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To my readers, always


 

1

 

Lynne Ericson was enjoying a hot chocolate by a crackling fire at a charming café with her boyfriend, Ronald, but all she could think about was her ex-boyfriend, Jacob.

It was as though Jacob had disappeared from the face of the Earth. His office wouldn’t give any details when Lynne called. He never answered his phone. Lynne got so upset at Jacob’s silence that she changed her number and had only given the new one to a select few.

Lynne had spent a month in the dumps when Ronald appeared in her life. He approached her at an art museum. She’d gone to clear her head, and then he came up to ask what she was thinking after she’d been staring at a single painting for over five minutes.

She’d been thinking about Jacob, but Lynne came up with some random lie on the spot. Ronald took her out for lunch after they walked around the museum for another half an hour, and the rest was history.

They spent every free moment they had together throughout the fall, exploring the city as though they were tourists. They took trips to the countryside on the weekend. Even if they could only see each other for coffee, they’d get together for ten minutes just to kiss.

Lynne wished she could forget Jacob because Ronald was amazing, but he had yet to give her the spark she’d felt with Jacob. Maybe it was because they hadn’t had sex. Ronald knew Lynne was trans, but he hadn’t done more than suck her womanhood, and he’d been timid when doing that.

Jacob was never timid. He used to bend her over. Get on his hands and knees. They would flip each other around the bedroom for hours. Jacob had never been with a trans woman before her, but it never phased him she was. He took the discovery in stride the night they met. Lynne would never sleep with a man right after meeting him, but the connection with Jacob was extraordinary. 

They’d met while dancing at a club, locking eyes from across the room. Lynne had her hair pulled into a bun, dick tucked, and dress tight against her body. She felt his hard manhood pressing into her butt the entire night until they couldn’t resist running out the door, holding hands.

They went back to Jacob’s loft and made love until the sun came up in the morning. He had since vacated the apartment, according to his doorman.

Jacob had never been penetrated before that night. He was so tight when Lynne entered him, yet so willing. Lynne wasn’t concentrating on Ronald’s words as she thought back to the sweat falling from her forehead to Jacob’s back when she slid into his hole for the first time. They were so drunk that they hadn’t even used protection, which Lynne never did. They got tested together the following week, though, and never thought twice about a condom again.

Then Jacob disappeared. Vanished. His phone got disconnected. He no longer lived in his loft. Everything about him seemed to change overnight. Lynne thought they’d had something. She didn’t know who his family was when they met. She didn’t know he was worth billions. All Lynne knew was that Jacob made her feel alive. He made her forget all the evil in the world.

There was nothing wrong with Ronald, but he wasn’t Jacob.

“Everything okay, babe? Are you listening?”

“Yes, dear. I’d love to have dinner at the new Moroccan restaurant, but I don’t know if I can tonight. Could we meet tomorrow?”

“I have a meeting tomorrow. It’d have to be on Friday, and they’ll probably be crazy busy.”

“Can’t we call to make a reservation?” Lynne asked. She didn’t want to feel frustrated, but all the time she and Ronald had been spending together seemed to overwhelm her. Jacob’s not calling was making her stomach sick. She could normally go without thinking about it, but her longing was rather intrusive as she sat with Ronald sipping her hot chocolate by a crackling fire.

Lynne and Ronald spent the night at a lodge right outside of town. It was a random weekday night. The hotel was having a special, so they went for it. Not that they had sex. Nothing except a little oral and jacking off. It was hot, but Lynne wanted more. She wanted passion. Steam. She wanted sweat covering her body when they finished.

“I’ll call today at lunch to let you know if they can get us a table for Friday or some other time this weekend,” Ronald said.

“I doubt it’ll be a problem,” Lynne said. All she wanted was for Ronald to stretch her hole with his dick, but he refused. He wanted to wait to venture beyond oral, which Lynne thought was cute when they first got together, but it was quickly getting old.

Ronald frowned at Lynne’s tone. “Lynne, what’s wrong? You’re acting strange.”

“It’s nothing, Ronald. We should get going, though. We both have jobs to get to, and traffic will pick up in a second if we don’t leave.”

“Fine,” Ronald said. He still had an egg left, but Lynne had finished her plate. He stood to ask the lodge worker for their breakfast bill. Lynne paid when the bill came.

They’d ridden to the lodge in Ronald’s car. He’d picked Lynne up from her apartment. The ride back to Lynne’s place was awkward and tense.

Lynne apologized when they were pulling into her parking lot. “I’ve just been feeling irritated, but it has nothing to do with you. Promise. Although, if you don’t mind, I’d like some time alone before dinner on Friday.”

Ronald frowned. He looked at Lynne with longing eyes, wishing she would reconsider, but he knew there was no use. No hope. He would have to go a few days without seeing her. Without being able to kiss her sweet lips. It would be the first time in forever that he’d gone so long without seeing Lynne, but he had to give her this.

“Okay,” Ronald said after several long seconds. “Can I still message you to tell you what the restaurants says?”

“Yes,” Lynne said. “If you can’t get a reservation, I’ll make one for somewhere else and send you the information.”

Ronald nodded. He didn’t want to keep Lynne waiting now that they were outside of her place and running late for work, but he had one more question to ask. “Can I kiss you?”

Lynne laughed. “Yes, silly, you can kiss me. You don’t have to ask.” Lynne leaned over the center console, puckering her lips. She kissed her boyfriend, hating how Jacob lingered in the back of her mind.

Lynne couldn’t stop thinking about Jacob for the rest of the day and had decided it was only because he’d ghosted her. She had to accept that Jacob would never call. He probably found a more ‘suitable’ woman. A woman worthy of inheriting his family’s fortune and birthing children to carry on his family name.

Jacob had always told her none of those technicalities mattered, but Lynne never fully believed him. She just never expected him to leave without a call or a message. She’d expected him to have the decency to end things with her, but alas.

Life was full of lessons, and Lynne had learned a great deal by loving Jacob. She’d learned to guard her heart. She’d learned sometimes safe was better than passion.

Ronald: Reservation is set for Friday at seven. They had a table, like you said. See you there. Love you.

Lynne: See you there, babe. 

Lynne added a kiss face, but she didn’t say the words Ronald spewed every time they were together. He wasn’t ready for anal, and she wasn’t ready to tell Ronald she loved him. Lynne chuckled as she wondered how they’d ever meet each other in the middle.
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The grounds were as Jacob always remembered them, but there wasn’t something quite right with his head. It was foggy. Shouldn’t he be working? Shouldn’t he be in the city?

The family estate wasn’t far from the city, as urban sprawl had swallowed the land surrounding theirs, but it felt like a country holiday behind their gates. They had acres upon acres of land. Jacob used to spend hours staring at the boundaries of their land on a map, but everything was fuzzy as he glanced around the place where he’d spent endless hours as a child.

Jacob noticed his mother coming outside the main house. His grandfather had lived there until his mother took it over. She was his only child. Jacob’s father had taken on his mother’s last name when they married. She had three boys. Jacob, James, and Brad.

All three of them had studied business like their parents and were expected to carry on the family business, except Jacob couldn’t recall why he wasn’t at work. He knew it had something to do with his head.

“Jacob, how are you feeling today?”

He rubbed his forehead, feeling like he was missing so much. He felt like there were several details of his life floating around his head, but he couldn’t grasp one. They weren’t within reach. 

“I don’t know. Confused,” Jacob said to his mother.

Lisa passed him a cup of hot tea. They were sitting in a four-season room with a view of the grounds. They painted and read in the room. It was also where they opened presents at Christmas. Random memories popped into Jacob’s mind, but he couldn’t seem to remember anything more recent. Nothing beyond moments from his childhood and early adulthood, but even those felt a little funny.

“You had brain surgery, son. Between that and the tumor, you’ve suffered some amnesia. That’s why you’re here instead of at the office.”

“How long have I been here?”

“Several months,” Lisa said. She frowned and placed her hand on Jacob’s leg, but her touch did nothing to comfort him.

“Months? I had cancer?”

“We’re lucky the doctors caught it when they did. You’ve been luckier than most on your road to recovery.”

Jacob didn’t feel lucky. He searched his mind, begging to recall the most recent memory he could, but it was the memory of his thirtieth birthday party, and Jacob had a feeling that was at over a year old.

“How old am I?”

“Thirty-five, dear.”

Jacob’s heart raced. He couldn’t believe there were five years of his memory he couldn’t access. He stood, sending his mug of tea crashing to the floor. It shattered, but Jacob didn’t care. He pushed a hand through his hair, racing out of the four-season room. The cold air gave Jacob a chance to think.

The vision of a face appeared in his mind. A woman. She had highlights, a lovely smile, and a generous bosom. She was laughing, throwing her hair over her shoulder and staring into Jacob’s eyes. He felt an overwhelming desire to kiss the woman in his vision. Who was she? What was her name?

Jacob’s head throbbed as he let the memory go, turning to his mother. He raced toward the four-season room and threw open the door.

“What can you tell me about my life? Am I dating anyone? What’s her name?”

