get together every so often with Evan and Steph, but if you remember and are honest with yourself, there was a reason why Evan and I didn’t go into the bedroom again after that first night.

You and Steph would have fun while Evan and I hung out.

You fucked Alex because I wanted you to.

I needed to talk you into it, and I know we kept seeing him because you felt that’s what I wanted when I would have been fine with it ending had you been honest.

Now let me address the Hallie situation.

All it took for her was to flirt with you and have you walk in on her pleasuring herself, and you couldn’t help yourself.

You felt so guilty about giving into your desire that you brought me into the picture.

We go on vacation and meet that woman Piper, and all it took was for me to point out her anklet, and you were all for it.

I take a job, and six months later, you’re in love with a woman you’ve known for a few months.

I didn’t mind you having sex with women from time to time because I knew that’s what you needed to be happy.

I also knew you would never sleep with another guy without me.

That’s why I asked you who she was when you told me you were cheating,” he explained.

It was painful to hear how Devon felt for the entirety of our marriage, but it was the truth. There had been something missing in our marriage, but I never saw it, but it was clear as day after listing to Devon.

I always enjoyed sex with Devon, but the more I thought about things, I also knew he was right about my sexuality. I couldn’t deny what he told me. I fucked Mitch to hurt Maria. I was relieved when I didn't have sex with Channing, and I did have sex with Evan because Steph made me so sexually aroused I wanted to see her with Devon. I had sex with Alex for Devon. I wanted Piper and only Piper that night on vacation because I didn't want to have sex with her husband.

“Can you get us more wine while I go to the bathroom?” I asked.

“Yeah, sure,” he responded.

“Can I change into one of your tee shirts?” I questioned.

“Yeah, help yourself.

I’ve been staying in the main guestroom,” he replied.

I exited the living room, walked up the stairs, and entered Devon's main guest room. It struck me as odd that his room was so tidy because I always needed to pick up after him.

He always drove me insane with how messy he was. Instead of throwing his socks into the hamper, he would remove them and toss them onto the floor. Whenever he showered, he would throw his dirty clothes on top of the hamper instead of placing the clothes into the hamper.

I went into the bathroom to use the toilet. As I sat on the toilet urinating, I knew that our marriage was over and was over as soon Devon decided to take the job. I could have compromised, but I refused to compromise.

I could have moved to New Jersey to be with him, but I didn’t want to because I wasn’t thinking about him and our relationship. I was thinking about myself and what I wanted. I used being close to my mother, inlaws Brie, and Vicky as an excuse. I wouldn’t think of living elsewhere with Sahara and Willow in town.

I finished using the toilet, washed my hands, and went through Devon’s dresser to find a teeshirt. I was stunned as I looked in his drawer and took hold of a pair of small black thong panties.

I went back into the bathroom and went through the drawers, where I found items that left no doubt about why I found thong panties in Devon’s dresser drawer. I exited the bathroom and sat on the bed while holding the panties in my hand.

Devon appeared in the doorway and looked at me, holding the panties in my hand. He stared at me for a moment and then sat beside me on the bed.

“You’re having an affair,” I said.

“It hasn’t been long, Mel.

It didn’t start until I returned from Arizona the last time we saw each other,” he explained.

“Who is she?” I questioned.

“Erin McHenry,” he quickly answered.

I placed the panties back into his dresser as he went into his closet and returned with a tee shirt and a pair of basketball shorts.

“I need to take a quick shower, so change, and we’ll talk,” he said.

I changed into the outfit Devon gave me as she showered and grabbed a bottle of wine from the living room that I took into the kitchen. I poured two glasses and sat on a stool in front of the kitchen island. Devon walked into the kitchen and sat on a stool across from me.

“I never thought you would ever be the retired athlete with a trophy girlfriend,” I said.

“It’s not like that, Carmella,” he responded.

“What is it like it, Devon?” I asked.

“Same as you and Sierra,” he told me.

“It just started, but you love her,” I replied.

“I’ve known her longer than you’ve known, Sierra.

Erin and I have been friends for years, and neither of us planned on becoming romantically involved.