“You weren’t seeing anyone important,” Lisa said in an assured voice. She crossed her legs and placed a hand on her knee.

“You’re lying, mother. I know you.”

Lisa didn’t meet her son’s eyes. She shook her head. “I assure you, Jacob. You weren’t dating anyone worthy of this family’s fortune.”

Jacob narrowed his eyes. He groaned and left the room, knowing he’d never get an answer out of his mother or anyone else in the house. He had to find out what people knew, so he went to the garage to grab a set of keys and take off before he lost his nerve.

Lisa ran after him, but Jacob was already on his way out of the estate. He didn’t have a wallet. No ID. Nothing, but he didn’t care if he went to jail, as long as he got some answers along the way.

***

Jacob managed not to get pulled over as he sped toward the offices of Ewing Enterprise. He pulled into the garage. At least his parking space hadn’t changed. His name was still on the wall, albeit much more faded than he remembered.

Jacob opened the car, got out, and slammed the door. He ran to the elevator, punching in the floor. His body was working on its own, remembering the steps he’d taken every day for years.

The floor went silent when the doors opened, revealing Jacob’s presence in the office for the first time in months. The attention startled him. He took a deep breath, stuffed his hands into his pockets, and stepped out of the elevator.

“Back to work, everyone,” Jacob said. “Don’t mind me.”

Everyone returned to what they were doing, but whispers pervaded the room. Jacob ignored what they were saying as best he could. Tumor. Surgery. Amnesia. The words hit his ears, no matter how much he tried to ignore them.

Brad came from around the corner, heading straight for his brother. “What are you doing here, bro? Mom called to say you might be on your way.”

Jacob looked around the room, noticing how many eyes were still on him. Some familiar. Others not. Jacob swallowed, trying to hold down the panic crawling up his throat. He couldn’t recall what projects he’d been working on before his surgery, but being in the office gave him a tinkling sensation that his fall from the top had been swift.

“Can we talk in your office, Brad? Where’s James?”

“He’s at a factory in Mexico,” Brad said. “He’s been there for the past week. It’s new. State of the art.” Brad pulled out his phone and showed Jacob pictures of a building he didn’t recognize, but all Jacob could think about was the woman who’d crossed through his mind. The woman his mother promised wasn’t good enough to take his hand in marriage.

Jacob didn’t care about the factory, but he told his brother it looked great.

“Why are you here, Jacob?” Brad asked when they stepped into his office and closed the door.

Jacob described the woman who’d appeared in his visions. Brad listened, only showing his cards for a brief second, but it was long enough for Jacob to notice.

“What do you know about her? What’s her name?”

Brad shook his head, glancing at the window. “Mom would kill me if I said something.”

Jacob frowned. “Aren’t we beyond that? Don’t we trust each other to make our own decisions? You can’t seriously be thinking about keeping her from me because of what mom thinks.”

“She’s keeping a lid on this one, and it might be for the best.”

Jacob cursed the holes in his memory. He gripped his chair, wondering what the fuck was wrong with his family. Why were they so controlling? Why couldn’t they trust him to make his own decisions? Jacob had partied a lot in college, but he’d made the family business millions upon millions since. Didn’t that deserve some respect?

“What the fuck, Brad?”

“I want to tell you, but I don’t want mom to come after me. You know how she gets. It’s only gotten worse the few years.”

“How long has she been taking care of me?”

“Ever since your symptoms became intense. We didn’t know what was wrong with you until they found a tumor in your brain. You weren’t able to remember the simplest things by the time they finally got around to doing surgery. This isn’t the first time you’ve come here asking questions. Probably won’t be the last. I’m sorry, bro.”

Jacob frowned, letting the truth wash over him. “How long ago did I get sick?”

“Your surgery was a few months ago. You were dating a girl, but mom didn’t approve. I didn’t know if you two really liked each other because you were already having problems with your memory, but you seemed to spend a lot of time with her.”

“You won’t tell me her name? I would tell you if the roles were reversed.”

Brad frowned. “That might be true, but I can’t. Mother would find out and hate me for breaking her trust. Your relationship isn’t worth that.” Brad had always been the brownnoser of the family, sucking up to their mother however he could.

“Whatever, man. You’re weak.” Jacob stood and stormed out of the office.

A woman he didn’t know approached him when he was rounding the corner from Brad’s office.

“Boss,” she said.

He looked at her with a puzzled look, trying his hardest to recall her name, but he couldn’t. “Yes? Can I help you?”

“I heard what you asked, and I wanted you to know her name. I saw you around here with her. You called her Lynne. You two looked happy, and I don’t care what anyone has to say.”

“Say about what?”

The woman folded her lips. “I’ve said enough. Plus, nobody knows if it’s rumor or truth.”

Jacob had a list of questions, but the woman scurried away before he could ask her. She disappeared into a row of desks. Jacob thought about going after her, but she’d given him more than enough. He turned to a desk close to him, picked up a blank piece of paper, and wrote the name ‘Lynne’ on it.
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Lynne and Ronald were enjoying Saturday morning at the park together after another night without penetrative sex when Lynne’s phone rang. It was an unknown number, but something in Lynne’s gut told her to answer the call. Lynne faked an apology to Ronald before sliding the green button on her screen to answer the call.

“Hello,” Lynne said.

“Is this Lynne Ericson?” the man asked.

“This is she. May I ask who’s calling?”

“This is the Ewing Residence. I’m Gerald, head of staff, and would like to invite you to lunch with Mr. Ewing.”

Lynne’s body burst into a heap of flames. Her dick twitched. “Jacob?” she asked with a bit too much excitement. Ronald watched her with a curious eye. Lynne put up her finger before standing and walking away from her boyfriend. He watched with upset eyes, but he didn’t stop her.

“Yes, Mr. Jacob Ewing would enjoy your presence. How does tomorrow sound?” Gerald asked. 

Lynne looked over her shoulder at Ronald, feeling a pang of guilt, but she confirmed with Gerald before ending the call. She returned to the blanket where they had set up a picnic. It looked rather romantic, but looks could be deceiving.

“Who was that?” Ronald asked when Lynne sat.

Lynne tossed her hand in the air. “Nobody important,” she said in an unconvincing voice. “Someone who used to work at the office. They want to get people together for lunch?”

“By ‘they’ you mean Jacob, right?”

Lynne felt hot, but she also didn’t know why she needed to explain herself to Ronald. She wouldn’t cheat on him. She wouldn’t do anything without cutting ties first, so why did it matter if he knew Jacob was her ex-boyfriend who’d vanished like smoke in the wind?

“Yeah, Jacob. I hope that’s okay.”

Ronald didn’t look thrilled, but he said otherwise. “Should we head out soon? I’d like to eat dinner before we go to the symphony.”

Another date for the record books, but Lynne couldn’t feel excited. She loved the wining and dining when they first got together, but the beauty of those dates had faded with the monotony of their sex life.

“Yeah, let’s get going. I can’t wait to see the show,” Lynne said.

Ronald beamed. “It’ll be incredible. Then we can cuddle all night long.”

“Cuddling. Yay.”

“Is everything okay? I thought you like cuddling,” Ronald said.

Lynne sucked in a breath to pep up her voice before speaking. “I do. Cuddling is great. Let’s go.”

Ronald studied Lynne a moment before they stood to gather their stuff from the picnic. They went to Ronald’s car and drove straight to the restaurant for dinner. They always had a schedule and never deviated from it.

Lynne wanted to enjoy her time with Ronald, but he was the opposite of the man she missed. The man who’d left her with unfinished business. Lynne did her best to play along as the happy girlfriend, laughing at what Ronald said, but all she could think about was what could have happened to Jacob and why he was calling now.

***

Lynne and Ronald were back at his place after the symphony, cuddled up on the couch drinking hot tea. The symphony was lovely. Lynne couldn’t come up with a single complaint if she’d tried. Her only complaints would be about how timidly Ronald touched her. How he looked at her with unsteady eyes, like something terrible might happen to him if they went too far.

Lynne set her tea on the table, far beyond her limit. She’d hit her limit several dates ago, but never had the will to say anything. Not until now. Not until Jacob had reappeared in her life. 

She’d spent the entire time at the symphony wondering how she would ever keep her hands to herself if she and Jacob were alone. If he even hinted at making a move, she would jump on him. Her dick was hard the entire show thinking about Jacob.

“Why don’t we have sex?” Lynne asked.

“We have sex,” he said.

“I know, but I want more than oral. If you don’t want to, it might be time we talk about going our separate ways.”

Ronald frowned and set his mug of hot tea on the coffee table. The blanket moved down his lap. He picked up the remote to turn down the TV. “Why would you say that? You know I like you, Lynne. I don’t want what we have to end. Is anal really that big of a deal to you?”

Lynne didn’t want to be a bitch. The sincerity in Ronald’s voice was undeniable, but anal was a big deal to her. She wanted to bend Ronald over and fuck him. She wanted to ride his dick. Lynne was a nasty girl and tired of holding back her true colors, even if she did enjoy Ronald’s time. Maybe she could love him if he ever gave anal a chance.