We spent a lot of time together, and we became closer friends.

The last time I returned from Arizona, I called her to vent about our argument.

She came over, told me how she felt about me, and I realized I felt the same way,” he told me.

I laughed, sipped my wine, and said, “I know how that works.”

Devon smiled and then let out a short laugh.

“What is she like, twenty-five?” I questioned.

“She’s twenty-nine,” he answered.

“Age gap romance,” I said jokingly.

“It’s not like she’s half my age, and Erin isn’t a trophy girlfriend.

She has a master's degree in broadcast journalism,” he responded.

“Were you going to tell me?” I asked with seriousness.

“Yeah, but after the season.

We haven’t been talking, and it’s not something I wanted to tell you over the phone,” he explained.

“Did you ever think we would end up this way?” I inquired.

“I honestly believed we lasted a lot longer than we should have.

If you had not become pregnant with Joe, we wouldn’t have married.

I was going to ask you after graduation but had you said yes, we wouldn’t have made it.

We would have remained friends, but that would have been the end of our romantic relationship,” he said.

“I know.

I didn’t think we were going to make it.

I believed when you began your career, that would have marked the beginning of our end,” I said honestly.

“Mella, this doesn’t need to be complicated.

The house is yours, and you get half of everything we have,” he said.

“I appreciate keeping the house, but I can’t do that to you by taking half.

I never hit a baseball, stole a base, or caught a fly ball,” I said.

“Yeah, but I couldn’t have done it without your support, and you’re still my wife,” he responded.

“I’m worried about how Micky and Joe will take the news,” I said.

“I think we should wait until after Christmas.

I don’t want to ruin our last holiday together as a family,” he responded.

I placed my hand on his and smiled.

“We’ll always be a family, Devon.

Our marriage is ending, but I still want you to be my best friend and yours,” I replied.

“I miss the way we used to be,” he confessed.

“Yeah, me too, and our life together may not have been ideal, but I wouldn’t change anything,” I said.

“Me either, Mel,” he responded.

“You can always call me Mella, Dev,” I told him.

“I'm exhausted and going to call it a night.

You can sleep in the main bedroom,” he said.

“It’s been forever, but we can share a bed and not have sex,” I responded.

Devon and I spent the night in bed talking about our life together and how we would move forward. He was happy, and I was happy, and as importantly, we were happy for each other. In the morning, Devon and I had breakfast together, and we told each other we loved one another before I left the house for the airport.

For the first time in months, I went into the bedroom I once shared with Devon and slept in what was once our bed. As I showered in the morning, I felt amazing, and for the first time, I felt in control of my life.

I wasn’t the first to arrive and entered with a confident strut. I walked into Vicky’s office, and when she asked me how my trip went, I told her everything and that Devon and I were getting divorced.

“Where’s Sierra?” I asked.

“I have no idea.

She hasn’t been and hasn’t answered anyone’s calls or texts,” Vicky said.

I called Sierra’s phone several times but heard her voicemail each time.

“Has anyone gone to her apartment?” I asked.

“Yeah, Oscar and Scott, but if she’s home, she’s not answering her bell,” she told me.

“I’ll be back,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep running our business,” she said with laughter.

I arrived at Sierra’s apartment building and discovered Sierra’s car wasn’t in her parking spot. When a tenant exited the building, I went inside and took the elevator to her floor. I went to her door, rang her bell, and knocked, but there was no answer.

A sinking feeling came over, and I got nervous and scared. I took the elevator to the main floor and went to the superintendent's office. I explained that I was Sierra’s employer and that it had been days since anyone saw her and could get in touch with her.

“The only way I can legally allow you entry into her apartment is if the police request entry for a wellness check.

“Please, I’m begging you!

I have money.

I’ll pay to let me inside.

Tell me how much,” I said as tears began to leave my eyes.

“I can lose my job,” he said.

“No one will find out!

I promise!” I pleaded, but the superintendent was adamant that he wouldn’t let me inside Sierra’s apartment.

I scanned his office and noticed a framed and autographed football jersey of Bernard Harrison. I pointed to the football jersey and asked the superintendent if Harrions was his favorite football player.

“Favorite athlete of all time,” he responded.

“Give me a date, and I will arrange for you and anyone you want to hang out with, Harrison,” I said.

“How?” he instantly responded.

I explained who I was, and as soon as I did, the superintendent escorted me to Sierra’s apartment and told me to take as long as I needed. He unlocked the door, and I entered and closed the door behind me.

I walked through her apartment and sat on her couch, baffled as I looked at all the taped-shut boxes. Where was she going, and why? I asked myself repeatedly but had no answer.

I knew she would return, so I sat on her couch instead of exiting her apartment. I sat inside her apartment for hours when I heard a noise and watched the door open.

“You scared the shit of me!

How did you get in here?!” Sierra yelled.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I don’t know yet.

I’m going to put everything in storage and take a road trip,” she explained.

“You can’t leave,” I said with an upset tone.

“I need to leave, Mella,” she responded.

“You love me, and I love you, so why are you leaving?” I replied.

“I do love you, but you can’t love me,” she told me.

I let off the couch and walked to her. When I took hold of her hand, she pulled her hand from mine.

“Mella, please don’t,” she said.

“I don’t understand,” I said as tears streamed from my eyes and down my cheeks.

“I do love you, which means I can love you, Sierra!” I shouted.

“You may think that’s how you feel, but it will end the way it always ends for me, and I can’t do it again,” she explained.

“I know how I feel!” I cried.

“Mella, I can’t.

I’m alone and have been alone for a reason.

No one in their right mind can ever be in a relationship with me,” she said as she began to cry.

“I know what I want, damn it!

I told you I would converse with you when I returned from my trip and came here to find out you’re leaving.

If you loved me, you wouldn’t be doing this,” I responded.

“I’m doing this because I do love you.

You deserve to be with someone who hasn’t lived the life that I’ve lived.

You deserve better than me, and when you realize that I’ll be left broken-hearted again and I can’t do it again,” she cried.

“I don’t care about your fucking past, Sierra!

Your past has nothing to do with your present.

I’ve never judged you, and I never will.

It’s not like I don’t have a past.

I’ve done things in my past that I’m not proud of, but that’s in the past.

You never judged me the same as I never judged you,” I said.

“It’s not the same, and you know it,” she instantly responded.

“You are the strongest and most amazing person I have ever met, Sierra.

I admire you more than anyone I have ever met,” I said.

“How can you say that seriously, Mella?!” she shrieked.

“Because it’s the truth.

I would have slit my fucking wrists had I gone through any of that, and you didn’t.

You did what you needed to do, and you put it all in the past, and it’s in the past, Sierra.

You bounced back in a way no one else could have, and you have a life here.

You have a life here with true friends, and I want to be part of your life because I love you.

I am not Carla, and I’m not Amanda!” I said to Sierra.

“I’m afraid, Mella!” she cried.

“I can’t tell you how to feel, but I can tell you that you don’t need to feel afraid of being with me.

The only thing I can do is show you, but I can’t if you leave,” I told her.

“Mella, I can’t,” she said through tears.

“Sierra, you’re worried about a future that won’t happen.

I don’t know what I can say or do to convince you,” I said.

“I want to believe you,” she said.

“If you trust me, it should be easy for you to believe me,” I said.

“I need a shower and to lay down,” she said.

“Go ahead, but I’m not leaving.

Shower, take a nap, and when you awake, we’re going to continue talking,” I said.

“Fine,” she responded and went into the bathroom.

I felt there had to be something I could say or do to convince her to stay and not be afraid of me breaking her heart.

She had lived such a horrible life, and I understood why she was afraid to be with me. She had her heart broken repeatedly.

Sierra was born and raised in New Mexico, and her mother died in a car accident when she was a toddler. She only had a few photographs of her mother, her most prized possessions.

Her earliest memories are of her father sexually abusing her. Her father kept her isolated and away from her mother's side of the family. Her father abused her sexually, physically, and mentally. He called her ugly and fat and told her if she ever told anyone, it would be the last thing she ever did.