“It’s somewhat of a big deal, yeah.” Lynne pushed the blanket off her lap and scooted away from Ronald. “I like anal. Why can’t you even try it?”

Ronald bit his lip, averting his eyes. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice trailed to a whisper.

“You know,” she said. “Are you afraid it’ll hurt?”

Ronald shook his head. “I’ve tried on myself before. I didn’t like it.”

“What did you use?”

“A permanent marker,” he said.

Lynne chuckled. “No wonder. My dick will feel a million times better than some marker.”

“It wasn’t the pain. It’s just… gross. I don’t like it,” he said. “We can suck each other’s cocks all day long, but I don’t want anal. I’m sorry, Lynne.”

Lynne was speechless. She didn’t want to make Ronald do something he didn’t want, but how could they have a future when fucking Ronald’s ass was all Lynne could think about when they were together? She was dying to bury her dick deep in his warmth. He was probably so tight. Lynne got hard thinking about how it’d look to have Ronald on his hands and knees, slapping his hole with her fat cock.

“It’s okay. Let’s just watch the movie,” Lynne said. She didn’t have the energy to fight about this when it was clear Ronald didn’t want her fucking him.

They made love after the movie, but their hearts weren’t in it. Lynne couldn’t stop thinking about what she couldn’t have. Ronald couldn’t stop thinking about what he wouldn’t give, wondering if he was making a mistake by closing off his hole.
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Jacob woke up with little memory of the day he’d planned. He stirred in his childhood bedroom, which had been renovated several times since he lived in the space, but the view was still the same. Jacob got out of bed, ignoring how his dick stood at attention, and walked to the window.

He stared at his family’s courtyard below. His memory was getting better with each passing day. He knew some type of medical event had caused him to move home, but he couldn’t recall exactly what it was as he went to change out of his pajamas.

The air was freezing outside, even though it looked like it should be warm. The sun was shining. No snow on the ground. There were even green blades of grass, yet the temperature was icy as Jacob walked to the four-season room they had in the courtyard. He loved drinking his morning coffee there. It was as though muscle memory guided him to the building every morning.

Jacob was sipping his coffee and reading a newspaper that had been set out when Gerald entered the building.

“Morning, sir.”

“Hey, Gerald. How’s it going?”

“Your guest will arrive shortly. Would you like to see her here in the four-season room?”

Jacob had no idea who Gerald was talking about, but assumed he’d set an appointment on one of his finer days. “Sorry, Gerald, but who am I seeing today?”

Gerald had a concerned look on his face, as though they’d had this conversation a dozen times. “I’m grateful that you remember me.” 

“My memory is a bit of a mess, isn’t it?”

“No worries, sir. You get better with each day. It’s hard to see you like this is all. You were so young and influential.”

“Thanks, Gerald. Don’t give up on me yet,” Jacob said with a laugh. He should read more. Figure out what he could from his past. Take notes. “Would you bring me a notebook, Gerald?”

“Sure thing, sure.” Gerald turned to leave, but Jacob stopped him.

“Who is visiting?”

“A woman you were dating before the surgery.”

Jacob touched where the scar on his head was. He asked Gerald, who confirmed Jacob’s suspicions. Jacob vaguely remembered recovering at the hospital. The bandages around his head. The memories flashed through his mind, causing pain.

“What’s her name?” Jacob asked, shaking off the discomfort of his past.

“Lynne,” Gerald said. “She’ll be here in fifteen. I’ll bring the notebook when she comes.”

Jacob nodded as Gerald left the room, scouring his mind for any memories of Lynne. He came up with nothing, and there were no pictures on the phone he had. Nothing from before the surgery. His mother had made it to where he had no reminders of his recent past, which was driving Jacob crazy.

How much longer could he spend locked away on his family’s estate? Jacob stood, pacing the room. He forgot all about Lynne as anger boiled within him. He was ripping a random page of the newspaper when Gerald returned with a beautiful woman standing behind him.

“Gerald,” Jacob said, and dropped the newspaper he was holding. “Is this Lynne?”

“Yes, sir.”

Jacob felt comfortable in Lynne’s presence. Seeing her was like inhaling the steam from a bowl of soup. Gerald smiled, noticing how little he was needed in the room. He stepped aside. Lynne stepped forward. Her eyes locked with Jacob’s. They stared at each other. Jacob could feel the faintest hints of memories with her.

“Lynne,” he said, testing her name on his tongue. It felt right. “How are you?”

Lynne didn’t move. She couldn’t think of what to say. Standing in front of the man she missed and loved felt too amazing. She shook her head and leaped into his arms. Jacob gasped, but he caught her in time.

Lynne wrapped her body around Jacob’s. He held her, wanting to kiss her, but he didn’t know if that was okay. Lynne tossed her hair over one shoulder and took the lead. 

She knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t help herself. Jacob’s body was so firm. His face was so attractive. Guilt over hurting Ronald lingered in the back of Lynne’s mind, but it didn’t stop her.

Jacob held Lynne and accepted her kiss. Time disappeared as their mouths danced. Lynne broke the kiss first, wrangling her body to get free from Jacob’s arms.

Seeds of betrayal planted themselves within Lynne as she looked at Jacob, her lips still wet from the kiss. Lynne wiped her mouth. She couldn’t take back what she’d just done, but she could move on from it. “Should we sit?”

Jacob hadn’t wiped his mouth, and it was just as wet. He wanted more and was willing to wait as long as it took Lynne to give it to him. “Yeah, we can sit. Gerald will bring us sandwiches.”

“So, this is where you grew up?” Lynne asked as she took a seat at the dining table in the four-season room.

Jacob cleaned up the newspaper he’d been reading. “Would you like something to drink?” Jacob gestured toward the bar. “We have everything you could ever want.”

“I’ll have a sparkling water,” Lynne said.

Jacob grabbed his newspaper and went over to the wet bar along the wall. He filled a glass with ice, topping it with sparkling water. “Would you like lemon?”

“Sure.”

Lynne watched as Jacob made her a glass of sparkling water, wishing she could have moved more slowly. The poor man didn’t even remember her, and she’d jumped on him. Lynne pinched her thigh as shame washed over her. Jacob returned to the table. He passed her the glass.

“Thank you,” Lynne said through a cough.

“You’re welcome.” Jacob sat across from her. His green eyes were serious, studying every inch of Lynne. “So, we used to date?”

Lynne nodded. “Yeah, but then you just stopped answering your phone one day. Gerald filled me in on everything that happened on the walk out here. I’m so sorry about what you’ve gone through,” Lynne said. She reached out her hand. 

Jacob pulled his hand away, dropping it to his lap. There was nothing he hated more than a pity party. Anyone could get a brain tumor. He was one of the unlucky ones. “It’s fine,” he said, cutting off Lynne. “I’m recovering well enough.”

“Right,” she said. Lynne glanced out the window, taking in the expansive grounds. She couldn’t imagine growing up with so much land, especially not so close to the city. She and Jacob had come from different worlds. It was dawning on her that his family probably didn’t want them together, which was why Jacob had been impossible to find.

“This is an incredible house. I can’t believe how many times I’ve driven near here and never knew all this existed.”

Jacob nodded. “Yeah, my family loves its estate.”

“As they should,” Lynne said. She wished she could turn back the clock. She wished she could have been by Jacob’s side throughout his recovery, but she hadn’t even known he was sick. Not until Gerald told her everything minutes ago.

Lynne cried as the truth overwhelmed her, just as Gerald was entering the room with their lunch. “Oh, my. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

Gerald was carrying a tray of sandwiches. Lynne wiped her eyes. “Nonsense, Gerald. Don’t mind me.”

“Okay,” Gerald said. He gave Lynne a knowing look. It was nearly impossible to watch a man who was once on top of the world struggling with his memory. “Here are your sandwiches. This half is vegetarian, and the other half isn’t. Would you two like me to fix you any cocktails before I leave?”

“Gerald is the best bartender,” Jacob said with a goofy smile.

“Fine.” Lynne hadn’t planned on drinking, but the scenery lent itself to a drink. She asked Gerald to make her a mojito. He offered to add fresh strawberries, which Lynne couldn’t help but accept.

Gerald fixed her mojito. He poured Jacob a scotch over ice. They sat at the table with their drinks and sandwiches. Gerald left the room.

“Cheers,” Jacob said and lifted his glass.

“Cheers. To making new memories,” said Lynne.

Jacob nodded before sipping his drink. They watched each other as they ate the sandwiches without crust and sipped their cocktails made by a man whose job it was to maintain the household. It was all too much for Lynne.

“Has Gerald been working here your entire life?”

“Yeah,” said Jacob. “He used to watch me all the time when I was a kid.”

“Was it strange? Growing up here?”

“It was all I knew. How could it have been strange?”

Lynne shrugged. “Your childhood must have been different from most.”

Jacob knew he’d been dating Lynne, but he couldn’t help but hate her line of conversation. He couldn’t remember all the weeks they’d spent together before she discovered he was an heir to one of the largest fortunes in the country.

Lynne noticed a change in the air. She picked up her sandwich. “Sorry, Jacob. We never used to talk about your childhood. You only told me about your family after we’d dated for weeks. I wish you could remember all the fun we had.”

Jacob frowned. He couldn’t recall any memories with Lynne, but he believed they used to enjoy their time without discussing family.

“Do you remember going down the river in kayaks?”

“I’ve done it,” Jacob said with a nod. “I don’t remember going with you, but I used to love going.”

“We went several times in the summer,” Lynne said. She thought back to the amazing time they’d had over the summer. All the different hotels they’d visited. All the different positions they’d tried. “Before you disappeared.” 

“I’m sorry about that,” Jacob said. “My mother, Lisa, didn’t want me to call you. She isn’t happy we’re meeting now.”

“Why?”

Jacob shrugged. “She said there was something about you that she didn’t like. Something that wouldn’t make you suitable to be my girlfriend, but I told her to fuck off and had Gerald call you.”

“She didn’t want you to call?”

“No,” Jacob said, “but my mother can be a bit controlling sometimes.”

Lynne knew why. She squeezed her thighs together, wondering how his mother had found out. Maybe it was one of the brothers. Lynne had met them at some dinners and parties over the summer. Jacob told her that he’d shared her secret with his brothers, which she hadn’t really cared about, but what if they’d crossed her? What if they were as evil as the mother Lynne had never met?

“There’s something you need to know, Jacob.”

Jacob frowned. “What?”

“One of your brothers might have said something to your mother.”

“Said something about what? You’re scaring me, Lynne. Did you do something before I had surgery?”

“No, it’s not about what I did. It’s about who I am,” she said. Lynne hated having to come out to Jacob this way. She wished she could travel back to the night they’d met on the dance floor. There’d been no questions about their attraction. No lingering doubts when they stripped naked.

Lynne had a boyfriend who accepted her now, but Ronald had yet to give her an ounce of the spark she’d felt with Jacob during those months they were together.

If only it didn’t feel like those months with Jacob had never happened. Lynne saw nothing when their eyes met. Nothing except confusion and speculation. 

“What about you, Lynne?”

“I’m trans, Jacob, and I still have my…” Lynne’s words trailed off as she glanced down at her crotch.

Jacob’s mouth opened. He didn’t have a word to say. “We were together?”

Lynne cursed under her breath. “Yes, Jacob. We met while dancing and made love all night after getting sweaty at the club. It was incredible and easily one of the best nights of my life.”

Jacob couldn’t remember it, hating himself for disappointing this beauty across from him. It also didn’t bother Jacob that Lynne was trans, but it certainly came as a surprise. Her voice sounded feminine. Her mannerisms were womanly. Nothing about Lynne would tell Jacob that she had a dick between her legs, but he got a little hard thinking about what she might look like naked.

Had meeting Lynne revealed an attraction Jacob never knew he had?

Lynne finished the last bite of her sandwich and polished off her mojito. She didn’t want to overstay her welcome. She opened her purse and pulled out a business card, standing from the table. Lynne walked around to where Jacob was sitting, getting a little closer than appropriate.

“Here’s my card. Call me if you’d like to leave this… compound.”

Jacob picked up the card, looking into Lynne’s eyes, and it was as though he could taste the memory of the night they met. It was a millisecond, but the strobe lights passed through his mind. The sweat. Their touch.

“Yeah, it would be nice to leave these walls.”

“I’ll see myself out, if you don’t mind. Nice seeing you, Jacob.”

Jacob went still as Lynne bent down to kiss Jacob’s cheek. She turned and walked out of the room without looking at him, hoping he’d call.
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Lynne left work an hour early. She wanted to look her best for what was next on her list, so she went straight to the salon. Her hairdresser, Molly, had the chair ready when Lynne walked through the door.

“We’re touching up the highlights today, correct?”

“Yeah, I want to take the ombre a little higher now that it’s grown out.”

Molly nodded and got to work. She prepped Lynne’s hair for highlights. They talked about Lynne’s office, where she worked as a manager. Lynne complained about some of her coworkers that Molly would never meet, but all she could think about was Ronald.

“Have you ever broken a man’s heart?” Lynne asked Molly.

Molly laughed, meeting Lynne’s eyes in the mirror. “Why? Thinking about hurting a man?”

Lynne had already told Molly about Jacob disappearing. They’d written it off as him ghosting her, but now Lynne knew he’d faced a medical emergency. One that left him with no memory of what they’d had. Lynne didn’t know if she’d be able to live with herself just letting go of the past, even though now would be the perfect time to make a clean break.

“Remember the guy who ghosted me?”

“Yeah,” Molly said as she painted a strip of Lynne’s hair. “Why?”

“I heard from him. He had a brain tumor and lost his memory. He doesn’t remember who I am.”

Molly stopped what she was doing, setting the bowl of hair bleach on her station. “Are you kidding me? He lost all memory of who you are?”

“Yeah,” Lynne said. “I wish it weren’t true, but he doesn’t remember a thing. Not even the night we met, which was one of the best nights of my life.”

“Fuck, girl. I had no idea it went that deep.” Molly picked up the color to keep working. She only had so much time to finish since she’d already started.

“The worst part is that I have another boyfriend now. I wasn’t even searching for one, and he came to me out of nowhere.”

“It seems to happen that way in life sometimes. Try to do our best, but there’s something always waiting to derail us. Throw us off course.”

“I wish I could turn back the clock,” said Lynne. She hated how little control she had over the situation. She hated how she longed for a man who might never remember the beautiful times they had. “The worst part is that I jumped into his arms and kissed him when I got there.”

“No,” Molly gasped. “What did he do?”

“He held me and kissed me. Then I was crying when his house manager walked into the room.”

“Wait, this man has a house manager? How rich is he?”

“Insanely, but that’s not why I like him. The energy we shared when we were dating was intoxicating. It was electric. I don’t know how I’ve been living without it.”

“So, your new boyfriend doesn’t compare?” Molly asked.

“He does, but they’re so different.”

Molly narrowed her eyes. “I don’t believe you, Lynne. You don’t talk about the new one how you talked about the old one. What’s his name?”

“Jacob,” said Lynne.

“Is that the new one or the old one?”

“The old one. Isn’t that who you were talking about?”

“I was referring to both,” Molly said. “You’re the one who chose.”

Lynne hated how Molly had pulled a name out of her, but she knew who she wanted. Lynne only hoped she was making the right decision. “Don’t let me down, Molly. I need this hair to look incredible,” Lynne said.

“I got you,” Molly said and winked at Lynne in the mirror. They moved on from the subject of Lynne’s men, but the two lingered in Lynne’s thoughts. What was she going to do? How could she make this right?

Molly finished her hair. It looked incredible when Lynne first saw it in the mirror. They hadn’t talked about the guys in over an hour, but then Molly couldn’t hold her tongue a second longer.

“Don’t be afraid to follow your heart. You’ll only hurt yourself by loving someone with half your heart.”

Lynne bit her lip. She didn’t want to hear such a powerful truth. She’d rather bury her head in the sand. Date two men at once. Pretend she didn’t have to decide. What if she gave Jacob a chance, and they never regained their spark? What if giving up on Ronald would turn into a mistake?

“Don’t make me more confused than I already am,” Lynne said to Molly. She grabbed her purse and pulled out her credit card. “Give yourself twenty percent, like always. I need to run.”

Molly smiled and took the card. “I’ll be right back.”

Lynne fluffed her hair in the mirror as she waited for Molly, wondering if she had to courage to follow her heart.
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Ronald was waiting on a bench in the mall when he first heard Lynne’s heeling clicking against the floor. He turned, noticing her in an instant. His beauty. His love. Ronald didn’t want to lose her, but he knew there was something off about her when they last talked.

“There you are,” Lynne said when she got within earshot.

Ronald stood. They hugged. Kissed. Some people watched. Most ignored them. Lynne looked around. She didn’t want to cause a scene, so she took Ronald’s hand and led him to a photo booth that wasn’t far from where they were sitting.

It was empty when Lynne peeked inside. “Let’s talk in here.”

Ronald followed Lynne into the photo booth. His stomach twisted in knots. He didn’t want to hear whatever it was Lynne had to say. He wanted to go back to when they’d first met. Before she’d begun acting strange.

“What is it, Lynne? Why did you want to talk?”

“It’s about us,” said Lynne. She placed her hands over Ronald’s, turning her body to face him. “I don’t know if I can continue without anal, and I respect you too much not to tell you the truth.”

Ronald frowned. He’d been afraid this conversation was coming ever since he’d told her he wasn’t interested in anal. Ronald didn’t want to argue. He didn’t want to say anything, so he said nothing. Ronald turned away from Lynne and stepped out of the photo booth.

“Hey, where are you going?”

Ronald didn’t respond as he continued walking away from the photo booth. He wanted to get out of the mall before tears fell from his eyes. He never wanted to see Lynne again. How did he ever think what they had would have worked?