Due to her father's abuse, she was introverted and quiet while living in constant fear. She was made fun of and bullied in school and had no friends. Sierra decided she would do her best to change how she was when she entered high school.

She thought she had made friends, but they were people she shouldn’t have been around. She was drinking alcohol and smoking marijuana. Sierra attended a party a few months into high school.

Three older guys got her so drunk that she passed out. She awoke hours later, nude and confused. The guys told everyone that Sierra had let them run a train on her. She was slut-shamed for having non-sexual sex with three guys she hardly knew. When she told her father what had happened, he blamed her and beat her badly while raping and sodomizing her.

She didn’t go to school for over a week to allow her wounds to heal, and when her father left for work, she packed a bag, stole a few hundred dollars from her room, and ran away. She had only a few outfits, a few hundred dollars, and nowhere to go.

She wound up in Miami. She got her hands on a driver's license for a woman she resembled and used it to rent a motel room. Sierra was young, had no one other than herself, and quickly ran out of money.

She made a deal with the motel manager to allow her to stay in exchange for sexual favors. The motel manager told her that plenty of men in the area would love to do what he was doing with her.

Sierra became a prostitute, and the motel manager, Miguel, became her pimp. It was a life she lived for years until Miguel met his demise. Sierra stopped selling her body but went back to selling her body, and I understand why.

Sierra earned a general equivalency diploma and saved as much money as possible. She enrolled in community college and continued working in the sex trade until she earned an associate's degree. She applied and was accepted into a state university.

Sierra graduated with a degree in computer science and moved to Austin, Texas, to begin her career. She met and quickly fell in love with Carla in Austin.

Sierra had been honest with Carla when they began dating, and everything had been fine until they moved in together. A few months after moving in together, Carla wanted to spice things up by bringing others into the bedroom.

Sierra didn’t want to, but she was in love and afraid of losing Carla, so she agreed. Months later, Sierra discovered that Carla had been cheating on her with a woman. Carla promised to end the relationship and did, but Carla continued cheating, and their relationship became toxic.

They would get into arguments and physical altercations. They would break up and get back together repeatedly. Carla had a way of breaking Sierra down mentally and making her feel that Carla was the only person who would ever accept her.

Before meeting Carla, Sierra had begun seeing a therapist to deal with her lifelong trauma. Sierra began to heal and found the strength to end her relationship with Carla for good. Carla refused to accept that their relationship was over, resulting in Sierra leaving Austin for a new job in Seattle.

She settled into life in Seattle and became friendly with coworkers but became good friends with a woman named Tiffany. She was out with Tiffany at a dance club when Sierra met Amanda.

As with Carla, Sierra was honest with Amanda from the start. Sierra felt she had rushed into moving in with Carla and decided not to make the same mistake. They dated for months, became exclusive, fell in love, and moved in together after being in a relationship for over a year.

They planned for a future together and lived happily, or so Sierra thought. Sierra had a business trip, but the airline canceled the flight. She left the airport and returned home to find Tiffany and Amanda having sex in their bed.

They admitted to Sierra that they had an ongoing sexual relationship. Amanda told her she planned to end her relationship with Sierra when Sierra returned from her business trip. As if being betrayed by who she thought was her best friend and the woman she loved wasn’t bad enough, Amanda told Sierra why she had begun having sex with Tiffany.

After all, Sierra had been through, that time was the lowest point in her life. Her relationship with Carla had been toxic, but she believed Amanda was with whom she would spend the rest of her life.

Amanda cheating on Sierra with Tiffany was extremely painful, and she decided that a loving relationship was not in her future. Sierra decided to remain alone. She remained in Seattle until the company she worked for was sold, and the new owner laid her off.

The company gave her a generous compensation package, and six months ago, she decided to start the next chapter in her life in Phoenix. She hadn’t been intimate with anyone since Amanda until being with me.

I ripped open a box in Sierra’s kitchen, unpacked it, and did the same with two other boxes as she showered. As I continued unpacking her items, I knew what I could say and do to have Sierra stay. It was underhanded, but I was desperate. I heard the shower turn off, and I continued unpacking as I heard the bathroom door open. Sierra exited the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, and looked at me in confusion.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked.