Lynne reached Ronald and placed a hand on his shoulder. “I don’t want to talk. You’ve made your point,” Ronald said without turning to look at Lynne.

His words made her drop her hand. She didn’t want their relationship to end like this, but she couldn’t make Ronald stop. Lynne had to let him leave.

Lynne’s heart sank to the pits of her stomach when Ronald turned the corner without looking back at her. She wiped the single tear from her eye, yelling at herself to keep it together. She’d spent far too long doing her makeup to let it get messed up in front of everyone.

People were staring. Lynne ignored them as she turned away from where Ronald had left her and walked in the opposite direction. She didn’t care that it was the long way to her car. She needed air. A second to breathe.

Jacob still hadn’t called. Lynne had hoped he would. If not, she would have to make a visit herself. Had she really given up on a man who loved her for a man who might never call?
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Weeks passed without a phone call. Jacob had Lynne’s card, but he could never remember exactly who she was when he woke up in the morning. His mother was also no help. She told Jacob that Lynne was nobody he needed to know, and his brothers followed suit.

Nobody expected it when the doorbell rang early on a Friday morning. Gerald went to the intercom to check who was at the gate. A smile crossed his face when he saw Lynne in her car. He felt terrible that she met Jacob right before he lost his memory. Gerald could tell there was something between them.

“Lynne, welcome back to the Ewing Estate. Please pull up to the door, and I’ll let you inside.”

Lisa turned the corner. She narrowed her eyes at Gerald. “With whom were you speaking, Gerald?”

“That was Ms. Ericson, ma’am.”

“You mean that Lynne girl?”

“Yes, Mrs. Ewing. She has come to visit Jacob. I thought it would be good for him to see her.”

Lisa stepped forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “What in the world gave you the idea you had any say in how this house operates? Jacob is my son, and he’ll do as I say. That creature is not worthy of him.”

“How is it I’ve worked for you this long? Do you remember Jacob’s recitals? What about the other boys? Can you recall their football games? Baseball? Volleyball? Do you remember anything from their childhoods, or were you too busy socializing around town? Sleeping with different hus—”

“I suggest you close your mouth right now, Gerald. I’ll see to it that you never work in this town again.”

Gerald grunted. “I could work at any hotel I wanted, ma’am, and with much less harassment than I face from you. You’re lucky to have someone of my caliber working for you. The only reason I’ve put up with it this long is because of how lousy you and your husband have been as parents.”

Lynne knocked at the door, dropping a comforter of tension over Gerald and Lisa.

“You had no right to speak to me that way.”

“I apologize, Mrs. Ewing. You know I’m not one to speak out of terms, but you can’t keep sheltering Jacob like this. He’s thirty-five. Let him love who he wants. Give him a chance to make his own decisions. He’ll never get his memory back if you keep him locked up in his childhood home.”

Lisa crossed her arms over her chest. She hated how much more time Gerald had spent with the kids than her. She never realized how quickly the time was moving when they were younger. It appeared she had forever, but forever had passed before her eyes.

“Fine,” Lisa said. “Let her in, but you’re making a mistake. Mark my words.”

Gerald couldn’t have cared less as he opened the door for Lynne. He beamed. “I’m so glad you came, Lynne. It’s great to see you. Mr. Ewing has been so confused, but I believe spending time together will help. Don’t you, Mrs. Ewing?”

Lisa scowled. She crossed her arms. “Yeah, I guess.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Ewing. I’m Lynne,” she said and put out her hand.

Lisa looked at Lynne’s hand as though she’d never seen anything more disgusting, like she’d be crazy to even touch it. “My son is in the four-season room. Don’t overstay your welcome.”

Lynne didn’t know how to respond to Mrs. Ewing, so she stayed quiet. The woman huffed and left the room, leaving Lynne alone with Gerald. “Would you like me to show you the way?”

Lynne remembered but accepted Gerald’s offer. “Will she ever like me?”

“Who knows what Mrs. Ewing will like or not like? You have to follow your heart.”

Gerald wasn’t the first person to give Lynne that advice, even though she wasn’t sure she should take it. Was loving Jacob worth his mother hating her? Was it worth trying to blend with his family? Lynne had given up on Ronald but couldn’t help but wonder if it was a mistake, especially those times when she was at home alone, waiting on the call from Jacob that never came.

“Jacob,” Gerald said when we approached the four-season room. “Lynne is here to see you.”

Jacob met Lynne’s eyes, but there was no spark behind them. The way he once looked at her had vanished, which made Lynne want to cry. How long could she deal with Jacob’s lack of memory? Lynne wanted to be strong, but seeing Jacob like this was easily one of the most difficult obstacles of Lynne’s life.

“Hey, Lynne. From the card?” Jacob asked and held up her business card.

“Yeah, that’s mine.”

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Gerald said and exited the room.

The door closed behind Gerald. Lynne’s mouth went dry as she met Jacob’s eyes again. “Do you mind if I make myself a drink?”

“Help yourself,” Jacob said. His eyes followed Lynne as she went to the bar to fix herself a sparkling water. He remembered her stopping by not long ago. They talked, but he couldn’t recall what they’d discussed. He knew they’d dated, but how long had passed? Jacob couldn’t get a firm grasp on his memories.

Lynne sat next to Jacob. They were on the couch. “Do you remember what I told you when we were last together?”

Jacob closed his eyes, but he couldn’t recall. “No, I’m sorry.”

“We were dating. I’m trans and still have a dick. I really miss you, Jacob.”

“This all must be difficult for you,” Jacob said.

“It is,” Lynne admitted. “You don’t have a problem with me being trans?”

“No,” Jacob said. Now that Lynne said something, he remembered her last visit more clearly, and he remembered touching himself in the shower after she left. He thought it would have done more to recall his memories, but it was nothing except self-pleasure.

“How would you feel if we left here? We could go some places where we had dates,” Lynne offered.

Jacob couldn’t think of a reason not to spend the day with Lynne. He had nothing better to do, and if he had one recent memory, it was his growing hate of being stuck in his childhood home.

“Yeah, let’s go. I’ll grab my coat.”

“Perfect,” Lynne said.

***

Passing through the gate with Jacob by her side was surreal. She couldn’t believe they were letting her take him. Lynne still couldn’t bear the pain of Jacob’s lost memories, but she covered them under a steel exterior.

“Where are we going?”

Lynne didn’t want to give up the surprise, but she also feared causing Jacob any unnecessary anxiety. “We’re going to an apple farm. I’m hoping it’ll help your memory. How often do you leave the house?”

“Not often enough,” Jacob said. “Mother didn’t let me leave for the first couple of months after my surgery. Gerald takes me some places, but they’re never far from home and all places I remember from my childhood.”

“Has your memory been getting any better?”

Jacob shrugged. “Maybe? It’s hard to say.”

“You don’t know how much I wish I could change all this for you.”

“It’s okay. Let’s enjoy the now.”

Lynne nodded. They were only a few miles from the apple farm. She turned up the music on the radio. It was an old song. Jacob hummed along to the melody. He sang the words the second time around, not missing a beat. Lynne listened, wondering if there were memories hidden beneath the surface as she turned into the place where they’d had a date in the summer picking berries on the apple farm.

They pulled into a parking space. Jacob glanced around, taking in the scene.

“We’ve been here?”

“Yeah,” Lynne said. “Coming here was your idea. Does it look familiar?”

“Not really,” Jacob said. He frowned as he watched the people eagerly making their way to the farm’s entrance. He wished he could recall bringing Lynne here, but he couldn’t.

Lynne came up behind him, placing her hand on his shoulder. “It’s okay if you don’t remember. We’re here to make new memories.”

“What did we do?”

“We came to pick berries. Then we went back to your place and watched a video to make a pie. It was a bit of a disaster, but the end product somehow tasted delicious.”

Jacob couldn’t recall the memory, but it sounded like a lovely date. He wondered what other experiences Lynne remembered that he couldn’t. It pained him knowing she had to live so long without him, but it warmed him knowing that she came back so easily.

Jacob took Lynne’s hand as they walked through the entrance, feeling grateful to have a woman who would come back to him after months of limbo. Jacob felt so overwhelmed by his love for Lynne that he lifted her hand to his lips to kiss it.

“You’re an amazing woman,” Jacob said.

“What’s all this?”

Jacob chuckled. He dropped Lynne’s hand gently at her side. “Nothing,” he said. “What can we even do here this time of year?”

“We’re going to learn how to make cider with the apples they harvested in the fall.”

“Okay,” Jacob said with a smile. They continued to the tour. It was educational and far more exciting than expected. If only a cloud weren’t hovering over Jacob’s head. It was bothering him that he couldn’t remember a date he’d planned. He hated how long he’d gone without even thinking of Lynne’s name.

They couldn’t drink the fresh cider they’d prepared, but the tour ended with a cider tasting. They tried a bunch of different ones, even one with spicy peppers infused into the sweet drink.

The tour ended with a bonfire. It was just warm enough to sit outside, so Jacob and Lynne took their cold ciders to sit by the fire. They held hands. Sparks ran between them. Lynne wished Jacob had never disappeared from her life because she hated feeling guilty about Ronald. That guilt never hung between them before Jacob’s medical emergency. Now a confession sat at the tip of her tongue, wanting to break free.

“Please don’t make me go home,” Jacob said. “I’m having the best day. Every day at the estate is the same. I can’t do it anymore. My mother means well, but she’s killing me. I want to get back to the office. I want to date you. Do stuff like this.” Jacob gestured toward the cider and the bonfire.

Lynne was about to say something about Ronald and the months she had while Jacob was away, but it seemed too overwhelming of a topic to broach.

“What else should we do?”

“I don’t know,” Jacob said. “Let’s do something that’ll make me feel alive. I’m tired of sitting in that four-season room. I’m tired of having Gerald bring me lunch. Walking the same path, day after day.”

Lynne licked her lips as she thought of an idea. Something inside. Something warm. “We could go to a bar with a pool. We could go dancing, but I’m not sure where to do that.”

Jacob pursed his lips and narrowed his eyes, trying to pinpoint an idea in his mind. “I’d love to dance with you, but I’m not sure where we could do that. How are you at darts?”

“Terrible.” Lynne covered her mouth as laughter spilled out. She met Jacob’s gaze. “You took me the first time I ever went. You taught me everything I know.”

Jacob grunted. “Guess I’ve always loved darts, huh?”

“I know just the place,” Lynne said. She glanced at her cider, which was only half gone, but suddenly it became freezing cold. All she wanted was to go inside. She wanted a hot drink, and the bar Jacob used to take her to when they were together had hot wine. She’d gone once when she was missing him, but it wasn’t the same without him there.

Jacob and Lynne left their half-finished ciders on the bar before getting into her car. She drove them to the bar that Jacob once frequented. When she got there, she told Jacob to wait while she went inside to warn everyone not to startle him. She explained what had happened to the bartender, who’d worked there for years, and he told all his coworkers and the regular guests.

“What was all that about?” Jacob asked Lynne when she returned to the car.

“Oh, nothing. Come on.”

Jacob got out of the car and followed Lynne to the door. Memories tickled his mind when he put his hand on the knob. The memories were hidden behind a layer of thick fog, but he’d been to this bar many times. He felt it in his bones.

“This used to be my spot, didn’t it?” Jacob asked with a hint of panic in his voice.

“Yeah, but don’t worry. I’ve warned the manager,” Lynne said and rubbed Jacob’s shoulder blade. Desire spiked within Lynne as she touched Jacob. A memory hit her. They were naked. She had her legs in the air. Jacob had his dick deep in her, fucking her slowly. Kissing her body. Rubbing her dick. Lynne touched Jacob’s shoulder blade. She’d traced it with her fingertip as Jacob fucked her.

Everyone acted normal when they walked into the room. Jacob was breathing heavily, so Lynne took his hand and told him everything was going to be okay. They approached the bar. Jacob could swear he’d seen the bartender a million times but couldn’t come up with his name.

“Could I get a hot wine? We’d also like some darts,” Lynne said. She leaned on the counter. Her body dipped low enough to reveal a hint of cleavage, which the bartender couldn’t help but notice. Jacob got a little defensive and wrapped his arm around Lynne.

The bartender chuckled, but it was hardly audible. “What would you like, sir?” he asked, even though he would have normally used Jacob’s name.

“Scotch on the rocks,” he said.

The bartender lifted his eyebrow. “That’s a change,” he said.

Lynne gave him a scolding look, but Jacob was more intrigued than annoyed. He wanted to learn what he was like before he had surgery. He wanted to know who he was without his mother’s daily influence.

“What did I use to order?”

“A beer if you didn’t like the specialty cocktail of the day. Not sure I’ve ever heard you order a scotch.”

Jacob frowned. Scotch was about all they drank at the estate. Lisa thought beer was for trashy people and only allowed the highest-quality brews in the house.

“Give me the specialty cocktail then,” said Jacob.

“Coming right up.”

Lynne leaned her back against the counter, looking out at the bar. She recognized many of the faces. They weren’t people she spoke with frequently, but she’d played against a couple of them in darts with Jacob, who they couldn’t help but focus their attention on.

Jacob turned away from the crowd to watch the bartender make his drink. He couldn’t handle all the eyes on him. The bartender poured Jacob’s cocktail into a rocks glass and passed it to him along with the darts. “Wanna open a tab?”

Lynne pulled out her credit card and placed it on the counter. “Sure, charge everything we order to me.”

“Will do,” the bartender said and took her card.

Lynne pulled Jacob away before he could protest. “I could have paid,” Jacob said as Lynne was dragging him toward the darts.

“I have enough money for drinks,” Lynne said with a laugh. “Plus, you’re on the run. We shouldn’t swipe your card anywhere, or someone could find you.”

“Fine,” Jacob said. He smiled at Lynne as she passed him the darts. Standing at the line in front of the board awoke a strange sensation within his body. He’d been here at this very spot so many times that his brain hurt trying to comprehend what was happening. So many of his days were missing, but maybe spending time with Lynne was the key to recovering them.

Jacob stood at the line with a dart in his hand. He took a deep breath before throwing it at the board. He hit a bullseye on his first try. Lynne clapped and jumped into his arms, kissing him on the cheek. “That throw was incredible.”

A couple Lynne recognized came up to them. “Would you two like to play doubles?”

Lynne looked at Jacob and lifted an eyebrow, waiting for Jacob to give an answer. He looked pained for a second before a smile crossed his face. “Sure, why not? Let’s play a game. What are your names?”

The couple looked at each other, frowning, but it was only for a beat. They introduced themselves and became friends with Jacob all over again. Jacob had a blast throwing darts and catching up on what he couldn’t remember in the sporting world. 

He and Lynne even danced in front of the dartboard when their friends went for a drink. She had her arms wrapped around the back of his neck. He had his hands on her hips. Jacob’s eyes looked filled with life as they stared at each other. He was returning to the man Lynne remembered.

“Thank you for coming back to me,” Jacob said.

“There was no way I couldn’t.”

“I’m happy you didn’t move on and that we can pick up where we left off.”

Guilt turned Lynne’s stomach, but she said nothing. Where was Ronald? Sitting at home all alone? Had he found a new girlfriend? He was the one who’d approached her. Maybe he had a confidence Lynne never truly understood. She told herself he’d be fine as she looked at Jacob, feeling like she was exactly where she wanted to be.

“What if we went back to my place?”

“I was hoping you’d ask.”

“Let’s go,” said Lynne. She took Jacob’s hand. They said goodbye to their friends who’d gotten stuck talking to the bartender. They weren’t too disappointed to see Lynne and Jacob leave. Although everyone said how happy they were to see Jacob again, and Jacob promised everyone he’d return to the place that strangely felt like a home away from home.
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Lynne and Jacob walked through her door. She turned on a light, gasping when Jacob walked up behind her to wrap his arms around her torso. He kissed her neck. She moaned, pushing her ass into the hardness bulging beneath his pants.

“I loved dancing with you. I’ve loved everything about today,” Jacob said between kisses. He moved his hands from Lynne’s sides down to her thighs, wanting to take off her panties. He wanted to wrap his lips around her girly cock.

“Me too,” Lynne said. She was getting hard at Jacob’s touch. She reached behind to wrap her hand around the back of Jacob’s head. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

“I’ve been ready since I saw you in the four-season room the first time. You’re so sexy, Lynne. My memory is getting better, and you’re who I think about most. I want to date you. Fuck you. Love you. You came back for me, and that has taught me how important it is to have someone in my corner, and I want that person to be you.”

Lynne squeezed her legs together. She moaned and pushed her ass deeper into Jacob’s crotch, wanting to give him everything she had to offer. Jacob moaned and cupped his hands around Lynne’s thighs, pulling up to reveal her cock.

“Fuck,” Jacob said into Lynne’s ear. His breath was hot. His touch was firm. “I want to fuck you, but I want you to fuck me.”

“We can fuck each other,” Lynne said.

Jacob growled. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had sex, but he imagined it was with Lynne. His level of horniness was unbearable. He picked Lynne up and carried her to her bedroom. He placed her on the bed and climbed on next to her, straddling her legs.

“Were we using condoms when we were together?”

“No,” Lynne said.

“Good. I want you to fuck me raw. I want your cream deep in my ass,” Jacob said.

Lynne reached down to grab her hard dick, wanting exactly what Jacob had described. She lifted herself from a lying position. She pushed Jacob to his hands and knees, reaching around to unbutton his pants. He helped her pull them down until nothing was covering his beautiful hole.

Lynne stripped naked as Jacob took off his shirt, leaving nothing on except her jewelry. Lynne held her dick at its base. She spread Jacob’s cheeks and slapped her cock against his hole. Jacob moaned and shook his hips, lifting his ass higher in the air.