“You’re not leaving.

You are not going anywhere,” I responded quickly.

“Mella, it’s not your decision to make,” she replied.

“Think again, babe.

I’m your employer and have a rock-solid employment contract with you.

Leave, and I will sue you so bad I will leave you in financial ruin.

I have the financial means to make that a reality, and don’t take it as a threat but a promise,” I said.

She opened her mouth and eyes wide while looking at me in shock.

“That’s extortion!” she exclaimed.

“Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned!” I shouted.

“You’re insane!” she yelled.

“I am insane.

I am insanely in love with you, and if this is what I need to do to prove it to you, so be it,” I replied.

“You’re not serious,” she said in a low tone.

“I’m as serious as a heart attack, babe,” I responded.

“I can’t believe you,” she said in an upset tone.

“Believe this, Sierra.

I allow only two people on Earth to call me Mella.

Those two people are you and my soon-to-be ex-husband,” I said.

“You’re getting divorced?” she asked in shock.

“Devon is in love with someone else, and I’m in love with you.

Mella is not simply a name or nickname to me, and you know that.

You call me Mella, and I love that you do.

I’ve known Devon since I was a child and have spent more than half my life with him.

We have two children together, I love him and will always, but I’ve never felt toward him as I feel toward you.

I’ve never felt the way you make me feel, Sierra.

We have true love, and I know it’s something you’ve never experienced, but I promise on my father's grave that it’s how I feel because I know I feel this way about you.

I don’t care about your past, and you can be afraid if you want to, but I will show you that you have nothing to fear.

I want to spend the rest of my life with you, babe.” I said.

She looked at me and sighed.

“I know you loved Carla and Amanda, but ask yourself a question.

If the answer to that question is something other than what I know, leave.

I will rip up our contract, you can leave, and we won’t see each other again,” I said.

“What’s your question,” she said with her arms folded.

I closed the distance between us, kissed her lips, and said, “You loved them both, but if you can look into my eyes and can’t tell me that you love me more than anyone before, it will break my heart, but you can leave.

You will shatter my heart, and it may kill me but ask yourself if you ever felt how you feel toward me,” I said.

“I can’t,” she said after a long silence.

“Can’t what?” I asked with my voice trembling.

“I can’t look in your eyes and not tell you that I don’t love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone,” she said.

I placed my hand over my heart and said, “You scared the shit out of me.”

“Now we’re even for scaring the shit out of me earlier,” she responded.

“Don’t ever do this to me again,” I said.

“I won’t,” she quickly responded.

“Okay,” I said as I caught her by surprise and pulled her towel off.

“Oops,” I said as I gazed at her nude body, face, and lips.

“As your employee, this is a clear case of sexual harassment,” she said in a sexy tone.

“Guilty as charged, but if you don’t get your ass into your bedroom now, I’m going to drag you in there by your hair,” I said.

“Go ahead,” she said with her jaw clenched.

“Seriously?” I asked with surprise.

“Yeah, I’ve been holding back,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, grabbed a handful of her hair, and pulled her into the bedroom by her hair.

I let go of her hair and forcefully pushed her face-first onto the bed. I kicked my shoes off and quickly undressed. I commanded Sierra to get onto her knees, and she immediately complied. I began to eat her pussy from behind and then began rimming her asshole.

“Suck on it!” she yelled out.

I sucked on her asshole and inserted my finger inside her pussy. I continued sucking her asshole as I finger-blasted her.

“Fuck me!” she exclaimed.

I removed my mouth from between her ass cheeks and asked, “Do you have toys?”

“Don’t judge,” she said as I laughed and responded, “I’ve established I don’t.”

I got off the bed as Sierra pointed to the bottom drawer of her dresser. As I looked at the number of toys she had, I giggled. I took hold of a thrusting vibrator and a bottle of lubricant.

I coated the toy in lubricant and placed myself behind her. I inserted the fake dick inside her and turned it on. I again placed my mouth between her ass cheeks and sucked her asshole as I held onto the bottom of the thrusting vibrator that pounded her pussy.

“I’m going to cum!” she screamed in pleasure as I buried my tongue deep inside her ass.

Her body shook as she exploded in screams of pleasure with my tongue buried in her ass.

I turned off the thrusting vibrator and removed it from inside her. Sierra tossed her hair and bit down on the bottom right corner of her lower lip. 

“Your turn,” she said and snatched the sex toy from my hand.

I laid on my back, and Sierra placed it inside me.

As soon as she turned it on, I shouted, “That feels so fucking good!”

She sucked, nibbled, and flicked my clitoris with her tongue. It was the fastest orgasm I had ever experienced, and my legs shook as never before.

She removed the thrusting vibrator from inside me and her mouth from my clitoris. She tossed the toy off the side of the bed to the floor and got off the bed.

She quickly went into the bottom drawer of her dresser and removed a strap-on dildo she quickly affixed to her body.

I didn't know what to expect from Sierra as I bent over, and she penetrated me.

I hadn’t only been fucked with a strap-on dildo once before, and it was at Brie’s college when I was still in high school and had a threesome with Rachel and Sahara.

“I’m going to pound the life out of you,” she said.

“Try your best,” I responded.

I didn’t quite remember what it felt like as it had been so long ago, and my female encounters since that time were vanilla. I loved every second of Sierra pounding me fast and hard as I played with my clitoris. Before I climaxed, I didn’t need to worry about a cock throbbing inside me.

Sierra had told me the truth when she told me she had been holding back. She liked it extremely rough. She liked to be choked, slapped, and bitten hard. Sierra had me bite her so hard I was worried I'd break her skin. Sierra commanded me to dominate her. I couldn’t believe what she wanted me to do and say, but I said and did what she wanted.

“Take this cock, you filthy fucking whore!” I yelled as I fucked her with the strap-on while pulling down on her nipples from behind.

“You like how I’m fucking your pussy, you worthless piece of shit?!” I shouted while fucking her.

“I’m your worthless whore!” she responded as I fucked her to orgasm.

After fucking for hours, we cuddled and kissed as I looked at her in puzzlement.

“What’s wrong, my love?” she inquired.

“I’m honestly taken aback about what you wanted me to say,” I admitted.

She laughed and responded, “Therapy works wonders, and I know I feel beyond safe with you and trust you with all of me because I didn't cry.

I heard the words but knew you didn’t believe what you were saying.”

“Was that too much for you?” she asked me with worry.

“Not even close,” I responded as we kissed.

“I love you, Sierra,” I told her.

“I love you too, Mella,” she responded.

As Devon and I had discussed, we waited until after the Christmas holiday to tell Mikaela and Jospeh that Devon and I were divorcing. We didn’t know how they would react, and Micky took it well, but we didn’t expect Joe to flip out completely.

One of the things Devon and I are most proud of in our lives is the special relationship our children share. Joe was more stubborn than me, but Micky was always able to talk to him and help him understand, and that night was no different.

Devon and I filed for divorce, which the court finalized four months later. Two years later, Devon married Erin. I cried my eyes off while laughing as I watched and listened to our son Joseph roast Devon while also speaking beautifully about their relationship. Devon and Erin live in Connecticut.

Joseph played baseball in college but following in Devon’s footsteps wasn’t his future. Joe works as a member of San Francisco’s front office and hopes to become a general manager one day. I wish he would meet a woman and settle down, but he’s content being a bachelor.

Mikaela lives her dream as a veterinarian and is partners in a clinic with Vicky’s daughter Veronica in Saguaro. Micky is in a serious relationship with a guy named Robert, and if I were to wager, I would wager that they’ll eventually marry. She’s happy, and that makes me and Devon happy. It’s funny how things work out. Veronica’s boyfriend, Steven, is Robert’s brother.

Two years after Sahara and Willow moved to Saguaro, they moved back to Australia. Willow put on a brave face and did her best to be happy living in Arizona, but Sahara knew she was miserable. Sahara is a bench coach for a women’s basketball team, and Willow returned to her previous wedding planning career.