“Fuck me, baby. Give me that dick.”

“You want my dick?” Lynne asked. She pushed her tip against Jacob’s relaxed hole. He swallowed the head of her cock, but Lynne pulled out to tease him.

Jacob cried, gripping the sheets beneath him. “Give me that dick. I need it.”

Lynne didn’t make Jacob wait any longer. She pushed half her cock into Jacob’s tight hole, making him yelp and cry, but he didn’t ask her to take it out. It felt too incredible. It was everything he never knew he was missing.

Jacob reached between his legs to grab his hard cock, grunting as Lynne picked up speed fucking his hole. She slid in deep, pushing against his spot. Jacob had to stop touching his cock, or he would make himself cum. He wanted to enjoy each thrust of Lynne’s hips. He wanted her to cum deep in his hole, but Jacob wasn’t the only one who wanted to get fucked.

Lynne lowered her hips and pulled Jacob to an upright position, making him sit on her cock, but she still had plenty of room to thrust her hips. She held Jacob’s chest as she plowed him from behind. Jacob closed his eyes, loving how Lynne’s cock slid in and out of his ass.

“Damn, your dick feels so amazing.”

Lynne reached around and touched Jacob’s cock. He gripped her hand. He was so sensitive. So close to cumming, but Lynne wanted all that cream in her ass, and then she would give Jacob what he was so desperately craving.

“What are you doing?” Jacob asked when Lynne pulled out of him, leaving him feeling empty and hungry for her cock.

Lynne turned Jacob to his back. She spat on her hand and rubbed the wetness all over Jacob’s cock before sitting on it. Jacob gasped when her hole swallowed his cock. It was so warm. So tight. He couldn’t last long. Maybe not even a second.

Jacob gripped Lynne’s thighs as she lifted her hips and dropped them on Jacob’s cock. She reached down to dig her fingers into his chest, fucking his dick with more vigor. It’d been so long since she had some dick, and Jacob’s felt so amazing. It was spreading her walls in all the right ways.

Judging by Jacob’s face and the sounds coming from his mouth, he was loving everything Lynne gave. He had his eyes closed, fighting himself not to cum. He didn’t want to shoot his load prematurely, but he didn’t know if he could last another second.

“I’m about to cum, baby.”

“Cum in me, and then I’ll give you my load.”

Jacob opened his eyes. Lynne was staring at him, but it felt comfortable. She had her hands on his chest. Her asshole moving up and down Jacob’s rod. He reached forward to grab her cock, which was sitting on his stomach. It felt so thick in his hand. Jacob stroked it mindlessly as Lynne used his dick for their mutual pleasure.

It didn’t take Jacob long before he was moaning Lynne’s name and curling his toes. He took control at the last second. He gripped Lynne’s hips and lifted his to fuck her as he reached his climax. Jacob gasped as the cum left his dick. He filled Lynne’s hole while holding her dick.

Lynne waited no time before lifting herself from Jacob’s dick. She turned him over and sank her cock into his hole. Lynne came instantly. Her hips jerked as her cock filled Jacob’s hole with her creamy seed. She kept fucking him until her dick was going soft and cum was leaking out of his hole.

Jacob sighed a breath of joy as they collapsed on the bed next to each other. Lynne curled up next to Jacob. He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her tight so that her breasts pressed against his side.

“We’ll have to do that again soon.”

“We used to do it several times a week,” Lynne said.

“I can’t wait to get back to the life we used to have. Will you help us get there? Will you stay by my side?”

Lynne ran a finger across Jacob’s chest. “I’ll be here,” she said.

“Good.”

The next morning came around, and they made love again. It seemed even better the second time. The highs stayed with them throughout the day until they could get back together at night. Lisa wasn’t a fan of the relationship, but she couldn’t do anything to stop her son now that he’d had a proper taste of Lynne.

Nothing could stop them from rekindling their past romance. Nothing at all.
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Jacob and Lynne spent every free moment together over the next few weeks. Jacob slept at Lynne’s place most nights, slowly moving away from his life at the estate. He wanted to get back to work full time. Jacob wanted to have his own apartment. A place where Lynne could spend the night and put clothes in his dresser.

“How was today?” Brad asked Jacob.

“It was okay,” he said. “Still hurts my head reading all these documents, but it gets easier the longer I keep at it.” 

“Good. Maybe we can start having you here two or three days a week. Everyone misses having you around the office,” said Brad.

Jacob had been going to the office once or twice a week to relearn what he’d been doing when he worked there. The work was complicated, but Jacob was confident he could figure it out with time. They talked about work for a few more minutes, but then Brad shifted gears.

“Are you seeing Lynne tonight?”

“Yeah, we have plans.”

“You two are back to being inseparable,” Brad said with a chuckle. “How has mom been taking it?”

“Who cares? It’s my life.”

“Fair point.”

“Are we finished here?”

“Yeah,” said Brad. “Enjoy your date.”

“I will,” he said and stood from his chair. He grabbed his briefcase with some notes he’d made to better remember the day and headed out the door. Lynne was meeting him at a restaurant in the city in a few hours, and he wanted to go home to get ready.

Jacob was finally feeling like his old self again, and nobody was about to take that from him.
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Lynne walked into the room wearing a shimmering black dress. It had a cut up one of her legs to expose her thigh. She was wearing four-inch black heels. Silver jewelry. Her hair pinned to one side, curled all the way to her breasts. Brown on top. Blonde on bottom.

“You look amazing,” Jacob said when he saw Lynne. He took her hand, lifted her arm, and spun her in a circle.

“Likewise,” Lynne said. He was wearing a navy suit that had been tailored to his body.

“Should we grab a drink before we find our seats?” Jacob asked. 

“I would love that.”

Jacob put out his arm to hook it with Lynne’s. They went to the bar, drawing attention as they passed others. Lynne didn’t blame them for staring. They were easily one of the sexiest couples in the room. Lynne was floating on top of the world, feeling like the most fabulous woman who had ever lived.

They ordered drinks from the bar and a pretzel as a snack. They were at the theater to see a play, but there were still ten minutes before it started, so they walked the halls.

“Lynne?” a familiar voice asked. She didn’t have to turn around to know who was standing there, but the voice attracted Jacob’s attention. He turned. Lynne didn’t move. Not until someone tapped her on the shoulder. 

It was Jacob. He said her name. “What are you doing, Lynne? He’s talking to you.”

Lynne cursed without uttering a sound. She plastered a fake smile onto her face before turning to meet the eyes of the men who had her heart. One she’d betrayed. One who had the truth withheld from him. Disappointment was clear on their faces. Lynne might have been wearing a fabulous dress, but it did nothing to comfort her now that she’d been caught.

“So, this is who you left me for?” Ronald asked before Lynne had the chance to say a word. “You know how much I love the theater. Why did you bring him here, Lynne?”

“You don’t own the theater, Ronald.” Lynne could have said anything else. She regretted the words as soon as they left her lips, but she was feeling vulnerable. Cornered. She had to protect herself, even if it meant losing everything that she held dear.

“Who is this, Lynne?”

“It’s complicated, Jacob. When you were—”

“What’s complicated about it, Lynne? You left me a couple weeks ago, and now you’re out on the town with him. I bet he’s giving you everything I couldn’t, isn’t he?”

“Ronald, please. You don’t—”

Ronald turned toward Jacob, putting his finger in Jacob’s face. “I bet you’re giving your ass up to her. I can’t… I can’t—”

“That’s none of your business, man.” Jacob stepped forward. He pushed Ronald with his shoulder, causing him to spill his drink. The sound of his glass shattering against the floor turned the few heads that hadn’t already stopped to watch them.

Lynne covered her eyes, horrified by the attention they were receiving. She hated that she’d kept the truth from both of her men and that it had led to this. Lynne thought she was going to live a life without consequences, but it was clear the universe had other plans.

“Guys, please stop. People are staring,” Lynne pleaded.

“No,” Jacob hollered. There were tears in his eyes. “Were you dating this man? You left him when you found out about me?”

“Yes,” Lynne said. “Let me explain.”

Jacob shook his head. “You had all the time in the world to explain. There’s nothing I want to hear from you now.”

“Don’t leave.” Lynne begged, but Jacob had already turned away. He was on his phone, calling a taxi. Lynne went to chase after him, but Ronald blocked her path.

“You are something else, Lynne.”

“Ronald, please. You don’t understand. It’s not what you think. Jacob was sick. I didn’t know.”

“No, you don’t understand. You broke my heart. You shattered it into a bunch of tiny little pieces, blew it in the wind, and didn’t even look back when you went off and started fooling around with that guy. It’s even worse that you know him from the past, Lynne. You didn’t even give me the decency of an explanation.”

“Let me explain now,” she said.

“No,” Ronald said. He jabbed his finger in the air. “We’re not talking about this here. Not now. You’ve hurt me more than you know, Lynne.” 

People were still staring, whispering amongst themselves. Poor woman. What a whore with her two men. Lynne saw the looks in their eyes as they watched Ronald walk away, leaving Lynne alone in the middle of a room seconds before the theater was about to start.