Unbelievably, two years after Vicky and Neil divorced, they began dating again when Neil moved back to Saguaro. Veronica is hopeful they’ll remarry, but Neil and Vicky currently have no plans to do so.

My mother remains single and happy, and not much else has changed. My aunt Brian and aunt Brenda are still happily married and living in the same house. Devon’s parents, Kevin and Kathleen, are the same way and continue living in the house next door.

Brie and I repaired our fractured relationship and are again close as sisters. We talk daily and see each other as much as possible, which isn’t as much as either of us would like. She’s coming to visit me in New York next month.

Yes, I live in New York again, but in Manhattan's upper east side with Sierra. I proposed to Sierra a year to the day I talked her into staying, and we married a year after Devon married Erin, with Mikaela serving as my maid of honor and Vicky serving as her maid of honor.

I never imagined I would ever leave Saguaro, but Sierra always dreamed of living in Manhattan, and it’s a decision I don’t regret making. I tell her how much I love her daily, and we ensure that we never go to bed angry with one another.

Devon and I may not be best friends anymore since that title belongs to Sierra, as is the case with him and Erin, but we remain close and speak a few times per month.

It would be nice if Devon and I talked more often, but Erin and I aren’t too friendly. We tolerate each other and are cordial, but we’ll never be friends. Our personalities don’t mesh.

Vicky and I sold the controlling interest in our company to a sports marketing company. They took the company to heights that Vicky and I wouldn’t have been able to achieve and never imagined. Although we now own forty-nine percent of the company, we’ve never made more money.

Sierra and I have been together for ten years, and although I don’t know what the future holds, I believe she and I will spend the rest of our lives together. I never imagined I could be as happy as I am and be more in love with Sierra, but I am.

Our sex life is still amazing, and one thing we won’t ever do is share our bodies with anyone other than each other. I can’t fathom it, and the thought of her kissing someone other than me makes me feel ill, but she’s the same way.

Shortly after, I convinced Sierra to stay in Phoenix and begin a relationship with me. She asked me what I meant by what I said to her the day I saw her before flying to New Jersey to see Devon.

“What did I say?” I questioned, knowing what I had said that day in my driveway.

“You said you would dig a fourteen-foot grave and bury an animal above me so no one would ever find my dead and decaying corpse if I ever cheated on you,” she said.

“Yeah, I meant every word,” I said with a smile.

“Why a fourteen-foot grave and an animal buried above me?” she asked.

“A normal grave is six feet deep.

I’d bury you fourteen feet under so I could leave two feet of space and bury the animal six feet deep to throw off the scent,” I explained.

“You put a lot of thought into that,” she responded.

“No, it just popped into my head,” I admitted.

“Same if you ever cheat on me,” she said as we kissed.

It’s a running joke between us and something we tell each other yearly on our anniversary. If that’s not true love, I don’t know what is.

When I think about all the events that led me to meet Sierra, it sometimes doesn’t feel real. Had my father not gone out for drinks with his friend, even though he didn't want to go out, he wouldn't have been in the bar and lost his life.

Had my father not died, my mother would not have moved us to Saguaro to live with my aunt and uncle, and although I may have met Devon, we would never have become best friends. Had Devon and I not become best friends, he probably doesn’t start playing baseball.

If I had not become pregnant with Joseph, Devon and I would never have married. It’s something I think about often, and I know that had he asked me to marry him after I graduated from college, I wouldn’t have said yes.

I know Devon, and I would have drifted apart and broken up, as Devon told me all these years ago in New Jersey. It was how I felt and what I worried about before becoming pregnant. I would never have given birth to Joseph and Mikaela, and although I gave up my goals and dreams, not having them as my children is why I have no regrets and wouldn’t do anything differently.

Had one thing not happened, the life I live and love doesn’t happen, and I would never have met Sierra. Everything happens for a reason, although we may not understand why certain things happen when those things happen.

Everything happens for a reason, and it’s the same way with Sierra, but that’s a different story.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “Everything Happens for a Reason.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them all at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page.
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