Not that they’d be able to start on time. Most of the audience hadn’t found their seats. Everyone was too busy watching Lynne with no man. Watching her wipe away the tears forming in her eyes.

Lynne ran down the hall to escape the embarrassing scene, but its effect lingered. Lynne sat at home alone that night. No theater. No man. Nothing except a bowl of ice cream and a glass of wine.


 

11

 

Two days had passed with numerous unanswered phone calls. Jacob and Ronald were ignoring her. Lynne didn’t know what to do with herself, so she broke out her fleshlight. 

She was lying on her bed, naked with a hard dick, thinking about both men. She wasn’t sure Ronald would ever give her what Jacob could, but he had deserved better from her. He sucked her dick and did everything else he was comfortable doing, yet she’d made him feel guilty when there was much more to their breakup than anal.

There was a woman out there for Ronald. One who would respect his limits. One who would love all his romantic gestures.

Lynne moved the fleshlight up and down, moaning as it hugged her slick cock. It didn’t compare to Jacob’s ass, but it was something to ease her anxiety. Lynne couldn’t go more than five seconds without thinking the end of her love life had begun.

Lynne moaned, wishing Jacob were there to ride her cock. She loved cumming deep in his tight hole. Their chemistry was next level. They could spend hours together, and it felt like seconds. She wished he’d give her a chance to explain. She wished she could turn back the clock to tell the truth when she had the opportunity.

Her worries faded the faster she stroked her dick with the fleshlight. Lynne pushed her desires for Jacob aside, concentrating on her throbbing cock. She was close to cumming and couldn’t wait to make her fleshlight sticky with her cum.

Lynne’s balls tightened. She moved the fleshlight lower, stroking her cock how she liked it. Only a few more seconds.

“Fuck,” Lynne said through a gasp as cum erupted from her cock. She fucked the fleshlight until her cock couldn’t give up another drop of cum. Her seed was running out the side of the fleshlight. The rest of her hot cream spilled out when she removed the fleshlight from her slick, shiny cock.

It was perfectly trimmed and powdered and covered with cum. What a waste. Lynne hated cumming alone after having Jacob again. She only wished he would answer his phone. It’d only been a couple days, but the silence was driving her crazy.

***

Lynne was sitting in her living room later that evening when her phone rang. It was Ronald.

“Hey, are you busy?” he asked. His voice was soft. Gentle. Whatever anger that possessed him at the theater had vanished.

“No,” Lynne said. “I’m watching TV. Did you want to come over?”

“I’d like that,” Ronald said.

He showed up about twenty minutes later. He was never one to be late. “Thanks for having me,” Ronald said when Lynne opened the door. “I brought you a bottle of wine.”

Lynne took the wine and gave Ronald a hug. “I’m sorry for not telling you the truth.”

“Are you willing to tell me now?” he asked.

Lynne nodded. She couldn’t ignore the truth. Not when she had the chance to set things right. She told Ronald how Jacob had been suffering from amnesia, which was the reason he’d ghosted her.

“If I’d known he was in the hospital, I never would have agreed to go out with you. You have to know that this is really nothing against you, Ronald. Jacob is my soul mate.”

Ronald frowned, but he couldn’t argue. He couldn’t fight a losing battle. It wasn’t Lynne’s fault that Jacob had forgotten who she was and got held up at his family’s estate.

“I wish you had known too, or at least had told me the truth when you broke up with me.”

Lynne nodded. “You’re right to be angry that I withheld the truth. I was afraid you wouldn’t understand.”

“It’s okay,” Ronald said. “Have you talked to him?”

“No,” Lynne said in one of the saddest voices she’d ever heard leave her lips. Losing Jacob a second time was like watching hundreds of dollars blow away in the wind. Lynne didn’t know how she would recover, but giving Ronald a second chance wasn’t the solution. They both knew what they had was over.

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

Lynne shook her head. “No, I don’t think so, but thank you. I have to give him time.”

Ronald wrapped his arm around Lynne. It was a friendly touch. He patted her shoulder. “Give me his number, and I’ll give him a call.”

“That’s not a good idea,” Lynne said.

“I assume you’ve been calling him like you’ve been calling me?”

Lynne felt shame wash over her, but she couldn’t deny Ronald’s accusation. “He’ll come around, eventually.”

“Let me call him. I’ll tell him it was a misunderstand. We won’t know unless we try, and I want to see you happy, even if it means you’re with someone other than me.”

Lynne warmed. “That’s sweet, Ronald. You were amazing, and I know there’s a woman out there for you.”

“What do you say? Give me Jacob’s number, and I’ll give him a call later?”

“It’s weird but worth a try,” Lynne said.

“Perfect,” Ronald said and stood. He helped Lynne to her feet. She gave him Jacob’s number, and then he was on his way. All Lynne could do was wait.

***

Lynne was getting ready for bed later that evening when her phone rang. It was Jacob. She answered as quickly as she could.

“Jacob,” she said.

“Are you home?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Can I come over?”

Lynne smiled like a fool. She took a second to gather herself before speaking. She knew joy filled her voice. “Does that mean we’re talking now?”

“Ronald called me and explained everything. I’m sorry for acting like a jerk and hope you can forgive me.”

Lynne waited several beats before saying anything to tease Jacob. She didn’t want him to know that she’d forgiven his silence the second he called. She took the moment to glance toward the sky and silently thank Ronald for helping her.

“So? What do you say, Lynne?”

“Promise not to leave me like that again?”

“I promise,” Jacob said.

“I’m home. Come over whenever you’re ready.”

“I’ll have Gerald drive me over in fifteen.”

“See you then,” Lynne said and hung up the phone. She went to take a quick shower and tidy up her house. Jacob knocked on the door, and she hadn’t even gotten around to fluffing the pillows on the couch.

Jacob was wearing silk pajamas when Lynne opened the door, which did nothing to hide the handsome bulge in his pants. Lynne was wearing a comfy skirt and an over-sized t-shirt. They were both comfy and ready for bed, but there was something they had to do first.

“Hey, handsome. I’m glad you came.”

“Me too. You look beautiful,” Jacob said. He kissed Lynne as he stepped through the doorway. Their kiss deepened as Jacob kicked the door closed.

It was still early. They had time to take off their pajamas and get a little dirty before they put them back on for bed, so that was exactly what they did.
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Two Years Later

Lynne was behind Jacob with her dick deep in his hole. They were in the primary bedroom, facing the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked their private lake. Jacob was on his hands and knees, taking every inch of Lynne’s cock like he couldn’t get enough of it, because he never could.

“Fuck me, baby.”

Lynne’s breasts swayed as she held Jacob’s hips and fucked him from behind. He’d come a long way since his days of amnesia. Jacob was back to working full time at the office and remembered just about everything they did. He was even gaining back some of the memories he’d lost during the days they were apart.

“You love this dick?” Lynne asked as she slid in and out of Jacob’s tight hole, which was hers to fuck whenever she was horny.

Jacob loved to fuck her, too. “Yeah, I love that dick, but I want to cum in you.”

Lynne fucked Jacob a few seconds longer before pulling out of him. He grabbed the lube and lathered his cock as Lynne got to her hands and knees, taking Jacob’s former position as he took hers.

Lynne moaned when Jacob touched his lubed fingers to her hole. He slipped one inside of her, playing with her opening. Getting her loose and ready to take his cock.

“Damn, that dick feels so good.” Lynne moaned as Jacob pushed into her, going deeper and deeper. “Fuck me good and fill me up.”

Jacob smacked Lynne’s ass. “I’m close, baby.”

Lynne grabbed her cock. They’d put out their sex sheet, so they could make whatever mess they wanted without worrying about the bed. Lynne was ready to cover the sheet with her cum while Jacob filled her.

Jacob pounded Lynne’s hole, making her breasts swing like wild, but she loved it. She loved how his humping made her dick swing, too. How it sounded when his balls slapped hers.

“I’m close, baby.”

“Give it to me,” Lynne said in a breathy voice.

Jacob threw his head back. His dick vibrated as he sank deep into Lynne’s hole, going as far as he could before releasing his load. Lynne grabbed her cock.

They came together. Jacob unloaded into Lynne as she squirted her load all over the sheet beneath her, squeezing Jacob’s cock with her ass as she came. He moaned and shuddered but stayed deep in Lynne until the last drops of cum emptied from his cock.

They collapsed to a clean corner of their sex sheet, tangling their bodies together. Kissing. Jacob had his hands in Lynne’s hair, promising himself he’d never forget her again.

“Let’s get married,” he said.

“What?” Lynne said with a laugh. “Your mother would never go for that.”

“We don’t need her permission. What do you say?”

“I say yes,” Lynne said with a wild grin on her face.

“Good,” Jacob said. He dug his hands deeper into Lynne’s hair as he gave her a fervent kiss.

They took the next flight to Las Vegas after a quick shower and went straight to the altar the following morning with a few friends they’d met while checking in at their hotel as witnesses.
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